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On Your Knees, Anna

For a girl with a four-point GPA, Anna sure has a lot to learn about the prize between her thighs.

──────

Nothing between her and her goal now except a pair of boxers. And fidelity to her boyfriend, of course, not to mention reputation, dignity…

Come on, Anna. This is no time to be a princess.

She did what Dylan had done to her and just yanked everything down to his knees, making his cock spring forth like a Jack-in-the-box, whacking her on the sternum just beneath he breasts.

It was… God help her, it was a freakin’ police baton. It just stood there at attention, the tip resting lightly against her body.

Dylan was watching her reactions, and Anna realized her slut skills were on display. It was far too late to back out. How difficult could it be? She just had to jerk him off and try not to get any cum on her.

She stroked the shaft, tracing one of the purple veins all the way down to the root. Dylan made it jump, surprising her into pulling her hand back. It tapped back down beneath her breasts, leaving a precum stain on the bodice of her dress.

That drove her to action, and she grabbed hold. No way was he going to Lewinski her mini.

Now what? She’d only touched Albert’s a few times, and only for long enough to put it back inside after he’d gotten too rambunctious and slipped out. She’d never jerked him off and only had the most basic idea of how to do it. Did she need hand lotion?

She pulled up from the base, and a handful of cock and ball skin came with her, sliding like satin sheets over the thick, solid core.

Oh, I did NOT know it did that.

She stroked back down and did it again. And again. It wasn’t difficult at all. It was freeing, yet a potent sting of shame washed over her. She was in an alley with her tights and panties around her knees, jerking off a white guy…and she was loving it.

“Are you still a Perfect Asian Princess?” Dylan asked.

Anna shook her head, not taking her eyes off the magic taking place in her hand. “I’m a slut.”

“Really?”

She nodded again, squeezing a little tighter, jerking a little harder like a proper slut would. She couldn’t believe she’d waited her whole life to do this.

“You like my cock, do you?”

“I love it.”

“So get on your knees and suck it.”

───♦◊♦───
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Anna’s Dirty Secret

Anna twisted on her barstool to get a better look at the slut over at the corner table. She’d been watching in the mirror—the reflection of the girl and her companions was framed between two bottles of cheap bourbon—but it didn’t give an angle on her legs, which she’d just spread. The two guys had helped her—each working a knee, prying them apart—and while Anna watched, the blond guy slid his hand up her thigh till it disappeared beneath her skirt.

The courage… the sheer daring it took to let men treat her that way—it made Anna’s heart race. She took a sip of her vodka and cranberry, hoping the chill it sent down her throat might somehow quell the heat radiating from between her thighs. She watched the girl’s face, trying to pick the exact moment when Blondie got a finger inside her. Not yet… Not yet… Judging by the lip-biting, though, he might have found her clit. Anna’s own bead throbbed in sympathy; it was so swollen, even her boyfriend, Albert, would be able to find it. Probably.

This was what she’d come for. She'd searched a dozen seedy bars in the last three months to witness this, to feel this frisson of lust and disgust. Disgust for what the girl was allowing these men to do, and lust… well, that one they shared—it was written all over her face. Somewhere beneath that skirt, Blondie’s finger found its way inside the girl’s cunt. Anna knew it. She felt it, the same way she felt the spark of sisterhood kindling in her own heart.

The slut gasped, and her half-glazed eyes popped open, finding Anna’s from across the room and piercing her chest with icicles of self-conscious dread. She whirled back around on her stool, jingling the ice cubes in her drink and slopping some over the edge.

She knows!

In that awful moment of connection, she felt the girl staring into her soul. Anna’s secret desires, her shameful desires, were laid bare to not just her but everyone in the bar.

Look at her!

Slut!

Those preppie white tights ain’t fooling anyone, honey.

Anna was dressed in what she thought of as her Perfect Asian Princess uniform—white tights, fitted white blouse (buttoned to the neck, of course), and a cornflower blue A-line mini over the top. Her only concession for this little excursion to the wild side was her shoes; she’d stuffed the patent leather Mary Janes in her bag and donned a pair of fire-engine red Christian Louboutin stilettos.

If her parents saw those shoes, they’d be scandalized.

If they saw this bar, the slut in the corner… If they saw the secret lust and shame burning on Anna’s cheeks, she’d be disowned and disinherited. They hadn’t paid for four years of college and three of law school to raise a slut.

A Summa Cum Laude slut.

She was perfect in their eyes, the perfect Asian daughter. Beautiful, top of her class, paired off and soon to be engaged to a boy with good prospects. Albert was from another wealthy Hong Kong family and had graduated Magna Cum Laude, 0.05 points behind Anna. Just the idea that she’d ever act on her secret desire…

Act? Shudder. It cost nothing to watch, though.

“Hey, gorgeous. Buy you another?”

“Um, sure.” Anna hadn’t even seen the guy slide onto the stool next to her. Normally she’d have her guard up ready to parry the kind of men she found in this place, but that eye contact with the girl in the corner had upended her.

The guy waved to the bartender. “Draft,” he said. Then, nodding Anna’s way, “And she’ll have another of those pink things.”

The bartender caught Anna’s eye. “Vodka cranberry?”

She nodded. He began mixing it in front of them, giving her a moment to get her bearings and study the newcomer in the mirror. He was Caucasian, okay looking, but older than her—probably late twenties. His week’s growth of dark beard screamed ‘too lazy to shave’ more so than the well-crafted stubble of the other first-year associates where she worked. The Wal-Mart jeans and flea-market leather jacket completed the picture. He was… what was the word?

Coarse.

The answer came to her in her mother’s voice. He was coarse. Common. Like the blond guy and his Latino friend fingering the slut in the corner. Anna had to stifle the urge for another look.

The bartender placed her drink on a fresh coaster.

“Thank you.”

The guy put a hand on the bar close to hers, obviously to regain her attention. “You look lost, sweetheart.”

Yeah, well we ain’t in Kansas anymore. Anna sipped her drink and smiled. Oh, she was Dorothy alright—right down to the blue pinafore and red shoes. And who might this guy be? The cowardly lion? That was uncharitable—maybe he was the wizard behind the curtain.

“Did I say something funny?”

“Sorry, no. That was rude of me. I’m Anna.” She didn’t offer her hand. She was willing to play with this guy, like a cat with an uneducated little mouse, but that confidence didn’t extend to touching.

“Randy,” he said.

She almost blew her drink out her nose. She should have guessed he was a Randy. So coarse. “Pleased to meet you, Randy. And thank you for the drink.” She raised it in a dry toast. “You’re quite the gentleman.”

Randy looked a little blown back in his seat. He probably hadn’t expected much, approaching an overdressed Asian girl in a seedy bar. “I like your hair,” he said, reaching over and touching a stray lock that hung past Anna’s chin. “Asian chicks have hot hair.”

Anna smoothed it back behind her ear. “Are you trying to flatter me, Randy?”

“Is it working?”

She covered her smile with one hand, a gesture Randy almost certainly misread as Mysterious Oriental Lady Shyness. Oh dear, poor Randy—so much blood going to his dick, so little to his brain. She didn’t desire him, as such, but she desired his desire.

She leaned towards him and beckoned him to lean closer too. “I don’t think you’re trying to flatter me.”

“No?”

She pushed her hair back behind her ear again. “I think you’re trying to fuck me.” Her adrenaline spiked even as the words left her mouth. The thrill, the shame, it was all one, making her giddy, making her breasts tingle and her pussy throb with unfulfilled need.

Toying with Randy was no different to the hundreds of debates she’d contested or the dozen mock trials she’d argued. It was an act, a sham. She was playing a part. Now she got to watch Randy play his part, undressing her with his eyes, mentally spreading her legs and shoving his dirty prick inside her.

Randy adjusted the crotch of his Wal-Mart jeans. “I’m up for that if you are.”

“Oh, I’m up for it,” Anna said, loving the sleazy smile that lit up his face. “Just not with you.” She sucked another mouthful of V&C, savoring the chill before she swallowed, then slid off the stool to her feet. She patted his knee, said, “Thanks for the drink,” and stepped around him, making for the door where she’d wait with the bouncer for an Uber.

──────

Dylan had taken a stool around the corner of the horseshoe bar from Anna. It was a good place to keep an eye on her without being seen. What was his roommate’s stuck-up girlfriend doing alone in a place like this, anyway? Better question—what was he doing following her? Making sure she was safe—that’s what he’d told himself. He’d seen her heading for a rough part of town and… Well, if she spotted him, that was the explanation he was going with.

The truth was that Anna unhinged him. He could get into the panties of just about any girl he chose—and he chose often—but over the years he’d known her, he hadn’t so much as seen a bra strap. She was the very definition of purity and fidelity, utterly unattainable, and yet she was sleeping with Albert.

Albert, for fuck’s sake!

Just the idea he might see something libidinous behind that perfect façade made his dick ache.

So yes, it was plausible he’d followed her to keep her safe, but really, he’d followed the red stilettos. She was up to something, and if that façade dropped even for a second, Dylan wanted to be there.

And it had turned out better than he might have hoped. Watching her as she’d watched the slut in the corner—he could tell it aroused her. And that aroused him. A lot. When she turned to talk to the guy in the leather jacket, it put him in her line of sight, and he’d had to conceal his face. As a result, he’d been watching the Yankees game on the big screen and had just missed her getting up to leave.

Like how Anna had just missed Leather Jacket getting up to go after her.

Shit!

He only lost a second putting his drink down, but it meant the guy would get to her before he could.

