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Bad Thoughts






S

 he had often wondered why she felt this way but finally decided it didn’t matter. No explanation would curb her craving, nor satisfy her in any way.

There was nothing that could satisfy her quite like a white man.



Perhaps, she thought, it was a desire for something different, exotic almost. Or perhaps it was based on their desire for her, to be craved and lusted after, to be seen as the ultimate sexual fantasy, to be fetishised.



It was strange to her, but she couldn’t deny the sense of power it gave her, to be the object of the desires of so many. It allowed her to be more selective in her partners, in her lovers. She had no worries about turning one white man away because she could get another whenever she wanted.



It was true and she knew it, and so did her lovers. She sensed that it was something that only increased their desire. She was not some meek thing looking to be swept away by some white knight, no. She had her own money, her own life. They only had one thing she needed and she was in charge of who got to give that to her.



So, to be with her was not only a satisfaction of so many sexual fantasies, though she was most certainly that, but also an achievement. She could have had any white man she wanted, so to be chosen was a special moment.



She felt that they felt this also, not through their words, for such things are better left unspoken, but through the expression of the sexual act. The white men she chose appreciated the opportunity, working hard to pleasure her as she allowed them to explore her body, and in turn, explored theirs with equal enthusiasm.



She had learnt many things from her white lovers and taught them many things in return. But most important of all, was that there was nothing quite like being with an Asian woman with a penchant for well-hung white men.



To listen to their moans, to feel their bodies react to her was its own kind of pleasure. Even when her body was too perfect for a man to handle, she knew he would once again be ready in a few minutes, and this time would have a point to prove.



In the meantime, she knew exactly the sort of things to be done to pass the time, most of them starting and ending with her on her back, legs spread and a white man holding onto her thighs.



She felt her breathing speed up as memories of evenings passed in just such a manner ran through her mind, her body reacting as if she were there once again.



But even as her body craved the touch of the white man, she knew she had to focus on the task at hand. So, she stood at the head of the boardroom, the only Asian woman in a sea of well-dressed white businessmen, giving a presentation as each and every one of them wondered what it would be like to be inside her.



And that, she knew, was true power.





The Journal






S

 he brushed her hair behind her ear, exposing the soft lobe. It was a habit, a thing she did when she was nervous or excited. And right now, she was very excited.

She was sitting at her desk in front of the open window. The night air was refreshing, a gentle breeze cooling down the summer heat. The only source of light in the room was the lamp on her desk. It illuminated her workstation and as the rest of the room fell into darkness, it made her feel safe, as if the rest of the world had disappeared, leaving only her, her desk, and the sliver of the world outside her window.



She had just taken a shower, the chilled water cooling her down, causing her skin to prickle, her nipples to harden. It was an intense sensation, but she savoured every moment, embracing the shivers that ran through her overheated body.



Once she had finished her shower, she had stepped out of the shower, dabbed her body dry with a soft white towel, then wrapped it around herself and wrapped a smaller towel around her hair. She walked from the bathroom, her bare feet treading delicately on the wooden floor, into the bedroom. Illuminated by a simple floor lamp, the cool tones gave the room a calm feel.



It was her special place, the place that made her feel safe. It allowed her to feel confident about what she was about to do. She sat on the bed and looked at the window, the closed curtains blowing gently as the breeze came through the window.



She unwrapped her hair from the towel and pressed it into handfuls of hair, soaking up most of the water, before shaking her head gently, letting the damp hair float through the air before settling on her shoulders.



She placed the damp towel on the floor and reached into the top drawer of her bedside cabinet, pulling out a hairbrush. She sat there, combing her hair, the brush moving across her scalp in careful, deliberate strokes.



As she continued, she focused on the sensation of the brush moving through her hair, the sound of it moving with intention. She found it calming, an intimate moment where her senses felt heightened. She felt the wooden floor beneath her feet, the cool breeze on her exposed calves, the soft towel pressed against her body.



Once she was finished, she placed the brush back in the drawer and stood up. She pulled at the top of the towel and let it fall down her body, clumping at her feet. She stepped out of it and walked naked across her room. She rarely felt at peace naked like this. Usually, she felt exposed, vulnerable, but tonight, that was precisely the point.



