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It took him about an hour before he finally settled down in my lap, finally fully impaling himself. I leaned back and looked up at him. He looked like a little bird, perched up there on my cock, with his back arched lust in his eyes.

He bit his lower lip as he bottomed himself out on my woman, and I kissed his neck.

It was time to begin…

I had picked him up in Chinatown, just outside a warehouse infamous for putting on all-night raves. It was early morning, right after they shut the place down. He was standing there with a group of other Asian twinks... a trio of early twenty-somethings who lived and died at the rave scene.

They all had straight, dark black hair which they cut in strange angles, wore bright clothes that fit tight around their slender, hairless bodies, and of course had an obligatory set of fluorescent items which they hung off their belts and backpacks, everything from plastic beads to glow-in-the-dark strips, buttons and small toys.

And my little prize was no different.

They were initially too busy jabbering away in Vietnamese to notice me sitting on the hood of my car across the street. I was particularly interested in one of them, much shorter and tinier than the rest, which is really saying something, because none of them were more than five-four at best.

I zeroed in on him, giving him a look that clearly indicated that I was interested, and he soon sensed my presence.

He looked over, but turned away quickly, almost blushing. It was the perfect moment, as I took a drag of a cigarette whilst leaning forward and showing off some cleavage, that he glanced.

What can I say? I’m good at what I do.

Twenty seconds later he looked over to me again. But this time he held my gaze for a few moments to confirm it was him who I was indeed looking at.

My eyes fucked him from afar, and he knew it instantly.

Still looking at me, he leaned up to one of his compatriots and whispered something. The tallest of his friends immediately looked over to me as well, then away with a chuckle and dug his fingers excitedly into the forearm of my target.

Tall friend whispered something back, and they both burst into giggles.

Within moments, all of them looked over and understood my desire, then began to tease the little object of my affections, who attempted to compose himself from his sudden popularity.

He may have looked small, but he certainly wasn't timid. In fact I was rather surprised by his boldness as he crossed the street and walked right up to me. Not exactly standing still, mind you. Like most raver femboys, he couldn't seem to stop moving around. He had this way about him. He frantically twisted and turned his head and arms, hopping from foot to foot, as if he wanted the entire world's attention. He certainly had mine.

"Hi. I want to meet you,” he said in a heavy accent. “I'm Phuc. It means Lucky," 

Definitely Vietnamese.

"Hey there cutie,” I reply with a smile. Name’s Veronica. Doesn't mean anything as far as I know. But I feel like I'm the lucky one, Phuc."

“Oh?”

I smile back, “cause you are just adorable!”

He giggles at my little joke, bringing his fingers up to his mouth. I hear the other twinks calling over to him. I had no idea what they were saying, but it must have been encouragement, because Phuc quickly sat down next to me so that our legs touched, placing his hand on my thigh.

Even through my jeans I could feel his heat. This little slut was running at full throttle.

"I am all night up.” He said in broken English. “I am tired, but want fun. You have place?"

As you know by now, I usually do pretty well picking up boys, but it's usually more of a challenge than this. I'm at least twice as old as little Phuc. Hell, with this kid, I felt I could have been three times as old. It was because he was so tiny. He looked like a young teenager. But one of the reasons I sought out this warehouse was that I knew the rave organizers were very strict with checking IDs and spotting the fake ones. So I knew Phuc was at least twenty-one and he confirmed it for me by the way he confidently handled himself.

"Right there," I pointed to a high rise condo building on the horizon. "Top floor."

"Oooh! Okay. One minute."

And with that he darted across the street to his friends who quickly encircled him and began to talk all at once like a gaggle of prepubescent geese. When they all took out their electronic devices, I understood what was going on. They were synching up somehow. Perhaps forming some sort of defensive procedure, just in case I had ill intentions.

And I certainly did…

Assured of his safety, Phuc dashed back to me and with a coy smile said, "I am ready for fun."

It took about twenty minutes to get to my place. He didn't walk so much as saunter down the sidewalk, his elbows at his waist pivoting his upturned hands. Like a 1940's movie starlet on a runway. And he wouldn't just point his finger into shop windows and speak of the things he saw. It had to be a grand pronouncement, like he was a magician's scantily clad showgirl introducing the next big act!

But when he'd every so often stop his half-English, half-Vietnamese talk to press his hard, lithe little body up against me, grabbing my upper arm with both hands and looking up at me with those dark eyes and pouty mouth, it was difficult to resist the urge to gather him up and kiss those full lips of his, damn be the world.