Shit. Shit. Shit! Dylan dodged two groups standing in his way and split another down the middle. The guy already had his hand on her elbow. Anna was turning back, obviously annoyed, but not yet frightened. God, she was naïve. So hot, but so naïve.

“Get your hand off me.”

Dylan couldn’t hear her over the crowd, but it wasn’t hard to read lips.

The guy replied just as Dylan caught up to them. “I got you a drink. You telling me that doesn’t buy more than ten words of conversation?”

Dylan grabbed the guy’s wrist hard enough to make it clear that holding Anna was no longer an option. “Sad but true, Charlie Brown,” he said, hopeful he could defuse this without finding a dozen guys waiting outside for him when he left. “Girls like her are always on the meter.”

Anna gasped, although Dylan thought it was in surprise at seeing him rather than the implication she was a whore.

Leather Jacket turned on him but immediately took a backward step once he realized their size difference. “Who the fuck are you?”

“I’m the money-man, Champ. You want to walk out of here with one of my girls, it’s gonna cost you a nickel. Two-fifty to me; two-fifty to her.” He shot Anna an apologetic glance which she missed completely.

Now the guy was wearing the same goggle-eyed expression as she was. He looked back at her, noticing perhaps for the first time the years of effort poured into her appearance—lustrous long black hair that fell to her waist, a figure toned to perfection in the gym and on the college track team. If the guy saw anything that fell short of stunning perfection, he had a better eye than Dylan.

“She’s a fuckin’ whore?”

Dylan turned the guy away from her, giving her an opportunity to get away, which she seemed too stunned to take. “Whore isn’t a word we like to use. And ‘fuckin’?” Dylan smiled and shrugged. “I guess tonight’s not your night, Sport. Hear what I’m saying?”

The guy’s eyes dropped to Dylan’s chest. He seemed like he was weighing his chances which, one-on-one, were poor.

“Hear what I’m saying?” Dylan repeated, bending down to get in the guy’s line of sight. He didn’t want to push the guy any harder. A fight would be bad. That would lead to police, which in turn would lead to Albert bailing him out, which in turn would lead to an awkward explanation of what he was doing in a seedy bar with his best friend’s girlfriend.

“Yeah, I hear,” the guy said, sneering like he wanted to spit on Dylan’s shoes. “This is a quality establishment. You and your whore should get outta here.”

“We’re gonna do exactly tha—” Shit! Where did she go? Anna had bolted when he and Leather Jacket had locked in. Not out the door, but… He saw a flash of blue and white fleeing down the corridor leading to the bathrooms. Damn, she was going out the back, which was probably a million times more dangerous than out front with the bouncer.

Ignoring the guy, he ran after her.

──────

Anna fled. Not with any plan other than to get away from Dylan. Where had he come from? She raced past the women’s toilets toward the back door.

He’s going to find out!

Anna, focus! You need to get out of here. Good plan. She would jump in a cab and switch off her phone until she got home. If Dylan called Albert in the meantime, she was never there. It was somebody who looked like her. All Asians look alike, right? It was some other girl slumming with the sluts on the westside.

She burst out the back door into an abandoned stretch of cobbled alleyway that was built out at one end and had a steel mesh gate at the other. There was a single yellow light shining above the door by which she could almost make out the years of filth coating the cobblestones.

Trapped! Turning on one Louboutin heel, she made to rush back inside and ran straight into Dylan’s chest, frightening a scream out of herself.

“Jesus, Anna,” he said, holding her by the shoulders. “What the hell are you doing?”

“What the hell are you doing?” she retorted, her voice rising to a pitch she wasn’t particularly proud of. “Are you following me?”

“Yes, I’m following you.” His measured tones helped her shut her mouth before she blurted something she’d regret. “I passed you tonight coming out of the subway. You were going to the wrong platform.”

Anna let the litigator-in-training take over. “So you tailed me? Like a stalker. When were you going to tell me?”

“Jesus, Anna,” he said, his face melting into a mask of concern. “It’s nighttime. It’s not safe. I was just making sure you got where you were going, then I was heading home.”

“To tell Albert.” That desperate note had crept back into her voice.

Dylan must have heard it and took her in his arms, holding her tight. “No. Jeez, that’s a bit rich, isn’t it? Do I look like the relationship police?”

Anna let him hug her, and after a moment she closed her arms around his waist and returned it, her bag still clutched in one fist. It was their first embrace if you didn’t count the hello/goodbye kind with attendant air kisses. “I don’t want him to know,” she said, using the sweet, submissive voice she reserved for when she really needed to get her own way.

“Then I won’t say anything.”

Anna relaxed into his arms. She believed him. What he’d said about relationship police—she couldn’t count the number of times he’d been dating two girls at once. More than two on a few occasions. Dylan was that kind of guy, a playboy, except he had the brains to back it up. Not quite on a par with Albert, but that was the only area where her boyfriend measured up against his best friend. Looks, physique, confidence—Dylan was the complete package.

Pity he wasn’t Asian. Or monogamous.

Anna was suddenly aware of the bulge pressing into her tummy. He wasn’t hard; he was just… there. He stood maybe a foot taller than her and probably felt the same way about her breasts pressing into his stomach.

She didn’t let go, though. And neither did he.

“Do you want to talk about it?” he asked.

Uh-oh. “I do not.” The submissive voice seemed to be losing its magic.

“That guy in the jacket—he’s not in your league.”

“I know.”

“Hell, he hasn’t even graduated from playing stickball.”

Anna giggled. “I was walking out on him, remember?”

“Off to shake up some Major League action, huh?”

Anna eased back from the hug and looked up at him. “Is that the kind of girl you think I am?”

“Maybe.” Dylan gave her the same sexy wink she’d seen him use on a hundred college co-eds. “Hey, it’s not the worst thing I’ve said about you tonight.”

“You rat!” she scolded, slapping him in the middle of his chest and surprising herself at the bunched muscle she felt to either side of her palm. “You called me a whore.”

“Not me.” He shook his finger at her. “Stickball called you a whore—I only implied it.”

Anna couldn’t hold his gaze. She rested her cheek in the hollow between his pectorals, right where she’d slapped him. Oh, he and Albert were nothing alike. “Thank you.”

“For implying you’re a whore?”

“For being there. When I needed you.”

“You would’ve been fine on your own,” Dylan said, brushing it off with a dismissive chuckle. “You whores are used to dealing with his kind.”

Anna sighed. “I hate you.”

“I hate you, too.”

She couldn’t explain it, given the odd circumstances, but she’d never felt so safe as she did at that moment in Dylan’s arms. It brought down her defenses. “Do you really want to know why I came here?”

“If you want to tell me.”

Did she? She wasn’t sure but keeping it to herself certainly hadn’t worked. It had been stupid to come to a place like this alone. Knowing Dylan had been watching her the whole time cast things in a new light. How much had he seen? Had he noticed her fascination with the slut in the corner?

She took a deep breath, enjoying the way it tightened their grip on each other, molding their bodies together. “Did you see the girl in the corner?”

“I think everyone saw the girl in the corner.”

“I… sometimes think about that.” She held her breath, waiting what seemed an age for him to reply.

“What, lesbian stuff?”

The held breath ran out in a rush. “God, what’s wrong with you that your mind goes there?”

“Where else was it supposed to go? Two chicks getting it on in a bar is hot.”

Anna mentally reset and tried again. “I sometimes wonder,” she began, finding the admission easier the second time around, “what it would feel like to… you know, be like her.”

“Like, a slut?”

Anna didn’t answer; she just let it hang there—that horrible, taboo word. It brought the heat creeping back between her legs. She’d been called a slut before, plenty of times, but never seriously. She’d never given anyone cause—never shown any cleavage, never worn a skirt above the knee without tights. Dylan might be the first guy to seriously put her and ‘slut’ in the same thought.

So why wasn’t he saying anything? She trembled in his arms. She tried to stop it, but that only made it worse.

“Dylan?” she said. “Say something.”

“Oh, Anna,” he said, his voice dropped a note lower, the timbre rumbling through her breasts. “What have you done with my Perfect Asian Princess?”

The last of the tension melted from her body. The Perfect Asian Princess was an in-joke in their group. Carrie Yuen, Anna’s friend who now worked in the same firm as Albert was second runner-up, and her best friend and roommate, Steph Lau, was first runner-up. Neither came close to Anna Ling, though—the undefeated pageant queen.

Dylan recited the PAP credo. “She’s demure, she is chaste, she has a four-point GPA…”

Anna joined in, and they did the last line in a chorus.

“She has culture and finesse, she’s the Perfect Asian Princess.”

They laughed it off together. Dylan and Albert had made up the rhyme one drunken night, shamelessly plagiarizing William Shatner from Miss Congeniality. They’d been watching the movie on Netflix, and the girls responded by conducting their own hilarious Asian beauty pageant, modeling swimsuits over leotards and leggings, cocktail dresses over tights and turtlenecks. Since then, she’d worn the Perfect Asian Princess uniform with pride. It embodied everything her parents had taught her about honor and chastity. She hadn’t exactly been chaste with Albert, but if everybody recognized those qualities in her, it meant she was a success, right?

She hugged Dylan tight again, enjoying the memory of that night. “Is my crown slipping?”

“Hmm, Slutty Asian Princess. It’s gonna make the next pageant interesting,” Dylan said. “Who do you reckon will win the wet t-shirt?”

“Oh, Carrie, for sure. But Steph will have her beat in the Sharon Stone leg crossing.”

