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The Outfit






H

 er fingers traced across the silky soft fabric of the dress. She looked in the full-length dress mirror again, one of several in the spacious changing rooms, admiring how it complimented her figure.

She was slim, but the way the dress outlined her slight curves gave them a presence. It didn’t accentuate their size, or make them seem bigger than they were, but highlighted them, as if a promise of things to come.

She turned around and looked over her shoulder, inspecting how it fell over her ass, how it framed her bare back, the soft skin exposed to the elements. She turned around and ran a finger down her neck, over her skin and onto the soft fabric. She really needed a necklace here, something colourful to catch the eye as it hung on her pale skin.

That would be her next stop. She had planned to pick up a new lingerie set but decided against it. She knew it would ruin how the dress hung on her body, would interrupt the smooth flow of the delicate fabric.

Besides, the fact she wasn’t wearing anything underneath would be evident and that, she felt, was sufficient in and of itself.





Yes,


 
she thought,

 

this is perfect.





She could already imagine his face when she arrived at the restaurant, eyes devouring her, his mouth open, practically drooling over her. It was a familiar feeling. Even though she’d never considered herself particularly attractive, she always found she garnered a lot of attention from men, even white men.


Especially white men.


There was something about her they couldn’t get enough of. Even now, looking close to her best, admiring herself from every possible angle, she couldn’t quite see it. But that only added to her interest in them. She wanted to see what they saw when they looked at her, wanted to feel what they felt when they were with her.

She looked at herself again, through their eyes. She could feel their desire, their longing for her. She felt her body begin to tingle as the thrill of being objectified passed through her. She could picture the scene as she entered, heads turning as she walked through the restaurant, disapproving tuts from women whose partners had, for that moment, forgotten their very existence. Men who would give up everything they had worked their whole lives for, just for a taste of her.

She could feel it, the power of lust.


◆◆◆




“This is lovely,” said the cashier, her fingers feeling the material as she held it to scan the price tag, “but maybe I’ll see if it goes on sale.” She smiled as the obscene price appeared on the readout.

“Sometimes you’ve got to treat yourself,” she said as she held her credit card to the reader, smiling as the machine acquiesced to her extravagant purchase.

“I’d have to have somewhere to wear it to, first,” replied the cashier, blushing slightly.

“I often find, once you have the right outfit, you have plenty of opportunities to wear it.” She smiled as she put her phone back in her purse and waited patiently as the cashier carefully folded and bagged the item.

“Have a great day,” said the cashier as she held out the bag.

“Thank you,” she replied, “you too,” their fingers brushing as she took the bag.

As she walked away, she could again feel the power of lust, of desire. Not necessarily in a physical way, although it wouldn’t be the first time a woman had shown such interest, but one of admiration. She liked the cashier, who seemed to be aspirational rather than envious, and she admired that.

She had been that age once, that broke too. Now she was a little older and had the means to treat herself, so she was making damn sure that she took the opportunity to do so.


Once you have the right outfit, you have plenty of opportunities to wear it.


It was true, every word.




She had always attracted attention, but it wasn’t until she began dressing like the person that she wanted to be, that she attracted the right sort of attention from the sort of men she wanted to be with. Sure, it cost a little more money and took a little more effort, but she considered it an investment in herself. Not only was she meeting the type of men she might one day want to settle down with, but she was also meeting the type of men she most definitely

 

didn’t


 
want to settle down with, but the ones who could show her a good time in the meantime.




And, of course, any good opportunity to wear a fabulous new dress came with the potential for a great opportunity to take it off. There was nothing more exciting she found, than the feeling of that same dress, the one that made you feel powerful and desirable, falling to the floor.

She could already feel the material sliding down her skin, the soft thump as it piled at her feet, the gentle stroke as she slipped her bare feet out one at a time, could hear the gasp, the moan, the silent exhale as her latest opportunity took in her full form for the first time. The promise of the dress, fulfilled.

Well, nearly.

That was the next part, the best part, the culmination of an evening’s worth of touching, teasing, whispers, and glances. The building of anticipation, making everything feel that much more heightened, to the point where every glance felt like a touch, every touch felt like a caress, and every caress felt like a…

She took a deep breath and grounded herself. She had hardly left the store and she was already getting worked up. Not that that was a bad thing, of course. She had spent plenty of great evenings getting worked up by herself, but she still had a few errands to run before dinner, and the last thing she needed was to be distracted by thoughts of how the evening might end up.

