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The Ultimate Accessory




S

 he didn’t know why she needed it, but she did. There was something different about it, about them. The idea of being dominated by a white man got her into a frenzy, even though she knew it shouldn’t. The thought of being objectified, of being seen as the ultimate sexual partner gave her a sense of power; to be so desired that a man would do anything to be with you was the ultimate aphrodisiac.

She couldn’t lie, she loved the attention, loved being treated and spoiled. The idea of walking into an expensive restaurant in a brand new dress that left nothing to the imagination, the feeling of every eye in the place on her, men coveting her as wives and girlfriends glared, wary of the threat she posed. She knew she could have any man in the room, any woman too, for that matter, and what’s more, they all knew it too.

She didn’t fuck every white man that took her to dinner, she wasn’t a (not so cheap) whore looking for a sugar daddy to take care of her. She only fucked the men she wanted to fuck, the ones who showed her a good time, who kept her entertained and made her laugh, the ones she could sense would be a good fuck.

It wasn’t easy at first, and the number of good-looking, confident guys who had taken her to bed only, to cum as soon as they slid it in (to her, admittedly, amazing pussy) and falling asleep immediately afterwards was remarkably high.

But over time, she learned to identify those who not only wanted to fuck her, but those who wanted to worship her. Sometimes they were confident, sometimes they were shy, but they all had a certain something, a certain passion that came out in the attention they gave to her, the enthusiasm for her company. They weren’t just waiting to fuck, they wanted to get to know her intimately, every single inch of her, inside and out.

It wasn’t an exact science, but she got it right more often than not. The number of nights that had ended with men on their knees, their faces buried between her legs, giving her exactly what she needed increased exponentially. She particularly enjoyed giving instruction, taking some shy guy and telling him exactly how she needed to be worshipped, moaning with delight as they committed to pleasuring whichever part of the body she desired.

That isn’t to say, she didn’t also enjoy her fair share of worshipping. On more than one occasion, she had awoken with carpet burns on her knees, from crawling across hotel rooms, ready to take a big white cock in her mouth, licking and kissing and stroking it, before sliding it deep down her throat, allowing herself to be used as his pliable Asian fucktoy.

She particularly liked it when she flipped the script, getting muscular, successful businessmen onto their knees, kissing her feet, sucking on her toes, thankful for the opportunity to have the sole of her foot slid across their face. Or the quiet guys, not so confident, not so muscular, worked up into a frenzy, tossing her petite frame around the bed, bending her this way and that, taking her in whatever position they wanted, whatever pose, whatever hole…

Sometimes she liked to spend the night, only to slip out first thing in the morning when they were still asleep, leaving only her panties on the pillow, fragrant with the scent of her desire, as the only evidence it hadn’t been the ultimate wet dream. Other times, she preferred to sneak out immediately after, whilst they were in the bathroom, walking through the extravagant lobby as her date’s cum dribbled down her thigh.

It was only on rare occasions that she would be there the next morning, ready for a new session. In these instances, she was either incredibly horny or the sex had been too damn good to resist seconds. But in general, her motto was:


Always leave them wanting more.


And they always wanted more.

So did she, for no matter how much she tried to move on, no matter how much she tried to find satisfaction elsewhere, eventually, inevitably, she would always find herself yearning for that Big White Cock…




All For You




“P

 lease, I need it.”

She wiggled her slim ass as she kneeled on the sofa, her delicate fingers gripping the back. He stood behind her, his thick white cock hard and ready for her. Still, he took his time, admiring the creamy skin of her slim body, the arch of her back, her smooth shoulders, the end of her jet-black hair trailing across them.

She let out a desperate moan as she pushed her ass out, her knees, her tight slit ready for him. He stepped forward and as she moved, her lips brushed against the head of his cock, leaving a trace of her wetness.

He had no idea why she was so crazy for his white cock but he didn’t care. All he knew was, she craved it and so he took the opportunity to tease her, denying her until she couldn’t take it anymore and then giving it all to her.

She pushed out her ass again, but he stepped back, just out of reach, instead reaching out a solitary finger and running it up her lips. She groaned with pleasure, desperate for me, but he just stood there, inspecting the tip of his wet finger. He could smell her desire, knew how badly she wanted him. He slipped the finger in his mouth, tasting her Asian pussy for the first time. His cock twitched as his tongue swirled over the tip, giving him a taste for more.

