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1. The Hostess

John cursed himself again. Why did he have to leave anything to the last minute?

“Be cool,” he said to himself under his breath, “you got this.”

He rang the doorbell and waited patiently. This was the last house on the list, if he didn’t make a good first impression he would be homeless. He tried not to focus on it, thinking instead of the positives.

He was about to start his second year of university after a successful first year. He had found an ad looking for a roommate and, unlike so many of the others he’d contacted, this one was still available.

True, he shouldn’t have left finding a place at the last minute, but how was he to know his relationship was going to fall apart because he found his best friend balls deep in his girlfriend, his first serious girlfriend? Just because his life was falling apart didn’t mean that…

The door opened.

“Hello,” she said.

“Uhh,” stammered John, taken completely aback by the beautiful Asian woman standing in front of him. She was short and petite, with short black hair cut into a bob framing her face. Despite her diminutive frame, she had large breasts which were snuggly accented by her tight-shirt, tucked into the top of her pyjama shorts which showed off her smooth legs, at the bottom of which were a pair of fluffy slippers on her feet.

“Hello. Hi.” He waved and instantly regretted it, but the young woman in the doorway simply smiled and waved back.

“You must be John?”

“Yes,” he said, “you must be…”

He tried to think of the name on the email he had received inviting him to the viewing, but remembered it was simply signed “The House”.

“Come on in,” she said, “I’ll introduce you to everyone.” As she turned and walked away, he followed her into the house. Even though he was desperate to make a good first impression, he couldn’t help but stare at her figure, his eyes fixating on her shorts as they teased the edge of her ass.

“Sorry about my outfit,” she said. looking over her shoulder as John jerked his head up and pretended he wasn’t checking her out, “I forgot you were coming. I hope you don’t mind,” she said, stopping placing one hand on the living room door, “but we were having a movie night.”

She pushed the door open and stepped inside, holding it open so he could enter. He stopped in the doorway and stared, completely unable to understand what was happening. It was as if he had stepped into a new world.

The whole room was bathed in a dark pink light from lamps with RGB lighting. Throughout, he saw there were also coloured light strips, all emitting the same shade of pink. With the curtains drawn they (and the TV) were the only sources of light.

They made the large room feel intimate, private. Despite its calming hues, he felt as if he was intruding on something that he wasn’t meant to see.

“Close the door, hah?” came an annoyed call. “You’re letting the heat out.”

John stepped into the room and the young woman who had let him in, closed the door behind him.

He stood there in silence, still not believing his eyes. On one sofa sat three Asian women cuddled up together, on another sofa sat a fourth Asian woman and, in the corner on a beanbag, sat a fifth, as she carefully painted her toenails.

“Let me introduce you,” said the woman standing next to him.

“Shh,” said the woman on the beanbag not looking up from her toes, “we’re trying to watch.”

The woman next to John marched over to the sofa with the three women, grabbed the remote control from the sofa arm and turned off the telly.

A cry of protest rose up through the room, but the woman with the remote didn’t seem bothered at all. John got the sense that the woman had fallen into the role of hostess, making sure everything that needed to get done, got done whether the other housemates liked it or not. He also got the sense that they did not like it at all.

Still, they quietened down quickly in a fashion which suggested this had been a long-running battle and the women had learned that the fastest way to get this over with was to just let it run its course.

“So, everybody,” she said, waving her hands excitedly as she spoke, “this is John, our new housemate.”

“Potential housemate,” said the woman painting her nails, still not looking up.

“Right,” she said, trying to remain upbeat, “we have to make sure you like us.” She turned to John and smiled.

“And that we like him,” added toenails-painting lady as she admired her handiwork.

Having had enough of the backchat, the hostess, in her fluffy pyjamas and colourful t-shirt, began scolding the woman on the beanbag.

John watched in silence as the woman launched into an angry tirade in Japanese. The woman on the beanbag, taken aback by the sudden outburst, sat in stunned silence for a few moments before she began shouting back in Japanese.

John, being unable to speak Japanese, didn’t know what they were saying, but given both women continued to shout at one another whilst pointing at him, it gave him a pretty good idea.

The shouting got louder and louder and soon the other girls joined in one by one until everyone was shouting at everyone else, pointing fingers at one another as tempers flared.

Suddenly, the hostess released the loudest high-pitched scream John had ever heard and the room fell into silence. In control once again, the hostess spun around on her fluffy slippers and smiled at John.

“Sorry about that,” she said, “they forget their manners sometimes.”

The girl on the beanbag muttered something under her breath and a pillow flew across the room, hitting her in the head. She cursed in Japanese and threw the pillow back, the moment dissolving into nothing.

“If you would like to leave now,” she said, “that is ok.”

“I, err…” stammered John.

“I don’t suppose you want to live in a house with such disrespectful roommates.”

John felt the tension in the room rise, but nothing came of it.

“No,” he said, watching the young woman’s smile immediately fade, “I mean yes. I mean I’d like to stay, err, to take a look around.”

“Ok,” she said, her smile returning as she bounced on her toes, “let me introduce everyone. This,” she said pointing the remote control to the woman sitting alone on the sofa, “is Yoko.”

“Hi,” said Yoko, giving a little wave. John smiled and waved back.

“And this,” said the hostess, pointing to the three girls squeezed together on the other sofa one at a time, “is Mei, Aoi, and Naomi.”

Mei sat on the left of the sofa with her bare legs stretched out, her feet resting on the coffee table, her short, bright pink hair complemented by the lighting, her pert breasts and prominent nipples on display through her loose black band t-shirt, as Naomi sat on the right, her legs covered in baggy, full-length pyjama bottoms tucked underneath her. In between sat Aoi, her posture perfect, her feet in simple slippers planted evenly on the floor, with a big bowl of popcorn sitting on her lap.

“Hi, hello, nice to meet you,” said the three women, as John returned the greeting.

And that,” she said with less enthusiasm as she pointed to the woman on the beanbag, “is Reina.”

“Nice to meet you,” said John, to which Reina merely rolled her eyes.

“And I,” she said, turning back to John, “am Tsumugi.” She gave a playful courtesy and John knew he was in trouble. He looked around the room at the other five women, all of whom were looking at him (except, of course, Reina).

Really big trouble.

◆◆◆

“This,” said Tsumugi, “is the kitchen.”

As soon as introductions were over, Tsumugi had taken his hand and dragged him across the room, the other women watching in silence as he moved amongst them.

As he followed his tour guide into the next room, he was sure he heard a flurry of whispers behind him.

”I’m afraid it isn’t very big, but we make do.”

John tried not to laugh at her comments.

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

“Oh no,” he said, “it’s just, I’ve lived in apartments smaller than this.”

“Oh,” said Tsumugi, blushing.

“This is great.”

“Really?” she asked.

“Really.”

Her face brightened and her smile went into full bloom.

“Ok, let me show you where everything is.”

John stood and watched as the petite woman rushed around the kitchen taking a thousand tiny steps, pointing to the microwave, the kettle, the two fridge-freezers, the cutlery drawer, and everything else she could think of with an enthusiasm John struggled to comprehend.

“You like?” she said, slightly out of breath as she returned to his side.

“Yeah, it’s all great,” said John as he tried to hide his indifference to kitchen layouts.

“OK,” she said, taking his hand again, “time to show you the bedroom.”

She led him out of the kitchen and back through the living room. The movie was back on, but he swore it had been off a second before. All eyes were on the TV, although as he passed through the room he swore they were all looking at him. As Tsumugi led him through the room, he looked back over his shoulder, just in time to see three pairs of eyes dart from him back to the movie.

“Here are the stairs,” said Tsumugi, pointing at the stairs.

“Indeed they are,” said John, listening to sounds from the other room. He was sure the movie had been paused once again, but their footsteps as they moved up the stairs made it impossible for him to be sure.

“Those rooms down there,” she said pointing along the corridor, “belong to Aoi, Mei, and Yoko.” John looked down the corridor at the three doors. He could tell from the decorations outside which belonged to which. “And this,” she said, touching the door behind her, “is my room.”

She looked at him and for a moment he felt like she might invite him inside. He felt his heart beating faster, his palms sweating as images of him and the young Japanese woman in front of him swam through his mind. He felt his cock twitch as it began to grow inside his jeans.

It was ridiculous he knew, they had only just met, but he was sure there was an undeniable attraction between them.

“And this,” she said, breaking off eye contact and moving to the door a little way down from her own, “is your room.” John noticed she seemed more subdued now, her eyes averted to the ground. He wondered if he had read the situation wrong, if she had been put off by his staring, if she knew what he was thinking.

“I mean, it’s your room, if you want,” she added, glancing up at him. She walked into the bedroom and he followed.

It was sparsely furnished, with no decorations on the wall, just a wardrobe, a chest of drawers, a small writing desk, and a double bed.

“I’m sorry there’s no bedding,” she said, as if it were her responsibility.

“That’s fine,” he said, “I’ve got my own.”

“Good,” she said, nervously brushing her hair behind her ear.

“Is there anything else to see?”

“Just the shower room.”

Tsumugi led him out of the room, no hand holding this time, to a door at the top of the stairs. Inside was the bathroom, complete with a bath and standing shower.

“There’s also one downstairs,” she said, “but this one is for you.”

“Just me?”

“No, no,” she said, “for you and me and Aoi to shower. But not together,” she hastily added, her face turning bright red from embarrassment. John tried not to laugh, but he was also trying not to think of showering with the two Asian women, their bodies pressed together under the hot water.

He stared at her and she stared at him and before they knew what was happening both of them had broken out into fits of laughter.

◆◆◆

John had followed Tsumugi back downstairs and into the living room. Yoko had evidently made herself comfortable, her body now sprawled along the sofa. Tsumugi chastised her in a loud whisper and, with a very unimpressed sigh, Yoko swung her legs off the sofa and curled up into the armrest.

“Please,” said Tsumugi, “take a seat.” As Yoko took up the left side of the sofa and Tsumugi was on his right, he felt obliged to sit in the middle seat.

The film was in full swing, although it didn’t seem that far off from when he left the room. On his left he felt Yoko wriggle and squirm, her bare feet pressing into his leg as she tried to get comfortable. On his right, Tsumugi sat perfectly still, eyes on the movie. He turned to look at her and she looked at him and smiled, then turned her attention back to the movie.

He sat there watching the movie, trying not to think how he felt both completely out of place and completely comfortable. Here he was, in a room a shade of dark pink, surrounded on all sides by a group of beautiful Japanese women, all of them in their nightwear.

He glanced around the room, catching glimpses of bare legs or buttoned-up nightshirts which opened just a little too much, exposing just enough skin to make him desperately want to see more. In short, he was in heaven.

But he was also in hell. Here he was, surrounded by all these beautiful women, and there was nothing he could do. He couldn’t say or do anything that might jeopardise his living here. After all, he had nowhere else to go. Not that any of the places he had seen previously had been even close to habitable. This was, in every way, paradise.

“Would you like some popcorn?” asked Aoi, holding out the bowl.

“Oh, no thank you,” he said, trying to be polite.

“Please,” said Tsumugi, “have some.”

“Ok,” he said and leaned up to get some. As he did so, Mei reached over to the bowl, grabbed a handful of popcorn and threw it at him.

“Catch,” she said as the popcorn flew through the air, taking him by surprise and causing him to fall back on the sofa.

“Hey!” said Yoko, who had only just gotten comfortable. “Hey!” she said again, more sternly this time to Mei, who was lobbing individual bits of popcorn. Mei threw a piece at Yoko, then turned her attention back to John who, unsure what else to do, opened his mouth and tried to catch them.

The first piece missed entirely.

“Mei!” said Tsumugi, clearly displeased.

The second piece missed by even more.

“You’re making a mess!”

“It’s not my fault he’s rubbish at this,” she said, aiming the next piece. This time it bounced off his forehead, causing everyone to laugh. Even Tsumugi couldn’t help but smile.

“Getting closer,” she said, as she threw another piece and another, hitting his face closer and closer to his mouth until finally he caught a piece. The girls all cheered and laughed at this historic victory.

“Children,” muttered Reina, followed by an abrupt shriek and the rest of the girls all grabbed handfuls of popcorn and began pelting her with them, to which she responded by grabbing the popcorn off herself and throwing it back at them.

The whole thing lasted seconds, but to John, it felt like it stretched on forever as he watched the room of women laugh and play and giggle. He knew he was going to like living here.

◆◆◆

As the chaos settled down, everyone returned to their original positions and focused once again on the movie. Everyone seemed content, except for Yoko who kept squirming until finally, with a huff, she stretched her legs out over John and planted her feet in Tsumugi’s lap.

Tsumugi scolded Yoko once again in Japanese.

“We have guests,” she added in English. “I’m sorry,” she said, “Yoko is being rude.”

“I’m not being rude,” protested Yoko, “I’m being my true authentic self. Besides, if he’s going to live here he’ll have to get used to how things work.”

“It’s ok,” said John, feeling Yoko’s legs pressing against his cock, as he tried to think of anything else, “I don’t mind.”

“See?” said Yoko, sticking her tongue out.

“That’s not the point,” said Tsumugi.

“Foot rub, please,” said Yoko, wiggling her delicate toes.

“What?!” replied Tsumugi.

“I said please,” said Yoko. “Not that I had to, because you owe me.” Tsumugi began to say something. “But you do!” said Yoko, cutting her off.

John sensed Tsumugi knew she was beaten and whatever had happened before had allowed Yoko to request a foot massage at a time of her choosing.

Tsumugi sighed with frustration and placed her hands on Yoko’s feet.

“That tickles!” protested Yoko as her legs squirmed, rubbing quickly across John’s cock. He felt himself getting hard and prayed Yoko wouldn’t feel his member on her leg.

“Stop squirming.”

“It tickles and your hands are cold.”

“They are not.”

Tsumugi touched Yoko’s feet again and she began to squirm even more, rubbing against John’s cock as it strained against his jeans.

“Stop it.”

“Are my hands cold?” asked Tsumugi, holding them out in front of John. John took her hands in his, they were soft and delicate and he liked to hold them.

“Well?” demanded Yoko.

“Err, no they’re fine,” said John letting her hands go.

“See?” said Tsumugi to Yoko.

Yoko replied in Japanese and Tsumugi replied likewise, the pair bickering back and forth for a moment.

“Well he does!” said Yoko in English. John sat silently unsure how to respond. Suddenly the group of women burst into laughter once again, breaking the tension in the room.

“Come here and stop being a baby,” said Tsumugi, taking one of Yoko’s small feet in her hand and slowly massaging it, causing Yoko to moan with pleasure.

John stared intently at the movie as she tried not to listen to the moans of pleasure coming from the woman sitting next to him, trying to control his breathing as he concentrated on making sure his rock-hard cock didn’t twitch in his trousers.

“You’re so good at this,” purred Yoko, moaning loudly as Tsumugi switched feet and began rubbing her other foot.

John didn’t know how much of this he could take. He felt like he was about to explode.

“Settle down, Yoko,” said Mei, “you’re going to give our boy a hard-on.”

Yoko let out an indignant squeak.

“He’s probably already cum,” said Reina.

“That’s disgusting,” said Naomi.

“Well, he probably has.”

Yoko pulled her feet away from Tsumugi and tucked them back under herself, looking intently at the floor.

“Ooh,” moaned Reina in fake ecstasy, “oh Tsumugi, that feels so good when you touch me like that.”

“Stop it,” said Naomi.

“Oh god, don’t stop, oh yes, just like that.” Reina leaned back, breathing heavily as she stretched out her legs.

“You’re such a bitch,” said Mei.

“Oh, oh, oh, oh god yes, oh fuck, yes, just like that, don’t, uuuh, just like that, oh god I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m…” Reina fell backwards, moaning with fake orgasmic pleasure, gasping and panting as the other girls, except for Yoko, shouted at her to shut up, until finally she sat up laughing.

Yoko ran out of the room on the verge of tears.

Tsumugi shouted at Reina in Japanese and ran after Yoko.

“You’re such a fucking bitch,” repeated Mei.

“It’s not my fault if she can’t take a joke.”

“You embarrassed her in public,” said Naomi.

“She embarrassed herself with her moaning,” said Reina.

Without saying a word, Aoi stood and placed the empty popcorn bowl on the table. She turned and looked at Reina, saying not a single word, before quietly walking out of the room.

“Of course, I’m the bad guy,” said Reina, John detecting a slight tinge of regret in her voice.

“Yes,” said Mei, “you are.”

“Whatever,” said Reina standing up, “I’m going to bed.” With that, she stormed out of the room, leaving only Mei, Naomi and John.

“Well,” said Mei after several awkward moments of silence, “that was fun, right?” She looked at John who was still sitting in the middle of the sofa.

“I, uhh…” said John.

“Don’t worry about it,” said Mei, “I’m sure you’ve got more stamina than that.” She winked at him. “Oh well, I think I’m going to call it a night.” She stood and stretched her slim body, her t-shirt raising as she did so, exposing her torso and her pierced navel.

“You like that?” asked Mei, smiling. She lifted her shirt with one hand and quickly and gently flicked her navel piercing with her middle finger on the other. “Naomi doesn’t approve,” she said, lowering her t-shirt.

“It’s not that I don’t approve,” said Naomi, “I just don’t think you need it. You look perfectly good without it.”

“I didn’t get it for how it makes me look, sweetie,” she said, “I got it for how it makes me feel.” She turned to John. “You got any piercings? Any tattoos?”

“Err, no,” said John.

“No to which?”

“To either.”

“That’s a shame. But that’s something we can fix, I reckon.”

“Leave the poor boy alone,” said Naomi, “we’ve probably scarred him for life already.”

“I’m ok,” said John.

“Hear that?” said Mei, “he’s fine. He likes it.” She gave another quick stretch. “Anyway, I’m off to bed. It’s early, but after all the moaning and panting, I’ve got to go rub one out otherwise I’ll never get to sleep.”

“Mei!” scolded Naomi and Mei laughed.

“I’m just kidding,” she said, smiling at John, “or am I?” She walked to the door, winking at John as she passed. “Night all.”

“Sorry about that,” said Naomi, “she just likes to wind me up.”

“That I do,” shouted Mei from the corridor. Naomi sighed and rolled her eyes.

“It’s fine,” said John, “I had fun.”

“You did?”

“I think so. It’s hard to tell. There were certainly some fun moments in there. One thing’s for sure, I’ll be picking popcorn out of my hair for the next week.”

Naomi laughed and it was a relief to John to see her relax for a moment. This was the first moment John had had an opportunity to really look at Naomi. She had a kind face, a slight smile that felt natural. She seemed to him like the kind of woman who would prefer a quiet life, but wasn’t afraid to stand up for herself and others if she had to. She had demonstrated that tonight and he felt there was something really admirable about that, which is why he tried desperately to keep eye contact as he realised one of the buttons on her shirt had come undone, and from this angle, had exposed a not inconsiderable amount of side boob.

“Well then,” she said, “I think I should call it a night.”

“Ok,” said John, unsure what to do next.

“I’ll send Tsumugi down to see you out.”

“It’s fine, I can just go,” he said standing.

“Please.”

“Ok.”

“She won’t be a minute. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight,” said John, sitting back down on the sofa, alone for the first time that night, wondering what the hell had just happened.

◆◆◆

He awoke with a jolt.

The room was dark and he wasn’t sure where he was.

The last thing he remembered was sitting on the couch waiting for Tsumugi to come back. He had thought about leaving, but he had promised Naomi he wouldn’t. At some point, he must have fallen asleep. He was covered by a blanket, which he assumed he must have grabbed from nearby. The room was filled with pillows and throws and the like.

As he lay there, a wave of panic ran through him at the thought of one of the roommates walking in and finding the strange man from last night was still there. They would freak. And if they didn’t, it was unlikely they would want to live with the guy who just decided to never leave.

Right. He sat up and thought. All he had to do was get to the front door, pick up his shoes and get the hell out of there. Then he was safe and sound. Even if one of the girls saw him outside, he could say he just happened to be passing by. That was a thing that happened, right?

Confident in his plan, he threw off the blanket and sat up. All he had to do was get out of there without making a sound.

“Morning.”

John screamed at the sudden voice and Tsumugi screamed at the sudden scream.

“I’m sorry,” she said, “I didn’t mean to startle you. I was just bringing you a morning coffee.”

John looked towards the kitchen entrance and saw Tsumugi standing there, still in her pyjamas, a cup of coffee in each hand.

He watched as she carefully walked across the room.

“Thank you,” he said as she handed him a cup and sat on the other sofa. He inhaled the aroma of coffee. “I’m sorry, I don’t know what happened. One minute I was sitting here waiting for you, the next…”

“I’m the one who should be sorry,” said Tsumugi, sipping her coffee. “Yoko was rather upset and it took a lot longer to calm her down than I was expecting. Mei stopped by to tell me you were waiting downstairs, but by the time Yoko calmed down and I came to see you out, you were already fast asleep. I thought about waking you, but it was already so late and you looked so peaceful that I decided just to give you a blanket and let you rest.”

She took a sip of her coffee, her eyes on John the whole time.

“Thank you,” he said, “it was rather late and I’m not sure what time I would have gotten home.”

“Now you don’t have to wonder,” she said, smiling over her cup of coffee. You’re already home! That is,” she added, “if you would still like to live here after last night?”

“I really would,” said John, “it was, despite everything, a lot of fun.”

“Yay,” she cheered. “I’ll let everyone know. I’m sure they’ll be thrilled.”

“Everyone?”

“Well, except Reina, but she’s never excited about anything.” Tsumugi laughed, her face lighting up like it did when they first met.

John sat there enjoying the warmth of the coffee and of Tsumugi’s personality. It was the sort of comfortable silence he would happily have had last forever.

“I’m late, I’m late,” cried Aoi as she burst through the door and ran through the living room towards the kitchen. She stopped at the next door and turned to the pair drinking coffee and bowed, before disappearing into the kitchen.

There was rattling and clanging as Aoi did who knew what in the kitchen. John looked towards the source of the noise and then back to Tsumugi, who simply raised her eyebrows.

“Slow down,” said Tsumugi as Aoi burst back into the room, “you’ll hurt yourself.”

“Who cares about that?” she said frantically, “I’m late for class!”

“What happened?”

“Oh, Yoko was upset and I stayed up with her most of the night, then I slept through my alarm and now I’m going to be late for class and I won’t be ready for my exam and I’ll flunk out and end up living on the streets or worse, become a musician!”

They looked at the frantic girl, then Tsumugi burst into laughter.

“It’s the first day,” she said, “they’ll probably just give a brief introduction of the upcoming classes, tell you where to find the reading list, and send you back home!”

“But what if they changed everything?” asked Aoi. “What if they decided to put the most important stuff at the beginning of the class and anyone who doesn’t show up on time will fail?”

“Oh sweetie,” said Tsumugi as she stood up, “come here”. She spread her arms and Aoi took a few steps forward and let the other woman embrace her. “I love you so much,” she said, wrapping her arms around her, “but you really are crazy.” She giggled and Aoi giggled and wrapped her arms around her friend.

“You know you’re crazy, too,” said Aoi softly.

“I know.”

“And Yoko.”

“And Yoko.”

“And Mei.”

“And Mei and Naomi, and Reina.”

“Especially Reina,” said Aoi and the two girls giggled again, still holding each other close.

For a moment, John thought they were going to kiss and suddenly his mind was filled with images of the two women together. He saw Tsumugi lean in taking Aoi by surprise, but who returned the kiss, their mouths opening as their tongues found one another, their tender bodies pressed together as their hands explored one another, Tsumugi’s hand sliding down the back of Aoi’s skirt and grabbing her ass, feeling the firm cheek between her fingers before sliding her hand down further, between the other woman’s legs.

“Is everything alright?” asked Tsumugi.

John blinked and realised the two women were staring at him.

“Oh sorry,” he said, “I must have zoned out for a minute.”

“Maybe he’s a little crazy, too,” said Aoi.

“He must be,” said Tsumugi, “if he wants to live here!”

The two girls laughed and John smiled.

“Now go on,” said Tsumugi to Aoi, giving her a quick kiss on the cheek, “or you’ll really be late.”

Aoi squeaked with concern and disappeared into the corridor, slamming the front door as she bolted out of the house.

Tsumugi took her seat on the sofa, but no sooner had she done so, than the living room door burst open again as Reina stormed in.

“Does she have to be so loud all the time?” she said.

“Someone got up on the wrong side of the bed today.”

“Well, I wouldn’t have if she could be quiet for once.” Reina stopped in the middle of the room. “What’s he doing here?”

“I, err…” began John.

“He lives here,” said Tsumugi. “Right?” she said, looking at John.

“Err, right,” he said.

“He starts living here when he pays rent,” Reina said, marching towards the kitchen. “Until then, he’s your responsibility.”

Tsumugi rolled her eyes as the two of them once again enjoyed their coffee in silence for a couple of minutes until Reina reentered the room, her own cup of coffee in hand.

“Would you like to join us?” asked Tsumugi.

“God no,” said Reina without even the slightest hesitation.

Tsumugi said something in Japanese.

“God no, thank you,” said Reina sharply, giving a sarcastic little bow as she left the room.

“The house is waking up,” she said. “Would you like to have a shower?”

“Excuse me?” asked John, unsure if he heard correctly. The words ‘not together!’ rang in his ears as images of him and Tsumugi in the shower together ran through his mind.

“I’m sorry,” she said, “I didn’t mean to suggest that you smell. It’s just that it can’t have been very comfortable sleeping in your clothes and I thought you might like to freshen up before you start your day.”

“Oh, I see, he said. “Thank you, but I don’t have anything to shower with, plus I’d have to put these clothes back on.”

“That’s no problem,” she said, “I’ve got just the outfit for you.”

John followed her as she raced up the stairs, eliciting loud groans of annoyance from Reina in the downstairs bedroom.

As they moved into Tsumugi’s bedroom, John wondered what she had in mind. Surely she didn’t expect him to wear her clothes, did she? For starters, even though he didn’t consider himself a big guy, he was noticeably larger than her.

“I’m not sure you’ll have anything in my size,” he said.

“You’d be surprised,” she said. “Half my wardrobe is baggy trousers and hoodies.”

He looked her up and down, wondering what he had gotten himself in for. Then, as she bent over and began to rummage through a large drawer, he couldn’t help but check her out.

Her legs bobbed slightly, almost as if she was dancing, causing her ass to jiggle and her shorts to ride upwards revealing more of her cheeks and pulling more tightly against her pussy, her lips perfectly outlined beneath the silky fabric.

“Yes!” she shouted triumphantly as she straightened up and turned around. John snapped his gaze to her face, hoping she didn’t notice either his staring or his growing erection.

“Ta-da!” she proclaimed, holding up a pair of baggy sweatpants and a hoodie. From the size of them, he guessed they belonged to a man. She threw them at him and he scrambled to catch the flying material.

He looked at the clothes in his arms, then up at Tsumugi.

“They’re clean,” she said. “I bought them for… someone. Turns out I bought them for you.”

He checked the tag of the brand-new clothes.

“I can’t accept these,” he said, “they’re way too expensive.”

“I’m not using them,” she said, “consider it an apology for last night, and a moving-in gift!”

“I don’t need an apology,” he said, as a towel landed on his head. He pulled it down into the pile of clothes.

“For showering,” she said. “Come.”

He followed her to the bathroom.

“You can use these,” she said pointing to a pile of bottles, “and these,” pointing to another pile, “but under absolutely no circumstances can you use these.”

“Ok,” he said, bewildered by the number of bathing products. He usually had no more than a body wash and two-in-one shampoo.

“You know how to use the shower?”

“I think I can figure it out,” he said.

“Ok, I’ll leave you to it.”

She smiled and left the bathroom, leaving John staring after her.

He put the clothes down on the side of the bath and began to get undressed. It felt good to peel those stale clothes off, to let his body breathe for a second. He took his t-shirt off and then his jeans, followed by his socks. He stood there for a moment in only his boxers, thinking about Tsumugi, about her bending over the chest of drawers.

“I almost forgot,” said Tsumugi as she burst back into the bathroom. She yelped and quickly turned, covering her eyes.

“I didn’t see anything,” she said.

“It’s ok,” said John, more aware than ever of the raging erection in his boxers.

“Anything,” she said, as she disappeared out of the door.

John stood there for a moment, stunned by the sudden flurry of activity, then went to the door and locked it.

He checked the door was securely locked, then checked again and then a third time, before finally peeling off his boxers. His hard cock sprung forth, images of Tsumugi still running through his mind.

As he showered in the warm water, he wished he had handled the earlier incident differently. Perhaps she had burst in accidentally-on-purpose, trying to catch him in the nude, perhaps hoping he would stand in front of her, comfortable in his nudity, and invite her to shower with him.

He began to stroke his cock as he thought of showering with her, pressing her against the glass as he took her from behind, listening to her moans as the shower filled up with steam from the boiling hot water.

“Shit!” he cried, jumping back. “What the fuck?” The water had turned freezing cold. He stood back as far as he could, waiting for it to warm up again, but it didn’t seem to. So, with little choice, he stood on the edge of the stream and washed himself a little at a time, trying to adjust to the icy water.

Once he was finished, he turned off the water, dried himself hurriedly with the towel and wrapped it around his waist. He had planned to get dressed in the bathroom, but he was so cold now that he needed to get to a warm room and dry himself off properly first.

Tsumugi had offered him her room to get ready, but he hadn’t felt comfortable scurrying across the corridor with people in the house. Now though, he just needed to be somewhere warm.

He waited at the door, the only sound he could hear was of his teeth chattering. When he was certain the coast was clear, he opened the door and made a dash for Tsumugi’s room.

“Well good morning, lover boy,” said Mei, as she strode towards him from her bedroom. John froze in shock. She was wearing nothing but a towel, her cleavage and long legs on display. He was thankful the shock of the shower was so cold it had killed his erection. Mei, on the other hand, seemed completely at ease.

She stood there, weight on one leg, and looked him up and down. “If I’d known there was a spa option, I would have taken an earlier shower.” She winked at him as she slipped past him with ease, and disappeared into the bathroom.

He stood there a moment, still shocked, the image of Mei standing in front of him, only a flimsy bit of material preventing her from being completely naked. He pictured her gently tugging at the top of the towel, letting it fall to her feet, and her stepping over it, closer to him, taking hold of his towel and letting it fall too.

There was a bang downstairs and he heard two of the girls arguing about something. Suddenly there were footsteps on the stairs. He rushed into Tsumugi’s room and pushed the door closed behind him, his back pressed to it.

Tsumugi yelped as she turned to see him there in nothing but a towel.

“What are you doing?” she said, as she spun away from him.

“You said you were going to be downstairs!”

“I was, but you said you didn’t need to use my room!”

“I didn’t, but the water was so cold.”

Tsumugi muttered under her breath.

“She did that on purpose. She knows she isn’t supposed to use the downstairs shower at the same time.”

“Who?” he asked, even though they both knew the answer.

“Reina, of course!” she said, spinning around again. John was still leaning against the door, clothes in his hands. This time, she didn’t look away. “Would you like me to go?”

“It’s ok,” he said, “I just need to get dressed.”

She looked at him for a moment before slowly turning around.

He placed the clothes on the bed and took off the towel. He looked at Tsumugi as he quickly dried himself, trying not to think of her as he did so.

“You know,” she said, “you’re very fit.”

“Oh, thank you,” he said as he stepped into the sweatpants.

“I mean, it wasn’t obvious when you were in your clothes. I mean,” she stuttered, “you should wear something more flattering.”

“I’ll keep that in mind next time I go shopping,” he said, as he pulled up the sweatpants. He’d never really been a fan of the sweatpants aesthetic, but he had to admit they were surprisingly comfortable. And as he wasn’t wearing any underwear, he felt strangely liberated as he hung loose in the baggy attire.

“Your girlfriend must be very pretty,” she said.

“She, uhh,” he began, but decided against it, “I don’t have a girlfriend.”

“Oh?” Tsumugi began to turn around, but realising he still wasn’t fully dressed turned back around.

“How come?”

“It’s a long story,” he said as he pulled the t-shirt over his head. It wasn’t quite his size, being a little too big for him, but it seemed to suit him well, at least, he thought so. Even though it was a bit loose, it seemed to hang in a way that accented his leanness rather than leaving him as a formless blob.

“You can turn around now,” he said, flattening a couple of creases out of the t-shirt with his hand.

“Wow,” she gasped, “you look so much better!”

“Err, thanks, I think.”

“Oh my goodness,” she rushed over to him and began running her hands over his top, tugging at the neck and sleeves. As she fussed around him, her hands gliding over his body, her skin touching his as she straightened his top, he could smell her. She had a delicate, sweet aroma, faint but decidedly feminine. Her body brushed against his and he felt himself getting hard again. He pulled away, worried his hard cock would be visible in the sweatpants.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

“Nothing,” he said, his back pressed against the door. “Thank you for the clothes.”

“My pleasure. You look so good I could eat you.” She smiled innocently. “Oh, you’ve got a little something…” she stepped closer. He looked for somewhere to go, but there was nowhere without pushing past her. “Don’t move…” she stepped closer, her body gently brushing against his, her breasts pressed against him, as she leaned up and in, her hand moving to his hair.

As she did so, he looked across the room and saw the full-length dress mirror for the first time. From this angle he could see her legs, her ass as she pressed against him, standing on her tiptoes as she did so. As he watched her, a moment of realisation hit: that was where she had been standing.

Had she been watching him get changed?

He thought about her standing there, watching him taking off the towel and drying himself, watching as he stepped into the sweatpants, dick hanging free. He really hoped she had.

“There,” she said, stepping back, holding her fingers together. “A little bit of fluff in your hair.” She rubbed her fingers together and the fluff floated to the ground. He looked at her as she stepped back to assess him, still wondering if she had been watching him.

“Hmm,” she said, one finger on her chin, “you just need a bit of….” She stepped forward again, but this time he didn’t flinch, he just stood there, letting her press herself against him, letting her scent surround him as she ran her fingers carefully through his hair.

He felt himself harden as she rubbed up against him, balancing on her tiptoes as she looked at his hair. He stayed there, letting it happen, deciding whatever would be would be. His cock was throbbing as she continued to run her hands through his hair, he felt it twitch, raising as the sweatpants offered no resistance.

“Nearly there,” she said as she continued to work. He was fully hard now and he was sure she could feel him against her thigh as she rubbed across his cock as she kept balance. Still, she made no attempt to back away nor did she acknowledge it in any way.

“Perfect,” she said, stepping back and admiring her work. She looked him up and down with a careful eye. “Oh my,” she said looking at his crotch and then up to his face. “What’s that?”

She looked so innocent, so curious that he suddenly panicked. He’d fucked it up and now he was going to be labelled a pervert and have to live on the streets and…

She stepped close to him and grabbed his cock through the sweatpants.

“Did I do that?” she asked, slowly rubbing her hand up and down the bulge. “Have I been bad?” She pressed her body against his, her hand still slowly working his cock. She pressed herself up on her toes, pressing her lips to his ear. “Have I been a bad hostess?”

“No,” he said in a state of shock, her hand moving across his cock completely obliterating his ability to think clearly or form coherent sentences. “You’ve been great.”

“That’s a pity,” she said, “I was looking forward to you punishing me. I guess,” she said, rubbing his cock ever so slightly faster, “that I’m going to have to try a little harder.” She gently squeezed his shaft in her hand and he let out a moan of pleasure.

“You’re so bad,” he murmured.

“That’s right,” she said, squeezing him again, her hand moving faster. “How bad have I been?”

“So fucking bad.”

“Yes,” she said, “I’ve been such a bad girl. And what do bad girls need?”

“They need to be taught a lesson.”

“Come on then,” she said, her free hand grabbing his ass, “teach me a lesson, white boy.” She began to step back, looking at him, challenging him to do something. Before she could say anything else, he put his hands on the back of her head, holding her in place as he stepped forward and kissed her.

She returned the kiss, hard, passionate, like she’d been waiting her whole life for this moment. She moaned into his mouth as she slipped the tip of her tongue into it, searching tentatively. Their tongues met, flickering briefly against one another, testing each other, until he pressed his tongue into her mouth, finding hers fully as she pressed back.

As they kissed, her hands ran up and down his back, as his slid down to her ass, grabbing her tight cheeks, pressing his fingers into the firm flesh.

“Oh, that’s right,” she gasped in between kisses, “ teach me a lesson.” He raised his hand and spanked her ass. She gasped into his mouth. “Again.” He spanked her again, harder this time and she gasped louder. “More,” said begged, “I’ve been so, so bad.”

He raised his hand back further and swung harder, spanking her ass much harder.

“Oh yes,” she cried, “so, so bad.”

He spanked her again and again, her cries getting louder as she begged for more. He spanked her for a final time then reached down and grabbed her ass. With both hands on her ass, he lifted her up and she jumped, wrapping her arms around his neck and her bare legs around his back, her hips pressed into his belly.

“I’m so light, right?” she whispered in his ear. “You could toss me around the room, doing anything you wanted to me.” She squeezed her legs around him and lowered herself slightly so that the underside of her pyjama bottoms were pressed against his hard cock.

She rocked back and forth, rubbing herself along his shaft, their lips still pressed together, their tongues caressing one another.

“Anything?” he asked.

“Anything.”

He spun her around and pinned her to the door, causing her to gasp as her back pressed against the wood, her body tensing at the impact.

“Use me,” she muttered. “Teach me a lesson I’ll never forget.” As he held her there, she began to rock her hips again and he responded in kind, rubbing his cock against her. “Don’t tease me,” she begged, “I need to learn.”

He kissed her hard again and without another word, turned and threw her onto the bed. She laughed as she bounced, laying on her back, legs spread, still wearing her pyjamas and fluffy slippers.

“See how easy?”

“So easy,” he agreed, falling onto her, kissing her, his hands exploring her sides as she pawed at his t-shirt, pulling at the fabric. He raised his body up and stretched out his arms, allowing her to pull the t-shirt off of him.

“Oh my,” she said, staring at his lean body, his emerging abs, “I’ve got a lot to learn.”

“Yes, you do,” he said, laying back on top of her, kissing her as she wrapped her legs around him, his cocked pressed against her pussy, only a little clothing between them. He ran his hands up over her top, cupping her breasts through the fabric, feeling their heft, eliciting soft moans from her as his fingers circled her hard nipples.

“Take it off,” she begged, “please.” He kissed her again and continued to play with her breasts through her clothing, teasing her, waiting for her to say it again.

“Please.”

He raised himself up and looked down at her squirming below him. She was so beautiful he could barely take it. As he looked at her, she reached out and ran her hands over his stomach, her fingers exploring curiously.

Suddenly he grabbed both of her wrists and pinned her hands above her head, holding her in place as he kissed her ear, her neck, working down towards her chest. She moaned as he planted a series of kisses along her t-shirt and over her breasts. She gasped and thrust her hips as he took her nipple in his mouth, wriggling against him as he sucked her breast through the fabric.

“I can’t,” she cried, “I can’t.”

He continued to suck at her chest, teasing her until she couldn’t stand it any longer. Finally, he removed his mouth and she sighed with relief, her hips still rubbing against him.

He waited a moment, to let her catch her breath and then swiftly took her other nipple in his mouth. She cried aloud again as he sucked harder, her firm nipple tucked between his lips as she rubbed herself against him harder and harder.

“Please,” she begged again until finally he relented. He raised himself up again and removed his hands from her wrists, as Tsugumi lay there submissively, eyes closed, hands still above her head.

With careful, slow movements he reached down and gently began to take off her shirt. She lay there quietly, offering only slight moans, her body quietly submitting to his.

As he slid her top up her body, he marvelled at her smooth stomach, soft and flat, he couldn’t help but lean down and kiss around her navel. She shuddered as his lips touched the sensitive skin.

He continued to lift her shirt, sliding it up to the top of her breasts. He hesitated a moment, savouring the experience of about to see them for the first time. He’d only been here a short time, but they had occupied a lot of his thoughts. Now it was time.

He slid the fabric up over her breasts. He looked at them for a moment, perfectly round, her dark nipples hardened by his mouth. He reached out and slowly touched them, cupping them with nothing between his skin and hers for the first time. She moaned softly as his hands ran over her breasts, his fingers circling her nipples ever so lightly.

He bent down and gently kissed one breast then the other, then took her shirt and finished taking it off. She raised her back as he slid it up underneath and sat up just enough to allow him to slide it up over her shoulders, over her head and off.

Immediately, she lay back down. She opened her eyes and smiled at him. He smiled back and lay back down, their exposed torsos pressing against each other. He felt the warmth of her skin against him, her soft yet firm breasts, he felt her tongue slip back into his mouth as her hands slid up and down his bare back.

“I want you,” she moaned in his ear as he kissed her neck, “I want you inside me.” She reached down and grabbed the top of his sweatpants, pulling at the waist. He wanted nothing more than to be inside her too, to feel her pussy as he slid into her for the first time. He’d never wanted anything more.

“Wait,” he said, pinning her wrists down to the bed beside her hips. “There’s something I need to do first.” She moaned with frustration and playfully fought against his grip, but she quickly relented as he began to kiss down her chest once again, down between her breasts, the soft flesh brushing each of his cheeks as he moved down, kissing down her torso, over her navel (causing her to squirm), down to her pyjama shorts.

He let go of her wrists and looked up at her and she looked down at him. She was like a perfect Japanese angel presenting herself, waiting for him. He continued to kiss down, over the fabric of the shorts, as his hands slid down to her thighs and down her legs.

As he kissed between her legs he could smell her arousal, could feel her warm desire on the thin material. He sucked at it gently, tasting her, as she raised her knees, pulling them closer to her, allowing his hands to explore further down her legs.

His hands slid up and down her legs, up over the smooth skin and down over the supple calves. He kept moving, his fingers finding her ankles, her fluffy slippers. He slipped his fingers down into them, as he began to slowly slide them off.

“Don’t,” she said. He looked up at her from between her legs as she looked down at him. “My feet get cold.” He began to laugh. “Well, they do,” she protested.

“You’re so sweet,” he said.

“Really?”

“Really.”

“Sweet enough to eat?”

“All night long.”

He lowered his face in between her legs once again, kissing up her inner thighs, making her squirm as he teased the sensitive area, his hands still on her ankles, holding her legs in place.

He kissed the skin at the hem of her pyjama shorts, moving from one side to the other before gently kissing up the fabric, along the outline of her lips. She moaned and squirmed, reaching down and placing her hand on his head, gently pushing, desperate for his mouth on her pussy.