“Mmm, I dunno,” Dylan said, letting one hand slip down to touch her thigh. “She wouldn’t get my vote.”

“Yeah, she would,” Anna said. “She waxes.”

“And you don’t?” he said, adding an ironic note of incredulity that suggested all Perfect Asian Princesses should be waxed bare. “I could help you with that, you know?”

“You’re a pig, Dylan.”

“Yeah, but I’m a pig who’d make you scream if I ever got my snout in your pussy.”

There was a pulse in his jeans. The bulge pressing into Anna’s tummy felt decidedly thicker than before.

“I don’t let Albert do that,” she said, tightening her tummy muscles against his member. “What makes you think you’d be any different?”

Dylan’s hands closed over her ass. They were big enough to cup both cheeks with room left over. “I know your dirty secret, remember?”

Anna swallowed hard. “What’s my dirty secret?”

“You suck dicks in the subway for quarters.”

The breath caught in Anna’s chest, refusing to budge until she’d swallowed again. “I do love a good dick.”

“In your mouth, in your ass…” Dylan lifted her skirt and spread her cheeks apart.

“Between my tits,” she said, spitting out the dirty word. “In my…”

His clever fingers delved between her legs, stroking just a fraction of an inch behind her opening. “Where else do you like cock, Anna? Tell me.”

“In my vagina.” She arched into his touch, giving herself to him.

His fingers crept deeper, finding the wetness that had soaked through her tights and tracing it straight to the source. “Sluts don’t have vaginas. Tell me where you’re taking all that cock, slut?”

“In my pussy.”

Dylan yanked down her tights, bringing the panties down for the ride. “In your cunt, Anna,” he growled, going beneath her dress and cupping her neatly trimmed mound from the front, splitting her seam with his middle finger. “Where do you love cock?”

Anna shuddered. “In my cunt.” This was wrong. So, so wrong. A moment ago they’d been hugging, and now he was a breath away from—

Dylan slid a finger inside, making her squeal with shock. “Where do you let them come?”

He was inside her. Jesus God her was inside her.

“Where, Anna?”

“In my cunt.” This wasn’t okay. She never told him he could do this.

He pushed another finger in there, filling her up. “You know what white guys love, don’t you?”

She could probably guess, but it was so hard to concentrate with what he was doing to her. “Tell me.”

“Don’t play coy. Tell me what us white guys love.”

“Asian pussy,” she panted.

“Asian Princess pussy,” he said, pumping his fingers in and out, stretching her, stroking her clit with his thumb. “Sweet, tight, Perfect Asian Princess pussy.”

“Yes.” Oh God, he was going to make her come in an alleyway. She clung around his waist, worried her legs might give out any second.

He pulled all the way out then, adding another finger, teased her entrance with all three at once. “Is this a Perfect Asian Princess pussy?”

“Yes.”

“Not for much longer,” he said, plunging into her, loosening her knees. “When you’re full of white-boy cum, it’ll be just another slutty Chinese cunt.”

Anna reeled. Dylan knew perfectly well how Hongkongers felt about the C-word. God, she was a slut—worse than the one inside. She was getting fingered in a filthy alleyway. Albert had done little more than touch her there, taking a minute to stroke her open before putting his dick inside. She boiled with shame and excitement at what she was letting happen. Heat and pressure built behind Dylan’s magical fingers, and when he thumbed her clit, snapping it back and forth like a light switch, she ignited.

“Yes… yes!”

Dylan swept her up as she came and kissed her, impaling her on his fingers and leaving her Louboutins dangling inches above the cobbles. His tongue probed past her lips, and she offered hers in return, tasting, sucking, consuming him as her orgasm crested. The contractions hit one after another, making her body tingle all over and sing with ecstasy. Locking her thighs around his hand, twining her ankles together, she squeezed to keep the pleasure in, afraid that if she let it out, she might faint. She stopped kissing to ride the ecstatic peak and just held his lower lip between her teeth, keening with the unendurable pleasure.

The last big contraction hit, and she held onto it, shuddering, trembling, not wanting to let it go. But go it did, along with all the tension in her body. When Dylan lowered her back down to her tangled feet, her knees buckled, and he had to stand her up again and wait for her to let go of his fingers.

“Oh my,” she gasped, wrapping her arms around his waist and holding him again. “That’s not how Albert does it.”

“Albert doesn’t know you like I do.”

That was so very, very true. She stopped squeezing and touched his cock through his jeans. “I could do you, now.”

“That’s not very Perfect Asian Princess of you.”

“I’m not a Perfect Asian Princess,” she said, finding his zipper and pulling it down. “I’m a Dirty Chinese Slut.” Her hand was small enough to sneak through his fly (Oh my!) but what she found inside was way too big to come out the same way. Carrie and Steph had never slept with Dylan (at least, not that they would admit) but they’d all heard stories.

The python.

It was still locked up in his shorts, so she couldn’t tell one end from the other, but good Lord, just going by the sheer bulk of flesh in there—it must be huge. She was going to have to undress him just to get her hands on the thing.

Letting go of her bag and allowing it to dangle from one wrist, she unbuckled his belt and pulled it loose, then popped the button on his jeans. The zipper was already down.

Nothing between her and her goal now except a pair of boxers. And fidelity to her boyfriend, of course, not to mention reputation, dignity…

Come on, Anna. This is no time to be a princess.

She did what Dylan had done to her and just yanked everything down to his knees, making his cock spring forth like a Jack-in-the-box, whacking her on the sternum just beneath he breasts.

It was… God help her, it was a freakin’ police baton. It just stood there at attention, the tip resting lightly against her midriff.

Dylan was watching her reactions, and Anna realized her slut skills were on display. It was far too late to back out. How difficult could it be? She just had to jerk him off and try not to get any cum on her.

She stroked the shaft, tracing one of the purple veins all the way down to the root. Dylan made it jump, surprising her into pulling her hand back. It tapped back down on her dress, leaving a precum stain on the bodice.

That drove her to action, and she grabbed hold. No way was he going to Lewinski her mini.

Now what? She’d only touched Albert’s a few times, and only for long enough to put it back inside after he’d gotten too rambunctious and slipped out. She’d never jerked him off and only had the most basic idea of how to do it. Did she need hand lotion?

She pulled up from the base, and a handful of cock-and-ball skin came with her, sliding like satin sheets over the thick, solid core.

Oh, I did NOT know it did that.

She stroked back down and did it again. And again. It wasn’t difficult at all. It was freeing, yet a potent sting of shame washed over her. She was in an alley with her tights and panties around her knees, jerking off a white guy… and she was loving it.

“Are you still a Perfect Asian Princess?” Dylan asked.

Anna shook her head, not taking her eyes off the magic taking place in her hand. “I’m a slut.”

“Really?”

She nodded again, squeezing a little tighter, jerking a little harder like a proper slut would. She couldn’t believe she’d waited her whole life to do this.

“You like my cock, do you?”

“I love it.”

“So get on your knees and suck it.”

───♦◊♦───
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Open Wide, Anna

Anna’s jaw dropped. “What?” She’d heard him perfectly, but what he’d said didn’t compute. Suck it? She couldn’t ever… She’d kissed Albert’s dick once but then chickened out. It was just so… slutty.

Yes, she’d let Dylan finger her. That had been so, so wrong, but it had happened in the moment. She hadn’t wanted to return the favor (that’s what she’d told herself, at least), but she felt she had to. It was only fair. As it turned out, playing with his cock was kind of fun. And she was good at it, too. She’d gotten him prodigiously thick and hard—harder than Albert ever got—and knowing that she’d made him that way was thrilling. The idea he might ejaculate in her hand… It was just so dirty.

Oral sex, though? Their eyes met, and Anna shook her head. That wasn’t part of the deal.

“I said, get on your knees, slut.”

That word again. Heat flooded Anna’s cheeks. This wasn’t the first time she’d harbored slutty fantasies; it was just the first time she’d acted on them. It was so shameful, although the shame wasn’t a dull, lurking thing in her breast like it had been before tonight. It was bright and hot. It sparkled. Being bad had never felt so good.

“I won’t tell you again.” He bent to the side and karate-chopped the back of one leg. Her knees, still wobbly from the orgasm, buckled in unison, sending her to a squat. If she hadn’t been holding his dick (which was now right in front of her face), she would have gone sprawling.

His cock didn’t look any less scary up close, but it did strike her as a lot more tempting. She got a whiff of him—all musky and manly. It made her nostrils flare and her mouth water. She could maybe lick it a little, then send him on his merry way. That wouldn’t be as slutty. She put her bag down and went to pull up her tights and panties, which were still bunched at her knees.

“Leave them.”

Excuse me? Albert never spoke to her that way. Was he saying that to be dominant, or because they would protect her knees from the hard cobblestones? Anna chose to believe the latter because that meant she was still in control. Hear that, Dylan? My decision, not yours. Doing her best to protect the stilettos, she rocked forward and rested her padded knees in the alley grime. Eww, disgusting. Her tights were going to need to soak. In bleach, no less.

Now, the moment of truth. She stroked his cock back and forth a few more times, gathering the courage to kiss it and maybe lick the weeping tip. She knew guys secreted a slippery lubricant just like girls did, but this was her first experience with it. What would it taste like? At a guess, probably salty like sweat or tears, but really, she had no idea.

“Open wide, Anna,” Dylan said, smoothing her long hair back behind her ears. “Suck it like a good little slut.”