Without another word, he dropped to his knees behind her, and placed his strong hands on her asscheeks.

“What are you doing?”

Silently, he gently spread her cheeks, exposing her tight little asshole, and watched it quiver, as if also desperate to take his fat, white cock. But that would have to wait…

She cried out as he buried his face in her ass, his thick, flat tongue running up her pussy, lapping up her juices, as she squirmed.

“Oh fuck”, she moaned, burying her face in the sofa as he licked her sweet cunt from behind. She pushed her ass back onto his face, sliding her pussy up and down over his mouth, desperate for him to taste her.

He licked her with abandon, her wetness out of control. He could feel it dripping down his chin as he slipped his tongue deep inside her. She moaned and pressed deeper, needing more of him inside her. As she did, he could feel her pussy twitch, squeezing his tongue, and he knew she would be a special fuck.

His mouth full of the taste of her pussy, and his face and chest wet with her arousal, he moved back and she moaned in protest. He stood and with one hand on her ass and the other holding his cock he guided the tip of his cock into her, as she cried out.

“Slowly”, she pleaded, “you might break me.”

Even though she had the wettest pussy he’d ever seen, she was also the tightest. This wasn’t her first big white cock, but it may as well have been. He moved slowly, pressing his thick cock into her tight cunt, an inch at a time, watching it disappear slightly further each time, only to reappear, her tight lips gripping his shaft, fighting to make sure his cock filled her.

Once he was fully in, he held his cock inside her, motionless, feeling the pressure of her pussy, admiring the grip. Whilst she had wanted his white cock inside of her, that wasn’t all she wanted, and as he stood there, she began moving her ass, sliding it up and down his cock.

She groaned with pleasure as she rode his cock, his thick shaft stretching her tight little cunt as she got what she needed. He watched her for a while, her slender body, arching, aching for his cock, pushing him ever deep into her.

Finally he couldn’t resist and took control. He grabbed her hips, holding her in place and even through feeble appeals, she submitted to his will instantly. He held her in place as she began to fuck her, his hips moving slowly at first, teasing her, leaving her with no doubt who was in control.

As he moved faster he could hear her panting, short gasps of breath as he drove his fat cock into her, knocking the breath out of her slender body, stretching her pussy, owning her entirely.

He ran a hand up her body, over her firm ass and smooth back, her skin covered in a thin film of sweat as she gave herself entirely to him, her entire body dedicated to worshipping his cock. He ran his hand over the back of her neck, his fingers sliding into her jet-black hair and grabbed a handful.

“Who’s pussy is this?” he demanded, pulling her head back, forcing her to look at him. She looked him in the eyes, her stare containing nothing but insatiable lust.

“You”, she gasped. “This pussy is all for you.”

He pulled her closer as he leaned in, kissing her hard, slipping his tongue into her mouth and finding hers, flooding the taste of her delicate cunt into her mouth. As they kissed, he ran her other hand up the front of her body, cupping her small breasts, soft but firm. She moaned into his mouth, sliding her tongue deeper as he took one of her dark nipples, firm and hard, and began rolling it between his thumb and forefinger until she squealed and her pussy squeezed his cock.

He pulled his mouth from hers and, hand still gripping her hair, straightened up. He could smell her, her scent, smell her sex, a whirlwind of pheromones being released as he whipped her body into a sexual frenzy.

He fucked her hard, his cock penetrating deeply, her tight body submitting completely, taking every inch.




“Oh fuck”, she moaned as her pussy contracted on his dick, “I’m cumming.

 

Oh fuck.


 
” He kept fucking her at the same pace, holding her in place as her orgasm began to take hold, his white cock almost too much for her to bear.




She began to pant, short, sharp sounds, animalistic in nature, her entire being focused on what she was put on earth to do; to fuck his big white cock. As she got closer, she got louder and louder, until she was practically screaming as the orgasm shook her entire body, every muscle tensing and relaxing as wave after wave of pleasure rocked her, all the while his fat cock continued to fuck her, bringing him closer to climax.

As she screamed and her body tightened, every fibre of her being gripped by the pleasure from his cock, he let himself go, unable to contain himself in her tight little cunt anymore.

