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        ‘Once I had gotten the taste, felt the heat and experienced the tightness of these sweet Filipina angels, I knew there would be no going back, I was addicted.’
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            The Pearl of the Orient

          

        

      

    

    
      Nothing beats a tight Asian pussy or a fresh-faced Filipina street girl or bar hostess that is ready and willing to keep your cock pleasured till the sun comes up; for a small fee.

      Maybe a little cash for her expenses; taxi home etc.

      Maybe some beer or some food.

      Maybe a little bit of everything; including their own ‘pussy-pleasure’.

      In fact, that’s what I go to Manila for, a little bit of everything. Lots of delicious grilled pork, an abundance of beautiful girls with tight little pussies and lots of mind-blowing dirt-cheap sex. The beer wasn’t too bad either, always chilled and often on a special offer, like at the Havana Café on a Thursday night (2 for 1 drinks).

      I chugged down my fifth Red Horse of the night, doubling up with Johnnie Walker Back Label Scotch. I was sat outside, alone. The place was buzzing, full of Westerners and beautiful local girls (all for the taking). I was starting to feel pretty drunk when I noticed that a native Filipina girl was eyeing me from the bar.

      She looked half-Japanese.

      I ogled her back, sharing a few smiles, getting more pissed and extremely horny as each drop of alcohol passed my lips.

      This one at the bar was an absolute stunner; very fuckable indeed.

      She wore a tight black dress and had a body to die for, small but curvy as hell. Her energy and her sexual vitality was radiant. Yeah, she was in her prime and was out for the sex as much as I was. I could tell, she wasn’t just out for the money, she wanted pleasure too; and that is precisely the kind of slut that I like to spend my money on. Her ass looked plump and juicy in that tight little dress; ripe to be fucked. She wore black high heels and had this dark purple lip stick that came across as both sexy and striking. She looked kind of classy, but dirty too. Just my type, actually; the type that you could take to a nice restaurant for dinner. The kind of girl who you wouldn’t be ashamed to have on your arm. You’d always be guaranteed a good fuck afterwards too.

      She wore a jewellery set of faux diamonds – neck choker, bracelet and earrings. I imagined vividly how she would look naked, all plump and curvy, wearing nothing but her heels and the jewellery. I imagined getting my lips around those plump little tits and sucking them like crazy, then getting down between her legs and slipping my tongue right into that tight little pussy, all hot and plummy. I was willing to bet that she’d go fucking crazy between the sheets once I started putting my dick inside her.

      I was getting a hard-on beneath the table and grinning at her like a love-sick fool or a horny schoolboy. She was smiling back at me and kept on raising her eyebrows from across the crowded terrace. Eventually, she pointed to her drink as if to say: hello handsome Sir, would you like to buy me another drink? If you buy me drinks, I will keep you company and maybe more…

      I pulled out a chair and signalled for her to come over.

      She grabbed her purse and sauntered over, swaying her curvy little hips from side-to-side as she came towards me. She plonked her fit little arse down on the seat beside me and I ordered two more beers. It was Happy Hour, after all, and the only thing better than 2 for 1 beers in Manila would be a Happy Ending back in my hotel room. Happy days, indeed.

      “My name is May…” she introduced herself and I reciprocated. We made small talk and drank our beers but I was soon soliciting an arrangement for her to come back to my hotel room and fuck - 2,500 Pesos (around $50).

      She laughed and giggled and said the beer was making her horny and that I was so handsome. She was really up for it, I could see. She kept on saying how she loved to sleep with Western men and how we had such good ‘equipment’; clearly referring to our big white dicks. I was fully erect and eager to get this sweet little honey into bed as soon as possible so I urged her to drink up so that we could grab a cab.

      Within thirty minutes, we had made the journey through the busy Manila traffic, and we were back in my dimly-lit hotel room and kissing each other I the near-darkness. I held her close, up against my body, and I was feeling her tits and squeezing her arse as she moaned and groaned for it, grinding her groin area into my crotch. I cradled her small, slightly-rounded face in my hands and kissed her a little more gently now as she smiled, enjoying the sensations of my soft lips on hers, with her eyes shut; enjoying the bliss.

      “Let’s fuck, Sir, I want it,” she said, and duly began to remove her clothes. Her body was well-curved and unblemished.  She was slightly chubby too as her bra and knickers were tightly stretched around her humps and mounds; her body looked so sexy. She was all-woman. She had total sex appeal. She had thick hips with a round butt and nice full lips which was exactly what I looked for with my Filipina girls. Not too tall, slightly short actually.

      Why?

      Well, you see, it is my experience that short girls fuck better. Maybe because there is less distance for the blood to travel, from the head down to the pussy. Curvy girls are better too, after all, women who eat have to burn the calories off, right? Also, if you stick to the short ones you’ll be much less likely to fall into a ‘ladyboy trap’.

      “Sir, may I please use the bathroom before we have sex?” she asked in her beautiful melody of an accent, rolling her words, the way those Filipina girls do. The local girls were so polite, they were all about respect for their superiors and Sir/Madam were well-used titles. They had extremely good manners but weren’t afraid to say ‘fuck’ or talk dirty during sex and that was something that I appreciated; it was endearing.

      “Sure, it’s over there,” I informed her, removing my shirt and chinos and pointing to a door at the far-side of the bedroom. Meanwhile I switched the air conditioning unit ON with the fan set to LOW. I then grabbed a beer from the minibar before hitting the play button on my ‘Sex Tunes’ mix. I was dimming the lights, naked and erect, but for my socks which I was duly removing as she emerged from the bathroom with a towel wrapped high over her breasts.

      I stood drinking my beer and she was smiling at me and waggling her hips as she sauntered over to me. She dropped the towel onto a plush sofa chair and gave me a full view of just how beautiful her body really was, up close. She had removed the jewellery but that was OK. She immediately came in and stroked my cock, pouting her lips up at me for a kiss (she was a fair bit shorter than me but, then again, I’m pretty tall).

      I crouched over slightly and placed my lips upon her plum-like little mouth to suck on her sweet brown fulsome lips; she tasted ‘hot’, somehow. Her tongue felt thick, soft and wet as it swirled and darted its way around the insides of my mouth and right into the back of my throat. Her breath was fresh with bubble gum and beer; delicious.

