
        
            
                
            
        

    
“Anata wa totemo kakkōii desu ne!” the girl giggled, her eyes locked on mine as she leaned in slightly closer over the bar. Her voice was soft, almost melodic, and though I didn’t understand a word, the way she tilted her head and smiled told me enough.

“What did she say?” I asked, turning to my girlfriend, Yumi, who was seated beside me.

Yumi smirked, her lips curling into that sly, playful expression I’d come to adore. “She said you’re very handsome,” she translated, her voice dripping with amusement.

I felt a flush creep up my neck, but before I could respond, the girl said something else, her hand brushing against mine briefly as she gestured animatedly.

“Kare wa saikō da!” the girl added, her tone rising with excitement.

“And now she’s saying you’re the best,” Yumi said, her smirk growing wider. She leaned in closer to me, her breath warm against my ear as she added, “They really like you, you know.”

“They?” I asked, my voice faltering slightly.

Yumi nodded toward the small group of girls gathered at the end of the bar. They were all watching me, their eyes sparkling with curiosity and something else—something intense.

“Kare ni furarete mitai!” one of them whispered, her voice barely audible over the hum of the bar.

Yumi laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down my spine. “They want to flirt with you,” she said, her fingers trailing lightly up my arm.

“Me? But… I’m here with you,” I stammered, my heart pounding in my chest.

Yumi’s smile turned mischievous. “Maybe I’ll let them,” she said, her voice playful but laced with something darker, something hungry.

---

It had all started a few hours earlier, when Yumi and I had decided to explore the nightlife in Tokyo. She’d been excited to show me around her hometown, and I’d been more than willing to follow her lead. The city was a blur of neon lights and bustling crowds, and Yumi had navigated it all with the ease of someone who knew every street, every corner, every hidden gem.

We’d ended up at a small, intimate bar tucked away in the heart of Shinjuku. The place was dimly lit, with soft jazz music playing in the background and a handful of patrons scattered around the room. It was cozy, the kind of place where you could lose track of time.

Yumi had ordered for us—a couple of drinks I couldn’t pronounce but quickly grew to love—and we’d settled into a quiet corner, talking and laughing like we always did. She’d been teasing me about how I stood out in Japan, my height and features drawing attention everywhere we went.

“You’re like a gaijin superstar,” she’d joked, her eyes sparkling with amusement.

I’d laughed it off, but as the night went on, I started to notice the glances—subtle at first, then more direct. The girls at the bar were watching me, their eyes lingering a little too long, their smiles a little too inviting.

At first, I’d tried to ignore it, focusing on Yumi and the conversation we were having. But then one of the girls had approached, her confidence only slightly masked by her shy demeanor.

And now here we were.

---

“Watashi mo kare to shitaī!” the girl said boldly, her gaze never leaving mine.

Yumi’s eyes widened slightly, and she let out a soft chuckle. “She says she wants to do you,” she translated, her voice steady but tinged with amusement.

My mouth went dry. “She… what?”

Yumi leaned in closer, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “They think you’re hot, and they really want to take you home.”

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. “And what do you think?”

Yumi pulled back slightly, her eyes meeting mine. There was a fire in her gaze, a mix of possessiveness and something else—something wild. “What if I said I wanted to watch?” she asked, her voice low and husky.

The room seemed to tilt around me, the air growing thicker, heavier. I couldn’t tell if she was serious or just messing with me, but the way she was looking at me—like she wanted to devour me—made my pulse quicken.

“You’re joking,” I said, though my voice lacked conviction.

Yumi shrugged, her smile turning coy. “Am I?”

The girl at the bar said something else, her voice soft but insistent, and Yumi’s eyes narrowed slightly as she listened.

“She says they’d make it worth your while,” Yumi said, her tone casual but her eyes burning with intensity.

I couldn’t think straight. My mind was a whirlwind of confusion, arousal, and disbelief. “Yumi, I—”

She cut me off with a finger to my lips, her touch gentle but commanding. “Do you trust me?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I nodded, unable to speak.

“Good,” she said, her smile returning. “Then let’s see how this plays out.”