“Fill me up”, she begged, her damp, dark hair stuck to her pale face, “this pussy is all for you.”

He moaned loudly as he shot load after load deep inside her, filling her desperate twat with his seed, flooding her fertile body with his load, as nature intended, holding his cock deep inside, shooting his load as deep into her as possible.

When he was done, he continued to hold her in position, her body now limp, exhausted, her pussy quivering from the fuck to end all fucks.

“I think you broke me”, she whispered.

He let go of her hair and slowly pulled out his cock, now covered in her pussy juices and the last of his cum. As he released her, she collapsed onto the sofa, facing inwards, and he could see her dark lips as his load began to drip out of her well-fucked cunt.

He gently stroked her hair, his new little fucktoy, obedient and willing, her only desire to please. As he did, she turned and looked at him, smiling innocently, before with one smooth motion, rolling over and taking his cock in her mouth, sucking him clean, tenderly and eagerly, as only an obedient fucktoy can.




In Control




H

 e sat on the edge of the bed, naked, slowly stroking his rock-hard cock. Across the room, she watched him watching her, standing there in that dress. The one that had turned every head, the one clinging to her petite frame, her prominent nipples on her small breasts, the one with the slit up the side, exposing her creamy skin as she walked, showing flashes of thigh, everyone watching intently to see if they could get a flash of her underwear, or if she was even wearing any.

“Strip.”

She silently obeyed, first slipping the soft fabric from one shoulder, then another. She looked away from him, pretending to be shy, she knew his type, knew he’d go crazy for that.

“Look at me.”

She turned, still feigning embarrassment, noting his hand was moving ever so slightly faster, his grip that little harder. As she watched him work his cock, she slid her dress down further, exposing her pert breasts, holding the fabric just underneath, as if ready to slide the dress up at a moment’s notice. But she didn’t, and under his watchful gaze, she slid the dress down to the top of her hips, exposing her flat stomach. She held it there again, the final pause, waiting to see how long he would wait. His eyes craved her, devoured her. She felt her heart beat faster under his domineering gaze, but she retained her composure, waiting for the next words.

“Drop it.”

She slid the dress slightly over her hips and let go, letting the elegant fabric of her new dress fall to the floor, leaving her in nothing but in her delicate black panties. She could feel the heat between her legs, feel the soft fabric clinging to her wet lips. Examining herself in the mirror, she knew they were sheer enough to make out every line of her lips, enough to see the small rectangular strip of dark black pubic hair above. She knew that eventually, he’d be close enough to see, if they were on long enough for him to notice.

His hand moved faster as his eyes moved up and down her body, then slowed as he tried to control himself. She crossed her arms over her exposed body, her hands nestled in between her breasts, and even now she pretended not to be watching, saw his cock twitch in his hand. He was desperate for her.

“Come.”

She took a step forward, until he raised a hand and she stepped back.

“On your knees.”

She lowered herself onto all fours, the plush carpet soft on her hands and knees, the fibres tickling the back of her small feet. Eyes down, she slowly began to crawl to him, one tentative hand moving forward along with the opposite knee, making her way across what felt like a vast expanse.

“Look at me.”

She looked up, like a small animal, timid yet curious. She arched her back giving him a better view of her breasts held perfectly in space as if defying gravity. From here, he looked like an Emperor, a King, a God. His chiselled form towering above her as he watched, his mighty cock long and hard, gripped in hand as if his sceptre.

“Stop.”

She was right in front of him, close enough to lean forward and take him in her mouth, but instead, she simply sat there, her firm ass resting on the soles of her feet, her hands still planted on the plush carpet, waiting for her next instructions.

He continued to work himself and she wondered if this was what he wanted, his Asian fucktoy kneeling at his feet, pliant, obedient, watching and waiting as he worked his huge cock, ready to take his thick load in her mouth, on her face, in her hair, a thick white streak across her jet black bob. She shifted slightly at the thought of it, at the idea of being reduced to this white man’s cumrag, of being coated with his seed. Was it the ultimate humiliation or the ultimate tribute, or perhaps both? Either way, she felt her panties getting wet at the thought of it, could smell her rising desire.

She wondered if he could too, for as she realised this he pulled his cock back, still stroking it as he pressed it against his toned stomach. It was, she knew, an invitation. So, without a word, she leaned forward, still on all fours and began to gently suck on his balls.