“Please,” she begged, “I need it.”

“Only good girls get their pussies eaten,” he said, sitting up, watching her squirm.

“No,” she said, “not good girls. Only bad girls.”

“Are you a bad girl?”

“So bad.”

“Say it.”

“I’m a bad girl, so very bad.”

“And what do you want?”

“I want my pussy to be eaten. Please.”

He let go of her legs and took hold of the waistband of her shorts. She moaned with delight as he began to slowly pull them down, slipping them down her hips. As he did so, she pulled up her legs and slid them to one side, holding them together as he slid her shorts down.

“Careful of the slippers,” she said as he pulled her shorts down to her ankles. Carefully, he spread one shorts leg open and allowed her to pull her foot through, furry slipper still in place, and then did the same for the other.

He dropped her shorts on the floor and looked at her as she lay on the bed, her naked body absolutely perfect. He softly ran his hands over her bare hips and she gasped, rolling her knees to the side.

“I thought you were a bad girl?” he said.

“Not completely bad,” she said, looking at him for a long time. “But maybe you could teach me.”

“I’d like that,” he said, and she rolled her knees up so they sat in front of her like the gates of heaven. He placed his hands on her knees and carefully spread her legs, exposing her pussy to him for the first time.

He stared at her smooth lips, her tight slit glistening with desire, her neatly trimmed bush above.

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

“No,” he said, “you’re perfect.”

With that, he slowly lay down on the bed, kissing up one leg and then the other, making his way closer to her pussy, planting kisses up and around, over her neat pubic mound, but never actually on her pussy itself.

As he continued to tease her, he could smell her desire building, could feel it in her the way her body got warmer, in the way she pressed her hips up, desperately searching for his mouth.

Still, he kept going, his hands stroking her legs as his lips got ever so close but never quite close enough, until, at last, she brought her legs together and pressed them against the side of his head, and as she held his head in place with her thighs, he ran his flat, warm tongue up the centre of her pussy.

She cried out in relief and he continued to lick her, the taste of her pussy flooding his mouth, his tongue sliding up her lips, then in between, licking her entrance as she cried out, her hands reaching down and grabbing his hair, gripping firmly as he slid his tongue inside her.

“Oh, this is so bad,” she cried, “so very bad.”

He slid his tongue deep into her, lapping at her entrance, feeling her wetness dribble down his chin as her thighs clenched, squeezing his head as he tasted her.

After a few minutes, he slid his tongue out of her and she cried out in protest, and then cried out louder as he ran his tongue up her pussy and over her clit. Her whole body shook as he teased her delicate bud for the first time.

He gently placed his lips on one side of her clit, then the other, avoiding touching it directly. Slowly, he worked his way inwards, kissing closer each time until he finally planted a kiss on her clit. She moaned again, soft this time and he knew she was ready. He slid out his tongue and began slowly circling her clit, hands gripping her thighs to prevent her from squeezing too hard.

Still, she gave it her best go, contracting and relaxing her thighs as he continued to lick her clit, his mouth moving with her pussy as she rocked her hips and rubbed her pussy on his face.

“What are you doing to me?” she squirmed, “I’m such a good girl.” He kept licking her pussy as she kept trying to fuck his face, getting wilder and wilder.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he took her clit in her mouth, sucking rhythmically as his tongue continued to move in steady little circles. “This is so bad, I’m so bad.”

He kept sucking and licking her clit, bringing her closer and closer to the edge.

“Oh fuck.”

As he continued, he let go of her thighs, thinking there were worse ways to go than being smothered by a beautiful Asian woman, and slid his hands up her body. She gasped as his hands found her breasts and began caressing them as he sucked on her clit.

He slid his hands inwards, sliding over her breasts as his fingers honed in on her nipples. She let out a squeak as he took them gently and began to rub them between his forefingers and thumbs, his pace matching that of his tongue.

She went silent as he continued, moving her hips faster and faster, rubbing her desire over his face, her warm wetness flooding his senses. He could smell it, feel it, taste it, she wanted him so bad and he had never wanted anyone more.

He kept sucking on her clit, waiting patiently, feeling the moment build. It was coming soon, he knew it, he could hear her heavy breathing, her little breaths turning into little moans, getting gradually louder and louder as the sensation built inside.

They got louder and louder, her body shaking, her muscles tensing, as it built and built until finally it exploded out of her.

She screamed with pleasure, thrusting her hips violently as she gripped his hair, holding his face in place. He continued to eat her pussy as she moaned and writhed, convulsing with pleasure, riding the orgasmic wave for as long as she could, all thoughts of being a good girl now a distant memory. She kept going and going and he kept going and going until finally she was spent.

As she lay there on the bed, completely still save for the rising and fall of her chest, he gently removed his mouth from her pussy. He slid his head back, her grip on his hair now loosened, and admired its beauty. Even now, after so long buried between her legs he couldn’t resist leaning in and giving her one final kiss.

She shivered as his lips briefly touched her pussy, then settled back down. He crawled up beside her and wrapped an arm around her. She turned her head to face him.

“Good girls don’t do that,” she whispered.

“No, they don’t,” he said, “the best girls do.”

He leaned in to kiss her, her pussy juices still on his lips. She kissed him back, and realising she could taste herself in his mouth, kissed him harder.

“I taste so good,” she moaned, pressing her lips against his again.

As they kissed, he felt her hand slide down and find his erection, once again working him through the fabric.

“You don’t have to do that,” he said to the exhausted woman next to him.

“Yes,” she said, “I do.” With that, she slid her hand up and into his sweatpants, wrapping her soft fingers around his hard cock and beginning to jerk him off. He moaned as she got faster and his moans made her go faster still.

“Wait,” she said, “this isn’t fair.”

“It’s ok,” he said.

“No, it’s not,” she said, as she crawled over the bed, giving him a perfect view of her ass and her wet pussy. She got to the end of the bed and turned on her hands and knees, reaching up and grabbing the waistband of his sweatpants and pulling them down.

“Mind my slippers,” he said, as she pulled his trousers off, “my feet get cold.”

“You’ll warm up when I do this,” she said, sliding her head down and taking his cock in her mouth.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, as she slid her lips up and down his cock, pressing them down to the bottom of his shaft with ease.

“Warming up?” she asked, as she raised herself on her knees.

“Getting there,” he said.

She moved back down to his cock, holding his shaft between two fingers and licking it slowly up one side and then the other, with warm soft strokes.

“You’ve got such a pretty cock,” she said, stroking it slowly. “So good for sucking.” She took the head of his cock in her warm, wet mouth and swirled her tongue around it as she slowly stroked his shaft with one hand, whilst the other gently cupped his balls.

As he lay there he closed his eyes, focusing on the feeling of her mouth on his cock, on the taste of her pussy in his mouth.

“You’re so good at that,” he moaned with approval.

“You should see how my pussy feels.”

He looked down at her, the head of his cock in her mouth, her wide eyes looking up at him. As she looked him directly in the eye, she slid his cock into her mouth, sliding it all the way down.

“Fuck,” he said, “you are a bad girl.”

“Do you want to see how bad?” she said, licking her lips, her hand stroking his saliva-covered cock.

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes please.”

“Good boy.”

At that she let go of his dick and crawled up the bed, pressing her body against his as she kissed him, the two of them tasting one another for the first time. Then she backed down and, straddling him, reached underneath for his cock.

“This cock,” she said, slowly stroking him, “is the only cock I’ll never need.”

He watched as she raised herself on her knees, and guided his cock to her entrance. He moaned as he felt the warmth of her pussy, her wetness on the tip of his cock. She pressed down and both of them moaned as he penetrated her for the first time.

“You’re so big,” she said, slowly raising and lowering herself on his cock. “So fucking big.”

She continued to move on his dick, dropping a little deeper every time as her tight pussy relaxed just enough to take his cock.

“Fuck,” she said, as she slid all the way down his shaft, “you’re so deep inside me.”

He looked down at her, his cock fully inside her tight pussy, her warm wet entrance taking everything he had. He couldn’t believe how good her pussy felt.

Then she began to ride him.

Slowly at first, she gradually built up steam and she slid her pussy up and down his cock, her tight lips gripping his shaft. She moaned as she rode him, leaning forward, her small hands on his lean chest, taking the full length of his cock every time.

She watched in amazement as this cute, quiet Asian girl turned into an absolute fuck machine, taking his cock as she rocked back and fore, her big tits bouncing, moaning with pleasure each time he got deep inside of her.

He reached out and placed his hands on her hips, helping to guide her speed.

“You like that?” she asked as she began to rotate her hips at the same time, pulling his cock in every direction, using every inch of her pussy to pleasure him.

“So much,” he said.

“Say it.”

“I like that.”

“Like what?”

“Your pussy.”

“My bad girl pussy.”

“Your bad girl pussy.”

“Say it.”

“I like your bad girl pussy.”

“What do you want to do to my bad girl pussy?”

“I want to fuck your bad girl pussy.”

“Of course you do, what else?”

“I want,” he said, a thousand images flashing through his mind, “I want to cum inside your bad girl pussy.”

“You want to cum inside my bad girl pussy?” she asked, “you want to fill my tight little Asian bad girl pussy with your white man cum?”

“I want to fill you up again and again. I want to fill you with my white man cum.”

“But isn’t that dangerous?” she asked. “I am, after all, of prime breeding age.”

“I don’t care,” he said, “I want to cum inside you. I need it.”

“What do you say?” she asked. Her body was glistening with sweat as she continued to bounce on his cock, slowing down and speeding up, teasing him as she saw fit.

“Please,” he said.

“Please what?” she said, slowing down.

“I want to cum…” he began, “oh fuck.”

“Yes?” she said, “you want to cum where? In my tight little Asian bad girl pussy?”

“Yes.”

“Then say it.”

“I want,” he said, “to cum…” he moaned as he tried to hold off from cumming, “I want to cum in your tight little Asian bad girl pussy. Please.”

“Good boy,” she said, riding him faster and faster. “And you know, good boys get the baddest pussy. Now, cum for me.”

“Oh fuck.”

“Cum inside me.”

“I’m gonna cum inside you so much.”

“Fill my tight little Asian bad girl pussy with cum. Do it now. Fill me up.”

On command he came, moaning out loud as he did so, thrusting deep into her as he continued to ride him, his hands on her hips holding her close to him, holding his cock deep inside her as he flooded her fertile college student body with his seed.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “I can feel your cum inside me. Oh fuck, there’s so much of it.”

He held himself deep inside her as he continued to cum, shooting wave after wave into her pussy.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned as his orgasm peaked, his spent cock twitching inside her tight pussy. “Oh fuck.”

She sat on him for a minute, holding his cock inside her, before slowly pushing herself up and sliding off of it.

“Looks like someone made a mess,” she said looking at his cock covered in cum and pussy juices, “if only there was a bad girl around here to clean you up. Oh wait,” she added, smiling, before lowering her head down and taking his cock in her mouth, slowly and carefully sucking and licking him clean.

“There,” she said, when she had finished, flopping down next to him, pressing her naked body against his, “did I do a good job?”

“The best.”

“That’s good,” she said, “because I’m something of a perfectionist.”

“I noticed,” he said, smiling.

“I know you did,” she said, smiling back. “Now, I don’t know about you, but I’m rather sleepy after all that fun time. May I interest you in a nap?”

“I would,” he said, “but don’t you have classes today?”

“Don’t you?”

“Mine start tomorrow.”

“Well, funnily enough,” she said, “so do mine.” With that, she pulled up the duvet from underneath herself and crawled into bed. “Well?” She asked. At her command, he pulled the duvet from underneath himself and crawled in next to her.

As they got comfortable under the duvet, she pressed her body into his, wrapping one arm over his chest as she snuggled in under his arm.

“This was fun,” she said as she began to drift off to sleep.

“It really was,” he said, his eyes beginning to close.

“We should do it more often.”

“I’d like that.”

“I think the others would like it too.”

His eyes shot open and he looked at her to see if she was joking, but she was already fast asleep. With nothing else to do, he closed his eyes and let sleep begin to take him.

He didn’t know if she was serious or not, but he knew one thing, either way, he was going to enjoy living here.


2. The Good Girl

John 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.


3. Night-Time Surprises

It had taken John a long time to fall asleep. He had just slept with Aoi for the first time. For her first time.

He hadn’t meant to. He had simply gone to talk to her, to see if she actually wanted to have sex with him. Tsumugi, her best friend, had suggested it to John, telling him that Aoi wanted him to be her first. But, having only recently met Aoi, Tsumugi and the rest of the Japanese housemates, he wasn’t sure if this was something he would do.

Of course, he wanted to sleep with her, she was beautiful. She was also smart and cute and polite, always on the lookout for ways to be helpful. Still, he felt a lot of responsibility for it being her first time, and being asked by someone else made the whole thing seem surreal. Not least because he had had sex with Tsumugi, who just so happened to be Aoi’s best friend, the day before. He was worried about how it would impact their relationship – Tsumugi’s and Aoi’s, that is – and the house dynamic as a whole.

So, after Tsumugi had finished “encouraging” John to go ahead with it, he had gone to get a cup of coffee to help him think, and as he did so, he saw Naomi. Naomi struck John as someone who might be “spiritual,” an easy-going, free-spirit. He had no doubt she was highly intelligent, but she seemed to exude an energy. He couldn’t quite place it, but it made him feel at ease, as if she had a greater insight into things than he ever could.

So, when she suggested he speak to Aoi and find out if she really wanted to go through with it, he listened.

He went to Aoi’s room, at her invitation, and discussed whether she wanted them to sleep together. It was never his intention to do it there and then, but it happened. He wasn’t even sure how it happened. One minute they were talking, the next they were making out, and then there they were, their naked bodies pressed together, as he gave the quiet girl exactly what she asked for.

He had been afraid of going too fast, so he took his time, but found out that not only did Aoi have an eagerness for her studies, but for all aspects of her life. When she did something, she wanted to do it right.

She had shocked him with her forthrightness, with her eagerness to experience everything he had to give her, to learn what to do, how to move, how to give and receive pleasure. She really was an A-plus student.

And then finally, after he had, at her request, finished on her body, they had lain in bed together in comfortable silence. Aoi, after she had cleaned herself up, had crawled into bed and curled up next to John, her warm body pressed against his as she fell asleep.

But John had lain there, listening to her breathing softly, feeling the rise and fall of her breasts pressed into his side, his arm wrapped around her. He felt calm and at ease, but the last words Aoi had said before she fell asleep still rattled around his mind, taking hold of his imagination.

All the things she taught me.

John had been surprised by Aoi’s lack of nerves. It had been her first time and he had expected some level of hesitation, but she showed none. He was, to the best of his knowledge, the first boy she had ever been with.

The first boy.

She had kissed him with practised lips, her tongue massaging his with unexpected precision. He had mentioned this to Aoi afterwards, impressed at her natural abilities. It was not natural. The perfect student had, as he should have expected, been studying.

With Tsumugi.

First she taught me how to kiss, then how to kiss with tongue… then she taught me… other stuff.

Images of Tsumugi and Aoi wouldn’t leave his mind.

He kept picturing the two women, in nothing but their panties, their bodies pressed together, kissing, touching, tasting one another, the more experienced Tsumugi teaching her less experienced friend how to kiss, how to seduce, how to relieve her own stress.

He pictured Aoi laying on the bed, her hand moving beneath the soft fabric of her panties, as Tsumugi watched, giving the girl pointers, suggestions of how better to explore her body, to pleasure herself, to bring herself to orgasm.

He pictured Tsumugi on the bed, Aoi’s hand under her panties, her fingers moving in slow circles, listening to Tsumugi’s instructions, Aoi watching every movement, listening for every sound as she learnt how to bring her best friend to orgasm, learning how every body is different.

He wondered how far the two of them had gone. Had Tsumugi ever spread Aoi’s legs and tasted her sweet pussy? Had she ever straddled the girl’s face, lowering herself down, riding her face as she taught Aoi how to bring her pleasure with her mouth?

He had been with them both, but now he couldn’t imagine anything but the two of them together, two best friends exploring their bodies together, teaching one another about their most intimate desires.

But finally, despite his wild fantasies and his raging erection, he did eventually fall asleep.

◆◆◆

Knock. Knock.

John awoke. The room was dark and silent. He swore he had heard something, and he lay there and listened. He made sure Aoi was still next to him, still fast asleep. He continued to listen for another sound, but there was nothing. It must have been his imagination, he figured, or one of the other girls moving about. So he closed his eyes again and tried to go back to sleep.

Knock. Knock.

He opened his eyes again. He still couldn’t see anything, but he heard the gentle creak of Aoi’s bedroom door slowly opening. He tried to focus, but his sleepy eyes hadn’t adjusted to the dark yet, and there was no light from outside the room.

“Hi,” she whispered.

John couldn’t see, but he knew who it was.

Tsumugi.

As his eyes adjusted to the dark, he could make out her vague silhouette, the distinctive shape of her short hair, her body covered in some sort of robe. She stepped into the room and closed the door.

As she stepped towards the bed, the light from between the window blinds illuminated parts of her. It was then he realised she was not wearing a robe, but a kimono. Tied loosely around her waist, the delicate material was open at the chest, hanging loosely on her breasts, her nipples poking through.

“I wanted to see how you were,” she said softly.

“I err,” he started, “I’m good.” Aoi stirred next to him, before settling back down.

“And Aoi?”

“She’s good too, I think.”

“I think so too.” Tsumugi smiled knowingly and stepped closer. “So very good.” She crawled onto the bed on all fours, until she was face to face with him, her kimono hanging opening, a stray beam of moonlight illuminating the top of her pale breasts as they hung freely underneath.

“I taught her everything she knows,” she said, leaning in and kissing him softly, “but you already know that.” She lay down next to him, pulling the covers over herself and pressing into him. He felt the soft silk of her kimono on his skin, and then her soft leg brushing against his.

She began to kiss his face softly, her hand caressing his chest.

“How did it feel,” she asked, “being her first?”

“It felt good,” he said, sandwiched between the two of them.

“Did you like being in her pussy?” she asked, as her hand slowly made its way down his body. “Did your big white cock fit in her tight Japanese pussy?”

John began to get hard at the memory of fucking Aoi, penetrating her for the first time, feeling her tight hole stretch out to accommodate his cock, her lips gripping his shaft tightly, not wanting to let go.

He felt Tsumugi’s hand continue down, her soft fingers teasing his cock, making sure he was hard.

“Did she take it all?”

“Yes,” said John trying not to moan and wake Aoi as he felt Tsumugi wrap the edge of her kimono around his hard cock, slowly working him with the silk fabric.

“Such a good girl,” she said, “so ambitious.” She worked him faster. “And such a good boy.” She stroked his face with the back of her hand. “And good boys deserve rewards.”

She worked him faster with the soft kimono, peppering his neck and chest with kisses. He felt Aoi’s hand begin to gently caress the other side of his chest, pressing herself closer to him, as she kissed his cheek.

He turned to look at her. She smiled at him and kissed him on the lips, slowly, passionately, her tongue teasing his.

“Wakey, wakey,” she said, grinning.

“I…” he stammered, unsure what to say or do. He wasn’t sure if Aoi had seen Tsumugi or was aware that the other girl was currently playing with his cock. His questions were answered as Aoi leaned over John’s body as Tsumugi leaned towards her, and the two girls kissed.

John watched, stunned as the two best friends made out in front of him, Aoi’s hand slipping under the covers to play with his balls as Tsumugi continued to stroke his cock.

“You were so good to me last night,” said Aoi, staring into Tsumugi’s eyes, “that we thought you deserved a treat.”

“A treat?”

“A very special treat,” said Tsumugi. She began to kiss his chest, moving down his body until she was completely under the covers.

John moaned as he felt her warm mouth on his hard cock, moving up and down as Aoi’s soft hand continued to cradle his balls.

He felt her lips push down to the base of his shaft, his whole cock enveloped in her mouth, the contractions of her throat teasing the end of his cock. Slowly, her lips slipped back up, leaving only the tip of his cock in her mouth, as she swirled her tongue around it as she gently sucked on it.

Aoi continued to kiss and caress John, her soft breasts pressed into his side, her leg rubbing against his as Tsumugi knelt between his legs.

He didn’t know what to do, so he did nothing. He lay there enjoying the moment, one beautiful Japanese woman in his arms, the other sucking his cock.

Under the covers, Tsumugi slid him back into her mouth, pushing deep into her throat as she took his whole shaft. He moaned, pulling Aoi closer and she wrapped her arm around him, pulling herself closer and kissing him, her leg rubbing up and down his, just inches from the other woman giving him a blowjob.

The bedsheets bobbed up and down, faster and faster as she took all of his dick in her mouth.

She was so good he wanted to cum in her mouth there and then, let her milk him dry, so she could swallow down his sizable tribute and let him drift off back to sleep.

She continued pleasuring him with her mouth, taking him to the brink and then…

Nothing.

Suddenly she stopped.

He could feel his saliva-coated cock laying on his stomach, as Tsumugi slowly crawled up the bed.

“Did you enjoy that?” she asked, her lips wet, as she laid down next to him, pressing herself underneath his arm. He could feel her soft breasts under the thin material, as they pressed into his side, her leg running up one leg as Aoi’s ran up the other.

“Yes, but…,” he began, desperate for her to put his cock back in her mouth, to finish the job.

She pulled her hand from underneath the covers and placed a finger on his lips, wet with her desire. She rubbed the wet fingertip along his lips and she slipped it into his mouth. He wrapped his lips around it and sucked hard, tasting her pussy as he licked her finger clean.

“See what you did to me,” she whispered into his ear, gently nibbling on his soft earlobe, before sucking on it. “This is all because of you.” She reached down and, wrapping his cock in her kimono, began to slowly stroke him again.

“I didn’t do anything,” he whispered, causing Aoi to giggle.

“We all know what you did,” she said, rubbing his cock slightly faster. “We all heard you.” She smiled. “We heard Aoi, too. What a sweet mouth,” she said, tracing Aoi’s slight mouth with her finger, “to say such dirty things.”

“So dirty,” repeated Aoi.

“And to do such bad things.”

“So bad.”

“And all I could do was lie there and listen as you turned our sweet little virgin,” said Tsumugi, as she slipped her finger into Aoi’s mouth, the girl sucking eagerly, “into a cock-crazed cumwhore.”

“Such,” added Aoi, before resuming sucking her best friend’s fingers.

“Was she good?” asked Tsumugi. “Was her tight virgin Japanese pussy enough to satisfy my white boy?” She leaned in and kissed him, wrapping her leg over his and pressing her wet pussy into his leg, moaning into his mouth as she rubbed her wet pussy on his leg. “Did she satisfy your big white cock?”

John’s cock twitched at the thought of being inside Aoi, her tight pussy clinging to his shaft as he fucked her for the first time, her soft moans of pleasure as he worked his way fully inside of her.

“Yes,” John whispered. “She did.”

“I knew she would,” she said, “she’s such a good girl and such an eager student.” Tsumugi leaned over John and, taking her fingers out of the girl’s mouth, pressed her soft lips against Aoi’s, to which Aoi responded in kind.

“Did she suck your cock?” asked Tsumugi. “Did she show you what her pretty little mouth could do?”

“He didn’t let me,” said Aoi, upset, “he was too eager to violate me.”

“Well, we can’t have that,” said Tsumugi. “My good girl here needs the full experience of your wonderful cock.”

Aoi placed her lips on John’s chest, her tongue gently circling his nipple. John moaned as Tsumugi did the same to his other nipple, the two of them playing with his cock and balls.

“I want it in my mouth,” whispered Aoi, looking at Tsumugi.

“What do good girls say when they want something?” asked Tsumugi.

Aoi looked up at John, her loose grip on his cock as she stroked him quickly.

“Please.”

John nodded and Aoi smiled and disappeared headfirst under the covers.

“Oh fuck,” said John as Aoi took his whole cock in her mouth, sucking wildly.

“It’s her first time,” said Tsumugi, “I think she’s a bit excited.”

“Me too,” said John, looking at Aoi’s firm ass sticking out from the covers. He ran his hand gently over one cheek then the other.

“Look at the sweet pussy,” said Tsumugi, “it’s all for you. But then, you already know that.”

John ran a gentle finger over Aoi’s lips, her wetness coating the tip. A moan came from under the covers and she sucked his cock harder. He stroked her wet lips again, then moved to her entrance, gently circling her tight hole, ready to slide his fingers inside her.

“Wait,” said Tsumugi, reaching over and grabbing his wrist. “I want to taste her.” She pulled his hand towards her and took his fingertip in her mouth, her tongue licking up every drop of Aoi’s desire, before taking his whole finger in her mouth, sucking and licking until it was completely wet.

“There,” said Tsumugi, licking her lips, “perfect.”

John leaned in and kissed Tsumugi, getting the first taste of Aoi’s sweet pussy. He kissed her harder, his tongue finding hers, desperate for any hint of Aoi in her mouth.

“Don’t worry,” said Tsumugi, “you’ll get to taste her sweetness soon enough.” She returned to kissing his chest, her hand still cradling his balls. John returned his attention to Aoi’s wet slit, running his finger up and down between her lips again before circling her entrance.

Aoi moaned deeply, pushing his cock deep into her throat as John slowly began to fingerfuck her, sliding his saliva-covered finger in and out of her tight hole. And as John began to curl his finger inside, caressing her g-spot, Aoi cried out in pleasure.

“You’re a very good kisser,” said Tsumugi, her finger circling his nipple, “it seems a shame to waste it on my lips. Well,” she said, looking into his eyes, “these lips, at least.” She kissed him and began to crawl up the bed, out of the covers and straddled his chest. He could feel her warm wet pussy, hidden by her kimono, brushing up and down his chest hair, as she looked down at him. She moved up, pressing her knees into his armpits and reached for a pillow. She picked it up and John lifted his head, allowing Tsumugi to place it underneath.

“Good boy,” she said, “and this is your reward.” She tugged gently at the silk strap of her kimono, the bow opening agonisingly slowly, as she continued to rock gently on top of him. Finally, the bow slipped open and her kimono opened, still clinging to her breasts as it exposed her chest, her flat stomach, and her neatly trimmed pussy. She ran her hand down her body, sliding her fingers down between her legs and then up as she slowly circled her clit, right in front of his face.

“It’s all yours,” she said, “whenever you want it.” She yelped with excitement as John grabbed her ass with his free hand and pulled her closer, pressing his mouth onto her pussy.

She moaned as he kissed her wet lips, his tongue sliding between them as she slowly rode his face, her wetness already spreading over his mouth and his chin.

Tsumugi grabbed the top of the headboard, using it to balance she continued to rub herself over John’s mouth, as John continued to fingerfuck Aoi’s eager pussy, her tight mouth still wrapped around his cock.

“More,” moaned Tsumugi, and John began to lick her pussy faster as she rocked faster, her kimono slipping back finally to reveal her breasts. “Look at that,” she said, looking back at Aoi’s bobbing ass, “such a shame to let it go to waste.”

Then, holding on with one hand, she began to suck on her finger, making sure it was nice and wet, before she leaned over and placed her hand on Aoi’s ass, caressing it gently before slipping her saliva-covered finger between her asscheeks and began caressing her asshole.

John moaned into Tsumugi’s pussy as Aoi’s lips clamped down on John’s cock, sucking him forcefully as the other girl played with her puckering asshole. John could feel his finger pressing deeper into Aoi as the good girl pushed back, desperate to be finger fucked in both her holes. She kept going and going, pressing further back, riding John’s finger harder and harder as Tsumugi kept hers agonisingly out of reach as she fingered her asshole.

Suddenly Aoi moved out of reach, John’s wet finger sliding out of her as she disappeared under the covers.

“I’ll take that,” said Tsumugi, grabbing John’s wrist and bringing his finger to her mouth, sucking Aoi’s wetness off, as behind her, Aoi moaned as she threw off the covers and mounted John’s cock, still wet from her mouth.

Where Aoi had been cautious before, now she was insatiable, pressing her tight pussy onto his cock, bouncing up and down as he slid further and further into her.

She began to moan as she rode him, her tight hole taking all of him as she lifted herself up and down. She rode him faster and faster, her hands sitting on his hips.

“You feel so good inside me,” Aoi cried. As she continued, John saw her hands slide up Tsumugi’s arms, hooking the top of the kimono and pulling it back. The soft silk slid down Tsumugi’s arms, and settled on her elbows. He watched as Aoi leaned forward and kissed Tsumugi’s exposed shoulders and neck, watching him sucking on Tsumugi’s pussy as she did so. Tsumugi responded by leaning back and reaching around to hold the back of the Aoi’s head, Tsumugi moaning as Aoi’s hands snaked around her body and cupped her large breasts.

“Hey sweetie,” said Tsumugi, moaning again as Aoi began to play with her nipples, “having fun?”

“I needed more,” she gasped, “I needed him to be inside me.” The two women rocked on his body, riding his cock and mouth at the same time, covering his face and shaft in their pussy juices.

“Wait,” said Tsumugi, as she climbed off John’s face.

“Is something wrong?” he asked in between breaths.

“Not at all,” she said, leaning in to kiss him, moaning as she tasted her wetness in his mouth. “Not a single thing.”

With that, she swung a leg over John, giving him a perfect view of her firm ass, her tight holes, and pressed her pussy back onto his face. He grabbed her ass, spreading her cheeks as his mouth once again found her pussy and began to suck on her, taking her neat labia in his mouth, tugging gently as Tsumugi leaned forward and kissed Aoi.

“Your pussy tastes so good,” murmured Aoi.

“So does yours,” said Tsumugi, kissing the girl again.

As Tsumugi leaned forward, John watched her asshole twitch. He slid his one hand closer, slipped a finger in between her asscheeks and began to caress her asshole.

“Fuck,” cried Tsumugi as he fingered her ass, “I love having my asshole played with.” She rode his face faster. “It makes me feel like such a slut!”

John continued to finger her asshole, pressing his fingertip gently into her asshole as she pressed back onto it.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, as she pressed back on his finger, eager to ride it. As she did so, he took her clit in his mouth, sucking on it as his tongue slowly circled it.

He felt both girl’s hands on his hips as they rode him, their fingers entwined, holding hands as they fucked him together. He could hear their moans and the soft, wet sound as their lips met.

Aoi moaned louder as she bounced on his dick, taking every inch and panting every time she did so. At the same time, Tsumugi pushed back deeper, and his finger slid deep into her ass, causing her to cry out with pleasure. She rode his finger and face faster and faster, her wetness running down his chin, warm drops of her desire trickling down his neck.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “I’m so close.”

John continued exactly what he was doing, matching the movements of the woman on his face, sucking her clit with the same intensity, as he steadily fingerfucked her asshole.

“You look so beautiful when you cum,” cooed Aoi, still riding John’s cock, “it gets me so wet. I want to see you cum, please.”

Tsumugi cried out as she came, rubbing her pussy over John’s face, pushing his finger all the way into her asshole, leaning down so far he could see Aoi, her face shiny from the exertion of riding his cock, her surprisingly large breasts bouncing as he did so.

Aoi smiled at John and bit her bottom lip with desire. She was so beautiful that he thought she might be able to make him cum from a smile alone. That he was deep in her tight pussy didn’t hurt matters either.

Aoi was desperate for his cock, that much he could tell. But it was also apparent she was getting tired, her thin legs unable to hold her body up much longer.

“Fuuuuuuuuck,” cried Tsumugi as she rolled off John’s face, onto the bed next to him, rolling around as the after-shocks of her orgasm ran through her body. Aoi looked at the helpless Tsumugi, then at John and said,

“I want that.”

John sat up and pressed his body against Aoi’s, kissing her, his mouth covered in her best friend’s wetness. Aoi kissed and licked him, running her tongue up his cheek and down his jawline, following the trail of Tsumugi’s pussy juices wherever they went, cleaning up her mess.

Then without warning, she yelped as he leaned her back, her back bouncing on the bed, her legs spread in the air as positioned himself on his knees, his cock still deep inside of her, and began to fuck her as fast as he could.

She moaned with pleasure as he gave her every inch of his cock in her tight, wet pussy.

“Use me,” she moaned, “fuck me however you want.”

He held her by her thighs as he fucked her hard, watching as she grabbed her tits, squeezing them as they bounced. As he did so, he saw Tsumugi crawl up the bed to Aoi, her kimono now discarded, and saw her gently stroke her friend’s hair with one hand as she kissed her, as her other hand explored the girl’s body.

Aoi moaned with pleasure as Tsumugi’s hand ran down her soft, slim body, and found her clit, her fingers moving rapidly as John continued to fuck her, feeling himself getting close.

“I want,” moaned Aoi, to Tsumugi in between grunts of pleasure, “I want him to see you eat my pussy.”

“Would you like that?” Tsumugi asked John, who smiled.

Aoi’s pussy felt so good, but he was desperate to see what came next. He slowed down and slowly removed his cock from Aoi’s pussy, watching as her wet, stretched hole slowly contracted to its original size.

John moved out of the way, watching as Tsumugi took his place, laying on her belly between the girl’s legs, her hands caressing her thighs.

“Wait,” said Aoi as she scooched up the bed until her head was hanging off the edge, “there we go.”

Tsumugi kissed around the girl’s pussy, moving slowly, before running her soft tongue up between her lips, causing Aoi to moan. John, his cock slick with Aoi’s wetness, worked himself as he watched the one woman pleasure the other. Aoi’s body moved and contorted, her back arching as Tsumugi expertly manoeuvred her tongue around Aoi’s tight slit, sliding up to her clit for a moment, before moving back down and licking her freshly-fucked hole, sliding her tongue deep inside.

Aoi cried out in pleasure as the other girl’s tongue slid into her, tasting her deeply. John watched intently, his hand quickly working his cock as these two Japanese women made love to one another for his pleasure.

“John,” moaned Aoi, reaching out and grabbing his wrist, “I need you.” She moaned again, tugging at his arm. “I need you”.

John moved across the bed and got off, Aoi’s beautiful face inches from his cock, her naked body stretched out in front of him, with Tsumugi’s face still buried between her legs. Aoi reached out and touched his hips, trying to pull him closer. He stepped forward and Aoi opened her mouth wide.

I need you.

John pressed his cock into Aoi’s mouth and she wrapped her lips around it, moaning with pleasure as she sucked her juices from his shaft. She reached around and grabbed his ass, pulling him further into her mouth, his cock pressing into her throat. John felt the warmth and wetness of her mouth, savouring it before slowly beginning to thrust. Aoi moaned as he used her throat, her hands constantly trying to pull him deeper into her throat.

He fucked her mouth, getting faster as he watched Tsumugi still eating her friend’s pussy, delicately licking and kissing and sucking, one hand now buried between her own legs, playing with herself as she pleasured the other woman, a finger on the other deep inside Aoi. John reached down and caressed Aoi’s breasts, pressing his fingers into her soft flesh. He looked down at Tsumugi who was looking up at him, the two of them double-teaming the innocent Aoi.

As they did so, John fucked her mouth faster, and Aoi moaned louder and longer as his cock filled her throat, her hips pressing into Tsumugi, rubbing her pussy over her friend’s face as she got ready to cum.

John kept going, Aoi’s mouth getting tighter as her body jerked and spasmed. She moaned and her body twisted as she came, he felt her fingernails digging into his asscheeks, holding on for dear life, holding his cock deep in her throat, as Tsumugi and John continued to fuck the inexperienced college student, prolonging her pleasure for as long as possible.

He tried hard not to think about cumming, about shooting his thick load down Aoi’s throat as she came, watching as she swallowed his load like a good girl. He looked down at Tsumugi, who was looking at John, her mouth clamped to Aoi’s clit as she continued to eat her friend’s pussy.

Eventually, Aoi went limp and John slowed his thrusting, slowly pulling his cock out of the exhausted girl’s mouth. Aoi gasped for breath, smiling as she admired John’s wet cock from a new angle until Tsumugi gently pulled Aoi fully onto the bed, her head no longer hanging off the side. Aoi remained still, her breasts heaving as she continued breathing deeply. As she did so, Tsumugi crawled up the girl’s body, her mouth slick with Aoi’s wetness.

Tsumugi smiled at Aoi, and Aoi smiled back.

“Did we put on a good show?” Aoi asked.

“Oh sweetie,” said Tsumugi, stroking Aoi’s face gently, “we haven’t finished yet.” With that, Tsumugi leaned in and kissed her.

John, his cock wet from Aoi’s mouth, began to work himself again at the sight of the two women pressed together, naked, sharing the taste of pussy between them.

“Come closer,” said Tsumugi. John stepped forward. Tsumugi took John in her mouth again, warm from Aoi’s pussy, and, kneeling over her friend, began to suck his cock. As she bobbed her head back and forth, John placed his hand on the back of her head, guiding her as she twisted her neck, swirling her mouth around his shaft.

From underneath, he saw Aoi watching intently, and before he could say anything, she moved her head forward and took one of his balls in her mouth, sucking rhythmically on it.

John watched the two women pleasuring him with their mouths, their desire for him matching his desire for them. As Aoi moved her mouth from ball to ball, John continued to steadily fuck Tsumugi’s mouth, his hand tangled in her short hair, so many ideas forming in his head.

“Turn around,” he said.

“But I wasn’t finished,” said Tsumugi, as she worked him with her hand. John said nothing and she slowly turned around, presenting herself to him. John ran his hand over her ass, watching her asshole pucker at his touch. With the other, he gently stroked Aoi’s cheek and she let his ball slip out of her mouth.

As Tsumugi knelt over Aoi, she buried her face in the girl’s pussy again, gently licking her sensitive clit, as Aoi did the same, sucking on Tsumugi. As they did this, John pressed his cock into Tsumugi, causing her to moan into Aoi’s pussy.

Tsumugi was ready and his cock slipped right into her waiting hole. He began fucking her quickly, holding her ass as the two women continued to suck on one another’s clits.

Tsumugi’s pussy was different from Aoi's. Not better or worse, just different, and as he fucked her, pushing deep into her from behind, she pushed her ass back, taking his entire cock with ease.

He fucked her faster, feeling himself getting close, the buildup of the evening finally coming to a climax. But as he felt it getting closer and closer, he had a dilemma:

Which girl should he cum in?

He had cum in Tsumugi’s sweet pussy before, which was definitely something he wanted to do again. But on the other hand, he had never cum in Aoi, even though he had desperately wanted to. Still, listening to her moan with pleasure as he covered her tight body in cum, shooting his load over her belly, her tits, even into her face, that wasn’t something he’d forget in a hurry.

He had loved doing both, but he wasn’t sure what to do now. Then he had an idea.

“Aoi,” he moaned, “I need your pussy now.”

John pulled his cock out of Tsumugi, admiring her tight slit as he did so. Tsumugi rolled the girl over, so that Aoi was kneeling facing John, her beautiful face wet from her pussy, before she climbed off Tsumugi, turned around and buried her face in the duvet.

“She’s all yours,” said Tsumugi.

“All yours,” said Aoi.

“But you already know that.”

“You too,” he said, working himself as he watched Tsumugi get into position, so both women were presenting themselves to him. He stood and admired their firm asses, their beautiful and unique pussies, both wet from desire and each other’s mouths.

John ran a finger over both of their lips at the same time, causing both women to moan. He rubbed his fingers up and down their slits, before slowly sliding a finger into both. As he continued, both women began to rock, pressing his fingers deeper into their pussies, moaning as he fingerfucked both of them at the same time.

“Hey,” cried Tsumugi after a few moments, as he slipped his finger out of her pussy.

“I need more,” whined Aoi, as he did the same to her.

Both girls continued to kneel, waving their asses in the air, desperate for John to use them.

John knelt before Tsumugi and licked her pussy, tonguing her entrance briefly, before doing the same to Aoi, tasting them both. Then, with the taste of both women in his mouth, he stood and pressed his cock into Aoi’s waiting hole, working himself in.

Aoi gasped as John began to fuck her from behind, holding on to her tight ass as he did so, moving faster and faster, causing her to try out as she took his entire dick.

“Use me,” she cried, “cum in me. I need you to fill me up.” John fucked her harder, feeling himself getting close once again to cumming. He kept fucking her, feeling his orgasm getting harder to resist, then right before he passed the point of no return, pulled out.

Aoi moaned, pushing her ass back in search of his cock as John moved over to Tsumugi and took her from behind again, slipping in faster, fucking her hard as she fucked him back, throwing her ass on his cock and riding his whole shaft.

The thought of cumming Tsumugi the first time almost made him shoot his load into her tight pussy again, but he held on, savouring every inch of her before he pulled out once again, moving to Aoi and slipping his wet cock into her more easily.

As he fucked her he realised this was it, the next time he couldn’t hold it back. He placed his hand on the small of her back and began playing with her tight asshole with his thumb. He thought about fucking her ass for the first time, how tight it would feel on his cock, how she would love it as he stretched out her asshole, how she would look as his cum dribbled out of her, and he moaned at the thought.

“Face me,” he said and Tsumugi turned. “You too, sweetie,” he added, as he pulled his cock out of Aoi’s tight hole. The two women turned, looking up to him on their hands and knees as he worked his cock.

“I want to see you make out,” he said, and Tsumugi and Aoi began to kiss, still on their knees. John worked himself as the two women made out in front of him, their hands exploring one another, as they watched him working his cock.

“Fuck,” he moaned as the Japanese college students kissed in front of him, their naked bodies glistening with sweat, their mouths damp with the taste of each other’s pussies, their Asian tight holes stretched from his thick white cock.

“I’m cumming,” he moaned, unable to hold back any longer.

“Cum for us,” cooed Tsumugi.

“Please,” said Aoi, “we need it.”

John moaned again, cumming as the two women kissed again, their bodies pressed together, their large breasts squashed between them, watching him as they waited for his reward.

As their tongues flicked against one another, he came.

The two women cried out with pleasure as they watched him cum, his load coating their pretty Asian faces. He continued to cum, watching his seed land on their pale skin, their cheeks, their soft mouths as they continued to kiss, smiling as he did so.

Once he was finished, he stood there and watched the two women kiss, Tsumugi running her tongue up Aoi’s cum-covered face, before Aoi did the same for Tsumugi, licking up their tribute, before kissing again, sharing his cum between them, before swallowing it down and presenting their empty mouths to him, as the best girls do.

◆◆◆

As John lay in bed, he couldn’t quite believe the night he’d had. First, he’d had sex with Aoi, then had a threesome with Aoi and Tsumugi. Between them, they had drained him fully.