She turned back to the girl, saying something in rapid Japanese that made the girl’s eyes light up. Then Yumi took my hand, her grip firm but reassuring, and led me toward the small group of girls who were watching us with eager anticipation.

The group of girls erupted into giggles as Yumi led me over, their eyes gleaming with a mix of curiosity and mischief. The girl who had approached us earlier—the one with the soft, melodic voice—smiled shyly, her gaze lingering on me as she said something in Japanese. Yumi leaned in close to my ear, her breath warm and teasing.

“She says you’re even more handsome up close,” Yumi whispered, her lips brushing against my skin as she spoke. “And she wants to know if you’d like to stay for drinks.”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. “Uh, sure,” I managed to say, my voice coming out hoarse.

Yumi laughed softly, her fingers trailing down my arm before she turned back to the girl and replied in Japanese. The girl’s eyes lit up, and she gestured for us to join them at their table.

The next hour was a blur of cocktails and laughter, the girls’ flirtatious energy growing bolder with each drink they handed me. Yumi translated their comments with a sly grin, her voice dripping with amusement.

“They think you have perfect lips,” she said, leaning into me as the Whispering Girl watched intently. “And they want to know what it would feel like to kiss you.”

My face burned, but I couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through me. The Girl at the Bar reached out, her fingers brushing against my hand as she spoke again.

“She says if they buy us both more drinks… they can have you.” Yumi’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she relayed the message, her tone teasing but somehow serious.

“Wait, what?” I stammered, my mind racing.

Yumi tilted her head, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “You heard her. They want to play with you. And I think… I might let them.”

Before I could respond, the girls were already signaling the bartender, ordering another round of drinks. The alcohol hit me hard, the room spinning slightly as I tried to keep up with the whirlwind of energy around me.

At some point, Yumi stood, her hand gripping mine as she pulled me to my feet. “Let’s go,” she said, her voice low and commanding. The girls followed eagerly, their laughter echoing through the bar as we stepped out into the cool Tokyo night.

The walk to their apartment was a haze of whispered words and stolen glances. The Whispering Girl kept close to my side, her fingers occasionally brushing against my arm as she exchanged hushed comments with her friends.

When we finally arrived, the door barely clicked shut before the Girl at the Bar turned to me, her eyes dark with desire. She said something in Japanese, her voice soft but urgent.

Yumi translated, her breath hot against my ear. “They want to undress you. Slowly. And I’m going to let them.”

My knees felt weak as the girls surrounded me, their hands gentle yet deliberate as they began to unbutton my shirt. The Whispering Girl stepped forward, her fingers trailing up my chest as she spoke, her voice barely audible.

“She says your skin is so warm,” Yumi murmured, her own hands sliding down my back. “And she’s wondering how much more she can touch.”

I was too overwhelmed to respond, my body reacting to their every touch. The Girl at the Bar knelt in front of me, her hands working to unbuckle my belt as she looked up at me with a playful smile.

Yumi stepped back, her eyes locked on me as she began to undress herself, her movements slow and deliberate. Her shirt slipped off first, revealing her smooth, flawless skin, followed by her jeans, which she kicked aside with a graceful flick of her foot.

The sight of her standing there in nothing but her lace underwear was enough to make my head spin, but then she reached behind her back, unhooking her bra and letting it fall to the floor. She caught my gaze, her fingers sliding down her stomach to the waistband of her panties, which she slowly peeled off, one tantalizing inch at a time.

The girls around me paused for a moment, their attention briefly shifting to Yumi as she stepped closer, her hand dipping between her legs as she began to touch herself, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Keep going,” she said, her voice husky. “They’re not done with you yet.”

The Girl at the Bar resumed her task, sliding my pants down my legs and leaving me standing there in nothing but my boxers. The Whispering Girl moved in, her lips brushing against my neck as she whispered something that made the other girls giggle.

Yumi translated, her voice trembling slightly as she continued to stroke herself. “She wants to know if you like being teased. If you’re ready for more.”

I could barely think straight, my body aching with need as the girls continued to explore me with their hands and lips. The Girl at the Bar looked up at me, her eyes wide with anticipation as she reached for the waistband of my boxers, her fingers curling around the fabric.

