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Introduction

He knew she wanted him. It couldn’t be more obvious.

Or could it?

Perhaps he was just projecting.

She was so beautiful and the way she looked at him drove him crazy. When she spoke, it was like music, her lilting tone making his body dance to her melody. Her laugh? Magical.

She covered her mouth as she tried not to lose control, holding her laughter back even though he wanted her to let go completely, to throw her head back, her long black hair flowing down her bare back exposed by her elegant dress, her mouth open wide as she laughed towards the heavens, every head in the place turned to her, the eye of every man delighted to have an excuse to fall upon her perfect form, to have a moment where they could dream they were in his place, sat opposite such a beauty.

But she didn’t. She was polite, respectable.

Perhaps, he thought, that was just in public.

He wondered what she would be like at his place, or at hers. Would she let herself go? Would she laugh how she wanted to? Act how she wanted to? Fuck how she wanted to?

“Is something the matter?” she asked.

“No,” he said, coughing as he cleared his throat. He wondered if he had been staring and if she had noticed. She seemed not to have as he watched her taking another small bite of her meal, politely and elegantly. He took a bite of his own food, trying to match her energy, trying to let his growing erection under the table dissipate. There was a time and a place for such things, but this was not one of them.

Or was it?

He felt his efforts lose all effect as he felt something moving up and down his leg. Her foot. Her small, soft foot, moving ever so deliberately up and down his leg. He looked at her, but she didn’t look at him, simply continued eating, acting as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening. Then she looked up and gave him a polite smile.

It was then that he knew how the evening would end. He had hoped for it since he first laid eyes on her and now here she was all but throwing herself at him, in her own unique way.

Or perhaps she was just teasing him?

But that itself sent a jolt of excitement through him, giving him a glimpse into her inner world, into the woman behind the polite facade. There was more to her than first impressions would suggest, more than he could ever hope.

“How is everything?” asked the waiter as he approached.

“Very good, thank you,” he said.

“Wonderful,” she said, smiling politely.

The waiter left and she looked at him now, her foot still on his leg, caressing carefully under the table.

“This is a lovely place,” he said.

“You’ve never been?” she asked, surprised.

“I can’t say that I have, but you…?”

“A few times,” she said, “it is just around the corner from where I live.” Her foot rose higher, moving up his thigh, her toes caressing the tip of the growing bulge. “What do you think?”

“I think it’s great,” he said, the urge to jump over the table and kiss her nearly overwhelming.

“It is,” she said, “and I know a great place where we can get dessert.”

“Oh yes?”

“Yes,” she said, her expression not changing, “just around the corner.”


Break Time

She had never been with a white man, but now it was all she could think about. She didn’t know when it had started, but one day she found herself fantasising about it. She hadn’t meant to. No, she had just let her mind wander as she let the monotony of the latest team meeting wash over her, and soon she was imagining being taken by the boss into his office and submitting to his every command.

How she had managed to make it through the meeting with those thoughts in her head, she never knew. She felt as if everyone else there knew what she was thinking, as if they could read her dirty thoughts, could smell her growing desire as she sat there not listening to him droning on about monthly sales targets, instead imagining much better uses for that mouth.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped as she finally slid her fingers into herself, two sliding in with ease, becoming immediately coated with her arousal. She bit her lip, her tongue moving in small circles over it as she imagined his tongue moving over her clit, as he knelt in front of her, her skirt hitched up, panties pulled to the side, no time to remove them.

She pushed her back into the wall of the toilet cubicle, keeping as quiet as she could as she imagined his cock replacing her fingers, his thick white length stretching out her tight Asian pussy, causing him to moan with how tightly she gripped him.

She imagined him filling her up, working his way deeper into her body until she didn’t think she could take anymore, then deeper again, her body opening up, desperate for every inch of him. Her teeth dug into the soft skin of her lip as she imagined his mouth pressed against hers, his tongue moving powerfully against hers as she submitted completely to him.

She squeezed her thighs together, her body tightening on her fingers, sending warm trickles of her wetness down her hand, as her other hand grabbed her breast through her shirt, her slim fingers digging in as she imagined his large, firm grip on her aching body, her nipples desperate to feel his tongue on them.

