
Rito sometimes wondered how it had come this far. From Lala’s first suggestion of marrying both her and Haruna, to Momo’s determination to craft him a harem, to whatever in the world this was supposed to be… it had developed to such an extent and in such a direction that, at times like this, he could only sit back and marvel in silent incredulity.
Twelve girls were seated around a long, low table, six on either side. They were brightly smiling, dazzlingly groomed, dressed in their nicest clothes. Many of them were looking hopefully in Rito’s direction. From Mikan to Nemesis, the whole harem was here, and looking at them all now, Rito realized just how MANY girls had gotten tangled up in this ridiculous debauchery. And Momo still insisted that he could add at least a couple more, surely, and that there were at least a few other girls she was confident would love to get with him.

Of course, Rito suspected that if Momo had her way, every remotely attractive girl he had ever interacted with would be rounded up and offered to him as concubines. The idea wasn’t as disagreeable to him as it had once been, and he had long ago given up on the argument from legality which had been his strongest defense against the insistence on the Harem Plan in the past—and such a flimsy defense it had been, in hindsight! No, it would be foolish to cling to a trivial technicality like the fact that polygamy was illegal in modern Japan. And it wasn’t like he could say that he didn’t somewhat like the idea, anyway, not if he was being honest with himself. Once he divorced himself from the reflexive biases of the society he grew up in, he could admit that the idea was agreeable.
It still felt a little sleazy to think about it as something he would be happy with, but compared to all the other things he did, it was a barest and most trivial kind of scumminess, no more severe than jaywalking across an empty street. Certainly, it wasn’t good by any measure, but next to the cannibalism and the incest and the… well, everything else, it was just so mild that it might as well be completely ordinary, no more dire than sneaking a sweet before dinner. And the girls were very sweet, and very pretty, and all very vocally willing to go along with this. Even the formerly most combative and intransigent of the girls, such as Yami and Nana and Yui, had to varying degrees confessed their love and expressed their full readiness to comply with the Harem Plan.

They wouldn’t resist it, and neither would Rito. He would… hell, he would embrace it if he was asked to. He wanted to do it, even if he still felt slightly guilty about wanting it.
But all that aside, Rito couldn’t help feeling humbled as he looked around the table. 

Mikan, Yui, Rin, Kyoko, Run, and Haruna were on the left side of the table. Yami, Nemesis, Mea, Nana, Momo, and Lala were on the right side. He himself was seated at the table’s head, flanked by Lala and Haruna, and he was feeling very small as he looked at all the gathered girls. For several of them, this was their first time getting together as part of the harem, and most were either chatting brightly or getting to know each other in more physical ways. 
The dining room felt so crowded. It was like a dinner party. Rito scratched his head and looked helplessly over at Lala, who was giving some of the shyer girls warm, encouraging smiles. He then looked at Haruna, who was complimenting various girls on how nice they looked tonight. He watched and listened and quietly marveled, wondering for the umpteenth time how he had gotten to be so lucky.
“My…” said Yui, counting up the attendants. “There are a lot of us here. Are all these girls…?”

“I am,” said Rin. “I don’t know if you remember me, though.”

“No, I do. You were the one Rito picked up a little bit ago, that night we put ourselves together in a big feast for him.”
“Yes.” Rin nodded, blushing slightly as she thought back. “He was amazing.”

Yui got a dreamy look in her eye, and a little shyly she peered up at Rito, who was looking completely lost at the head of the table.

“Yeah… He was❤”

Mikan peeked past these two, craning her neck to try and get a closer look at Kyoko Kirisaki, who was chatting with Nana across the table.

“So you’re Momo and Lala’s sister, huh?” said the idol. “I can see the family resemblance. You three are all so cute! I’m honestly a little jealous…”

“R-Really?” said Nana. “You’re a famous idol, though…” She looked down at Kyoko’s blouse, which was stylishly cut. It didn’t show a great deal of cleavage, but the neckline dipped enough to afford a glimpse of the modest cleft of Kyoko’s chest. “…If anything, I think I’d be a little jealous of you.”

“Nonsense,” said Kyoko. “You have the kind of body that would drive a lot of guys wild.”

“That isn’t very encouraging,” Nana deadpanned. “I know what kind of guys think I’m sexy…”

“I can tell Rito does~” Kyoko tittered. “Try flashing your chest at him, and I think you’ll get just as much of a reaction as your sisters would.”

Nana blushed, but she didn’t look offended by this suggestion.
“Maybe…” she conceded. “But that’s just Rito. He’ll go for almost any girl.”