Taking first one in her mouth, then the other, she alternated between them, sucking gently at first, then a bit firmer, testing how he liked it, before reverting to the other. Between this, she would run her tongue up between them, sliding over his balls up to the base of his shaft, until she was not allowed to go further.

All the while he continued to stroke his cock, watching her service him on her knees. Finally, he relented and, as she was licking up his balls, just as her tongue reached the base of his shaft, he let go of his cock, letting the weight of it fall. She gasped with surprise as his thick member bounced off her forehead, its length almost the size of her head, the tip, covered in a layer of pre-cum sitting in her fringe. Still, she didn’t miss a beat, carrying on, licking up the underside of his shaft, taking the weight of him on her tongue, before her tongue slipped over the head and it fell, bouncing as it righted itself with its own strength.

She looked up at him and licked her lips, the slight taste of his pre-cum in her mouth. She was hungry now, desperate for his cock. She needed it in her mouth, needed to taste him fully, preparing him for whatever he wanted to do next. She looked up at him, wide-eyed, and sensed his cock twitch again.

Without a word, he watched her on her knees, waiting until finally, with an almost imperceptible nod, he gave her permission. She leaned in but, instead of taking him in her mouth, she ran her long, flat tongue up first one side of his cock then the other, before returning and wrapping her lips around his shaft. It was both thick and long and she wanted to get a feel for it before she tackled it head-on. She also wanted, under the guise of shyness, to make him wait. She wanted to tease him, to make him need her more than anything. So she remained there on all fours, using her lips and tongue and mouth to explore him until he couldn’t take it.

She listened as he moaned, a mixture of pleasure and frustration, a man in need of her tight little mouth. Then, when she was sure he couldn’t take any more, she licked up the underside of his cock and sunk her mouth down onto it.

He moaned with relief as she sucked him, her lips wrapped tightly around him as her head bobbed up and down, her tongue twirling over the head as she went.

She worked him enthusiastically, pushing him into the back of her throat, taking as much of him in her mouth as she could. But still, she could only make it halfway down his long shaft.

“More.”

She moved faster, sucking tighter, licking more wildly as she pressed down either further, opening her throat to accommodate his offensively large cock.


“More.”


She pressed as far as she could, but it wasn’t enough. He needed more, deserved more. Then he felt it, his large hand on the top of her head, pressing her down further, pushing his cock deep into her throat, deeper than she’d taken any man, taking what he needed, taking what was his. She closed her eyes and submitted completely, letting him guide her, until she had taken his entire cock and her lips were wrapped around the base of his shaft.

He held her there a moment, savouring the feel of her warm, soft mouth of his obedient Asian fucktoy, before letting her up.

As he let her go, she slid up his shaft, now covered in a film of her saliva, and took in several lungfuls of air. Her eyes were watering and she had no doubt her mascara had run, but she didn’t care. She was there to be used for his pleasure. As she coughed, she felt his hand on her head once again, this time gentle, comforting. As he stroked her hair, she looked up at him, his face gentle now, though his cock was still rock-hard.

He waited for her to catch his breath, then gently taking her hair in his hand, lifted her up to him, so that she was now balanced only on her knees and up towards him. As she raised towards him, he leaned forward until their mouths met. His lips were soft and he kissed her gently, snaking his tongue into her mouth and massaging hers, as she responded in kind.

As they kissed, she felt his cock, warm and wet from being in her mouth, press against her belly, the head gently brushing against the underside of her breast as she bobbed gently up and down on her knees.

After a few moments, he let go of her hair and held her by the shoulders, raising her to her feet as he himself stood. He looked down at her, still towering over her, his large, well-built frame in sharp contrast to her petite body. He softly ran the backs of his fingers over her cheek and ran his thumb down her face, tracing the outline of the running mascara.