She walked over to the wardrobe and slid the door open. She reached inside, knowing exactly what she wanted. She slid the wardrobe door closed again and walked back across the room as she slipped her silk kimono over her silky smooth skin. She pulled it closed and tied it gently around her slim waist. Her chest between her breasts was exposed and she ran her hand over the exposed skin, shivering at her own touch.



She moved over to the desk and switched on the desk lamp, before moving over to the floor lamp and switching it off.



Returning to the desk, she stood for a moment and inspected the items on top. Aside from the lamp, there was a journal, an expensive gift with a leather binding and delicate pages. It had been a gift, an invitation to express her innermost thoughts. Alongside the closed book was a fountain pen, a precise instrument that rewarded patience and elegance. It had been a long time since she had written with such an instrument, but when she had held it for the first time, she felt immediately at ease, as if the words could start flowing from her there and then.



There was also a cup of green tea in a ceramic cup with no handle. She didn’t find it particularly practical, but just like the pen, she got a special sensation when holding it. She felt it allowed her to be free in ways she couldn’t express.



Confident everything was ready, she leaned over the desk and pulled open the curtains. The night was dark but clear, and she could see the stars in the sky. She longed for an opportunity to travel out into the middle of the wilderness, away from the lights and the traffic and the world and see the sky how people used to see it, a perfect natural moment, exposed in all its glory.



She sat in front of her desk and took a moment to situate herself. She ran her fingers along the top of the desk, towards her cup of tea, now cooled somewhat after sitting patiently, brewing. She wrapped her fingers around the cup and felt the gentle warmth emanating from within. She stroked the cover of the journal, one she had already made several entries in, and opened it to a blank page bookmarked by a piece of silk.



Finally, she picked up the pen, feeling the weight in her hand, letting it settle as if becoming a part of her. This had become of her nightly routine, this exploration of thoughts forbidden, secret, shameful. As she took the lid off the pen and placed it on the desk, she could already feel them forming, the ideas taking shape, desperate to escape. There was just one thing missing.



She placed the pen in the middle of the book and the pages began to curl close, enveloping it as if trying to hold it, eager to be filled with those forbidden thoughts.



She closed her eyes and felt the gentle breeze against her face, and smiled. She gave herself over to the evening and reached down to her waist, finding the loosely tied silk belt holding her kimono closed and pulled at both ends. It came apart easily in her hands and she felt the material loosen against her body, before she brushed it off of her thighs and exposed the edges of her breasts and her torso. The breeze made its way over her skin, tickling her as it seeped beneath the material, blowing it softly, until she reached up with one hand and slipped the covering off first one shoulder, then the other.



The kimono hung loosely on her arms and her breasts, the breeze increasing, as if encouraged by her provocations. She felt her heart beating faster, the thought she was being so bad terrifying her and pushing her on, until finally, she moved her arms and let the kimono slip off her body and onto the back of the chair.



She sat there and focused on the feel of the silk slipping off her skin, down her back, and off the chair onto the floor, leaving her completely naked.






She opened her eyes, opened the journal again and picked up the pen. She examined the tip, covered in ink ready to expose her dirtiest thoughts, her deepest desires. She began to write, just her, her desk, and the fragment of the world outside her window. The fragment that contained the man next door, watching her follow the same routine every evening, watching her expose her innermost thoughts, watching her write about the things she wanted to do, the things she wanted to have done to her, the things she wanted

 

him


 
to do to her.






As she wrote, she felt herself getting hotter, her body yearning for him, ready to become his Asian fantasy, on her knees, worshipping his big white cock.





A Moment to Savour






H

 e’d never eaten Asian pussy before, and now, as he lay between her spread legs, mouth inches away from her soft lips, it was everything he’d ever dreamed.

“Please," she moaned, her soft hand pressed against the back of his head, gently guiding him towards her. “I need it.”

He delayed for a moment, savouring the occasion, committing to memory the colour of her lips, the soft pink peeking out from underneath her dark lips, the smell of her desire, the patch of black, neatly trimmed pubic hair above.