      She squeezed and pulled, ever-so-gently, on the mid-section of my cock as we kissed, moaning sensually, and I allowed my fingertips to explore her back and further down for a nice squeeze of her luscious bum. Her arse was incredible; well-rounded cheeks that were super-soft and fleshy. It was like a big, soft cushion of Filipina brown-skinned heaven. I was super-hard now, smiling behind the kiss, as she squeezed it and stroked it so gently with her meaty little fingers. I wanted to fuck her so badly right then.

      But, foreplay always came first.

      After all, I’m a gentleman at heart. I particularly enjoy oral sex, both giving and receiving; sometimes both at once, in a 69-position. I was a madman, actually, for eating the pussy (especially Asian pussy, I fucking love it). I laid her down on the bed and did a once over of her body with my mouth. I kissed her neck and again I tasted her sweet bodily heat; a special air that was being radiated from her bodily pours. I kissed around her breasts and softly began to suck on her tits, flicking my tongue against her nipples and squeezing them gently with my cupped hands.

      “Oh fuck, Sir, your tongue feels so good on my body…”

      I soon moved down and kissed around her stomach, her slight chubbiness which was incredibly cute and sexy. I put my tongue in her belly button and made the little crevice slightly wet which made her squirm, adoringly.

      “Oh, Sir, please…so good…”

      I then moved further down and splayed her short, chunky legs wide open, her thighs were thick, fleshy and firm; soft and solid to the touch. I went down with my face and put my nose right up to her pussy, it smelled of hot chocolate and pecan pie, drizzled with honey and the hot animalism of her bodily fluids; fully charged and ready for me. She was amazing; I hadn’t had a pussy that smelled so sweet and edible for a long time. Her sex was pulsing as I allowed my breath to settle on her well-sized clit and I spread her pussy lips apart, slightly and gently, with my fingers. Her cunt was breathing. The inside of her vagina was bright and pink, a startling contrast to her cocoa brown skin. It pulled me in for a taste and called for me to tongue-fuck it.

      I wanted to eat her, ravenously.

      I started to work the pussy with my mouth. Tasting her raw sexual juiciness. Licking up all her slickness. Sucking her moist juices before full-on fucking her with my long tongue (it was well-trained for the Asian pussy). I put it in as far is it could go, bringing it out and licking up and down the length of her plump and meaty vagina, sucking on her clit, before moving down and putting it all the way inside her pussy, again. I revelled with pleasure in hearing the noises of satisfaction as I ate her pussy, moaning and groaning as she lay back on the bed and I devoured her sweet Asian cunt with absolute rigour and hunger.

      I needed her pussy, I really fucking needed it.

      She caressed the back of my head and held it in position with her strong little hands – a clear indication that she was enjoying the act and didn’t want me to stop tongue-fucking the pussy. I continued with the motion of bringing my tongue out, then moved up to suck on her clit for a bit longer and I did so I brought up my middle finger and slid it deep inside her, touching around her vaginal walls with my fingerprint. Just then, as my finger got deeper and deeper into her tight little body, I realised just how wet and responsive she was to me. She gasped and jerked her hips, still clutching at the back of my head with one hand and indulgently caressing her breasts and here belly with the other.

      “Oh, Sir, so good, so good, I love it, I love it,” she drew the words out as long moaning sounds that further turned into groans and grunts. Horny little thing; she fucking loved it. “Uhhh, urghhh, so good, Sir, yesss, eat my pussy, let me feel your hot tongue…”

      To say that she was ready for my dick would have been the understatement of the century. I smiled, down under, and stepped it up a notch into super-fast flicking mode with my tongue, working her clit. I continued inserting my finger into her, finger-blasting the pussy at a high-tempo rate. I was literally punching my fist against her pussy now with everything that I could muster, like I was battering it to death as I gritted my teeth with concentrated aggression. I gave it to her so fucking good and hard; just the way they like it. Suddenly, her arms were flat back on the bed and she opened her legs as wide open as they could physically be opened and she started to thrust her pelvis up off the bed, right up into the air and I continued to finger-fuck that pussy as hard as I could.

      Suddenly, a magnificent stream of pussy juicy pissed out into the air and I opened my mouth to catch some with my tongue hanging out to lap some of it up and taste her sweet juice. The bed was soon covered and I was covered too, on my knees like a mad dog on heat, lapping up all her sweet pussy juice; it tasted divine, like hot, sugary piss. She gripped the bed as her pussy transformed into a fountain of cum, her eyes were shut tight and she was grinding out a beautifully intense orgasm. “Fuuuuuuuck! Yes, yes, Sir…fuck, Sir, fuck…I love it, Sir…” she was wild and loud and I worried about the noise as she pouted that pussy further up into the air, moving it around in circular motions; it was amazing. “My God, Sir, you are making me so fucking crazy now,” she composed herself a little and was eager to continue. “Can you fuck me now, please Sir? I want your dick inside me, please fuck me now, Sir…”

      I raised myself up on the bed and smiled.

      I was going to ask for a blowjob first but I could see that this LBFM (little brown fucking machine) was hot for the cock and that no time could be wasted.

      This little Filipina was going to be absolute dynamite.

      She was too and I fucked her hard…
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            A brief introduction from a self-confessed addict of the Asian pussy

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear Lord, where are my manners?

      Sorry about that, how rude of me, I didn’t even introduce myself.

      It was nice though, to get a little taster of what’s to come, wasn’t it? I mean, that’s what you read my books for, is it not? To get straight into the hard sex and some good old masturbation material (males and females alike). Because, at the end of the day, my only objective is to make you cum and cum and cum again, with the best quality ‘lit-porn’ on the market…

      Anyway, back to the tale.

      My name (for the purpose of this story) is Jasper Carlson and these are my memoirs (Vol. 1, at least). I’m a single bachelor and I work in Stockholm as a management consultant. I own my own firm and I earn close to 200k EUR a year. I’m 6’2” and some girls say that I look like Dolph Lundgren and that I have an extremely big cock. I wouldn’t go that far, myself. I’m on the large side of average though and haven’t had any complaints about my 7” endowment as of yet.