As soon as we entered my condo, Phuc made for my window to check out the view. Meanwhile I shed my jacket, leaving me in just my tight tank top and jeans.

Standing there in the moonlight with his back to me, I was able for the first time to really check him out.

My eyes immediately dropped to his waist. He was wearing a skimpy pair of baby blue shorts. Real thin and silky. His ass was hypnotic, totally unprecedented on such a scrawny, toned little body. It hung out the bottom of his tiny little shorts, goading my eyes to feast on each fleshy orb.

As he tip-toed over to the window and leaned forward to peer outside, his shorts rode up ever so slightly, exposing even more of his hefty ass cheeks and his plushy thighs. His feminine backside was a thing of beauty. It was fucking exquisite!

I was feverish with desire, so I began to move in closer. Phuc saw me coming in the reflection and bent over more, feigning a look out the window and showing off the full curve of his ass.

Sensing my approach, Phuc turned and began to flit around my condo for the next several minutes, moving from room to room, object to object, commenting on this and that. Evidently he was going to play hard to get after all. Or at least for a little while.

Just as I was beginning to think this was all just a big cock tease, that his friends would soon arrive at my door and whisk little Phuc away, he stopped mid-sentence to ask, "I shower now, okay? Then we have fun!"

“Of course,” I replied. “down the hall and through the bedroom.”

With that, he walks quickly to me with a mischievous, playful smile, outstretching his right hand to grab at the bulge in my jeans.

"Ooohhh, fun!" He winked.

Ten minutes into Phuc's shower and I realize he has no towels. I bring him one, announcing myself as I come in. He feigns embarrassment from behind the glass shower door, squealing as he - I kid you not - covers up his chest instead of his tiny, hairless cock and balls, just like a girl would.

His little show turns me on beyond belief.

I absolutely cannot wait to take him. And now I’m curious what his juicy nipples look like.

A few minutes later he comes out wrapped in my white terry cloth robe I keep hanging on the back of the bathroom door. The bottom is dragging on the ground, he's so short. I'd put him at five foot nothing. I'm sitting on my sofa with my legs crossed and he comes to sit next to me. His demeanor is different now. Quieter, more calm. He's been up all night, true, but I also sense something else. He wants me to take control now.

I look sensuously into his eyes. His own gaze never leaves mine. Leaning towards him, I reach inside the folds of the robe to find his smooth thighs. I feel my fingers could almost wrap the entire circumference of one of his legs. His skin is tight, taut, and insanely hot.

"How was your shower?" I asked.

"Good," is all he says, looking up at me, his lips slightly parted.

I leaned in slowly, closer, inching my lips towards his, my hand running up the length of his supple thigh.

My lips meet his as my hand lightly brushes over his hard little cock, continuing on up to his torso.

My little Asian teen lets out a moan, his bottom lip quivering against mine. That brief brush of my hand across his cock would be the last touch there from me. If he was to cum, it would have to be the way nature intended. The only way for little bottom boys to do.

I finish my lusty, carnal kiss and tell him gently, but firmly, to get on his knees in front of me. He doesn't hesitate in doing so, and after he scrambles to the floor he clasps his hands together in his lap, looking dutifully up at me.

He’s cute as ever, and now his robe has fallen open and draped off one shoulder, showing his tanned, nubile flesh.

"Take off my jeans, Phuc."

As he manages my jeans off either leg I remove my shirt, granting him a view of my big tits wrapped in my sheer black bra. When the jeans are on the floor beside us I spread my legs, and watch his eyes shoot to the mammoth erection straining against my panties.

Phuc looks at my bulge, then looks back up at me, eyes wide.

“Oh my gawd…” he whispers.

“You like it, Phuc baby?”

He nods haphazardly.

“Then take my panties off. Let my big girl breathe.”

He puts his hands on either side of my waist, hooks his fingers under my elastic band, and slowly pulls them down. My cock springs up with a slap against my stomach. It’s huge and vast, throbbing with an intensity that only slender Asian twinks can bring.

If you’ve read my other tales of conquest, you already know. But for all you new people: it’s a near ten inch pillar of girlcock.

Phuc's eyes never leave my monster phallus, even as he slides my panties all the way off and down my legs. I spread my legs again as he looks up at me, somehow tearing his eyes off my big, smooth genitals. I smile and with a look of pure lust he reaches out for my cock, wrapping both hands around its base so that it’s standing up straight.

His hands are so tiny that they only cover a miniscule amount, with still a good eight inches of exposed cock-flesh exposed.