“Eh… He’s pickier than you think,” Momo interjected. “Goodness knows how many prospects he’s turned down.”

“I don’t think that has to do with them not meeting his tastes, though,” said Nana. “He’s just a prude.”

“You’re the last person who should be saying that about someone else, big sister,” said Momo sweetly. She grabbed Nana’s tail—the pettanko tried to pull it out of the way, but Momo was able to seize hold, and before Nana could fight back, Momo started stroking and licking her sister’s captive appendage. “Mmm… But I guess you have become more of a pervert lately, haven’t you~?”

Nana wasn’t in any state to respond to this.

Kyoko giggled, watching this sisterly molestation, and she leaned back in her seat. She caught Mikan’s eye and cocked her head, seeing another family resemblance.

“You’re Rito’s little sister?”

Mikan gulped and nodded. She couldn’t believe Kyoko was talking to her. She wouldn’t consider herself the biggest fan of the girl, but she was aware enough to be awed by the idol’s presence. Seeing Kyoko Kirisaki in the flesh amazed her far more than it ever had to have any number of extraterrestrial princesses sleeping in her house. 

Celine, sitting in Mikan’s lap, popped her head above the table. Wide-eyed and innocently smiling, the floral verdette bounced on Mikan’s thighs.

“Mau!” she said, raising her hands to the girl. “Maaau!”

Mikan absentmindedly petted Celine’s head. Dumbly, the ponytailed brunette nodded.

“Uh… Uh-huh.”
“Do you want something from her?” asked Yami, piping up protectively. “Don’t think you can use Mikan to get closer to Rito.”

“No, no!” Kyoko laughed and waved a hand. “I wouldn’t dream of it. I’m just appreciating how cute she is. She must be a real heartbreaker among her classmates~”

“She is,” said Yami flatly.

Mikan blushed, her eyes wide.

“Eh? A-Am I really…?” she said dubiously. “But I don’t think I’m popular or anything… No, you must be mistaken.”

“I don’t think she is~” Kyoko singsonged. “You’re like your brother, aren’t you? You get people falling head over heels for you without even realizing it. Heehee, I could almost fall in love with you myself, seeing that adorable expression you’re making❤”

Yami looked at Kyoko as one who had finally found a kindred spirit. 
“Right?” said the blonde earnestly, almost standing up as she gestured. “Even if you don’t have any interest in other girls, how could anyone ever NOT cherish and desire her? She is too good for this indecent world! It’s only natural to want to kill anyone who defiles her… Rito is the only one I could ever permit to do that.”

Kyoko nodded, smiling brightly at Yami’s evident passion. Mikan, for her part, looked abashed at Yami’s words, and she smiled a little sardonically. She wasn’t unhappy, but she did feel tempted to make some sort of quip in response to such a blunt declaration. 

She didn’t, though. It was nice… 

“Your hair looks so pretty today, Run,” Haruna said. “Did you do something different with it? It looks so soft and glossy. I’m jealous!”
“No, I’m washing it and brushing it the same as ever,” Run replied. “But what about you, Haruna? Your skin is practically glowing! How do you get it to look so nice?”

“Well…” Haruna giggled and looked sideways at Rito, eyeing him coyly. “…I guess I moisturize pretty regularly. I get plenty of facials, if you know what I mean…❤”
Run giggled, catching Haruna’s sly insinuation.
“Ah… lucky you! I wish I could be around more often.” She looked at Rito, who caught her stare and smiled sheepishly. She beamed, seeing his cheeks pinken. “…But it’s always so busy, you know?”

“It’s impressive having a career at your age,” Haruna said. “Especially as such a popular idol! I’m jealous.”

“Don’t be. You get to spend so much more time with Rito, don’t you?”

Haruna smiled.

“That’s true… But maybe we can work out a special arrangement sometime? It doesn’t sound too unreasonable for a king as powerful as that to keep a pop idol or two as his private entertainers, does it?”
“No,” Run said dreamily. “My fans would probably riot, of course… But you have to follow your heart, right?”

“Hee hee… Maybe something a little farther south than that~” said Haruna slyly, looking down into Run’s lap. “But I agree. And it doesn’t have to be the end of your career…”

Run shrugged.

“I was a princess first, you know. Being an idol has been a wonderful experience, but family responsibilities come before that.”

“It’s a convenient excuse, anyway!” Haruna winked. “Being royalty and getting married off to a king…”

They both looked at Rito again, who fidgeted, meeting their eyes and seeing something of what lusty thoughts were passing through their pretty little heads. He coughed and looked away, not disliking the attention but finding it slightly intimidating with such a crowd. 