She heard someone enter the bathroom and she had to stifle a moan. She was finger fucking herself in the middle of work as she thought about being taken by her boss, his raw, white cock thrusting deep inside her. A shot of excitement burst through her. She’d never done anything like this before and suddenly she realised the thrill that came with the risk of being caught.

She imagined being caught and being reported to her boss, being called into his office to discuss the matter privately, delicately. She imagined his professional demeanour as he told her it was unacceptable, the slightest bit of colour appearing on his face as he did so, his professionalism slipping just a little. She imagined herself agreeing and going to leave, only to be stopped at the door, to feel a flush of anxiety and excitement as he asked her what she had been thinking about. She would look him in the eye, seeing that he wanted what she wanted, to listen carefully as she told him about his lips on hers, his hand on her breast, his throbbing cock deeply penetrating into her tight body. He would get up and calmly walk across the room, leaning into her as he locked the door, standing there for a minute, making his presence felt, then would lean into her, kissing her hard as he pressed her against his office door, his lips on hers, his hand on her breast, her hands working to free his cock as his slid under her skirt, pulling her underwear down and thrusting deep into her body. Her hands would go to his back, holding onto his suit jacket as he pushed deeply into her. She would step out of her underwear with one foot and he would pick her up, his cock still deep inside her, kissing her as he carried her across the room, laying her back on his sturdy oak desk, her legs spreading for him, her skirt hitched high around her waist, her tight Asian pussy stretched around his thick white cock and she would lie there as he took her powerfully, thrusting deep inside of her, pumping and pumping as she held on for dear life, hands gripping the hard wood, getting closer and closer as he got closer, feeling the full force of his cock until he finally came, pumping thick ropes into her desperate body, holding her legs apart as he pushed himself as deep as he could go, as if he were trying to knock her up.

She stifled a moan as she came, her fingers pumping easily in and out of her dripping wet pussy, her fingers curling on her g-spot, her walls fluttering as she continued relentlessly, as she knew he would, feeling his hot cum filling her fertile body as every inch of her cried out for his semen to impregnate her.

She heard the bathroom door close and let out a long, low moan, releasing the breath she didn’t realise she had been holding. Her knees felt weak and for a while, she didn’t move, afraid even the slightest movement would send her crashing to the floor. Eventually, her breathing returned closer to normal and she slid her fingers out of herself. She marvelled at how wet they were, how wet she was!

She imagined him sucking her fingers clean, his tongue moving over them to get every last drop, and a powerful aftershock threatened to knock her to the floor once again.

*

“Sorry I’m late,” she said, as she walked back into the meeting room, every eye upon her, before quickly returning to the front of the room.

“It’s alright,” he said, his eyes now the only ones focused on her, boring into her, “I can fill you in later. But for now…”

He continued talking about numbers and figures and reports and a million other things that turned into white noise as she sat there and watched him controlling the room.

Yes, she thought to herself, you can definitely fill me in later.


Her Honour

It was an honour to suck his cock.

Well, ‘honour’ might be a bit of a strong word, but she had been desperate for it for longer than she cared to admit.

To stroke it, kiss it, to feel him getting hard under her touch, to feel him twitch as she slowly ran her warm, wet tongue up her underside of him, long and flat, pressing into him and letting her tongue curl around the sides. To slide her lips down his thick shaft, the taste of his precum spreading across her tongue, the feel of him sliding into the back of her throat as her lips wrapped around the base.

She’d imagined this so many times before, kneeling in front of him, her hands tracing the front of his trousers, feeling his length trapped underneath, her fingers carefully undoing his belt, then his button, and then finally, her fingers finding the cool metal of his zipper and slowly undoing it with one hand, the other resting on top of his hardness.

“Good girl.”

Fuck, she got so wet just thinking about those words, his approval uttered as he looked down at her, as she looked up at him, her wide eyes seeking his approval as she freed his cock, ready to pleasure him however he wanted.

And now, here she was.

