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Chapter One

 


I met Minh at college
during some stupid mandatory student meeting for a tour guides
working in the admissions office. It was dull, but we got to talk
which led to flirting, which led to me propositioning her for a
night in her bed. I was shocked when she agreed. I was further
shocked when she actually went through with it, leading me home to
the apartment she rented on the top floor of a large house at the
edge of the student slum zone. She was beautiful. I was embarrassed
to find out that she was not Chinese as I had first guessed, but
Vietnamese. Long black hair, flawless skin, deep brown eyes, tiny
tits she showed off with a tight top and no bra. My eyes kept
dropping to her non-existent cleavage. She smiled at me every time
she caught me trying to catch a glimpse of her nipples inside her
shirt as we sat side by side in the classroom.

“Soon,” she promised in a half-whisper.

I hesitated a moment when we walked into her
bedroom. We had started kissing in the small living room-kitchen
combo and had stumbled back to the more exciting part of the
apartment. “What’s the other bed for?” I asked as she pulled me
down onto her unmade bed.

“That’s my roommate’s,” she muttered into my neck.
“She’ll be gone all night. Don’t worry about her.”

To my great chagrin I had only propositioned her
because I had never had sex with an Asian girl before and to my
lily-white suburban middle class upbringing she was exotic beyond
all measure. She wasn’t even my type. Normally I pursued petite
blondes with big tits, sadly typical male, but I was a slave to my
base sexual desires. Still, Asian was exotic and I wasn’t above
exploring the new and unusual. And I noticed her tight ass when she
had walked into the classroom. It was a sight not to be missed. It
was only slightly tragic that she had tiny tits.

Our clothes quickly came off. Our undressing speed
was facilitated by our eagerness and her lack of bra and socks and
the fact she wore the tiniest of panties. Not a g-string or thong,
but simply small, sexy red lace panties. Sometimes subtle is sexier
than flagrant. She wasn’t put off by my Spider-Man boxers. I took
that as a good sign.

Naked she was just as glorious as she was clothed.
No tattoos, no piercings, no flaws or marks on her skin. True, her
tits were small, but they were perfectly shaped and functioned just
like any other woman’s. She liked to have them lightly pinched.
Between her legs her black pubic hair was nicely shaped into a neat
triangle. Minh apparently didn’t go in for over-enthusiastic
grooming of her pussy. She didn’t need to be bare like a porn
star.

She was a bit uncomfortable as I kissed my way down
from her tits to her tummy to her pussy. I spread her thighs apart
with my hand and prepared to lower my face to her fragrant cunt
when she interrupted me. “How far are we going to go tonight?” she
asked.

“What?”

“How far are we going to go tonight?” she
repeated.

I hadn’t given that question any real thought. I
figured I’d take her to bed, go down on her, fuck her, made sure
she got off, and leave. Simple as that. Just a college one-night
stand.

“I was planning on going down on you and then having
straight on sex, but we can do something else if you like.” I was a
bit miffed that she wanted to slow things down. That meant she was
thinking and not reacting to the moment and I was less liked to get
laid. Not that I was complaining, but I only had a grand total of
three girlfriends in my life—including high school. Only two of
those deigned to have sex with me. Minh was going to be number
three. And there was the added bonus that she didn’t need to get
drunk to bed me.

“Okay, that’s fine,” she agreed, opening her legs a
bit.

I planted one kiss on pubic mound before she asked
the next question. “Did you bring a condom?”

Fuck and a half, I thought to myself. “Ah.
Shit. No.”

“That’s okay. Isabelle’s got some under her bed, we
can use hers.”

I figured Isabelle must be her roommate. I just
nodded and prepared to go back between her thighs. But now she had
me confused with her talking and I stupidly asked a question. “Did
you shave today? I can’t see any hint of stubble.” It was
incredibly stupid, I know.

Minh laughed at me. She had a right to. “No. I don’t
shave.”

That threw me. “What?” I asked, looked up into her
beautiful brown eyes, then back down at her pussy for a better
inspection.

She shrugged making her tits bobble a bit. “One of
the advantages of being Asian. Very little hair. I don’t shave my
legs or privates. I only shave my pits very occasionally.” She
lifted up one leg. “Take a close look. I’m all natural, baby.”

And I did look and feel. Her legs were smooth. I
squinted and inspected closely. She did have the finest of black
hairs that grew sporadically down her legs, but it was so baby fine
it didn’t matter. Plus it blended in with her olive skin that only
an intimate inspection would reveal the truth.

“That’s hot,” I said. My cock was already pretty
stiff, but the idea of a girl who didn’t need to shave because she
was born that way turned me on even more.

“Thank you.”

I nodded and plunged my head between her legs. In
other respects she might have been different from Caucasian women,
but her pussy was much the same. She sighed when I licked her clit.
She grunted in satisfaction when I slipped a couple of fingers into
her tight hole. Her legs clamped around my head when I went for
broke and sucked and licked her clit for all I was worth.

“Cunt!” she screamed and grabbed my head, digging
her fingers into my hair. She rubbed her cunt into my face for a
few moments, then fell back to the bed. I realized then she had cum
and cum pretty hard. She looked up at me with a look of
satisfaction on her face. “Sorry. I like to scream profanities when
I cum. My parents were strict about language in the house.”