Lala caught his eye.

“It’s nice to have everyone get together like this, isn’t it?” she said warmly. “When will you have your bachelor party?”

Rito blushed beet red, wondering where Lala had heard of that. 

“It’s a little soon to be talking about that …” he mumbled. “The engagement was only just decided…” 

He looked down at the ring on his finger. It was smooth, a slender band of platinum with no stone to interrupt its curving surface. Momo wore a matching one, as did every other girl in the room. They were very fine rings, but not particularly ostentatious. Rito sometimes forgot he was wearing it. The rings were courtesy of the Deviluke sisters. Of course, he couldn’t have afforded an engagement ring for himself and every other girl present. 

(Apparently Momo had ordered upwards of thirty such rings. She was nothing if not ambitious.)
“Hmm… True,” Lala said, stroking her chin thoughtfully. “And I think Daddy still wants to have a talk with you before the arrangements are made. Right, Momo?”

“Yeah, right,” Momo said. “And Mom, too.”

She wore a small grimace. Rito could guess why. Sephie Michaela Deviluke hadn’t exactly been in favor of the Harem Plan, had she? At least, he understood that she had expressed some reservations about it.

“Speaking of which,” said Mea, leaning past Nana. “Have you and Mikan told your folks about the engagement yet?”

Rito looked down at his lap, turning very brightly red. Mikan coughed and pretended not to have heard Mea.

The redhead giggled.

“Oh, how naughty~ But I bet they won’t complain too much, considering how far up you’ll be marrying…” 

“Maybe…” Rito said. “I don’t want to think about it, though. How would we even begin to explain this…?”

“I think your dad has some idea by now,” said Nana, leaning back and looking a little peevishly at Mea. “I know that Zastin has been bringing some special homemade lunches to work, courtesy of his wife…”

“They hitched their wagons pretty quickly, didn’t they?” Momo mused. “But Saki does strike me as a reckless kind of romantic, and Zastin is at about that age where you just want to avoid being the last one out of your friends to get married, right? But, yeah; I hear Saki and Aya have been making frequent use of her Cook-Cook Cannibal-kun.”

“Well, of course,” said Nana. “Once a girl has had a taste of that, she’ll obviously want to do it as often as she can possibly afford.”

“Just like sex!” said Lala cheerfully. 

Rito and Nana blushed and cleared their throats.

Nemesis smiled at Yui, catching the girl’s eyes across the table. The two of them sensed an unlikely common interest, and their faces lit up as they leaned forward.

“So, I heard how Rito… ah, conquered you,” said Yui, looking at Nemesis. “I don’t know about what else they say about you, but I can tell that you’re the same as me… at least in one way.”

“We’re all the same when it comes to him,” said Nemesis. “I think Master could make even Queen Sephie fawn over him if he was given a night alone with her.”

“I think so too,” said Yui, having no idea who Queen Sephie was but feeling confident that Rito could indeed seduce her without difficulty. “But I don’t think he’d try to, somehow.”

“No, he’s nicer than that,” Nemesis agreed. “…At least when he’s awake.”

Yui blushed and looked up the table. She wiggled her hips.

“Was he really as ferocious as they said? You know… when he ‘defeated’ you?”

“Whatever they’ve said, he was ten times fiercer than that,” Nemesis replied. “It isn’t something you can properly put into words.”

“You don’t say…” Yui gulped. “…Well, once we’re all married, it will be our collective duty as Rito’s wives to warm his bed every night and… ahem, feed him every morning.”
“I like the way you think.” Nemesis grinned. “Yeah, imagine him doing that to us daily…”

They both looked dreamily into the distance, growing warm as they fantasized about all the most erotic brutalities imaginable getting done to their bodies. 

Rin fidgeted, listening to this. Her own imagination similarly conjured vivid memories of Rito’s most ferocious molestations and his most ravenous depredations. She fidgeted and squirmed in her seat, dreamily smiling and fiddling with the buttons of her blouse. She noticed Mea smirking and looking at her chest, and she realized that she had opened up part of her shirt, providing a window to her quite respectable cleavage. Her cheeks reddened further.

“You’re a real tasty piece of meat,” said Mea conversationally. “And you managed to finagle a position as His Majesty’s sex slave before anyone else, too. I mean, officially as his sex slave, and not just informally like every girl he’s ever gotten his hands on. You’re a real go-getter, huh? I’ll have to keep an eye on you in the future.”