Yumi’s breath hitched, her fingers moving faster as she watched them undress me completely, the air in the room thick with desire.

And then, just as the Girl at the Bar began to pull my boxers down, Yumi let out a soft moan, her body trembling as she reached her climax.

The girls froze, their eyes flicking to Yumi for a moment before returning to me, their smiles widening as they realized this was only the beginning.

The Girl at the Bar tugged my boxers down, her breath warm against my skin as she leaned in closer.

“Now,” Yumi said, her voice barely above a whisper, “let’s see

The Girl at the Bar’s breath was still warm against my skin, her lips hovering just inches from my now fully exposed length. Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, a playful smirk tugging at the corners of her mouth. Behind her, the Whispering Girl leaned in, her voice soft but laced with anticipation as she murmured something in Japanese. Yumi laughed, her voice low and husky.

“She says you’re bigger than she expected.” Yumi translated, her fingers still lazily tracing circles on her own thigh as she watched the scene unfold. “She wants to know if she can taste you first.”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding as I glanced between the girls and Yumi. The Girl at the Bar didn’t wait for my response. Her delicate fingers wrapped around my shaft, a curious smile on her lips as she gave me a slow, teasing stroke. I couldn’t help but groan, my hips instinctively lifting toward her touch. She giggled, her laughter light and melodic, before lowering her head and pressing her lips to the tip.

A shudder ran through me as her tongue flicked out, warm and wet against my sensitive skin. She swirled it in slow, deliberate circles, her eyes never leaving mine as she took me deeper into her mouth. Her lips were soft, her movements practiced but not mechanical, as though she was savoring every second. The Whispering Girl moved closer, her fingers brushing against my thigh as she leaned in to whisper something to her friend.

“She says she wants to help,” Yumi purred, her voice thick with amusement. She shifted on the couch, spreading her legs wider as her fingers dipped lower, teasing herself openly now. “You’re in for quite the treat.”

Before I could process her words, the Whispering Girl’s hands were on me, her touch tentative but deliberate. She moved behind me, her small frame pressing against my back as her hands slid down to my hips. I felt her lips brush against my ear, her breath warm as she whispered something in Japanese. Yumi’s laughter echoed through the room again.

“She’s asking if she can touch you… there.” Yumi’s voice was dripping with mischief. “She’s never done it before, but she’s very curious.”

I didn’t have time to respond. The Whispering Girl’s fingers trailed lower, her touch feather-light as they brushed against my sensitive skin. I tensed, my breath hitching as her fingertips pressed against my entrance. She hesitated for a moment, her breath shallow as she looked to Yumi for guidance.

“Go on,” Yumi urged, her voice low and commanding. Her fingers were moving faster now, her arousal evident in the way her body writhed on the couch. “Show him how much you want him.”

The Whispering Girl’s fingers pressed harder, her touch firmer as she began to massage me with a surprising confidence. A moan escaped my lips, the sensation overwhelming as she worked me in tandem with the Girl at the Bar’s relentless mouth. The combination of their touch was intoxicating, my body trembling as pleasure coursed through me.

Yumi’s breath hitched, her hand moving faster between her legs as she watched the girls work. Her lips parted, a soft moan escaping as her body arched off the couch. Her eyes locked on mine, a heated intensity in her gaze that made my pulse quicken.

“They’re good, aren’t they?” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal. Her fingers dipped lower, teasing her entrance as she leaned back, her legs spreading wider. “But I think it’s my turn to show you something.”

Before I could respond, Yumi shifted, her body moving gracefully as she straddled my chest. Her arousal was unmistakable, the slickness of her skin glistening in the dim light as she positioned herself above me. Her breath was shallow, her chest rising and falling with each labored breath as she lowered herself down, her wet heat brushing against my lips.

“Open your mouth,” she commanded, her voice firm but laced with need. I obeyed without hesitation, my tongue flicking out to taste her as she ground herself against me. Her moans grew louder, her hips moving with a desperate rhythm as she chased her pleasure.