In Phuc's tiny hands my cock may have well belonged to God. Enormous, virile, and equipped with two plus-size nuts. It pulses in his palms, especially as he begins to run his tongue up and down the shaft, stopping each time to place the head between his succulent lips and inside his mouth to suckle on it. Needless to say, it appeared more than he could handle, so he was rapidly dowsing it with as much saliva as he could muster.

At one point he reached inside his robe and began to fondle himself, but I sat up and pulled his hand away.

"No?" He whimpered.

"No hands on that little cock, slut."

He looked perplexed, but continued jerking and sucking my cock.

“You can finger yourself, but no touching. Got it?”

He nodded, reaching back and obeying my command.

This went on for some time, until I stood him up and turned him around. Dropping the robe from his shoulders, I marveled at his backside once again. His body was slender. Lean, trim, without an ounce of fat, running in a straight line from his neck to his spine where it suddenly jutted out into a round, fleshy, pair of buttocks. From this vantage point, anyone could easily mistake Phuc for a girl. But as he bent over, and his smooth, puffy, healthy taint flexed just below his juicy asshole, I was reassured he was all boy!

Standing between my legs, I had him bend at the waist slightly to get a better look. Placing both my hands on his hips, I parted his buttocks with my thumbs, exposing the pink little rosebud. I couldn't resist burying my face inside, reveling in the scent, my tongue pushing its way into his rectum.

“AIIEEE!” Phuc squealed.

His anal muscles quickly relaxed. So much so that I could easily, even without lube, slide two fingers in. I also knew then that he could take the girth of my cock with ease. The length, however, might be a different story.

Almost on cue Phuc asks me to fuck him. I decided to ignore him and continue tonguing him mercilessly. He makes an attempt to fondle himself again, and once again I slap his hand away.

"No," I say, "no hands, slut."

After I had my fill of his juicy asshole I laid back.

Phuc slowly straightens, turns to me, and straddles my lap. Then he reaches around the sofa and rummages around his little backpack he left there, and pulls out a strip of condoms. His adorable little package is fully erect, and it brushes my tits as he moves, leaving little moist dabs of precum. Stiff as a pencil and standing just as straight, it couldn't have been more than three inches. There was an ultra-thin stripe of fine, black hair at the base's top, but the rest of his package is as smooth as everything else.

With his delicate face and androgynous features, it wouldn't take much to transform him into a girl, I thought

Still straddling me, he unwraps a condom, and looks down between us where my titanic cock waits. The tip flares as he gets close and he smiled, then he begins to roll it down my shaft until-

SNAP! It breaks.

We giggle together and he tries another, going slower this time.

It’s so fucking tight it almost hurts, but he’s gentle. Even unfurled to its full stock, it only covers half my length. I flex it and feel the latex strain. For a moment I almost want to shred this one apart too, but the boy wanted a condom so I let it slide. When he’s sure it will stay in place he massages it all over my cock, then reaches back and stuffs a finger into his ass.

“Good boy,” I purr. He can touch anywhere he wants besides his dick.

And so now we are finally back where I started. At the beginning of this tale anyway. With my enormous slab of woman about to stretch little Phuc to his limits…

Moving forward and raising one knee into a squatting position, he reaches back, grabs the neck of my cock and begins to lower his ass onto my pillar of meat.

The head of my cock slips in with incredible ease, Phuc's ass first relaxing, then quickly tensing around its invader. He stops and for a moment I thought it was too much for him. But after a deep breath I felt him clench down hard around my crown.

“Mmph, fuck!” The tight ring is heaven.

I could see him counting. He relaxed for just as long, then he began clenching again, followed by another period of relaxing.

Talented little Phuc repeats the cycle, again and again, each time sliding down my cock a bit more and looking more and more at ease with my hungry pipe. I understood what he was doing. He was exhausting his anal muscles so they wouldn't tense, and I marveled at his technique.

But try as he may, it seemed no amount of relaxing would accommodate the entire length of my cock. He was just too small. He even tried a full squat, which is how it would have been if I rolled him on his back and folded his knees into his chest, but to no avail. The bottom third of my cock would not make it in. Once Phuc realized this, he took to riding up and down, always careful not to go too far. I could see it was taking a toll on his thighs, they wouldn't last forever, holding up his body so as to prevent him from dropping down onto the full length of my steely appendage.

For the last time he wrapped his hand around his erection, and for the last time I removed it.

"No!” I snarled, snatching up his tiny hand and squeezing so he would remember this time. “If you wanna cum, you gotta fuckin’ earn it."