She bucked her hips, pushing them closer to her mouth, desperate for his warm mouth on her pussy. The only thing she liked more than a white cock deep inside her, was to be eaten out by a white man. It made her feel like such a slut, and she loved it.

Sure he had committed every inch of her perfect slit to memory, he buried his face deep between her legs. She moaned loudly as his flat tongue slid slowly up her pussy, tasting her for the first time.

It was everything he had imagined and more. He licked her again, the taste of her flooding his senses, the warmth of her desperate, Asian pussy against his mouth. As he continued, her hand remained on the back of his head, her delicate fingers gripping his hair as she pushed him closer, her hips moving desperately for his mouth. But he resisted, giving her only as much pleasure as he chose, teasing her, giving her just enough to let her desire build, before slowing down and starting again, building her desperation as he went.

He licked up her, allowing his tongue to slide against her clit, just for a brief moment, her cries muffled as her soft thighs tightened on the side of his head. He let his hands slide up and down her thighs, feeling her warm skin, and slid his tongue deep inside of her, his mouth opening widely and covering her pussy. Tasting her deeply, he held her legs firmly, as her body convulsed with pleasure, her trimmed mound brushing against his nose as she tried to wildly fuck his face.

She had seemed so timid when they’d met for dinner earlier, now she was like a wild animal, driven purely by desire. She had been so shy, so polite and now he was certain she’d let him do whatever he wanted to her. But the only thing he wanted to do right now was drink her in.

He gently sucked at her pussy, letting her juices flow into his mouth and dribble down his chin, as he continued to tongue her tight hole. He thought about how good it would feel to slide inside her, feel her tight Asian pussy grip his thick white cock. His cock flinched at the thought, and part of him wanted nothing more than to get up, spread her legs and fuck her brains out until his thick load filled her tight cunt.

But he never left a job half-done.

He moved his mouth away from her pussy and she cried out in protest, as he took a moment to admire his handiwork. Her pussy was soaking wet and her tight little hole was quivering with desire. He licked his lips and then ran his tongue up her once again finding her clit. She cried out again, but this time he wasn’t teasing. He began to circle her clit with his tongue, slow deliberate movements, feeling her body move and finding the precise rhythm she craved.

“Oh fuck," she said, “I need you to fuck me. I need you deep inside me.” She pushed his head down harder. “But don’t even think of stopping.”

She rotated her hips, rubbing her clit against his tongue as his tongue circled her clit. He looked up at her body, her smooth skin, her heaving breasts, the sight of her arching her head back, gasping for breath as his tongue continued to circle her.

He’d spent so long imagining what she looked like naked but when he finally saw her, she was beyond his wildest dreams. It had been a gradual process, losing one item of clothing at a time, his hands exploring her both over and under as the layers peeled away, until at last they were both naked.

She had gasped at the size of his cock, even half erect, and had gently stroked it, fascinated. His cock twitched in her hand, getting harder as she continued to stroke him, eyes focused on his growing member. Once he was fully hard she took the tip in her mouth, without saying a word and began to lick it. Her mouth was so warm and soft and he wanted her to take it all, to slide it down her throat and let him mouth fuck her until he nutted and she swallowed down his load like a good little slut.

But he also wanted to taste her pussy. So after a few moments, he slid his cock out of her mouth, helped her up, lay her on the bed, and began working his way down her body, his mouth and hands exploring her as he got into position.

“I’m going to cum," she moaned, as he took her clit in his mouth, sucking her gently as his tongue continued moving in circles. He held onto her thighs as she pushed her pussy more forcefully against his face, craving the warmth and delicate touch of his mouth and tongue.

She gripped his hair tighter as she moaned louder and louder, letting her inner slut take full control as this white man sucked on her sweet Asian pussy.




“I’m such a slut," she moaned, “I love white men using me, eating my tight Asian pussy. Oh fuck, oh

 

fuck


 
.”




As she came, he felt her body shake, her thighs tightening against his head, her feet pressing into his back as her muscles tightened. Still, he kept sucking and licking her clit, drawing out this moment for as long as possible, knowing that even though there was a lot of the evening left to go, there was only one time he would eat an Asian woman’s pussy for the first time.