“It wasn’t anything like that…” Rin said modestly. “I mean, yes I insisted that I was only fit to be his sex slave, and uh… maybe I did it out of awe at his prowess, but… I don’t know why you think you’d need to keep an eye on me.”
“Hehe… Ain’t it obvious? A cute, dedicated girl like you… If I’m not careful, you might make yourself someone extra special to Rito-sama—and then where would that leave me?”

Rin smiled sheepishly.

“Do you really think so? I don’t know about that… I must admit it sounds nice, but I doubt it would actually happen.”

“Don’t sell yourself short!” Mea said. “You’re really sexy and you have such a nice, cool personality. If I had a dick, I wouldn’t be able to resist wanting to throw you down and shove it in your every nook and cranny.”
“I’m flattered by the sentiment,” said Rin. Unconsciously, she undid another of her buttons. “…I think.”

Mea grinned and hiked up her skirt. She had already slid her panties down to her knees, and she wasn’t the only girl present to have decided to get a head start on this. Nemesis had shapeshifted into an adult, bodacious form a short while ago, popping her yukata open and leaving her dark skin bare. Nana, egged on by the memory of Kyoko’s words, had slipped up her shirt and invited Rito’s attention to her naked chest—to her satisfaction, he had stared for several seconds, and she could tell from how he shifted in his seat that he had gone erect. And many others were also very close to undressing.

Although they had put on these nice clothes for a quiet dinner party with their darling, the girls couldn’t help feeling tempted to turn it into an orgy. They were young and passionate, and with nobody present who would try and stop them, they naturally saw very few if any reasons to resist that temptation. Rito was aware of it, even as he sheepishly tore his eyes from Nana, and then from Nemesis, and then from Rin (who was by this point wearing only her bra). He wore a slightly exasperated expression, but beneath that superficial weariness, the girls could see appreciation. Seeing them all gathered in one place was a little overwhelming, but it didn’t truly change how he felt about any of them.
He was a silly, sappy, sentimental fool, and they loved that about him.

“So, Rito,” said Momo slyly, seeing the signs of his arousal. “Who do you think we should have for dinner?”
He blushed. This was a terribly forward question.

“I don’t know…” he said. “It’s a special occasion, right? So maybe it should be someone special.”

Not a few girls looked at Haruna. It was no secret that she ranked as one of Rito’s most dear and favorite mistresses, hands down. The only one to draw a similar number of looks was Lala, who had been his de facto fiancée for a good while. But most insightful ones looked rather at Momo, who pretended not to notice.

“I think doing it that way would hurt too many feelings,” said Momo gracefully. She didn’t believe what she was saying, but Rito at least partially bought it, as could be seen from the concerned look on his face. “How about you just fuck them all and pick whichever girl gets you off the best~?”

She batted her eyelashes cutely, leaning forward and wiggling her hips. 

Lala beamed and tapped Peke; the miniature robot popped off her body in a flash, leaving her nude. The pinkette’s bare breasts nicely dangled, and the curve of her naked bottom depressed enticingly against the seat of her chair. Rito, sitting beside the eldest Deviluke daughter, could see down to Lala’s lap and glimpse her milky thighs rubbing together. He gulped, staring at her pussy for a second.

His eyes rose to meet Lala’s. Then he saw Momo grinning and slipping her top over her head. Nana had climbed onto the table and slipped down her shorts, looking very eager to earn the right to become dinner. Mea and Nemesis were looking similarly enthusiastic, and they crowded in. Yami was slightly more reticent, but she too rose to approach him once she saw Mikan moving up. 

A panting, over-stimulated Yui hurriedly unzipped her pants, while Rin unsnapped her bra and exposed her tits for his consideration. Kyoko giggled and stretched, grabbing Run’s hand with a wink and rising onto the table, ready to perform another dance and striptease just for him. And Haruna placed her hand in Rito’s lap with an affectionate smile, slipping his zipper down and yanking his boxers so that his dick sprang up, visibly rigid.

Rito saw that either he would take turns with all these girls, or they would swarm him and drown him in their flesh. With a sigh, not exactly unhappy but maybe a little exasperated, he reached out to the nearest girl and pulled her into his lap.