She opened wide and, catching his eye, smiled and tickled the underside with her tongue. Who’s in control now, buster? Gripping it in one fist, she touched the tip to her closed mouth and used it like a giant lip gloss. Then to complete that mental picture, she puckered and rolled her lips, giving them both an even coating of Dylan-flavored gloss.

“Anna, are you being a tease?”

She grinned and nodded, licking his scent from her lips. It was nice—not so different from what she’d imagined. She sat back on her heels, relaxing into the task ahead. It wasn’t so bad, and it was with Dylan, which was exciting. She’d always been curious, wondering what all those other girls kept lining up for. It’s not like anyone would ever know what she’d done tonight, and she might never get another chance to sample what he had to offer. Perhaps she should let him put it in a little way. Not all of it—just the tip.

She parted her lips and pursed them into an ‘O’, letting him inside only as far as her teeth. See Albert? I’m not sucking your best friend’s dick. Although, she did relent and suck it a little, just to see what it was like. It was nice. Unlike the shaft, the knob was softer—it compressed when she sucked and deposited a drop of precum on her tongue. It was like a little reward system—suck, slurp, swallow. Tasty. She opened just a little and used her tongue on him, tracing the underside of the head and making him groan. Steph had told her that sucking dick was hard the first time, but Anna was a natural.

“Oh, you’re a nice little slut, aren’t you?” Dylan stroked her hair and cradled her head in his big hands. “Do you like sucking dick?”

Anna looked up and smiled around the fat cock between her lips, nodding her agreement. She wasn’t sure about all dicks, but she loved sucking Dylan—it was a shame this was just a one-time thing.

She could feel his tremors through the shaft—so much different from when she’d just been using her hands. Urgent. Dangerous, even. And she knew exactly what would happen if she kept going. She would make him come. Where, though? Not in her mouth. That would mean she’d have to open up and have him inside her. How could she look Albert in the eye ever again? Being joined like that with Dylan, her jaws stretched wide, her mouth filled with all that throbbing meat—just the idea made her tremble. Where she had him now, in the portico of her pursed lips with her teeth acting as gatekeeper, that was fine. It wasn’t so much different to holding him in her hand. She was being a good girl—the Perfect Asian Princess of cock sucking.

She sucked harder on the tip, milking his precum in an almost continuous stream. Dylan was cradling her head and gazing down into her eyes. His own were filled with lust and imminent need. It made her feel powerful, like a sex goddess, and that in turn sent the temperature soaring between her legs. Trying to quell the fire there, she squeezed her thighs together and sent trickles of fresh nectar running down to her bunched panties. They were definitely going to need a soak.

Reveling in her newfound power, she opened again to use her tongue on him and emitted a startled shriek when he unexpectedly pushed inside, stretching her virgin mouth wide with his huge, rampant prick.

Oh, Jesus! He was in her fucking mouth!

“Baby, yes,” he groaned as he held Anna’s head tight and force-fed her her first ever giant dick, sliding it over her tongue and deep into the untouched warmth at the back.

A voice from the doorway: “Hey, what the…?”

Someone had seen them! And dear God, she was on her knees in a back alley with a mouthful of cock. She mewled in fear of being discovered, trying to pull away but held fast by Dyaln’s big hands. She could just see the glossy photos featured in her college Law Review blog.

The back door pushed open. “Tiago, get out here, man. That Asian chick is blowin’ some dude’s cock.”

A different voice, this one with a Latino accent: “Whoa, you suck it, bitch.”

They were going to rape her. Or worse, expose her. Anna struggled, trying to get Dylan out of her mouth, trying to get off her knees and pull up her panties.

“It’s okay, Anna,” Dylan said in a low voice, stroking a thumb across her cock-filled cheek. “Trust me. I’m not going to let anything bad happen.”

Anna couldn’t focus on his words. She wanted to scream, to tell the guys that this wasn’t what it looked like. She wasn’t even sucking it, she tried to say, not really; she’d only meant to hold it between her lips and kiss it a little. Dylan wasn’t even her boyfriend. All they heard though, was the muffled babble of a slut with a mouthful of dick.

“Hey bro,” said the Latino guy, stepping out into the alley. “Your bitch is smokin’, if you don’t mind me saying.” Anna realized with rising panic that these were the two guys she’d been watching earlier. She’d seen what they’d done to the other girl and knew they wouldn’t hesitate to do the same to her.

“Hear that, Anna?” Dylan said, thrusting slowly back and forth in her mouth. “You might get a couple of new customers out of this, after all.”

Customers?

“She’s a whore? No way, dude. She’s too hot.”

Anna felt a little swell of pride, but it was tempered with the realization that Dylan was now fucking her face—not deep, not choking her, but the fat shaft gliding between her lips couldn’t lie—her mouth was a vagina.

The second guy stepped out behind his friend. This was Blondie, who’d had his fingers in the other slut’s panties. “How much?” he asked, staring intently at Anna’s stretched jaw.

“Three notes for a blow job,” Dylan shot back.

“You paid three-hundred for a blow job?” exclaimed the Latino guy. “Dude, she better suck your balls up through the tip.”

“I didn’t say I paid three hundred. Why would I pay for pussy I already own?”

He doesn’t own me! He’s never even seen my pussy!

Blondie tried to say something but had to clear his throat first. “How much for pussy?”

Dylan stroked Anna’s hair. “Show them what they’re buying, Anna.”

Anna tried to shake her head, but she was so deeply impaled, it made her gurgle. I’m not a whore! This is a mistake!

“Go on,” he said, his voice firm but gentle. “Lift your dress and show the man your pretty little money-maker. Otherwise, I’ll have to drop the price and it’ll come off your cut. You know how Fat Tony feels about discounts.”

Suddenly Anna got it. It was an act. These guys could be dangerous, but if they thought Dylan was connected… Anna was good at acting. This whole thing, even coming out to this part of town, it was all one big pantomime.

And tonight, ladies and gentlemen, playing the part of the hot Asian whore, I present to you, Anna Ling.

Releasing Dylan’s shaft, she put her hands on the hemline of her mini and… paused. What was she waiting for? Hell, it wasn’t like she had anything to be ashamed of. She kept things short and neat down there for Albert—not that she’d ever been brave enough to undress in front of him.

“Show them, Anna.”

“Yeah, show us.”

She lifted the hem, holding it up with both hands like a can-can dancer.

“Nice beaver,” Latino said, pulling out his cell phone.

“No photos,” Dylan said, putting his hand over it until the guy relented and put it away. He turned his attention back to Anna’s pussy. “Show them properly, Anna. Spread your legs.”

She couldn’t, not with her tights and panties around her knees, but she tried. Sitting on her heels, she leaned back and opened her legs as wide as she could, forcing Dylan to straddle her knees to stay in her mouth. Cool air touched her heat, and fresh juices trickled down over her perineum. She was still open from Dylan’s fingers, and now these men would see all the way to her pink center.

“Holy shit,” Blondie whispered.

“And that, gentlemen,” Dylan said, “is what a five-hundred-dollar pussy looks like.”

“Five hundred?” Latino said incredulously.

“Believe me when I tell you this, it’s worth every penny. She’s got muscles down there you’ve never even heard of.”

“She’s tight?”

“Like a boa constrictor.”

Anna lowered the dress and listened to the men negotiate the price of her dignity.

“Let’s do it, man.” Blondie said to his friend. “Both of us at once. That’s only two-fifty each.”

“Together is a grand,” Dylan interjected. “No bulk discounts.”

“Aw, man.” Poor Blondie sounded devastated.

“Hey,” said Tiago, “show us that pretty pussy again, princess.”

The ‘princess’ made Anna tingle all over, and she almost showed them before Dylan interjected.

“No more freebies, gentlemen. If you want to watch, fine, but at least tip the lady.” He met Anna’s eyes again, cocking one eyebrow. The message was clear—she needed to put on a show.

Anna could do that. It was humiliating, but she reminded herself she wasn’t really a slut; she was just acting like one. Gripping his shaft with both hands, she pulled in her cheeks and sucked her first dick. Not a glorified kiss like before, this time she had a huge, yawning mouthful of cock. Sucking made things easier, though—easier to control the depth, easier to swallow.

“Oh, good girl, Anna. Suck it hard.”

Anna did, slurping noisily for added effect. The guys seemed to like it.

“How about those tips, gentlemen?” Dylan said. “Girl’s gotta put herself through college.” That was a lie. Anna had already finished college and law school, and courtesy of her parents, she didn’t even have student loans.

“She’s a college girl?” Blondie asked, suddenly interested again.

“Freshman,” Dylan lied. “Come on, guys. You’ll be contributing to a girl’s education.”

Blondie fished a couple of singles out of his pocket. “Where does she want it?” he asked, his eyes crawling over her body, looking for someplace intimate to tuck his money away.

“Two bucks?” Dylan said. “Toss it on the ground, bro. Twenty and she lets you put it in her bra.”

She what? Anna had not agreed to this.

“Deal,” Tiago said, getting out his wallet. A moment later, Blondie followed suit.

“Anna?” Dylan said, cupping her under the chin while he fucked her mouth. “Show these men you’re grateful and undo some buttons.”

Anna’s humiliation was complete. She’d been fingered, face-fucked, she’d flashed her pussy at strangers—now she was being whored out by her boyfriend’s best friend. The shame was unendurable.

And so was the furnace heat in her core.

She opened the top three buttons of her blouse, stopping when she got to the square neckline of the minidress she wore over the top. Its own fabric-coated buttons were color coordinated and ran all the way down to her navel. She popped the first one and pulled the blouse open, revealing her smooth, tan decolletage and offering the men one white bra strap.