She looked up at him as she pulled his trousers down, his hard cock straining against his boxers. Her fingers traced the outline underneath the fabric, and she let out a gasp as it twitched under her touch. She leaned in and kissed the fabric on top of his cock and then slid her hands up his strong legs, her fingertips tracing the waistband of his boxers before she slipped them inside and teased them down.

She was so thirsty for him, had waited so long for this, but she wanted to make the moment last, for it to keep going, letting both their anticipation and desire build. She slid her fingers around to the front of his boxers and pulled forward slightly. He sighed as the tension on his cock eased slightly, then she pulled them down slightly, exposing his trimmed pubic hair, and leaned in and gave it a soft kiss, then another kiss further down, her lips at the very edge of his shaft, then gently put them back into place, giving his cock a gentle pat to make sure it stayed put.

She stood and took a step back. She admired his body for a moment, his toned torso stripped bare, his strong arms and solid legs. He could effortlessly toss her slim Asian frame around like his personal little fucktoy, something she had also dreamed about, but that was for later.

She should see he was admiring her also, her slim figure in her dress that clung to all the right parts of her body, the plunging neckline that showed the pale skin of her chest, and just the faintest hint of her firm breasts. It was the kind of dress that promised to fall to the floor any second, but never would. It was like a perpetual striptease, offering so much but delivering so little.

Until now, that is.

She slid her hand into her dress, her fingers running over her breast, brushing over her nipple, causing it to harden as her hand moved further up. Her skin was soft and she could feel the heat of her body as she slid her hand up to her shoulder and brushed the dress to one side. It slid down to the top of her arm and she watched him watching her as she repeated the movement on the other side, leaving her dress hanging on her body, just the slightest movement away from fulfilling the promise of such an outfit.

“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, sending a shiver through her. She felt her heart beating faster as the dress slipped down her arms and off of her breasts, exposing her to him for the first time.

He stared at her firm breasts and dark, hardened nipples. For a moment, she thought he might lunge forward, kissing and sucking at them as his desire for her overtook him, taking her as he pleased.

She felt her heart rate increase at the thought, felt the heat between her legs as she throbbed with desire. But he just stood there, taking her in, his eyes memorising every inch of her body as she peeled the dress down to her slim waist, then ever so slowly further down.

He licked his lips as he watched her wriggle her hips, sliding the dress down over them and holding it there a moment, then bending over, sticking her ass out behind her and she slid the dress down her smooth legs. She could feel his eyes on her back, could practically feel his hands on her sliding down the sides of her spine and grabbing her ass.

She stood back up, the dress around her ankles. She had nothing on, except her panties, frilly and red. They contrasted brightly with her pale skin, catching the attention of the eye, showing him where she most wanted his attention. She could feel them clinging to her, her wetness soaking into them and knew he would be able to see the outline of her wet lips through the sheer material, see the dark tuft of trimmed pubic hair.

His mouth had been so soft when they had kissed that first time, his tongue strong yet controlled. She could almost feel it on her now, her panties slowly peeled away by his strong hands, left on now for him to remove later. She pressed her legs together and a shiver ran through her body, which he must have noticed.

She stepped forward, leaving the crumpled material in a pile on the floor, her small feet planted firmly in front of him. She could feel the heat of his body even though they weren’t touching and wanted to throw herself at him, but instead slowly dropped to her knees once again.

She stared at his bulge then up at him, no teasing this time as she took hold of the waistband of his boxers and slowly pulled them down. She exposed his trimmed pubic hair once again, then the base of his cock. He moaned as she slid them down further, his cock cock seeming to go on forever until she slid it all the way to the tip of his cock, hesitating at the moment of release, then slid them down, dropping them down his legs. His cock swung up and he sighed with the relief of freedom.

She studied it for a moment, its length and girth, just the sort of cock she’d been looking forward to choking on. She reached out with a single finger and traced along the underside of his shaft, feeling every contour, imagining how good it would feel inside of her, then up and over the tip of his cock, causing him to moan, as she spread his precum over the sensitive area.