He gently turned her and laid her on the bed, her body almost disappearing into the luxurious, thick duvet. He looked down at his little plaything, helpless and pliant, ready for whatever he had planned. There were so many things he wanted to do, so many ways to explore this perfect creature, the pinnacle of beauty, of desire. He wanted to have her all to himself, taking her in every way, living every fantasy he’d ever dreamed of. He’d dreamed all evening what it would be like to have her, to stretch out her tight pussy with his thick cock, to make her squeal with pleasure as he took her. But most of all, he’d wondered what she tasted like…

She looked up at him, towering above her, his mighty cock standing tall and proud. She wanted to touch it, wanted to take it in her mouth again, to feel it pressed down her throat, so tight, so deep that if he came she wouldn’t even need to swallow. Her legs dangled off the bed at the knees and she wondered what he was waiting for.





Perhaps


 
, she thought,

 

he wants me to use my feet


 
.







She smiled to herself at the thought of how many men she had brought to climax with just her toes, her dainty, simply painted toes wrapped around thick white cocks, rubbing up and down until her calves were burning. Sometimes in little white socks, sometimes fishnets, but mostly barefoot, watching as they moaned, unable to contain themselves, ejaculating as she moved, her pale legs covered in their jizz. Other times, they would pull away, working themselves at a frenzied pace as she watched, begging with them,

 

pleading


 
to cum on her feet, to cream all over her big toe, her pinkie, to get their jizz right between those delicate digits, until they did, unleashing some of the thickest loads she’d ever seen. Then she’d smile as they looked on sheepishly, a mixture of satisfaction and shame, until she assured them it was alright, bending her leg inward and bringing her foot up to her mouth. She’d watch them out of the corner of their eye as they watched this limber and petite Asian dream slid her lips over her big toe, sucking up their cum, sliding her tongue up and down her foot, cleaning every drop of their tribute from her, before swallowing it down like a good cumslut does.




But before she could make a move, he disappeared from view as he dropped to his knees. She looked down at him and saw only the top of his face, his eyes focused down below. She murmured softly as his hands, so strong and large, moved softly over her smooth legs, up and down, getting higher each time, as he moved his face in deeper. She could feel his warm breath on her inner thighs, her delicate skin tingling already. She felt his breath moving up, until he was right between her legs, the breathing stopping as she heard him inhale deeply. She pressed her hips up slightly, eager for him to smell her desire for him, to make him understand she needed him as badly as he needed her.

His hands continued to explore, sliding up her legs, over her thighs, to her narrow hips, his infers playing with the slender waistband of her panties. She imagined what he saw from there, her neat lips, wet and swollen, the dark patch at the bottom where the greedy fabric had soaked up her desire, the neat bush, trimmed and waxed, especially for him.

Her murmurs turned to slight moans as he began to slowly peel away her underwear, finally leaving her fully exposed. She lifted her hips, feeling the soft fabric as it slid over her ass, listening as he carefully peeled them from her lips, before sliding them down her legs, until they dangled on one dainty foot.

He pressed his face into her again, deeper this time, his smooth face brushing lightly against her wet lips as he inhaled her full scent, pure and direct.

She wanted him to taste her now, craved it. She needed him to bury his face deep between her legs and eat her out, needed to feel his strong tongue sliding into her tight cunt, to feel his mouth on her swollen clit, sucking and licking and rubbing as her legs, thin but strong, squeezed his head, holding him in place pleasuring as she needed him to.

“Please”, she whispered.


Please.


Even though she wasn’t sure he heard her, he buried his face deep in her cunt, running his long, flat tongue over her lips, lapping up her desire, tasting how badly she needed him. As he did so, she raised her hips, rubbing her glorious Asian pussy over his face, as he wrapped his arms around her legs, lifting her svelte lower body up, so he could explore her fully.

She moaned and writhed as his tongue worked, slowly and deliberately, with restrained passion that valued a job done right than quick. He drove his tongue deep into her, lapping inside her glorious cunt as his lips sucked and massaged hers.

She let out an incoherent squeal as he worked her, her head flipping back and forth as her outstretched arms gripped fistfuls of the duvet, pulling at them as if they were the only thing holding her to the bed. As he held her legs, she continued to grind on his face, rubbing her clit against his nose, until he slid his tongue out of her and began circling her swollen bud, causing her to cry out even more.