… … … … …
Rito could pleasure them effortlessly. There was no question about his sexual ability, about his raw, immense talent. He was a veritable god in the sack, a natural born genius in the realm of genitalia. On an instinctive level, he knew exactly how to make a girl feel good, and with his shyness all but a thing of the past, now there was only his magic fingers, his ravenous lips, and his great, pulsing cock. He could pleasure his lovers like no one else, and he could keep it up long enough to give every last one of them a good, long, hard ride on his dick.
He kissed Lala deeply, meeting her tongue as it slipped forward to explore his mouth. She sighed into his lips and rocked her hips, sliding her wet, twitching pussy up and down on his rod. She bucked and shuddered, basking in the feel of his manhood, squeezing her breasts to his chest, moaning into his adventurous lips. Rito’s member was grinding in and out of the pinkette, his rock-hard cock pumping up and down and side with side, Rito gyrating with every plunge to set Lala’s pussy to spasming in a chaos of ecstasy. Her body rocked in his lap, so soft and shapely that it just wasn’t fair, and it was all Rito could do not to scream in the madness of his desire for her.

Lala pulled her mouth away and arched her back, curving her spine in a torture like that of fossilization, rolling her eyes in a frenzy like the wheeling of stars over a million years, and her pussy clamped down on him in a euphoric contraction, the girl clenching up as he pushed her past her limit, driving her farther than she could possibly endure. Lala came, and she moaned as she did so, exhaling an invocation of her beloved like a priestess chanting the name of the god to whom she dedicated her life. The princess’s body rolled fluidly in his lap, her breasts leaping with the convulsion of her frame, her ass jerking as his cock was plunged as deep as it could go, filling her perfectly.

Nana, cutely blushing thrust forth her head from the side, leaning in toward Rito. She breathed in the scent of his body, and shyly she wiggled her hips, looking up at her elder sister’s blissful expression, then down to the joining of Lala and Rito’s sexes. Her face flamed with a platonic redness, the truest essence of this color finding its expression in her cheeks. Her perky, adorable bottom was uplifted, and her snug, fuckable snatch was dripping between tightly squeezed legs, the girl rubbing her thighs together as she pressed her lips against Rito’s firm, subtly muscular chest. She felt the heave of his deceptive strength as he moved his hands to either side, and she tasted the pleasant tang of his sweat. 
Softly, Nana sealed her mouth around one of Rito’s nipples, and she sucked on it hungrily, slurping on the nub with an unquenchable thirst. She licked and nibbled and moaned, stroking Rito’s side and touching herself anxiously between the legs; she stimulated Rito with her lips and her tongue and her lightly grazing teeth, shamefacedly pleasuring the man with whom she and her sisters had fallen so deeply and foolishly in love. She adored his body with her swirling, flitting tongue, and she relished his musk with the flaring of her nostrils, drinking deep of his manhood’s rising fragrance. It was an aromatic intoxication, and she smiled vapidly into his skin. 

On Rito’s other side, a blushing Yui pushed up her breasts, offering them to her love as a generous morsel. Her bare hips swung from side to side, her shimmering eyes fixed to Rito’s handsomely flush cheeks as a dizzy Lala dismounted his lap. Imploringly, insistently, Yui pressed her hands into the sides of her tits, pushing them desperately up and together. She whined, begging for Rito’s attention with a pitifully lovestruck tone, working the pliable flesh of her bosom and imagining his teeth sinking in, picturing her tits browned from grilling or white and red with blood’s spilling, torn into raw, gory bits by his ruthless, ravenous mouth. She shuddered, feeling a pang of ecstasy at this thought, and she prayed that Rito would see her unspoken offer and set his teeth into her teat.
Half of what she prayed came to pass. Rito saw her bosom, and smiling fondly, sheepishly, he bowed his head to kiss her generous breasts. He licked them appreciatively, not ashamed to let Yui knew that he thought her boobs were wonderful. But he did not enjoy them more than gently, kissing and sucking and slurping. His lips danced featherlike over her tingling breasts, each light brush of his mouth like an electrical impulse sent into her skin. Yui arched her back and begged through clenched teeth, face red and chin shining with a rabid drool, pleading incoherently with Rito to devour her bosom, to rip open her great, fatty tits and consume every last ounce of flesh sealed within. But Rito was too gentle for this, even as Run climbed into his lap and impaled herself on his dick.

Rito’s hips leaped on high, nearly flinging the green-haired princess-turned-idol-turned-love-slave, Run Elsie Jeweleria from his loins—but she held onto him fast, leaning in and mashing her breasts above the head of a blushing Nana, squashing herself achingly against Rito as his manhood plunged deep into her. She joined with him ecstatically, surrendering her royal chalice to his plundering lance, letting him claim an idol’s body that was set apart like a modern vestal virgin. There was only one man who could lay claim to her, only one man whom she would permit to touch her, and that was he. She fancied herself the heroine of a chivalrous romance as Rito’s cock slid inside her, and she hardly minded that he was preoccupied with licking and sucking on Yui’s big bouncing breasts. It felt too good to even dream of complaining. 