Besides, she’d already decided how they would end up. All that was left was to let things run their course and to show what putting on the right outfit could accomplish.




The Only Thing






S

 he moaned into the pillow her face was buried in.

She was on the bed, face down, ass up, both holes exposed to him.

“Fuck,” she moaned, as he continued to run his tongue along her pussy, his hands firmly holding her asscheeks apart as he ate her from behind, She rocked on her knees as he lapped at her, pressing herself closer to him as she spread her wetness across his face.

She didn’t even know his name, but here was this white man, eating her Asian pussy from behind. She hadn’t intended to let it go this far, but she could sense his desire for her, could feel his enthusiasm to taste her. And if there was one thing she loved, it was being tasted by white men.

So when he asked to eat her pussy, how could she refuse?




“

 

Fuck


 
,” she moaned again, as he licked up her and slid his tongue deep inside her, tasting her as his lips kissed her tight hole. She pushed back, desperate for more, feeling the pressure of his mouth on her. He said he could do this all night, and so could she.




But then he stopped, pulling away, still holding her asscheeks apart.

She moaned into the pillow with frustration and pushed her ass towards where his face had been, desperate to feel his mouth on her again.

“You’ve got such a delicious pussy,” he whispered, his hot breath on her ass, “but I can’t stop watching your tight little asshole.”

She moaned as he kissed her lips and ran his tongue up her, moving up to kiss her taint, before, after a pause which felt like forever, kissing her asshole. She shook as his warm wet lips touched her quivering hole, then again as his lips kissed again, longer this time.

She’d never had anyone eat her asshole before, but she couldn’t say the thought now didn’t thrill her. Many a time she had cum by herself, thinking of some white man eating her ass, and now here she was.

She cried out as his tongue slowly slid over her asshole, tightening at the touch, unused to such stimulation, and moaned again as he buried his face deep between her asscheeks.

“Oh my God,” she cried into the pillow. She could feel the warmth of his breath on her asshole, could feel the warmth of her pussy juices she had smeared on his face, now rubbing on her asscheeks.

She moaned with pleasure and excitement as his tongue began to slowly circle her virgin asshole. He sped up as he continued, as she once again began to rock on her knees, dictating the pace he should eat her ass.

She already knew how good he was at eating her pussy, so it should have been no surprise how good he was at eating her ass. Yet she could barely comprehend how good it felt, to have a white man pressing his face in between her asscheeks, his tongue circling her asshole as his warm mouth pressed against it.

“That’s it,” she moaned, moving faster, “eat my tight ass.”

She rocked faster as his tongue moved faster, circling her quivering asshole, pressing against it harder, making the sensation infinitely more intense.




“Oh my God,” she cried, “

 

oh my fucking God, I think I’m going to cum – from you eating my ass. Oh fuck!


 
”




He continued to eat her ass, saying nothing, letting his tongue do the talking. She moaned and rocked back faster, rubbing herself against his mouth as her body began to shake.




“

 

Oh fuck, I’m such a slut – I’m such a fucking slut, letting a strange white man eat my fucking ass. Oh fuck, that’s it don’t fucking stop. Don’t fucking st–


 
”




She cried into the pillow as she came, her tight virgin asshole twitching rapidly as his tongue expertly circled it, pressing into it as she rubbed against his face. He kept going, working her asshole with his mouth, prolonging her first anal orgasm as long as he could, his hands firmly gripping her ass, holding it apart for easy access.

She panted heavily, turning her head to breathe and crying out loud as he pressed his tongue into her asshole as his lips continued to kiss her. She felt like such a slut for enjoying it, but that only made the whole thing hotter, made her orgasm more intense. The guiltier she felt, the better.

Her body shook as her orgasm stretched out for what seemed to be an eternity, working every muscle in her body, until she collapsed on the bed, exhausted. She lay there, naked, body covered in sweat, shaking as the post-orgasm aftershocks shot through her.

“Did you like that?” he asked, his naked body pressed gently into her back, his hands offering only the lightest of touches to her sensitive body.