Now he lay there, in Aoi’s bed, his arms wrapped around both of them, Aoi curled in on one side, and Tsumugi on the other. Two beautiful, naked women pressed against him, holding hands on his chest, as they slept peacefully.

People would never suspect, he thought, what these best friends are capable of.

With that thought in his mind, he quickly drifted off to sleep.


4. The Bad Girl

When John awoke, he was alone. He had fallen asleep with Tsumugi in one arm and Aoi in the other, both women holding themselves close to him as they held hands on his chest.

He looked sleepily around the room, but there was no sight of them. No sight of their clothing either. Not of Aoi’s clothes, which he had removed at her request, nor of Tsumugi’s silk kimono, the only item she had been wearing when she’d snuck into Aoi’s room in the middle of the night.

Now that he came to think about it, his clothes were nowhere to be seen, either. His too had been discarded across the floor, with no concern for neatness. He began to wonder how long it would take him to run down the corridor and get back to his room. It wasn’t far, but there were three other bedrooms, including Aoi’s, where he currently was. There was also the bathroom.

He thought it unlikely he would be caught, but every time he left his room he always seemed to run into Mei, almost as if she were waiting for him so she could casually traipse past in a towel that left not much to the imagination. He wondered what she might say if she caught him naked in the hallways. Maybe she would slip off her towel in solidarity.

“There’s nothing shameful about the human body,” he imagined her saying, “especially a body like mine.”

He was getting hard and the idea of a naked Mei was something he was very interested in seeing, but he shook his head and tried to focus on something less exciting. He was, after all, still in Aoi’s bed and it seemed rude to lie there and jerk one out thinking about someone else, especially after the previous night.

He sighed and rolled over, wrapping himself in Aoi’s soft duvet and drifting back off to sleep. Public nudity was something that could wait.

◆◆◆

When he awoke again, the sun was shining through the cracks in the blinds. He caught the scent of both women as he rolled across the bed, their fragrances mingling, merging, coming together.

He climbed out of bed and stretched.

He felt sticky, the previous evening’s sweat and bodily fluids on his skin, not that he was complaining. He walked around the room, curious but trying not to look too closely at anything in particular. It was, he felt, a courtesy for Aoi to let him stay in her room without her, a mark of trust.

Everything was so neat and tidy, but so colourful. It was as if two worlds had collided. The first, the world of a top student, focused on nothing but her studies. The other was of someone embracing their feminine side, their fun side, eschewing the practical for comfort and ease. This was how he felt about Aoi. She seemed like someone coming out of her shell, encouraged by her friends to look beyond her studies and learn how to actually live.

And they had taught her well.

His cock twitched at the thought of Aoi and the things she had done last night –with him and with Tsumugi– the two of them going above and beyond to make him feel welcome in his new home. 

He spotted his clothes on the chair by Aoi’s desk, all neatly folded. He wondered how the two of them had managed to get out of bed, tidy up, get ready and leave, all without waking him up. But then again, he had been exhausted by the end of the night. 

He started to get dressed, pulling on the sweatpants and t-shirt Tsumugi had given him right before they had had sex for the first time. He hadn’t intended to wear them before he had sex with Aoi, but after Tsumugi had stained his jeans dry-humping his leg, he had been forced to change. 

As he pulled the t-shirt over his head, he noticed an extra item of clothing on the chair, a pair of plain white panties. He knew they weren’t his, but he couldn’t resist picking them up. The material felt familiar under his fingers and as he held them softly to his face, he could smell Aoi on them. 

His cock hardened as the scent of her brought back a flurry of memories. 

He thought of putting them back, but the way they had been so neatly folded and left with his clothes was a clear indication they were left there for him. A gift. Or a promise for later. 

He put them into the pocket of his sweatpants, went to the bedroom door and listened for any signs of activity, but there was nothing. He opened the door and peeked outside, but still nothing. 

He left the room, quietly closing the door behind him and walking swiftly to his room, breathing only when he was inside, leaning on the closed door. 

He stood there a moment, back still pressed against the door waiting for someone to knock. He didn’t know why, but he felt that was something that would happen. When it didn’t, he walked into the room, took Aoi’s panties out of his pocket and placed them under his pillow for safekeeping. 

◆◆◆
 


After he took a shower, he was surprised at just how quiet the house was. He guessed that Tsumugi and Aoi had left, but had no idea about Mei, Yoko, and Naomi. He also figured that Reina had left, as he was able to have a hot shower for once. He still didn’t know why she had taken so against him, but as he stood in the uninterrupted stream of boiling hot water, he didn’t really care. 

As he stood in the kitchen and stirred his coffee, he was aware of how loud his spoon sounded in his cup, the gentle tinkle the loudest sound in the entire house. He took a sip and went into the living room and sat down on one of the sofas. 

He looked at the other sofa and the beanbag in the corner of the room, all empty. He was surprised at how lifeless the place was without them. It was peaceful, yes, and he took the moment to appreciate that. It was the first time he had been alone in the house, and he had a lot of things to process. 

He had only been here a few days and he had slept with Tsumugi and then Aoi, and then Tsumugi and Aoi. 

The two beautiful Japanese women had really taken a liking to him, and that was putting it mildly. Not to mention there were also four other Japanese women living in the house with him, all beautiful and appealing in very different ways. Even Reina, whose attitude towards him could best be described as “hostile,” left him feeling very confused indeed. A feeling he tried not to dwell on as he finished his coffee. 

◆◆◆
 


Shortly after, he’d headed off to campus to attend a lecture, but throughout his thoughts were entirely with the six women he now lived with. He wondered if he’d see them out and about. 

So far he had only seen them in the house and rarely all together. It had only been the first night, when they had been having a pre-semester movie night that they had all been in the room together with him. It had been a whirlwind, but he had felt comfortable in the chaos, and they seemingly felt the same about him, his presence not influencing their behaviour at all. 

He wondered about them, what they did, what they were like when they were by themselves, his ponderings only broken by the ringing of the bell indicating the end of the lecture. 


“Hi.” 

John had packed up his things and was walking out of the lecture hall when a young woman appeared by his side. 

“Hi,” he said back. 

She was pretty and blonde. John had seen her in his classes the previous year and had actually developed a little crush on her. Or, at least, found her attractive enough to fantasise about at night. Not that they’d ever spoken, or made any form of contact whatsoever. He didn’t even know her name. 

“I umm,” she said, cupping her hair behind her ear, “I didn’t catch that at the end. Did he say to read chapter four or chapter five?” 

“Err,” said John, who had absolutely no idea, “I think it was chapter five. But I’m not quite sure.” 

“Me either,” she said, laughing nervously. “Guess I’ll have to read them both just in case.” 

“Me too,” said John, smiling at her. 

“I’m Sarah,” she said, holding out her hand. 

“I’m John,” he said, taking her hand and shaking it. 

“Would you like…” she began. 

“Hey stud,” said Mei, wrapping her arm around his neck, her leather jacket rubbing against his skin. 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” said Sarah, taken aback by the sudden entrance, “I didn’t know…” 

“Don’t worry,” said Mei, arm still around his neck, “he gets this all the time. Gotta keep this one on a tight leash, if you know what I mean.” John watched as Mei grinned from ear to ear. 

“Sorry,” said John, “this is Mei, she’s my…” 

“Lover,” said Mei, “first time, long time. And I mean long time. My boy here is insatiable, isn’t that right, lover boy?” She pulled him closer, holding him tight. 

“I should probably go…” 

“I’m sorry,” said Mei, “I’ve come on too strong, haven’t I? I was just hoping he’d found someone to help him satisfy his physical urges. Honestly, he’s just too much man for me.” 

“I’ll catch you later,” said Sarah, trying her best not to run away. 

“I don’t think she’s the one to be the filling in our love sandwich,” said Mei, watching Sarah power-walk across campus. “Pity.” She shrugged, took her arm from around John’s shoulders and began to walk. 

“What was that?” asked John, as he walked alongside her. 

“Was just trying to talk you up,” said Mei, “you know, be your wingman.” 

“My wingman?” 

“Yeah, to help you get laid.” 

“I know what a wingman is.” 

“So what’s the problem?” 

“The problem is I don’t need a wingman.” 

“Tell me something I don’t know,” she said snorting. “But if you did, I’d be a great wingman.” 

“You’d be a terrible wingman.” 

Mei stopped suddenly and turned to face him. 

“What?” she demanded, “give me one good reason why I wouldn’t make a good wingman.” 

“Well for starters,” began John as he became increasingly irritated with this whole conversation, “you’re too attractive.” 

“Thank you?” 

“You’d put women off. Make them feel self-conscious.” 

“But that’s a good thing. Low self-esteem is the cornerstone of getting laid above your station.” 

“Jesus Christ…” 

“I’m kidding,” she said, “sort of. Now give me another reason.” 

“I already gave you one.” 

“And now I want three.” 

“Ok, so you’re…” 

“I’m too attractive.” 

“Right.” 

And…?” 

“And you’re too…,” John looked Mei up and down. Her short hair was bright pink, and she had a thin black choker around her neck. Below, she wore a leather jacket over a tight, black t-shirt which showed off her tight midriff and navel piercing. Her ripped jeans were skin tight on her slim yet toned legs, with a pair of battered Converse adding flavour of authenticity to the whole outfit. “You’re too intimidating.” 

“Moi?” she asked, putting a finger to her pouted lips. 

“Look at you,” he said, gesturing to her, “who wouldn’t be intimidated by the Japanese rock chick with pink hair and leather jacket.” 

“I can take the jacket off if that helps?” John watched as she slipped off the jacket, throwing it over one shoulder, her black t-shirt clinging to her body, her nipples clearly identifiable underneath. 

“Not in the slightest.” 

“Ok,” she said, folding her arms, “one more.” 

He looked at her for a moment, the Japanese rock chick with pink hair and leather jacket, her attitude at turns overbearing and liberating, and realised the third reason she would make a terrible wingman. He realised that as soon as she had appeared he had lost all interest in Sarah. Mei would be a terrible wingman because she made every other woman fade into the background. 

“Alright,” he said, “you win. I can’t think of a third.” 

“Ha,” said Mei, triumphantly, “I knew it. In your face, lover boy.” 

“Hey,” he protested, as she threw her arm around his neck again, this time, wrapping her bare arm around him, pulling her into her body now only covered by a t-shirt. “Where are we going?” he asked as she began walking again, her arm still around him. 

“We, my friend,” she said, “are going to celebrate my glorious and triumphant future career as wingman extraordinaire.” 

◆◆◆
 


“Can I get another one of these?” Mei asked the waitress as she walked past. 

“Sure thing,” she said, flashing a smile. 

“Thanks, sweetie,” said Mei, turning back around and giving John a knowing look before returning to her plate of wings. 

John watched on in shock as Mei continued to devour the wings with alarming efficiency. He hadn’t been keen on getting wings, he was too afraid of making a mess, but Mei had insisted. Or at least she would have, had she given any indication it was up for discussion. 

So whilst John tried as hard as he could to not make a mess, Mei got stuck in, stripping the bones with precision, completely indifferent to any sauce on her fingers or her mouth. 

“These are so good,” she said, sitting back, holding her sticky fingers in front of her as she awaited her next plate. “You gonna finish those?” 

“Actually…,” John began, before Mei reached over and cheekily stole one of his wings. 

“What?” she asked, as John stared at her in disbelief, “you can have one of mine.” 

“Here you go,” said the waitress, taking Mei’s empty plate and replacing it with a full one. 

“Amazing,” said Mei, giving the waitress another look. 

“Always happy to be of service.” 

“I don’t doubt that for a second,” said Mei, watching the waitress walk off. 

“So,” said Mei, “looking serious for once, “what do you think?” 

“She’s cute,” began John, “but she’s not really my type. Besides, I’m not sure…” Mei cut him off laughing. 

“Oh sweetie,” she said, “of course she isn’t your type. I meant the wings.” 

“Oh,” said John, feeling embarrassed, “they’re good.” 

“I told ya,” she said. She leaned over and placed one of her fresh wings on his plate. “See? You give and then I give. And then, everyone’s happy.” She winked and dove into her wings. 

As she devoured the first one, she noticed John watching her intently. 

“Something the matter?” she asked, picking up the next wing. 

“Sorry,” he said, “I’ve never seen anyone eat so many wings before. Well, at least outside of an eating competition.” 

“And…?” 

“And well,” John said, trying to think of how to phrase the next part, “none of them looked like you.” 

“Are you saying Japanese women can’t enter eating contests?” she said, her face turned to stone. 

“What?” stammered John. “No, I mean yes, I mean of course you can, I just…” 

Mei burst into laughter, causing everyone else in the place to turn around. 

“Sorry,” she said, struggling not to fall off her chair with laughter, “I couldn’t resist.” She continued to laugh, as John sat silently, waiting for her to finally calm down. “Your face was priceless.” 

“You want to know how I can eat like this and have a body like this?” she asked, signalling to her flat stomach. 

“Pretty much,” he said. 

“Well, my secret,” she said, leaning over the table and waiting for him to do the same, “is through regular and intensive sessions of fucking.” 

She returned to her normal seating position and continued eating her wings, as John remained, stunned. 

“Can I get you anything else?” asked the waitress. 

“How about your number?” asked Mei, as she picked up another wing. 

◆◆◆
 


Mei checked the slip of paper the waitress had given her along with the bill. John wasn’t sure why but he felt the need to leave a generous tip. 

“So,” he said, as they walked between the rows of shops, “are you going to call her?” 

“Perhaps,” she said, slipping the paper into her pocket, “I like to keep my options open.” 

“How open is that?” he asked. 

“Oh sweetie,” she said, “are you asking me if I’m a lesbian?” 

“You don’t have to answer if you feel uncomfortable…” 

“Would you like me to be a lesbian?” she asked. “Does the idea of seeing me with Sally back there turn you on? The two of us naked, her laying on her back as I kneel between her spread legs, kissing and licking at her sweet, sweet pussy for your enjoyment? Does that make you hard as fuck?” She stopped and looked him dead in the eye. “Because it should.” 

She kissed him on the cheek and kept on walking, leaving John standing there. After a couple of seconds, he snapped back to reality and caught up with her, his rock-hard cock in his jeans, pinned to his leg. 

◆◆◆
 


“Let me know if you see anything you fancy,” said Mei, as she walked through the shop, her hands lightly touching everything within reach. 

John had never been in a sex shop before. He’d always thought of them as dingy back alley places where perverts and deviants lurked. But this was in the main shopping centre. Sure, he’d passed by this sort of thing a number of times, but he had never gone in and never really considered it a real sex shop. 

It was, he’d thought, mostly a place where women in dull marriages bought lingerie to try and spice up their love life, and where brides of honour picked up gag gifts for hen parties. 

He wasn’t wrong. There were rows and rows of underwear sets, and negligees, with elaborate patterns and missing fabric. There were older women inspecting the produce like it was the vegetable aisle, whilst women in their 20s and 30s fingered rows of penis straws and giant inflatable cocks. 

There was also more than he had ever thought possible. 

“Fancy one of these?” asked Mei, slapping the end of an oversized strap-on dildo. “You can help me work off some of those wings.” 

“No thanks,” said John. 

“Too delicate for such things?” she asked, laughing. “Don’t worry, sweetie, we can start you off on something a little less adventurous.” 

We? 

“How about some fuzzy handcuffs?” She lifted the handcuffs, covered in pink fur, on one finger. 

“For you or for me?” he asked, trying to not show his nerves. 

“That’s the spirit,” she said, “but the question is, if you had me, would you know what to do with me?” She placed the handcuffs back on the shelf and disappeared deeper into the store, as John followed obediently, giving the question a lot of thought. 

“So tell me, stud,” she said, turning to face him. “Do you prefer a more lacy delicate number?” she ran her hand over a rack of sheer lingerie ensembles, replete with bows. “Or,” she said, running her hand down or rubber body suits, “do you prefer something a little more hardcore?” 

Images of Mei flashed through his mind. First of her in the pink slip, matching her hair, the sheer material teasing more skin, whilst a silk bow hung between her breasts like a present just begging to be opened. He watched her twirl to show off her new outfit, the layers rising in the air, the light material lifting as she spun, giving him just a glimpse of her tight ass as she did so. She waited looking for approval, her special outfit bought just for him, with his pleasure in mind. It was his special night and she would do whatever it took to make him happy. 

Suddenly, this was replaced with another Mei, stripped of frills and bows, her lean body poured into a latex bodysuit, riding crop in her hand, ready to make John her bitch. He would crawl on the floor for her, kneel for her and await her commands, devoting himself to pleasing his mistress. The sound of the crop whacking the leg of her outfit made him wince and made his cock rock hard. He would serve her and be happy to do so. 

“Gotta think about that one, do ya?” Mei asked, snapping him out of his daydreams. “Well, we’re complicated creatures. Sometimes we like to be in control and sometimes we like nothing more than to completely and utterly submit.” 

◆◆◆
 


“Why didn’t you just get it delivered to the house?” asked John as they left the store, as Mei carried a brightly coloured bag which let everyone know exactly where she’d been shopping. 

“Where’s the fun in that?” she said. “Besides, you never know when something will catch your eye.” 

As they continued to walk, John noticed the glances from the men and the women, of him and Mei, of Mei and the bag. He felt a surge of confidence. All these people thought John and Mei were a couple. What’s more, a couple with an adventurous sex life. Even though it wasn’t true, he couldn’t help but imagine it to be true. 

The idea of entering a room with a woman like Mei, knowing she was with you. Stunningly beautiful, the perfect body, and a wicked sense of humour. She was like armour. 

“Do you think Sally would like to see what I got?” 

“I guess she probably would,” said John. 

“Would you?” 

“I err…” 

“I can model for you and you can tell me if it’s suitably inappropriate.” 

“Ok, sure.” 

◆◆◆
 


“I’ll call you when I’m ready,” said Mei, as she went upstairs, John trying desperately not to stare at her ass in those skin-tight jeans. “It’s alright,” she said, not looking back, “you can stare if you want.” 

“I wasn’t…” he began, but she disappeared from sight. He stood there a minute before walking into the living room. 

“Oh my gosh, John,” proclaimed Yoko as she bounced up off the sofa and wrapped her arms around him, pressing her body tightly against his. 

“Oh, hi Yoko,” said John, gently wrapping his arms around her. 

“It feels like so long since I’ve seen you,” she said releasing her hug, “where have you been hiding?” 

“Nowhere,” he said, “just been a busy couple of days.” 

“So I heard,” she said. John sensed a cooling in her tone, like someone turned her brightness down a little. “But it doesn’t matter,” she said, lighting up again, “now you can spend some time with me.” 

“I would love to, but…” started John. 

“Come, sit,” said Yoko, grabbing his arm and jumping on the sofa, pulling him down next to her. Yoko was pinned in between the arm of the sofa and John but made no effort to move. “You can watch this movie with me. It’s about this guy and a girl who accidently buy a farm together and they hate each other but secretly they love each other and they’ll finally work on the farm together.” 

“Sounds good,” said John, not altogether truthfully. 

“It’s awful,” beamed Yoko, “you’ll love it!” 

Yoko snuggled into John’s arm, getting comfortable as she restarted the movie. 

John sat there, unsure what to do. Yoko was still holding on to him, but he knew Mei might call him at any moment. Yoko smelt so sweet, was so soft, that to John she felt like a moment of relief after his time spent with Mei. Not that he didn’t enjoy his day, but he was never sure what was about to come next. With Yoko, he felt he could easily sit here for a couple of hours, peacefully with zero surprises. 

“I thought I heard your voice,” said Tsumugi, popping her head out from the kitchen. 

“Err, hi,” said John, suddenly uncomfortable with how comfortable Yoko had made herself. 

“Come,” she said, “we need your help.” 

We. 

“He’s busy,” Yoko said, “we’re watching a movie.” 

“Oi,” whined Tsumugi, “a bad one.” 

“It doesn’t matter,” she said, clinging on to John even tighter, “I’ve claimed him.” 

“You can’t claim him!” exclaimed Tsumugi. 

“Why not!” protested Yoko, before muttering something in Japanese. Tsumugi replied in Japanese and the two of them continued arguing, Yoko still clinging to John. 

“Fine!” shouted Yoko, letting go of John’s arm and throwing it into his lap. She marched out of the living room, as she continued to mutter under her breath in Japanese. 

“Come,” said Tsumugi calmly before disappearing back into the kitchen. 

◆◆◆
 


As John entered the kitchen he was hit by a mixture of smells and sounds. There were pots and pans everywhere, fresh ingredients washed and sat in bowls ready to be chopped. 

“Hello,” said Aoi, turning from her chopping board and giving him a little bow. She stepped towards him and John stepped back. Aoi looked puzzled for a moment, then realised she was still holding the large knife she had been using to dice the vegetables. 

“Sorry,” she said, as she put it down. “How are you?” 

“I’m good,” he said, “how are you?” 

The last time he had seen either Aoi or Tsumugi was last night, the three of them curled up in Aoi’s bed, all exhausted from their nighttime exertions. 

“Good,” she said, returning to her chopping, “invigorated!” She began dicing quickly, with a precision John could never hope to achieve. 

“That’s good,” he said. 

“I can’t imagine why she might feel like that,” said Tsumugi, with a knowing wink. “Hope we didn’t wake you when we got up.” 

“Slept like a log,” said John. “You said you needed some help?” 

“Oh,” said Tsumugi, “no. We just wanted to rescue you from Yoko.” 

“Rescue me?” 

Aoi giggled. 

“Yoko can be a little… possessive.” 

“I was beginning to notice.” 

“If she’d settled down for much longer, she would have demanded you stay with her the entire evening.” 

“Couldn’t I just say I have things to do?” 

Tsumugi and Aoi looked at John and then at one another and laughed. John thought back to when he told Yoko he had been busy, how her attitude had immediately changed. 

“Yoko can be a little,” began Aoi, “entitled.” 

“She’s a spoiled brat,” said Tsumugi. 

“Tsumugi!” scolded Aoi, to John’s surprise. “She’s our friend.” 

“She can be both,” said Tsumugi. “Anyway, you can go when you want. The coast is clear.” 

“Oh ok,” said John, “it’s just…” 

“Yes?” 

“I thought you might want to talk about, you know, last night.” 

Tsumugi lowered the heat on the stove and walked over to John. 

“You are so sweet,” she said, “always thinking about our feelings.” 

“So sweet,” agreed Aoi. 

“I just don’t want things to get weird,” he said. 

“Because you spent the day with Mei?” asked Tsumugi, much to John’s surprise. “That’s ok, we’re all friends here. And what do friends do, Aoi?” 

“Friends share,” she said, enthusiastically. 

“Friends share,” said Tsumugi, looking into John’s eyes. “And best friends share everything.” She smiled, gave him a quick peck on the cheek and skipped across the kitchen to the stove. 

A phone on the side beeped and Tsumugi checked it. 

“It’s Mei,” she said, turning to John, “she’s ready for you now.” Tsumugi put down the phone and returned to her cooking as John turned to answer his summons. 

◆◆◆
 


“Enter,” said Mei in a sultry tone. 

John had crept up the stairs quietly, taking extra care as he’d passed Yoko’s door. He had been half expecting her door to fly open and for her to grab him and pull him in, holding him hostage as they watched movie after movie of two people who hate each other but then fall in love. 

But in the end, there had been nothing at all. Still, he couldn’t help but knock on Mei’s door quietly, knowing Yoko would definitely hear it. 

There had been a pause for a second before Mei had replied and he wasn’t sure if he would have to knock again. But she had called to him, so he took a deep breath, trying to control his heart rate. He had no idea what she would be wearing when he entered. 

There had been so many outfits in the store, from the titillating to completely revealing to some that were rather intimidating. A series of images ran through his mind, so many different possibilities as he entered the room. 

Mei laughed as John stopped in the doorway, looking confused. 

“Come in,” she said, leaning back against her desk, “close the door.” 

John closed the door and looked at Mei. Aside from having taken her shoes and leather jacket off, she was dressed exactly the same as she had been all day. The same black t-shirt clinging to her bra-less chest, the same skin-tight jeans. 

“Something wrong?” she asked, tilting her head. 

“No,” he said, “it’s just…” his eyes moved to the empty bag on the floor, whatever it contained was now someplace else. 

“Were you expecting me to be dancing around in some skimpy outfit, all bows and ribbons? Like a gift ready for you to unwrap?” 

“No…” 

“Or perhaps,” she said walking slowly towards him, her bare feet silent on the wooden floor, “you wanted to see me poured into a rubber suit?” She stepped so close their noses were nearly touching. “Does my little white boy long to be dommed by his Japanese mistress?” 

She pressed him backwards into the door. He huffed, the surprise knocking the air briefly out of his lungs. Suddenly her lips were on his, kissing him hard as he complied, his cock throbbing in his jeans, her leg pressed up into his crotch. 

He ran his hands over the small of her back, feeling her soft skin, as she held the sides of his face, her body pressed hard against his, her tongue deep in his mouth. 

He pressed forward, his back coming from the door a half-inch, but she pushed him immediately back. 

“My game,” she whispered, her body writhing against his, “my rules.” She took his bottom lip in between her teeth, tugging playfully, a mixture of pleasure and pain, stretching it and then letting it go. 

“Oww.” 

She smiled and bit her bottom lip, before she pressed into him again. His hands slid down her back towards her ass, but before they got there, Mei reached down and grabbed his wrists, holding his hands in place. 

“I didn’t give you permission to touch,” she said, pinning his hands to the door, then raising them above his head, kissing him again. After a few moments, she let his hands go and slid her hands down his arms as she lowered herself down. She took the bottom of his t-shirt and raised it, kissing his abs, then kissing higher as she lifted his t-shirt, kissing up his chest, as John stayed in place, his arms still over his head. She pulled the t-shirt up to his neck, kissed him slowly on the mouth, then slid it up over his head, up his arms, and threw it across the room. 

“That’s a bit better,” she said, running her hands over his chest, as he lowered his hands and ran them up and down her soft, yet surprisingly strong arms. He felt her body press into his, the warm skin of her stomach in sharp contrast to her navel piercing, which was cold and sharp on his torso. 

Her hands ran down and undid his jeans, undoing the zipper, before she slid a hand down inside. He moaned as her warm hand wrapped around his hard cock, stroking gently as she continued to press him into the door, their mouths still pressed together. 

His hands moved up her back, pushing the back of her t-shirt up. She gave his dick a tight squeeze. 

“Seems someone hasn’t learnt the rules of the game yet,” she said. He moved his hands back down and loosened her grip on his cock. 

“Good boy,” she said, as she began stroking him again. “We might be able to train you yet.” She bit his lip, harder this time causing him to cry out in pain. 

“What the fuck?” 

“Does my little plaything not like it when I play too rough?” She laughed and went to kiss him. 

“No, I don’t,” he said. 

“Well,” she said, easing off him, but still leaving him pinned to the door, “what are you going to do about it, lover boy?” She kissed him again, pressing hard into him. 

“Woah,” she yelled, as he pushed back, walking her across the room, their mouths still pressed together. 

She let out a gasp of air as she backed into her desk, John pressing his body into hers as he kissed her. 

“This isn’t in the rules,” she said, as his hands ran up her back, pulling her t-shirt up. 

“New game,” said John, “new rules.” 

He took half a step back and watched as she submissively raised her arms, holding them there, ready for him. With one swift movement, he whipped her top up over her head and threw it across the room. 

“Oh fuck,” Mei cried, as John pounced, pressing his lips to her breast and sucking on her nipple, hard. She placed her hand on the back of his head, running her fingers through his hair as he sucked on her tit, his tongue flicking around her nipple. 

He raised his mouth off her breast and went to go for the other. 

“Wait,” she said. 

John looked at her and watched as she hopped up to sit on the desk. She looked at him, her eyes wide, submissive as she leaned back, supporting herself on her hands. John took in her beauty for a moment, her slim body, her flat stomach, her small but firm breasts, her hard nipples. 

He moved again, a man with purpose, taking her other breast in his mouth, sucking just as forcefully as before. 

“Fuck,” moaned Mei again, as she took her weight on one arm and with the other reached back down, her hand sliding back into his boxers, working him as he sucked on her chest. 

As John rose, Mei wrapped her other arm around him, and he lifted her into an upright position, looking her in the eyes as her other hand continued to work him. He kissed her again, feeling her exposed breasts against him for the first time. He ran his hands up her back, over her bare skin, up into her pink hair, grabbing it in his fist and listening to her moan into his mouth, her tongue firmly exploring his. 

“The bed,” she whispered, as she wrapped her legs around his waist. She yelped as he grabbed her ass, and she pulled her hand out of his trousers, wrapping her arm around his neck as he carried her across the room and threw her down on the bed, her light body bouncing. 

She lay there, watching him, waiting for him. He fell upon her, kissing her again, their bodies entwined as they rolled over the mattress, hands exploring one another. He stopped on top of her, kneeling between her spread legs. He reached down to undo her jeans. 

“Wait,” she said, “you first.” She sat up and kissed him, taking him by surprise and rolled him onto his back as she straddled him. She leaned down and kissed his mouth softly, then kissed down his neck, over his chest and his abs, until she reached her opened jeans. She slid off the bed, pulling his jeans as she went, leaving him only in his boxers, the outline of his erect cock clear to see. 

She rubbed it gently over the fabric as she licked her lips, before slowly peeling off his underwear. 

She ran her hands gently over his bare thighs, looking at his cock from different angles, before reaching out and slowly stroking it. 

“Very nice,” she said, before moving in closer, holding his cock between two fingers and running her tongue up the underside of his shaft. She licked him again and again, before taking the tip into her mouth and rolling her tongue over it. John moaned as she licked the head of his cock expertly, and groaned as she slid her lips down his shaft, taking his cock in her mouth. 

She held it there a second and pressed it even deeper into her throat and began to bob up and down ever so slightly, rubbing the head of his cock on the back of her mouth. Slowly, she slid her mouth up his shaft, leaving it wet with her saliva. 

“No gag reflex,” she said, smiling. 

Before he could respond, she took his cock in her mouth again, bobbing her head up and down, twisting her neck as she sucked on him. As she did so, John ran his hand over her pink hair, which she took as a sign to take him deeper into her mouth. 

As she continued to blow him, she slipped a hand between his legs and gently cupped his balls, massaging them in her long fingers. 

As she continued, John tried to think of other things, holding back the orgasm she was expertly teasing out of him. Even so, he couldn’t help but begin to rock his hips, pressing himself into her mouth. 

As he did, she stopped and took his cock out of her mouth. 

“More?” she asked, as she began to slowly stroke his wet cock, “or would you like to try something different?” 

John watched as Mei knelt between his legs and played with his cock, a wry smile on her face. He considered it for a moment. There were few things he could think of that were more appealing than having Mei suck his cock, working him with her mouth until he was about to cum, and then pushing himself deep into her throat as he came, the bad girl eagerly swallowing down his cum. But there was at least one other thing he could think of that might top that. 

“Let’s try something different,” he said. 

“I like a boy who is open to new experiences,” said Mei, as she stood up and began to unbutton her jeans. John watched as she worked her skin-tight jeans down her legs, kicking them off and standing in front of him in nothing but her panties. 

He had wondered what type she had been wearing. He had imagined her in a feminine, pair, all frills, then in a pair without a crotch, allowing him easy access to wherever he wanted. He even thought she might have a pair with a string of pearls on the underside, the smooth balls running up her lips, stimulating her pussy as she went about her day, the world oblivious. 

Instead, she wore a simple pair of black panties. No frills, no markings, nothing. Yet he somehow found her standing there like that even more alluring. She didn’t need fancy underwear to be thrilling to him. Just the sight of her naked body, the promise of her sweet pussy would be more than enough. And she knew it. 

She stood there a moment, letting him devour the sight of her, then she bent and slowly began peeling off her panties, the dark fabric sticking to her wet lips, thin strands of her desire running from her pussy to her panties. 

She slipped them down and let them fall to her ankles, and stood there again. Her body was perfect, slim and smooth, her pussy hair shaved into a thin strip above her smooth, wet lips. 

She climbed onto the foot of the bed and kissed the tip of his cock, before slowly crawling up the bed and straddling him and rubbing her wet lips up the underside of his cock. 

She leaned forward and kissed him, still sliding her pussy over him. He felt her lips slide over the underside of the tip, her wetness slowly trickling down the sides of his cock. 

“Do you want this pussy?” she whispered. 

“Yes,” he moaned. 

“Do you want to be deep inside me?” 

“So bad.” 

“So very bad,” she whispered. She lifted herself onto her knees, and raised herself up and reached down for his cock. She took it in her hand and gave it a few teasing strokes before guiding him towards her entrance. She gave a wicked smile as she rubbed the head of his cock over her wet pussy, teasing him, making him wait. 

Finally, when he thought he was going to cum from the excitement of it all, she pressed him into her pussy. She moaned as his thick cock stretched her tight hole as she lowered herself onto it slowly, getting deeper and deeper, until he was fully inside her. 

“You’re bigger than I expected,” she said, rocking on him, his cock deep inside of her. 

“Is it a problem?” 

“No,” she smiled, her hands stroking his abs, “not at all.” 

She began rocking faster, pulling his cock into every inch of her pussy, letting him feel all of her as she began to raise and lower herself at the same time. 

“So fucking big,” she moaned, as she slid up and down his shaft, her lips gripping his cock as she rode him. “So. Fucking. Big.” 

She rode him faster, moaning as she took his whole cock, her pink hair sticking to her forehead as she worked up a sweat. As she rode his cock with wild abandon, John reached up and caressed her tits, rubbing her nipples between his fingers, feeling their firmness. 

Mei slid her hands up his body to his chest, leaning forward to make it easier for him to play with her tits, his cock bending back inside her, feeling more of her as she rode him. 

She sat back up and pressed her hands to his, controlling them as he caressed her breasts. 

“Just like that,” she said, removing her hands and letting him have free reign. She leaned forward and placed one hand on his chest, as the other reached over and opened the top drawer of the bedside cabinet. 

“What are you doing?” he asked. 

“Getting a little something,” she said, pulling out a long strip of black silk. 

“What’s that for?” 

“For you, of course,” she said, taking his wrists and pressing them above his head. She leaned in and kissed him, still holding his hands in place. 

“Grip the headboard.” 

John wrapped his fingers around the metal poles of the headboard, and watched as Mei, still riding him, wrapped the silk around one wrist and then slid it between the poles and wrapped it around the other, tying him to the bed. 

“There,” she said, “much better.” 

“Better for what?” 

“Playtime,” she said smiling, riding him even faster. 

She pushed herself back up onto her knees and rode him, her hands running through her hair, her pussy full of his cock. He watched, tied to the bed, completely at her mercy. Anything she wanted to do to him, she could. 

She continued to ride him, then leaned back in and dipped her hand into the drawer again. John watched as she slid out a thin, pink object. 

“This was designed for my pleasure,” she said, “but I think you might have some fun with it too.” 

She pressed a button and it began vibrating. She giggled as she inspected it, then riding him slower, ran the tip of the vibrator over the base of his shaft. John moaned with pleasure as it sent a vibrating sensation up his cock. 

“You like that?” asked Mei, holding his cock deep inside her. 

John nodded, unable to speak. Mei smiled and began to run the vibrator around a little faster. 

“Let’s see what happens if we turn it up, shall we?” 

John cried out loud as Mei turned the vibrator to the next setting, running it up and down the bottom of his shaft as she leaned back, holding herself up on one hand, her pussy slowly sliding up and down the rest of his cock. 

John had never felt anything like it before. The vibrations in his cock as Mei slid her tight Japanese pussy up and down his shaft was pure bliss. He wanted it to last forever, but he could feel himself getting close to finishing. 

Just at the last moment, Mei removed the vibrator from his cock and he sighed with relief. 

“Goodness,” she said, “I wonder what would happen if it was on full power?” 

“That wasn’t full power?!” he asked, gasping. 

“Not even close,” she said, smiling. 

“I can’t,” he said. 

“Ok,” she said, “more for me.” 

She began riding him again, slowly, as she turned the vibrator to its lowest setting and held it lightly to her clit. 

She moaned with pleasure, her pussy tightening on John’s cock, holding him firm as he watched her ride him using the toy on her clit. 

“Fuck,” she moaned, “whoever invented this is a genius.” She switched it to the next setting and cried out loud, riding John faster. He could feel her warm juices running down his cock as she rode him. 

Watching her fuck him and pleasure herself was so fucking hot, he just wanted to flip her over and fuck her, which is probably why she had tied him up. 

“Time for the final setting,” she said, as she flicked the vibrator on to full blast. 

John and Mei both cried out loud as the toy sent vibrations through Mei’s pussy and into John’s cock. He could feel the powerful vibrations as he was inside her, the toy pleasuring both of them at the same time. 

“I can’t believe,” she said, gasping, “I’ve never done this before.” She continued to ride him faster, her lips gripping his cock, as he felt his orgasm building. 

“I’m gonna cum,” moaned John, as he struggled to hold on. 

“But I haven’t modelled for you yet,” moaned Mei, vibrator still circling her clit. “Do you want to see?” 

“Yes,” cried John, unable to imagine what she could possibly be on about, but certain he definitely wanted to know. 

“Ok,” said Mei, switching off the vibrator and taking his cock out of her stretched pussy, “tell me what you think.” 

She turned around and straddled him again, this time pressing her ass towards his face. He could smell her pussy, wanted desperately to slide his tongue into her, but she was too far away. 

But right above her shining wet pussy, in between her firm asscheeks, was a shining pink heart. 

“Well?” she asked. 

“It really suits you,” he said, admiring the end of the pink plug buried deep in her ass. 

“Really?” she asked. It moved as her tight asshole puckered, pulling it deeper inside. 

“Really,” he said, “but I need a closer look.” 

“Of course,” she said and lowered her ass to his face. 

“Closer”. 

She lowered her ass again. John could feel the heat from her pussy. He leaned forward and placed a kiss on the pink heart, the tip of the toy buried deep inside her. 

“Do you want to eat my pussy now?” she asked. 

“More than anything.” 

With that, Mei lowered her pussy onto John’s face, and moaned with pleasure as he began lapping at her wet lips. As he did so, she began to rub her pussy up and down his mouth, spreading her wetness across his face, and lowered herself down, taking his pussy-covered cock in her mouth. 

She sucked him quickly, sliding him deep into her mouth as she rode his face. John wanted nothing more than to reach out and grab her ass, but the silk binds denied him, leaving him the helpless plaything of his Japanese housemate. 

“Fuck,” she moaned, “I taste so good.” 

John agreed silently as he gently sucked on her labia, before licking up to her entrance and tonguing her tight hole. 

She rode his face faster, sucking his cock hard. As she pressed back, John looked at the plug in her asshole and he took her clit in his mouth. He sucked on her gently as her wetness ran down his face, as Mei continued to moan as she sucked his cock. 

Suddenly, he heard the faint vibrating sound and moaned with pleasure as Mei circled his balls with the toy. He began pressing his hips upwards, fucking Mei’s mouth as she sucked his cock. 

She continued with the toy, turning it onto the second setting, still playing with his balls, as John felt himself getting closer, as was, he could sense, Mei. 

Mei began to moan, on the verge of cumming, which made John need to cum that much harder. She rode his face faster, her mouth tightening as she took his cock. 

He held back, prolonging the feeling for as long as possible, not wanting the moment to end, but then Mei slipped the toy to its highest setting and slid it down his balls, pressing the toy into his taint, sending ripples of pleasure directly into his cock. 

John cried out as he came, thrusting deeper into her throat, as she pressed down harder on him, circling his taint with the toy. As he came, he felt her cumming too, her body shaking as he ate her pussy as he mouth fucked her, moaning into her pussy as he shot his load into her throat, feeling the contractions of the bad girl's mouth as she eagerly swallowed down his cum. 

Finally, after she’d swallowed her tribute and her own orgasm had peaked, she rolled off John, and onto her back. 

“Fuck,” she murmured, “toys are fun, but there’s nothing like being eaten out by an enthusiastic white boy.” 

She rolled over to her side and licked her saliva and the last drops of cum from his cock, before crawling up the bed and straddling his torso, her warm, wet pussy rubbing against his body as she untied his hands. 

I thought you might want something pretty to look at,” she said, as she climbed off him and lay down next to him. 

“It’s very pretty,” he said, looking into her eyes, “but it’s nothing compared to the beauty of your wet pussy.” 

“In that case,” she said, smiling, “you can take a look whenever you want.” 

“I know.” 

“Do you, now?” 

“My game,” he said, “my rules.” 

“Your game,” she said, “your rules.” 

“That’s a good girl.” 

“I wouldn’t be too sure of that,” she said, leaning in to kiss him. 

“Me either,” he said, listening to Mei moaning softly as his hand slid down her ass and he began to gently play with the plug deep inside her. “In fact, I’m counting on it.”



5. Good Girl Goes Bad

John lay in bed, perfectly still. He felt by the way the covers fell that he was now in bed alone. He also felt that someone else was in the room. It was clear, without opening his eyes, that it was Mei.

“Morning, stud,” Mei said, as if sensing he was awake.

It was no surprise to hear her voice, it was, after all, her room he was currently sleeping in. Or, trying to sleep in. She hadn’t made it very easy.

When he had fallen asleep in both Tsumugi’s bed and Aoi’s bed, both women had managed to get up, get ready for college, and leave without waking him. He had felt grateful they had made the effort after the long evenings, and doubly so as he wasn’t really a morning person.

Mei, by contrast, had no such compunctions. His carefree housemate was making no effort to keep quiet, but then again, he would have been surprised if she had. As it was, he was just grateful she wasn’t blasting some alt-rock song on full blast.

Groaning, John rolled over in bed and opened one eye. He saw Mei pulling up her jeans, the hem pressing against the underside of her tight ass before sliding up over it.

“Morning,” he said, sleepily. “What are you doing?”

“When I’m not teaching you a thing or two,” she said with a smile, doing up the zip on her jeans, “I actually have to go to class.” She turned and faced him, her firm breasts on display as she pulled a t-shirt over her body.

“Got some time before you need to go?” he asked, his body starting to awaken as he looked at his half-dressed Japanese housemate.

“I think I can spare a few minutes,” she said, as she walked over to the bed.

“Yeah?” he asked, feeling fully awake.

“Nope,” she said, giving him a quick kiss on the lips before throwing the bed covers back, “and neither do you. So hop to it.”

“Can’t I just stay here for a minute?” he said, as she reached over and pulled the covers back over his naked body and rolled back into the comfort of the bed.