      I’m a self-confessed addict of the Asian pussy and I have the money and looks to feed my addiction with much-enjoyed vigour, that’s what’s important here. That’s why you’re reading my memoirs, because I’m the kind of guy who loves to fuck and tell so that you, the reader, can cum till your heart’s content. Yes, I go out and demolish their pussies, as many as I can. I get the best ones I can find, just for you; so, I hope you appreciate it (haha).

      And, then I tell you all about it by writing these highly-explicit and sometimes vulgar memoirs. As far as my looks go, having blonde hair and blue eyes has helped me a lot with picking up the girls in Asia, as they go crazy for what they call the ‘pure-white’ guys. So, I guess that’s what I am then, one of the ‘pure-whites’. I do all the major ‘pussy patrols’ whenever I get the chance; I also love cities like Bangkok and Shanghai and will be writing memoirs about my times spent in those cities too (stay tuned-in on Amazon for more titles). But, my favourite place for fucking is Manila. I guess it’s because I just like the city so much, it has a real buzz about the place and a lot of the bars are open 24-hrs a day, which means that there are girls ready to be fucked around-the-clock. I like the food too. Well, I like all Asian food but I particularly enjoy the Filipino passion for pork knuckle and hearty dishes like that. I like the people too, as I mentioned before, they show respect and are genuinely pleasant company to be with.

      Of course, it is the girls that I really love. They have a Spanish influence so you will come across a lot of Spanish names in the region. You see it in the genes too as they have striking looks that are a kind of mix of Asian and Latina. I find this to be extremely sexy. It also comes in their temperament and appetite for sex. They are very feminine and well-presented. They know good English and they fuck like dogs on heat. I’ve done stints out in Japan before but it can be hard (sometimes impossible) to find a girl that speaks fluent (never mind ‘passable’) English. And, the financial negotiations can be much more complex than, say, in a city like Manila or Bangkok.

      Manila is cheap and the price of a decent girl, picked up from a bar like the LA Café, can range from $10 to $50. On the lower end of the scale, $10+, where you can still get a pretty decent girl, you can go for two or three girls and turn it into a right little orgy; if that’s what you’re into. I tend to steer away from that game as when you pay peanuts you get monkeys and although they fuck good they can rob you too. The most girls I had in my bed in one night though was five, it was a hell of a rollercoaster too! But, to be honest, I prefer just to have one really hot girl for the night. A $50 bar girl is going to be ‘top-of-the-line’, she’s going to be clean, well-dressed and will fuck like she was sent by the Pussy Gods of Orgasmic Ecstasy. And with that kind of cash on her hip she will feel content just to give you good sex and try to steal shit from your room.

      Girls who advertise on-line, using Apps like Craiglist Pro, tend to be more expensive and I guess a lot of them are not really girls but in fact dodgy criminals (pimps) who are looking to con you or rip you off. So, it’s always better, in my humble opinion, to go out and see what you’re getting in the flesh. I always go for a $50 girl and I know where the best bars are to pick them up. The Greenbelt is a nice area as it has a lot of restaurants and there is usually live entertainment in the bars, like on-stage performers (Filipina girls are also famous for being pretty amazing singers). I like to have a good drink and a nice meal with wine and some cognac to follow, maybe a Cuban cigar, and give it all time to settle in my stomach before looking for sex and getting a girl back to the hotel for some action.

      That girl, the one you met earlier, splayed out on my hotel bed, getting her pussy eaten and begging for a good hard fuck. Yes, that’s right, the LBFM (little brown fucking machine). Well, I picked her up at a Greenbelt Bar called the Havana Café, a wonderful little spot for picking up good-looking and horny sluts.

      So, now that I have introduced myself properly and explained a little about who’s who and what’s what, let’s get back to the room and our little friend who’s about to be fucked, by me, shall we?

      After all, that’s why you are here.

      As always, feel free to masturbate as we go along…
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            Filipina from the Havana Cafe

          

        

      

    

    
      I placed the throbbing purple head of my cock against the bulging wetness of her pussy and she stretched her lips wide-open for me, using her chubby little brown fingers. Her eyes were peering down at my cock from between the valley of a mountainous cleavage – big, brown, juicy nips on either side – erect and pointing skyward, up to the ceiling where a fan blew air down upon them. I was teasing her sex, letting my cock-head slide up and down inside the opening of her pussy canal, using all her natural pussy-juice to feel the beautiful slickness of her tight Asian slit. Her mouth was wide open with anticipation, waiting for the moment when I would just plunge it inside deep and start ramming her with it.

      “Ughhh, fuck me, Sir. Give me your big dick. It looks so big and hard, really, so big Sir…”

      I had teased her enough and so began to nudge it in, slowly, watching as she sucked in air for dear life, closing her eyes and allowing her head to fall back onto a soft pillow, in pleasure-fuelled abandonment. I lowered by body down upon her and started to kiss her, sensually, as I put it in deep and started to fuck her. I did her firm and hard, with well-timed thrusts, and all the time she moaned and groaned and kept telling me to do it deep and hard and saying over and over again how she loved the feel of my big cock inside of her.

      That’s how I start, slow and firm.

      I pick up the pace, slowly, but the beginning is usually a little more romantic and loving. That way, you get the best out of your whore as you can make her feel somewhat special, like a natural woman and not just a fuck-toy. She will see that you are genuinely attracted to her, that you like her and feel some affection to her, that you are making some kind of ‘connection’. Her pussy was so tight that it really felt that it was meant to be fucked slowly too; indulgently. I felt every inch of her insides as the tightness of her vaginal tunnel greased my dick, gripped onto the sides of my shaft.

      She looked up at me with adoringly horny hazelnut eyes. “Yes! Yes, fuck me! Fuck me hard, yes baby! You fuck me so good, Sir…your dick is so big. I love it…I love it…I love it…fuck me, Sir! Fuck my pussy hard, more, more! Please! Fuck it harder…deeper…” she was getting right into the dirty talk as I fucked her and kissed her and gripped onto her chubby little butt cheeks as I used my dick to pleasure the pussy; still working it slowly and firmly.