“More, Anna. Give these boys their twenty bucks’ worth.”

──────

Dylan couldn’t be sure whether this was reality or a dream, and at this point, he didn’t much care. He’d fantasized about Anna often enough that it might easily be another dream. The ice maiden—Albert’s Perfect Asian Princess—was on her knees, slurping on his dick.

Countless times he’d imagined her shedding those impenetrable panties for him, but his past fantasies had never done her justice. He always pictured her as a cock-hungry cum slut, undressing for him, spreading those long, luscious legs, pleading with him to please put it inside her. Which he’d always done, of course, in a thousand different positions, but no matter how hard he reamed her or how full he filled her, it always left him with a vague sense of dissatisfaction because Slutty Anna was a lie.

Or so he’d thought.

The reality—that she’d been longing for cock for years—was a level of hotness that not even Dylan had contemplated, and it had left him scrambling to catch up.

In twenty short minutes, she’d let him finger her, sucked his dick, and lifted her skirt to flash her open cunt for two strangers. Would she let him fuck her? If he handled her just right, it wasn’t beyond the realm of possibility.

First things first—she needed to get those perfect tits out for these guys. She’d better hurry up, though, because Dylan wasn’t going to last more than another minute before he creamed her like an éclair.

The Latino guy, Tiago, waved his twenty impatiently. “You want the money or not, princess? Cos there be bitches inside who do a lot more for a lot less.”

“Nobody’s twisting your arm, bud,” Dylan said, reassuring Anna with a stroke of her brow that he had this under control. The gesture earned him an extra tight suck, making his balls boil with the urgent need for release. “If you’ve got a bunch of other college girls you’re lining up to watch, you can make like a shepherd and fuck off.”

“No, man. I’m cool. I just wanna see them pretty titties.”

Dylan gave Anna an admonishing look. “Anna, do you want to buy those schoolbooks? Unbutton the dress.” God, he hoped he wasn’t pushing her too far. If she bailed on him now, he’d never get another chance to park his dick between those magnificent, honey-toned thighs.

Do it, Anna, or they’ll know you’re not a real whore.

It was like she’d heard him, because with her left hand still holding his dick at a comfortable depth, she used the other to pop the one, two, three buttons that had been cinching the mini tight across her shallow bust.

Both guys shuffled closer. Like Dylan, they were unaccountably transfixed by a flat-chested girl with her blouse still buttoned up over her bra. Dylan knew it would be worth the wait. He’d seen her in a bikini once at the beach when she’d stripped off her swim vest and put on a sarong. She might be small, but as every butcher knows, the sweetest meat is close to the bone.

Anna popped the next couple of buttons on her blouse, exposing the lacy cups of a virginal white, push-up bra, which lent her the merest suggestion of cleavage. They were more succulent than Dylan remembered—not enough to make him forget she had his dick in her mouth, but damn, it was a welcome distraction.

“Nice,” said Tiago. He was standing in the way of his friend who hurried around the other side for a clearer view.

Anna slipped the shoulder straps loose, took hold of both cups and pulled them down beneath her breasts.

The blond guy nearly choked, and Dylan himself almost unloaded in her mouth. The cleavage melted away without the bra’s lift, but what remained was even lovelier—small, dark brown areolas with peaked nipples, set upon succulent A-cup swells. Hopefully these guys weren’t the Hooters type.

“Twenty bucks is a goddam bargain,” he said.

The blond guy got the hint. He held out his twenty, and when Anna stretched the bra away, he folded it longways and tucked it down the middle.

She let the gap close before it fell through, pinning it to her chest, then did her best to curtsy a thankyou. It was her first money made from whoring, and the sparkle in her eye said she loved it.

Tiago reached forward with his own offering and laid it across Anna’s right breast and the empty bra cup. Then, poking it down past the underwire, he helped himself to a brief caress of under-boob and nipple on the way back up.

“Hey,” the other guy complained. “You never said we were allowed to touch.”

“You’re not,” Dylan said, motioning for Tiago to back away. “Now if you don’t mind, she’s got one last big donation to collect.” He cradled Anna’s head in both hands and locked eyes again. “Are you ready to take a load in that whore mouth of yours?”

Anna nodded, breaking the suction on his cock before quickly gobbling it back into the tight pocket at the back of her mouth.

“Are you going to swallow?”

A cloud of worry creased her brow.

“Let me rephrase. Whores don’t spit. Either you swallow or I pull out and do it over your face.”

A pause, then an imperceptible nod.

“Rub your tummy, Anna. Show me where you want all that cum.”

For a moment, he thought she was going to lift her dress again and show him her pussy, but instead she put a hand on her stomach.

“Good girl.” She was better than good; she was damn near perfect.

──────

Anna just needed to screw up her courage and get through this. How had she let it go this far? Breasts hanging out, bra full of whoring money, mouth full of cock—in a few moments, it would be full of cum. She didn’t know whether that would be better or worse. How could she ever kiss Albert again knowing what she’d let Dylan do in there? She’d just pretend that none of it had ever happened—the humiliation of being exposed as a slut, of exposing herself to strangers. But the other things—the touch of Dylan’s fingers in her pussy, the taste of his unsheathed cock—the most horrifying part was how much she loved it.

Dylan took her hands and unwrapped them from the base of his shaft. “It’s okay,” he said. “Let go. I won’t hurt you.”

Trust? Was that what he was asking for? How could he, after what he’d done, exploiting her naiveté and turning her into a whore? Just the thought of that massive cock driving down her throat…

“I’m going to fuck your face, Anna,” he said. “You know you want it. Show me how deep you can take it, and I promise I won’t go any deeper.”

She must be crazy because part of her believed him. You know you want it. She’d never admit to it, but he was right. There was a part of her, a tiny, slutty part, that wanted to be face-fucked, whored out, filled with cum.

She guided him as deep as she dared, socketing his cockhead in the back of her mouth.

“Right there?”

“Mm-hmm.”

The two onlookers were imploring her to just eat the whole thing. Anna ignored them.

Dylan rubbed his knob along the roof of her mouth. “Swallow for me, lovely,” he said, and as she did, he allowed himself to go down with it, sliding into the back of her throat and pulling out again before she had the opportunity to panic. “You gorgeous, gorgeous slut,” he said, stroking her hair again.

“You go, Chiquita,” Tiago enthused. “Swallow it.”

“Do you want to try again?”

She nodded, staring up at him and blinking tears out of her eyes. What was the point in pretending? The feeling of all that dick gliding into her—she wanted it more than anything. She’d been hovering her hands nervously around his shaft, but with her confidence soaring, she allowed them to fall in her lap.

Dylan began slowly fucking her face again. Thrust, swallow. Thrust, swallow. His movements were becoming ragged.

“Hey Chiquita,” said Tiago, “show us that pussy again.”

Anna didn’t even need to think it through. She grabbed the hem again and lifted it high, proudly showing off her gaping, leaking cunt.

“Spread your lips,” panted Blondie.

They felt about as spread as they were going to get, but Anna made a vee of her fingers and pulled her cunt lips wide.

Blondie glanced up at his friend. “Man, I want to fuck that pussy.”

Like this? Anna used her middle finger and delved into that volcanic heat. Synchronizing with Dylan’s rhythm, she began thrusting, first with one finger and then with two, driving herself closer to an unexpected second climax.

Dylan had his fingers wound into her hair and was plowing her face to the tune of her grunts, groans and whimpers of pleasure. Anna had never seen him lose that exterior, playboy cool, and she knew she was the reason why. She thumbed her clit, wanting to come with him, wanting to share the moment of his first climax in her mouth.

First? Does that mean there’ll be a second?

Dylan stiffened. Anna gobbled him as deep as she dared, swallowing hard to wrap his cock tight. She was moments away, herself. Thrusting deep in her cunt with one hand, she used the other to wedge her clit between two closed fingers and strummed it like she was whipping cream.

“Check it out, man,” Blondie said. “Bitch is drillin’ for oil.”

It began as a tickle in her core, then the tickle became a buzz, then the buzz a roar, setting her whole body thrumming with ecstatic energy. For just a short moment, Anna was no longer a slut sucking dicks in an alley; she was a Valkyrie soaring above the clouds; she was an Arabian princess on a magic flying carpet. She exploded in orgasm, and Dylan exploded with her—inside her. His cock bucked once, twice in her mouth, and at first Anna thought maybe he wasn’t going to come at all. She had only a moment to ponder that mistake before the underside of his cock throbbed and cum blasted from the tip, hosing straight down her throat.

Her own climax was still soaring, and with her pussy muscles clenched around her probing fingers, she jerked back and took the next two shots in her mouth, filling it with creamy, goopy spunk. Gross. Grabbing Dylan by the shaft, she pulled him out but then took the last two shots across her face, painting one eye closed.

Her orgasm waned. So did Dylan’s, his cock jerking weakly now in Anna’s fist. Cum filled her mouth, thick and warm, making her guts roil. It dripped off her nose into her bunched panties, beading there like a misshapen pearl.

The two guys gave Anna a slow clap.

“Nice facial.”

“Open up, sweetheart. Did you drink it all down?”

“Show’s over, gents,” Dylan said. “Go back inside.”

“But…”

Dylan’s voice hardened. “I said, the show is over.”

“Come on, man,” Blondie said, grabbing his friend’s arm. “She’s just gonna spit it out, anyway.”