“Oh sweetie,” she said softly as she stuffed her laptop in her bag, “did you mistake me for Aoi? Do you think I’m the considerate kind of girl who would let a strange man sleep in my bed?” She threw the bag onto her shoulder. “Without me in it, I mean.”

John took a moment to compose himself, then sighed and threw back the covers.

“Damn,” she said, looking at his naked body, “I could really go for some morning wood right now.”

John sat on the side of the bed, looking at her, his body ready to go.

“Really?” he said, sceptically.

“Oh yeah,” she said walking over to the bed again, “I even thought about giving you an early morning wake-up call, if you know what I mean.” She dropped to her knees and John dripped the edge of the bed in anticipation.

“But we really don’t have time.” She scooped up his t-shirt from the floor and threw it over his face. He pulled from his face to see Mei smiling from across the room, one hand on the door handle.

“Chop, chop, lover boy.”

He stood and picked the rest of his clothes up off the floor, putting on his underwear and jeans, before stuffing his socks into his pockets, deciding it best not to test Mei’s patience. Then, within seconds, they were out the door, which was swiftly locked.

“Later, lover boy,” called Mei, as she disappeared down the stairs.

John stood there in a state of shock, still half asleep, still processing the events of last night, when Yoko’s bedroom door opened.

“Hi Yoko,” said John, sheepishly as Yoko, fully dressed, bag on her back, emerged from her room, “how are you?”

Yoko simply glared at him, then locked her bedroom door, and walked down the stairs, making a point not to look at him at all.

John felt bad, even though he knew he had no reason to be. For some reason, Yoko had really taken a shine to him and was upset they hadn’t spent any time together. So when she saw him last night, she was adamant he watch a bad movie with her, until Tsumugi castigated her and she stormed off in a temper.

If that hadn’t been bad enough, John had then spent the evening having wild, loud sex with Mei, who happened to share a wall with Yoko. He pictured Yoko laying in bed, in her pink pyjamas, trying to sleep as John and Mei fucked loudly in the next room.

He wondered if she was annoyed, or perhaps even jealous. He saw her, laying in bed, listening, her hand down her pyjama bottoms, rubbing her clit furiously, driven by a mixture of anger and arousal.

He imagined her cumming time and again as he and Mei explored one another’s bodies, Mei teaching him whole new ways of experiencing pleasure. Or perhaps, she edged herself, bringing herself to the brink and then stopping for a moment, before resuming. He imagined the tension building and building, to the point where she could barely contain herself anymore, until finally, she let herself cum, moaning into her pillow as he and Mei climaxed in the other room.

He saw her laying in bed, sweaty and exhausted, her fingers soaking wet, her pyjama bottoms sticky with her wetness, but too tired to change, simply falling asleep, her frustrations relieved, albeit temporarily.

“Good morning!” John jumped, surprised to hear Aoi’s voice. “Sorry,” she said, “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“Sorry,” said John, “my mind was somewhere else entirely.”

“I heard Mei can do that to you,” she said, smiling.

“It’s not that,” he said, “I think Yoko’s upset.”

“Yoko’s always upset,” said Aoi, matter of factly, “if she doesn’t get what she wants.”

“What does she want?”

“I’m just about to make some coffee,” said Aoi, as she headed for the stairs, “would you like some?”

“Yes, please,” he said, giving her a soft smile.

“Always happy to be of service,” she said, smiling innocently.

John knew that to be true, both from their first time together – Aoi’s first-ever time with a man – and later that evening, when Tsumugi crept into Aoi’s bedroom and the three of them spent a wild night together.

Both of those experiences had been completely different to the night he had spent with Mei, which had been a battle of wills, as they took it in turns to submit and dominate, as Mei showed him precisely how bad girls have all the fun.

◆◆◆

After he had a nice warm shower (Reina, he figured, was already out of the house) and changed, John headed downstairs to the living room.

“That’s for you,” said Aoi, motioning to a cup of coffee on the coffee table.

“Thanks,” said John, picking up the cup and sitting on the sofa across from her.

“Have a fun night?” she asked, innocently.

“I, umm,” began John.

“I sometimes wonder what it would be like to be Mei,” Aoi said. “She seems to have such fun adventures.”

“Yeah,” agreed John, trying to imagine Aoi as Mei. The idea of the smaller girl with the larger breasts trying to dominate him, tying him up and riding him as she pleasured them both with her high-powered vibrator, her ass filled with a shiny pink heart-shaped plug, amused him and turned him on in equal measure. “You don’t have adventures?” he asked.

“I do,” said Aoi, coyly, “but not like her.” She sipped her coffee, almost hiding her face behind the mug. “Maybe you have to have a certain type of personality to have those types of adventures.”

“Perhaps,” said John, thinking about last night, “or perhaps we just need someone to show us how.”

“Like Mei showed you?” she asked, causing John to choke on his coffee. “It sounded like you two had a lot of fun. Not that I was listening. Not on purpose, at least.”

She smiled at him and John couldn’t help but imagine Aoi in her warm, soft bed, listening intently as he and Mei banged about next door, into doors and desks, before he finally threw her slim body onto the bed.

He pictured Aoi, eyes closed in deep concentration, laying perfectly still, her hand down her pyjamas, her fingers precisely circling her sweet clit. He thought of her pussy getting wet to the sounds of Mei straddling him, taking his cock deep inside her, of Aoi cumming as Mei took his cock deep in her throat, swallowing down his cum as she rode his face, rubbing her tight pussy all over his mouth. He pictured Aoi cumming silently, her body tensing as she did so, the sounds from the next door bringing her to climax.

“Maybe I could ask her,” said Aoi, interrupting John’s train of thought, “Mei, I mean. Maybe we could have an adventure of our own. Of course, I’d have to invite Tsumugi. She’s so protective. I’m not sure she’d approve of some of the things Mei would teach me!”

John tried to imagine the sort of things that Mei would teach Aoi, but he just couldn’t do it. Both women were so attractive, but in such different ways that the idea of the two of them together seemed like something that would require severe personality shifts from either one or both of them.

“Sorry,” said Aoi, “I have to go to class.” She stood and straightened her skirt. “I hope I can concentrate,” she said. You’ve given me so much to think about.”

Me too, thought John, his cock throbbing in his trousers.

◆◆◆

John spent the rest of the day in university, hopping from lecture to lecture, then headed to the library to study for an hour or so before returning home.

Yet he spent the whole day thinking about Aoi, about what adventures she might have. He pictured her in the sex shop, carefully inspecting each item, as if studying them from an anthropological viewpoint.

He saw her, not shy, but curious, asking the staff precise questions about an item’s purpose, its functions, durability, and versatility. He saw her picking up a riding crop, feeling the quality of the work and swishing it through the air, studying its aerodynamics.

He saw her checking the quality of the fabrics, of the stitching on a variety of outfits and costumes. Aoi as a scantily-clad nurse, vampire, cheerleader, leather-clad domme, her body bound in a corset as her heaving breasts struggled to be free, all flashed through his mind, each more exciting than the last.

But even with all of this, the image that excited him most was Aoi, naked, laying on her bed, waiting for him to take her, to press himself into her and fill her up. He remembered how her pussy felt on his cock, how tight she was, yet so warm and inviting. The feeling when she had asked him to pull out so could see him cum all over her slim body.

“Oww,” mumbled John as a hand slapped him on the back of the head. He turned around and saw Reina looking down at him.

“This is a place to study, not daydream,” she said.

“I am studying,” he said, defensively.

“You haven’t turned the page for ten minutes.”

“Have you been watching me?”

“Don’t need to watch to know what you’re thinking about. Creep.” She turned away from him and John expected her to walk away, but instead, she grabbed a nearby chair, pulled it to his table, and sat down opposite him.

She sat silently, staring at him.

“Is there something I can help you with?”

Reina laughed.

“As if.”

“So what are you doing?”

“Making sure you don’t start jacking off in public like a pathetic little weirdo.” John tried to keep his cool, pretending the girl sitting at the table across from them wasn’t looking straight at him.

“I’m just studying,” he said, holding up his hands.

“Bet you don’t even need hands,” she said, “the thrill is enough to get you off.”

“I’ve no idea what you’re talking about.”

“No?” she asked, whispering as she leaned forward, as John tried desperately not to stare down her top. “Not even the thought of me slipping my shoe off and running my bare foot up your leg?”

“I don’t know where you got the idea,” he said, “but I don’t have a thing for–” He stopped dead as he felt Reina’s bare foot slide up the inside of his leg, gently rubbing up and down.

“No?” she asked, her expression just as cold before. “You’ve never thought about it? About me slipping my foot in between your legs and rubbing your little prick until you’re nice and hard?” John tried not to react as she taunted him, her foot sliding further up and her toes finding his rock-hard cock in his trousers.

She tightened her toes around his pressed-down erection and began to slowly rub him up and down.

“What’s more exciting for you?” she asked. “The chance to feel my soft feet on your cock, or the thought of being jacked off in public? Which gets you off the most?”

John tried to speak, but as her toes tightened on his cock, rubbing him faster and faster, all he could do was grip the table and pretend that nothing was happening.

Reina let out a quiet laugh, almost a snort of derision.

“Oh god,” she said, “no, you’re not that pathetic are you?” A wry smile appeared on her cold face. As she kept rubbing, John gripped the table harder, trying not to cum in the middle of the library.

“You get off on it, don’t you? Hearing just how worthless you really are. Answer me.”

“Yes,” John murmured, his sense of self completely thrown off.

“Yes, what? And don’t look at my tits when you say it.”

“Yes,” said John, realising he was in fact, staring down her top, at the top of her exposed breasts, “yes, miss.”

“Pathetic,” she said, rubbing her foot faster, “if I asked you right now, you would crawl under the tables and suck my feet, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, miss.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, miss,” he said, feeling himself on the brink.

“Why?”

“Because–” he stammered.

“Because you’re just a sad little pervert, led around by his little dick, who can only get hard when he’s told what a sad, pathetic little creep he is.” John clenched his jaw as he came, his underwear filling with load after load of cum as Reina’s foot showed no sign of stopping.

He continued to cum, his hot load sticking to his leg, the juices soaking through his underwear into his jeans, Reina continuing to rub her toes against the wet spot, before suddenly moving her foot away.

Within seconds, Reina was standing, both shoes on.

“See you later,” she said, as she walked past, “creep.”

◆◆◆

Shortly after she left, John threw his books and laptop into his bag and, carrying it in front of him, headed for the toilets.

Once in the cubicle, he hung the bag on the hook on the door and proceeded to clean himself up. The whole time he did so, he was so confused.

What was it about Reina that made him feel so ashamed? And why the fuck did that turn him on so badly?

He tried to think but had no idea. It wasn’t something he’d ever experienced before. As far as he was concerned all his previous attractions were perfectly normal, there hadn’t been anything like this.

And what was with her feet?

It’s not that he’d ever found feet repulsive, but he’d never found them attractive either. But she’d been right, hadn’t she? If she’d given the order he would have crawled underneath the table and sucked on her toes, would have allowed her to rub them over his face as she laughed at him.

It was pathetic.

He was pathetic.

Still, even as he thought about it, his cock started getting hard again.

◆◆◆

It was late when he got back. He’d walked slowly, his mind abuzz with questions, taking the long route home. It was quieter thankfully because, despite his best efforts, there was still a distinct cum stain on his trousers. The last thing he wanted was to risk bumping into someone he knew.

When he finally got home, he felt the house was alive. There were lights and noises, laughs and shouts, the smell of cooking food wafting through from the kitchen. Part of him wanted to go see them, but part of him wanted to go quietly upstairs and have a moment to himself.

“Oh hi,” said Naomi, as she opened her bedroom door, already in her loose-fitting pyjamas. “Just getting home?”

“Been studying,” he said, taking his bag off his back and holding it in front of his legs.

“We’re just about to eat, if you’re hungry?”

“He’s probably too busy to waste his precious time with people like us,” said Yoko, also in her pyjamas, as she floated silently down the stairs.

“Hey Yoko,” said John, as she moved by, not even a glance in his direction, before disappearing into the living room.

“I wouldn’t take it personally,” said Naomi.

“Feel pretty personal.”

“So you want to eat? She asked. “It’s good for the soul.”

“Sounds great,” he said, “I’ll just take a quick shower and be down.”

“Better be quick,” she said, heading towards the living room, “or else there will be nothing left!”

◆◆◆

John showered quickly, put on some fresh clothes, and headed downstairs.

When he got to the kitchen, Tsumugi, Naomi, Yoko and Reina were sitting around the table.

“Hi all,” John said, as he walked towards them.

“Hi,” said Tsumugi, waving, “I’ve not seen you all day.”

“Studying,” he said.

“Come sit, I’ll bring you some food.”

“That’s ok, thanks,” he said, “I can get it.”

“Sit, sit,” she said, standing up and pulling out a chair next to her. Not wanting to appear rude, John sat and Tsumugi hurried across the kitchen to get him some food.

“Here you go,” she said, placing a plate in front of him.

“Thank you,” he said, smiling at Tsumugi, “it looks delicious.”

“We all helped,” she said, taking her seat, “well, most of us.” She cast a glance at Reina.

“What,” said Reina, “I helped.”

“Where are Aoi and Mei?” John asked, hoping to stop an argument before it started, but as soon as he said it, he instantly regretted it. Reina snorted as Yoko rolled her eyes.

“What’s so funny?” asked Naomi, who was sat to the right of John.

“Nothing,” said Yoko. “Absolutely nothing.”

“Come on,” said Naomi, “we don’t keep secrets.”

Reina smirked as she looked around the table.

“Well, if you absolutely must know,” Reina said, “Yoko said she didn’t think he would be able to go without mentioning the two of them for five minutes. And I said,” at this, she turned to look directly at John, “he wouldn’t last three.”

John suddenly felt very hot, memories of the quick ejaculation Reina teased out of him in the library with only a few disparaging words and some over-the-clothes contact. He was suddenly afraid of what she might say here, what she might command him to do, and what he might actually do in front of everyone.

“And if we’re speaking of secrets,” she added, still staring at him, “I think everyone would like to know–”

Tsumugi cut her off, talking sternly in Japanese, as Reina replied in kind until suddenly the room went quiet.

As they continued to eat in silence, John only looked up from his plate once. He could feel Reina glaring daggers at him, but when he looked her eyes were on her plate. He looked at her for a moment, to make sure he wasn’t imagining it.

“What are you looking at?” she asked, suddenly.

“Nothing,” said John,” looking back at his plate.

“Creep.”

He felt his cock twitch with excitement.

“This really is delicious,” he said, as he finished the last mouthful.

“Would you like some more?” asked Tsumgui, already halfway out of her seat.

“No thank you,” he said, “I’m full.”

John stood and went to place his plate in the dishwasher.

“We were going to watch a movie,” Naomi said, “if you want to join us?”

“Maybe later,” he said, “it’s been a long day and I’ve still got some work to do.” He began to talk towards the door.

“Probably off to find Mei and Aoi,” muttered Yoko, resulting in another sharp comment from Tsumugi.

John felt bad for not spending any time with them, but he did have work to do. He hadn’t managed to get anything done all day, first with Aoi on his mind and then Reina’s public, albeit secret, humiliation. And he was really very tired.

He went upstairs and lay down on his bed, deciding before he did anything else, he should take a few minutes to rest.

◆◆◆

Knock. Knock.

John woke up, still in his clothes. He’d only meant to lie down for a minute, but it was now dark.

“Hello?” he said, groggily.

“It’s me,” said Tsumugi through the door.

“Come in,” he said, as he sat on the side of the bed. “What’s up? If it’s Yoko…”

“Nothing like that,” she said, standing in the shadows. “As you might be aware, Aoi and Mei have spent the day together. Having an adventure.”

“I had no idea,” he said, rubbing his face, “I mean, she mentioned it might be something she wanted to do, but that’s about it.”

“Well, they did and now Aoi would like to show you what they got up to.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, “but I’m still a bit tired. Is this something that can wait until morning?”

“I don’t think this is something you want to miss.”

“Ok,” he said, “give me five minutes.”

“We’ll be waiting in Mei’s room.”

We.

Tsumugi left and John got up, stretching and pacing around, trying to wake himself up. After a couple of minutes, feeling sufficiently awake, he made his way down the corridor. As he got closer he began to feel his heart beat a bit faster, the thought of what lay in wait for him causing his entire body to wake up.

He waited for a moment, anticipation really settling in. He tried to calm his nerves. Knowing Aoi and how reserved she was, how inexperienced, he tried to tell himself it was something very mild behind the door. And that was fine, after all, who didn’t like vanilla?

“Enter,” said Mei, in response to John’s knock on the door.

He opened the door and froze in shock.

In the middle of the room stood Mei, waiting expectantly, in full Japanese alt-girl mode, wearing fishnet stockings that ran up to her thighs, a pair of nearly-sheer black panties outlining her pussy lips perfectly, and a ripped-up black t-shirt, the bottom half torn off to show her navel, with tears across the chest showing she wasn’t wearing a bra.

That by itself would have been enough to wake him up, but in her hand was a chain. His eyes followed it down to find it attached to a collar around another woman’s neck. She was kneeling on the floor, eyes facing down, her black hair tied into two unbraided pigtails on the top of her head.

“Eyes up,” said Mei, and the woman on the floor looked up at John. Her pale face was accented by the dark makeup around her eyes, her lipstick black. She wore a baggy black t-shirt with a band logo he didn’t recognise, several sizes too big for her, which hung down to the floor, behind which poked her stocking-covered legs.

“What’s going on?”

“Our little pet here would like to play. Isn’t that right?” Mei looked down at Aoi, who nodded vigorously. “Good girl.”

“I’m not sure I understand,” said John.

“It’s quite simple, sweetie,” said Mei, gently stroking Aoi’s hair, “our sweet little Aoi wanted to go on an adventure, so I took her on one. And this,” she said, signalling to Aoi, “is where we ended up. So,” she said, “what would you like your new pet to do?”

“I err…,” stammered John, completely bewildered, “I don’t know.”

“Oh come now,” said Mei, “don’t tell me we went through all this effort for nothing?” John stood silent, trying to take in the scene. “Ok, I guess it’s up to us to start the game, pet. Why don’t we start with a little dick sucking?”

Aoi nodded and crawled on the floor on all fours, Mei still holding her leash. She stopped in front of John and raised herself onto her knees as her fingers undid his trousers and pulled them down to his ankles.

She reached up and slowly stroked his already hard cock through his underwear, the scene having aroused him more than he had realised. Then she slipped her fingers into the top of his boxers and slowly pulled them down. She looked at his dick for a moment, then up at him with her big eyes, ringed in black and slowly began to kiss the side of his cock.

John moaned softly as her soft lips caressed one side of his cock and then the other, as she moved from side to side kissing and sucking on the side of his shaft.

“Lick him,” said Mei, and Aoi complied, running her tongue up the underside of his shaft. “Now take him in your mouth.”

Aoi took the head of his cock in her mouth, held it in her warm hole for a moment, and then slid her black lips all the way down, taking his entire cock in her throat, then bobbing up and down on it vigorously.

John groaned as his new pet sucked his cock wildly, sliding him completely into her mouth, wrapping her lips tightly around him as she did so. This was so unlike the Aoi he knew, the shy girl who even in the throes of passion acted very precisely. Here, she was sucking his cock like she was possessed.

“That’s enough, sweetie,” said Mei, giving the leash a little shake. “We don’t want sir to be done with you too quickly, do we?”

Aoi slid his cock out of her mouth and looked up at him, her wet lips shiny, a dribble of saliva running down her chin, as her mascara began to run down her face, her eyes watering from taking him so deep into her throat.

“Did you like that?” asked Mei.

“Yes,” said John, his cock throbbing, tingling as Aoi’s saliva ran down his shaft.

“Stand,” said Mei, and Aoi stood without hesitation. “Good girl,” she said, as she gave Aoi a soft kiss on her wet lips. “Our pet here is trained to obey your every desire. If she cannot fulfil her duties, she will be trained, and if she cannot or will not be trained, she will be punished. Isn’t that correct, Pet?”

“Yes, miss,” said Aoi.

“Good girl, now bend over.” Aoi turned and moved to the bed, pressing her knees into the side of the mattress as her hands stood on top. “These,” she said, lifting Aoi’s baggy t-shirt to reveal her exposed pussy and asshole, “are for you.”

John gazed at Aoi’s firm ass, her tight asshole puckering with excitement above her already wet pussy. Mei ran a single finger over Aoi’s wet lips and she moaned with pleasure.

“Have a taste,” she said, holding up her wet finger to John’s lips. He took her fingertip in his mouth and sucked off Aoi’s wetness. “She tastes so good, doesn’t she?”

“So good,” agreed John.

“Bon appétit,” said Mei, stepping aside, as John took his trousers and boxers from off his ankles and sank to his knees behind Aoi. She moaned softly as his hands caressed her ass.

“It’s all for you,” she whispered, as he admired her beautiful pussy, before gently licking up her wet lips. She moaned as his tongue slipped up over her tight entrance, circling it with his tongue as he tasted her desire.

“Give him a hand, pet,” said Mei, and Aoi reached back, grabbing her asscheeks and spreading herself wider for him, allowing him to bury his face deeper into her pussy. She cried out with pleasure as he licked her faster, the taste of her flooding his senses. He ran his hands over her stockings, feeling the fishnet pattern under his palms as he licked her, kissed her, sucked her sweet little cunt.

“More,” cried Aoi, as John sucked on her pussy, “fuck me, please.” She cried out as Mei spanked her asscheek.

“Sir will do as he pleases,” said Mei to her disobedient pet, spanking her again for good measure.

“Yes, miss,” whimpered Aoi, as she writhed on the bed, desperate for sir’s cock.

John continued to lick Aoi’s pussy from behind, her moans making his cock twitch.

“Miss,” Aoi moaned, “I’m going to cum.” She cried out as Mei spanked her again.

“You know the rules, pet. Sir gets to cum first, then decides if you should be allowed to.”

“Yes, miss,” she whimpered, “but I can’t hold it.” Mei spanked her again.

John pulled his mouth away from her pussy, licking his lips as he looked at her soaking wet lips.

“Here,” said Mei, holding out the leash, “she’s all yours.”

John took the leash from Mei and held it for a moment, unsure what to do.

“Turn around,” he said finally. Aoi complied, turning around and leaning against the side of the bed, her t-shirt hanging down covering her pussy, the hems of her stocking sticking out from underneath.

Whereas the first night he had seen sweetness and innocence in her eyes, now there was nothing but lust. She remained there, waiting, eager, desperate to please. This was the adventure she had asked for, the one she dreamed of. John could see it in her eyes as he felt her warm, wet desire on his face. He leaned in and kissed her, slipping his tongue into her mouth, as she kissed back, tasting herself on him.

“Touch me,” he whispered, and as they kissed Aoi slipped a hand down between his legs and began to slowly work him, as he slipped a hand underneath her t-shirt, running his fingers down her wet lips before moving up and playing with her clit.

She moaned with passion and began working him faster as he fingered her, his free hand still holding the leash.

“Please, no,” she moaned, as her body began shaking, “it’s against the rules.”

He kept fingering her, bringing her closer and closer to orgasm.

“Please,” she cried, “I can’t hold on any longer.” He kept going and going pushing her to the brink, before slipping his fingers out from between her legs and slipping them into her mouth. She sucked hungrily on the pussy-coated fingers, her head bobbing on them as furiously as if they were his cock, as her hand worked him faster and faster.

“Stop,” he said, her hand bringing him close to cumming. “I said, stop.” She pulled her hand away, covered in saliva and pre-cum.

“I think our pet needs to be taught a lesson, what do you think?”

“I agree,” said Tsumugi, “she’s been very disobedient indeed.”

John looked up, confused. In the corner sat Tsumugi, with thick dark make-up on, her body wrapped in a black silk kimono.

John looked at her in a state of shock.

Mei laughed.

“Don’t tell me you didn’t see her sitting there this whole time?” asked Mei, a grin on her face. “But then again,” she said, looking at Aoi, who had turned over and laid front down on the bed, her toes on the floor, “I could see why your attention might have been elsewhere.”

Of course, I’d have to invite Tsumugi. She’s so protective. I’m not sure she’d approve of some of the things Mei would teach me!

Aoi’s words from this morning rang in his ears. Of course, Tsumugi would be here. She was far too protective of her best friend to have it any other way.

“I think,” said Tsumugi to John, “that our pet is waiting for her punishment.” John stood up and surveyed the scene, as Mei and Tsumugi watched John, his hard cock on display, stand over the penitent Aoi.

He lifted her t-shirt over her ass and saw one cheek was bright red from where Mei had spanked her. He gently caressed her other cheek and then spanked her. Aoi cried out but remained still.

“I think she deserves another, don’t you?” asked Mei.

“I think she is very keen on the proper instruction,” said Tsumugi, “isn’t that right?”

“Yes, miss,” said Aoi, “please sir, instruct me.”

John spanked her again and Aoi cried out, then again, and again.

“On the bed,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” she whimpered, crawling fully onto the bed, then moaned as he ran the head of his cock up and down her dripping wet pussy, teasing her as he rubbed it all over.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

“Always for you, sir.”

“Good girl,” he said, stroking her hair softly, as he guided himself into her.

Aoi, face down, grunted into the covers as he slowly worked his cock into her from behind. It felt tighter as he entered her from this angle.

“You like that?” he asked, as he began to slowly fuck her tight pussy.

“Yes, sir,” she said, “I love it when you use my pussy.” He began to fuck her faster, pushing deeper, Aoi grunting with every thrust as his thighs bounced off her ass.

“Such a good little slut,” said Mei, watching John fuck her.

“And so well trained,” said Tsumugi, watching from her chair. John looked over and saw the best friend’s hand moving rapidly under her kimono, playing with her pussy as John used her bff as his personal fucktoy.

“These aren’t just for decoration, you know,” said Mei, taking one of Aoi’s pigtails in her hand, “isn’t that right, sweetie?”

“Yes, miss,” she replied between grunts.

“Wel, show him then.”

Aoi raised her head off the mattress, holding herself up on her hands and knees, holding her head back as she waited. Taking the signal, John moved his hands from her ass and grabbed a pigtail in each hand, holding her in position by her hair as he fucked her slutty pussy.

“Harder,” she moaned, “please, I can take it.” Mei spanked Aoi for disobedience, as John fucked her harder. He looked over at Tsumugi, who now had one leg draped over the arm of the chair, her kimono wide open, pressing two fingers into her pussy, as another pulled open the top of the kimono and exposed a breast for her to play with.

Even Mei, who had been watching as an objective observer, was now leaning on the desk, her fingers buried in her black panties, playing with herself.

Watching the two women finger themselves as he fucked their friend was almost too much to bare, so he pulled his dick out of Aoi’s pussy. She cried out in frustration.

“On your back,” he ordered, and she dutifully obeyed. He saw the lust in her eyes, the desperate craving for his cock, for his cum, for permission to cum herself. She lay back and he ran his hands over her stockings and up her thighs.

“Take it off,” he ordered, as he leaned up and unclipped the metal chain from Aoi’s collar.

“Yes, sir,” she said and began to pull off her t-shirt.

“This is my favourite part,” said Mei, watching with anticipation.

Aoi lay back on the bed, legs spread, wearing nothing but her stockings and the collar around her neck. John admired her perfect slim body, her large breasts, her tight pussy. But there was something different, for across her stomach were the words,

White Men Only

Below that, an arrow pointed down to her pussy.

“I said it’s all for you, sir,” whispered Aoi.

This time John didn’t punish her, instead he grabbed her legs, lifted them onto his shoulders and began to fuck her as fast as she could.

“Oh fuck,” cried Aoi, her hands squeezing her large tits, “show me what a good fucktoy I am.” He fucked her harder. “Oh yes, use me as your personal cumrag. Fill my whore pussy with your big load. Oh fuck, please, I need to feel your cum inside me.”

As he fucked her tight pussy, reserved solely for the use of his big white cock, listening to her beg him to cum inside her, as the scent of pussy filled his senses, as Tsumugi and Mei brought themselves closer and closer to orgasm, he could feel himself getting closer and he knew this time there would be no stopping, no holding back, no pulling out.

“Please sir,” she begged, “I need to feel you cum inside me.”

He kept fucking her tight pussy, her lips gripping his cock, her wetness lubricating his shaft. She felt so fucking good, so fucking good.

“Please sir, I… oh fuck!”

John moaned as he came, pushing his cock deep inside her cumslut pussy, listening to her moan in pleasure as he filled her up.

“Use me,” she moaned, her tight pussy gripping his dick, her fingers digging into her tits as she felt his cock spasm in her cunt, filling her slutty hole with his load as he came and came and thought he would never stop.

Finally, he did, and he held himself in her, breathing heavily, her legs still on his shoulders, before slowly pulling out.

Aoi gasped as she felt his big cock pulling out of her, leaving her tight hole stretched out.

“It’s so warm,” she said, “and it’s all for me.”

“All for you,” he said, leaning in to kiss her softly. “Did you like that?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you like feeling my cum inside you?”

“Yes, sir. Oh god, I can feel it dripping out.”

“Let me see,” said John as he knelt between her legs. She spread them slowly for him and he watched as his thick load dribbled out of her pussy and towards her asshole.

“There’s just one thing left to do,” he said, as he took her clit in his mouth, sucking on her as he pressed two fingers into her cum-filled hole, pushing his load back into her as he fingerfucked her.

“Oh fuck,” Aoi cried, as he used her pussy again, quickly bringing his new fucktoy to orgasm, the sounds of her pleasured moans intertwining with those of Tsumugi and Mei, as their orgasms reached a simultaneous crescendo, causing his cock to twitch already.

When she was done, he rose back up and kissed her again, his lips wet with her desire. Then he lay next to her.

“Was I a good girl?” she asked, rolling into him, her soft hand on her chest.

“So good,” he said, stroking her hair.

“Do you prefer me as a bad girl?”

“I prefer you however you want to be.”

“I think,” she said, slowly, “I prefer being who I am,” she said, as she stopped and looked into his eyes. He could see the old Aoi, sweet and gentle, but with a new sparkle. “But,” she added, with a smile on her face, “I definitely want to try this again.”

“Me too,” said John, leaning in to kiss her.

“Yes, yes,” said Mei, standing over the two naked housemates, “this was lovely, but some of us like to sleep once we’ve cum, and I can’t do that with the two of you laying there.”

“Can’t we just…” began Aoi, before Mei slipped her wet fingers into Aoi’s mouth, at which she began sucking vigorously.

“You were saying?” asked Mei, slipping them out of Aoi’s mouth.

“Nothing, miss,” said Aoi, as she and John began to get up.

“Here, sweetie,” said Tsumugi, holding open a soft pink kimono, “I brought this for you. I thought you might like it after.”

“Thank you,” Aoi said, allowing Tsumugi to slip it onto her naked body, the soft colour in sharp contrast to her dark make-up. She smiled at her friend as she tied it in the front, looking instantly more wholesome than before.

“I got you one, too,” said Tsumugi, handing a red kimono to John. It was too short for him, coming up to nearly the top of his thighs.

“Thank you,” he said, “I think.”

“Now, let’s go, shall we? I think all of us have earned some sleep.”

◆◆◆

John sighed as he lay in bed, with Aoi on one side and Tsumugi on the other, holding hands on John’s chest. It had been an intense evening and now the three of them, having all bathed, had at Aoi’s request, curled up in her bed.

John looked at Aoi as she drifted off to sleep, amazed that such an innocent-looking girl could have been capable of such things. Of course, being under the watchful eye of her best friend must have helped put her at ease, and Tsumugi was evidently comfortable with what happened.

But now, as the two beautiful women pressed their naked bodies into his, he was just enjoying the peace and quiet that came after a night of debauchery.

And as he too fell asleep, he was sure that all of them were confident they knew that sometimes being a bad girl is a very good thing.


6. The Free Spirit

John sat at the kitchen table, sipping his coffee. Tsumugi and Aoi had once again managed to slip out of bed without him noticing. Not that it was a hard thing to do. The last few days had been a whirlpool of activity and although he enjoyed every minute of it he was feeling worn out.

Last night he had helped Aoi, with Mei and Tsumugi’s assistance, to explore her submissive side. Greeting him on her knees as Mei held the leash around her neck, her pale body covered in a black t-shirt and fishnet stockings, her mascara and lipstick thick and black, she had given herself to him to do whatever he wanted. Even so, the good-girl-gone-bad couldn’t resist breaking some of the rules, which inevitably led to her being spanked until she learnt her lesson.

It had been intense. And afterwards it had been nice to lie in bed with Aoi and Tsumugi, enjoying the simple comfort of their warm, soft bodies pressed against his.

That would have been enough, without all that had already gone on before. He had been expecting yesterday to be a study day, but after meeting Reina in the library, where she taunted him as she slyly pleasured him under the table, all thoughts of studying had gone out the window.

Even now, he found it hard to think about anything other than what Reina did and what it meant.

“Oh my god,” cried Yoko, as she burst into the kitchen, “Naomi is trying to kill me!”

“Stop being dramatic,” said Naomi, walking in after her, “it was just a little run.”

“Little?!” panted Yoko, bent over, hands on her knees, “it was miles!”

“Only three of four,” said Naomi, as she walked over to the fridge and opened the door. “Maybe five,” she said, looking over her shoulder and giving John a sly wink.

As she turned back to face the fridge, John couldn’t help but stare. Naomi was usually dressed in rather loose-fitting clothing, and he had always thought of her as somewhat of a free spirit, someone more interested in the soul than the body.

But there she was, her body firm and toned, every curve outlined underneath her skin-tight workout clothes. He felt himself get hard as he looked at her firm, round ass, her leggings clinging to her skin. He couldn’t help but imagine what it would be like to slowly peel them off her ass and taste what was underneath.

Suddenly Naomi spun around and John quickly turned his gaze to his coffee, focusing on the steam as it rose from the hot surface.

“Here,” she said, turning to Yoko, two containers in her hands, “drink this.” Yoko let out a moan as she stood up straight and stretched her arms into the air as she pressed her chest forward. Her workout clothes, damp with sweat, stuck to her skin as it stretched across her breasts, her hard nipples prominent under the fabric, no bra present.

John imagined jogging down the street, her firm breasts bouncing freely under her shirt as she moved.

“Hey,” said Naomi, as Yoko finished stretching and grabbed both of the cold drinks, holding them against her breasts.

“My nipples are so sore,” protested Yoko as she iced them with the drinks.

“I told you to wear a sports bra.”

“But I look so cute like this,” insisted Yoko, “right, John?”

“Oh, umm, yeah,” said John, trying not to stare at Yoko icing her nipples. “You look good.”

“See?” said Yoko, beaming. “Hey!” Yoko scowled as Naomi grabbed one of the drinks from her, leaving the girl cooling one nipple at a time. Even though Yoko was clearly annoyed, it was hard to find her anger anything but adorable.

“They’re post-workout drinks,” she said, “not nipple coolers.”

“But they hurt so bad,” she said.

“You’ll have to put some lotion on them to cool them down, not my drink.” John watched as Naomi opened the container and downed the drink in one.

“Would you like one?” asked Naomi, turning to John.

“Oh, no thank you,” he said, “I’ve not had enough of a workout to earn one of those.”

“We all know that isn’t true,” she said, quietly.

“This is awful,” proclaimed Yoko, holding the now open drink, “it tastes like powder.”

“You don’t drink it for the taste,” said Naomi, “you drink it for the nutrients, to get healthy and strong.”

“But I don’t want to be strong, I’m a girl.”

“Oi,” sighed Naomi, “you can be both. Now, drink up.” Yoko scowled again and downed the rest of the drink, John watching as a trickle of the creamy fluid ran down her neck.

“Yuck,” said Yoko, holding the empty container out towards Naomi. “You happy now?”

“Very,” said the other girl, as she took the second container.

“I hate this.”

“You asked me, remember? You said you wanted to look your best for your birthday.”

“I still hate it,” said Yoko, who gently cradled her breasts with their delicate nipples. “I’m going to take a shower.”

“You’re welcome,” called Naomi, as Yoko walked out of the kitchen. “Never a dull moment with Yoko,” she said, washing out the empty containers. “You sure you don’t want one?”

“No, thank you,” said John.

“It’ll only take a sec,” she said, “I just prepped these earlier so Yoko wouldn’t be able to catch her breath and moan whilst she drank it. Oh well,” she said, placing the containers on the side of the sink, “it was worth a try.”

John felt bad for laughing, but it was true Yoko could be a bit much at times. He got the impression she had always gotten what she wanted at home and had joined the real world with no reason to suspect it would be any different.

That’s not to say he didn’t like her. On the contrary, he found her company to be rather enjoyable. She was energetic and bubbly, with a strong girly-girl vibe. He liked that she embraced her concept of femininity wholly, even if not everyone else felt the same. It was part of what made Yoko, well, Yoko.

“How are you?” Naomi asked as she sat next to John.

“I’m good,” he said.

“Yeah?”

“Not tired?”

“A little,” he confessed.

“Alright,” she said, getting up out of her chair, “I’m making you a drink.”

“You don’t have to,” he began.

“I know, but I’m going to do it anyway, and you’re going to drink it, whether you like it or not.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said John, smiling.

He watched as she scooped the white protein powder into a tall glass and added milk, before mixing it with a slim handheld whisk as she spoke.

I love a good run in the morning,” she said, as the electric whisk whirred in her hand, “really energises me for the rest of the day, you know?”

“Absolutely no idea,” he said, “running is not my thing, and neither are mornings. So putting both of them together? No thanks.”

“You seem in pretty good shape though?” she said, as she rinsed the whisk under the tap.

“I did go to the gym,” he said.

“Just the once?” she asked, placing the glass in front of him.

“Regularly, well, semi-regularly. I’ve not been for a while.”

“How come?”

“Oh, you know, just busy with things, with life.”

Naomi looked at John and then at the glass. John sighed and picked it up. He examined it for a moment, the cream-coloured fluid inside, the tiny particles floating within, then he closed his eyes and downed it one.

“Delicious,” said John, grimacing, as he placed the empty glass down.

“It isn’t,” she laughed, “but it gets the job done.” She picked up the glass, got up and rinsed it in the sink. “We’re going running again tomorrow if you fancy trying something new with Yoko and me?”

John turned in his chair to look at Naomi, but she was entirely focused on washing the single glass. Still, he knew she was teasing him. Since he’d moved in he’d slept with Tsumugi, Aoi and Mei, fully half the housemates, and it wasn’t a secret either. He’d also cum in his trousers in the middle of the library, as Reina rubbed his cock with her bare foot, taunting him until ejaculation, which didn’t take long given the confusing but arousing circumstances. But as far as he was aware, that was a secret between the two of them.

“I don’t really have any running clothes,” he said, turning back to the table, “but maybe some other time.”

“No problem.”

“What are you doing?” asked John as he suddenly felt Naomi’s hands on his shoulders.

“Just a little massage,” she said, as she began to slowly knead his shoulders. “Do you want me to stop?”

“Uhh, no,” he said, “it’s alright.” He sat there as Naomi’s practised hands worked the muscles.

“You’re carrying a lot of tension in your shoulders.”

“Am I?”

“When was the last time you had a massage?”

“I don’t think I’ve ever had one.”

“That explains it then.”

John cried out as Naomi dug her thumbs into his tense shoulders.

“That feels like a lot of massage, not a little,” he said, trying not to let on how uncomfortable it was.

“Just getting the knots out,” she said, calmly, her fingers continuing to squeeze the tension out of him, “there we go.”

John sighed with relief as Naomi’s vice-like grip loosened on his now jelly-like muscles.

“How does that feel?” she asked, gently massaging his shoulders. “Better?”

“Much,” he said, rotating his shoulders.

He felt as if a weight had been lifted from his body, as if the muscles in his shoulders had relaxed for the first time in his life. As he sat there, he felt Naomi ’s warm hands slip under the neck of his t-shirt, her hands continuing to work, albeit much more gently.

He moaned softly as they moved across his shoulders and back up to the base of his neck, her thumbs working their way up in concentric circles.

“That feels amazing,” he said dreamily, as Naomi’s thumbs worked the pressure points behind his ears.

“You haven’t seen anything yet,” she said, as she slid her hands up to the top of his head, her fingers almost stroking his hair as her fingertips massaged his scalp.

Eyes closed, he felt as if he was drifting away. All his thoughts disappeared as she massaged him, her hands on him the only thing he was aware of. He felt so incredibly relaxed that he felt himself on the verge of falling asleep, but he wasn’t about to do that…

“Wakey, wakey,” whispered Naomi into his ear.

John opened his eyes and let out a small yawn.

“Did I…?” he began.

“Only for a little bit.”

“Sorry, I didn’t mean…”

“I take it as a compliment,” she said, her hands slowly sliding across his shoulders, still under his t-shirt, “it means you were completely at peace.”

“I really was.”

Naomi giggled slightly, a sound he hadn’t heard her make before. He’d heard her laugh, but a giggle was something different. It was as if she was letting him see a different side of her, one that wasn’t commonly on show.

“I have to go shower and head off out,” she said, sliding her hands from underneath his t-shirt, “but I’m going to go to a yoga session this afternoon, if you fancy coming along?”

“I’m not much of a yoga guy,” he said.

“It’s just some simple stretches, they won’t ask you to wrap your legs behind your head or anything. Mostly we do that in our private time.”

“Oh, umm…” said John, taken aback.

“It’s mostly an excuse to take an hour to get away and unwind, it’s… nice.”

“Ok,” said John, “I can give it a go.”

“Great,” said Naomi, “I’ll send you the details.”

John watched as Naomi headed for the kitchen door, the skin-tight jogging clothing still clinging to her, her ass still calling out to him as visions of her flexible body, naked and at one with nature as she struck numerous meditative poses in front of him, flashed through his mind.

“Oh,” she said, turning quickly, “make sure to wear some loose clothing. Nothing too restrictive, otherwise you won’t be able to bend into the best positions.”

She smiled and left, leaving John alone in the kitchen, his coffee cooled, and his cock heated.

◆◆◆

As John entered the fitness centre, he felt vaguely uncomfortable. He was used to going to the gym, but this was something different.

“Second door on the left,” said the receptionist, pointing down the corridor to the stairs. He walked up the stairs behind a group of students, all women and all clad in similar skin-tight yoga pants, their high-end yoga mats tucked under their arms, refillable water bottles on straps hanging from their wrists.

John, meanwhile, was wearing the sweatpants Tsumugi had given him the first night he arrived and an old t-shirt that hung loosely on his body.

Wear some loose clothing.