“I didn’t know that was a thing,” she said between deep breaths.

“You mean eating a–?”




“I mean cumming, like

 

that


 
,” she said, “

 

from that!”





“You didn’t like it?”

“Perhaps too much,” she said, “I’m not sure I’m going to be able to cum any other way again!”

“Maybe we should put it to the test,” he said, sliding a finger over her wet pussy.

“I think it’s the only thing we can do,” she said, moaning as he slipped a finger inside her, “the only thing.”




All For Her






“U

 se me,” she moaned as he took her from behind, her tight Asian pussy stretched by his big white cock, “do anything you want to me.”

He spanked her ass and she cried out with pleasure.

“Punish me,” she cried, “I’ve been so bad.”

He spanked her again and again, her pale asscheek turning red from being disciplined. He didn’t know her name, but he already owned her completely. They’d met that evening and they’d immediately felt the chemistry.

“How about we skip drinks,” she’d said as they sat at the bar, “and I can show you what a good Asian girl can do for a big, strong white man like you.”

He thought she was joking, teasing him, but then she reached over and started rubbing his cock right at the bar.

A few minutes later, they were upstairs in her hotel room. She’d said something about being stood up as they were in the elevator, but he didn’t catch it as he was too busy sliding his hand underneath her dress, his fingers finding her wet pussy, exploring her as he pressed her face-first against the elevator mirror, her hand reaching back and rubbing his cock through his trousers, her eyes locked on his.

He’d easily slipped her panties to the side as if they were designed to do just that. She was so wet already that he could practically taste her.

The elevator dinged and the doors opened, and they made their way to her room.




“Fuck,” she said as they stood outside the door, his hand once again under her dress, playing with her pussy from behind, “I can’t concentrate when you do

 

that


 
.” She continued searching in her bag for her room card, as his hand continued to move under her dress.







“

 

Fuck


 
,” she said, pressing one hand to the door, barely holding herself up as slid his hand right under and the tip of his finger found her clit. With his free hand, he reached into her bag and within moments pulled out her room keycard. He swiped it and she turned the handle, nearly falling as the door opened.




Inside, she didn’t even bother taking off her dress, hitching up around her waist, and laying back on the bed, legs spread, her black panties soaking wet.

He stood over her and slowly took off his jacket and then his tie.

“Hurry,” she moaned, “I need it now.”

He watched her squirm on the bed, her pussy glistening wet, desperate for him, then undid a couple of buttons of his shirt and knelt at the foot of the bed He ran his hands up and down her smooth legs, feeling the softness of her skin and the firmness of the muscles underneath, his mind racing at the possibilities.

He kissed her inner thighs, then around her panties, finally kissing the wet fabric, the faint taste of her pussy on the frilly underwear.

“Don’t tease me,” she said, and he kissed her panties again, before sliding his fingers under them and pulling them to the side. Her smooth, waxed pussy was soaking wet, her lips coated with her desire. He kissed her deeply, sliding his tongue in between her lips and running it up between them, as he sucked up her taste.

She tilted her head back and moaned, eyes closed as she spread her legs in the air, her hands behind her knees, high heels still on her feet.

He licked up her lip and found her clit, circling gently with his tongue.

“That’s it,” she moaned, “don’t stop.”

She rocked on the bed as he continued, then gasped as he felt his middle finger teasing her tight hole.




“Yes,” she moaned, “use me.

 

Oh fuck


 
,” she cried,  as he slid his middle finger deep into her, his tongue still working her clit.




“More,” she said, “I need more.”

He pressed his mouth to her clit and began to suck her as his tongue continued to circle, and she pushed her hips forward, riding his mouth, as he slid a second finger into her pussy.

“That’s it,” she screamed, “stretch my tight little pussy.”

He continued to fingerfuck her hole, curling his fingers inside as he did so, stroking her g-spot. The more he did the louder she got, writhing on the bed.




“Oh my god,” she moaned, “I’m cumming.” he kept sucking her clit as his two fingers, now soaking wet, continued to penetrate her. “I can’t help it,” she moaned, “I can’t

 

not


 
cum when a white man uses me.”




He kept fingerfucking her tight hole and sucking at her clit, feeling her pussy contracting on his fingers, feeling her body shake as her orgasm continued to build.