New Experiences






S

 he let out a shriek as his warm spit dribbled onto her exposed asshole.

Hands grabbing her asscheeks, she was knelt on the bed, face on a pillow waiting for him to take her. She moaned again as he ran one hand over the small of her back as the other ran down between her spread cheeks and began to slowly circle her twitching asshole.




She’d never let anyone near her like this before, but yet here she was, bent over for a man she’d never met until this evening, waiting for him to fill her ass with his big white cock. And he was

 

big


 
.




She had her share of white cocks before, but this one was different. When she was on her knees taking it in her mouth, she was thinking about how it would fit in her tight pussy, but now she was getting ready to take it in her virgin asshole!

“You alright?” he asked, finger easing gently into her.

“Oh yes," she murmured, her sphincter twitching on his finger.

“Would you like me to go deeper?”

“How deep are you?” she gasped, picturing his finger deep inside her.

“Just the fingertip," he said. “Is it too much?”

“Oh fuck," she breathed deeply, relaxing her body. “Give me more.”

Slowly he worked his finger in and out of her asshole, sliding in slightly deeper every time, penetrating her further, getting her ready, until he was fully inside her.

“Do you like that?”

“Is there more?” she asked.

“I’m afraid I’m all the way in.”

“But I need more.”

She rocked on her knees, pushing her ass back then sliding it forward, riding his finger, getting faster and taking longer thrusts as he stood there watching.

She rode him faster and faster, her tight ass already hungry for more.

“I need you to put it in," she said. “I need you to fill my ass.”

She could barely believe what she was saying. Hearing those words come out of her mouth was like an out-of-body experience, like she was watching some other Asian slut begging some white stranger to fuck her in the ass.

His hand on her back got firmer and slowed her down, signalling her to stop, which she reluctantly did. She knelt there patiently as he slowly slid his finger out of her ass and guided his dick towards her.

“That’s the wrong hole," she said as his head brushed against her pussy.

“I just need a bit of lubrication.”

“Ok," she said.

She gasped as his cock pressed into her soaking wet pussy, stretching her as he slowly worked his way into her.

“Oh fuck," he said as he slowly fucked her tight pussy, her lips gripping his fat cock. “I could cum so deep in you right now.”

As her body shook at the thought of letting this white man cum inside her fertile Asian body, she heard him moan as her pussy contracted on his dick, gripping him and practically begging to be filled.

“That’s only for good boys who fuck my ass.”

Who was this woman saying these things?

“Yes, ma’am.”

He slowly pulled out of her pussy and when he was finally out she felt her tight hole gaping, stretched by his big white cock and trembled at the thought of what it would do to her asshole.

“Ready?” he asked.

By way of response, she pulled her asscheeks further apart and buried her face deeper in her pillow.

“You’ve got a great little asshole," he said. “I’ve been thinking about fucking it all night.” With that, he rubbed the end of his glistening cock against her virgin hole, before slowly pressing it into her.

“Fuuuck," she moaned as she felt him spreading her hole.

“Is everything ok?”

“More," she said.

Slowly, he worked his way into her ass, pushing slightly deeper each time, each inch feeling like a mile to her as he worked himself deeper, before sliding out a bit further before getting deeper inside her.




“Oh god," she moaned as his big white cock stretched her asshole, getting deeper and deeper, filling her up. “More.

 

Oh fuck, yes.


 
”




He pushed his cock deep into her ass and began to fuck her with long slow strides using the entire length of his cock.

“Faster.”

He began thrusting faster, fucking her virgin ass like she was a pro. Even though she was stretched to breaking point, she couldn’t get enough. She needed this white man to use her ass, to fuck her like the whore she was, to ruin her slutty asshole with his fat fucking cock.

He fucked her harder and harder, his thighs slapping on her spread asscheeks. As his cock pounded deep inside her, she let her cheeks go, letting her asshole get tighter on his cock, as she lay her arms on the bed, holding herself in place as he pounded her from behind.

He had both hands on her hips now, holding her in place as he fucked her, moaning with pleasure as her tight hole gripped his cock.