She looked at her wet fingertip, then up at him, making sure he was watching as she tasted him for the first time, sticking out her tongue as she ran the wet fingertip down it. She pulled her tongue back in and then licked her lips, moistening them before moving forward and taking the tip in her mouth. He moaned as she held it there, her tongue moving in slow circles in her mouth, caressing every inch of the tip, causing him to twitch in her mouth. She took him in her hand and began slowly stroking him, her fingers and mouth working tentatively as if trying to figure out what was in front of them.

She’d never seen a cock this big before and she felt a mixture of intimidation and excitement at having this big white cock in her petite Asian body for the first time. She heard him moan and looked up to see him watching her. Their eyes met and she pressed her lips further down, sucking the top of his shaft as her grip on him tightened as she worked his shaft with her hand.

He reached down and placed his large hand on her head, gently stroking her hair.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned as she pressed herself down deeper, her lips sliding down his shaft as her hands slid around to his ass, holding him as she pushed herself closer, his thick cock sliding into the back of her throat.

She pushed further and further, taking as much of him in her throat as she could, holding him there and letting him feel the muscles contracting in her throat as her saliva thoroughly coated his cock.

She slid her lips back up, gasping for breath as his large cock hung in the air in front of her, dripping wet from being inside her. She leaned forward and kissed the tip, wrapping her fingers around him once again and working him quickly, as she watched him watching her.

She took the tip into her mouth and began sucking quickly, working her way down further as her hand stroked the base of his shaft. She felt his hand on her head once again and let him guide her movements.

He moaned as she moved faster, her hand slipping from his cock and cradling his balls as her mouth slid further down his cock, moving deeper as he pushed his hips forward. She could feel the heat between her legs rising, her wetness spreading as he took control, fucking her mouth as if he owned it.

They moved in sync and she could feel he was getting closer. He fucked her mouth faster, pressing his cock into her throat, moaning with pleasure as her tight mouth continued to suck at him.

“You’re so good at that,” he moaned, his hand firmly on her head, holding her in place as his cock slid between her wet lips, “so fucking good.” She sucked harder, his words of approval sending shivers through her body. She needed him to fuck her so badly, needed to hear how good it felt to be inside her pussy, to hear him moan with pleasure as he finished deep inside her, his cum coating her walls as she held him deep.

But first, she needed to earn it.

She continued sucking him, relaxing her throat, letting him press deeper as he got close, his cock throbbing in her mouth until with a cry, he started to cum.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, thrusting his cock deep into her, pumping his semen straight down her throat and into her belly, with short sharp thrusts. She moaned as she felt him twitching in her throat, sending vibrations into his cock and causing him to cum even harder. She wanted him to keep cumming, to fill her up with every drop in his body, to be completely and utterly satisfied by her. She pushed her lips all the way down, wrapping them around his hilt, holding them as the last few twitches sent the last drops of cum down her throat.

He let go of her head and slid his cock out of her mouth as she leaned back. She gasped for breath, her eyes blurry with tears, watching his vague figure sitting down onto the bed.

After a few moments, she crawled onto the bed with him and wrapped her naked body around his.

“Was that ok?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he said, “really ok.” He laughed and leaned in to kiss her, his hands touching her naked body for the first time, his warm wet cock sliding between her legs. She moaned as she felt him rubbing against her lips, and pushed forward, straddling him. She sat up and watched him watching her, his hands on her thighs, caressing her carefully.

“Do you want to fuck me?” she asked, her hands moving over his bare chest.

“Absolutely,” he said, his hands sliding up her body and cupping her breasts, “it would be my honour.”


Beautiful

“Cum for me.”

She breathed heavily as she furiously pumped his thick cock. She could feel her saliva on his shaft, warm and wet from being buried so deep in her throat that she nearly gagged. But she’d needed it, needed to feel him fucking her throat, deep and firm, needed to feel how bad he needed her.

She felt her warm fluid seeping between her fingers as she kept going, her arm beginning to ache as she gave everything to the task. He was close, she could feel it, so fucking close.

“Oh come on, baby,” she whined, “give it to me, you know I need it.”