The Girl at the Bar’s mouth never left me, her lips and tongue working in perfect harmony as she took me deeper. The Whispering Girl’s fingers pressed harder, her touch relentless as she massaged me with a growing confidence. The combination of their touch and Yumi’s weight on my chest pushed me closer to the edge, my body trembling with the strain of holding back.

Yumi’s hips stuttered, her breath hitching as she reached her climax. Her thighs clamped around my head, her body quivering as she cried out, her pleasure unleashed in a wave of heat and wetness that coated my face. She collapsed forward, her hands gripping the couch for support as she caught her breath.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her voice barely above a whisper. Her eyes met mine, a satisfied smirk tugging at her lips. “Now it’s their turn.”

The Girl at the Bar finally pulled away, her lips swollen and glistening as she looked up at me with a sultry smile. The Whispering Girl’s fingers stilled, her touch lingering as she leaned in to whisper something in Yumi’s ear.

“She wants to know if she can take you next,” Yumi translated, her voice low and husky. She shifted off of me, her body collapsing onto the couch as she watched the girls with a heated gaze.

The Girl at the Bar moved to the side, her hands still on my thighs as she watched the Whispering Girl with anticipation. The Whispering Girl hesitated for a moment, her breath shallow as she looked at me, her eyes wide with a mixture of curiosity and desire.

“Go on,” Yumi urged, her voice soft but commanding. “Show him how much you want him.”

The Whispering Girl’s hesitation dissolved at Yumi’s words, her shy demeanor giving way to a boldness that sent a shiver down my spine. Her hands trembled slightly as she reached for the hem of her dress, pulling it over her head in one fluid motion. Beneath, she wore nothing but a delicate lace bra and panties, her petite frame on full display. Her skin glowed in the dim light of the apartment, smooth and flawless, and the way she looked at me—her eyes dark with longing—made my breath catch.

She climbed onto the couch, straddling my hips with a delicate yet deliberate grace. Her thighs brushed against mine, warm and soft, as she leaned down, her lips brushing against my ear. Her hands trailed down my chest, fingers dancing over my skin as she pressed herself closer, her body trembling with anticipation.

Yumi watched from the side, her lips curling into a teasing smile as she dragged her fingers lazily across her own body. “She’s been watching you all night,” Yumi purred, her eyes locking with mine. “She’s been imagining this moment. Don’t keep her waiting.”

The Whispering Girl didn’t need any more encouragement. Her hands moved to the waistband of my boxers, tugging them down with a eager impatience that sent a jolt of heat through me. She shifted her hips, positioning herself over me, and for a moment, she paused, her breath hitching as she looked down at me with a mix of nervousness and determination.

“Are you ready?” Yumi asked, her voice low and husky. The Whispering Girl nodded, her cheeks flushing as she lowered herself onto me, her body trembling with the intensity of the connection. The sensation was electric, her warmth enveloping me as she began to move, her hips rolling in a slow, deliberate rhythm.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her. Her face was ethereal, her lips parted in a silent gasp as she lost herself in the moment. Her hands braced against my chest, fingers digging into my skin as she rode me with a ferocity that took my breath away. Her hair cascaded around her face, framing her features in a way that made her look almost angelic, but the way she moved—her hips grinding against mine, her body trembling with need—was anything but innocent.

Yumi leaned back, her fingers trailing down her own body as she watched us with a heated gaze. The Girl at the Bar moved closer to Yumi, her hands wandering as she kissed Yumi’s neck, her lips moving with a slow, deliberate intensity. Yumi’s breath hitched as the Girl at the Bar’s fingers slipped between her thighs, her touch eliciting a soft moan from Yumi’s lips.

“Don’t stop,” Yumi murmured, her voice thick with desire as she arched into the Girl at the Bar’s touch. The Girl at the Bar grinned, her lips curving into a teasing smile as she intensified her movements, her fingers sliding in and out of Yumi with a rhythmic precision that made Yumi’s body tremble.

The Whispering Girl’s pace quickened, her body rocking against mine with a desperate need. Her breath came in short, shallow gasps, her hands clutching at my chest as she lost herself in the sensation. I could feel her trembling, her body aching with the intensity of the moment.