Tiago let himself be drawn back to the doorway. “Yeah, good luck getting three hundred bucks for a whore who don’t swallow.”

Anna let her dress fall and wiped her closed eye. She stared at the cummy mess strung between her fingers. That’s what was in her mouth. It was her first experience with jizz—Albert always wore condoms and disposed of them himself. Fighting her rising gorge, she mustered what remained of her courage and swallowed it down. Screw you, she yelled silently after the two retreating figures.

Dylan helped her up and held her until she got balanced again on her high heels. He tried to hug her, but Anna turned away, not wanting him to see her cum-plastered face. He closed his arms around her anyway. One hand found her bare breast, cupping it and tweaking the nipple. “You were magnificent. So sexy.”

“Don’t,” she said, putting her hand over his, stilling his fingers. She felt dirty, not sexy. She normally carried tissues. Where was her bag? She saw it on the ground in front of her and bent from the waist to pick it up, bracing her butt against Dylan for balance.

He was… Good God, he was still hard. When she tried to stand, he stopped her with one hand in the middle of her back. “Stop right there,” he said, grinding her with his dick. “That’s perfect.”

“Dylan, stop kidding around.” She tried to stand again, and once again he stopped her. “I want to wipe my face.”

He lifted her dress, and suddenly something thick and hard was sliding between her legs.

“Dylan!” Looping her bag around one wrist, she grabbed her panties and tugged them up her thighs, but his cock was in the way and all she succeeded in doing was mashing it into her open lips.

“Don’t be like that, Anna,” he said, grabbing both her wrists and pinning them behind her back. “You’re not going to send me home without a little thankyou pussy, are you?”

“No…I mean, yes. I…” How could he not know this was wrong? She had a boyfriend, for Pete’s sake. “What about Albert?”

“I won’t even put it in all the way.” Pinning her wrists with one hand, he reached in front with the other and pressed his cock between her open lips, sawing back and forth a few times across her clit before slotting into her opening.

Anna melted at this fresh assault on her pussy, but she didn’t understand why. She could forgive herself for everything she’d done so far—letting Dylan finger her and sucking his cock in return—because it was new. So too, lifting her dress for those guys and letting them stuff tips in her bra. She wasn’t herself—the excitement of those new adventures had clouded her judgment. Sex wasn’t new though. She’d done it plenty of times, and the ‘I just wanted to see what it was like’ excuse was never going to fly—not even with her own conscience.

“Anna, what do you say? Just the tip?”

“I can’t,” she said, wiggling her hips to get his cock out of her hole but succeeding only in seating it tighter. She froze, afraid he’d slide even deeper. What if she made him come while he was still in there? “Albert’s sleeping over tonight,” she pleaded, imagining her boyfriend sliding his sheathed member into a wet, gooey mess. “He’ll be able to tell.”

Dylan wrapped an arm around her middle, picking her up and making her squeal. She thought she was going to fall and impale herself, but instead his cockhead slipped free as he turned her around and carried her to the bar’s back door, which still stood ajar.

He released her hands but still had one arm draped loosely around her waist. “There’s the door, Anna. Make a choice.”

Anna reached for the door handle.

“Either go through it and be a Perfect Asian Princess again, or grab hold and let me give you what we both know you came for.”

…what we both know…?

That was a lie. She’d come to watch, not to suck dicks in an alley and get plowed by her boyfriend’s roommate. Dylan had used her. Exploited her. In a moment of weakness, she’d kissed him, sure, and she would own that. But everything else was on him. He’d pulled down her panties. He’d forced his cock in her mouth. He’d called her a slut and made her whore herself out to those guys. Her reactions, her wetness, her orgasms, they were purely physiological—out of her control.

But this was within her control. When it came to cock, Albert’s was plenty enough for her—better, even, because he wasn’t big enough to hurt her. He never called her a slut, and he never ever did anything to disrespect her body or make her feel dirty. He was a gentleman, and she was his Perfect Asian Princess.

Anna knew exactly what she wanted. She grabbed the door handle—decisively, this time—and… pulled it closed.

Oh, Anna, what have you done?

Dylan reached beneath her dress again and stroked her sodden pussy. “You want it gentle, like a princess, or rough like a slut?”

“I’m not a princess anymore,” she said. “You can’t come inside me, though. I’m not on birth control.”

───♦◊♦───
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───♦◊♦───

Anna Goes Deep

What are you doing? Anna screamed at herself. She gripped the doorjamb—legs straight, ass out, panties tugged back down to her thighs and tights still bunched at her knees. She couldn’t even spread her legs. Not that Dylan seemed to care. He’d lifted her mini and laid it on the shelf formed by her raised ass.

She was going to get fucked from behind. Like a dog. She’d only had sex in one position—lying on her back with Albert between her legs. One time she’d wrapped them around him. That had felt dirty enough—not whorish, but still exciting. She couldn’t imagine her mother approving of her thrusting up from beneath him, desperately wanting an elusive extra inch her boyfriend would never find.

Now Dylan was stroking that hungry place between her legs again, gliding something down her slick groove. His fingers? It slotted into her opening—hot flesh, thick and hard. Nope, not fingers.

She could still tell him to stop. He was no deeper than earlier, and that time hadn’t counted because he hadn’t asked permission before he put it in.

Dylan finger-combed her hair down the middle of her back. “Tell me how much you like white meat, Princess.”

“Dylan, don’t.” No more games; she just wanted to get this over with. Once she’d scratched that itch, she’d be able to shake off these urges and go back to normal.

“I need to hear it, Anna. I’ve got a big load of cock ready for you. Where do you want me to put it?”

“In my cunt,” she said, keeping her voice low. My slutty Chinese cunt.

He stirred it around her box, stretching her sensitive inner lips, but not sliding any deeper. “You don’t sound like you want it very much.”

“I do.” She swallowed, trying not to gulp. “I want it a lot.”

“Why don’t you ask for it?”

“Please,” she said. “Give it to me.”

“Not like that. Ask for it like a slut.”

“How does a…?” The question melted from her lips. She already knew the answer because as of tonight, a slut was exactly what she was. “Fuck me,” she growled. “Fuck me with that big, white dick.”

“Much better.”

Anna yelped in pain when he tried to push inside. His dick had caught on her outer lips and almost caved them in.

“Hold yourself open,” he said. “Your legs are too close together.”

Anna let go of the door frame and spread herself from behind, grabbing the tops of her thighs at the crease where they met her ass.

“Does that feel slutty?”

She nodded. She’d never held herself open for Albert.

“It feels good from back here, too,” Dylan said, easing his knob into the tightest part of her channel. “Nice and slick. I bet you don’t even need lube.”

It was true. The condoms Albert used were lubricated, but it probably wouldn’t matter if they weren’t—Anna secreted more than enough pussy juice to smooth the way. That didn’t make her a slut. It was evolutionary; it just meant she was especially well-adapted to take a variety of men of all different sizes. Arguably it was selfish to limit herself to one man when she was capable of satisfying so many more.

Dylan eased slowly inside, and Anna’s well-adapted pussy… well, adapted! She knew he was much bigger than Albert, but she wasn’t expecting girth beyond the three fingers he’d had in there earlier. The sheer bulk of meat forcing its way in knocked some of the wind from her sails.

“Wait,” she gasped, stopping him when he was a little deeper than Albert had ever been.

“Did I hurt you?”

She shook her head. “I just… I need to get my breath.” She stopped spreading her thighs and allowed them to close around his shaft, reminding her just how much more he had to give. Would he try to get it all inside? And if he did, how much would it hurt? It didn’t hurt yet, but it did burn the tender, stretched flesh around her opening.

Dylan eased the portion she had been able to take slowly in and out, pushing against the friction and almost shoving her off her tall heels. “Ready for some more?”

Before she could answer, her phone began buzzing in her bag, which she’d slung back over one shoulder when she’d had to hold herself open.

Dylan unzipped the bag and took it out.

“Don’t!” she hissed. “It’ll be Albert.”

“It is. You know what he’s like, though. Answer it or he’ll just keep calling.”

“Dylan, no!”

“Too late.” He accepted the call and held it to her ear.

“Albert?” she whispered, not trusting her own voice. “Is that you?” Anna realized with horror that she was stuck—impaled from below and not tall enough even in her heels to lift herself off.

“Who else would it be with my phone? Why are you whispering?”

“I’m… in the library.”

“The library?”

Dylan began moving inside her, but she was too tight and he got stuck. She had to reach down again, grabbing herself from behind to spread her lips. “The Law Library,” she said as Dylan eased his bulk deeper. “At college. It’s for a case at work.”

“Geez, Anna, never heard of the Internet?”

“I remembered reading this precedent for class, but I couldn’t remember the names. It was easier to just come find the book.”

Dylan was pressing his groin into her ass cheeks, discovering places in her furnace core that Albert could never hope to reach.

Albert laughed down the line. “You’re a strange girl, Anna. But that’s why I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

With his free hand, Dylan stood her up straight and cupped one bare breast, whispering in her other ear that he knew what else she loved.

“How long do you think you’ll be working?” Albert asked.

Dylan was fucking her now, cradling her small body in one big arm and driving up into her cunt.

“Not much longer,” she whimpered, hoping desperately that Dylan wouldn’t make her come with her boyfriend on the phone.

“You sound tired, honey. You sure it’s still okay for me to sleep over tonight?”