“Your ass is so fucking tight," he moaned.

“How tight?” she asked.




“

 

So fucking tight


 
.”




“Stretch me out," she moaned. “Show my virgin asshole who’s in charge.”

He slapped her ass and she cried out in pleasure, her pale cheek burning with the delights of punishment.

He kept fucking her, pushing himself deep inside as she lay there, spread for him.

“I’m going to cum” he moaned.

“Don’t," she moaned back, “don’t stop fucking me.”

“You’re so fucking tight. Your ass is too fucking good.”

“Cum in me then," she moaned. “Cum in my ass.”

“Don’t say that," he said, struggling to hold on for as long as he could.

I want to feel your cum inside of me.”

“I’m gonna cum if you keep talking like that.”

“That’s right, cum in my tight Asian asshole.”

He moaned loudly as he lost control and pumped his load deep inside her asshole, his dick twitching inside her as he sprayed his seed into her ass.

“Fill my ass," she begged. “I need every last drop.”

He kept fucking her quivering asshole, pushing his cock deep inside her, cumming in her ass for the first time, short sharp thrusts that caused her to grunt every time he went in deep again.

“Don’t. Stop. Fucking. Me.” she ordered as he continued to pound her, her ass gripping his cock as he unloaded inside her.

“Oh fuck," he moaned, slowing down, his hands on her hips, cock still deep inside her ass. “Oh fuck.”

She stayed in position, breathing heavily as he slowly pulled his cock out of her ass. As he slid himself out, the feeling of being stretched out was a hundred times more prominent than even her tight pussy had felt.

“Oh god," she cooed, still kneeling, “I can feel your load inside me. It’s so warm.”

As she knelt there, she could feel his load slowly begin to dribble out of her stretched asshole, and she smiled.

She still had no idea what had made her so desperate to have a white man fill her tight little asshole with his cum, but she knew one thing for sure, it wouldn’t be the last time.



Pillow Talk






S

 he lay on his chest, listening to his heartbeat, her fingers playing softly with the hair on his chest.

She could still feel his warm cum inside of her as his hot load slowly dribbled out onto her thigh. She knew she should get up and go to the bathroom, but she wasn’t sure her legs would work. As she’d ridden him wildly, feet on the bed as she squatted on his cock, her thighs had been burning and it had taken all her effort to ride him to completion.

It had been a lot of work, but worth it to feel his white cock cum inside her Asian pussy, her first white man. As she rode him, she watched him watching her, his eyes devouring her slim body, his hands on her legs, her waist, her tits.

Christ, just thinking about it was getting her horny again. And although part of her wanted him to roll her onto her back and fuck her senseless again, part of her was worried he would break her completely. Her pussy was already throbbing, unused to the size of his cock, the good kind of aching that signalled she’d been fucked properly.

Maybe if she asked politely, he would eat her pussy instead. That sounded nice. A relaxed, slow oral session, where she could just lie back and let her white man enjoy the taste of her.

She had felt embarrassed about it in the past, always wanting it to be performed in the dark or under the covers, but now she wanted him to see, to expose herself fully to him. To throw back the covers and spread her legs wide, her finger playing with her exposed pussy as he got into position, laying between her legs and marvelling at her slit.

He had asked her about eating her pussy earlier, but she refused. She loved oral, really she did, but sometimes there’s no substitute for a really good fuck. She knew her best chance of having an orgasm was to ride his face and let him taste her desire, but there was something about being filled by a big white cock that really hit the spot.

“What are you thinking about?” he asked, his hand gently stroking her hair.

“Nothing.” A pause. “I was thinking about joining the gym.”

He chuckled.

“What’s funny?”

“Nothing," he said, “it’s just I’ve seen every part of your body and it all looks pretty good to me?”

“Pretty good?” she asked, tilting her head slightly to face him.

“Pretty fucking amazing.”

He bent his head down and kissed the top of her head. His hand that had been resting on her hip slid down and cupped her ass.

“Really fucking amazing.”

She let out a soft moan as his grip hardened slightly. She pressed her hips against his leg and moaned again at the pressure on her sensitive clit.