“

 

Fuuuuck


 
.”




She arched her back as she came, one hand gripping the sheets, the other gripping his hair, holding his face in between her legs, her hips thrusting quickly, fucking his fingers, his mouth, pushing him deep inside her as her orgasm peaked, her body shaking intensely until she went limp.

She sighed as her body relaxed, her ass lowering back to the bed, her grip on his hair loosening. He moved his mouth from her over-stimulated clit and slowly slid his two fingers out of her.

“Fuck,” she moaned softly, “that was so quick.” She looked down at him as he crawled up the bed, his face wet and smiling, “how did I taste?”

“See for yourself,” he said, slipping his two wet fingers into her waiting mouth. She took them greedily, sucking her wetness from them, swirling her tongue around to get every last drop.

“I taste so good,” she said, as he slipped the now-clean fingers from her mouth.

“Yes, you do,” he said, leaning in to kiss her. She moaned into his mouth, still slick from her pussy, and wrapped her legs around him.

“Ok,” she said, “now it’s your turn.”

He crawled off the bed and she watched him as he unbuttoned his shirt, her legs pressed together as if suddenly shy, as he exposed his toned torso. She sat at the end of the bed and kissed his abs as she ran her hands over his body.

Then he stepped back, flicked off his shoes, and began to undo his trousers. As he did, she removed her dress over her head with one swift movement, exposing her perfect Asian body to him.




“Wow,” she said, as he took off his trousers, his hard cock outlined inside his tight boxers, “do you think you can fit all

 

that


 
in me?” She ran her hands down her body, highlighting her petite nature.




“I’m sure we’ll think of something,” he said.

“I’m always open to suggestions,” she said, laying back on the bed and watching as he took off his boxers, his rock-hard cock springing free.

He stepped forward and she spread her legs again, her perfect Asian pussy ready for him. He ran his hands up and down her legs and placed her ankles on his shoulders. Then he reached down and took hold of his cock and rubbed the head up and down her wet lips and over her clit.

“Don’t tease me,” she begged, “I need your cock inside me.”

He slid his cock down to her entrance, savouring her purrs as he pressed the head of his cock into her.

“Careful,” she said, “you don’t want to break me, do you?”

“Do you want me to break you?”




“

 

Maybe.


 
”




She smiled and then gasped as he slowly worked himself into her, watching as her obedient pussy stretched out to accommodate his thick cock.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he said, slowly working his way deeper inside her.

“Do you like it?”

“It’s perfect,” he said, “you’re perfect.”




“It’s all for you,” she said, slowly rubbing her clit, “

 

I’m


 
all for you.”




Finally, all the way inside her, he held himself there for a moment, letting her know what it meant to be truly filled, before slowly moving in and out, his cock twitching as he listened to her moans of pleasure at being stretched out.

“That’s it,” she cried, her fingers pinching her nipples, pushing her tits together as she took everything he had to give, “oh god, don’t stop.”

He kept fucking her, moving faster and faster, watching her tight lips gripping his cock.

“I want to turn you around,” he said, not changing his rhythm.

“Then do it,” she said. “Do whatever you want. Just keep fucking me.”

He took her legs off his shoulders and she got onto her hands and knees, presenting her round, firm ass to him. He stroked her ass gently, then, as she held her asscheeks apart for him to get a perfect view of her holes, he slid himself back into her pussy.




“It feels so

 

deep


 
,” she said, already pressing back on his cock, fucking him back before he even got started. He stood there a moment, admiring her ass as it bobbed on his cock, sliding back deeper and deeper onto him.




Once she had fully worked herself in, he took hold of her ass and held her firm, listening to her moans as she buried her face in the bed covers as he fucked her from behind.

“Use me,” she moaned as he fucked her faster, “do anything you want to me.”

He spanked her ass and she cried out with pleasure.

“Oh yes, punish me, I’ve been so bad.”

He spanked her again, her pale asscheek turning red.




“

 

So fucking bad.


 
”




He spanked her again and again, listening to her cries of pleasure and pain, her pussy tightening on his cock.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, barely able to keep it together as she worked her magic, “I’m about to cum.”

“Cum in me,” she said, “let me be your dirty little cumwhore, please. You don’t need to pull out.”