Yumi’s moans grew louder, her body writhing as the Girl at the Bar continued to pleasure her. The Whispering Girl’s movements became more erratic, her hips grinding against mine as she chased her own release. Her breath hitched, her body trembling as she reached the edge, her eyes fluttering shut as she came with a soft, breathless cry.

The Girl at the Bar pulled away from Yumi, her lips swollen and glistening as she watched the Whispering Girl with a satisfied smile. Yumi’s chest heaved as she caught her breath, her eyes locking with mine as she shifted closer, her body gliding across the floor with a sensual grace.

“Your turn,” Yumi whispered, her voice low and husky as she positioned herself over my face. Her thighs brushed against my cheeks, her skin warm and soft as she lowered herself onto me. The taste of her was intoxicating, her scent filling my senses as she began to move, her hips rocking against my face with a slow, deliberate rhythm.

The Girl at the Bar leaned in, her lips brushing against Yumi’s ear as she whispered something that made Yumi’s breath hitch. “She wants to join,” Yumi murmured, her voice trembling with desire as she leaned back, her body trembling with pleasure. The Girl at the Bar didn’t need to be told twice. She climbed onto the couch, her body pressing against Yumi’s as she kissed her, her lips moving with a desperate intensity.

The Whispering Girl shifted off of me, her body collapsing onto the couch as she watched the two women with a heated gaze. Her chest rose and fell with each breath, her skin glistening with sweat as she reached out, her fingers trailing down Yumi’s back. “Can I join?” she whispered, her voice barely audible but dripping with need.

Yumi nodded, her body trembling as the Whispering Girl’s fingers slipped between her thighs, joining the Girl at the Bar’s in pleasuring her. Yumi’s moans grew louder, her body writhing as the two women touched her, their movements rhythmic and perfectly in sync.

The Whispering Girl leaned in, her lips brushing against Yumi’s ear as she whispered something that made Yumi’s breath hitch. “Yes,” Yumi gasped, her body trembling as she reached the edge, her release washing over her in a wave of ecstasy. Her body collapsed onto the couch, her chest heaving as she caught her breath, her eyes locking with mine as she smiled, her lips curving into a teasing grin.

“Your turn again,” she murmured, her voice low and husky as she shifted her gaze to the Girl at the Bar. The Girl at the Bar grinned, her lips curving into a teasing smile as she climbed onto the couch, her body pressing against mine as she kissed me, her lips moving with a desperate intensity. My body tensed as she straddled me, her hips grinding against mine as she whispered against my lips, “You’re not done yet.”

The Girl at the Bar’s lips left mine, her breath hot and uneven as she pulled back, her dark eyes gleaming with mischief. She glanced over at Yumi, who was still sprawled on the couch, her body languid and satisfied. Yumi’s gaze flicked to the Whispering Girl, who was sitting beside her, her cheeks flushed and her lips slightly parted.

“Come here,” Yumi said, her voice low and commanding, her fingers curling slightly in a beckoning motion. The Whispering Girl hesitated for only a moment before crawling over to Yumi, her movements slow and deliberate. Yumi’s hand reached out, her fingers tangling in the Whispering Girl’s hair as she guided her closer, until her lips were inches from Yumi’s ear.

“Lick me,” Yumi murmured, her voice barely above a whisper but dripping with authority. The Whispering Girl’s eyes widened slightly, but she didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to taste Yumi’s skin, her movements tentative at first but growing more confident as Yumi’s breath hitched.

Yumi’s hands moved to the Whispering Girl’s shoulders, her fingers digging in slightly as she guided her lower, until the Whispering Girl’s face was buried between her thighs. Yumi’s head fell back against the couch, her eyes fluttering shut as the Whispering Girl’s tongue worked against her, her movements growing more fervent with each passing second.

Meanwhile, the Girl at the Bar had shifted her attention back to me. She straddled me once more, her hips grinding against mine in a slow, deliberate rhythm that had my breath catching in my throat. Her hands moved to my chest, her fingers trailing over my skin in a way that sent shivers down my spine. She leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “You’re not done yet.”