“Why do you want to go to the gym?” he asked.

“I want to be stronger," she said. “I want my legs to be stronger. For… stuff.”

“I can be strong for both of us," he said.

That was true. He was big and strong and he had tossed her around like it was nothing, her petite frame submitting to his every whim. She’d never been fucked against the wall before, not like that. But he had hoisted her up effortlessly, with his hands on her ass, and pinned her back to the wall. Whilst she had her arms wrapped around his neck and her legs around his back, that was purely for support, holding her body close to his as he fucked her effortlessly.

“You wouldn’t want to see me in my gym outfit?”

“You mean the skin-tight lycra stuff showing off every curve?”

“Maybe.”

“That’s something I might be interested in. But then I already get to see you in all your perfection.”

“Ah," she said, “but sometimes the denial is the pleasure. Knowing what’s underneath, but not being able to see it.”

“Good point," he said. “But don’t you feel self-conscious with all the men staring at you?”

His hand slid down and found his cock.

“Let them stare," she said, stroking him slowly and feeling him grow in her hand. ”Let them go home and fuck their wives and girlfriends thinking of me, thinking of my ass. I want them to go home and jerk off thinking about how good I look.”

She worked him faster, her soft hand sliding up and down his shaft, now fully erect.

“And then what?”

“I want them to cum. I want them to cum thinking of me and my perfect Asian ass, my perfect Asian pussy. I want them to think about how tight I am, imagining how tight my pussy is, about stretching me out as they fuck my brains out.”

His cock twitched and she continued to jerk him off, her head still on his chest, listening as his heartbeat increased.

“I want them to fuck their wives and girlfriends from behind so they can fantasise that’s it me on all fours in front of them, moaning for their cock, begging to be fucked raw, desperate to feel their cum inside of me.”

As she spoke, her hips began to run against his leg, the sensitivity of her throbbing pussy being outweighed by her desire for release.

“I want them to use me to get off. I want them thinking about me in the shower as they jerk off, imagining me kneeling in front of them, worshipping their cock as hot water runs down my tight body.”

He moaned and she felt the top of her index finger get wet with his pre-cum.

“I want them to imagine stripping me naked, peeling my skin-tight clothing from my hot skin, unwrapping their new Asian fucktoy. I want them to imagine the sounds I make as they touch me for the first time, their hands and mouths exploring my body, until I’m ready to fuck.”

She gave a soft whimper, a mixture of excitement and apprehension, and she felt his cock twitch in her hand.

“I want them to wonder what type of fuck I am. Am I the quiet type, or am I a screamer? Do I let out soft moans or do I lose myself completely, crying out with pleasure as I’m fucked senseless?”

She grunted heavily, rubbing up against him faster, pleasurable moans filling the room. She was sure the neighbours would be able to hear, but that only encouraged her further. She moaned again, then laughed.

“I want to imagine a whole room of strangers fantasising about me, about my body. I want them to use me, to use me and to pass me about filling each and every one of my holes, fucking me senseless as others wait their turn, getting their fat cocks ready for my slim cunt, my tight asshole. I want to be filled with cum, covered with it. I want to feel it in my pussy and my ass, dribbling out of me as I take load after load in my mouth, as strangers cum on my waiting face, cum on my tits and my body. I want to be used like the petite Asian fucktoy I am, worshipping the cock of each and every white man that lines up to fuck me, to see how good I really am. I want to make them all cum, I want to show them that my pussy is the best, that I know how to fuck better than any white woman and that I not only deserve their load, their tribute, I expect it.”

He moaned as she worked him faster and faster.

“That’s right, white boy," she said. “Cum for me. Give me my tribute.”

On command, he came, shooting his large load up his body, shot after shot of cum, covering her hand and his torso, even her face. She lay there, continuing to work him as a drop of his hot load sat on her cheek, his tribute to her.

Finally satisfied, she slowed down, slowly working his shaft and coaxing out the last drops of cum from his twitching shaft.

“Oh man," he said, “maybe I should get you a gym membership for Christmas.”

She laughed.

“I think," she said, looking at the big white cock in her hand, “we’ll get a good enough workout right here.”
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