“It’s okay. I’m fine,” Anna whispered. Dylan was so big, so deep, drilling a fresh orgasm from her as though she hadn’t come twice already. She was slick enough now to stop holding herself open, with pussy juice running freely down both thighs. “I’m just… frustrated.” Stifling a moan, she grabbed hold of the door frame and pushed back hard into Dylan’s thrusts. “I’ve been looking for this book a long time.” Please hang up and let me come.

“Okay. Ring me when you get home?”

“I have to go,” she whispered, grabbing the phone from Dylan’s hand as she urgently tried to control the onset of her first big-cock orgasm. “The librarian is giving me looks.”

“Oh. Um, sure thing. I’ll just—”

“Call you later. Love you.”

“Love y—”

Anna had already swiped the call closed. The orgasm swept her up, claiming her like a ragdoll in a hurricane. It was like nothing she’d ever experienced. It wasn’t just the climax; it was the deep burn of so much cock stretching her poor, violated pussy.

With a bare breast in each hand, Dylan pinched and pulled her nipples, making them sting. The pain resonated with the stretch in her cunt lips and the thick, probing knob somewhere up in her tummy. She floated on a cushion of ecstasy, and Dylan just plowed her harder, slapping his groin into her ass, not so much guiding her journey through the orgasm as driving it to new heights.

“Stop,” she gasped, her legs folding beneath her. She was suspended almost entirely on his cock and balanced by his hands on her breasts.

“Are you okay?”

“I…” She took a moment to catch her breath. “I couldn’t stop coming.”

Dylan put his arms around her, holding her tight. “You’re a very special kind of slut, Anna.”

She didn’t feel special. She felt caught in the middle, half princess, half slut. “I’m not,” she said finally. “I feel like a fake.”

Letting her take her own weight again, he pressed her against the door and began easing back into her. “You’re no fake. You’re the real deal. Do you want me to prove it?”

Prove it? “How?”

──────

Dylan welcomed the pause in proceedings. He didn’t think he’d ever been with a girl as tight as Anna, and from the moment he entered her, she’d had him riding the edge of a second climax.

He thought he’d lost her when he showed her the door. Giving her a choice had been a mistake, but he’d gotten away with it. Anna hadn’t worked it out yet, but she was the kind of girl who didn’t want to give her consent—she wanted it taken.

She was so close. She’d just need one little push. “If I got those two guys back out here,” he said, “would you fuck them?”

“No! God, why would you think—?”

“But,” he said, touching a finger to her lips, “if I got them back out and told them they could fuck you…” Backing up the point, he slid all the way into her crushing heat, pressing her breasts flat against the opaque glass in the top half of the door.

Anna didn’t answer; she just moaned while he fucked her.

“I’d hold you and let both of them have you at once,” he said, slapping his dick into her. “One in your cunt. And what about the other? Have you ever had a cock in your ass?”

Anna whimpered a no.

“Your pussy gets hot when you think about getting fucked.”

Anna tilted her ass, offering an opportunity to take him deeper and moaning urgently when he took it.

“You know what I’m talking about, don’t you?”

“Uh-huh,” she said, returning her hands to her backside and spreading herself for him again. Dylan took the phone from her to let her get a better grip.

“What makes you such a special slut?”

“I love cock so much.”

“And you don’t care where you get it, do you?” He thrusted hard, doubling his pace and pinning her to the door. “What kind of slut lets her boyfriend’s roommate bang her in a back alley?”

“I don’t know!” Anna cried, her voice rising to a fresh crescendo.

Thumbing her phone’s camera to life, Dylan flicked it to selfie mode and held it at arm’s length to the side her head was turned. “This kind. Look at yourself, Anna.” Dylan looked too because it was a sight worth beholding. Long hair a-tangle, tiny tits hanging out, tights and panties around her dirty knees. He took a couple of photos, easily cropping out his own head by virtue of his height.

“Stop it. No!”

Dylan ignored her pleas and kept pounding. “Not until you’ve got what you came for,” he said, relishing the fast-approaching moment when he would come in her tight Asian hole. “And I’m just about ready to give it to you.”

Her cries, her clenching buttocks, and most of all, her vice-like grip on his cock told him she was already there.

──────

Anna was coming. Again. This time with more cock in her than she’d dreamed existed. Who knew where she had put it all, but it was definitely all in there—the weight of all that foreign flesh in her core told her so. Dylan was maybe half as long again as Albert and probably twice as thick. If she slept with her boyfriend tonight, would he even touch the sides?

This climax came from deep in her cunt. My slutty Asian cunt. Dylan was bottoming out in a place which at first was tender but had softened with every stroke. Now every time he drilled her, shockwaves of pleasure rippled up through her guts and back out along her clenching channel.

Pinned to the door, bare breasts and face pressed up against the opaque glass, she had no control over what Dylan was doing to her, no control over her runaway climax either. She was being fucked silly in a dirty back alley; all she could do was take it… and vow it must never happen again.

She’d seen the pictures he took on her phone. They showed the helplessness—her so tiny and him so big. They showed what he’d done, how he’d stripped her, pinned her to the door, fucked her to within a breath of unconsciousness. In these things, she was blameless. A victim, even.

But they also showed her hands, holding herself open. They showed the money poking out of her bra. And worst of all, they showed her face—not the cum glistening on her cheeks but the ecstasy of submitting to him, of degrading herself for his pleasure. If Albert ever saw those photos, would he recognize her? Because that girl wasn’t his Perfect Asian Princess; she was a cum-starved, cock-hungry whore.

Although Anna’s climax was waning, Dylan’s was on the rise. His thrusts had become erratic. He was driving deep, lifting her onto the points of her stilettos, then holding her there long enough that she could feel the threatening swell of his cockhead against her innermost opening.

He grunted and drove in again, lifting her clear off the ground. “Tell me to come inside you.”

Anna froze. She hadn’t been joking about not being on birth control—the pill gave her pimples, and Albert was so careful with condoms. “You have to pull out. I told—”

“Tell me to come inside you, slut.” He twisted his fingers in her hair, yanking her head back. “Tell me where you want it.”

“Don’t…” Anna bit her lip. Dylan’s breath was hot in her ear and knowing he was so close was threatening to ramp her climax back up to the redline. “I’m not safe,” she whimpered. That was a lie of sorts; it was still the first week of her cycle.

Dylan thrusted deep, filling her with rearing meat and holding there. “Where?” he grunted.

Anna had visions of undressing in front of Albert and shamefully mopping up the cum leaking out of her. She imagined lying beneath him, guiding him into her opening, and both of them holding their breath, listening to him squelch his way into her second-hand, cummy cunt.

“You can’t,” she moaned, succumbing to another orgasm. She had to expel the next words from her chest as this time she ejaculated over Dylan’s balls. “Albert thinks I’m nice.”

“You are nice,” Dylan said. “Nice and tight.” And then he released. Inside her. Anna felt his dick throb right down the length of her channel. His balls lifted, snugged between her almost-closed legs. He groaned and came, again and again, filling her with heat and not even trying to pull out.

Anna came with him, knowing what he was doing inside her, the shame and excitement warring in her breast like Titans. She couldn’t be sure whether the lightness in her feet was from the orgasm or because she was impaled on Dylan’s dick, but she savored the climax, knowing it could never happen again. Tonight, she would concoct some lie and refuse sex with Albert, knowing as they lay together in bed, her panties would be spotting with his best friend’s cum. If anybody found out, her world would end. She’d be ostracized by her family, and word would spread throughout her work, through the courts, that the prim Perfect Asian Princess banged dudes in alleyways.

Dylan’s cock had stopped bucking and he no longer felt quite so full inside her.

It was over. Finally, it was over.

He reached around her, cupped her pussy in one hand, and slowly withdrew his cock, leaving her gaping and empty. Handing over her phone, he said, “I want copies of those photos.”

Anna clutched the device between her naked breasts. That would never happen.

He pulled up her panties, cupping her mound again once he’d gotten them up to her hips. “God, I love Asian pussy.”

Um, thanks?

“Next time,” he said, tucking something plastic beneath her shoulder strap, “I won’t be wearing one of these. A real slut knows how to take a load, Anna. Get some protection.”

Anna took the plastic from her bra. It was a condom wrapper—black with bold gold print.

Magnum

She touched herself—gently because she was beginning to ache. The wetness down there was all her own. She looked up at Dylan’s face, pinning him with a practiced litigator’s glare. “This can’t ever happen again, Dylan. I’m not that kind of girl.”

“Oh, Anna,” he said, leaning down and kissing her, stroking one nipple back to a peak. She was too stunned to stop him. “You’re not that kind of girl yet. But we’re going to put you in training.” He lifted her chin and met her gaze. “That tight little pussy is too sweet not to share. Next time two guys offer me two-fifty to spit-roast you, I won’t be telling them no.”

───♦◊♦───


ж

───♦◊♦───




Epilogue

Dylan left her in the alley, defiled and half naked. Alone, Anna pulled up her tights, rearranged her bra, and buttoned everything back up, right to the neck. Ladies’ room? She didn’t dare. What if someone was in there and heard what she’d been doing?

As she hurried through the bar to catch an Uber out the front, she spied Dylan drinking and laughing with the two guys who’d paid to watch her suck his dick. If he saw her, he didn’t acknowledge it.

In the car, she swapped the Louboutins for the Mary Janes in her bag, cleaned the remaining cum off her face, and by the time she arrived home, she was regaining some of her Perfect Asian Princess composure.

Steph was watching television when she walked in. “Hey, you’re home late. Did you get stuck—?” She’d just turned and noticed Anna’s dirty knees. “Jesus, girl. What happened to you?”