He fucked her harder and harder, her firm ass bouncing off his thighs as he pressed fully into her, the idea of cumming in her pussy nearly driving him over the edge.

“I’m going to cum in your pussy,” he said.

“Do it,” she begged, “fill me up.”

He kept watching her tight little asshole as he fucked her, watching it puckering as her pussy clung to his cock. He thought about pulling out and shooting his load all over her asshole, coating her asshole with his cum, but being inside her felt so fucking good.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned.

“Cum for me,” she begged, “cum for me.”

“Grab your ass”

“Anything you say,” she said, gripping her asscheeks harder, spreading them for him. He placed a hand on the small of her back, watching her holding her ass apart for him, the sensation building and building.

He moaned as he came, pumping cum deep into her body.

“Oh my god,” she moaned as he came, his hot load filling her pussy, “use me like the cumwhore I am. Give it all to me.”

He kept fucking her, holding himself deep in her body, thrusting firmly as his cock twitched inside her, flooding her body.

“Yes,” she cried, “I can feel you filling me up.”

He came and came as she held her asscheeks apart for him, as he watched her asshole twitch every time he shot a fresh load into her, as he listened to her beg for every drop of cum, until finally he was spent.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, as he pulled his cock out of her, strands of his wetness clinging to him, “I’ve never been filled like that before.”  She continued to kneel in front of him, hands now on the bed. He stood there a moment and watched her stretched pussy slowly contracting, pushing his thick cum out of her.

She rolled onto her back, and ran her fingers between her legs, scooping up the cum dripping out of her.

“I’m so fucking full,” she moaned, her finger playing with her cum-filled pussy.

“You did ask,” he said, smiling.

“Yes, I did,” she said, rubbing his cum into her clit. “I said all of this is for you.” She ran her free hand down her naked body, “but your cum? It’s all for me.” She smiled again as he leaned in to kiss her, the taste of her pussy still in his mouth as she played with what was all for her.




Just Desserts






S

 he felt the cool evening air glide over her body as she lay naked on the bed.

She was supposed to be out tonight, sitting in an upmarket restaurant, in an elegant evening dress amongst elegant people. But he had cancelled at the last minute. He didn’t give a reason, only vague apologies about having to work late – the most standard of excuses.

Still, she wasn’t going to let the evening go to waste. True, she wasn’t going to get to wear her new dress, the one that left just enough to the imagination to be tantalising whilst still being respectable enough to wear in polite company.

She was supposed to be sipping wine and enjoying an expertly prepared dinner, making small talk as her bare foot brushed up against his leg under the table.

“Would you like to see the dessert menu?” the waiter would ask.

“No, thank you,” she would reply, “I’ve already planned what he’s eating for dessert.” With that, she would run her foot further up her leg, rubbing her toes over his crotch.

God, the thought alone was enough to drive her wild. Not that she would ever say that, but now, alone in her bedroom, she was free to do or say whatever she wanted.

She ran her hand down her body, over her soft skin down to her panties. Bought especially for the occasion, they were all she had managed to put on before his message. His loss, she thought as her fingers slid over the silky fabric, her fingers tracing her lips through the opaque material.

As she’d sat in front of the mirror, wearing nothing but the skimpy panties, she had realised just how good she looked. She was slim and elegant, her skin soft to the touch. Her breasts were perky if a little on the small side, but they suited her frame. She had noticed they had a particular appeal to the white men she had been with, who had seemed just as eager to suck on her firm nipples as to fuck her. Not that there was any reluctance from them to do that, either.

She squirmed slightly on the padded stool, her body warming up as she thought of the last time a white man had been inside her. Such a tight fit, even though she was so wet. Even now she could recall how intense the feeling had been as he slowly worked his way inside her, moving slowly as he stretched out her tight Asian pussy. It was somewhat of a stereotype, but in her case it was true, and she loved the fact her pussy could grip a white cock tighter than anyone, could move and moan and make them cum in seconds. It made her feel so desired, especially when they recovered enough for a second round, and, driven by a mixture of desire and ego, fucked her long into the night, desperate to show her precisely what they could do.

She moaned as her fingers slid up over the warm, wet fabric, and then down underneath, sliding with ease over her wet pussy. She circled her entrance with a single fingertip, thinking about what he was missing.