Rito’s cock pumped in and out of Run, and she rocked her hips to match his pace, synchronizing her rhythms on every level with him. She committed herself utterly to this sultry, soulful tango, twisting her hips and swaying her ass she performed upon his cock as lustily as a stripper doing a pole dance, as elegantly as a shrine maiden performing the rites of kagura. With equal measures of grace and passion, she joined their sexes, and she moaned throatily as Rito plunged himself into her, pleasuring her peerlessly even with aught but his thrusts. Merely sticking his dick inside her was almost enough to make the girl come, and she was in heaven as he bucked his hips and ground himself inside her.
Even as Rito fucked Run, the rest of his body was also busy. Upon his left hand was writhing a red-faced Yami, who panted and pressed herself tortuously against his arm as he cupped her pubic mound, flicking his fingers delicately inside her cunt. Yami had discarded all stoic dignity in the face of his ministrations, and her perky ass rippled as she swung her hips crazily up and down, shivering and pitifully moaning as she ground her pussy on his hand. With indescribable skill he pleasured the blonde, stimulating her sex so that her entire petite body was made to flail and writhe against him, the poor assassin clinging to him as if for dear life while he fingered her. Yami’s slender chest heaved with labored breathing, a racing heart caged within those delicate ribs.

Agonized by her euphoria, tormented by her pleasure, Yami rocked herself hedonistically upon Rito’s hand, slatternly riding his digits. Clear streams of nectar welled and trickled from a blossoming flower, Yami getting a most intimate lesson on the birds and the bees. Diligently, masterfully, Rito pleasured the blonde, driving her mad with his careful, vigorous fingering. Her eyes were wild, and her mouth was hanging shamelessly open, Yami moaning like a torture victim as Rito played with her tender, aching pussy. She had lost count of how many times he had made her come just with his fingers, and she couldn’t think straight as he curled them up inside her cunt, making her mind go blank as he redoubled his ministrations.
Just as Yami rode his left hand, Nemesis rode his right, the swarthy, stone-cold killer twisting her curvaceous adult frame as she spread her legs wide. Her teeth were clenched, and her pussy was gaping as Rito shoved his hand in and out of her—his hand, curled into a fist, and a good portion of his forearm. Nemesis’s cunt spread wide, and it squelched and spasmed about Rito’s forearm as he fisted her, making her low like a cow and squeal like a pig. This was rougher than Rito normally liked to be, but Nemesis had been begging and egging him on, wagging her hips and insisting that she deserved to receive as hard and brutal a treatment as possible.
Rito brought to fisting Nemesis all the natural skill he had in every other kind of sex and foreplay, and the girl was like putty as he hammered her insides. Her face was obscene, and her body was shuddering, and her bare, meaty bottom was lewdly thrust up and bouncing as he pumped his knuckles in and out of her, firmly fisting the bio-weapon’s cunt. Nemesis’s tongue was lolling out, wagging in the air like the tail of a dog, and lecherously she smiled, feeling the treatment her sex was given. Her dark, dangling tits swung back and forth, Nemesis grinding herself on Rito’s fist as he pushed it to and fro inside her, shoving it in like he meant to grab the woman by the womb and pull her body inside out.
Run slumped flush and twitching from Rito’s erection, and quicker than a word could be raised for someone to take her place, Haruna straddled his waist and slipped herself lovingly down on his dick, taking him deep into her pussy. Moistly, with all the smoldering heat of an oven, her sex enveloped him, the slight weight of her body pressing her down intimately upon his sex. He filled her with his manhood, sliding in until she nearly winced from the excruciating fullness, a satiety almost unto agony like she had glutted herself to bursting in a lavish feast. But this was only the appetizer, and she had not even sampled the main course; Rito had so much more still to give, and she knew that she would need to endure with a martyr’s patience if she hoped to experience it all without going mad. 
But she was already mad, in her own way—mad from love of him, and she slung her arms around Rito as he fingered Yami and fisted Nemesis and suckled on Yui’s breasts. His hips bucked in the seat, his ass clapping and his balls flopping as a thick, rigid erection plunged into Haruna, thumping the gates of her womb, throwing her feminine form skyward as some tragic, besotted maiden of myth ascending to join the stars. But her tale’s end was no tragedy in her eyes, though another might have called it grievous. No, it was a happier end than all else she could have imagined, and she beamed to the ceiling and rolled her hips to meet his magnificently monotonous thrusting, feeling his body’s very rhythm tattooed into her girlish, yielding flesh. 