Those were Naomi’s words of advice, but now he felt completely out of place. This feeling instantly doubled as he walked into the yoga hall and found the rest of the class, all female, all donned in the same sleek outfits. It was almost like a fever dream being surrounded by so many beautiful women, their perfect bodies perfectly outlined.

But still, he couldn’t help but feel out of place, as if he were intruding somewhere he didn’t belong. He was about to turn and leave when Naomi gently took his arm.

“There you are,” she said brightly, “I wasn’t sure you were going to come.”

“Yeah,” he said, “I’m not sure this is for me.”

“Don’t be shy,” she said, “you’ll get into it in no time.”

John wanted to protest, but Naomi seemed so enthusiastic he couldn’t bring himself to disappoint her, and as she dragged him into the room, he couldn’t help but notice she was once again wearing a fresh set of exercise clothes.

“I saved you a spot,” she said, pointing across the room, “you can leave your shoes and things here. They’re perfectly safe.”

John took off his shoes, placed his phone and keys next to them and followed Naomi to her spot. As he walked, he noticed the hall of the floor was covered with squares of foam padding, which made walking feel lighter.

“They put the padding down to make it more comfortable,” said Naomi, as if reading his mind, “it’s more relaxing too.” Naomi sat on her mat and tapped the empty one next to her. “I didn’t think you’d have a mat, so I got you one.”

“Thank you,” he said, sitting down, “but I’m not sure how often I’ll use it?”

“Oh,” said Naomi laughing softly, “I meant I got you one from storage. They have some spares for people who don’t have their own.”

“Oh right, thanks,” he said as he lowered himself onto the mat, legs in front of him, unsure how to position himself.

He watched as Naomi lowered herself onto the mat, manoeuvring her feet under her body as she did so.

“You can just sit cross-legged if you like,” she said, “whatever feels right for you.”

John smiled and crossed his legs.

“Straight back,” she said, emphasising her own perfect posture as she pressed her chest out, “it’s better for your breathing.”

John obeyed, straightening his back and breathing in deeply.

“Welcome everyone,” said the yoga instructor, as she slowly walked to the front of the room. “I’m glad to see we’ve got some new faces with us, and some regulars.” A gentle ripple of acknowledgement moved across the crowd. “If you’re new, welcome. My name’s Mikaela and I’ll be guiding you through today’s session.”

Mikaela flicked her rolled-up mat in the air and laid it down with one smooth motion, before sitting down on it in the same pose as Naomi, her back just as straight.

“We’re going to start with some simple breathing. So sit however you feel comfortable, straighten your spine and close your eyes. Now, take a slow, deep breath in through the nose, filling your lungs, and hold it there.”

John looked at Naomi, whose eyes were already closed, and did the same. He took a deep breath.

“And slowly out through your mouth. Focusing on your breath at all times.”

John breathed out slowly.

“And again, breathe in through the nose and hold it.” She paused. “And slowly out.”

As he followed along, he tried to focus on his breath, but his mind kept going to Naomi, to her body in her skin-tight jogging clothes, to her warm, soft hands on his shoulders, to her breath on his lobe as she whispered in his ear.

In… and out…

He felt her hands slide up into his hair, massaging his scalp. Her voice in his ear, her chest pressed against his back.

You’re carrying a lot of tension…

He felt one hand slide down the back of his neck, sliding around and down over his chest and into sweatpants, her fingers gently wrapping around his cock as she gently took hold, her hand twisting as she stroked his shaft.

So much tension…

She began stroking faster as her other hand continued to stroke his hair, her lips against his ear.

What are you doing?

Just a little massage. Do you want me to stop?

No.

She stroked faster and faster, her hand working the tension out of his cock.

Focus on your breathing…

He breathed slowly, centering himself as Naomi worked his faster, her loose hand sliding up and down his shaft.

That feels amazing.

You haven’t seen anything yet…

She kept working him, her expert movements bringing him closer and closer to climax, as she whispered his name in his ear.

John.

Still going, he felt himself getting close.

John.

All he wanted was to give in to her and cum there and then, to let her fully relax him.

“John?”

John jumped as he felt Naomi’s hand gently brush his arm. He opened his eyes and saw her smile.

“It’s time to begin.”

He looked around and saw everyone else standing up.

“Sorry,” he said, as he and Naomi stood, “I must have nodded off.”

“It can be very relaxing,” she said, standing up and putting her hands together in front of her chest. John stood and did the same as he faced the front of the class, feeling his hard cock pressed against his legs by his boxers, thankful he had worn them under the loose sweatpants.

◆◆◆

For the next thirty minutes, John focused on Mikaela’s words, following her instructions as she demonstrated a series of moves and positions with varying degrees of complexity.

Although he always followed the simplest ones, he gave each move his full attention, careful not to let his mind or eyes wander, for in every direction there was a beautiful, fit body, every curve on display as they bent, lunged and stretched in perfect unison.

He couldn’t even look at Mikaela, the blonde twenty-five-year-old with the kind of flexibility that made his cock twitch just thinking about it.

That was without Naomi’s lingering presence, whose hands he could still feel on his body, working the tension out of him.

“Alright class, good job,” said Mikaela, as she stood and stretched, “now it’s time for meditation. So just lie down on your mats as I turn off the lights.”

“This is my favourite part,” said Naomi, as she lowered herself to the mat, as John did the same.

“Now,” said the instructor, “close your eyes and breathe in slowly.”

John closed his eyes and focused on his breathing. He heard the click of the light switch and the room fell into darkness. He heard Mikaela’s soft footsteps as she walked back to her mat before another click began gentle meditative music playing over the PA system.

“As you exhale, feel the tension leaving your body, floating out of you, up and out of the room. Feel your body sink into the floor. As you reach out your arms slightly, feel the weight of them as they too sink into the floor.”

John stretched out his hands slightly by his sides. As he did so, he felt Naomi’s fingers brush against his. They lay there, fingers touching, neither one moving their hand away.

As the music washed over him and Mikaela’s soothing tone put his body at a state of rest, John felt Naomi take his hand, her thumb gently rubbing back and forth.

Feel your belly slowly rise and fall with each breath…

He tried to focus on his breathing, trying not to think of Naomi , trying not to think of her crawling over to him in the darkened room and quietly slipping his cock out of his sweatpants. He tried not to think of her working his cock, slowly building up speed before taking him in her mouth. He tried not to think of her secretly sucking his cock in a roomful of beautiful women as they searched for inner peace.

Let your thoughts float away, allow your mind to be quiet…

He tried not to think of her reaching up to cover his mouth with her free hand, stifling his moans as her tongue circled the head of his cock, as she sucked it, as she gently kissed it.

Let your body relax, letting the world fade away…

He tried not to think of her taking his cock deep in her throat, head bobbing up and down enthusiastically as he felt the tension rise up from deep inside him. He tried not to think of her cradling his balls, gently massaging them between her soft fingers as she brought him closer and closer to a state of enlightenment.

Focus on the here and now…

He tried not to think about how good it would feel to cum in her mouth, to have her swallow his load in the middle of class, everyone else oblivious. He tried not to think of her sitting on his face, her leggings pulled down, licking her pussy as the taste of her sweet juices flooded his mouth.

Allow yourself to feel comfortable in your own body, your own mind…

He tried not to think how good it would feel to fuck her, to press his thick cock into her tight flexible body, bending her into a variety of positions. He tried not to think about what it would be like to cum inside her, to hold himself deep as his semen flooded her enlightened cunt.

And release…

“Thank you, everyone,” said Mikaela, as she turned on the lights.

John pressed his closed eyes together, blocking some of the brightness. Slowly, he sat up and opened his eyes, and there, looking down at him, surrounded in a halo of light like an angel from on high, was Naomi.

◆◆◆

“So what did you think?”

The path they walked down was covered on both sides by trees, the only sounds were the sounds of nature and their footsteps. As they walked, John tried not to look at Naomi as they headed back towards the house.

He tried to put the teachings of the class to use, focusing on his surroundings, not the thoughts of Naomi straddling him in the middle of yoga class, her smooth pussy rubbing against his face as she lay on top of him, sucking his cock.

“It was good,” he said.

“I always feel so much better afterwards,” she said, “you know?”

He felt her eyes on him, so he looked at her. Whilst he was still in his sweatpants and loose t-shirt, Naomi had changed out of her skin-tight clothing after class. She was once again in her more regular clothes, which hung loosely on her body. He tried hard to keep eye contact, focusing on not staring at the outline of her breasts, of her nipples poking against her top.

“Definitely,” he said, trying to ignore the ache in his shoulder where he had tried to be too ambitious in his positioning.

“I feel so flexible, so refreshed. Like the cobwebs have been shaken out, body and soul. Come on,” she said, as she grabbed his hand, “I want to show you something.”

He tried not to wince as she pulled him off the path and into the trees, her grip surprisingly firm.

“Where are we going?” he asked, as they moved deeper and deeper into the cool woods, the heat and light of the afternoon blocked by the treetops.

“You’ll see,” she said, not looking back. She moved effortlessly through the bush as if she knew every branch and stone. John meanwhile, kept his head down, making sure not to trip on any exposed roots or fallen branches.

“Here,” said Naomi, as they passed into a clearing. John, surprised by her sudden halt, just about managed to stop himself before crashing into her. “Isn’t it beautiful?”

“Yes,” said John, as he stood directly behind her, his body almost touching hers. He could feel her energy, could smell her hair. He wanted to reach out and touch her, to pull her close to him and kiss her neck, to run his hands up her body, sliding under the loose clothing to cup her breasts.

“This is where I come here to relax,” she said, not moving. “It’s so peaceful. Just you and the sounds of the water.” John listened and for the first time heard the sound of the river trickling somewhere up ahead. He knew about the river, he had just never given it much thought. But now, here, it seemed perfect, inevitable in a way.

“It’s wonderful.”

“Come,” she said, “sit with me.”

She walked over to a fallen tree and sat on the trunk, resting the yoga mat next to her. John followed and sat besides her, albeit at a respectful distance.

“How did you find this place?” he asked, glancing at her as she stared into the distance, losing herself in the peace.

“Oh, you know. Just exploring.”

They sat in silence for a while, both of them embracing the silence of the moment.

“Why did you bring me here?” he asked.

“Because,” said Naomi, turning to look at him, “you seemed like you might be in need of some relaxation. You seem rather stressed.”

“Do I?”

“I think so, you have that vibe.” Naomi moved closer so that their legs were practically touching. She reached up and gently placed her hands on both sides of his face. She ran her hands through his hair and slowly massaged his temples with her thumbs.

“What vibe?” he asked, as he stared directly into her eyes.

“That life is moving too fast,” she said, meeting his gaze, “that you don’t have time to just slow down.”

She leaned in and kissed him, slowly. He felt her soft lips pressed against his, moving almost as if in slow motion. He kissed back, and she kissed him again, to which he responded by kissing her faster.

“Slow,” she said, as she pressed her forehead against his, holding her lips just out of reach. “We have all the time in the world.”

Neither of them moved. John closed his eyes and focused on his breathing, controlling it, trying to slow it. Eventually, he gave a small nod.

“Good boy,” she said, as she once again leaned in to kiss him. John focused on her lips, letting her set the pace, eager to not rush ahead.

Things had happened so quickly recently. With Tsumugi, Aoi, Mei, and combinations of the three of them. Each experience was unique but intense, driven by passion, a frenzied desire for one another, giving everything until they were physically and mentally spent. He had loved every minute of it, but it had left him in a bit of a spin and physically drained.

She slid a hand down from his face and down his arm. He felt her fingers moving over his lap, her fingertips tracing the outline of his hard cock, before sliding up underneath his oversized t-shirt and down into his sweatpants. He moaned softly, trying to control himself as she slowly rubbed his cock through his boxers.

As she did so, he slowly slid his hands up under the back of her shirt, carefully caressing her back, feeling her soft skin. Part of him wanted to pull back, to tug off her shirt and throw it into the bushes as he took one breast then the other in his mouth, sucking on her nipples, causing her to moan with pleasure before they fell into the undergrowth and he fucked her like an animal.

Instead, he took his time, focusing on the moment, on the experience of being there with her, her lips on his, her hand on his cock. Slowly, he slid his hand around her waist, over her belly and down into her trousers, finding her panties warm and wet. She moaned softly as he began to run his fingers over the wet material, massaging the soft lips underneath, teasing her entrance before moving up and slowly circling her clit.

“Good boy,” she moaned as he continued to finger her softly. “Ok,” she said after a couple of minutes, “I think you should take it out.” She gave his cock a little squeeze before removing her hand from his trousers, as he removed his from hers.

As he went to pull his cock out, she stopped him.

“On second thoughts,” she said, “stand.”

“Just stand?” he asked.

“Just stand.”

As he stood, Naomi slid off the trunk and onto her knees in front of him. She looked up at him and smiled, taking the hem of his sweatpants and slowly, keeping eye contact at all times, pulled both his sweatpants and boxers down.

She ran her fingers along the sides of his shaft, barely making contact. Then, as she looked up at him, she began to slowly run her tongue up his cock in long, slow licks. He moaned softly, trying to stay in the moment, focusing on Naomi, on her warm tongue sliding up and down his cock, on her hand gently cradling his balls.

He felt the cool breeze on his legs and ass, on his cock, sending tingling sensations through him where Naomi's tongue had left trails of saliva.

She ran her tongue around the head of his cock twice and then took it in her mouth. She slowly slid her lips down to the end of his shaft, holding them there as she let him feel the warmth of her mouth.

She slowly slid back up, her hand still cradling his balls, and took a deep breath as his cock was once again exposed to the open air.

“You feel that?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said, the breeze cooling his cock now fully wet from her mouth.

She smiled up at him, licked her lips and once again took him in her mouth, calmly sucking his cock. He ran his hand over her hair, stroking her as she continued to pleasure him with her mouth. He again focused on his breathing, letting her take her time, rather than encouraging her to go faster.

He turned as he heard a twig snap in the trees.

“I think someone else is coming,” he whispered.

“Then let them come,” she said, slowly stroking his wet cock with her hand, “it’s all perfectly natural.” With that, she took his cock in her mouth again and resumed casually sucking.

John stood there, waiting to be discovered, finding the thought of a stranger finding them, catching them in the act to be surprisingly exciting. He imagined them watching from a distance, touching themselves to the sight of the beautiful Asian college student on her knees, her mouth full of white cock.

But there was no sign of anyone and John’s thoughts soon returned to Naomi.

She took his cock out of her mouth, kissed the tip and stood. She kissed John and then took off her shirt. John felt his cock twitch as he saw her breasts for the first time, firm and perky. They were, surprisingly, larger than he’d expected, but only by a little.

“Now you,” she said, holding out her hand. John took off his t-shirt and handed it to her. She tossed them casually towards her yoga mat and leaned in to kiss him. She pressed her chest into his as her hand reached down and began to slowly stroke him.

“Have you ever eaten Japanese pussy in a forest before?” she asked in between kisses.

“Never,” he replied.

“Would you like to?”

“More than anything.”

“There’s no time like the present.”

Naomi kissed him passionately before walking away. John watched her move a short distance towards the nearest tree. She stood with her back facing him and slowly pulled down her trousers, exposing her tight ass, her soaked panties clinging to her pussy.

She looked over her shoulder to make sure he was watching, then bent over as she peeled off her panties, dropping them to her ankles before placing both hands on the tree. John could practically taste her already. He took a step forward and stumbled, forgetting his trousers were around his ankles. He pulled them up and walked up to her.

She moaned as he ran his hands over her smooth ass, feeling the tight, toned muscles underneath. He ran his hands over her back and around her waist, moving up and gently cupping her breasts, taking his time to feel their weight and softness.

He slid his hands back down and over her back, over her ass and down her thighs as he dropped to his knees. He looked at her tight pussy, smooth and wet, and ran a single finger over her lips causing her to moan, causing her to push her ass back towards his face.

“Slow,” he whispered, blowing gently over her lips as his hands ran over her ass.

After a few moments, he slowly ran his tongue up her pussy, tasting her sweet juices. She moaned again as he continued to lick her slowly, running his tongue up and down from her clit to her entrance, savouring every moment he got to taste her.

He heard another sound from the trees, but this time he said nothing. As he slowly licked and kissed and sucked on her pussy, his face buried deep, he imagined the stranger again, watching the white boy eating the pussy of the naked Asian woman as she held herself up against the tree, moaning as she pushed her ass back to his mouth, eager for more.

Hands still planted firmly on the tree, she bent over further, her knees bending slightly as she pushed her pussy closer to his face.

“Have you ever been penetrated by a white boy in the woods?” he asked.

“Never,” she groaned.

“Would you like to?”

“More than anything.”

“There’s no time like the present.”

She moaned with pleasure as he slowly circled her entrance with his finger, teasing her before he slid his finger into her tight hole, causing her to gasp.

He calmly moved his finger in and out of her as his other hand caressed her ass, moving to rest on her hip as he began to kiss the firm cheek.

He felt her wetness running down his knuckles and slipped a second finger deep inside her. She moaned louder as he continued at the same pace, slowly curling his fingers to stroke her g-spot.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, pushing her ass back deep onto his fingers, “I need you to fuck me.”

“Slow,” he repeated as he continued to patiently fingerfuck her, even as his cock throbbed for her tight pussy.

Eventually, he stopped and slid his wet fingers out of her. He stood and pulled down his trousers and boxers again. He looked at her wet pussy, took his cock in his hand and slowly ran the head between her wet lips.

“Oh god,” she begged, “don’t tease me. I need you inside me.”

He ran his cock over her pussy again, rubbing the top of his shaft along her lips. When his cock was nice and wet, he moved back and positioned himself at her entrance. Slowly, he pushed himself into her, taking steadily deeper strokes as he went.

“Can you feel it?” she asked. “Can you feel how hungry my pussy is for your cock? How much my body is calling for you?”

“I can,” he said, watching as he slowly slid his cock in and out of her, her lips gripping his shaft as he did so. He ran his hand through her hair, gently taking hold and guiding her head back. “Here,” he said, offering his wet fingers to her mouth. She moaned with pleasure as she sucked on his fingers greedily, sucking harder as he pushed himself fully into her.

Once clean, he took the fingers out of her mouth and placed one hand on the small of her back, guiding her movements as his other hand gently stroked her hair.

“More,” she begged.

“Focus on the here and now.” She took a deep breath and calmed herself, her ass moving in time with John’s thrusts. “Good girl.”

He fucked her slowly, breathing steadily as his own desire built. He felt the air on his naked body as his cock slid in and out of Naomi’s tight pussy, her body practically shaking with desire for him. He heard her moan and saw she was now holding herself steady with one hand, the other buried between her legs, her fingers moving in slow circles around her clit.

As he listened to her moans as she fingered herself, he couldn’t help but speed up slightly. Naomi moaned with approval and he could sense her fingers were moving slightly faster too, as she pushed back her ass a bit more.

“That’s it,” she said, as he increased speed again. “Let nature take over.”

He fucked her faster and she grunted loudly with each thrust, each time his hips bouncing off her ass a little bit harder.

“I want to hear you,” she moaned, “let yourself be free.”

He grunted as he pushed himself into her.

“Let go.”

He grunted again, louder this time.

“Let it all go,” she practically shouted. “Let it go and fuck me,” she cried, “fuck me like like an animal. Fuck me as the Goddess intended.”

He grunted louder, fucking her faster and harder and she continued to moan as she threw her ass back onto his throbbing cock. He felt free, liberated as the two of them fucked naked in the forest, with no cares other than their own carnal pleasure.

“That’s it, don’t stop,” she cried out and he felt her pussy contracting on his cock, “I’m about to cum. Oh fuck, don’t stop.”

He fucked her as hard as he could, thinking of nothing but her tight cunt on his cock, letting loose the desire he had been holding back all day.

“Cum for me,” he said, “I want to feel you cum on my big fat white cock.”

“I’m so close,” she said, “so close to my tight Japanese pussy cumming on your big fat white cock. I just need to hear one thing, I need to hear that you’ll cum inside me.”

“I’m so close.”

“Say it.”

“I’m going to cum inside you.”

“Where?”

“Deep inside you. I’m going to cum so hard I’m going to fill up your tight little pussy.”

“Fill me up with your seed, like nature intended.”

“I’m going to fuck you and fuck you until I shoot my thick load deep inside your fertile body. I’m going to cum so much it’ll start dripping out of you before I’m even finished.”

“Please,” she cried, “I need to be filled, my pussy is desperate for your seed. She craves it. Cum in me, please.”

“I’m cumming.”

“Cum for me.”

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum so hard.”

“I need every last drop of your cum inside me.”

“I’m cumming.”

“Please.”

“I’m cumming.”

“Please.”

“I’m – oh fuck!”

He cried out as he came, and so did she, his cock twitching deep inside her pussy as load after load flooded into her awaiting body. He felt her body shaking as her fingers worked rapidly on her clit, her pussy contracting on his cock, milking him as he held himself deep inside her, thrusting with purpose, filling up her tight hole with his seed as the Goddess intended.

“Don’t stop,” she cried between moans, as she pushed her ass back, desperate for every inch of cock, every drop of cum to be inside her. He kept fucking her, feeling like he could cum forever, his cock contracting again and again as he came, flooding her body with what it craved until he could cum no more.

Then, finally spent, he held himself inside her, both of them breathing heavily, as Naomi continued to lean against the tree as he gently stroked her hair.

“Oh fuck,” she said, as he slowly pulled his cock out of her filled pussy, his hot cum dribbling out of her and onto the grass. “I can’t believe how hard you came.”

“Me either,” he said, watching his thick load dripping out of her pussy. “Must be the yoga.”

“Balanced mind, balanced body,” she said, as she righted herself, pulled up her trousers, and turned to face him, his cum still deep inside her. “How do you feel?”

“Like a new man,” he said, smiling.

She smiled back and leaned in to kiss him.

◆◆◆

Once dressed, they returned to the path, making sure no one saw them emerge from the trees and continued back towards the house. John’s t-shirt was covered in bits of leaves and moss, but he didn’t mind in the slightest. He felt refreshed, like his mind had been cleared.

He looked at Naomi, the free spirit who had brought him closer to nature than he’d ever been, and smiled.

“How often are the yoga sessions?” he asked.

“Once a week,” she said, repositioning her yoga mat on her shoulder, “but if you find it therapeutic, we can always arrange some sessions at home. I can even show you some of the more advanced positions, if you’re interested?”

“I’d like that,” he said.

“Me too.”

“I’m always interested in my spiritual development,” he said.

“We’re all well aware of that,” she said, smiling.

John smiled back, a sense of peace running through him as the possibilities for achieving a zen-like state with his new instructor began to develop in his newly enlightened mind.


7. The Princess

“Oi,” 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 whatever 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 pillow around his, 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 ass, which she had declared to be 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 had 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 toes, “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 as he thought of 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.

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 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 neatly folded silk pyjamas 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 always 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 jiggling as she did so, 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 sundress for him, holding the edges 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, the peak pulled down over her eyes.

“Very,” he said.

“Of course, I’ll need to get a pair of white sneakers,” she said, pointing down 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 peak 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 carefully 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 she stood there 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, it 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 by 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 always wanted.”

As she continued to stroke him slowly, he 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 him 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 all the way up to the tip 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 however 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, looking 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 his mouth, kissing him with warm, 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 finger into her mouth. As she sucked her wetness from it, 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 desire 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 he 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 spread 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 from behind.

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. 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 to be filled. He slipped inside her easily, her pussy greedily gripping his thick shaft 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 steady 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 cunt 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 gripped 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 quivering 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. She looked down and saw him holding out her panties for her, as any good servant should, and she stepped into them. Slowly, he slid them up her legs and snugly onto her throbbing 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, his hands gently cupping her breasts, “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 on the lips, before turning around and picking up her shorts from the bench.

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

John smiled as he 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 as she took the two bags of clothes and headed for the exit, John following closely behind.

◆◆◆

“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 now 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 either.”

“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.


8. The Birthday Party

Happy birthday to you,

Happy birthday to you,

Happy birthday dear Yoko,

Happy birthday to you.

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

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

“Make a wish,” said Aoi.

“Oi,” said Reina, “you can’t make a wish after the candles are blown out, that’s bad luck.”

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

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

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

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

“I do not,” she began.

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

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

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

“What did you wish for?” asked Aoi.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, please,” said Tsumugi.

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

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

“You can,” said Mei, “if by cake you mean– oww!” Tsumugi threw her a sharp look. “Right, sorry. Best behaviour,” she said, as she reached down, presumably, John thought, to rub her leg where Tsumugi had kicked her under the table.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I bet you do.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Maybe we should start with something else?” said Aoi to Mei. “That’s more of a private gift. Here,” she said, picking up a larger gift and passing it to Tsumugi, who was sitting next to Yoko, “I also got you this.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you know what it is?” she asked.

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

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

“Yoko?” called Mei.

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

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

“It always is with you,” she replied.

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“You know what it means.”

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

Naomi looked across the table at John.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

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

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

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

“What about the bags?”

“Oh, you can leave them in my room,” she said with a dismissive wave of the hand, which made John feel as if he should bow like an obedient 19th century manservant.

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

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

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

John looked at Mei.

“What?”

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

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

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

Alone, John let out a sigh.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Creep.”

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

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

◆◆◆

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

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

Knock. Knock.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s good.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Rewarded?” he asked.

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

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

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

“That’s ok,” he stammered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why?” he asked.

“I think partly it’s because the act of getting ready makes me feel really good about myself. And I think part of it is because I can’t stop thinking about all the men who are going to be looking at me wherever I go. I know it’s wrong, but there’s something primal about being desired, about being wanted on a purely physical level. There’s a power to it, knowing every man in the room wants you, even the ones with wives. Especially them. They sit there, casting glances at my legs and my ass and my tits, wondering what I look like naked, wondering how I feel, how I taste, how I fuck.”

She began to work him faster.

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

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

“Don’t you?” she asked.

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Pardon?”

“Yes,” he said louder.

“What was it like?”

“So good,” he said.

“Did you like to cum inside me?”

“So much.”

“Would you like to cum inside me again?”

“Yes.”

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

He nodded silently, and she smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So much.”

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

“Yes.”

“Of course you do.”

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

“More than anything.”

“Then say it.”

“I want to cum on you.”

“Where?”

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

“Where specifically?”

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

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

“Yes.”

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

“Oh god, yes.”

“What’s the magic word?”

“Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please let me cum all over your tits.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, “I’m cumming.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Was I a good little Japanese cumslut?”

“The best.”

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

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

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

“What’s that?”

“Well,” she said, taking his hand and sliding it into her shorts, “it makes me so fucking horny.” She moaned as his hand slid over her soaking wet pussy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I didn’t give you permission.”

“But I need it. I need it so bad.”

“Then beg me.”

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

“Who’s asking?”

“Please.”

“Who’s asking?”

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

“Then beg.”

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

“More.”

“Please, please let me cum,” she said as she rode his hand furiously.

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

“Cum for me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You like?”

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

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

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

“Me too,” he said.

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

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

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

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Five minutes, people,” shouted Mei.

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

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

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

Two minutes,” yelled Mei.

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

“One minute,” came the cry from outside.

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

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

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

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you,” said John.

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

She cried out as she overbalanced on her heels and began to fall, forcing John to instinctively leap forward and catch her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

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

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

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

“Every day?” said Tsumugi.

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

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

“Not my only form,” said Mei. “I’ve been known to get a good workout in from time to time.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The group murmured half-hearted acknowledgements.

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

The group agreed, this time a bit louder.

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

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

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

Despite Tsumugi’s pleas for respectable behaviour, there was a clear energy in the group, the girls giggling and whispering as they entered the fancy restaurant, looking and pointing and whispering

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

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

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

“Of course, and what was the name?”

“Yoko,” she began.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

“Go away.”

“It’s me.”

There was no response, so he stood there in the middle of the women’s bathroom, waiting. He took the box out of his pocket and, looking around to make sure no one had magically appeared, opened it. It was exactly as he had thought.

Finally, the lock clicked and the cubicle door opened. John quickly closed the box and slipped it back in his jacket pocket. He stepped inside and Yoko closed the door, locking it behind him. It was surprisingly spacious, but then he figured that’s what luxury means.

“Are you ok?” he asked.

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

“I don’t think they…”

“They humiliated me in public by making me open… that!”

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

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

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

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

“And why would I enjoy that?”

“Well, firstly, it’s really pretty.”

“And?”

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

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

“Really?” she said, softly.

“Really.”

“You’d like to see me wear it?”

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

The two of them stood in silence.

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

“Yes.”

“Can I see it?”

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

“Can you open it for me?”

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

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

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

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

“If you would like me, too.”

“I would.”

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

“Ok,” he said, “but be gentle.”

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

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

“My wish is your command.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Where is it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Princess?”

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

“Yes, Princess.”

“I need you to cum inside me now.”

“I’m so close.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“There’s so much,” she said, her hand exploring the mess he had made between her legs, “and this time I don’t have any panties to catch it.” With that, she collected a lump on her finger and slowly licked it off. “Oh well,” she said, pulling her dress down and straightening it, “I guess I’ll just have to hope no one notices it running down my leg.”

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

“What about the plug?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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


9. The After-Party

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Aoi said nothing, focusing completely on her work.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We weren’t out all day!” insisted Yoko.

“But we were,” said Aoi, her voice perfectly calm.

“But not for my birthday.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

All that was before they hit the nightclub.

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

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

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

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

My birthday is ruined!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You can open your eyes now.”

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

“I picked this up for my birthday,” she said, “but it didn’t quite go with my outfit, so I decided to keep it as a treat for afterwards.”

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

“You like?”

John nodded silently and Yoko smiled in response.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She reached down and grabbed him by his tie and pulled him towards her. He put both hands on the bed and pushed himself up, burying his face between her breasts and kissing softly as she pulled at his tie until it came undone. She pushed him gently back by his shoulders. He looked at her and she smiled, holding the tie tight between her hands, before softly wrapping it around his head and covering his eyes and securing it tightly.

“Perfect,” she said, letting out a little giggle as John sat there, unable to see anything. He felt her stroking his face, her fingertips tracing soft lines, his other senses heightened to make up for the lack of vision.

She pressed her hands to her chest and gently pushed him back onto the bed, then wrapped her hands gently around his wrists and arms above his head, pinned them to the bed. She held them in place as she leaned forward and kissed him, her body rubbing against his.

She let go, and she began to unbutton his shirt undoing a few before taking a moment to run her bare hands over his bare chest underneath his shirt, then undoing more buttons, until there were no more.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He was desperate for her to take him back in her mouth, but as much as she said it was his reward, it was still very much her birthday gift and she got to do whatever she wanted.

Knock. Knock.

“Come in,” said Yoko.

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

“I hope you don’t mind,” said Yoko, as she slowly worked his cock with her hand, “but you’ve been such a good boy, I thought you earned an extra special reward.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sharing what?” he asked.

“You.”

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

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

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

“Come here,” he said.

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

“Both of you.”

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

“Now, each other.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please,” she begged, “I need it.”

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

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

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

“Oh fuck,” cried Yoko at the intensity of Naomi’s mouth.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh goddess,” moaned Naomi, the spiritual girl, losing herself in the transcendental pleasures of the flesh.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Naomi nodded, shivering as a jolt ran through her.

“See?” said Yoko.

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

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

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

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

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

“I see.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you want to taste Yoko, too?”

“Yes.”

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

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

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

“So good,” he said.

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

“You both do,” he said.

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

“I do.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Touch her.”

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

“Inside.”

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

“Inside.”

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

“Now,” he said, “let me taste.”

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

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

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

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

“Quicker.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m cumming,” he moaned.

“Cum inside her,” said Naomi, her own pussy contracting on John’s fingers as he stroked her g-spot, “oh fuck, yes – cum deep, deep inside her tight, fertile body. Use her as Nature intended and fill her fruitful body with your seed.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just five minutes,” he whispered to himself as he drifted off to sleep, the day’s many memorable events running through his mind.


10. The Bully

“Oh my god,” moaned Aoi, “it’s so tight.”

“That’s why we need to stretch you out,” said Naomi.

“You’re going to split me in two.”

John watched the two women from the living room doorway. Aoi was laying on a mat on the floor, as Naomi, who was standing over her, held the girl’s leg high in the air.

Aoi moaned again and the toes on her foot, which was resting on Naomi’s shoulder, curled tight as Naomi leaned in further and stretched the raised leg.

Both were wearing skin-tight leggings and workout tops that showed their slim midriffs.

Aoi let out another moan as Naomi pressed her leg a little further, and as as Naomi leaned in, John couldn’t help but notice her toned ass perfectly outlined beneath the leggings.

“Yoga,” said Mei.

John looked, surprised. He’d been so taken aback by the scene in the middle of the living room, of the two women entangled, their firm bodies outlined by their outfits, that he hadn’t noticed Mei was also there.

Whilst the two housemates stretched on the floor, Mei was stretched out on the sofa, wearing a pair of loose shorts, showing off her long, smooth legs, and an old white t-shirt, her nipples and small, firm breasts prominent underneath. An open packet of crisps sat on her stomach.

“Not quite yet,” said Naomi, not looking up, “just a bit of gentle stretching first.”

“Gentle?!” cried Aoi, “when was this gentle?!”

“Same diff,” said Mei, shrugging and popping a crisp into her mouth, crunching noisily.

“Would you give it a rest?” muttered Reina, as she entered from the kitchen, cup of coffee in her hand, “it’s too early for all of this noise.” She was still in her pyjamas, her top hanging on her large breasts, and John forced himself not to stare at them and her pert nipples.

“It’s vital to help realign her chakra,” said Mei, popping another crisp into her mouth and crunching twice as loudly, “god Reina, don’t you know anything about science?”

“Ha!” shouted Reina, “there’s nothing scientific about chakras or auras or any of that nonsense.”

“That’s not very open-minded of you,” said Mei, “where’s your sense of scientific inquiry?”

“I don’t need to be so open-minded that my brains fall out.”

“Hey now,” said Aoi, still on the floor, “that’s not very nice. I’ve found Naomi’s approach to health to be very relaxing,” before crying out as Naomi began stretching her other leg.

“Well, you would,” said Reina.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” asked Aoi.

“Yeah Reina,” said Mei, “what’s that supposed to mean?”

“Oi,” cried Reina, “it doesn’t mean anything.” She began to cross the room, the coffee swilling in her cup, threatening to fly out any second.

“You wouldn’t have said it if it didn’t mean anything,” said Aoi.

“What’s with all of you?” said Reina, “ever since he showed up you’ve all lost your minds.”

John stood there silently, startled.

“Don’t try to change the subject,” said Naomi.

Reina cried out in frustration and began shouting in Japanese. As the other three women responded in kind, John looked on silently, unsure of what to do. He knew better than to get involved but also felt leaving would seem like he was running away. So, he stood there and waited to see what would happen.

“God, Reina,” shouted Mei, in English, “you’re such a bitch sometimes.”

“You’re one to talk,” she snapped back.

“Yeah, but at least when I’m a bitch I make it worthwhile.” She looked quickly at John and gave him a little wink before turning her attention back to Reina.

“I don’t know why I bother,” Reina scoffed and marched across the room.

“Careful,” chided Naomi, “you nearly stamped on Aoi’s hand.”

“I’m sure you could have fixed it with voodoo or whatever,” said Reina, not looking back.

John stepped aside to let Reina pass, but he still felt her body slam into him as she moved past him, pushing him against the wall and knocking the wind out of him before the sound of a door slamming shut echoed through the corridor.

“Happy now?” said Naomi, as she looked at Mei.

“Very,” said Mei, as she popped another chip into her mouth. “Someone needs to put her in her place.”

“But does it always need to be you?” asked Naomi.

“No,” said Mei, “I’m just lucky that it is.” She laughed and, despite their best efforts not to, so did Aoi and Naomi. Even John couldn’t help but crack a smile.

“Hey John,” said Aoi, as the three of them calmed down, “are you ok? You’ve been standing there for a while.”

John stood there a moment, his mind awash with everything that had just happened. He felt the slight ache in his back where he’d hit the wall and the spot on his chest where Reina’s elbow had hit, as well as the drops of spilt coffee that had soaked through his sock.

“Yeah,” he said, unconvincingly, “I’ve just completely forgotten what I was going to do.”

◆◆◆

John stood at the top of the stairs and listened. He had wanted to take a shower but had heard the downstairs shower was running. As he had learned from experience, having a shower upstairs whilst the one downstairs was on, meant that he would end up being blasted by ice-cold water.

And if that wasn’t enough, Reina had taken immeasurable pleasure in tormenting by running the shower when she knew he was in it.

So, he stood and waited for Reina to finish her shower, figuring once she was finished, she would be too preoccupied to mess with him by running the shower again. So he stood and waited, trying not to think about Reina in the shower, watching her strip off her pyjamas and waiting for the water to warm, shaking the cold water from her hand as she tested it, her breasts and ass shaking as she did so.

Still, images of her stepping into the hot water, sighing as it ran down her naked body, her skin prickling, her nipples hardening, her sensitive clit throbbing as the water trickled down between her legs, flooded his mind.

He imagined her hands moving over her body, soaping her breasts, her fingers playing with her nipples as she did so. He imagined her sighing as she got worked up, her fingers sliding between her legs and touching herself as the shower filled with steam. Her hand pressed against the steamed-up glass, her body bending as the pleasure built up, her knees buckling as her fingers continued to work. He saw her turn around and press her firm ass against the glass, moaning, her hips grinding as she brought herself closer and closer to orgasm, her legs widening as she slipped two warm fingers deep inside her warm, wet pussy, fingerfucking herself faster and faster, moaning louder and louder until finally her orgasm broke and waves of pleasure rocked her body as images of John fucking her from behind in the shower, raced through her mind, her tight hole being filled by his cock instead of her fingers, his cum filling her pussy and dripping out of her with the shower water.

BANG.

The slamming of the door as it swung closed brought his focus back to the real world, where he was standing in the corridor, his cock throbbing in his trousers. He stood and listened, the blood pounding in his ears. He could just about make out the sound of Reina’s soft footsteps along the corridor as she mumbled something, presumably about how easily the door opens and the bang it makes, under her breath. A few moments later, he heard a second door, that of Reina’s bedroom, open and close.

He waited a moment to see if she would return to the bathroom for some reason. Then, confident she was deeply involved in her post-shower routine, he returned to his bedroom, grabbed his towel and toiletries and headed into the upstairs bathroom.

He let the water run as he got undressed, his cock still semi-hard after imagining Reina in the shower springing free as he took off his boxers. He waited a moment until the shower began to fill with steam, then placed his hand into the stream to make sure it wasn’t too hot or too cold, before stepping in.

He sighed as the hot water hit his naked body, rubbing his face as it streamed down on him, letting the stress from his body begin to dissipate as his freed mind began to wander. It had been a calm couple of days for once and he was starting to feel more refreshed and energetic. Not that he had any reason to complain about his exhaustion, of course. Yoko’s birthday had been a series of firsts for him. Not only had it been his first time with Yoko, the self-proclaimed Birthday Princess, it was also the first time he’d had sex in a clothes shop changing room, the first time he’d had sex in a restaurant toilet cubicle, and, to top it all off, the first time he had had sex with Yoko and Naomi together.

He had known the girls were close, but he had no idea they were that close until the two of them began sucking his cock, their lips meeting as their tongues flicked over the tip, as he lay on Yoko’s bed.

He began to get hard at the memory of the two of them pleasuring him, and each other, of Yoko riding his throbbing cock, riding him wildly as Naomi did the same on his face, her pussy juices running down his cheek as he tasted her.

He felt his cock rising as the hot water ran down his body and he began to slowly stroke himself as images of the two Japanese women pleasuring one another ran through his mind. He could hear their moans, smell their desire, taste both of them, their juices mixing on his tongue. He began to work himself faster, the hot water running down his face.

“Fuck!” he screamed, as he jumped back out of the icy cold water that was suddenly raining down from above. He backed up against the still-warm glass as the freezing cold water splashed against his feet. He reached around the cold stream and turned off the shower, then stepped out of the cubicle, mumbling to himself as he quickly dried himself in the quickly cooling air.

“What the fuck,” he grumbled as he wrapped the towel around himself and, still shivering, burst out of the bathroom, ran down the stairs and hammered on Reina’s door.

“Yes?” she said, as she opened the door, her aura exuding an air of complete indifference at the half-naked man banging on her bedroom door. Her dark hair was still wet, with stray strands clinging to her face. Her body was wrapped in a dressing gown.

“What do you think you’re playing at?”

“What are you talking about?” she asked, almost rhetorically, and turned and walked away, pushing the door open slightly further as she did so.

Taking it as an invitation to enter, he stepped into the room as the door closed behind him.

“I’m trying to take a shower,” he said, as she sat on the bed. Even in his anger, he couldn’t help but notice how short her dressing gown was, ending at her thighs and showing off her smooth legs.

“Not very successfully, it seems,” she said, “not that I’m surprised.” She leaned back on her hands, the loosely-tied gown hanging precariously on her breasts, both of them aware it would only take the slightest of tugs for it to open. “What does your incompetence have to do with me? If you’re looking for someone to scrub your back, I suggest you look elsewhere. Not that you’ll have much trouble finding a willing volunteer, I’m sure.”

She rolled her eyes.

There was a boredom to her voice, almost an indifference, like she didn’t know what was going on and didn’t much care either. But still, he could sense undertones of spite. He felt his anger rising once again. She was toying with him, trying to get under his skin.

“You were running the water when I was in the shower,” he said, returning focus to the matter at hand.

“Was I?”

“You know you were.”

“Maybe we just happened to be showering at the same time?” She crossed her bare legs and her dressing gown rode further up her thighs. His mind started to race as he struggled to keep eye contact.

“We weren’t.”

“How do you know?”

“I know.”

“Were you listening to me shower?” she asked, a tone of anger in her voice.

“What? No, I was just…”

“You were,” she said, uncrossing her legs and sitting up, “you were spying on me in the shower.”

“I was not spying,” he said, getting flustered, “I was waiting for you to finish…”

“I bet you were.” She leaned forward, and the front of her gown hung loose, giving John a perfect view of her cleavage, a perfect view of the water running down her neck from her damp hair and down between her breasts, a view he daredn’t take.

“Do you listen to all of us in the shower, John? Or is it just me?” Her tone began to rise.

“I was just listening to make sure you had finished so I could take a shower without being sprayed with cold water.”