She felt his cock flinch in her hand.

“You want it?” he asked, his voice firm.

She looked up at him from down on her knees and their eyes met.

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Please,” she begged, her need to feel his release matching his own, “please, I need it. I need you to cum for me. Please cum for me.”

She felt his hips begin to rock slightly, fucking her hand as she stroked him, her desperate need for him to finish over her bringing him closer to the edge.

“I’m gonna cum,” he growled.

“Yes,” she cried, “cum for me.”

“I’m gonna cum so fucking hard for you.”

“Please, cum for me. I want to feel you cum for me.”

“Oh fuck, I’m cumming.”

“Oh yes, cum for me, I want to feel your hot cum all over my body. I want you to cum so fucking hard that you–”

He let out a cry as he came, and she yelped as she felt him unleash a hot creamy load across her face.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, turning her head as he fired another thick rope across her cheek. “That’s it, don’t stop.”

She kept pumping his cock, feeling it throb as he shot load after load over her beautiful face. It felt so good to feel his desire coating her features, warming her cheeks and nose and chin. She kept working him as he continued to unload over her and opened her mouth, sticking out her tongue to give him a target. She moaned with satisfaction as his salty cum landed on her tongue, pooling in the crevice as she curled it to hold as much as she could. But even as she did so, she could feel her saliva and his cum dripping down her chin, and gasped as a thick dollop dripped down onto her chest, warm and comforting between her heaving breasts.

She rolled her tongue into her mouth and swallowed down what was left, sighing as she did so.

He groaned and leaned forward, gently placing his large hand on top of her head, partly holding himself up, partly stroking her hair. She slowed her movements, using long, slow strokes to tease the last of the semen from his body, wiping the tip of his cock across her face as she took the last few drops.

“Wow,” he sighed in between heavy breaths, “just, wow…”

He stroked her hair more deliberately, letting her know she had done a good job.

Then he stood up straight and looked down at her, his masterpiece. She smiled at him, feeling his hot load on her face, and slowly licked the tip of his cock clean, sending a final shudder through his body.

“You are so fucking beautiful,” he said, gazing down at her, his gaze and tone softer than before, his animalistic desire giving way to a tenderness she hadn’t expected, but which she found as intoxicating as his need for her.

“Even with your cum on my face?” she asked, dropping her hand from his cock into her lap.

“Especially with my cum on your face,” he said, smiling. She let out a small laugh. “It means you’re all mine.

“I like looking beautiful,” she said, running her finger up her body and wiping the semen from her body, “I like being all yours.” She slipped her finger into her mouth and let her tongue move around the tip, licking it clean, knowing full well that she would let him make her look beautiful as many times as he wanted.


Why Not Both?

She felt like such a slut, and she fucking loved it!

“Oh god,” she cried, pushing herself back, deeper onto his face, “I can’t believe you’re eating my ass!”

Just hearing the words coming out of her mouth sent waves of pleasure through her. She’d never had anyone eat her ass before, now here she was sitting on his face, his tongue buried deep inside her.

She rocked faster as his tongue moved expertly inside of her, teasing her virgin hole as his hands gripped her asscheeks. She had never meant for this to happen, any of it! It was supposed to be one date, a favour to a friend.

Hi, nice to meet you, what do you do for a living?

If things went well, she might split the bill. If not, then a free lunch would be her compensation for helping out her friend. At no point had she ever considered she would end up in his hotel room, riding his face as he tongued her ass!

She hadn’t even realised what was happening until she felt his warm lips on her tight hole, the tip of his tongue teasing her as he eased her into it.

“How do you like it?” he’d ask as she straddled his face, her pussy dripping wet, her hand already stroking his big white cock as she prepared to take it in her mouth.

“I like it in my ass,” she’d said, the words slipping from her mouth as easily as he’d slipped her out of her dress. She’d worn it to tease him, a low-cut number that showed off her impressively large breasts, her favourite feature. It had been for her own amusement really, to see how long it took for him to stare at her tits. But he didn’t, and that drove her mad. She wanted him to look, to feel that power over him, wanted him to want her so badly he couldn’t help but stare.