As she bucked, he held her firm, her ass still off the bed, as his tongue circled her clit, her pussy juices running down his chin, until he was surprised, pleasantly so, by her hand on his head. She moaned as she grabbed a handful of his thick hair and pushed down, pressing his face deeper into her cunt. And though he was strong enough to ignore her desperate attempts, he acquiesced, burying his face deeper, taking her delicious clit in his mouth and sucking on her as his tongue continued its circular momentum. She cried out, wilder, almost unhinged, as he sucked on her, her grip on his hair tightening, her body spasming furiously as she desperately tried to ride his face. But he remained calm, focused, his strong arms holding her in position as he sucked her clit, driving his little Asian fucktoy into a sexual frenzy.

She tried to speak, but couldn’t, such was the intensity of feeling flooding through her body. No one had ever treated her pussy this good; no mouth, no cock, no dildo or clit stimulator could match what this man was doing to her. She was worried what she might say, might do as this feeling took control of her, forcing her to submit absolutely to it, until finally the words escaped, completely out of her control.

“It’s all for you”, she cried. “Fuck my tight little Asian whore of a pussy however you want. Use me, share me, make me your Asian cumdumpster for you and your friends. Fill me up with as many white cocks as possible, I want your seed dripping out of every hole, want to be stretched, used, fucked until I’m broken, then fucked again. I’m your cumrag, your fucktoy, your playing to be used and abused until cum is leaking out of me for days. I’ll do whatever you want, I’m your obedient cumslut, it’s all for you, all for you…”

As she came she cried out, her words turning into incoherent sounds, her body quaking as he continued to suck on her clit. She pulled his hair harder as with one leg she tried to push him away, the other wrapped around him, holding him close, the sensation threatening to tear her apart as part of her hoped it would never end.

Finally, after what seemed like hours, but was merely seconds, her orgasm peaked, and her body began to relax. Her legs stopped kicking and squeezing, instead twitching helplessly, exhausted from the exertion. Her hand loosened in his hair, and he softly removed his mouth from her throbbing clit.

She lay on the bed, panting, exhausted, her overstimulated frame twitching from the aftershocks of the orgasm.

“Fuck”, she whispered, breathlessly, as she felt his body press against her, his cock still rock hard, and she turned her head and kissed his wet lips. She moaned and shivered as she tasted her pussy on him, sliding her tongue in his mouth to get a deeper taste. As they kissed, she felt his hands gently slide along her body, her skin soaked with sweat, gingerly exploring the parts of her he hadn’t gotten to yet.

And as his hands moved over her and their mouths continued to press against one another, she reached down and wrapped her delicate fingers around his cock, and began stroking gently.

He moaned softly into her mouth and she began to move her hand faster, sliding up and down the whole length, until she felt him begin to buck his hips, his need increasing. Then she stopped and turned away, but still maintaining a grip, she guided him down and into herself.

She gasped as he pushed gently into her exhausted pussy, still soaking wet from her desire and his mouth. She moaned as his thick cock pressed into her, stretching her tight hole. Even now, wetter than she’d ever been, it was an effort. He began slowly, gently rocking his hips, taking whatever piece of her he could get, slowly working his way deeper into her, moaning with pleasure as her warm body submitted to his needs.

Still she held onto his cock, her palm wet as his dick slid out of her and into her hand before sliding back in, allowing her to pleasure the end of his cock that her tight cunt couldn’t yet accommodate.

She moaned as he moved deeper into her, fucking her harder, his grip on her body increasing as his desire for her grew. She felt his grip on her breast, her delicate nipple in between his fingers, felt his warm, reckless breath on her neck, as his other hand moved down and grabbed her ass, his grip tightening on her cheek, his fingers digging into the flesh as he squeezed, lessening only when she cried out in pain.

“No”, she cried, “do it. It’s all for you.”

She winced as he grabbed her ass again, his thick cock fucking her tight cunt as she gave herself to him completely. She had meant what she said; he could use her however he wanted.

As he held her, all she could think about was becoming her filthy Asian cumrag, letting him fuck her in every hole, letting him cum inside her again and again. She felt his breathing increase as short bursts of warm air brushed her neck.

“Do it”, she begged, “fuck me. Use me. Put your load in my fresh, fertile body. It’s all yours to use.” Hearing these words, he came, hard, harder than he ever had, his full load shooting into her fresh cunt as she moaned with pleasure.

“Use me, oh fuck, please, use me.”