      At that point, I knew she was ready to be fucked hard, on her own terms. She was asking for it now and she wanted me to abuse her brown little cunt. As I mentioned before, it’s better this way. You have to ease them in gently, even with hookers. So, I finally started to let loose on her and started giving it to her as hard as I could; drilling her ferociously.

      Stronger.

      Harder.

      Deeper.

      She started to moan and groan even louder, getting deep and husky, clenching her eyes tightly shut as she felt the full size of my dick and I started pounding away on her pussy, hard. She had the pleasure, now she was getting some pain too and loving it, getting fucked by a real man, a ‘pure white’ with a proper-sized dick (a fully functional fuck-tool). She was a noisy little thing and I liked it, she put on a really good show and talked absolute filth as I banged her senseless. I’m sure that whoever was in the room next door, assuming it was a male, must have been jealous as hell; probably having a good old wank as I gave it to her.

      The bed was rocking, the headrest banging against the wall like crazy as I was knocking the back-end out of her pussy, relentlessly, like a man on a fucking mission (an Asian pussy mission, I was).

      “Yesss, yesss, yesss! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck my pussy, Sir, harder, yesss!” her filth was a constant stream, coming out of her mouth. There wasn’t much variation to it, to be fair, her sexual vocabulary and the use of explicit profanities was fairly limited but it didn’t matter; what she did say was golden and the way she talked was very sexy and turning me on. Most importantly, she was really ‘meaning’ it and ‘feeling’ it. I kept pounding and pounding till I was dripping with sweat and ready to cum.

      She asked me to fill her up with spunk. “Cum inside, Sir. I want to feel your hot sperm.”

      But, I decided not to.

      No, I wanted to cum on her tits. Just as I galloped past the point-of-no-return and my thrusting became jerky and sporadic, I pulled my cock out and climbed up the bed to straddle her curvy little tummy and started to unload, spraying her body with jizz, moving my dick from side-to-side, coating her breasts so that it was sliding down the sides and dripping off the ends of those plump little brown nips. I covered her tits and shot it up to her face where I reached her mouth.

      Her nose.

      Her eyes.

      And, even her hair; it was all thickly creamed.

      It was a huge load actually and she squealed and giggled like an excited little schoolgirl as she rubbed it into her skin, making it all slick and shiny in the darkly-it room. She was tasting it too, hungrily. Licking it and sucking it off the ends of her fingers. She looked up at me with those adoring brown fuck-me eyes, getting off on the carnal sounds of my animal grunting as I squeezed out the very last remnants of cum from my balls.

      Fuck, it was bliss…
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            Beneath exotic waters

          

        

      

    

    
      After that, we took a shower so she could wash all the sperm out of her hair etc. I took the opportunity to rub her body with a Terre d’Hermes shower gel and I soon felt my dick getting nice and hard for her again.

      She took the gel and poured a thick spread of it across her tits, rubbing it all in, sensually and seductively. She had me hooked on her body and she saw it in my eyes. She had me just where she wanted me.

      There was a sitting ledge as it was a rather large square cubicle with a large circular shower-head that was fixed to the ceiling. So, she stepped to the side and sat herself down with her legs spread open, inviting me to come across and slide my dick in between her slippery breasts, for a full-on soapy tit-wank. Obligingly, I stepped across and my cock slid into her cleavage with absolute perfection. It fitted like a glove and she had sufficient depth to her cleavage that she was able to get her tits around my whole girth. She may have been small but boy she had big tits and they were solid and firm. It was the best soapy tit-wank I ever had (bar one that I had at a back-street spa the previous year at the Nana Plaza in Bangkok). She squeezed my shaft, right in between those luscious globes of womanly flesh and she spat big drools of saliva down onto my meat as she slid her tits up and down my cock; the feeling was sensational and felt almost as good as her pussy had (almost, but not quite). Occasionally, in between all that glorious squeezing of my dick with her tits, she looked up at me and the wetness of her dark hair made those big nutty-brown eyes look evermore big and even more sexy and lusty. She did this thing with her tongue as she gave me the tit-wank, putting it out slowly then running it across her top lip. She knew how to flaunt her sexuality and push my buttons. That was it, I couldn’t take it anymore, she knew what she was doing and it was working. She was really enjoying it too and was laughing and giggling with genuine excitement and fun. That tongue thing always gets me though. I have this oral-fetish, or ‘oral-fixation’ as the sexual psychologists might call it and when they start doing that tongue thing and giving me the ‘slutty look’, it’s game over and I just have to shoot my load.

      She saw it in my eyes as they drew into the back of my head and my legs started to give way, trembling as I felt myself getting ready to ejaculate all over her beautiful Filipina body.

      “Yessss, Sir, give me your sperm…I love it, so thick and salty your sperm. Please, Sir, please cum for me again. Please, I want to taste you again, really…” she continued to urge me on and spat on my dick once again as I eased my big veiny dick from the magnificent grip of her tits. She duly took it in her hand now and pointed the eye of my cock right onto her tits and just wanked me off, half-smiling with her mouth agape, jerking me off with the masterful skill of a well-sexed bar slut. I soon began to spurt as she pulled and squeezed and I painted her tits with yet another big load of thick, cloudy spunk, lashings of it. And, with her free hand she massaged it all into her nipples, tweaking them and pinching them. She was still moaning and groaning and had her legs spread, still showing me her tongue. She scooped a little up too and teasingly sucked and licked at her fingers, looking up at me, knowing full well that I had a weakness for the ‘slut tongue’ and the ‘dirty eye’.

      I groaned and growled and struggled to keep my balance as she finished me off, to the very last drop. I balanced myself by grabbing onto the side-walls with my wet hands before bending down to give her a nice, deep French kiss; I noticed that she was rubbing my sperm into her pussy now and fully inserting her fingers, moaning as I kissed her. I then stood straight and put my back against the wall. She stood too and snuggled into me, right under the water like it was some kind of exotic waterfall. She kissed my chest as we enjoyed the feel of the hot water as it splashed against our bodies and she still couldn’t keep her hands off my dick, stroking and squeezing at my semi-hard cock.

      I was in Asian Pussy Heaven...
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            Waking up to a magnificent surprise in Manila

          

        

      

    

    
      It was around 5 am when I was awoken by May stroking at my chest.