She didn’t even know what she was going to say until she said it. She’d never been with a guy who was any good at eating her pussy, so didn’t really know what she actually liked. Maybe that was why she said what she did. She was embarrassed she didn’t know what she liked, so upped the ante, hoping to gain some of that control she had been longing for before she turned to putty in his hands.

But he hadn’t hesitated, not for a second, instantly running his tongue from her clit to her entrance, coating his mouth in her juices, before moving up further and finding her other hole, kissing and licking her as he gently held her asscheeks apart, pleasuring her as no one ever had.

Perhaps, she realised, she hadn’t been trying to tease him, but finally felt comfortable enough with this man, this stranger, to ask for the one thing she had secretly desired for so long.

A high-pitched whine escaped her lips as she felt his lips sucking at her, then again as he sucked harder, moaning into her asshole. It was then she realised she was still holding his cock, squeezing it tightly, so focused on her own pleasure that she forgot about his.

She gave his cock a final couple of strokes and leaned forward, wrapping her lips around the tip, licking it as she let her saliva build, until it was dribbling down his shaft, then slid her lips all the way down. She sucked hard as she felt him moaning into her asshole, her hands gripping his legs firmly for support as she began to bob her head up and down, rocking on top of him at the same time, her mouth matching his as they pleasured one another.

She sped up as her body became heated, her pussy dripping wet, doubtless running down his chin. Fuck, she wished he was eating her pussy as well as her ass, she wanted to feel his mouth on every part of her body, to feel his cock inside every hole as well, filling her from every angle, fucking her in every conceivable way.

She thought about him fucking her in the ass, bending her over, her face buried in the bedding, moaning as he worked his way into her asshole, lubricated with his saliva, pushing deeper as she stretched her virgin asshole out.

She felt his hips begin to thrust up, fucking her mouth as she sucked his cock, and she began to dream of him shooting his hot load deep into her asshole.

Oh fuck.

She had to make it happen before he left, she needed to feel his cock filling her asshole, twitching as he came deep inside of her.

She sucked his cock faster, then pressed her head down further, feeling the tip of his cock pressing into her throat. She swallowed, massaging the tip of him with her throat, twisting her head as she did so, then pulled up and gasped for air, thin trails of saliva running from her lips to the tip of his cock.

She pressed herself upright, riding his face.

“That’s it,” she moaned, “eat my asshole like the dirty slut I am. Eat it as I take your big white cock in my tight little mouth.”

She leaned forward, sliding her lips down his cock, bobbing up and down quickly, desperate to feel him filling her mouth with his cum.

He moaned into her ass again, his fingers digging into her asscheeks and she knew she was about to make him cum. She kept going, sucking his cock, sliding her lips up and down as she brought him closer and closer, the thought so exciting that she found herself on the brink too.

She kept going, feeling his cock twitching in her mouth, feeling his hips rocking quickly, his leg muscles tensing under her grip as he delayed the moment of release for as long as possible, making it last as she did everything she could to increase his pleasure, until finally, he groaned deeply into her ass, sucking at her as he gripped her asscheeks, thrusting up into her throat and shooting thick ropes down her neck. She moaned as she felt his hot cum sliding down her throat and into her belly, his tongue pressing deeper into her spasming asshole, her body shaking as the waves of pleasure finally broke over her, sending brand new sensations from her asshole through her entire body. Her lips tightened on the base of his cock, sucking hard as he fucked her mouth, his cum shooting down her throat, as he tongue fucked her asshole, causing her mouth to tighten on him as her first-ever anal orgasm rocked her body.

She kept moaning, rocking furiously on his face, riding his tongue as her dripping-wet pussy throbbed, her entire body shaking as he worked her mouth and asshole at the same time, both of them cumming for what seemed like an eternity, until they both relented, and lay there, completely spent.

She rolled off of him, shivering as she curled up into a ball, her saliva-coated asshole spasming as her body tried to process what had just happened to it.

“You have the cutest fucking asshole,” he said softly, running his hands over her ass, sending more shivers through her body, “I could eat it all night.”