"Earn?" He repeated, and then his eyes lit up and he understood.

"Yes, my queen," he chirped before he earnestly started to seriously ride my cock.

It was here, finally, that I began to actually feel his insides. Damn condom.

Up to then I was concerned for him, but now that he was obviously okay, and tasked with what always amazed me about bottom boys, their ability to cum hands-free, I could now enjoy the tightness… the hotness… of Phuc's slick little boy-pussy.

Phuc leaned forward to try to give me a kiss, and I met him eagerly.

He caressed my face, looking into my eyes, muttering something in Vietnamese, looking like he was about to cry in joy.

He kissed me, I kissed him, our tongues entwined, our bodies sharing an intimacy that rivaled Romeo and Juliet.

I only now realized that when he leaned forward to me, his little dick became sandwiched, rubbing between my stomach and his. Effectively, he was masturbating his stiffness with each stroke he took up and down my own cock.

"Naughty boy, Phuc.” I said. “But you better not cum like that."

"Is hard…” he pouted. “My friend does it. I almost do it, but it is hard. I never did. I try."

And with that he sat up and arched his spine still with my cock inside him, chewing his bottom  lip as he gyrated his hips atop of me. He reached back and took hold of each of my thighs, giving him leverage as he swayed.

He looked so serious… So determined…

With this new angle he could slide down the two-thirds length of my cock with and, now holding himself up, began to pump his little body up and down.

I smiled at his genius. What a good little slut…

As he ground down on my length, I watched him work, yearning to delve deeper and deeper into his teenaged guts. His little dicklet flopped up and down, slapping his belly and leaving more pre where it struck. He would swivel his hips, positioning my shaft in different directions, against his prostate, then away from it. It also allowed him to arch his back even more, his hands bracing himself near my knees, bucking up and down on my shaft, his cock and balls slapping against my belly with a steady rhythm as he rode me.

On one particularly powerful down thrust I heard a low, bassy but audible POP, and another few inches of cock disappeared into Phuc’s succulent asshole.

“AIYE!” He squealed!

He had definitely taken more cock than he bargained for. And wow the look of panic in his eyes!

I promised to be more careful. But then again it was a fortuitous event, and he must have enjoyed the extra-deep thrust, because he took my hands in his so that he could take in just that bit more cock. At first hesitant, he soon was slamming down on me, moaning like an effeminate whore.

We were past the length of the condom now, and his insides felt exquisite wrapped around my bare, veiny womanhood.

“Mmm, that’s it baby…” I hummed. “Almost got it all. Good boy…”

How could his ass take this punishment? More importantly, how long will I continue to last? I didn’t care. In fact, I decided to see if I could speed things along with a verbal fuck as well.

"Mmm... Phuc.” I groaned. “You like cock don't you?"

"Oh, yes." He huffed between sharp, hissing breaths.

"Tell me how you like cock, Phuc."

"I like it in hands, I like it in mouth, in ass."

"Tell me how much you like it."

"I like it so much, I would do anything for cock."

"What would you do if I took you off my cock right now?"

His riding intensified, getting to a fever pitch. "I… I would cry."

He looked like he really believed I would do that.

"You like it that much? Tell me how it feels inside you."

"It fill me. It..." he began to pump even harder. "Cock hit two spots, one close to outside."

He slowly withdrew so that the head of my cock was positioned against his prostate, and began to give these little rabbit thrusts that nearly made me lose my load then and there.

"And one deep deep inside." He slid all the way down, grinding down as low as his tiny, constricting body would take him.

I gripped his hips, fucking up into him as he fell. "You feel it now, Phuc?"

"AH! Almost. Deeper! I want deeper but I am afraid. Too deep!"

"Take it, bitch." I widened my grip and guided him up and down.

Soon I could feel his ass on my legs.

"C’mon. C’mon you fuckin’ whore!"

He was slamming his slutty little body down, hesitant but forceful, shuddering all the way.

"I afraid," Phuc howled, tilting his head back and bellowing into the ceiling. "AHHH! Too deep!"

"Fuckin… Almost… There!" I grunted with each pump! "Mmm… Yes! Yes! You like my whole cock up your ass, baby?”

"Y-YES!" He shouted as he started into a new rhythm, alternating a grinding motion with a pumping motion, all while clenching his boy-pussy around my shaft.

The space between us was getting narrower and narrower, and my cock was going deeper and deeper into tight little Phuc. As the rigorous seconds passed I tightened my grip, driving his little body down onto my like a Fleshlight.