Roses blossomed richly in a meadow of lilies, a vibrant and sensual scarlet crowding out the purer, demurer whites and yellows of a Rin Kujo’s complexion as she knelt before her darling master, anointing his toes with unworthy lips and a faithful, fastidious tongue. Her eyes were dreamlike, lost in a rapturous fantasia as she basked in the taste and feel of her master’s toes, kissing and polishing his feet with a sighing breath and a slavish devotion. Her shapely rump swayed behind her, supple breasts deforming to match the flatness of the floor as she pressed herself down in a thrall’s uttermost prostration, revering Rito Yuuki’s foot as if it were the member of a god, moaning orgasmically and touching herself in a delirium of desire as she listened to the lewd, squelching noises of Rito and Haruna’s shameless copulation.
In a paradisiacal pose of mewling submission, surrendering all her will and responsibilities to the whim of this gentle, caring, and sometimes so sublimely ferocious master, Rin stroked and fondled Rito’s foot with one hand while with the other she cupped her aching pubic mound and teased her silky, simmering slit with a single arching finger. Her face was contorted in ecstasy, a beautiful degradation of her normally serious and respectable countenance as she indulged herself in this expression of an unabashed, unreserved, and unrepentant admiration for this man. She laved her tongue over the callosities of his soles, and she slipped it between his toes to snatch up droplets of sweat undiscovered, heaping slatternly, subverbal praises about his feet like the spoils of a hundred righteous victories.

Mea was on her hands and knees, her cheeks a hue to match her tresses, her eyes spinning and swirling in a lunatic cycle as her modestly immodest frame swung slightly, suggestively back and forth. Her hips were ascending and descending, leaping and falling in a lusty repetition as Rito played an absentminded footsie with her cunt. He rubbed his big toe against her slit, tickling her thighs with the littler toes, bumping her now and then with his heel as he angled his foot this way or that. He stimulated the redhead in the most undignified way imaginable, prodding and probing her eager, ravenous sex with his foot. He nudged her, and she ground herself against him, her body jerking and shuddering as she basked in even this least attention, Rito able to afflict her with a diabolical bliss even using just this little.
A preternatural talent proved itself at Mea’s loins, a godly genius descending to inspire the redhead. He tread her thighs like he was working the pedal of a bike, and he circled his toe over her pussy in a torture beyond describing. Mea’s teeth clenched and ground like millstones, permitting only the most wretched of sounds to slip past as she shivered and swayed in the throes of Rito’s rapacious attendance. His toe slipped inside her pussy, just enough to send a shock of dirty pleasure through the twisted maiden’s system, and her eyes bugged out vulgarly as her hitching breath fueled a strangled cry. Quivering, tensing, she exclaimed in veneration of Rito’s inestimable virility, amazed and adoring how with his every member he could master their pliable, yielding bodies. Like clay he worked them, not even trying but still succeeding in shaping each and every one of them.

Starry-eyed and breathless, Haruna swooned, gushing a woman’s bliss as Rito’s cum shot inside her, and she fell from his lap. He caught her with hands that dripped with the moisture of Yami and Nemesis, and he tore his lips away from a numbly euphoric Yui’s tender, tingling teat to yelp in surprise. 

“Ah! I have you,” he said, setting her down gently. Gently, he apologized, an exquisite contrast with his merciless ministrations, a kind and timid spirit triumphing even amidst the swell of his basest delights. “Sorry. Are you okay?”

Haruna only smiled, blushing coyly as she met his eyes. The others (those were not yet unconscious or otherwise too weak from his indefatigable attentions) giggled or sighed at the paradoxical chivalry with which Rito still insisted on treating them—indeed, he was more insistently compassionate the more confident he became, no longer a meek herbivore but now an honest-to-goodness gentleman. 

“I couldn’t be better,” she said simply, smiling even as she watched Kyoko press into Rito from behind, squeezing her breasts down on his shoulder and leaning in to nibble his ear. Her eyes twinkled, and she watched Mikan sidle up alongside her brother, straddling the limply prone Yami and lifting her hips in the air as she began to kiss and paw the blonde, invitingly wiggling her bare bottom. And she watched Momo slip by her and crawl up into Rito’s lap, the youngest princess dragging the full length of her body over his cock before finally surmounting him, legs spread, breasts heaving, lips puckered. “You don’t need to apologize for anything.”