He pushed deeper into her, stretching her further, spreading his seed as her pussy gripped his cock, desperate to hold on, to take every last drop he had, as she reached back over him, grabbing his ass, her nails digging into his flesh, and pulling him closer, ever closer into her as he filled her aching cunt.




“More”, she pleased as his cock twitched inside her, “

 

more


 
.”




He kept cumming, wave after wave shot deep into her, filling her up, until he was completely spent.

He lay there a moment, his grip loosened, his cock still inside her, twitching occasionally as she slowly rubbed herself back and forth on it, until he finally slid it out.

“I can feel it inside me”, she said as she lay on her side. “It’s so warm.”

He lay back, breathing hard, the warmth of her pussy on his cock, the taste of her in his mouth.

“Oh fuck”, she murmured, “there’s so much.”

He looked over and saw her hand buried between her legs, before moving back up to her face. Her two fingers were covered in his cum, now dripping out of her, and she inspected it carefully, before sliding her fingers into her mouth and sucking them clean, then repeated the act.

“Sorry”, he whispered, “for a moment there, I was out of control.”




“Oh honey”, she said, turning towards him, her hand gently stroking his face, “you were

 

never


 
in control.”




She smiled and kissed him and as he rolled her over and pinned her hands above her head, he said,

“We’ll see about that.”





Yes


 
, she thought, smiling,

 

yes, we will…








Aftercare




S

 he sighed as she slipped into the bath, her soft skin disappearing under bubbles. It had been a long night, and now she needed to relax.

As she soaked in the too-warm water, she felt her face begin to flush. She usually liked to read in the bath, a bit of romantic fluff with plenty of forbidden desire, but she’d had plenty of that and now she needed to give her body a chance to recover. Even now, hours after the fact, she felt her holes, the water gently lapping at them, begin to throb.

She’d been stretched, used and objectified, her body used as a plaything for his big white cock, taking her first in one hole and then the other, filling her with his cock until he unloaded his seed into.

She thought about how she had kneeled on the bed as he fucked her, thought about how it felt to have his cum dribbling from her pussy and her asshole; so similar yet so very different.

He’d been rough with her, but she liked it when he took control. But he’d also been gentle, submissive when she had asserted her dominance. His mouth had been so delicate when he kissed her feet, working his way up from her delicate, finely-painted toes, up her smooth, toned legs. She tingled when she thought about his one-day stubble grazing against her inner thigh as he made his way up to where she needed to be worshipped.

She gasped as she realised her hand had slid under the water, over her body and between her legs. He had been gentle when he had sucked and licked at her clit, treating her most sensitive area with the respect it deserved, but still it was sore.





I suppose there are only so many times you can cum before it gets sore,


 
she thought,

 

no matter how gentle.





Still, her fingers kept working under the water, sending little ripples through the water, the waves lapping her nipples as he had. She felt them harden and reached up to cup first one then the other, caressing each nipple as she did so.

The air was cool on her knees as they broke the surface of the water. She preferred her body to be fully submerged, but now she needed the space. She slid her feet across the bottom of the bathtub towards her, her legs spread as far as they could, the sides of her legs pressed against the sides of the tub.

An image passed through her mind, one of her laid naked on the bed, her hands behind her knees, pulling them into her chest, his thick cock sliding in and out of her. He had been big and powerful and she genuinely thought he might break her, but she didn’t stop him, didn’t want to stop him. If she broke, she broke, it was all she deserved. She was his dirty Asian fucktoy and he could do whatever the fuck he wanted to her. For that night, she belonged to him.

She moaned as her hand slid down from her breasts, over her stomach and down between her legs. Her fingertips gingerly circled her entrance, still throbbing, before slipping in a finger, then a second. It was sore, but even two of her slim fingers were nothing compared to his cock. She thought about adding a third, but decided against it. She was supposed to be resting, even this was too much.

Still, she didn’t stop, and as her fingers continued to gently circle her swollen clit, she began to move her two fingers in and out of her, the tips of her fingers gently stroking her g-spot.

The sensation brought forth another memory, one of her on top of him, riding him slowly, teasing him as he lay there helpless, his hands secured to the bedpost with the navy blue tie he’d been wearing at dinner. It had brought out his eyes when it had been around his neck, highlighting the mischievous glint that she knew meant they’d have fun tonight. It did the same wrapped around his wrists.