Her words sent a jolt of arousal through me, and I reached up, my hands gripping her hips as I guided her movements, our bodies moving together in a perfect, unspoken rhythm. The Girl at the Bar moaned softly, her head falling back as she rocked against me, her movements growing more urgent with each passing moment.

Yumi’s breath hitched again, her body tensing as the Whispering Girl’s tongue worked against her, her movements growing more insistent. Yumi’s hands tightened in the Whispering Girl’s hair, her hips lifting slightly as she pressed herself harder against the Whispering Girl’s mouth. A soft, breathless moan escaped Yumi’s lips, her body trembling as she reached the edge, her release washing over her in a wave of ecstasy.

Yumi’s body collapsed back onto the couch, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she caught her breath. She glanced over at me, her dark eyes gleaming with a mix of satisfaction and amusement. Her lips curved into a sly smile as she murmured, “Not bad.”

The Whispering Girl pulled back, her lips glistening as she sat back on her heels, her eyes darting between Yumi and me. She looked almost hesitant, as if she wasn’t sure what to do next. Yumi reached out, her fingers brushing against the Whispering Girl’s cheek as she murmured something in Japanese, her voice low and soft.

The Whispering Girl nodded slightly, her cheeks flushing as she turned her attention back to me. She crawled over, her movements slow and deliberate, until she was kneeling beside me. Her fingers trailed over my chest, her touch feather-light but electric. She leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “Your turn.”

Her words sent a shiver down my spine, and I reached up, my fingers tangling in her hair as I guided her down, until her lips were inches from mine. She hesitated for only a moment before closing the distance, her lips meeting mine in a kiss that was both hesitant and desperate. Her body pressed against mine, her hips grinding against me in a way that had my breath catching in my throat.

Yumi watched us with a sly smile, her dark eyes gleaming with amusement. She reached out, her fingers trailing over my arm as she murmured, “You’re doing so well.”

The Whispering Girl pulled back slightly, her breath hot and uneven as she glanced over at Yumi. Yumi nodded slightly, her lips curving into a teasing smile as she murmured something in Japanese. The Whispering Girl’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t hesitate. She shifted, her body moving over mine until she was straddling me, her hips grinding against mine in a slow, deliberate rhythm.

Yumi’s fingers trailed over my chest, her touch light but electric as she leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “Let her take control.”

The Whispering Girl’s movements grew more insistent, her hips rocking against mine in a way that had my breath catching in my throat. Her hands moved to my chest, her fingers trailing over my skin in a way that sent shivers down my spine. She leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered something in Japanese, her voice low and soft.

Yumi’s lips curved into a sly smile as she murmured, “She says you’re very good.”

The Whispering Girl’s hips moved faster, her breath coming in short, uneven gasps as she rocked against me, her body trembling as she reached the edge. A soft, breathless moan escaped her lips, her body tensing as she reached her climax, her release washing over her in a wave of ecstasy.

Yumi’s fingers trailed over my chest, her touch light but electric as she leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “Not bad at all.”

The Whispering Girl’s body collapsed onto mine, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she caught her breath. She glanced over at Yumi, her cheeks flushed and her lips slightly parted. Yumi reached out, her fingers brushing against the Whispering Girl’s cheek as she murmured something in Japanese, her voice low and soft.

The Whispering Girl nodded slightly, her eyes darting between Yumi and me. She looked almost hesitant, as if she wasn’t sure what to do next. Yumi reached out, her fingers brushing against the Whispering Girl’s cheek as she murmured something in Japanese, her voice low and soft.

The Whispering Girl’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t hesitate. She leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered.

Yumi’s lips curved into a sly smile as she murmured, “She says thank you for the cum. She needed it.”

The Whispering Girl’s cheeks flushed even deeper, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she leaned in closer, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered.

Yumi’s eyes gleamed with amusement as she leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear as she murmured, “They’re leaving.” She pulled back slightly, her dark eyes locking with mine as she smiled, her lips curving into a teasing grin. “But don’t worry, I'm sure we can find more this trip.”
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