“You can do more than just eat it,” she said, the taste of his cum on her tongue, the feeling of his hot load sliding down her throat, “a lot more.” The words, once again unintended, escaping from her mouth.

“Is that a statement or a promise?” he asked.

She felt a shiver run through her at the prospect and, choosing her words very deliberately, offered her response.

“Why not both?”


Just Works

He loved listening to her groan with pleasure as she pushed her ass back, sliding her pussy further down his cock, taking every single inch. He loved watching it too, seeing his cock disappear into her perfect body, her round ass easing back as she enveloped him.

“You’ve got such a great cock,” she said as she pressed her ass to his hips, holding him there, “I love to feel you fill me up.” Then she let out a breath as she moved forward sliding her pussy up his shaft, her lips gripping him as she coated him in her juices.

“I love to fill you up,” he said, feeling her pussy contract on his cock as she pushed herself back down, moving faster, her ass bouncing off him.

She ran hand quickly through her long, black hair, pushing it back from her face, which cascaded over her shoulders.

He reached out and ran his hands over her ass, her hips, the small over her back, feeling the soft warmth of her skin, but not in a controlling way. She was setting the pace and he was happy for her to do so. Normally, he liked to take control, giving her what she needed when he decided she was ready. But today he was more than happy to stand there and let her work. She knew exactly what she wanted and how to get it.

He let out a groan as she rocked faster on her knees, throwing her ass back, picking up the pace as he stood there, admiring the view of her using his cock.

“Easy,” she huffed, her breathing slightly elevated, “I’m not done with you yet.”

“It’ll take more than that to get me off,” he said, jokingly.

“How about this?” she asked, throwing her ass back faster again, her cheeks slapping against his body.

“That might do it!”.

“Well you’d better do me first,” she said, looking over her shoulder at him, her face shining with exertion, “you can’t make me this much of a slut and not give me what I need.”

She pushed her hair back again, fully exposing her beautiful face, giving him an inviting smile, which widened as his grip on her hips tightened. Then she turned back, gasping as he took control, thrusting deep in her glorious pussy as she continued to throw it back, the sound of the slap of wet flesh fighting with the sounds of her pleasured grunts.

“Oh fuck,” she cried as he began to pound her, both bodies moving in perfect sync, hers rocking on her hands and knees as he thrust deeply in and out of her, feeling her pussy quivering on his cock.

“Is that what you need?” he asked, gripping her sweet curves tighter

“That might do it!” she gasped, laughing and tossing her hair once again.

He ran his hand up her back, her spine arched, and over her shoulder, scooping up her hair, sweeping across and twisting it around his hand. She gasped with pleasure as he took control, pulling her hair back, lifting her head and arching her back further, as he gave her what she needed.

She was breathing hard, her body shining with sweat, her ass gleaming, looking good enough to eat.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “just like that.” He kept going, feeling himself getting close, holding back as he pounded her ass. “Make me your little fucking slut!”

“I already did.”

“Oh fuck, you did.”

“And now you’re going to cum for me, like the good little slut you are.”

“Yes, sir.”

She groaned as his cock twitched inside her, her wetness dripping from her. He felt himself getting close and held back, letting her enjoy his cock for as long as possible.

“I’m so close,” she moaned, “so fucking close.”

He kept going, letting the tension build and build, until her moans became high-pitched whines, her pussy throbbing with desperation, his own orgasm on the brink.

“I’m going to cum inside you.”

“Oh fuck,” she gasped, her body shaking, “please, cum inside me like. I’m your slutty little Asian fucktoy.”

“But I need you to cum for me.”

“Please,” she begged, “I need to cum for you, need to cum now.”

He kept going, pounding her hard, both of them getting closer, then commanded,

“Cum for me.”

She cried out as she let herself go, her pussy contracting on his cock as she came, her muscles massaging him and sending him over the edge, causing him to groan as he shot thick ropes deep into her eager body.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, “I can feel you cumming inside me. Don’t stop!”