As she’d ridden him she had felt the head of his cock rubbing against her g-spot, a sensation she had loved. And when he begged her to ride him faster, she’d loved it even more. Eventually, she’d relented and ridden him harder, faster, her thighs working overtime to pump her petite frame up and down his cock, until they were burning.

She arched her hips in the water, instinctively, pressing her fingers deeper into herself, as her thighs tensed, the stress still evident. It was supposed to be her leg day at the gym tomorrow, but she knew she’d have to take a recovery day instead.

She’d ridden him until she felt her legs were about to fall off, then leaned forward, pressing her soft body against his toned torso, now sliding slowly up and down his cock. Then, moving her lips to his ear, she whispered,


I want you to cum inside me.


He groaned and as she felt his cock twitch inside her, she half-expected him to cum on the spot. It wouldn’t be the first time. There are few things a white man loves to do more, she found, than come inside her tight, fertile, Asian pussy.

As she thought about how she had remained there, sliding up and down his cock faster and faster, her fingers under the water matched the pace, her throbbing pussy still desperate for more. She could hear her heartbeat in her ears as her fingers did what she needed them to, and as she lay there she could hear his grunts, his moans of pleasure as she slid her tight cunt up and down his long shaft.


You want to cum in me?



Yes.



You want to cum in my tight Asian pussy?



Fuck yes.



Say it.



I want to cum in your tight Asian pussy.



Beg me.



Please.



Beg me.



Please, let me cum in your tight Asian pussy.


She continued to ride him, owning him, controlling him as he struggled to contain himself, already on the edge. She loved feeling so powerful, seeing a white man so desperate to shoot his load deep inside her. She kept riding, teasing, pressing down deeper, squeezing her kegel muscles and listening to him squirm, until she was satisfied she had been appropriately worshipped.


Cum for me.


As if on command, he moaned, bucking his hips up and surprising her as he lifted her off the bed, his cock twitching energetically inside her as she sank deep onto his cock, knowing each spasm was another shot of his load deep into her fertile cunt.

She moaned as she remembered the feeling, imagining not her fingers inside her, but his fat cock filling her up again and again. Her body bucked in the water as she continued to pleasure herself, foamy water splashing up over the sides of the tub as her orgasm washed over her.

And as she came, she felt not the hot water lapping at her body, but the hands of countless white men, all desperate for her body. She felt their mouths on her nipples, their hands rubbing over her smooth belly, sliding up over her neck into her hair. She felt them caressing her legs as they held them open, taking her pussy and her ass, filling both holes at the same time. She gasped, but instead of air, she felt another cock, long and smooth, slide into her mouth, around which she wrapped her lips as this stranger proceeded to fuck her throat. She felt herself slipping under the water, but as she reached out she found not the edges of the tub, but two more powerful white cocks sliding into her hands. She held them firm, tugging quickly. There she lay, suspended in between these fat white cocks, held up by nothing other than her own desirability as these anonymous men used her, every inch of her, finding pleasure in her pussy and her ass, her mouth, her tits, her legs, down to her toes, each foot being caressed and kissed as strangers sucked on her toes, worshipping her completely.

They continued to use her and worship her for what felt like an eternity; the sub and the dom; the virgin and the whore. As they continued her orgasm continued to rise, building ever upwards, until she could see nothing but a bright, white light, every inch of her tingling with pleasure, threatening to overpower her, to tear her into a million pieces.

They fucked her and she fucked them right back, worshipping every white cock she’d ever had and would ever have, every hole just for them. She jerked and sucked and fucked every last one of those cocks and as she came, so did they, unleashing load after load onto her pale skin, an army of white cocks cumming on their Asian Goddess Fucktoy, paying tribute to their ultimate fantasy in the only way they knew how until she sunk under the weight.

She gasped for air as she surfaced from under the water, her hands gripping the sides of the tub for support. Her legs, like the rest of her body, had slipped back under the water, a warm, comforting cocoon enveloping her.

She breathed deeply and slowly, feeling the post-orgasm glow, her body exhausted but completely relaxed, an almost Zen-like state of being. She smiled, amused by how filthy she was and how utterly single-focused was her desire.

And as her hands slid under the water, she closed her eyes and basked in the warm glow, knowing her satisfaction would soon turn once again into an insatiable desire.
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