      “Sir, I want to fuck again. Please, Sir,” she said, having removed the duvet, almost completely. Her right leg was straddling my thigh and I felt the warm wetness of that rounded little pussy; that sweet little plum. I think that she had been masturbating as I slept as there was a patch of sweat and fluids on the bed, her pussy was wet and hot too and she was slightly breathless. I also noticed she had helped herself to a Red Horse beer from the Minibar; good girl. The beer was still cold and I stretched over to take a sip, already feeling that my cock was coming to life and twitching around at half-mast as she was rubbing her hands all over my body. She started to wank me again, slowly and sensually, and kissed my chest. She licked on my nipples and moaned seductively, “…oh yes, Sir, so good…” as I enjoyed the sweet smell of her hot skin mixed with a breath-smell that was radiant and attractive, infused with aromas of Red Horse, minty toothpaste and something else that was hot and freshly transparent.

      “You are so sexy and white, I love your skin so much Sir. Please, fuck me Sir. I love your dick, he is so good for me, I want to feel him, I really love him, really…” she was begging for it; horny as fuck.

      “OK, but first, you can suck my dick. This time, I want to cum in your mouth and I want you to swallow it all down like a good girl, OK? Then, I will fuck you till my dick hurts, literally.”

      “Really? You promise?”

      “Yes, I promise, but you need to suck it really good first.”

      “Yes, Sir, I promise. I will suck it so good for you, like a good girl, and swallow all of your sperm. And, Sir, what about after, once you have fucked me so hard that your dick hurts?”

      “Then, we have breakfast.”

      “Really, I can join you to eat?”

      “Yes, sure.”

      She smiled. “You are so good to me Sir, you’re such a very good man,” she said with adoration as I spread my legs and she knelt on the bed in between them, ready to suck me off and swallow my load. The beer was still cold and I chugged the can empty as she performed her mouth-duties.

      She cradled my balls and teased my prostate with a delicate, well-oiled finger, sliding it in and out of my anus, and sucking and gobbling on my bulbous pink cock-head such that it was soon drenched with her saliva; it felt so good, as she sucked me and pleasured my asshole. There was so much saliva that my cock was perfectly lubricated, the whole length of the shaft. It was slippery enough to duly accommodate the lush tightness of her fist as it pumped and twisted my girth as she sucked me off and kept her lubricated finger tight in my butthole; it was a thing to behold. She sucked and wanked like a seasoned cock-sucker and it wasn’t long before my entire body was lunged into a chaotic attack of orgasmic seizures, she felt my anus tense-up and she pushed the finger in a little further as I ejaculated, gripping my ass around that chubby little finger. I was coming in her mouth and I felt the sheer heat of my cum as she swallowed it down and it shot into the back, spraying her tonsils. She kept on working my dick as my cream slid down the back of her throat, blowing me like the seasoned slut that she clearly was, sucking and pumping till the very end and I savoured those crashing waves of pleasure as I fully ejaculated for the third time and she slowly drew her finger from my butt and I watched her with pure lust and admiration and she smiled back at me. She knew exactly what she was doing; fuck, she was good.

      I still vividly remember the beautiful sight of her brown silken hair as her head had been bobbing up and down, slowly, between my legs and the way that had she released my penis from her mouth slowly and deliberately, smacking her lips ravenously, like she had just been eating some kind of gourmet ice-cream or a banquet plate of profiteroles. “Mmmmmm,” she moaned. “I love how you taste, Sir. I would want to eat you and drink you every single day, but I know this is just for one night, but I can dream, can’t I? It is my dream to be a full-time servant to a man like you, to be your slave, and for you to be a good Daddy to me, to satisfy me with your big white dick. I dream of having a ‘Sir’, who can fuck me the way you do and get my pussy so wet with his tongue.”

      I was smiling as I listened to her, eyes closed, in an orgasmic stupor. She was trying to ‘hook’ me, to make me fall in love with her, to be so besotted with her sweet pussy that I would agree to marry her and get her pregnant so that her family would be taken care of forevermore. Did she really think I would get sucked in like that? Like a white moth to the Asian flame? Perhaps one day I would; maybe it was my destiny to be a White Master. Perhaps I already was, unwittingly.

      But, I wasn’t stupid though.

      I wasn’t some dip-shit muppet doing a pussy-patrol in Asia for the very first time. Christ, I knew the score. She did sound rather cute and sexy though when she spoke like that; her Filipina accent was quite adorable, especially the way she rolled her words and gave me the irresistible puppy dog eyes. To be fair, she also had a pussy that I could service on a daily basis; no problem. But, that’s not what I wanted. All I wanted was to fuck as many Asian sluts as I possibly could, right up till the end, when I slammed on the brakes and hit the grave with a big fucking smile on my face.
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            4th ‘pop’ of the night

          

        

      

    

    
      We lay in bed and watched CNN for a while – the Philippines broadcast – talking about government corruption in Asia and an up-coming risk of floods. It wasn’t long though before my cock was coming back to life and I was ready to fuck her again (4th ‘pop’ of the night).

      She felt it, clearly, and was eager to offer herself. “Come, Sir, to the lounge area. You can fuck me there on the couch, doggy-style, I want to see myself and look at your face in the mirror as you fill my body with all your hot sperm. Can we, Sir?”

      I didn’t have to say anything as I was already fully-hardened by her proposal and was wanking myself off, unable to take my eyes off her tight, well-curved hips. I soon sprung off the bed and followed her naked, brown body as her ass wiggled its way into the next room.

      She got on all fours on the couch and I could see her wet slit from behind as her legs were nicely spread apart; giving me good access to fuck the pussy. “You can do it even harder this time, Sir, if you like?” she said, smiling and giggling.

      Christ, I  thought, she fucking loves it!

      What a horny little slut…

      I switched off the TV and hit my playlist. Rihanna came on, singing Rude Boy, and I moved in behind that lush big Filipina ass as it swayed slightly to the rhythm of the music; it was a good song for fucking to. She was so wet and felt super-tight as I entered and she flexed her vaginal muscles like a total expert, squeezing on my shaft. She was inviting me, teasing me in a way, urging me to go ‘strong’. I pushed it in hard as the walls of her tight pussy squeezed around the thick girth of my cock meat and I found a spot that was deep, deep inside; her end-wall. She gasped and slapped a hand to her mouth, resisting the temptation to wail the roof down like a promiscuous slut that was being fucked to hell (as she was). I held it deep at that point just jabbing the head of my dick against her back-wall. It felt so fucking good and tight in there. Taking it out was just as good and ramming it back in again was even better as she kept squeezing on me each time. Her pussy felt better and better the longer and harder I fucked her; she was sublime.