He kept thrusting into her orgasming pussy, pumping load after load into her tight hole, filling her with every drop of semen in his body, his balls tightening as they emptied into this beautiful woman, desperate to impregnate her fertile body.

He held her hair firmly, as he held himself deep, thrusting powerfully as he coated her inner walls with his seed, owning her, dominating her, declaring her perfect pussy to be his alone.

He kept fucking her until he was spent, then kept going, letting her ride his cock as she continued to cum, letting her squeeze every drop of pleasure from him before she finally finished.

He let go of her hair and her face collapsed into a pillow. They remained there, his cock deep inside her, feeling the aftershocks rush through her body. She groaned softly as he slid his cock out of her, her well-fucked hole filling with his creamy semen, which dripped out of her and ran down her pussy.

She groaned again, her body contracting and pushing out another load.

“Fuck,” she moaned as she continued to kneel there, “how hard did you cum?”

“About as hard as you,” he said, gently stroking her ass.

“Then really fucking hard,” she said, turning to look at him, her face flushed.

He crawled up onto the bed and lay next to her, his cock coated in her juices. He stroked her hair, then pushed it gently behind her ear and kissed her softly.

“Really fucking hard,” he agreed.

She curled up into him, her legs held tightly together.

“I’m going to have to get cleaned up now,” she said, “there’s so much cum!”

“That’s what you asked for,” he said, kissing her forehead.

“I did,” she confessed, “what have you turned me into?”

“Nothing,” he said, simply, “sometimes you find someone who fucks you how you need to be fucked and it just…”

“It just works,” she said.

“Yes,” he said, “it just works.”


Thank You!

I hope you enjoyed reading this story!

To be kept up-to-date with new releases and receive a FREE EBOOK, please sign up for my Mailing List.

Thanks, O. L. Tyme.


More Books For You




Rockstar Harem: Book One - Fall & Rise

The music industry isn't the cash cow it once was.

As royalties dry up and debts mount, I have no choice but to emerge from my self-imposed exile, only to discover the entire landscape has changed.

Lucky for me, I'm now considered a "legacy" artist and have attracted the attention of current pop sensation, Clarissa Lovegood.

Desperate to shake off her "pop princess" image, she wants to work with me to write a classic rock album, but she is more enigmatic and elusive than a pop star has any right to be.

As I try to track her down, I continue offering my services at a local recording studio, which is where I meet The Ladies; a bluesy noise-rock duo who make a hell of a noise.

But our shared interests extend beyond the musical when I invite them to stay in my mansion as they finish their record, and we quickly find our rhythm as a three-piece.

Together, we try to navigate this brave new world, tracking down the hottest woman in pop, making one hell of a noise along the way!

His Spring Break Harem: The Complete Collection

The complete contemporary MFFF harem series where the holiday of a lifetime creates memories none of them will ever forget...

Forty years old and newly divorced, the last place Josh expects his holiday of a lifetime to take him is Spring Break!

But thanks to a booking mix-up, he finds himself surrounded by the hottest, wildest, and most open-minded women he has ever met!

Journey along with Josh as he gets to know Chiho, Aiko, and Mei, a trio of free-spirited college students whose intimate friendship knows no bounds, as together they show him what Spring Break is really all about.

A Writer’s Harem: The Complete Collection

First, he was struggling for inspiration, but now with five women demanding his attention, he's struggling to find time to write it all down!

Jack needs ideas for his next novel.

So, when an old college friend asks him to watch his lavish city apartment for a few weeks, he jumps at the chance.

But what he doesn't realise is that the luxury apartment comes with three stunning neighbours, and a very dedicated housemaid, all of whom are eager to welcome him to the building and provide him with all the inspiration he needs.

And that's before he is introduced to an avant-garde visual artist, whose interest in him extends far beyond the artistic.

As his relationship with all five women continues to develop, Jack finds himself moving from one tryst to the other, all of which provide ample inspiration for his new book.

If only he had time in between to write it all down!

Can Jack satisfy all five women at the same time and write the next Great Novel, or will his abundance of inspiration be his downfall?

Find out in A Writer's Harem: The Complete Collection.
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