“This all could have been yours,” she murmured to herself, gasping as she slid a finger into her tight hole. She moved her slim digit in and out as she thought about her plans, about slipping her expensive dress off and onto the floor as if it were nothing, of standing there in her skimpy lingerie, his dream dessert.

She moaned again as she slid a second finger inside, stretching her pussy as she thought of him on top of her, kissing and caressing her perfect Asian body, the one that had been waiting all night for this. She thought of his hand between her legs and she slid her other hand down into her panties, two fingers circling her throbbing clit.

She thought of him kissing down her body, over her breasts, sucking her nipple through her see-through bra, before kissing over her flat belly, down to her panties, where he would see through the red material, a thin strip of dark hair, perfectly trimmed and waxed, just for him. He would kiss her through the material, sucking on her clit, making her squirm, before pulling them to the side and licking her sweet, wet pussy.

He would move slowly at first, savouring her taste as he explored every inch of her, before licking her faster, confident her delicate Asian body could take it. He would run his tongue up her wet lips and around her clit, moving in small circles as she ran her hand through his thick hair, grabbing a handful and holding him in place, her hips grinding slowly as he took her clit in his mouth and sucked. She would move faster, riding his face as he rhythmically sucked on her swollen clit, feeling the movements of her body.

She moaned as her fingers moved faster in and out of her tight hole as other fingers moved rapidly over her clit. She bucked her hips, riding her fingers as she lay spread-eagled on the bed, the sweat forming on her skin being cooled by the night air. She breathed heavily, not holding back any moans, giving herself completely to the thought of what that white man could do to her body, first with his mouth, then with his cock.

She thought of him working his way slowly into her tight body, moaning with pleasure as he took her for the first time, his big white cock stretching her out as he worked his way deeper and deeper. She moaned as she slid a third finger into her pussy, stretching her as she had wanted his white cock to stretch her, moving quickly as her wetness dripped down her fingers, forming a warm wet spot on the bed.

She thought of him deep inside her body, fucking her slowly at first and then faster, moaning as her tight pussy gripped his big cock, trying to hold back the inevitable as she used every fibre of her being to make him cum.




“You’re so tight,” she moaned to her imaginary lover, “I think you’re going to break me.” She cried out in a high-pitched squeal, as she moved her hips, her legs wrapped around him, holding him deep, her arms around his neck, pulling her lips to his, kissing his wet face. “

 

Fuck


 
,” she moaned, “I taste so good.”




With that, he would cum hard and fast, would cum deep inside her as she held him close to her.

“That’s it,” she would moan, “show me how much you want me. Give it all to me.”

He would moan as he filled her tight pussy with cum, his cock twitching as he came, her firm body holding on to him.

She cried out, her fingers pounding her pussy as she thought of him stretching her out, her fingers furiously rubbing her clit at the sensation of his cum flooding her fertile body, the physical embodiment of his desire for her irresistible Asian body.

She moaned and shook and writhed on the bed, both hands in her soaking-wet panties, crying out as her body shook with orgasmic pleasure, her pussy contracting on her fingers as she continued to fuck herself silly.

Finally, she went limp, her body exhausted, covered in sweat. She lay there, the breeze cooling her as she breathed heavily. Slowly, she pulled her fingers out of her pussy and gasped as she felt her stretched-out hole twitching with pleasure. She lay there a moment, rolling softly on the bed, before pulling her panties down her smooth legs and dropping them on the floor.

Moaning, she ran her wet fingers over her swollen pussy lips and then brought them to her mouth. She took the three fingers in her mouth and sucked on them, tasting herself on them.

“Poor little white boy,” she moaned as she crawled naked into bed, “missing out on such a sweet dessert.”

With that, she drifted off to sleep.
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When two Japanese college girls hit the town in search of a good time, they meet Sven, the white man of their dreams.



Whilst Sven is instantly attracted to the shy, inexperienced Yoko, it is up to the confident, more experienced Miyuki to show her friend how to let go and enjoy all their new friend has to offer. She may also have a few tricks of her own.



Will Yoko overcome her insecurities and land the man of her dreams, or will Sven and Miyuki have to take control and teach her how to truly appreciate BWC?
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