“Sounds like you need it, you dirty little pervert,” she said, her volume raising, “that’s what should happen to rude boys who jerk their piddly little cocks as they listen to their housemates showering, imagining their wet, naked bodies as they run their hands all over themselves.”

“I just want to shower in peace!” he said, his heart beating faster as images of his naked housemates ran through his mind, his cock twitching underneath his towel.

“Do you prefer to think about them,” she asked, “washing their tits or their ass? Do you like them covered in suds, or nice and wet as they rinse themselves off under the water? Or do you think of them pressed against the glass, a hand between their legs, touching themselves as they think of you? Do you imagine them imagining you fucking them in the shower? A whole house of eager young, submissive Japanese women ready to suck your big white cock? Is that what gets you off, you fucking pervert?”

He was rock-hard now and even though he knew she knew, that his erection pressing against his towel was obvious, she never for one moment broke eye contact or addressed it in any way.

“Of course not,” she said, leaning back, once again crossing her legs, “I know what your perverted mind wants. I know what it craves, what it desires. I know,” she said, stretching out a smooth leg and pointing at him with her perfectly manicured toes, “what gets your tiny cock. Rock. Hard.”

He looked at her, his erection throbbing, holding strong against the weight of the towel, and said nothing.

“Kiss it.”

He tried to read her expression, but it didn’t alter in the slightest.

“Kiss it,” she repeated, twirling her ankle, as if showing off a bracelet. “We both know you want to.”

It was a trick. He knew it was. He was going to kneel, her petite foot in front of him as she encouraged him to continue. He was going to gently stroke the soft skin as she softly moaned and then, just as he was about to do what she asked, she would pull away and laugh in his face, mocking his patheticness.

But even though he knew what was going to happen, he couldn’t help himself. His cock was throbbing and from the day he moved in, she had taunted him about a foot fetish he had never had, belittling him as she took every opportunity to present her bare feet to him, in one way or the other, even going to far as to give him an over-the-trousers footjob in the middle of the university library, mocking him until he came there and then.

“Now.”

He lowered himself to his knees, keeping eye contact the whole time, watching her as she yawned with boredom. She pointed her foot towards him and curled her toes, holding it out as a queen might hold out her hand for a visitor to kiss.

He reached out slowly and gently stroked both sides of her foot, running his fingers over her heel and arch. He expected her to pull away or to giggle at the softness of his touch, but she did neither. Instead, she watched impassively as he stroked her foot, feeling her smooth skin, eager to run his hand further up her leg, but he didn't dare. She would not look kindly on such impertinence.

He looked at her small toes and up her leg to where her dressing gown covered the rest of her, then up her body and met her impassive gaze again. As he did so, he lowered his lips and kissed the top of her foot.

“More.”

He kissed the soft skin again, this time just above her toes.

“More.”

He moved lower and kissed the tops of her toes.

This time, she said nothing, instead straightening her toes and pressing the ends of her big toe towards his mouth. It hovered there for a moment, the perfectly applied red nail polish shining, as he waited for a sign. Then, with the slightest wiggle, he kissed the tip of her big toe and as his lips met her skin, she slowly raised her foot, pushing her toe against his lips, forcing them open slightly and sliding her big toe into his mouth.

She pressed her toe deep and as she did so he wrapped his lips around it and began to suck. His cock throbbed as his tongue swirled around her toe, his hands stroking her entire foot.

She moaned as he worked, her head leaning back, her chest heaving as she breathed, her gown barely holding onto her tight body. He sucked harder as he stroked her foot, one hand on her heel as the other slid down to her toes and massaged them with his fingers. As he did so, he felt something brush against his cheek, her other foot, her big toe gently tracing circles on his cheek.

Slowly, it slid across his face, towards his lips and she quickly slipped one toe out of his mouth before sliding in the other. She moaned again as he began to suck on her other foot, his fingers massaging it as her other foot now moved down. He felt her toes on his chest, moving down slowly, felt her warm, wet big toe circling his exposed nipple as he continued to suck on her other foot.

“Do you like that?” she murmured, head still tiled back.

He wanted to answer, but with her toe in his mouth, he couldn’t.

“I said,” she said, looking down at him as she pulled her toe out of his mouth, his hand still gently rubbing it, “do you like that?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, miss,” she said, firmly.

“Yes, miss,” he replied.

“Of course you do, you dirty boy,” she said, her toe still circling his nipple, “I bet it gets your little cock all hard, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, miss,” he said, his cock throbbing under his towel, the pre-cum soaking into the fabric.

“Do you want to show me?” she said, running the edge of her perfectly manicured toenail gently around his nipple. “Do you want to show me your hard little prick?”

“Yes, miss.”

She laughed and pressed her toe back into his mouth.

“Pathetic,” she said, as he sucked on it once again. “So very pathetic.”

He moaned and sucked her toe harder as he felt her nail graze across his sensitive nipple.

“Alright,” she said, pulling both her feet away from him, pressing her knees together and kicking them softly in front of him, “show me, if you must. Up.”

He stood before her, his throbbing cock clearly raising the towel. He looked at her bored expression and slowly reached for the front of his towel, but she swiftly slapped his hand away with her foot, instead grabbing the edge of the towel with her toes and, with one sharp tug, pulled it loose, letting it fall to the floor.

“Is that it?” she asked, squinting at his cock, as he stood in front of her completely naked.

“Yes, miss,” he said, trying to control his breathing as one of her feet ran up and down the side of his shaft, as if a finger performing an inspection.

“It will have to do, I suppose,” she said as she began running her other foot up and down the other side, before sliding up and gently circling the tip, covering the bottom of her big toe with his pre-cum.

As she teased him, his cock flinching at her touch, he watched as her hand moved across the top of her chest, fingers trailing over the exposed skin, moving slowly down between her barely-covered breasts and down to the tie holding the gown together.

With a gentle tug, she undid the gown and it opened slightly, showing off her toned stomach, and a hint of dark hair between her legs. His cock twitched again at the sight of her body.

“Tell me,” she said, running her pre-cum covered toe down his shaft as her other toe began circling the tip, getting itself covered in pre-cum, “do you want to fuck me?”

He looked at her for a moment, desire building inside, as he tried to keep his voice level.

“Yes, miss.”

“Do you want to take your teeny-tiny little prick and put it inside my body?”

“Yes, miss.”

“Do you think,” she said, pushing her gown to one side and then the other, exposing her bare breasts, “that you would be able to last inside me for more than ten seconds?”

“Yes, miss”.

He tried not to moan as she slid her foot down his shaft and began slowly jerking him off with both feet.

“Please,” she said dismissively, “it’s all you can do not to cum right now. I can see it in your eyes, how desperate you are to shoot your pathetic little load.” She laughed as she squeezed his cock with her toes, working him faster. “Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, miss,” he said, trying to hold back the orgasm that was building.

“So why would I let you fuck my tight, wet pussy?” she slid the gown off of her thighs, showing him fully the trimmed black hair above her pussy as she slid a finger down between her legs, moaning softly as it slid between her wet lips.

“So warm,” she said, “and so fucking wet.” She slid her finger up from between her legs, showing him the wet fingertip, before sliding it into her mouth. She moaned as she closed her eyes and sucked her juices off her finger, then slipped it out of her mouth and licked her lips. “And so fucking tasty.”

He watched as her hand slid back down her body and between her legs, her finger sliding deep into her wetness before sliding back up and slowly circling her clit.

“Asian pussy tastes the best, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, miss,” he said, involuntarily licking his lips, desperate to taste her.

“Come closer,” she said, wrapping her toes tight around his cock and pulling him towards her, her knees parting as she did so, exposing her pussy, now dripping wet. He stepped forward, standing between her legs, watching as she rubbed her clit, still working him with her feet.

“Now,” she said, moving her feet from his cock and wrapping her legs around him, “show me how badly you want it.” She pulled him closer, so that he was standing right over her naked body. “Work your little prick for me.”

He took hold of his cock and started work himself.

“Ha,” she snorted as she watched him jerk off, “is that all you’ve got? You even jerk off like a weeb. You want to fuck my glorious Asian pussy, but can’t even work your cock like a man.”

He began working himself faster, his grip tightening on his cock as he felt the pre-cum on his fingers.

“There we go, work that little cock for me. Show me how badly you want me. Show me how desperately pathetic you are.” Her fingers slid deep into her wetness before returning to her clit, rubbing herself faster as he jerked off to her naked body.

“Come on, white boy,” she taunted, “let’s see how long you can go.”

He kept working himself as he watched her play with her pussy, as her other hand reached up and squeezed her breast, playing with her nipple as she did so.

He tensed his body, trying to hold back the orgasm, even though he was desperate to cum.

“Look at you,” she said, “trying so hard not to cum all over my body. It would be adorable if it wasn’t so pathetic, wouldn’t it?”

“Yes, miss.”

“Say it.”

“It would be adorable, miss,” he said.

“If…?”

“If I wasn’t pathetic.”

“So pathetic,” she said, “with such a tiny cock. I doubt I could even feel it if you were hard enough to put it inside me. And I,” she said, sliding her hand down from her breast down between her legs, “am very tight.”

She moaned as she slid a single finger into her pussy, moving it slowly in and out.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as both hands worked her pussy, “I’m so close. Are you?”

“Yes, miss.”

“How close?”

“So close, miss.”

“Do you want to cum all over my body as I finger myself?”

“Yes, miss.”

Do you want to spray your hot load all over me as I make myself cum? Something you could never make me do.”

“Yes, miss.”

“Then say it.”

“I want to cum all over your naked body.”

“More.”

“I want to shoot my load all over your perfect Asian body as you make yourself cum.”

“That’s right,” she said, closing her eyes, “tell me how pathetic you are.”

“I’m so pathetic, miss.”

“So pathetic you’d rather jerk off over my naked body than have the dignity of telling me to fuck off.”

“Yes, miss.”

“So pathetic that you’re getting off to the fact that I won’t let you fuck me, isn’t that right?”

“Yes, miss.”

“You like that I insult you, don’t you, you loser?”

“Yes, miss.”

“It makes your piddly little cock all hard, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, miss. So hard.”

“You like when I insult you.”

“Yes, miss.”

“When I degrade you.”

“Yes, miss.”

“When I bully you.”

“Yes, miss.”

“Say you like it.”

“I like it, miss.”

Like what?”

“I like when you insult me, miss.”

“And…?”

“And when you degrade me, miss.”

“And…?”

“And when you… bully me, miss.”

“And why is that?”

“Because…” he said, stammering, his cock on the verge of exploding all over her.

“Because…?”

“Because…” he took a deep breath and clenched every muscle in his body.

“Because,” she said, “you deserve it.”

“Because,” he stammered, “I deserve it.”

“That’s right,” she said, working her clit faster, “you deserve to be treated like dirt, because you’re a pathetic loser who thinks he’s worth enough to taste my glorious Asian pussy, to fuck my glorious Asian pussy, to,” she laughed, “ to cum inside my glorious Asian pussy. Pathetic.”

“I am, miss. So pathetic.”

“So fucking pathetic. Perverts who can’t control themselves don’t ever deserve to cum ever again.”

“Please, miss,” he moaned, the tip of his cock glistening, “I need to cum.”

“And why’s that?”

“Because I’m so pathetic, miss.”

“Say it again.”

“I’m so pathetic, miss.”

“That’s right,” she said, her hips thrusting in the air as she continued to finger herself, “so fucking pathetic, you don’t even deserve to see my beautiful pussy.”

“No, miss,” he stammered.

“And still you want to see it.”

“Yes, miss.”

And still, you want to taste it.”

“Yes, miss.”

“And still you want to be inside me.”

“Yes, miss.”

“Even though you don’t deserve it.”

“Even though I don’t deserve it, miss.”

“Of fuck,” she moaned, “I’m cumming.”

He could feel the first drops of cum on the tip of his cock, as he barely managed to hold himself back.

“Please miss,” he moaned, “I need it.”

“So fucking pathetic,” she moaned as she fingerfucked herself, “cum for me. Cum for me now, you little slut.”

He moaned as finally let go, releasing the tension and feeling the orgasm hit his body like a freight train.

“Oh, fuck yes,” she moaned as the first drops of hot cum landed on her quivering body, “show me how much you want me.”

He worked himself hard, unleashing load after load onto her flat belly, onto her rapidly moving hands, onto her chest between her tits, and with every load that landed on her body, she moaned louder, her orgasm increasing.

“More,” she demanded, “give me every last drop, you loser.”

He kept cumming, draining his balls as he painted her perfect body with his cum, load after load, working himself faster and faster as she demanded more and more, until finally, they were both spent.

“Fuck,” she moaned, laying back on the bed, breathing heavily, her body covered in his cum, her hands still between her legs, now still. She slid her finger out of her pussy and, eyes still closed, sucked her wetness off of it, sighing contentedly.

He stood over her, his hard cock still in his hand, watching as her now clean finger traced small circles in the loads he had released all over her body.

“Well,” she said, looking down at the mess he had made, “I certainly didn’t expect you to have that much in you.” She scooped up some cum on the tip of her finger and licked it off. “I guess you might be of some use after all.”

He watched as she ran her finger over her body, scooping up the cum and licking it off her finger before swallowing it down, one bit at a time.

“Now, if you don’t mind,” she said, swallowing the last drop of cum, “I have to go take another shower. You have made quite the mess.”

Before he could react, Reina stood up, scooped up his towel off the floor, and grabbed him but his still-hard cock, and guided him out of her bedroom. He stood there a moment and looked her straight in her eyes. Even though there was no change in her expression, he was sure he saw just for a moment, the slightest softening inside her. Then, giving his cock a gentle squeeze, she closed the door, leaving him in the hallway, completely naked.

He stood there a moment, trying to process precisely what had happened, before realising where he was.

Panicked, he quickly picked up the towel, wrapped it around his waist, and rushed upstairs, into the bathroom.

He stood there, back pressed against the door, his heart racing as images of Reina ran through his mind. He stood and waited until he heard the slam of the downstairs bathroom door, followed by the sound of running water.

Confident she was in the shower, he turned on the water of the upstairs shower and stepped in, ready to take the cold shower he knew he deserved.


11. Secret Encounters

John yawned, stretching out his legs in front of him. He was sitting on the sofa, checking his phone for nothing in particular as a movie played on the TV in front of him. He glanced up just in time to see a building explode, then looked back at his phone. Even though it had been on for over an hour, he had no idea what was actually happening.

Still, it was background noise as he chilled, taking in the relative quiet of the house which was, for once, almost empty.

“What a day!” cried Aoi as she walked into the living room, throwing her bag on the other sofa. John’s jaw nearly hit the floor when he saw her. Instead of the sweet, innocent Aoi he had met when he first moved in, the young woman who stood in front of him now was completely different. He’d seen her experimenting with different styles, but he hadn’t seen her wear anything like this. At least, not in public.

Gone were the light and white colours, replaced instead by various shades of black. A stark contrast to her pale skin, she wore a pair of dark tights, a short and frilly (but still black) dress, and a tight-black t-shirt that clung to her body, showing she wasn’t wearing a bra.

As she moved closer, it became apparent she was also wearing thick black eyeliner, which made her dark red lipstick stick out all the more. Around her neck was a thin, black choker.

“Where have you been?” he asked, checking the time on his phone, seeing it was getting late.

“Where do you think?” she said, as she walked over to the couch where John was sitting and threw herself onto it.

John looked at her and thought of many places she might have gone in that outfit, places that would have gotten her a lot of attention from a lot of men. But then, who was he kidding? She would have gotten that sort of attention anywhere, even on campus – especially on campus.

He found himself becoming jealous of these imaginary men, even though he had no claim of ownership of Aoi. John and Aoi weren’t in a relationship, as such. None of them – John, Aoi, or any of the other five housemates – were, at least, not officially.

He had had sexual encounters with all of them in one form or another, sometimes more than one at a time, but what this was had never been fully verbalised. Still, he couldn’t help feeling protective, almost possessive of all of them.

“The library,” she said, “studying, as usual.” She turned and lay down on the sofa, resting her head in his lap, looking up at him as she dangled her legs over the edge of the sofa, kicking them gently in the air.

“What about you?”

“Oh, you know me,” said John, trying to ignore her head rubbing against his thighs as she made herself comfortable, “not studying, as usual.” Aoi giggled.

“What are you watching?” she asked, closing her eyes.

“Nothing much,” he said truthfully. He looked down at the woman laying in his lap. He thought of the first time they’d slept together. Even though she’d been a virgin, she was knowledgeable about what she wanted, thanks in no small part to her “educational” sessions with Tsumugi. He wondered how much that phrase – virgin – actually meant, not that he cared all that much. Being with Aoi had been a special and intense evening where the two of them had explored one another’s bodies before Tsumugi woke them both up in the middle of the night to make their twosome a threesome.

It was then that he realised this house was going to change his life forever, in ways he couldn’t even imagine.

Yet, it had been such a different night to the one they would later spend together, when Aoi, under the influence of the bad girl of the group, Mei, (who would watch, along with Tsumugi), as Aoi embraced her submissive side, freeing her inner goth, and begging her to use him, giving herself fully to the worship of his big white cock.

He felt it twitch at the thought of Aoi, chain and collar around her neck, on her knees, with the words “white men only” scrawled on her flat belly, with an arrow pointing down to her pussy.

He had never really given it much thought before, but he quickly realised there was something incredibly hot about someone willingly submitting to you, giving you complete control of their body for your pleasure.

But so, he’d learnt, was the opposite.

Reina had been obnoxious to him since the very first day, yet there had been something about it that left him wanting more. Even so, after she had messed with him one too many times, he had marched out of the freezing cold shower (which she had orchestrated by running the one downstairs), to tell her to cut it out.

But she wasn’t phased in the least, and she quickly had him submitting to her will, commanding him to drop to his knees, and teasing him as he sucked on her toes. Then, using them to strip him off his towel, she teased his cock with her feet, before ordering him to jerk off as she watched and fingered herself, belittling him the entire time.

It wasn’t long before she had him begging her to let him cum and, when she finally granted him release, he came hard, covering her naked, quivering body with his thick load. But it was only moments later that he found himself standing outside her bedroom door, naked, towel in hand. She had used him for her own sexual gratification and he had loved every minute of it, even if in the aftermath he found himself confused about what had just happened.

Aoi moaned and rolled over, turning to face the TV as she curled up on the sofa, seemingly oblivious to the growing erection behind her head.

She purred contentedly as he gently stroked her hair, wriggling slightly as she made herself more comfortable still. John took a long, slow breath to calm himself.

“Where is everyone?” she asked, softly, as if she were on the verge of falling asleep.

“They’re still out,” said John, still stroking her hair, “I think they went to see a movie.”

“Without me?” she said, mock-offended, “how very rude.”

“I think they tried to call you.”

“My phone has been on silent all day. Wouldn’t want to be a bad girl and cause a commotion in the library.”

John’s mind instantly sprang to his encounter with Reina in the library, where she had made him cum under the table, surrounded by students quietly studying, or at least, pretending to do so.

“But here,” she said, sliding off of the sofa and onto the floor, “is a different matter altogether.”

“What are you doing?” he asked as she knelt in front of him, pushing herself in between his legs.

“Causing a commotion,” she said, reaching up for his zipper, then hesitating. “Unless you don’t want me to?”

“I very much do,” he said, his cock throbbing.

“Good,” she said, undoing his zipper as she caressed his cock through his trousers before she pulled down his boxers and his rock-hard cock sprung free.

“But Yok- oh my god,” he murmured, immediately losing his train of thought as Aoi softly kissed the tip of his cock and took it into her mouth. He tried to speak, but as Aoi’s warm, soft tongue began moving in soft slow circles, all he could do was sit there and enjoy the experience.

“Did you call me?”

John froze as he heard the voice behind him.

“Uh, no,” he said, as Aoi looked up at him with big eyes, her lips working further down his shaft. “It must have been the TV.”

“That’s funny,” said Yoko, “no matter. Food’s nearly ready, if you’re still hungry?”

“Starving,” said John, as Aoi slid his entire cock into her mouth, pressing him into her throat, her saliva coating his shaft, as he tried to pretend nothing was amiss, wondering if Yoko could tell what was happening just a few feet in front of her.

“Ok,” she said, “I’ll call you when it’s ready.”

“Amazing,” he said, as Aoi’s head began bobbing on his cock.

“Oh, and Aoi,” said Yoko. John tensed up and Aoi began sucking his cock faster. “Is she here?”

“I don’t think so,” he said, “perhaps she went to the movies with everyone else?”

“Oh ok,” said Yoko, “I thought I heard her come in, is all.”

He heard the door close as Yoko went back into the kitchen.

“I thought you said everyone was out?” said Aoi quietly as she wiped some spittle from her mouth with the back of one hand, as she worked his wet shaft with the other.

“I tried to tell you Yoko was in the kitchen,” he said, “but then you… did that.”

“You don’t like that?” she said, slowly stroking his cock, “would you like me to stop? It would be the polite thing to do.”

“It would,” he agreed.

“We wouldn’t want to be caught being so naughty.”

“We wouldn’t.”

“It’s far too risky for me to be sucking your cock in the living room, especially when someone could walk in at any minute.”

“So risky,” he said, his cock throbbing in her hand.

“But maybe the risk is what makes it so much fun.” She smiled and without another word took his cock in her mouth again, sliding her lips all the way down to the tip end of his shaft, as he stifled a moan.

With her mouth full of his cock, she reached out and grabbed his wrist, guided his hand towards her and placed it on her head. He stroked her hair gently as she slid her mouth up his shaft, and held it there, just the tip of his cock between her lips, waiting. After a moment, he realised what she wanted him to do and pressed her back down, moaning as his cock pressed into her throat, before letting her back up.

She continued to bob her head on his cock, allowing him to guide her as to how fast and how deep, moaning softly as his fingers slid into her hair, taking a gentle but firm grip and controlling her as she became his little Asian fucktoy.

She gripped his thighs, rubbing them as he held her by her hair, his hips raising and falling slightly as he got more excited. From the kitchen, he could hear the clanking of plates and cookware, a constant reminder that Yoko could walk in and catch them at any moment. Not to mention he had no idea when the rest of his housemates would return. He had a vision of the four of them walking in, watching as he pressed their innocent friend’s mouth deep onto his cock.

He held Aoi’s hair more firmly and instead of guiding her, held her in place, thrusting his hips more and more as he began to face fuck her.

As he moved faster and faster, he felt Aoi’s fingers gripping the tops of his thighs, holding herself in place. He felt himself getting closer and closer as he fucked her warm, wet mouth, his cock covered in her saliva and her dark red lipstick. He wondered what she would look like covered in his cum, her dark red lips and dark eyes in stark contrast to the strands of his thick creamy load sitting on her pale skin. He imagined the rest of his housemates walking in just as he came, unloading over Aoi’s sweet face as she knelt in front of him and begged him to cover her pretty face in cum.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned on the brink of filling Aoi’s mouth.

“Dinner’s ready,” said Yoko from the kitchen doorway, still oblivious to the girl on her knees, hidden behind the sofa.

“Ok,” he said, as calmly as he could as his cock spasmed in Aoi’s mouth, “I’m cumming.”

“Don’t be long,” she said, “don’t want dinner getting cold.”

“Won’t be long,” he said as he came, holding back a moan as he shot his load deep into Aoi’s throat, as she looked up at him with big watery eyes, mascara running down her face as she took his entire spasming cock as deep as she could.

He heard the kitchen door close and allowed himself a soft moan as he continued to cum, holding himself deep as he finished. Once done, he let go of her hair and she slowly slid his cock out of her mouth.

She stayed on her knees, gasping for breath, a big smile on her face, her lips and chin covered in saliva. She looked up at him and stuck out her tongue, twirling it around to show him she’d swallowed every last drop of cum.

“Such a good girl,” he said, gently stroking her hair, “even when you’re being bad.”

She closed her mouth and smiled, before turning her attention back to his cock and licking it clean, giving it another small kiss once she was finished.

“Come on,” she said as she jumped to her feet as he tucked his cock back in his trousers. Once he did the zipper up, she grabbed his hands and heaved him up, before leading him towards the kitchen. “I’m famished.”

◆◆◆

“You’re lucky I made some extra,” said Yoko as she placed a plate of food in front of Aoi.

“I’m very lucky,” she said, glancing at John, “I’ve been waiting all day to get stuffed silly.”

“I bet,” said Yoko as she sat down at the table, “I can’t believe you spent all day studying, again. You need to take it easy from time to time.”

“I think you’re right,” Aoi agreed, “I think I’ll have an early night tonight.”

“Sounds like a good idea,” said Yoko, “especially if it’s bringing you to tears.”

“You know me,” said Aoi, “I’m always working myself up.”

“This is delicious,” said John, taking a mouthful and trying to steer the conversation away from why Aoi’s eyes had been watering. She’d told Yoko it was from crying at the stress of studying, which wouldn’t have been the first time she had done so, but it still didn’t make him feel particularly comfortable to discuss it.

“It really is,” agreed Aoi.

“Thank you,” said Yoko. “It’s nothing fancy, but it’s a family recipe and there’s nothing like the taste of home. So,” she said, turning to John, “did it have a happy ending?”

John spluttered, choking on his food.

“Are you alright?” she asked.

John nodded as he tried to clear the food from his throat without spitting it everywhere.

“I’m ok, thanks,” he said, breathing heavily once the blockage was cleared. “Just went down the wrong way. Sorry, what did you say?”

“The movie you were watching,” she said, “did it have a happy ending?”

“Oh right,” he said.

“Are you sure you’re ok? You’re still a bit red.”

“Just a bit short of breath,” he said. “Yeah, it was good.”

“I love happy endings,” said Aoi innocently.

“Me too,” said Yoko, “there’s nothing better. I don’t know why people watch things that don’t end happily.”

“I know,” said Aoi, “I really like an ending that brings a tear to my eye.” Yoko looked at her, confused. “With joy, of course.”

“Oh yes! I love a movie that brings me to tears of joy, knowing everyone has gotten exactly what they deserve.”

As Yoko and Aoi continued to chat, John felt Aoi’s foot gently running up and down his leg. She gave no indication she was doing anything, talking calmly as her foot slid up between his legs, her toes rubbing his cock.

It hadn’t been long since he’d cum in Aoi’s mouth as Yoko called him for dinner, completely unaware that her friend’s face was buried in his lap. Even so, he could feel the stirring in his loins and knew there would be more to come.

◆◆◆

“We’ll do the dishes,” said Aoi, taking the empty plate from Yoko.

“It’s ok,” said Yoko, “you’ve had a long day.”

“But you’ve had a long day cooking!”

“Well, ok,” she said, “if you’re sure?”

“Of course,” said Aoi, smiling. “Come on, John, you ate too.”

“That I did,” he said. He stood and began gathering the empty plates.

“I’ll wash, you dry,” said Aoi, placing the dishes in the sink and running the water. As the sink filled with soapy water, John collected the pots and pans.

“Not going to bed?” asked John as Yoko rummaged through her cupboard.

“Not yet,” said Yoko, “I’m going to make some snacks for tomorrow. Have an early start.”

“So do I,” whined Aoi.

“You have an early class?” asked John.

“No,” said Aoi, surprised, “but I still have to study.”

“Maybe you could take the morning off? Go in a bit later.”

Both women looked at him and burst into laughter.

“Oh honey,” said Yoko, looking at him pityingly, “it’s like you don’t know her at all.”

John smiled and tried not to look too embarrassed.

“Oh,” said Aoi reaching for the tap, “sink’s full.”

“That’s an understatement,” said John, looking at the sink which was nearly overflowing with water.

“That’s your fault,” said Aoi, “you distracted me!”

“Such a bad boy,” said Yoko, shaking her head in mock disapproval.

“Please forgive me,” he said, smiling.

Aoi looked at Yoko and then back to John.

“Alright,” she said brightly, “but just this once!”

She scooped up a handful of bubbles and wiped them on his face.

“Hey,” said John, wiping the bubbles from his face, “I’m perfectly clean as it is.”

“Are you sure about that?” asked Aoi, giggling. “Pass me that pan, please.”

“Here you go,” said John. He picked up the pan and went to hand it to her, but it slipped out of his sud-covered fingers and it fell into the water.

“Ahh,” cried Aoi as the water splashed out of the sink and all over her t-shirt.

“Sorry,” said John, “it slipped out of my hand.”

“You did that on purpose!” said Aoi.

“I did,” he said, “I promise.”

“You just wanted to get me all wet,” said Aoi, “for revenge.”

“I would never…”

“Look,” she said, pulling at the bottom of her t-shirt, “look how wet you got me.”

As she pulled the t-shirt it stretched along her chest, the wet fabric clinging firmly to her breasts, giving a precise outline of their shape and size.

“There we go,” said Yoko, pressing a plastic container lid into place and putting it in the fridge, “I’m all done. See you tomorrow.”

“Goodnight,” said both John and Aoi, both smiling as Yoko left the room.

“You’re so bad,” said Aoi, flicking more bubbles at him.

“It was an accident,” he insisted.

“A likely story. Pass me the apron.”

John walked across the room and grabbed the apron from the back of the kitchen door. It was still slightly dusty with flour from earlier in the week when Tsumugi was baking, and he dusted it off before handing it to her.

“Here you go,” he said, holding it out to Aoi.

Aoi took it without a word, then stared at him.

“Turn around,” she said, “I need to change. I can’t wear this wet thing.” She pulled again at her wet t-shirt.

“But I’ve seen you…” he began.

“No treats for bad boys!” she huffed.

John turned around. As he stared across the room, he could hear Aoi huffing as she stripped off her t-shirt, struggling as it stuck to her skin. John could only imagine watching her peel the wet top off her breasts, seeing them bounce slightly as she freed them, her nipples hardened, ready to be sucked and licked by his mouth.

He felt the slap of the wet top on his shoulder and heard her fiddling with the apron.

“Would you like me to tie that for you?” he asked.

“You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

“Uhh…” John replied, unsure what the correct answer would be.

“Fine, alright then,” she said. “Turn around.”

John turned to see her facing away from him. Her arms were pressed to her sides, and the strings of the apron were hanging behind her.

“Tie me up, please.”

John took the strings and tied them behind her back, his fingers grazing her bare back as he did so, smiling as she gave a little yelp as he tightened it.

“Thank you,” she said, turning around.

She was an odd sight, her dark make-up and torn leggings, with a black and white striped baking apron on, the edges of her breasts visible on each side.

“Not for you,” she said, pulling the apron across her chest, first one way and then the other, making little noticeable difference. “For you, only dishes.”

She walked to the sink and plunged her hands into the hot water. She took the pan John had dropped and began to scrub. He watched her from behind, her ass sticking back slightly as she bent over the sink, her skirt riding up slightly.

He walked up behind her.

“What are you doing?” she asked, as she continued to scrub the pan.

“Nothing,” he said, pressing his body into hers.

“How do you expect to dry anything standing like that?” she asked. Her ass was pressed against his crotch, and he was certain she could feel his bulge, but she stood perfectly still.

“I don’t,” he said, running his hands over her bare shoulders and down her soft arms. “I intend to get you wet.” She moaned as he softly kissed her neck. “And this time,” he whispered in her ear, “it won’t be by accident.”

She moaned as he took her earlobe in his mouth, sucking gently, as his hands slid back up her arms and down the sides of her exposed back. He kissed her neck again and she leaned her head back on his shoulder, giving his mouth more room to work, as his hands slid underneath the apron and caressed her smooth belly, before sliding up and gently cupping her breasts. Aoi gasped as he caressed them, his fingers gently playing with her nipples.

“We can’t,” she said, not making the least movement to stop him, “someone could walk in at any moment.”

“Isn’t that part of the fun?” he asked, pinching her nipples a little harder.

“Oh god,” she moaned, “it really is.” She began to grind her ass into his crotch, moaning as his cock hardened in his trousers. He slid one hand down her body, sliding under her dress, slipping into her leggings and in between her legs. She pushed her ass back as his fingers began to move in circles, her panties the only thing between them and her pussy.

She moaned softly as his fingers teased her through the wet material, his other hand still on her breast.

“You’ve got me all wet again,” she breathed, “I’ll have to take them off.”

“They stay on,” he whispered, “until I decide otherwise. Is that clear?”

“Yes, master,” she said, rubbing her ass faster on him.

“Good girl,” he said, “now finish the dishes.”

“But…”

He stopped his fingers, holding them still on her wet panties, as she moaned with frustration.

“But…?” he asked.

“Nothing, master,” she said, as she began to do the dishes.

“Good girl,” he said, listening to her soft moans as his fingers began once again circling her.

She continued moving her hands in the warm water as he pressed against her, fingers moving faster between her legs, feeling the warmth in her panties growing. He slid his hand up and down into her panties, his fingers sliding across her wet lips, causing her to cry out in pleasure. Quickly, he slipped his hand from under the apron and covered her mouth, dampening her moans.

“We don’t want to make too much noise do we?” he said. She responded by shaking her head slightly. “Otherwise we might get caught.” She nodded in agreement.

“Good girl,” he said, as he slid his fingers down further and into her pussy. She cried out into his hand and he held her firm, feeling her warmth on his fingers, her pussy gripping them as he moved them in and out, slowly.

He slowly moved his hand away from her mouth, making sure she didn’t cry out with pleasure. Once satisfied she was going to be quiet, he slid his hand, warmth from her breath, down to her ass, cupping the firm cheek.

As he curled his fingers inside her and stroked her g-spot she moaned and her knees bent, pushing his fingers deeper inside as she began to ride them, hot soapy water splashing on the floor as she pulled her hands out of the water and grabbed the edge of the sink for support.

As she slid herself up and down his fingers, he felt her warm juices running down his hand, her pussy quivering.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered, “I’m gonna cum.”

“Not without permission,” he said, sternly.

She moaned softly and continued riding his fingers fast and hard.

“Oh please, master,” she moaned, “I’m so close.”

“Not close enough,” he said, gripping her ass firmly.

“So very close.”

“Hold it.”

“I can’t.”

“Hold it.”

“Please, master. I need it.”

He said nothing as he continued to move his fingers inside her, stimulating her as he continued to deny her release.

“Please,” she moaned, “I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?”

“Anything, master. Just please let me cum.”

He waited another few moments, then finally whispered in her ear.

“Cum for me.”

As she began to cry out, he covered her mouth with his hand, and she moaned loudly into it as her body shook, her legs pressing together, her knees buckling as he held his fingers deep inside her as she came, her ass rubbing against his hard cock through his trousers.

He kept going, stroking her, letting her ride out her intense orgasm as her juices flowed down his fingers, dripping off his knuckles and soaking into her already-drenched panties. She rocked and moaned and gasped as she held onto the edge of the sink for dear life as he held onto her, until finally, she went limp, her body hanging loosely between her hands on the sink and her ass pressed into his crotch.

He slowly let go of her mouth, his palm covered in her warm saliva, and slid his fingers gently out of her, causing her to shiver.

“I didn’t say stop cleaning,” he whispered as he held his fingers in front of her mouth, slick with the juices from inside her. She greedily took the fingers in her mouth, sucking her wetness from them until they were clean.

“Good girl,” he said, sliding his fingers out of her mouth and gently tilting her head back as he leaned in and kissed her, the taste of her pussy flooding his mouth.

“You taste so good,” he said.

“I love when you taste me,” she said.

He kissed her again and then lowered himself down, kissing along her spine as her hands slid down her back, until he was crouched behind her. He could smell her desire as she bent over and pushed her ass out, the wet fabric of her white panties visible through her leggings.

“Not here,” she said, “they’ll be home any minute.” She moaned softly as his hands ran up and down her legs, as he planted soft kisses on her asscheeks. “We should go upstairs.”

“I can’t wait,” he said as he grabbed her leggings and tore a hole in them. Aoi gasped as he kissed the wet fabric before sliding two fingers under the soft cotton and pulling them to the side, exposing her swollen lips.

He ran his tongue up between them and she moaned, pushing her ass closer to his face. He licked her up and down, from clit to her entrance, long slow laps with his flat, gentle tongue, tasting every inch of her delicate pussy, before sliding it deep inside her.

“Oh god,” she gasped as his mouth covered her tight hole, kissing it as his tongue pushed further inside. As he did so, he watched her tight little asshole quiver with delight, as her pussy juices ran down his chin. He continued to kiss her pussy as he slid a finger over and began to circle her asshole.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped, as he teased both her holes, pushing the tip of his finger into her ass as she pushed back towards him.

He continued to work both her holes, before he moved his mouth from her pussy to take a breath and she huffed with frustration, even as his finger continued working her tight asshole.

“More,” she moaned, “I need more.”

He stood up, the tip of his finger still in her ass, and pulled her head back, kissing her with his wet mouth, her juices moving from his mouth to hers. He pulled away and she licked her lips, as he reached down, undid his zipper and pulled out his throbbing cock.

“Please," she said, as he rubbed his cock over the leggings covering her ass, “is that for me?”

“It’s all for you," he said, pressing his cock between her legs and rubbing her wet lips over the tip, her juices coating him.

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

He licked his lips, tasting her pussy as he teased her for just a little bit longer, before he reached down, took hold of his cock and guided himself into her from behind.

She gasped as he pressed the head into her, stretching her tight hole as her asshole tightened on his fingertip. He held himself there for a moment, letting her get used to the feeling, but before he could do anything, she began moving her hips, pressing herself further down onto his cock each time. He stood there, watching her ass move as she pushed back onto his cock and his finger, both getting deeper and deeper until he was fully inside her.

She held herself there a moment, with his cock fully inside her, and began to circle her hips, pulling him around inside her as he began to moan. He felt every inch of her pussy on his cock as she moved him, before she stopped and began to slide up and down his cock, as he placed a hand on her back for stability.

As she rode his cock, he could feel her lips gripping his shaft, her warm, wet juices covering him as her soft panties, still pulled to the side, slid off her ass cheek and rubbed against one side of his cock as she moved.

She continued throwing her ass back, moving faster as she held onto the sink for support. He watched her work his cock perfectly, as her short skirt fluttered up to give a peak of her firm ass and ripped leggings as his cock slid in and out of her.

As she continued, he began moving his hips, thrusting in time, before he slid his hand under her apron, placed his hand on her chest and guided her body upright, his cock still deep inside her, holding her body to his as he fucked her. She gasped as his hand caressed her tits as he fucked her hard through her torn leggings, as she reached behind her with one hand, holding onto the back of his head for support, sending warm, soapy water running down his neck.

She moaned as he held her firm, fucking her hard and fast as his finger worked its way deeper into her tight little asshole.

“I wish they were here,” she moaned, “I wish they were here to see how you fuck me, how you use me, how well you fuck my tight holes.”

“Yeah?” he said, his cock throbbing inside her. “You’d like them to see that?”

“Yeah, I wish they could see how well you treat my pussy, how deep you finger my asshole.”

He could see them, in his mind, walking in, watching as he took Aoi from behind, listening to her moans as he held her firm and fucked her through her torn leggings, hard and fast, as she begged for more.

“Would you like them to see me cum inside you?”

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “I’d love them to watch me take your load. I’d love them to watch you fill me all the way up until it’s dripping out of me.”

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, the thought of five of them watching him filling Aoi’s pussy, brought him to the edge. “You want me to fill you full of cum?”

“Fill me," she begged, “I want to be your Asian fucktoy, existing only for your pleasure.”

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, “I’m going to cum.”

“Please,” she moaned, “please cum inside me. I want to feel your hot cum in my body.”

He fucked her harder, holding back as long as he could, savouring that sweet pussy that was all his, using her as she wanted to be used, until he couldn’t hold back any longer. With a long, low growl he came, his cock twitching in her tight body as he held himself in her with short, sharp thrusts, pressing deep as he shot load after load into her fertile pussy.

“Yes,” she moaned, “use me. Fill me up like the cumslut I am.” He held her closer to him, one hand squeezing her breast as he continued to pump her full of cum, his cock twitching as he filled her up with load after load until he was completely spent.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, as they both hung onto one another for support, both panting heavily.

“Did you fill me?” she asked.

“So full," he said and kissed her neck.

“Thank you, master,” she said, hanging on to the sink as he loosened his grip on her. Slowly, he pulled his finger out of her asshole, giving her a moment to recover before he pulled his cock out of her dripping wet pussy.

As he stepped back to give her some space, Aoi reached behind and straightened her panties.

“Oh god,” she said as she turned around, “I can feel it dripping into my panties. There’s so much of it.” She leaned in and kissed him. “Oh,” she said, “I forgot. I’ve still got some cleaning to do.”

She lowered herself to her knees and took his still-hard cock in her mouth, carefully sucking off the last of his cum and her juices, running her tongue up and down him as she carefully inspected his shaft, careful to get every last drop.

Once done, she stood up and smiled, her lips wet and kissed him.

“Very nice.”

Aoi and John looked at each other with surprise, then turned around to see Mei standing by the fridge, bottle of orange juice in hand.

“Just getting a little drink before bed,” she said, shaking the bottle.

“How was the movie?” asked Aoi, innocently.

“Not as much fun as staying home, by the look of things.”

“Oh,” said Aoi, we were just…”

“Oh, don’t mind me,” said Mei, “I didn’t see anything worth rubbing one out to as soon as I get upstairs. No ma’am, not a god-damn thing. Goodnight,” she said, moving towards the kitchen door, “lovers.”

“And sweetie,” said Mei, stopping at the door, “if you need to borrow a pair of leggings, let me know. But then again, I think I prefer you like that.” She winked at Aoi and left the kitchen.

Aoi and John looked at each other for a moment, shocked, and then laughed, their surprise giving way to relief.

“We still have dishes to do,” said Aoi, as they calmed down.

“We do,” said John, “but tell you what, I’ll do them.”

“Oh no,” she began.

“Honestly,” he said, “you’ve earned a rest.”

“But…” She stopped as he looked at her. “If you insist.”

“I do,” he said.

“Ok,” she said, kissing him softly on the lips, “I’m going to take a shower and going to bed. Would you like to join me? In bed, that is.”

“I really would.”

“Me too. But only for sleeping. I have an early start in the morning.”

Of course,” he said, “nothing but sleep.”

“Good,” she said, moving towards the kitchen door, “but… if we happen to find something else to do, then that’s ok too.”

“Good to know,” he said, smiling. Aoi looked back and gave him a smile and a little wave before leaving the kitchen.

John turned to the dishes and sighed. He emptied the now tepid water, washed his hands thoroughly, and began to fill the sink again. It was a tedious job that he could have split between the two of them, but as he began washing the first of the pans, the one he had “accidentally” dropped into the water earlier, he felt the effort was worth the reward.