      “Oh, Sir, that’s it. Keep fucking me, I make it so tight for you Sir, just like that Sir, give me your babies Sir. Your sperm is so strong, make me your slut, please. Let me be your wife Sir, I will worship your dick each day and be your loving sex-slave, Sir. Please, Sir, I love you…” she was getting lost in her words as she enjoyed feeling my dick so deep inside her, lost in a wild fantasy in her head. All her needs and desires coming to fruition. She was still trying to get me trapped too, it was all part of the game, it just made me smile with delight. “Fuck me hard Sir, yesss, yesss, yesss…please, Sir! Fuck yesss! I love you, make me squirt for your beautiful dick, my white love!”

      I was about to cum too. “Yeah baby, I fucking love you too, I love your sweet pussy, I love her, give me that sweet Asian pussy baby, c’mon, take my spunk, let me be your Daddy, I’m your Master…”

      “Yes, Sir! Fuck me! My Master! My white love! Fuck my pussy hard! My Sir!”

      I pummelled her ass cheeks and the flesh of her full-Filipina arse rippled with every single pounding slap, as my pelvis wall smacked against it with devastating force.

      SMACK!

      SMACK!

      SMACK!

      I noticed her reach down-under to finger massage her clit as she started to squirt like fucking crazy, violently, spraying her lady juice onto my ball sack until it was drenched, dripping down onto the bath towel that I’d put down on the sofa. She came hard, burying her head into a sofa cushion, as muffled screams of pleasure came from her filthy mouth and I impregnated her womb with a full-load of cum. I stood there, panting like a mad man as I relentlessly slapped into her ass cheeks, wondering how in the hell I could have so much spunk left in my balls. I stood there, in ecstasy, admiring this wonderful sight, in a luxurious Manila hotel room, having the most lustful, loving and intense sex that any man could ever wish for.

      Yes, the ‘Asian Pussy’ Gods had smiled upon me once again; life was good.

      

      Breakfast was a buffet in the Hotel’s main dining area, it was a somewhat civilised affair, grand and palatial, with classical music playing in the background.

      She was suitably well-dressed and well-presented to be my guest. In other words, she didn’t look like a straight-out whore (that’s what I get for my $50, money well-spent). It was busy there with a mix of wealthy Filipino families, holiday-goers and affluent business people like myself.

      The hooker could have been my wife for all they knew.

      She ate like a trooper, starting with a huge plate of fresh fruits: mango, pineapple, melon and raspberries. That was followed by a full English: bacon, eggs, tomatoes, mushrooms, hash browns, black pudding and four slices of buttered toast. It was all washed down with fresh orange juice and a large jug of strong black coffee. She finished off with an enormous slice of chocolate gateaux; I just looked on with amazement.

      She clearly needed lots of calories to keep her horny little LBFM engine running!

      “Good sex always makes me so hungry,” she smiled as I watched her, in awe of her cuteness and down-right brown sexiness. I imagined that her solid body and curvy hips came from having such a good and solid appetite (for both food and sexercise).

      I’d never seen a girl eat so much; but, a fucking machine needs fuel, right?

      “Enjoy,” I told her, smiling, with encouragement. “You earned it,” and I couldn’t stop thinking about how good she was, the solid feel of her hips as I had banged her on the couch just now had been a sheer delight and thinking about it was getting me hard again beneath the table. I just wanted to fuck her again and again and again. I loved her pussy. I loved her. But later, I would love another one. And another and another…

      “Thank you Sir, you are so good to me. I love you, Sir.”

      “I love you too, my darling,” I replied, flashing her a wink.

      She smiled, dearly.

      I just smirked, leering at her with sexual perversion beaming from my lusty eyes.

      “You will stay one more night in Manila?”

      “Yes.”

      “I see,” she smiled naughtily. “Well, if you want, you can be my love again? You can call me anytime or just come and see me at the same bar. Anytime you want me to be your love, then just come and get me,” she said in a hushed tone, winking at me with that insatiable look.

      Fuck, we were both insatiable, I couldn’t get enough of her sweet little plum-like pussy and she couldn’t get enough of my big white dick. After all, their local men probably didn’t even eat the pussy and they couldn’t fill her nice and deep like I could, no way…

      “I’m not sure what my plans are but if it’s going to happen I’ll send you a LINE message, OK?”

      The truth was, I planned on going to a few other pick-up joints, because as all members of the Yellow Fever Army know – variety is the spice of life…
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            Naughty girls at The Hard Rock Cafe

          

        

      

    

    
      Later that evening, around 10 pm.

      I think I may have mentioned it already but Filipinas are famous for their vocal talents. And I don’t mean the way that the scream, “fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” No, I mean their women can actually sing. That night, a live band was playing on-stage, banging out some Tracy Chapman and U2 hits, and I sat with two gorgeous prostitutes that I had picked up on the street. I was in the mood for a threesome and they agreed both to come back to my room for some group-sex fun for a mere $80 (forty a piece). But, they wanted me to hang out for a bit and buy them some drinks. The Hard Rock Café had 2-for-1 plus a half decent band playing so I decided to take them there and get a bit pissed-up before a I took them back to the hotel for a romp.

      The waitress gave me a booth that was semi-discreet given that I had a couple of street girls in tow. I ordered a round of Red Horse beers and, as usual, I got is all doubling-up with Black Label. They were both pretty young, 21-years-old maybe; a good age for a Filipina as the pussy starts to get really hungry for bigger dicks at that age and they generally migrate to Western men (realising that they not only have bigger dicks but also half-decent jobs that actually earn them decent money).