Rito blushed, accepting this without protest. He felt Kyoko nipping and nuzzling him, and he saw Mikan smirking and tempting him with her incestuous rump, and he heard Momo’s softly fleeting breath as words formed themselves almost below the range of hearing. He took Haruna’s words at face value, and he accepted the desires of these girls as sincere and undistorted. He turned his head to meet Kyoko in a sudden kiss, causing her to exclaim in not-unpleasant surprise, and he snaked his arm around Momo’s waist to pull her down on him with just a little bit of brusqueness, and he flashed his free hand through the air, blurring palm and fingers ere they struck sure and true on Mikan’s jumping, reddening buttocks. 
His hips bucked, his cock spearing Momo. He held the princess fast against him, basking in the warmth and softness of her body. In the fight between bashfulness and passion, the latter emerged victorious, and for now he let himself be a little less meek and a little less gentle, indulging himself shyly in a bit more of selfish pleasure as he frenched a gasping, shivering, melting Kyoko and spanked a yelping, lurching, squealing Mikan and fucked a jerking, moaning, spasming Momo. His cock squelched, an indecent staccato of wet and leathery noises as skin collided against skin, as sopping folds slid over a pulsing shaft. He growled warmly into Kyoko’s lips, feeling her press her bosom desperately into his back as she leaned toward the kiss, opening wide to beg for his tongue. His hand flew, striking his sister’s ass here and there and causing it to ripple in a chaotic turbulence, going swiftly redder than the ripest tomato.

He sighed, a leanly muscular frame heaving between these soft, feminine bodies. He broke off the kiss with Kyoko, gossamer strands of a shameless spittle bonding their breathlessly gaping mouths, before he turned and bowed his head to somewhat forcibly french his fiancée, stealing over Momo’s yawning lips, stifling her moans of pleasure with a nearly silent smooch. And again and again his hand rose and fell, smiting his little sister’s naughty, delectable peach of a tush, coloring her vividly with a finger paint of pigmented by pure force and friction, inflaming her ass with a relentless palm. Kyoko shuddered and kissed the curve of his neck, extending her tongue to lave it over the bulge of his Adam’s apple as he and Momo swapped spit, the pinkette giddily giving her all to this latest joining. 
The others, recovering to different degrees at different rates, slowly arose and crowded back in. Those who had fallen off from exhaustion or the unendurable surplus of pleasure now surged back up, encouraged and emboldened by the show of those who still writhed upon Rito and received his gradually intensifying attentions. With hopeful eyes and pleasantly aching sexes, one after another, girls swarmed about Rito to kiss him and pet him and rub themselves against him. This way and that way, from here and there all around him, they drowned his form among their flush, sweaty, writhing bodies, committing themselves to him in an ecstasy of fanatical devotion, even the most chaste and reserved of them going bawdily berserk as they threw themselves against this firm, flexing, swaying figure, seeking to feel even just a little of his touch and attention.

Like sinners in the pits of Hell, they writhed in fleshly undulations, silken hides and supple curves deforming deliciously about the hardness of Rito’s body, all these dozen delectable ladies gravitating toward the singular attraction of his manhood. That cock was marvelous in its own right, but the identity of its owner amplified an already formidable appeal into something like a drug that utterly ensorcelled its victim with no more than a glance and a whiff. Merely to touch his hardness, it seemed, was enough to send them into paroxysms of ecstasy as the intercourse accelerated, these thirteen lucky bodies falling deeper and deeper into the towering, encircling, all-consuming fires of lust. Their eyes were either glazed in an intoxication of carnal pleasure or wild with a ravening, relentless urge. They bucked and roiled and churned, their bodies like water boiling in a pot around a single perfect piece of meat, stewing in the smell and taste and feel of Rito’s enthralling erection.

They had completely forgotten the point of this exercise, losing themselves totally in drunken desire. Every last one of them was obsessed with this sex, and it did not so much as cross their minds to wonder when they would decide what to have for dinner. So engrossed in this fervent, orgiastic intercourse, they would go the whole night without, heeding no appetite but that for sex. By the time breakfast rolled around, they would be hungry enough to justify all twelve of them being cooked up, and Rito by himself would have enough of an appetite to sample the choicest parts of each of them in one sitting.

That was the most perfect possible outcome as far as they were concerned.

… … … … …

A/N: Another breather sort of chapter to show all the girls together and interacting, and also to set up some things for the end. Unless I choose to do a detailed orgy (which would be slightly redundant after the latter half of this one) or an extended lead-in of one kind or another to the finale, I can probably wrap this up in the next chapter. The important point is Momo being cooked and eaten for the final chapter, and pretty much everything else about how the story ends is secondary to that. 

…Well, obviously. :P 
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