Meanwhile Phuc was impaling himself deeper and deeper, becoming more and more delirious.

I looked up at him, but he had his head thrown back in ecstasy, working hard for his bottom-boy orgasm!

It was here when I realized that both our bodies were beaded with sweat. And I began to realize that it wasn't that Phuc couldn't take the full length of my cock because he was too small. He in fact could very well take it. It was psychological. That 'spot' he spoke of that he was just starting to hit now was something he was afraid of. Maybe he hit it years ago, and until now it was something he didn't want to re-experience. But there must have been some pleasure there as well, as there is now, or else he would have noticed how close he was to taking my whole cock.

"I feel it! Almost there," Phuc ground down, bottoming out and swiveling his hips.

Looking down, I saw that he was right. All of my cock repeatedly vanished within.

But upon closer inspection, I noticed the fleeting strands of latex that was once wrapped around the top half of my monster cock.

“Shit,” I said aloud, but Phuc’s orgasmic words slapped the tantric bliss of our sex back into me.

"Please, I want to cum! Oh my gawd!" He tittered, his words swollen with lust.

The only thing now between Phuc and I was flesh. The condom was shredded, and I could see its remnant strings wrapped around the hilt of my shaft.

Too late now, I thought. I was bringing him to the 'spot' as he called it so that he could cum.

"Mmmph, fuck yeah.” I grunted. “Ride my cock, Phuc. Be a good little bitch and cum for me!"

“Yes!”

"Ride that cock, Phuc! Ride it, you little bitch! Ooohhh ride my cock! Yes! Do you feel it, do you feel my cock hitting your spot?"

I didn't think that was possible, as it was taking every ounce of my willpower not to explode inside his velvety guts.

“You want my cum, bitch?”

“Y-Y-YES!!!” He cried out. “CUM IN ME!!!”

All he did was scream. So I took advantage and hammered up into him, jerking his hips down into me as I thrusted skyward.

"Harder, Phuc, harder! Ah, I feel it too! Slam down on it!"

My hands clenched around Phuc's slender waist, helping him drive down on my cock. He would raise up his hips, then quickly slam them down on my pelvis, grinding down on me. My cock deep in his sweet, hot hole.

I think he was beyond communication at this point. His eyes were barely opened, he looked possessed.

Suddenly his eyes widened.

"The spot!" He says. "AH.... GAH!"

Then he sputtered something in Vietnamese.

Rocking his hips and grinding his ass down, with my balls firm against his ass, his thighs begin to squeeze my legs. He leaned forward and dug his fingers into my shoulders in what seemed like a fit of rage. Then, with his ass clenching down on my cock, this time almost involuntarily, his body begins to shake. My own rumbling balls tighten and I feel hot semen hit my stomach!

I looked down and watched his leaking dicklet spurt a second, then a third time, the translucent cum gathering in a pool as he moans.

Phuc's orgasm swiftly catches up to his ejaculation, an orgasm that seemed to completely possess him.

His effeminate groan rattles the windows, and his eyes roll back into his skull.

I'm completely enthralled with what's happening to him, so much so that I almost forget that my own cock is about to explode as well. So when I felt his anal cavity convulse, spasming around my cock, milking the cum out of my balls, it happened...

So I just grabbed his wonderful little body with both hands, pinching his tapered waste like a tube of toothpaste, and came - HARD.

Over and over again I came. I snarled as I unloaded, painting another set of twink innards.

My hands dug into Phuc's hips and my body shook as Phuc's collapsed onto me.

My cock throbbed within his convulsing rectum, spewing hot mirth in heavenly waves.

I wonder briefly if he knew. Knew that his inferior condom had been torn to ribbons and my sperm were now traveling in search for eggs to fertilize.

Phuc is panting and trembling, holding onto my muscular body like he was dangling off a mountaintop.

Our sweaty bodies cling to one another, and I feel him occasionally tremble.

As the moments tick by and his rectum fills with spunk, my cock flops free, and Phuc groans as hot seed spews from his asshole and splatters against the couch and floor.

“OooOOOooohhh….” he grumbles, literally deflating.

I stand with him. He wraps his arms and legs around me, and I carry him to the bedroom.

Once there, I lay Phuc down onto his back, fold his knees into his chest, and look into his eyes. 

His cheeks are streaming with tears, yet he caresses my face.

Mounting the sexy little twink, I align my wet, hardening cock back to his swollen, sex-stretched hole.

Phuc gasps, then smiles up at me.

THE END
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