      The one named Jane was tall and skinny, she was ‘all-woman’ though, 100%, no lady boy. She wore tight jeans and glossy red heels. On top, she wore a tank top but she had little in the way of boobs. Still her lips were thick and she would be a good girl for sucking cock. I asked to see her tongue and she seductively performed a little show of licking her lips and sucking her beer bottle like it was a man’s penis. This turned me on, immensely, and I couldn’t wait to have her lips around my dick, sucking and licking up and down my shaft. My dick was hard just by watching her display her oral tongue-skills.

      The other one – Angel – was much more to my taste. She was a little bit shorter and had a huge set of tits, showing them off proudly, alongside the rest of her curvy body. She had a similar shape and a look of May, the girl I fucked the night before. Ironically, they both hailed from the province of Cebu in the Central Visayas region. Angel wore a black satin blouse that revealed the full depths of her cleavage and down below she had on a red leather miniskirt that was tight-fitted around her shapely hips, showing off the voluptuous profile of her arse and a little bit of her well-fed tummy; I really like that on a woman, you know, I like some ‘meat-on-the-bone’. I like girls with a nice bit of flesh to play with. I’m not out to shag a fucking anorexic skeleton, no way; a girl who has no appetite for food and drink usually has no appetite for sex either. That’s part of the charm with many of the Filipina girls. They like a plateful of pork, a bellyful of beer and nice big Western dick to fill their tight little cinnamon-bun pussies. They’re not afraid to admit it either, and I like that, life is too short to fuck around. You have to see what you want and just take it. And, it’s a win-win situation all the way, so long as you get the right match when it comes to sex (white cocks for Asian pussy, right?).

      After a few sips of whisky the effects were instant and they moved in close to smother me. Both had their hands on my crotch, feeling around my thighs and giggling as they squeezed at my hard-on. “Hmm, you so big…” The skinny one, Jane, licked on my neck as the curvy one gave me a sensual French kiss and surprised me by unzipping my jeans and fully pulling my cock out beneath the table. I stopped with the kissing to do a quick eyeball of the place and make sure it was discreet enough to be doing this kind of thing in a public bar. The staff pretended to be oblivious to my antics but smiled knowingly in a way that said they knew what I was up to and that it was ‘OK’, as long as I didn’t start outwardly fucking on the dance-floor or on the stage for that matter, where the band was now banging out an Adele number.

      I took a deep breath and drained my glass of whisky as the curvy one started to give me a full-on hand-job and the skinny one spoke sweet nothings into my ear, calling me her ‘baby’ and her ‘handsome’ and saying how her pussy needed some strong action from a really big cock and that her and her friend were going to fully satisfy me, all night long. Of that, I had no doubt whatsoever. It was all very flattering but her mouth was good for one thing and one thing only. Not talking, but sucking; I couldn’t wait to get those juicy big lips around my dick and just let her suck me all the way to heaven.

      For now, my main attention and main attraction was for the chick sat to my right, the one with the well-stacked bust and a meaty little hand that was pumping up and down on the muscled length of my cock, getting faster and faster as she wanked me off and I allowed myself to get fully into the ‘feel’ of it, just letting myself go completely.

      Oh yeah, she was my type alright.

      Fit and juicy.

      Pouty and fuckable.

      All cute and sexy and plump.

      Fuck, yeah. She was my kind of yellow meat. I wanted to reach over and pull her on top of my cock and just let her ride me senseless till I spunked up in her cunt and held her tight, telling her that I loved her and that her pussy was made to be pleasured and owned by my dick.

      I kept my cool though, but her eyes were making me melt… My God, those eyes, looking up at me. Puppy dog eyes. Yes, Sir, they were saying, your going to fuck me first, please Sir. I subtly put a hand down to stop her from jerking me off any further. After all, I didn’t really fancy spurting my load in the middle of The Hard Rock Café; not really my style. I told them to drink up and waved for the bill, it was time to get a taxi back to the hotel and get some fiilthy group-sex action on the go.

      

      Jane may not have had much in the way of ‘meat-on-the-bone’ but boy she could eat; she must have had the metabolism of a racehorse.

      I had ordered us a Crispy Patta from room service, which was basically a huge dish of braised pork knuckle served with garlic rice and other condiments such as sweet soy sauce with diced chilli. It was enough for three people but she was demolishing it all by herself and slamming bottles of Red Horse like there was no tomorrow.

      These little fuck machines sure need to fuel-up, I thought to myself with a wry smile. I didn’t even give a shit, to be fair, I told her that she was welcome to fill her boots and eat and drink till her heart was content.

      “Fill my boots, Sir?” she had asked with cute confusion.

      “Just enjoy the meal,” I had said, giggling to myself.

      Meanwhile, I was on the bed, balls deep in Angel. I was fucking her hard; lost in a frantic flurry of moaning and groaning as I kissed her and devoured every part of her, pinning her to the mattress. Jesus, she really was an incredible piece of ‘yellow pussy’; no lie. Her pussy was tighter than a clenched fist and fucking it was like having my cock treated by some kind of super-tight suction tube, slick and wet with the most optimum levels of lubrication. That description wouldn’t even do it justice, though; her pussy was actually indescribable. I bounced her up and down on the bed, enjoying the soft feel of her belly against mines as I pummelled her into the bed springs; she went wild, as the bed squeaked and creaked. “Oh yes, Sir. Fuck me, fuck me…”

      Apparently, I was really hitting her ‘spot’.

      We were going at it hard, still in the missionary position (she had not desire for me to change from that position). I could feel her skin getting hot and sweaty as her bodily-scent filled the room; she was practically buzzing with sexual heat. It made me dizzy as hell, like a drug, the raw smell of her sex and her body. It was like some kind of beautiful animal mating ceremony. Her smell and her taste and the tight feel of her vagina was sublime and I actually wanted to cum in her pussy like I never had before, not with a street whore at least.

      I wanted to mate, to make her pregnant, and to pass my genes into the Asian market forevermore. I was just a stupid fool; weak, blind and addicted to the Asian pussy.

      I wasn’t thinking of babies in my mind but it was simply the animal charge of my bodily needs and my latent conviction to own an Asian girl; in her entirety. Secretly, perhaps, I wanted a reason to own one and marry one and dedicate the love of my cock to the joys of one pussy. Maybe the more I fucked it the better the pussy would get and in time I might reach unknown heights of satisfaction? I don’t know what the logic was. It was my pelvis, I suppose, and its natural drive to thrust into her pussy and it was the brain that lived inside my dick, which always had a plan of its own.