“That’s okay,” I assured her.

She hopped out of her bed. I watched her ass as she
bent beneath the other bed in the room, pulled out a small box, and
produced a few condoms. “Let me help you,” she said opening one and
rolling it on to my cock.

“You do that very well,” I complimented her as I
admired my new latex armor. I was certain she blushed a bit.

“I’ve had some practice. Don’t ask.” She laid back
down and spread her legs, exposing her red and wet pussy. “Let’s do
it.”

I didn’t need extra encouragement. I got on top of
her, positioned my cock just right and pushed into her sex. She was
tight and warm. She let out a low growl as I sank deep inside her.
“Am I hurting you?”

She shook her head, her black hair whipping about
her face. “Not really. Just you’re big. Fills me up. Feels good and
strong.”

I started fucking her and was embarrassed to last
less than two minutes. But that was okay. After a quick clean up in
the bathroom and resting a few minutes Minh was more than happy to
suck my cock to get me ready again. We fucked a second time and I
lasted at least five minutes. It wasn’t intentional, but we both
fell asleep in her bed. I wasn’t averse to sleeping over at a
girl’s room, but it wasn’t something I generally did in the middle
of the week with one I barely knew.

 


We were rudely woken Thursday morning by the
bleating of Minh’s alarm clock. She was one of those paranoid types
who programmed a whole week of alarms. “Minh, turn that fucking
thing off,” a grumpy voice from the other side of the room
complained.

Even though I was only half awake, I froze. The
voice wasn’t Minh’s, obviously, so it had to be Isabelle’s. When
had she arrived? Did she see me there in the middle of the night
and not worry about it. And of course neither Minh nor I had
bothered to put any clothes back on after we finished fucking the
night before. Minh mumbled something and rolled out of bed. I
stayed half-hidden under the covers. I didn’t have a plan other
than to hide until both girls left so I could sneak out in relative
secrecy and shame. I must have dozed off again because next I knew
Minh’s wet hair hit me in the face as she gave me a peck on the
cheek.

“I’ve got an eight a.m. class,” she told me. “Let
yourself out and try not to annoy Izzy.”

“Right,” I agreed.

And with that she was gone. I told myself there was
no reason to be ashamed of my nudity or what had happened the night
before. Gathering my courage I made a dash for the bathroom,
pissed, realized I left my clothes on the floor next to the bed,
and crept back to bedroom.

“You’ve got a cute ass,” Isabelle said as she sat
up. I froze in the middle of creeping which wasn’t the smartest
move to make since I was still completely naked.

“Thanks?” I said hesitantly. Isabelle was a very
pretty girl, even at seven in the morning. She had short blonde
hair, snow-pale skin, and big tits. I blinked at her tits.
Apparently Isabelle liked to sleep in the nude. She knew I had been
in the bed and she was showing me her tits. Then I recognized her
face. She had been in a few of my classes over the past few years.
I had asked her out on several occasions but had been turned down
every time. Other than the fact she stood at just under six feet
tall, she was my perfect type. Then I realized my cock was getting
hard again.

“And a big cock,” she said running her hand through
her short hair, trying to put some semblance to it. Not that it
mattered. She didn’t need to arrange her hair to be beautiful. Her
tits alone took care of that. They had to be at least D cups and
were capped with smallish pink areolas and nipples that now stood
proud and erect. I dropped my eyes to her hips, but her pussy was
hidden by a tangle of sheets and blankets. I needed to see her
pussy.

“Uh…thanks again,” I said making an awkward grab for
my clothes.

“You must have asked me out on a date a dozen times
and I always said no,” she continued talking as if it were
perfectly natural to have a conversation with your roommate’s
one-night stand while he was nude and trying to get dressed and she
was showing off her tits.

“Yeah, more like three or four, but yeah,” I agreed.
I couldn’t find the correct opening for my boxers.

“You don’t need to put those on,” she said.

“I generally don’t go commando around campus.”

“Um, you don’t need to put those on yet,” she
stressed.

“What?” It was still early and I was confused by
drowsiness and dazzled by her tits.

“I had a lousy date last night, I couldn’t
masturbate because you two were asleep when I got home and I didn’t
want to wake you up.” She looked longingly at me. Then I realized
she was really only looking at my steadily hardening cock. “And I’m
still pretty horny.”

“What?”

“I’m still pretty horny,” she repeated. “Shit, you
really need to get your hearing checked.”

“Why would you be horny if you had a lousy date?” I
asked as I sat down on Minh’s bed to hide my hard on and put on my
boxers.

Isabelle rearranged the blankets on her lap, made no
motion to hide her still wonderfully shaped breasts, and stared
carefully at me. “The guy I went out with was nice enough, bought
me a few drinks, said and did all the right things, so we went back
to place and started making out. I was down to my panties and…I
mentioned that Minh was my roommate.”

“You were talking while making out?” I asked. I
stopped putting on my boxers and looked at her. I even managed to
pull my gaze away from her breasts and looked into her pale blue
eyes.

“It made sense at the time,” she explained away. “We
were…having some dirty talk.”

“Okay, so what about Minh then?”

She looked away. “He called her a gook and said some
other really racist and insensitive
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