12. The Bully, Tamed

“Oi, what are you bothering me for?”

Reina stood in the doorway to her bedroom and looked at John with disdain. She wore a loose white pyjama set consisting of a button-up shirt, through which he could make out the outline of her body underneath, and a pair of shorts which showed off her toned legs, which were crossed at the ankle, one bare foot pressed against the other.

“I was hoping we could have a chat?” he said, as he struggled to keep eye contact, “about the other day?”

Reina rolled her eyes and sighed.

“I knew you’d make me regret it.”

“You regret it?”

“Oh my god," she said, “this, I regret this. I knew it would happen, that you would show up at my door with your puppy dog eyes and your delicate little feelings and want to talk about things.” She mimicked sticking her fingers down her throat and being sick.

“I’m sorry," he said, as she rolled her eyes, “I just thought it would be a good idea for us to clear the air.”

“Clear the air?”

“Yes.”

She waved her hand in his face, moving it closer and further away in the space between them.

“You see this?” she asked.

“Yes," he said, confused.

“Of course you do," she said, putting her hand down, “because the air is clear. Everything is clear. The only thing that isn’t clear is what you’re doing here. Oh," she said, as if finally understanding, “this is your game plan right?”

“I don’t have–”

“Knock on my door, acting all innocent, wanting to talk, knowing it will annoy me. And then, when I’m all wound up by your pathetic neediness, you’ll be there, ready for me to use you.”

“What?” he said, shocked, “that’s not–”

“Well, I’m not falling for your desperate little tricks.”

“Honestly,” he said, “that never crossed my mind.”

“I bet it didn’t," she said, smirking, “it’s just instinct with people like you. Gotta worm your way into a situation because you lack the confidence to just come out and say what you want. Wimp.”

“None of that is in the slightest bit true.”

“You keep telling yourself that, but just remember one thing for the next time you think about knocking on my door late at night.”

“What?”

“When I want you,” she said, “you’ll know it.”

She closed the door in his face, leaving John standing there, frustrated but somehow also aroused at her dismissive attitude. He had expected her to react in a negative way to his knocking on her door, but that was extreme even for her. Still, there was part of him that wondered if she was right. Did he secretly hope knocking on her door would lead to a repeat of the last time he did so? He didn’t think that was his plan, but now he couldn’t be sure.

Either way, he had hoped she would invite him in so they could talk things through. After all, they had had an encounter which, if not penetrative, had felt to him to have been particularly intense and intimate.

He had spent a long time trying to work up the courage to get even this far and, even though this was one of the milder conclusions to the events he had imagined, he would be lying if he said they didn’t sting. For some reason he couldn’t quite put his finger on, Reina had a power over him that none of the others did. Sure, he was not immune to their charms or persuasive ways, but Reina brought up something deeper. He thought it akin almost to a primaeval fear, a precursor to the fight-or-flight response, one that put every inch of his body on alert. Talking to Reina was like trying to befriend a wild animal. You never knew if they were going to treat you as friend or foe, or even indifference. And even if they did see you as not a threat, they might decide to go for the jugular out of sheer instinct.

Reina was wild and there was no taming her. Not that he wanted to, of course. That was part of what he found so compelling, if also terrifying. He thought about what it might be like for Reina to treat him nicely and he found himself oddly cold.

It had taken a long time for him to get this far, but it seemed clear that it wouldn’t go any further. Still, there was always the possibility he may have misread the situation.

So, unsure what to do, he stood there a moment staring at her door, wondering if she was making him sweat, testing him before she let him in. But the door stayed closed and there was no indication this would change, so he decided to go for a walk.

◆◆◆

The air was cold and he soon wished he’d brought a jacket. But he had no desire to go back to the house just yet and, despite the slight discomfort, it seemed to be helping him think.

The night was quiet, remarkably so. Even though it was a weekday, this part of town was full of student accommodation, homes full of young people experiencing the freedom of loving away from home for the first time. Every night of the week was party week, every night an opportunity to go wild and hunt down new people and new experiences. It was loud, it was vibrant, it was exciting, and youthful energy practically crackled in the air. It was enough to make even passer’s-by hair stand on end.

But not tonight.

He wondered if this was normal, if this lull happened every year. Suddenly, all the students, broke and exhausted with numerous looming deadlines, collectively decided to take some time and get their shit together, for a short while, at least.

He smiled to himself as he dismissed the thought. Even if this were the case, there was always one group that would continue partying to their detriment. No, it was far more likely there was something happening on the other side of town, something far more interesting than staying home and studying. He wondered for a moment what that might be, then realised that he didn’t really care. He had more than enough to think about.

It had been an unusual start to the second year of university, one he had never expected. Chaotic almost, in its seemingly never-ending string of new encounters and situations that were definitely far outside of his comfort zone. But now, as he walked the darkened streets, a full moon in a cloudless sky, he finally felt as if he had a moment to reflect.

His classes had increased in density and complexity in his sophomore year, but he hadn’t spent as much time focusing on the work as the extra workload demanded. He had a number of papers that were due and he had hardly given them any thought. But who could blame him? He had, as far as most people would think, hit the jackpot. He lived with six beautiful Japanese college students, all of whom were crazy about him in their own way (or, perhaps in Reina’s case, just crazy). And he cared for all of them, albeit very differently.

Since he had moved in at the start of the school year, most of his time had been spent either with them or thinking about them. From birthday parties to movie nights to group meals and even group sex, they had occupied his every waking moment. They had even crept into his dreams, powerful erotic visions where he made love to one who turned into another who again transformed before splitting into two then three then six, all surrounding him, desperate for his naked body, aching for him to do unspeakable things to theirs, the scent of their desire overwhelming him as they begged him to use them in any way he wanted, all of them desperate to get off on getting him off.

On more than one occasion he had awoken in the middle of the night or the early hours of the morning, his mind spinning with ethereal images of his housemates, their cries of pleasure still ringing in his ears, his cock throbbing as he felt the warmth of the cum that now filled his boxers. Sometimes he had even looked around the room expecting to find them, sighing as he realised he was alone.

But despite the highly explicit erotic dreams and the plethora of women eager to satisfy his (and their own) sexual desires, he still found himself incredibly aroused at all times. Part of it, he thought, was just the benefit of being a young man in the prime of life, his sex drive reaching its absolute peak. Obviously, part of it was being surrounded by such a striking group of women, all alive and vibrant and eager to explore their sexuality, and the knowledge the next encounter could happen at literally any moment. Even when he wasn’t at home there was always the potential for a chance meeting with one of them which could (and did) lead to a new sexual adventure.

Even as he continued to walk alone he felt the familiar twitch in his trousers, the one he felt every time they came to mind. He was, he had to face it, in love with them all. How could he not be? Yet how could that possibly work? They couldn’t all be in a relationship, could they? No, that would be absurd. It was complicated enough that he had had sexual encounters with all of them (either individually, or two at a time), and even though this didn’t seem to phase any of them, surely it was going to get more difficult as time went on, right?

As he turned the street corner, a gust of wind caught him and penetrated down to his bones. He shivered at the sharp blast, but it was refreshing, as if it had blown away the clouds of confusion that seemed to linger around his brain. As these clouds floated off on the wind, he felt instead a moment of clarity envelop him and he knew he would have to sit down with all of them and discuss the situation. Even though he knew it needed to be done, he couldn’t deny the nerves such an idea brought with it.

He took a slow, deep breath and tried to calm himself. This was not a bad thing, he thought to himself. None of his intimate relationships with the group had been a secret, and none of them had ever shown signs of resentment about sharing him with their friends.

Hell, for all he knew this was the arrangement they had been looking for. From the moment he had arrived on their doorstep, they had made him feel welcome, showing little hesitation about living with a strange guy as they invited him into their world.

He had been concerned about how the sex would make living there potentially awkward, (although not so concerned as to reject their advances), but they had never so much as uttered one negative word about it. Perhaps, the thought occurred to him, he was their fucktoy, their big white cock to ride, their wet dream of a housemate?

He had been so concerned as to see them all as real people with real feelings and real desires, that he didn’t once consider the possibility that they might be fetishising him!

But the more he thought about it, the less sense it made. They had made an effort to bring him into their circle, making him a part of their lives, not some convenient live-in hook-up. There must be more to it than that, even if they were more than happy to play the Asian fucktoy for their white man. Well, all except one.

He stopped in the street and looked around. He had, he realised, been walking in a circle. Without thinking about it, he had begun to make his way home. It was clearly a sign from his subconscious that he needed to go back and sit down with all six of his housemates and resolve the situation once and for all.

But it was late and that would have to wait until the morning, but there was one housemate he knew he had to speak to tonight, one person with whom he had to get things straight.

◆◆◆

“What are you doing now?”

John turned to see Reina standing in the corridor in her pyjamas, a glass of water in her hand.

“I was just…” he began. He’d been standing outside her bedroom door building up the courage to knock, but here she was.

“Ugh, whatever,” she sighed as she barged past him and into her bedroom, letting the door once again close in his face. He stood there a moment, taken aback and unsure what to do. He thought about knocking, but was wary of annoying her further. Suddenly, the door opened again.

“Well…?” she said, holding the door open with an outstretched arm which lifted up the bottom of her shirt and exposed her smooth navel. “You coming in or what?”

John walked past her and into the room. The room was dark, except for a bedside lamp, and her bed covers were thrown back. He felt the cool breeze of the night and out of the corner of his eye noticed the curtains as they fluttered gently.

“Don’t get things confused,” she said as she closed the door. He turned to face her and saw her leaning against the door. “This is only because I can’t sleep.” She walked past him and sat on the bed. “Strip.”

“I didn’t come here to…” he began.

“I don’t care what you came here to do,” she said, her arms folded beneath her breasts, “I only care what you can do for me. Now strip.”

“I wanted to talk.”

Reina yawned.

“God, that’s enough to put anyone to sleep,” she said, “but there are so many better ways. And none of them involve you talking.”

He stood there in silence, staring at her as she stared at him.

“God,” she said, finally, throwing her hands up in the air, “what are you even doing here?”

“I wanted to talk about the other night and, frankly, your behaviour towards me since I moved in.”

She huffed as she rolled her eyes.

“You’re such a little pussy. Everyone fawns after you…”

“They do not.”

“...they’re all desperate for your attention…”

“That’s not even…”

“And yet here you are, crying at my door like a neglected puppy because I’m not throwing myself at your feet like the rest of them. It’s pathetic.”

“No one is throwing themselves at my feet.”

“Ha! Yoko practically kidnapped you on her birthday. That’s how desperate she was for your attention. Not to mention the others…”

“What does any of this have to do with anything?”

“It’s because they don’t see what I see. A pervy white boy with an Asian fetish getting off on having his own personal Japanese harem.”

“I don’t have a harem,” he began, “I don’t control anyone here, don’t claim ownership of anyone.”

“Don’t you?”

“No.”

“I’ve seen how you look at them. How possessive you are. What would you think if one of them brought someone else home, huh? What if Tsumugi or Yoko or, god forbid, Aoi, found another clueless white boy to objectify them? Would you be ok with that, huh?”

“If it makes her happy then I’m happy.”

“The thought of Aoi on her knees, a big, fat, white cock in her mouth? You’d be happy with that?”

“Look…”

Reina stood and walked toward him until they were practically face-to-face.

“You want them all to yourself,” she said as she looked him in the eye, “a houseful of obedient, oriental playthings for you to use any time you want.”

“That’s not true at all,” he said, not giving an inch as she leaned in even closer.

“I’ve seen so many white boys like you,” she said, “eager for their quiet, obedient anime girlfriend, ready to drop to her knees when you so much as even think of fucking her. Well, I’ve got news for you, white boy. That’s not me. You don’t get to use me. I get to use you. Now. Strip.”

He looked her dead in the eye, neither breaking from one another’s gaze. He felt his blood boil in his veins at her audacity. He was furious. How dare she accuse him of using them? How dare she.

Without a word, he pulled his shirt off over his head and threw it across the room, his face heating up as he took breaths to calm himself.

“And the rest.”

He stood in front of her and silently unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers down to his ankles. He took a step back as he pulled his feet out of them, leaving them on the floor in between the two of them before he kicked them across the room towards his t-shirt.

“That’s what I thought,” she said as she ran her finger over his boxers, tracing his hard cock underneath, “pathetic.”

She turned and walked towards the bed. He stared at the back of her head, trying not to look at the outline of her ass underneath her pyjama shorts.

“Tell me,” she said, as she sat on the bed and leaned back, “what would you give for me to suck your cock?” He stared at her as she taunted him. “Hmm? What would you give to feel your piddly little thing in my mouth as you try desperately to push it into my throat?”

He felt his cock twitch at the thought of Reina on her knees, his cock in her warm, wet mouth as he mouth fucked her.

“Be honest.”

“Anything.”

Her expression changed, but he wasn’t sure if it was a faint smile or a sharp smirk.

“Of course you would.” She sat up straight and began to unbutton her top, her expression now one of indifference, almost boredom. She knew she had won.

When she undid the last button, she leaned back again. The light fabric hung loose on her body, exposing the edges of her breasts and a smooth streak of skin down her torso. “Closer.”

He took a step forward and, when she didn’t give him another instruction, took another and a third, until she stretched out her leg and pressed it against his crotch.

“Stop.”

He stopped and stood there as her foot moved in circles, her toes rubbing the front of his boxers, teasing his hard cock underneath.

“If you want anything from me,” she said, “you’re going to have to earn it. Now, kneel.”

She lowered her leg and he lowered himself to his knees. It was as if she was controlling him, as if he was simply her puppet and able to make him do anything she pleased.

He looked at her sitting on the bed, kicking her bare legs softly in front of her, her delicate feet still perfectly manicured, as he waited for further instruction. She reached out her foot again, this time stroking his face.

“Earn it.”

He took her foot gently in his hands, stroking the smooth skin up to her ankle and back down. He planted a kiss on the top of her foot and then another lower, just above her small toes, then another on top of them. He kissed the tip of her big toe and went to take it in his mouth, but stopped when she pressed the toes on her other foot against his forehead.

“That,” she said, as she ran her big toe slowly down the side of his face, “won’t cut it today. I’m looking for something far more impressive.”

She ran her hand down the exposed skin between her breasts and over her stomach and down to her pyjama shorts, where he watched as she began to rub her hand over the soft fabric between her legs. She moaned softly then leaned back on one arm, watching him as she played with herself through the thin material.

He kissed up her foot as his hands slid up her leg, caressing her calf, feeling her smooth skin. He kissed above her ankle and made his way further up. She raised her other foot from the floor and placed it on his shoulder and he turned his attention to that leg, kissing and stroking it as he had done to the other. As he did so, she placed a second leg on his other shoulder. He ran a hand up the outside of each leg as he kissed along first the one then the other as he made his way further between them, her bare legs hanging down his back as her knees rested on his shoulders.

She moaned softly as he began to kiss up her inner thighs as his hands caressed them. She squeezed her thighs together for a moment, his head in between them. He could smell the scent of her growing arousal and, as she loosened the grip of her thighs, he could see the dark patch that had formed on the underside of her shorts. He licked his lips at the thought of her taste and continued making his way closer, his lips and fingers teasing her sensitive flesh.

As his lips met her innermost thigh, her body shuddered and her hips began to move slightly. The soft leg of her shorts brushed against his face he pushed the material up with his nose, kissing closer and closer to her wet spot, listening to her moans of anticipation until he switched to the other thigh and she let out a frustrated moan, which quietened down as he repeated the motion on the other side, his lips moving ever closer to where they needed to be.

She ran her fingers through his hair and gripped it tight as she pulled his face towards her wet spot. He could feel the warmth of her desire emanating from underneath as his face hovered just in front of her.

He inhaled deeply of her scent and pressed inward, kissing the wet fabric and listening to her moans as his lips teased hers. She gasped as he suddenly covered the area with his mouth and sucked, tasting her for the first time through the soaked material as he ran his tongue up the middle, tracing the outline of her lips.

“Take them off,” she moaned, as she pressed him closer to her, her thighs locking against his head.

He kept sucking at her through the thin material, feeling her hips begin to move faster as she rubbed herself against him.

“Take them off,” she repeated, still holding him in place with her hand and thighs, wanting more but without wanting him to stop at the same time. He slid his hands up and slipped his fingers into the waistband, tugging at them. She moaned as she pushed herself up for a moment, balancing herself between one hand on the bed and her legs on his shoulders, as he slipped them over her ass before she dropped back down. As her ass bounced on the duvet, her hand and thighs loosened their grip and he quickly pulled his head back and began to slide her shorts down further, moving slowly as the fabric peeled off her soaking wet pussy. Once they were around her thighs, he moved backwards, pulling the shorts down her legs as he went, until she sharply pulled her legs towards herself from off of his shoulders, sliding both legs out of her shorts at the same time.

She pressed her legs closed as if suddenly shy and he placed the shorts on the floor beside him. He watched as she placed her feet on the floor, sat up and looked at him. Her open shirt still clung to her breasts. She ran her hand down her body, over her exposed pubic hair, dark and trimmed, and slowly opened her legs as she slid a finger between her wet lips, gasping as she began to play with herself.

His cock throbbed as he watched her fingers slide up and down her neat slit, spreading her lips and showing him her tight pink entrance as it throbbed for stimulation. She gasped as she pressed two fingers inside herself, her hips rising and falling as they slid in and out of her, moving faster and faster.

He watched as her pussy got wetter and wetter, coating her fingers as they pressed deep inside of her.

Finally, when it seemed she was close to cumming, she slid her fingers out and pointed them at him, slick with her wetness. She gave him her smile/smirk again and moved them towards her waiting mouth.

Suddenly, he lunged forward and grabbed her by the wrist.

“What are you doing?” she demanded.

He said nothing, instead simply guided her hand toward him. He held her fingers in front of his face and could smell her on them. Then, when she made no attempt to resist, he looked her dead in the eye and took her fingers in his mouth. She moaned as he sucked her wetness from them, drinking in the taste of her glorious pussy.

“These aren’t the rules of the–”

He slid her cleaned fingers out of her mouth and leapt forward and pressed her onto the bed. He pinned her hands to the bed and looked at her for a moment.

“You’re not the one in charge here,” she said.

“Aren’t I?”

“No,” she said, firmly. “That was all for me.”

“Well, perhaps you should have it back.”

He leaned in and kissed her and she kissed him back, sliding her tongue into his mouth as they shared the taste of her pussy between them. His hard cock, still in his boxers, was pressed against her exposed pussy, her legs spread, and he felt her moving underneath him, rubbing her pussy against his shaft.

He pulled back from the kiss and she struggled forward, eager for more. Instead, he kissed her neck, eliciting soft moans as he moved down kissing her exposed chest, pushing the shirt from one breast with his face and kissing it as he moved across the surface, searching out her hard nipple.

He began to circle her nipple with his tongue, teasing her as her body arched towards him, desperate for contact, until he took it in his mouth, sucking it as his tongue worked in circles.

“Oh fuck,” she cried as he sucked on her tit, her body rocking underneath him, her chest raising as he removed his mouth from her and moved to the other. She struggled against his grip on her wrists and he knew she wanted to hold his head in place, to dictate how he sucked on her tits, but this was his game now.

He began to kiss down her body, over her exposed chest and toned stomach, his hands sliding down her arms and finding her breasts, caressing them and gently twisting her nipples, warm and wet from his mouth, between his fingers.

He continued down and kissed her shaved bush, the short hairs brushing against his face as he stopped just above her clit. He pinched her nipples harder and she gasped, her hands now on top of his, pressing them firmly onto her body as she guided them in circles on her breasts. He allowed her to guide his hands as he moved his head back and admired her beautiful pussy, her smooth wet lips swollen with desire, almost pulsating in front of him as she worked her hips, craving his mouth.

She cried out as he ran his long, flat tongue up over her slit, her hands tightening on his, squeezing her breasts harder. He repeated the motion and she cried out again, but softer this time. He repeated the act a third time and a fourth, leaving less time in between each and her cries turned to a long, soft moan as he continued to run his tongue up her in long, steady laps. Even though the taste of her was already in his mouth, it was nothing like the sensation of licking her wetness directly from her pussy, her desire coating his tongue as it slid between her lips.

But soon, he wanted more and moved his mouth further down, pressing the tip of his tongue to her entrance, circling her as her pussy rubbed against his face, before pressing his tongue into her. She moaned as he licked at her tight hole, her wetness covering his face as she rubbed herself against him faster.

“That’s it,” she moaned, “earn it.”

He slid his hands down from her breasts and underneath her thighs, lifting her legs, which she instantly wrapped around his head, crossing her ankles behind them. His hands slid back up her thighs and under, cupping her ass as held himself in place, his tongue still deep inside her.

“More,” she moaned, and he slid his tongue out of her and ran it up her lips until he reached her swollen clit.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, pressing her thighs against his head as his tongue moved in circles over her, “just like that.”

He continued to lick her clit as she rubbed herself against him, her fingers now running aimlessly through his hair as he kept going, listening to her body, reading her silent signals as she moved against him, adjusting pressure and rhythm to match hers, feeling her movements speed up as he delivered exactly what she was looking for.

He felt her body gently spasming, twitching as shocks of pleasure jolted her system and he knew she was getting close.

He placed his mouth over her clit and began to suck. She cried out loud as he licked and sucked her clit at the same time, her thighs squeezing him tightly as both hands gripped his hair, holding him firmly in place as she furiously rubbed her dripping-wet pussy against his face.

“That’s it,” she moaned, “don’t stop. I’m so close. So fucking close.”

He continued to suck at her sensitive clit, as a droplet of her wetness trickled down his neck. He could feel the heat of her on his face as she rode him faster and faster, her fingers tightening in his hair.

“Don’t. Fucking. Stop.” she demanded, as her body began to shake. “Eat my glorious Japanese pussy, my little white fucktoy.” She rubbed herself on him faster. “Fucking earn it.”

She kept rubbing against him as her body began shaking violently, her demands turning to short, sharp breaths, her thighs clamping on his head, her smooth heels pressing into his back as her legs tightened behind him, her body rocking in time with him sucking on her clit until, with a final gasp, she came. She moaned and writhed on the bed as he sucked on her clit, his hands holding her ass firm as her body convulsed under his stimulation, pulling at his hair as he continued to work between her legs, sucking on her glorious pussy and sending waves of pleasure through her perfect body, extracting every last drop of ecstasy from her, until she finally went limp.

He stopped sucking and licking, but held her clit in his warm mouth for a moment, before moving slightly away from her pussy as her grip on his hair loosened and her thighs gave way. He stayed on his knees and looked at her pussy, dripping wet, her desire running down her taint towards her asshole, then looked up her entire body, watching her twitch and shiver as aftershocks continued to shoot through her.

She was on her back, breathing heavily, and didn’t resist as he slipped her legs off of his shoulders. As he stood, she pulled her legs toward her body, curling up on the edge of the bed, her ass sticking out over the edge, as her wet lips glittered in the dim lamplight.

He looked down at her and she turned her head and looked up at him, eyes glazed. He could feel the heat of her pussy on his face, still, its sublime wetness covering his mouth. As he leaned in she opened her mouth, waiting for his lips to meet hers. She moaned softly into his mouth as he kissed her and slid his pussy-soaked tongue into hers. She kissed him greedily as their tongues met as she sought out the taste of her own juices on him. She slid a hand into his hair, gently this time, and stroked his head as he continued to kiss her, the wetness on his face spreading across hers.

“Ok,” she said, as he eventually removed his mouth from hers, “I think you’ve earned it.” She smiled dreamily as she sat up and slipped off her pyjama top, tossing it across the room, finally sitting naked in front of him.

“Take them off,” she said, pointing to his boxers and the throbbing cock they contained. He said nothing and pulled them down, freeing his cock which bounced high and proud, and kicked them towards the rest of his clothes.

“Sit on the bed,” she said. He didn’t move. “You don’t want me to suck your cock?” she asked, confused.

“Do you want to suck my cock?” he asked, stepping closer.

“Yes.”

She reached out to touch it, but he grabbed her wrist.

“If you want to suck my cock,” he said, smiling, “you’ll have to earn it.” She looked at him a moment, stunned, the reality of his words sinking in until she finally spoke.

“Yes, master.”

“Good girl.”

He stepped towards her and she instinctively lay back, spreading her legs and allowing him to step between them. He looked down at her perfect, pale body, her large breasts rising and falling gently as she breathed.

He leaned down to kiss her and she moaned as his cock rubbed against her exposed pussy, her warmth coating the underside of his shaft as he rubbed against her. As he kissed her, he reached across the bed and grabbed a pillow and she lifted her hips as he slid it under her ass.

He stood up and took hold of his cock, stroking it slowly a few times as she watched, before guiding it into her pussy. She moaned as he pressed himself into her, his thick cock stretching her tight hole as it penetrated her for the first time. Even though she was tight, her pussy, warm and wet from her orgasm, let him slide in easily.

“Can you feel that?” he asked his cock deep inside her.

“Yes,” she moaned, “I can feel all of it inside me. You’re so fucking big.” She yelped as he slid his cock slowly out of her, leaving only the head inside her, her pussy throbbing for more.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, master. I want you to fuck me.”

“What’s the magic word?”

“Please. Oh fuck!” she cried out as he slid himself deep inside her once again, this time pulling himself back out before immediately sliding back in. She lay there, eyes closed, moaning softly as he began to fuck her, his big white cock filling her tight Japanese pussy.

As he fucked her faster, she began to moan more, each thrust eliciting another squeak, another groan of pleasure. As he did so, he reached down and ran his hands over her smooth thighs, sliding his hands underneath her knees and lifting her legs higher, tilting her hips further, changing the angle at which he penetrated her.

“You’re so deep,” she gasped as he held her in place. She grabbed a handful of the duvet, gripping it tightly as her other hand squeezed her breast. “I need more.”

He raised her legs and placed her ankles on his shoulders and held them there, her pussy tightening on his cock. He watched as she writhed and moaned, her body shaking as she took his entire cock deep into her body, her warm juices covering his shaft as he thrust in and out of her.

“More, please.”

He held her in place, continuing to fuck her at this tight angle, before he lowered her legs and slid his cock out of her, watching her wetness dripping from her pussy.

“Turn over,” he said.

She obeyed, rolling onto her front, presenting her tight ass to him as she hung off the bed.

“On your knees.”

She crawled up onto the bed, holding her ass in the air she bent over, her face pressed into the duvet. He picked up the pillow and saw the wet spot where her juices had soaked into it. He handed it to her and she took it without question, smelling her scent on it and slipping it under her cheek.

He admired her ass, tight and lean, the lamp light shining on her smooth cheeks, and ran his hands over them, watching as her tight asshole, wet from her pussy, puckered with anticipation. He spanked her and she cried out.

“Who’s ass is this?” he asked.

“Yours,” she mumbled.

He spanked her again, harder, and she cried out louder.

“Who’s?”

“Yours,” she said, looking back at him, “it’s all yours.”

“Good girl,” he said, gently stroking her reddening asscheek, before taking hold of the base of his cock and guiding himself back into her pussy. She moaned as he began to fuck her again, her lips gripping his shaft as he slid in and out of her.

“This position,” she gasped, “it’s so intense. God, don’t stop. Use my pussy, it’s all for you.”

He continued to fuck her as she knelt before him, face buried in the pillow carrying her scent, as he moved faster, fucking her hard from behind, watching her ass shake as he took her, her cheeks slapping against his thighs as he slid in deep and hard.

His hands on her hips, he began to guide her, getting her to rock on her knees and throw her ass back onto his cock as he pounded her.

“That’s it,” he said, as she began to push her ass back, “give that ass to me.”

“Take it,” she cried, as she rocked on the bed, her breathing heavily, her skin glistening with a thin film of sweat, “take it, please. It’s all for you.”

He fucked her hard and fast, the warmth of her pussy and the sound of her moans bringing him close to the edge. He slowed his thrusts, delaying his release and enjoying the sensation of being inside her.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Savouring you,” he said.

“But I need it,” she moaned, “I need more.”

“Ok,” he said, as he pulled himself out of her, watching thin strands of her wetness between his cock and her stretched-out hole, “show me how you need it.”

He climbed onto the bed and lay down, his hard cock hanging above his toned stomach, as she crawled towards him, licking her lips at the sight of it.

“Not yet,” he said, “not yet.”

She frowned as she ran her hands over his legs, his thighs, moving up, her hands on each side of his cock, her thumbs gently stroking his balls. She ran her hands over his stomach and chest, as she moved her way up his body. She leaned in and kissed him, her warm breasts pressing against his chest as she did so, her wet pussy rubbing against his wet cock. She moaned as she slid her pussy along his shaft, teasing him. He slid his hands down her exposed back and cupped her ass, as she rubbed herself against him faster.

After a moment, she put her hands on his chest and pushed herself up, kneeling over him, continuing to gyrate her hips and sliding her pussy along his shaft.

“More," he said.

She smiled and raised her body up on her knees. Then, as she looked him in the eye, she reached underneath herself and took hold of his cock, holding it gently at the base as she held it in place and guided herself down onto it.

She moaned as she knelt there, his cock half-in her, drops of wetness on her fingers where she had held him in place. She looked at him and licked the edges of her fingers clean, before leaning forward and placing her hands on his body, riding the top half of his cock before pushing herself further back with each movement, taking more and more of him until he was fully inside her. She held herself there a moment, and then began to rock back and forth, moving his cock inside her, as she closed her eyes and felt every inch of it filling her tight Japanese pussy.

“Can you feel that?” she asked. “Can you feel how much my body wants you?”

“I can,” he answered truthfully, watching as her perfect body rocked on top of him, her breasts swaying as she moved on top of him. She reached down, grabbed his hands and brought them to her chest, pressing them against her breasts, sighing as he caressed them as she continued to rock.

She tilted her head back, facing the ceiling as she rode him, rising and lowering her body up and down on his cock. She rode him faster and let go of his hands as she leaned back, her hands on the bed behind her, providing support as she sped up. He lay there, hands now on her thighs, feeling the muscles working as she rocked on him, watching her pussy sliding all the way up and down his shaft, her warm juices flowing down his cock as she rode him effortlessly.

She moved faster and faster, her body unable to get enough of his cock as it throbbed inside her, ready to explode at any minute.

“I’m so close,” he moaned.

“Not yet,” she moaned, “please, I need more.”

She pushed herself forward, her hands landing on his chest as she held herself steady and rode him faster and faster, her ass bouncing on him as she rode him with eyes closed, her face covered in sweat, her dark hair sticking to her face as she concentrated on satisfying his big white cock.

“Just a little more.”

He could feel himself on the edge, desperate to cum inside her. He pushed himself up and kissed her, holding himself up on one hand, the other on her back, holding her steady as she continued to ride him. He was so deep inside her warm pussy at this angle that he could hardly stand it.

“I’m going to cum,” he moaned.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “cum inside me, please.”

He flipped her back and she cried out as she fell back onto the bed, and he raised her legs up high, fucking her hard, as he knelt in front of her.

“You want me to cum inside you?” he asked. “You want to feel my white cock unload in your pussy?”

“Yes,” she cried, “please, fuck, please. I want that.”

“Say it.”

“I want it”.

“Say it.”

“I want you to cum inside me,” she cried, “I want your big white cock to fill up my tight, warm, wet Japanese pussy. I want you to use me like you used everyone else, I want to feel what they felt when you came inside them. Oh fuck. I want to feel your seed inside of me as you make me your dirty Asian cumslut and claim my pussy as yours. Oh fuck, please cum inside me. Can’t you see how I’m aching for you? It’s for you, it’s all for you.”

Her body convulsed with pleasure as a second orgasm ran through her body at the thought of being filled with his seed, and he could feel her pussy contracting on his cock, squeezing it, desperate for him to fill her.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, “I’m cumming.”

“Me too," she moaned, “please, cum inside me.”

He groaned as he came, pumping his cum into her desperate Asian pussy as she gave herself to him entirely.

“Oh god, I can feel you cumming,” she moaned as his cum flowed deep inside her, his cock throbbing as it filled her with load after load as he fucked her hard and fast, giving her every inch as she had begged for it, her body his new plaything.

“More,” she begged as he continued to fill her tight hole, “fill me until my tight body can’t take anymore.”

He kept fucking her as long as he could, cumming deep inside of her, until both of them were finally spent.

“Fuck,” he panted, as he held himself deep inside her, his cock still twitching in her warm hole.

“Fuck,” she replied, breathing just as heavily.

She moaned as he slowly pulled his cock out of her, and he watched as his thick load began to dribble out of her pussy.

He fell back onto the bed, legs almost cramping from the position he’d held whilst fucking her. After a moment, he felt some movement, and when he looked down the bed, he saw Reina crawling towards him.

“Did you like that, master?” she asked.

“Very much.”

Did I earn my reward?”

He nodded slightly and without another word, she lowered her head and took his cock in her mouth. He lay there and watched as she cleaned him, sucking his cum and her wetness from him, eagerly working it as if she might be able to sneak a second orgasm out of him already. He smiled at the thought but knew if there was anyone who could do that, it was her.

Once fully cleaned, she looked up at him and licked her lips. He nodded slightly and she crawled over his body, pressed her lips against his and kissed him. He slid one hand into her hair as the other gently cupped her ass, their hot, naked bodies pressed against one another, basking in the afterglow of their orgasms.

◆◆◆

“Well?” she asked.

He looked at the naked woman curled into his body as he lay in her bed.

“Well, what?” he asked.

“Did I make it?”

“Make what?”

“Did I make it into your Asian College harem?”

“I don’t have an–” he began before she pressed a finger to his lips.

“Oh sweetie,” she said, “of course you do. You just don’t know it yet.” She removed her finger from his lips, and he said nothing. “But now that you do, things are going to get a lot more interesting around here…”

With that, she smiled at him, kissed him softly on the lips and lay her head down on his chest, sighing contentedly as she began to drift off to sleep. The words echoed through his mind, as did the implications of them and as he began to fall asleep, he knew there was a whole new world of experience awaiting him.


13. Out With A Bang

“We’re leaving.”

“Who?”

“All of us.”

John stared at Tsumugi, waiting for the punchline that never came. It had to be a joke, didn’t it?

Tsumugi was the one who had started it all, the one who had placed the room for rent advert, the one who had invited him into her house – their house – then into her bed. She had been the one to set the whole series of events leading up to this point in motion, all the twists and turns that had seen the seven of them – him and his six female Japanese housemates – become closer than he could have possibly imagined. And now, here she was, telling him it was all over.

“We’re sorry,” she said, softly, “we didn’t know when to tell you.”

“But it’s not forever,” chimed in Aoi, as she gently placed her hand on his. He turned and saw her sweet smile and he couldn’t help but smile back.

He looked around the kitchen table at all six of them. Tsumugi, Aoi, Mei, Naomi, Yoko, and Reina. They were all focused on him.

He had spent the day making dinner for all of them. He wanted this to be a special occasion, for a completely different reason. He was expecting to be the one to drop the bombshell, not the one being bombed. Yet, here he was, shellshocked by their revelation.

He had come to the realisation that he was in love with them – all six of them – and that he needed to sit down with them all and discuss it. It was one thing to be in the situation he had unexpectedly found himself in, that of having casual (and not so casual) sex with all six of his housemates, but it was something else entirely to what he was feeling now.

What precisely that feeling was eluded him, as did any idea of what he actually expected to happen next. Even if he did know what he was feeling he probably wouldn’t have said anything to any of them about it, had it not been for Reina’s words.

Your Asian College Harem.

He had never thought of it like that. To him, it had been more as a series of intimate encounters between two (or sometimes three) friends, equals, partners. Random events almost, something that could have happened to anyone at any time.

He had never considered that there was any structure to any of this, that they were all somehow in some form of polygamous relationship, and were all, to one extent or another, committed to him, and he to them.

Not that he had much liked the thought of them being with someone else, but he had never considered it to be any of his business. But then, none of them had ever brought anyone else back home, nor had he heard any conversations that might indicate there were others they were interested in or had gone to visit whilst they were away. Even the sexual encounters between the other housemates – since he had moved in, at least – had always involved him, at least as far as he was aware. And given their penchant for vocalising their pleasure, he was sure he would have been aware of any such trysts going on under the same roof.

But now, after hearing those words and having that notion placed in his head, he could think of nothing else. It made so much sense, more sense than anything in his life ever had, and deep down he had known that since he first moved in. Everything just worked. Well, not everything, but it was those moments of conflict that kept things interesting. He was not fawned and obsessed over, did not have free reign to do as he pleased. It was a compromise. Sometimes he was driven by his own needs and desires and at other times, he was called upon to be at the service of the women with whom he lived. But whichever scenario presented itself, he always found himself satisfied with the outcome.

And now, the thought of losing all of that, just when things were beginning to fully take shape was a lot for him to take.

“It’s just a month,” said Naomi.

A month.

Relief rushed through his body even as his heart tightened. Previously, a month had meant nothing to him. He had been single longer than that and had relationships that hadn’t lasted nearly as long. To him, a month may as well have been a day or even an hour. But now, the idea of not seeing any of these women for such an extended period of time physically pained him. Since he moved in, he had spent every single day in their company, to one extent or another. Even if he didn’t physically see or speak to them all every day, he still heard them moving, talking, laughing. He still knew they were right there and that he could go to them at any time.

“We’ll be back before you know it,” said Mei.

“And we’ll have all sorts of presents for you,” said Yoko, brightly. “I can already think of so many things to buy!”

“Of course you can,” said Reina as she rolled her eyes.

“We should have a party!” said Yoko, ignoring Reina’s barb.

“What kind of party?” asked Naomi.

“A house party!” replied Yoko. “We can get dressed up and dance. It’ll be fun!”

Images of the previous party Yoko organised, the one for her birthday, flashed through John’s mind. Her birthday wish was to spend the day with him before they all went for dinner, then to spend the night with him, a night where Naomi also helped them celebrate.

He felt his cock twitch at the thought of those celebrations. That Mei’s hand was lightly rubbing his thigh under the table might also have been contributing to that.

“What do you think, lover boy?” asked Mei, as her hand rose further up his thigh, “you wanna party?”

◆◆◆

John stood there, towel in one hand, washbag in the other. Outside he heard the rush of excitement as the girls got ready, calling up and down the stairs as music and the whirr of hairdryers filled the air.

He wanted to feel excited for the night, a celebration of everything they had all shared. But he still couldn’t shake the feeling of loss. It was silly, he knew that. They were only going for a few weeks. But he couldn’t shake the fear that they might not come back, that they might stay in Japan. Or worse, that they might come back and realise how ridiculous their living situation had become and, with clear heads, ask him to leave, or else, move to another house without him.

He shook his head and tried to snap out of it. He was spiralling based on things that hadn’t happened – that would not happen – and he needed to focus. Just relax and have a good time, create positive memories and then concentrate on studying and essays until their return.

As he tried through sheer force of will to change his mood, his attention was broken by a knock at the door.

“Come in,” John shouted.

His bedroom door opened and in walked Aoi.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi,” he replied, seeing her smiling face immediately lightening his mood, “what’s up?”

“I was just wondering if you needed a hand getting ready?”

“Oh,” he said surprised, “not really, but thank you. I just need to have a shower and get dressed.”

“Oh ok,” she said, a hint of indifference in her tone, “I guess you don’t want help with either of those.” She strode into the room, eyes looking everywhere but at John, “I thought we might be able to have some fun in the shower. Oh well, that’s too bad…” she said, as she turned to walk away.

“Wait,” said John.

“It’s ok,” she said, “you don’t have to do it to humour me.”

“I’m not,” he said, “now that I think about it, maybe I do need some help getting ready.”

Aoi smiled.

“See you in a minute,” she said and left the room.

◆◆◆

John walked into the shower, not sure what to expect. He opened the door and found Aoi standing there, wearing nothing but a towel.

“Aren’t you going to close the door?” she asked.

“Oh, yes, sorry,” said John as he remembered where he was. He closed the door and walked further into the room. As he did so, she reached into the shower and turned the water on.

“Now then,” she said as she stepped closer to him, “let’s see what we have here.” She gently stroked his face as if inspecting him and, standing on her toes, ran her fingers lightly through his hair. “Ok, I think I can work with this.”

She took hold of the bottom of his t-shirt and began to lift it. John reached down to help her but she stopped taking the item of clothing off.

“Please sir, just relax and let me do my job. I am, after all, a professional.” She smiled politely as he let go of the t-shirt and raised up his arms and she pulled the top off. He tried not to laugh as she struggled to reach up.

“You can bend over slightly if you’d like,” she said and John obliged, leaning over slightly to allow her to remove the t-shirt from his head. “Thank you.”

She neatly folded his t-shirt and put it to one side, then ran her hands over his exposed torso, once again inspecting him.

“Right,” she said to herself, then grabbed the hem of his sweatpants and lowered them as she lowered herself to the ground. She gently cupped his cock and balls, still in his boxers as if studying them, then slowly pulled the boxers down. He lifted one foot and then the other as she pulled his trousers and boxers off his feet.

“Very nice,” she said, as she ran a finger over his cock, “very nice indeed.” She lifted it slightly and gave it the slightest of kisses on top before letting it go and standing up.

“If you wouldn’t mind taking your place within the relaxation chamber,” she said, indicating to the steaming hot shower, “your revitalisation process can be initialised.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said John as seriously as he could. He saw Aoi trying hard not to smile as he called her “ma’am” and stepped into the water facing away from her, so she could have a moment to smile without breaking the illusion she was trying to create.

The water was hot against his skin. He heard Aoi step into the shower, felt her standing directly behind him. He went to turn.

“Don’t turn around,” she said.

He faced back into the shower, the water wetting his hair.

“Head back.”

He leaned back and let the warm water run down his face. Behind, he heard her moving then felt her hands in his hair, her fingers moving across his scalp as she massaged in the shampoo.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Washing your hair,” she replied, simply.

He stood and let her continue, feeling the suds running down the sides of his face as her hands worked the shampoo into a lather. As she did so, he could feel her naked body pressed against his, her large soft breasts pressed into his back as she reached for his hair, her trimmed pubic hair brushing against his ass as she moved.

“Perfect,” she said as she took a step back, “now you must leave it in a minute, so don’t put your hair under the water, ok?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. Now take a small step back.”

He obeyed and took a step back, letting the hot water run down his chest.

There was more clinking of bottles and then he felt the familiar sensation of his body scrubber on his back.

“How’s this?” she asked, as she moved it in circles across the centre of his back.