Anna looked down at herself. Dylan hadn’t left any cum stains on her dress, thank God, and there were no other tell-tale signs of what she’d been up to. “I tripped coming up from the subway.”

“Eww, subway grime. I thought you’d been sucking dicks in an alley, but that sounds so much worse.”

Anna smiled wanly. “You know I’d never go cock sucking without you.”

That made Steph laugh. “Geez, Anna. Do you kiss Albert with that potty mouth?”

Anna set her bag on the counter, then, remembering the photos on her phone, picked it up again to take with her. “I’m going to have a shower and then set fire to these tights.”

“Good call. Wanna watch some MasterChef afterwards, or are you letting Albert come over for his weekly conjugal visit?”

Anna paused to think about it. “I’m not sure,” she said. “I think maybe I will let him.” She’d been planning to call and make an excuse, but now, thinking about him kissing her lips after Dylan had come all over her face, imagining him slide inside her and wonder why she felt so different—it kindled that same illicit heat she’d first felt watching the slut at the bar.

She went to the bathroom, stopping first for her robe and a fresh towel, and locked the door behind her. She looked in the mirror, and with the exception of the grimy knees, the girl staring back was still every bit the Perfect Asian Princess.

She stripped off the tights. Was that more slutty or less? The mini was too short for bare legs, but at least she’d lost the cocksucker knees.

She unbuttoned the dress. More slutty? Hard to say—she still wore the blouse beneath it. She unbuttoned that. One of the twenties was still poking out the middle of her bra. She tugged it out and set it on the countertop. Releasing the other buttons, she found the second twenty tucked into one cup.

That guy touched me, she thought, placing one hand over her right breast. Her nipple hardened beneath the padded cup.

She let the dress fall from her shoulders and took off her blouse. Slut? Or just a girl in her underwear? She picked up the twenty from the counter and stuffed it back down her bra.

Slut!

Whore!

She wasn’t, though. This one time, she’d let a guy fuck her who wasn’t her boyfriend. It had been exciting, but it didn’t define her.

Her phone started ringing in her bag. That would be Albert, running out of patience waiting for her call. She took it out and answered it, placing him on speaker on the countertop.

“Hey,” she said, fingering the whoring money in her bra. “Are you still coming over?”

“I hadn’t heard from you,” he said. “I wasn’t sure you’d still be up for it.”

“I just got home.”

“Wow, long day at work. You must be exhausted.”

“I don’t mind,” she said, drawing the money from her bra again and tucking it beneath the phone. “It pays the bills.”

“Where are you?” he asked. “You sound all echo-ey.”

“I’m almost in the shower. If you’d called a minute later, I wouldn’t have answered.”

A pause from Albert. “You’re not… naked, are you?”

Anna laughed. “Why? You want to FaceTime?”

“Do you want to?” His gulp was audible.

Anna reached behind and unclasped her bra. “Why would you want to FaceTime when you can come over and see me in the flesh?” What little of it there is, she thought, taking the loops off her shoulders and kneading her breasts. Albert didn’t give her bust much attention, but Dylan and the other two guys had seemed appreciative.

“What are you wearing?” His voice sounded strange, lusty, like it usually did just before they had sex.

“You’re in a mood, aren’t you?” she said. “What’s got your motor running?”

The phone crackled with the sound of a sigh. “Never mind. It’s silly.”

This was new. And interesting. “I’m in my panties,” she said. “Tell me why you want to know, and I’ll take them off.”

Not a sigh this time but a sharp intake of breath. “Seriously?”

“Forget about it. I changed my mind.”

“No-no-no. I’ll tell you.” He fell silent for a few moments. “Are you still there?”

“Still here. So are my panties.”

“Wow, okay. God, I never thought I’d hear you talking like this?”

Anna pinched her nipples and rolled them between her fingers. “Is that what you want, Albert, a girlfriend who talks like that?”

“No, of course not. Sorry. Dylan just called, and he really got my mind going. About you.”

Dylan! Anna’s heart raced at the sound of his name. What had he told Albert?

“Anna?”

“Still here.”

“Still in your panties?”

Anna took a deep breath, desperately trying to control her runaway heart. “I’m still waiting to hear what Dylan told you.” Good, that sounded normal. She needed to relax, because if Dylan had said anything, Albert wouldn’t be calling like this.

“He was out with a girl. A Perfect Asian Princess, he reckons.”

“She can’t be too perfect if she was out with Dylan.”

Albert didn’t respond to that. They both just let it hang there, collectively contemplating the dichotomy of Dylan dating a Perfect Asian Princess. She pinched her panties at the legs and tugged them down an inch, revealing the top of her trimmed thatch. “I’m taking my panties off now.” Maybe she should wax like Steph. She wondered what Dylan would say if he saw her waxed smooth.

“Are they white ones?”

“Uh-huh.” All Anna’s panties were white. “So did he have sex with her—the princess?” She pulled them past her thighs and let them fall to the—

What the hell?

Albert was talking, but she wasn’t listening. There was something pale and matted in the dark hair between her legs. At first, she’d thought Dylan really had come inside her.

She touched it. It was a condom—or the end of one. The rest was still inside her.

Oh, Dylan. You pig.

What if Albert had been waiting for her when she got home? What if he’d taken her to bed and helped undress her? The horror, the shame—she had a fucking condom dangling out her pussy the whole car ride home! And yet, she didn’t pull it out. She just stared at it in the mirror, shamed again by the relentless heat building between her legs.

“Albert,” she said, cutting him off mid-sentence. “I’m getting in the shower now.” She reached into the stall and turned on the hot water faucet. “Do you want to listen to me wash?”

A pause, then, “Yes, please.”

She touched herself, taking care not to disturb the condom—just two fingers, one either side of her clit. She rolled it from side to side, keeping it in the groove. “Tell me what else Dylan said about this Perfect Asian Princess.”

Albert began talking, describing this petite, tight-bodied slut in what were probably Dylan’s own words, although the mix of disgust and fascination she heard was all Albert. It excited Anna more, ratcheting up her breathing. She threw her towel over the phone, knowing exactly what was happening and not wanting him to hear her when she came.

Dylan’s stuff was still inside her—deep inside judging by the single inch of latex poking out. He must have just shrugged out of it. It had happened to Albert once when he’d pulled out without holding on to the end.

The heat built. Anna increased her speed, using some of her own lubricant to smooth progress on her aching bead. Albert was saying something about Dylan whoring his princess out to random strangers, and how crazy that was—and disgusting, of course, but what could you expect from the likes of Dylan?

Anna was almost there. The number of times she’d come already, she would have thought she’d be slower. It was like she was getting better with practice.

We’re going to put you in training.

It was one of the last things Dylan had said. He wanted to teach her how to swallow his dick, how to take two guys at once—three, even, because what was a slut if not a collection of fuck holes?

The secret muscles between her legs began contracting. A pearly bead formed in the opening of the condom. This was what would happen if she ever let Dylan go in raw—she’d spend the following day squeezing his jizz out in her panties every time she sat down. How long would she need to wait before letting Albert in? One day? Two?

The image of Albert on his knees, pulling down her white, cum-stained panties and kissing what he thought of as her Perfect Asian Pussy, sent her over the edge. Sparks flew, setting her nipples and clit alight. Her secret muscles contracted, sending creamy white cum cascading out her pussy and down her tan legs.

Once again, Dylan had defiled her, this time from afar. Panting, she reached into the shower and turned off the water.

“Anna? I couldn’t really hear you washing.”

She took the towel from atop the cell phone. “I’m fresh and clean, now,” she said, drawing the spent condom from her pussy. God, it was huge. Had she really had that much dick inside her? “Are you coming over to get me dirty again?”

“I’ll be thirty minutes.”

“Make it an hour,” Anna said, running her fingers through her pubic hair. “I think I’m going to wax.”

“Wax?”

“Down there. Do you want to see me all smooth, or would that be weird?”

“I…” Audible gulp. “I’m okay with that.”

Anna thought Dylan would be okay with that, too. She’d also have to call her doctor and get an IUD. Not that she planned on letting Albert go in raw. Just… in case of emergencies.

‘Training’ emergencies.

───♦◊♦───
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“Don't come in. I’m not wearing anything.”

Deke lowered the camera and looked at Kaylee in the flesh rather than on the digital display. Your color is up, Deke. Do you see something you like? He wasn’t the only one; Kaylee’s own breath was heavy in her chest and she felt flushed from all of his compliments.

“Depending on how, um, sexy you want it to be—” he began.

“Very sexy,” Kaylee confirmed, interrupting him.

“You could, ah, you know …” He swallowed heavily and gestured towards her knees. “You could open your legs a bit and, ah, show me… I mean, show the camera your, ah, I mean…”

“My hoo-hah?” Kaylee asked, trying not to giggle. Oh my god! He does want to see my pussy.

“No! Oh! Ah, God no!” he said, blushing furiously. “I mean your, um, your panties. Not your, what you said.” Deke looked like he wanted to crawl under a rock.

“How’s this?” Kaylee asked with a teasing lilt, parting her thighs a few inches. “Can you see enough?”

Deke looked back down at the digital display.

Click.

“Maybe a little wider.”

Kaylee heard him gulp as she slowly opened wider.

──────

Kaylee Gets Room-mated (previous published as Totally Coached) is Belinda LaPage’s first ultimate-taboo novel. It's a deliciously slow burn that peels away the layers one by one, driving Kaylee and Deke to the inevitable act of wife-replacement.
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