      One thing for sure though, it was all about the pussy.

      This tight little Filipina pussy; it was rocking my world. I was thrusting into her and grinding my teeth like it was an arduous task of stamina and physical strength; like I had a point to prove.

      To her.

      To myself.

      To the Asian world.

      She was practically disorientated, staring at the ceiling and panting like a crazy woman.

      The skinny one had now finished stuffing her face and downing my beers. She was watching the show too and I noticed that she was masturbating as she watched us. Actually, I heard her before I saw her. “Ugghh, ugghh, ugghh…” she was slouched in the chair, naked, legs spread and flicking at her clit as I fucked her friend.

      On the bed, Angel and I were sweating, from the tropical heat and our constant ‘moves’ as we were gyrating up, down and around; like our bodies were on autopilot. It was unstoppable. She grabbed my sweat-laced head suddenly, massaging my temples and running her fingers lovingly though my pure-blonde hair. She looked deep into my eyes but didn’t say a word, she didn’t have too, her eyes were pleading for it, fuck me hard and cum in my pussy, Sir, is what the eyes said, mate with my pussy, I’m your Filipina love, I’m your Asian slut and you’re my pure-white man… She gave herself to me in total abandonment and I fucked her into next week as my dick took over with the last and most deadly forward assault, attacking her womb and impregnating it with shots of spunk on full-auto. It felt like I was killing her pussy with machine-gun fire. I destroyed that sweet brown pussy and enjoyed every minute of it. Even as I came, I didn’t stop grinding her ass into the mattress until my balls were dry and fully empty.

      She too began to unload her lady juice in heavy streams, squirting around my dick and creating a hot film around my girth as it found its way out. The hot liquid flowed down my cock and was dripping off my balls; a tropical downpour of orgasmic lady spunk. A massive circle of her cum had formed and stained the bed. It smelled sublime too, her pussy-cum mixed with my man-cum and all that sweat and the smell of fried pork and beer and garlic. It was intoxicating; the ‘Manila Magic’. I was in Filipina Pussy Heaven and the whole time her friend had been watching us and masturbating as we mated before her.

      Yes, this is what I had come to Manila for and, so far, I wasn’t disappointed.

      

      A while later, after I had a nibble of what pork was left and a few more beers, we were sat on the couch, watching a film by Quinten Tarantino – Pulp Fiction.

      “Are you on the pill?” I asked Angel as her skinny friend took my freshly-cleaned cock into her mouth and started to gobble my head, her well-deserved dessert, after eating all that pork.

      “Yes, of course, are you crazy?” Angel reassured me.

      Of course, I knew this. Despite the problems in Asia with HIV and STD’s, most girls in Manila took precautions and got regular check-ups. That is why I occasionally fucked one (or two) bareback and came inside them. It was a risk, but a small one in my eyes. But, perhaps it was I who was the fool? “OK, you’re right, I’m sorry,” I said.

      “Don’t say sorry, let’s just enjoy the night, the three of us, OK? Both Jane and I, we want to make really good times with you. You pay us well and feed us. You look after us so well. You want to cum in my pussy ten times? You do it, Sir! I am clean too, OK?” she explained, stroking my chest as her friend, the skinny one, started to take me in her hot, wet mouth and give me a really good cock-sucking.

      “OK,” I told Angel, gasping now as Jane took my girth into her oesophagus, going straight into a deep-throat manoeuvre; a ballsy move (excuse the pun). I hadn’t expected this but obligingly gripped her by the back of the head and began to force my cock gently down her throat, as far as it would go, till I felt her gagging reflex. It went so deep into her that the profile of my cock inside her throat was clearly visible as it protruded all the way out, going fully down to her upper chest. After a few deep-throat insertions, my dick resurfaced and was coated with lots of thick, syrupy saliva from deep within her throaty pipe. It was dripping from my dick and felt slick and warm as I continued and fucked her mouth with sheer indulgence as she sucked me and moaned with focussed concentration.

      Angel watched with horny fascination as her friend sucked me off. She’d stopped stroking my chest and adoringly began to stroke her friend’s head instead, running her fingers through her silken hair as she sucked on the head of my dick like it was the tip of a lollipop. Jane looked up at Angel then flashed me a wink and released my cock from her mouth with one big sucking motion; her lips felt so good. She made some space between my legs for Angel to come and join in the fun. Jane could no doubt see how attracted I was to her friend.

      Angel smiled eagerly and took to her knees by her friend’s side and took my dick in her mouth as Jane guided it to her lips. Angel had her hands on my thighs as the skinny one held my dick and wanked it off into Angel’s mouth. She started to do that thing with her tongue, with deliciously slanted eyes, horny eyes, looking up at me as that big piece of pink wetness rolled around her top lip; the erotic promise of oral pleasures and total satisfaction. I got lost in her eyes and her tongue and the feeling of Angel’s warm mouth as she sucked on my dick. My mouth was wide open and my eyes were popping as the skinny slut, Jane, teased me some more with her mouth and her tongue, seeing clearly that it was driving me wild.

      Angel gripped my legs as she felt me shudder. She held me tight, knowing that I was going to cum. A groaned out one big long exhalation of pleasure as my eyes flipped right back up into my head. I was growling like a demon; lost in their exotic sex as I shot my load and I felt her suck it all down, swallowing the whole lot.

      Those two girls ended up staying for the whole weekend!

      There was no extra payment but I looked after them well and kept them fed and watered, holed up in my room.

      We drank a shit-load of beer and I called for the barman in the lobby bar to bring me up a few bottles of Black Label (I just told him to stick it on my bill).

      We ate a load of food from room service – braised pork with rice and noodles being our favourite dish; washed down with numerous bottles of red wine. I was piss drunk for the whole weekend, but it didn’t make my cock soft. Thankfully, I’m not a guy who suffers from that problem; in fact, the more I drink the more I want to fuck.

      And, of course, we enjoyed a lot more good hard sex; I popped so many times that I lost count. It was a grand old time in a marvellous city of smiles…

      

      
        
        THE END
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