“Good,” he said, as she moved it in circles upwards, over his shoulder blades and across the top of his back, before working down the sides and over the small of his back. She worked her way back up and rubbed it up and down his arms, carefully, making sure to hit each spot. First one, then the other.

She added more shower gel and, still standing behind him, reached around and moved it in circles over his flat stomach and then over his chest, her body once again pressed into him from behind. He could feel her rubbing against him, as if she was using her whole body to cleanse him, her soft skin sliding effortlessly across his as her breasts and belly and pussy rubbed against him, working the suds into his skin.

As she continued, she slid her other hand around his waist and down to his cock, where she began to gently stroke him. As her soap-covered hand slid up and down his shaft, he got harder and harder until he was fully erect.

She worked him slowly as she moved the scrubber along his stomach and over his ass, moving across one cheek then the other. She then removed her hand from his cock, the hot water running down and waterfalling off the end of his erection as she crouched behind him as she began to wash his thighs and calves.

“Turn around.”

He turned around and she began washing the front of his legs, moving upwards before gently moving up and down his shaft, coating his cock in suds as she cleaned him. She put the scrubber down and stood in front of him.

He saw her for the first time, her hair sticking to her wet face.

“Do you feel clean?” she asked, as she stood directly in front of him, the tip of his cock pressed into her soft thigh.

“Very,” he said.

She looked him in the eye and without changing her expression began to slowly stroke him.

“And how about now?”

“Maybe a bit dirtier.”

“A bit?” she asked, stroking him faster, pressing her breasts against his chest.

“Maybe a lot.”

“Me too,” she said, smiling. “Turn around.”

She let go of his cock and he turned around, the water washing the suds from his body as the hot water ran over his head and Aoi ran a hand through his hair.

Once sud-free, she moved around and stood in front of him, the hot water now running down her back. She began to stroke his cock again and kissed his chest as she lowered herself down to her knees. He looked down at her as she stroked him, and then he moaned as she took him in her mouth.

He closed his eyes and let the water run down his body as she sucked his cock, her hands running up the backs of his legs and gripping his ass. She moved slowly, sliding her lips up and down his shaft with care, stopping with only the head in her mouth and swirling her tongue slowly around it before taking him deep in her mouth.

He opened his eyes and looked down to watch her, naked and wet, water running over her body, her lips wrapped around him. She slid his cock out of her mouth and looked up at him as she worked him with her hand. She smiled and then took him back in her mouth, sucking him quickly as she pressed him deep into her throat.

He reached down and took hold of her wet hair, holding her in place as he began to thrust, fucking her mouth as she knelt in front of him, her hands gripping his ass.

He felt himself getting close and slowed down, before pulling his cock out of her mouth.

John let go of Aoi’s hair and she stood up and kissed him, pressing herself against him, his cock sliding in between her thighs. As they kissed, she rubbed her pussy over the top of his cock, moaning as it slid between her wet lips.

“Turn around,” he said. With a sigh, she slid his cock from between her legs and turned around. “Bend over.”

Aoi placed her hands on the shower wall and bent over, sticking her firm ass out as John kneeled behind her. The water ran down her back and off her tight ass as John caressed her asscheeks and ran his tongue up her tight slit.

Aoi moaned as John’s tongue slid up between her wet lips as he ate her pussy from behind.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as John slid his tongue into her tight hole, kissing it as he licked inside her, as she rubbed her ass up and down on his face, “you’re so good at that.”

As he sucked on her entrance, he could taste the sweet flavours of her arousal, and watched as her tight asshole puckered in front of him. He slid his tongue out of her and ran it up her pussy, finding her clit and licking down back to her entrance, causing her to moan, before licking up over her taint.

“Oh my god,” she moaned as John’s tongue reached its destination, “that’s my asshole!”

He held her asscheeks apart with his hands and ran his tongue up between them, licking over her asshole and feeling it tighten with surprise, then loosen and contract as his tongue slowly circled her other hole as hot water ran down his face.

“I can’t believe you’re eating my ass,” she moaned, “but don’t stop.”

He pressed his tongue against her harder and she cried out, rubbing her ass in his face as his tongue continued to work. He pulled her cheeks further apart and buried his face deeper in between them, kissing her asshole as his tongue pressed against her quivering hole.

“That feels so good,” she said, “I never thought I was the kind of girl to enjoy having my ass eaten!”

As he continued to lick her, he felt her body begin to shake and Aoi’s soft moans became high-pitched pants.

“Fuck,” she moaned, “I’m gonna cum… uhh… from… oh my god… from my ass!” she let out a high squeal and her tight body began shaking powerfully as she came. John held onto her asscheeks and continued to move his tongue around her virgin hole as she rode his face, prolonging her anal orgasm as long as possible.

She kept rubbing her ass on his face as he kept his face buried deep in her ass, eating her out until finally, she slowed, her body relaxing, her hands against the shower wall seemingly the only thing keeping her on her feet.

She squealed softly as he gave her twitching asshole a final little kiss, watching it quiver for a moment, and then stood up behind her.

“How was that?” he asked, pressing behind her and stroking her body from behind.

“So dirty,” she said, “so very dirty.”

“You had enough?”

“Not nearly,” she said. With one hand still on the wall, she reached behind her and found his hard cock. She stroked it a few times and then tightened her grip, pulling him closer and positioning the head of his cock against her entrance.

She moaned as she pressed back on his cock, pushing it inside her tight pussy. John took hold of her hips and began to work himself into her moving slowly as he got deeper.

Once in, he began moving faster, holding her steady as he took her from behind, her lips gripping his cock as water ran over both of them, splashing on the floor as it fell off their bodies as he fucked her hard.

She moved her hands up the wall, straightening her body, as the two of them moved closer to the glass panel, until her body was pressed against it. She gasped hard as he fucked her, her big tits pressed against the steamed-up glass, the side of her face pressed against it also.

She reached behind and grabbed his wet hair, gripping it firmly and holding her face away from the glass, panting heavily as he fucked her from that tight angle, her pussy gripping his cock.

“Such a dirty boy,” she moaned, “you’re going to make such a mess in my pussy.”

He fucked her faster.

“Such a mess,” he said.

“A big mess?”

“So fucking big.”

“Oh, please, yes, make a mess,” she begged, “cum inside me and make a big fucking mess.”

“I’m gonna cum,” he moaned.

“Cum in me,” she moaned, “make a mess of your dirty cumslut.”

He moaned as he came deep inside her, thrusting deep inside as his cum flooded her body.

“So dirty,” she moaned, “give me more.”

He kept fucking her, deep thrusts as he filled her with his cum, her tight pussy gripping his cock.

“Fuck,” he gasped with exhaustion, his body gently pressing hers against the glass.

“So dirty,” she moaned.

He moved back and slid his cock out of her. He was barely out of her before she turned around and dropped to her knees.

“Just one more part to clean up,” she said, “and then you can get ready for the party.” She smiled at him as she took his pussy-slick cock in her mouth and began to suck him clean.

◆◆◆

Feeling fully refreshed, John had left Aoi in the shower and returned to his bedroom, finally ready to party.

He had expected Mei to pop out from her bedroom and accost him with a whistle as he walked back to his room in nothing but a towel, likely throwing a cheeky comment about Aoi in with it, but she was nowhere to be seen.

Not that he minded. He was sure there would be enough of that later on.

He put down his wash bag and took the towel from around his waist. As he began to dry himself, he couldn’t help but smile at how fortunate he had been to find this place, to find them. One minute, he was worrying about being homeless, the next he was invited into their home, which quickly became his home.

He draped the towel on the back of the chair and opened the wardrobe, looking for something to wear.

◆◆◆

John adjusted his shirt collar. He had gone for smart casual, nothing too fancy, but not something that made him look like a slob. He walked downstairs and noticed the house was suspiciously quiet. He stopped outside the living room door, but there was no sound. He figured they must be in the kitchen, getting things ready for the party.

“SURPRISE!” they all shouted as he entered the living room, each setting off a party popper which, with a bang, fired a stream of coloured paper into the air, most of which landed on his head.

“My god,” he proclaimed, hand on his racing heart, “you nearly gave me a heart attack.”

“Surprise!” said Yoko, as she raced up to him and threw her arms around his neck. “We wanted to make sure tonight started with a bang!”

“And if you’re lucky,” said Mei, as Yoko continued to hang onto John, “she’ll make sure it ends in a bang as well!”

Yoko let go of John and turned to glare at Mei.

“Hey,” said Mei, as she held up her hands, “I’m just the messenger.”

“Oh look at you,” said Yoko, returning her attention to John as she adjusted his collar, “you look so handsome.”

“Thanks,” said John, as he brushed a roll of coloured streamers from his face, “I’m sure the colours really make my eyes pop.”

“They do!” said Yoko, missing the sarcasm of his tone. “Oh, we’re going to have so much fun!” As she pulled him further into the room with one hand, she fiddled with her phone in the other, until suddenly the room exploded with the kind of loud pop music Yoko couldn’t get enough of.

◆◆◆

As the music blared, the girls danced and laughed and joked and sang along, squeezed into their form-showing dresses. John danced along, watching Aoi giggling as Mei backed into her, rubbing her ass, barely concealed by her short black dress, into the other girl’s crotch. As she grinded upon Aoi, Mei looked across the room to make sure John was getting a good view of the show, before turning and giving Aoi a long, slow kiss. Aoi stopped laughing, her eyes closing as her tongue sought out Mei’s, her desire building.

“Come on,” said Yoko, grabbing John’s hand, “dance with me.”

John complied and danced simply as Yoko jumped and moved in perfect time to the music. There was something about the way she flicked her hair as she danced that was almost as mesmerising as her breasts, her deep-cut red dress showing off her ample cleavage, which bounced with every move.

Suddenly, she jumped forward and threw her arms around his neck, pressing her body against his as she continued to move to the music.

“Like this,” she said, guiding his body, his cock pressed against her thigh which was tucked between his legs, and began to sway.

“That’s it,” she said, as she continued to rub herself up against him, “don’t be afraid to use your body.” Behind, John could see Tsumugi and Naomi sharing a joke, gentle touches on bare skin, almost flirtatious.

“Just like that,” Yoko whispered quietly into his ear, her legs pressed tightly on his leg as she rubbed herself up and down his thigh. She moved faster, still swaying to the music, her body still in perfect sync. She pressed her body into his and he could feel her warm breath on her neck, her breathing getting faster as she rode his leg.

He felt the warmth of her pussy on him as she continued to move. He kept his hands on her thighs, keeping up the pretence that this was still just a dance, desperate to slide his hands over her ass, to pull up her short skirt and slide a finger deep into her throbbing pussy.

She kept rubbing on him as if no one else was in the room. As he looked around, he saw none of the other girls were watching, all caught up in their own little moments, as Yoko grew closer and closer to cumming.

So did he, as her leg rubbed against his hard cock. He tightened his grip on her hips and breathed slowly, trying to control himself.

“Oh fuck,” she muttered to herself, “I love this song. I fucking love this – aah!”

As the song reached the crescendo of the final chorus, Yoko moaned into his ear, her body shaking as she came, the warmth of his pussy on his leg growing as she rubbed faster. She gripped his neck and pushed her heaving breasts into his chest and he could feel her heart beating fast as she rode her public orgasm to the beat of the song.

After a few moments, the song ended and Yoko’s orgasm cooled. She held onto him, breathing more gently, and moved back gently from him.

“You’re such a good dancer,” she whispered and softly kissed his cheek.

◆◆◆

John ran the water until it was ice cold, filled up the glass and downed it in one. He sighed with relief.

“Hi.”

John turned and saw Reina standing behind him.

“Hey,” he said back.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Just getting a glass of water,” he replied, “it’s hot in there.” As he spoke, he could still feel the heat of Yoko’s climaxing body on him.

“Maybe I can cool you down,” she said, as she stepped closer to him and pressed her body into his, his back feeling the cool steel of the kitchen sink.

“I’m not sure this is going to cool me down,” he said, as she kissed his face and neck, her hand sliding down to his crotch and rubbing his cock through his trousers.

“I’m sorry,” she said, not stopping as she felt his cock, barely softened after Yoko’s dance, quickly hardening beneath her touch, “let me try another way.”

She kissed him on the lips and dropped to her knees.

“I don’t think this is a good idea,” he said as she undid his trousers and pulled them down, “what if someone walks –” he moaned as she whipped his boxers down and took his cock in her mouth. As she slid her lips up and down his semi-erect cock she moaned as it hardened in her mouth.

“Is that ok?” she asked, looking up at him, “or is my mouth too warm?” Before he could answer, she pursed her lips and began to softly blow a stream of cold air over his cock, now wet with her saliva. He shivered as she blew down his shaft and then back, directing her breath over the head.

“That’s perfect,” he said, as she continued to blow, her hand cradling his balls.

She took him back in her mouth and pressed her lips deep down his shaft, pushing his cock into her throat, then bobbed back and forth on it, her lips tightly gripping his cock as her tongue swirled in her mouth.

He closed his eyes and leaned his head back, his hand on the top of her head, guiding the speed as he focused on the feeling of his cock in her warm, wet mouth.

“Damn girl,” said Mei, “you’ve got to go deeper than that.”

John opened his eyes and saw Mei standing there, watching as Reina continued to suck his cock.

“It’s not – oh god,” John moaned as Reina took him deep in her mouth once again.

“That’s the spirit,” she said, as Reina held him deep in her throat, “we might make a proper slut out of you yet. Here, watch this.”

Mei knelt next to them and Reina slid his cock out of her mouth and gasped for breath. Mei looked up at John as she kissed the tip of his cock and then slid her lips all the way down his wet shaft, right to the very end. She held him there as she looked up, wide-eyed, before she moved back slightly before pushing down, sucking his cock as it was deep in her throat, her hands gripping his bare asscheeks.

He slid his fingers through her pink hair and took a handful, guiding her head faster as his hips began to thrust as he began to fuck her tight throat. Mei gripped his ass tighter, her fingernails digging into the flesh of his asscheeks, as he continued to fuck her face.

As he did so, he saw Reina, still on her knees, watching, one hand sliding over the top of her dress, playing with her breasts underneath the taut fabric, as one strap fell from her bare shoulder, the other hand sliding down and underneath her short dress, moaning as she began to play with herself.

After a while, Mei slid his cock out of her mouth, now slick with the saliva from her throat, and smiled as she breathed heavily.

“Impressed?” asked Mei.

“Very,” he said, as she slowly worked his cock with her hand.

“I know you are,” she said, smiling up at him, “I was talking to Reina.”

Reina, who had slipped her fingers out from under her dress when Mei turned to her, turned to look at her.

“That was ok, I guess.”

“That’s fightin’ talk,” said Mei, “go on, show me what you’ve got.”

Reina nudged Mei out of the way and looked at John’s cock, then up to John. She glanced at Mei, who was still smiling, and then back to John, before she took his cock in her mouth.

“Very nice,” said Mei as Reina pressed herself further and further down. As Reina worked John’s cock with her mouth, Mei stroked the girl’s dark hair.

“Now, let's see if you can multitask,” she said, as she slid her hand down the back of Reina’s dress and underneath, sliding her hand over Reina’s ass and all the way underneath.

Reina moaned and her mouth tightened on John’s cock and her hands gripped his ass for support.

“Oh fuck,” moaned John as Reina sucked his cock hard and deep, moaning with pleasure as she did so.

“Very impressive,” said Mei, “you can suck cock and get fingered at the same time. But guess what? I can multitask, too.” As she continued to finger Reina, Mei’s other hand reached out and cupped John’s balls, massaging them in her palm.

John watched the two women at his feet, Mei smiling, as Reina began to bounce, rubbing herself on Mei’s hand as she sucked his cock faster.

“There we go,” said Mei, “work that cock like the dirty cumslut you are.” Reina moaned and Mei laughed. “Of course you’d like to be put in your place, you little cock whore.” Reina moaned again.

As she continued, John could feel Reina’s body shaking.

“That’s right,” said Mei, “cum on my fingers as you take that cock in your mouth. Show him how desperate you are to worship his white cock.”

Reina moaned more and more, the vibrations moving through John’s cock as he felt the contractions of her throat on the head.

“Oh fuck,” moaned John, “I’m getting close.”

“You hear that?” said Mei, “that big white cock is about to fill your pretty little mouth with cum. You think you can handle that?”

Reina nodded as she continued to shake as she sucked his cock, moaning louder and louder.

“I’m gonna cum,” he moaned, the two of them building closer to their climaxes.

Reina kept sucking him as Mei played with his balls, John getting closer and closer. He gripped the edge of the sink hard, trying to resist the urge to cum in Reina’s throat for as long as possible.

But as her mouth tightened on his cock as she got closer to her orgasm, he could no longer resist and moaned as he let go and shot his load deep into Rinea’s throat, fully triggering Reina’s orgasm. She kept sucking his cock, moaning loudly as she rubbed herself furiously on Mei’s concealed hand as he pumped load after load into her mouth.

He gripped her hair and held her steady as he fucked her tight throat with sharp thrusts, filling her mouth with cum, until he was finished.

Once they were both done, he gently guided her mouth off of his cock, as strands of saliva and cum hung from her lips. She tried to breathe deeply, but her mouth was full, his thick load sitting on her tongue. Without a word, Mei grabbed Reina’s hair, pulled the girl’s face closer and pressed her lips against hers. As she kissed the girl’s cum-filled mouth, Mei’s tongue slid across Reina’s and scooped all of John’s cum out of her mouth.

The two girls broke away and Reina swallowed the saliva and last drops of cum in her mouth and breathed deeply, catching her breath. When she had just about done so, Mei kissed her again and the two of them shared his cum, stroking each other’s faces as his load moved between their mouths, their lips and tongues caressing one another.

After a few moments, they broke away and Mei showed John the cum on her tongue, then Rinea did the same. John watched as both girls knelt before him, their mouths full, then closed their mouths and swallowed before opening them again to show him they had gladly taken his tribute.

“How was that?” asked Mei, as she looked at John.

“Amazing,” he said as he looked down at the two women.

“Yeah,” said Mei, “the girl’s got potential.” With that, she turned and kissed Reina, slowly this time. After a moment, Mei turned to John’s cock and ran her tongue up one side, before Reina joined in and licked the other, both girls working together to clean their saliva and the last drops of cum from him.

As they did so, Mei raised her hand in the air, pointing two soaking wet fingers at him, and John leaned down and took them in his mouth, sucking Reina’s pussy juices off the other girl’s fingers.

“Well then,” Mei said, once her fingers and John’s cock were sufficiently cleaned, “I think it’s time to get back to the party, don’t you think? Before anyone misses us.”

Both girls stood quickly and readjusted their dresses as John pulled up his trousers. As he did his belt up, he watched the two of them walk across the kitchen and reenter the party.

◆◆◆

“I think it’s time for bed,” said Tsumugi, much to the protest of everyone else.

It had been a long night, with dancing and laughing music that was far too loud and even though he was starting to get a headache he hadn’t minded. But, whilst he had enjoyed the evening, for sure, he also felt it was time for it to draw to a close.

“She’s right,” said Naomi, as she turned off the music, “any later and we’re going to get noise complaints.”

“What do we care?” asked Reina, “we’re not going to be here anyway.”

The rest of the girls glared at her.

“Don’t say that,” said Yoko.

“Well, we won’t,” replied Reina.

“That’s not the point!”

“Ok,” said Naomi, “I think this is a good sign that it’s time for the night to come to an end. The last thing we want is to end on a sour note where we’re all shouting and fighting.”

“Sounds like a regular night here, to me,” said Mei.

“Which is precisely why we should avoid it. Tonight isn’t a regular night, it’s a special night to celebrate and to be thankful for what we have. It is a night of joy and togetherness, one which should end on a high note.”

“That’s right,” said Tsumugi, “this should be a night to remember not yet another night to forget. We’ve had a fun time and that’s something we can all look back on fondly. Besides, there will be plenty of time for fighting when we get back.”

“Hear, hear,” said Mei, raising an imaginary glass, “to all our future arguments.”

“That’s not what I meant,” said Tsumugi.

“To future arguments!” shouted Aoi, clinking her imaginary glass with Mei’s.

“Aoi!” said Tsumugi, exasperated.

Aoi giggled as she turned to Tsumugi, and Tsumugi couldn’t help but laugh either. Soon, the whole room was filled with giggles and chuckles and soon they were all clinking their imaginary glasses to future conflicts.

And with that, they all headed off to bed.

◆◆◆

John lay in bed, eyes closed but wide awake. He couldn’t stop thinking about them. He took a deep breath and tried to clear his mind, hoping to drift off.

As he lay there, he thought he heard a gentle knock at the door. He lay there, eyes closed, waiting to see if it happened again. There was nothing and he tried to drift off again, but heard the door slowly creaking open and then closing.

He heard the soft shuffling of feet across the room, getting closer as he lay there in silence. Then, without a word, he felt a hand lifting the duvet slightly and a figure sliding into bed with him.

“I just wanted to say goodnight,” whispered Tsumugi, her naked body pressed gently against his. He turned and looked at her. Even though it was dark, he could make out her soft features and the slight smile that played upon her lips.

“Oh,” said John, unsure how to respond as her bare leg wrapped around his, her trimmed pubic hair rubbing against his hip as her breasts pressed into his arm.

“You don’t want a goodnight kiss?” she asked, her hand gently stroking his bare chest.

“I do,” he said, and she leaned in softly to kiss him.

She kissed him again, longer this time, her lips parting slightly, as did his. Then wider, their tongues meeting as her body pressed into him as she rubbed herself against his naked body. She moaned softly into his mouth and then slid herself on top of him, her body on his, her warm pussy rubbing against his hardening cock.

He ran his hands over her back, feeling her soft skin, moving down to her ass and grabbing her firm cheeks. She moaned and gently bit his lip, holding the soft flesh in between her teeth, tugging as her body moved faster on top of him.

She let go and kissed him hard as her pussy, getting wetter by the second, rubbed up and down the underside of his shaft.

“I want you inside me,” she moaned, as she moved faster.

She yelped as John suddenly rolled her onto her back, and kissed her from on top, moving his mouth down her neck, to her breasts and began to suck on first one nipple and then the other. As he did so, her legs tightened around his waist, her heels pressing into his back as she continued to writhe underneath him.

“I want you inside me,” she repeated, “now.”

He moved back up and kissed her, holding himself steady with one hand, as the other reached down and took hold of his cock as he guided himself into her.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he pressed himself into her, “I forgot how fucking big you were.”

He worked his cock slowly into her tight pussy, feeling the warmth and wetness of her as he got deeper and deeper.

Fully in, he began to move in long slow strokes, giving her the entire length of his cock.

“More,” she pleaded, “I need more.”

He began to move faster, fucking her harder as she moaned and gasped with pleasure.

“That’s it,” she said, her legs still wrapped around him, her fingernails digging into his back. “Oh fuck.” As he fucked her, he felt her body reacting to his, their bodies moving in tandem.

He heard a small noise in the darkness, something akin to a squeak. He turned to look and saw, standing a little distance from the bed, Aoi, with one hand down her pyjama bottoms.

“Come here,” said Tsumugi softly, reaching out a hand to the girl. One hand still between her legs, Aoi reached out with the other and took Tsumugi’s hand in hers. Tsumugi pulled her closer and, as John continued to fuck her, she kissed the other girl.

“You must be so worked up,” said Tsumugi, John now fucking her slowly.

“So,” said Aoi, “look.” She pulled her hand out of her pyjamas and in the moonlight, he could see they were soaking wet. She held them out for John. He could smell the one girl’s pussy as he fucked the other, and took her fingers in his mouth tasting her desire.

“I want a taste,” said Tsumugi, as the fingers slipped out of John’s mouth, and John kissed her, sliding his tongue into her mouth, sharing Aoi’s taste. “I need more.” Tsumugi slipped her hand down Aoi’s pyjama bottoms and Aoi moaned as her best friend’s fingers worked beneath the soft fabric.

John watched as after a few moments, Tsumugi slipped her wet fingers out and sucked on them, before reaching out again and tugging on the bottoms.

“Take them off,” she said, and John watched as Aoi complied, dropping the thin shorts to the floor. “And the top.” As Aoi took off her top, John admired the girl’s body, her pale skin illuminated by the slivers of moonlight.

“What are you doing?” asked Tsumugi as John slipped his cock out of her.

“Making room for a third,” he said, as he got out of bed.

Aoi stared at his wet cock and ran a gentle finger over the top of his shaft before sticking it in her mouth and tasting her friend’s pussy on her fingertip.

Aoi sighed with satisfaction as Tsumugi repositioned herself along the bed, feet on the floor. As John stepped between her legs once again, working himself more easily into her cock-ready pussy, as Aoi climbed on top of her and placed her pussy in Tsumugi’s mouth.

Both girls moaned with pleasure as they got into position, and as John began to fuck Tsumugi again, he watched Aoi’s firm ass as she rode Tsumugi’s face, the girl moaning as her friend’s tongue slid deep inside her.

John took hold of Tsumugi’s legs and held them up, watching as Tsumugi’s hands slid down her friend’s back and grabbed her asscheeks.

As John began to fuck Tsumugi harder, Aoi began to moan louder, as if he was fucking her, as if it was his mouth that was buried between her legs, licking at her wetness, tasting her desire, as if his cock was sliding in and out of her wet pussy.

So distracted was he at the thought of tasting Aoi again, that he didn’t hear anyone else enter the room, until he felt two hands slide down his arms.

“Got room for another?” whispered Mei, into his ear as her lean, naked body pressed into his.

“Always,” said John, as Mei licked his ear and ran a hand over his chest.

“Perfect,” she said, as she slid away from him and onto the bed, crawling up to Aoi and kissing her as she looked at John fucking Tsumugi.

“That looks like fun,” said Mei.

Aoi, speechless, nodded her head.

“Can I have a try?”

Aoi thought for a moment, then nodded and climbed off of Tsumugi. Mei leaned over and kissed the girl’s wet mouth, tasting Aoi.

“May I take a seat?” she asked Tsumugi.

“You may,” said Tsumugi and the bad girl straddled her face, reverse cowgirl style, looking at John. She moaned with pleasure as Tsumugi began to eat her out, then leaned forward on the other girl’s body and began to suck Tsumugi’s clit as John continued to fuck her.

Aoi watched on, two fingers furiously working her saliva-coated pussy as she watched the two of them work Tsumugi.

“Come here,” said John, confident Mei was more than enough for Tsumugi. Aoi moved closer and John kissed her, laying her down next to her best friend. Aoi spread her legs and John pressed himself into her. His wet cock slid into her wet pussy with ease, despite how tight she was, and began to fuck her.

Aoi moaned with pleasure and reached out, touching Tsumugi and Mei as John began to fuck her faster. With her other hand, she reached down and began quickly circling her swollen clit again.

“That’s not fair!” shouted Yoko from behind John, “I wanted to say goodnight!”

“Goodnight, Yoko,” said Mei, looking up and laughing, before she buried her face between Tsumugi’s legs once again.

“It’s ok,” said Naomi, as she gently rubbed her shoulder, “I’m sure you’ll get your turn, won’t she John?” Before he could answer, Naomi had led Yoko to the bed and laid her down next to Aoi. Naomi slowly pulled off Yoko’s pyjama trousers and softly kissed up the girl’s legs, spreading them as she moved.

Yoko moaned as Naomi kissed the girl’s inner thighs before running her tongue up between her wet lips. John watched the half-dressed girl on the bed moaning as Naomi ate her pussy, her hand gripping her friend’s hair and holding her head firmly in place.

Tsumugi began to moan loudly into Mei’s pussy, her body visibly shaking as Mei’s mouth continued to work between her shaking legs.

“Fuck!” Tsumugi shouted as Mei made her cum, her mouth still working to prolong the orgasm, as Aoi began to moan, her body shaking as she came next to her best friend. John didn’t know if it was a coincidence, but he was sure her friend’s orgasmic moans triggered Aoi’s own orgasm.

John, still fucking Aoi, slowed down, holding off an orgasm of his own as Aoi’s pussy contracted on his cock, the climatic moans of both women ringing in his ears.

Once Aoi’s orgasm subsided, John pulled his cock out of her dripping wet pussy as Mei climbed off of Tsumugi. As they did so, Tsumugi and Aoi both instinctively rolled into one another, holding one another close as their exhausted bodies continued to shake, the pair sharing small kisses with wet lips.

“Perfect timing, lover boy,” said Mei, as she got on all fours and shook her firm ass. John saw for the first time that she was wearing her heart-shaped ass plug. John moved behind and played with the plug, watching as it throbbed in her asshole. “Now, are you going to give me a proper goodbye? Tsumugi got me nice and warm for you.”

John took her by her hips and slid his cock into her soaking wet pussy. He fucked her hard and fast as she threw her ass back begging for more, her head low down on the bed.

“That’s the stuff,” she said as John fucked her from behind, and yelped as he spanked her ass. “Again!”

She cried out again as he spanked her and again, her pale ass reddening with his handprints.

“Oh my God,” cried Yoko in a high-pitched voice, “I’m cumming!”

John watched Yoko squeezing her tits through her thin top, digging her fingers into the soft flesh with one hand as the other gripped Naomi’s hair tighter.

“Why was I not invited?” asked Reina, in a huff.

“The more the merrier,” gasped Mei, one hand furiously rubbing her clit, “if you think you can keep up. Oh fuck.”

Naomi stood and leaned into Yoko, kissing the girl with her pussy-soaked mouth, Yoko greedily tasting her own pussy, before Naomi gently unbuttoned her friend’s top and undressed her completely.

“Now, now,” said Naomi to Reina, “no need to cause a fuss.” She reached out and took hold of Reina’s hand, pulling her down to the bed and kissing her, the taste of Yoko’s desire still on her lips. Her lips moved down, kissing Reina’s bare neck, down over her silk top and began to suck on Reina’s firm nipple through the soft fabric.

As John watched, he noticed Aoi crawling across the bed towards Mei. She knelt next to the girl and ran her hands over Mei’s back and to her ass, her fingers gently tracing the red marks on her well-spanked cheeks. Mei sighed as Aoi placed a series of soft kisses on the sensitive area.

Aoi looked at the heart-shaped plug in Mei’s ass and then up at John. Without another word, she slid her fingers over Mei’s ass and began to play with it. She placed a solitary finger in the middle of the heart and began to move the plug in small circles in her friend’s ass, smiling as the girl moaned with pleasure. Then, she reached for it and began to slowly pull it out, stretching Mei’s tight asshole before pushing it back deep inside of her.

Mei moaned loudly as Aoi continued, her petite friend fucking her ass whilst John fucked her pussy.

“I love getting both my holes filled,” moaned Mei, “don’t fucking stop.”

John and Aoi continued to work Mei, as Tsumugi crawled next to Aoi and leaned down, whispering into Mei’s ear.

“Oh fuck,” said Mei, “that sounds so good,” as Tsumugi continued to whisper. “Oh fuck, you’re gonna make me…”

Mei moaned loudly with pleasure as she came, Tsumugi still whispering in Mei’s ear, her hand running through Mei’s pink hair as John and Aoi continued to work both her holes. John could feel her pussy contracting on his cock as she came, bringing him close to the edge again. He breathed deeply and held off his own orgasm as the pink-haired girl came on his cock.

As Mei’s orgasm cooled, John slowly slid his cock out of her, his shaft coated in her wetness. He took a breath to collect himself as he watched her well-fucked pussy contracting, before Aoi leaned over and began licking Mei’s soaking wet pussy as the plug in Mei’s ass continued to pulsate.

Reina, now completely naked, stood in front of John, kissing and caressing him as his cock slipped in between her thighs, her wet pussy rubbing over her wet cock. John ran his hands over her body, her bare back, and down to her ass, causing her to moan as he gripped her cheeks tight.

As he went to lay her down on the bed, she took him by surprise and turned him around, pushing him down and straddling him. She rubbed her pussy over the underside of his shaft as she kissed him, her warm body pressing into his.

She reached down and took hold of his cock, moaning as she slid it deep into herself. She began to ride him quickly, pushing herself up and down, her hands on his flat stomach for support as she sat upright on his cock.

Reina cried out as Mei took one of her firm nipples in her mouth, sucking on her tit as Aoi took the other in her mouth.

“Oh fuck,” cried Reina, as the two women sucked on her nipples, and Tsumugi knelt behind her, pressing her body into hers, matching the rhythm with which Reina was riding John’s cock. As she did so, she ran her hands over Reina’s body, cupping her tits as they were sucked, before sliding one hand down to her clit and fingering the girl as she slid deeper onto John’s cock.

“Hi,” said Naomi, as she crawled over to John. “May I?” she asked and gently kissed his lips.

“Please,” he said and watched as the girl climbed on top of him, her wet pussy inches from his face. He opened his mouth as she lowered herself onto him and she moaned as he took her pussy in his mouth, sucking and licking at her entrance.

As she rode his face, he watched her tight little asshole spasming with pleasure, her asscheeks parting as she bent forward, and as she pushed her ass back he let her clit slip into his mouth. She moaned as he began to suck, circling her with his tongue, his mouth now full of the taste of her pussy.

As she leaned forward, he saw Yoko in the corner of his eye, crawling across the bed. He watched her hands stroking the asses of both Aoi and Tsumugi, as she leaned in to kiss Reina. As she did so, John took one hand from Reina’s ass and reached out, finding first Yoko’s leg and then her thigh, before sliding over her ass and finding her pussy.

Yoko moaned as John played with her pussy, feeling the warmth of her wetness, before he slid two fingers deep inside her. Yoko moaned into Reina’s mouth, and began to slowly ride John’s fingers, pressing her ass down deep onto them, getting faster and faster.

As Yoko rode his fingers, John repositioned his other hand and slid his thumb in between Naomi’s asscheeks and, with his thumb, began playing with her asshole. She moaned loudly as he circled her tight hole as he sucked on her clit.

She moaned louder, riding his face faster, her pussy juices running down his face.

“Oh Goddess,” she cried as she rubbed her ass on his face, pressing her asshole harder onto his thumb, her tight hole spreading as the tip pressed deeper, “I feel you inside me.”

She moaned as she came, John’s thumb in her asshole as she rode his face hard and fast, spreading her wetness all over him as she did so.

She cried out loud and rolled off of him, breathing heavily as her body shook.

“I’m going to cum,” moaned Reina, riding him faster.

“No,” said John, his hands on her thighs.

“But please,” she begged, moving faster.

“No,” he repeated, watching as his cock slid in and out of her dripping wet pussy.

She cried out loud, holding back her orgasm as she took his entire cock, her wetness dripping down his balls.

“Please,” she begged.

John said nothing, watching her writhing, her body desperate to cum, as she waited patiently for his command.

“Cum for me,” he said finally and with that, she cried out and let her orgasm flow through her, shaking as the four girls worked at her body as she rode his cock hard.

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck,” she cried, “how can you do this to me?”

She kept riding him, her pussy contracting on his cock, her warm juices flowing, as her body shook with pleasure. She rode him faster and faster and, just when he thought he was about to cum, she fell flat on top of him, her sweat-covered body pressed against his. He stroked her hair as she slid up, her breathing heavy. He slid his cock out of her, and she rolled next to Reina, where the other girl took her in her arms and kissed her softly.

“Finally,” said Yoko, “my turn!”

Without missing a beat, Yoko climbed onto John and slid his cock into her. She moaned as she began to ride him slowly.

“Oh god,” she moaned, riding him faster, her hands on his chest. He reached down to her ass, gripping firmly, lifting her up and down as she rode his cock faster and faster.

He felt himself getting close and knew there was no avoiding it this time. He pushed himself into an upright position, kissing her as she continued to ride him, her large breasts pressed into his chest.

She screamed as he suddenly pushed forward and stood up. She wrapped her legs around his back, his cock still deep inside her. He kissed her as he turned and lay her on the bed, before standing upright and, holding her legs apart, began to fuck her fast.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “just like that.”

As he held her legs in the air, Tsumugi and Naomi appeared at his side, and took them, holding her legs apart for him, stroking them as they did so, their fingers sliding down and teasing her inner thighs.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, as Mei and Reina took turns sucking on her tits and kissing one another. “I can’t take it,” she said as Aoi leaned over her naked body and began to circle Yoko’s clit with her tongue. “I think I’m going to explode!”

He fucked her faster, ready to explode himself.

“Fuckfuckfuck,” she cried.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, “I’m gonna cum.”

“Please,” she begged, “please cum, I want to feel your cum all over me.”

He fucked her hard and fast, the desire for release building and building until, unable to take anymore, he pulled his cock out and started working himself with his hand. As he did so, Aoi moved her mouth from Yoko’s clit and began furiously rubbing it with her fingers instead.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “do it now. Cum all over my perfect body. Your princess commands you.”

He looked around the room and saw all six women, their perfect Japanese bodies on display, watching him work his cock, slick from being inside them all, all desperate for him to cum.

“Please,” said Aoi, “I want to see you cum.”

“Cum,” said Mei, “cum all over her tight pussy, like you deserve to do.”

Soon, they were all begging him to cum over Yoko, all watching, desperate for his release.

He kept working himself, getting closer and closer as they watched with anticipation. He held back as long as he could, making the feeling last, savouring every second of pleasure until finally he couldn’t take any more and cried out as he came all over Yoko’s perfect body laid out in front of him.

“Oh fuck,” moaned Yoko as his hot load splashed over her smooth skin, “cum all over my tits, please.”

He moaned as he unleashed load after load onto her perfect body, the women watching him cover her with his cum as Yoko cried with pleasure as she came too, his cum shooting over her flat belly and up over her tits, over her nipples before he aimed down and covered her perfect, wet pussy with the last of his load, watching as his hot seed dripped into her open pussy.

Yoko moaned softly as the girls descended upon her, licking up his cum from her body, her tits, her pussy.

“I want some,” moaned Yoko, and Naomi slid up from between the girl’s legs and kissed her, sliding her tongue into the girl’s mouth as they shared his thick load.

As they did so, Tsumugi and Aoi kissed, as did Mei and Reina, each couple sharing his cum, passing it back and forth, until they one by one swallowed it down, and fell to the bed laughing.

“We missed a bit,” said Aoi, who dropped to her knees and took his cock in her mouth, sucking the juices of all six women from him, and the last of his cum, swallowing it down greedily. Once clean, she stood up and kissed him slowly, the taste of all of them in her mouth.

Aoi leaned back and smiled at him, her soft legs brushing against his cock.

“How was that?” asked Mei.

“Perfect,” said John, smiling.

“Good,” she said, “cause I’m exhausted.” With that, she and the rest of the girls crawled under the covers.

“How are we all going to fit?” asked Yoko.

“We’ll find a way,” said Mei, “even if we have to get creative.” She winked at John and he got into the bed with his six beautiful housemates.

◆◆◆

When he woke, he was alone.

No longer was he surrounded by the six beautiful Japanese women who had become first his housemates, then one-by-one his lovers, then, finally, his Asian College Harem.

He rolled onto his front and stretched his arm out across the bed. He could still feel the warmth of their bodies, could still smell them, their sex and their perfumes mingling in the sheets, and despite the events of the previous night, felt his cock tingling again.

He yawned and sat up, sitting on the side of the bed, and stretching. He stood and looked at the bed, the sheets crumpled in the chaos of the evening before, now caked with the sweat and sexual desire of all of them. He knew he’d have to put on fresh sheets, but that could wait.

On the pillow, he saw a pair of white panties and a small note.

To make sure you don’t forget us x

He picked up the panties and felt the soft, white cotton under his fingers. He knew they belonged to Aoi. He put them to his nose and smelt deeply the scent of her pussy on them, his cock reacting naturally to it. He put them back on the pillow, sure he would find a use for them in the coming days and weeks.

He walked out of the bedroom, still completely naked. He stood at the top of the stairs. All the bedroom doors upstairs were closed. He listened and for the first time, the house actually sounded empty. Not the sound of a house with no people, but that deeper silence, the one that exists in places where no one has been or no one will be for the foreseeable future.

He walked down the stairs and saw there too, the bedroom doors were closed. He wondered how much stuff they had taken. Was it enough for the month, or was it everything they could carry? Perhaps they took practically nothing, instead each having a different wardrobe for life back home. Clothes that told their old friends and families they were still the same respectable young women they had been when they had left. Yet he knew who they truly were, these six remarkable women, all living freely and exploring to find their true selves, their true desires and sexual proclivities.

He walked down the corridor towards the closed living room door, half hoping that when he pushed it open, they would all be there, sitting in their pyjamas laughing and antagonising each other in equal measure, just as they had the first day he arrived. But when he finally opened the door, there was nothing but an empty room.

He walked through and into the kitchen, getting himself a glass of water and downing it in one. He sighed deeply as he filled the glass again, not realising how thirsty he had been, how dehydrated the previous night had made him. He drank half of the second glass, then went to leave the kitchen, sipping occasionally on the rest of the glass.

He returned to the living room and realised there was no sign of a party last night, no sign that anything had happened at all. Everything was neat and tidy and exactly as it should be. So too, he realised, was the kitchen.

Even so, he still caught the faint scent of perfume, and could still hear their laughter as they danced and joked around. He took a deep breath and sighed, wondering how he would get through the next few weeks.

He had, he realised, become somewhat dependent on them, for both sex and friendship. Before, the idea of going a month without sex, whilst not a pleasant one, would not have been that big of a deal. But now, having experienced living with six beautiful women who all wanted to sleep with him, the thought was far more daunting.

He wondered if he would be able to cope. Would masturbation be enough, or would he simply abstain from sexual acts altogether, letting his sexual desire build as he waited for them to return to him?

He took a sip of water and walked back through the empty hallway and up the stairs, the sound of each step echoing through the empty halls.

He walked back into his bedroom, put the glass of water on the bedside cabinet, and crawled into bed. He wrapped himself in the duvet, feeling their presence on the sheets. As he closed his eyes, he could see all of them there, waiting for him, desperate to be with him, all making love to one another. As they surrounded him, touching him, caressing his naked body with theirs, the scents and sounds of each one of them as vivid as if they were really there, kissing him and stroking his cock, whispering the filthy things they wanted to do to him and the things they wanted him to do to them.

Tsumugi. Aoi. Mei. Naomi. Yoko. Reina.

And as he felt the first lick of a warm tongue slide along his cock, he reached for the panties on his pillow, wrapped them around his cock and began to work himself. It would be a long time until they returned, but he knew part of them would always be with him and he knew that they would also be missing him, desperate for his cock, and desperate to return to him to once again take their rightful place as His Asian College Harem.
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