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Baby

The Airport

 


My tiny black hand grasps the white handle of
my travel luggage as I stand in front of the business lounge of the
airport. My heart is beating so fast that I am afraid it will jump
out of my chest. I look inside and see countless older white men in
business suits typing on their laptops and talking on their phones
and wonder which one of them is my new Daddy.

We met on a website that is like Tinder for
Sugar Daddies and Sugar Babies. It was my first time and I really
didn’t know what I was doing, so I just put up some pictures from
the beach and waited. At first, I got messages offering me money
for sex, but I just wasn’t ready to stoop that low, even despite my
desperate financial situation.

And then He messaged me. Daddy said that his
name is Richard and offered to pay me for chatting with him on this
website. Just like that, no strings attached. And so we exchanged
messages for weeks, and every week I would just see more and more
money on my account. And it wasn’t really that bad – he was polite
and respectful. And even more – he was educated and funny and in
the end I was really looking forward to our little chats.

But of course, there is the catch – there
always is. I don’t know how he looks like. I know that he is older
than me (which is kind of obvious, since there are very few rich
people under twenty-one) and that he is white, but that’s it. At
first, I was too shy to ask. Then, I tried hinting at it in various
ways, but he just ignored all my attempts. And when I finally got
the courage to ask him directly, he proposed to meet in person.

And not only to meet, but actually to travel
together to a small tropical island in the Caribbean. Of course, he
pays for everything and I receive compensation for my time, but… I
just can’t see any other reason for him hiding his appearance
unless he is old, fat and ugly. And the thing is, I am no idiot – I
know that most Sugar Daddies are old, fat and ugly, and I am ready
for that. Well, at least I think I am. But with Richard, it is
different… I really like him as a person, even though I barely know
anything about him. His wit, his experience, his empathetic manners
that could suddenly switch to healthy sarcasm in a second made me
giggle like a student who was in love with a teacher and laughed at
his stupid jokes.

His mind excited me and while I am not one of
these women who say that the brain is the sexiest part of a man’s
body, I must confess that the combination of mystery and subtle
flirting made me rub myself off during our chats more than once.
And while I never had a white fetish, I just couldn’t help but
wonder what it would feel like to get fucked by a white man.

I know that I am probably just deluding
myself, but I really feel that there is a little bit more behind
this than just a monetary transaction. And even though I will
probably be disappointed, I am just so curious to see how he really
looks like.

I take a deep breath and step towards the
counter. The skinny white guy looks at me, sees a young black girl
in a simple skirt and blouse, and looks back at his tablet.

Typical.

I pull the ticket out of my back pocket and
try to attract his attention.

“I am sorry.”

He looks at me again, and this time his eyes
stop at the curves of my hips and the bulging hills of my breasts,
completely ignoring my ticket.

Fucking typical.

“Miss, this is a lounge for business class
travelers, you can wait elsewhere.”

I am usually not mad at these people, but I
am so nervous that I feel my blood boil in my veins… only to
immediately calm down when I hear a low masculine voice from behind
me.

“This lady is with me and she will wait
inside.”

I feel his scent before I see him. A fresh
masculine scent, dominating and invigorating, it screamed money. I
already know that it is Daddy. Now, I just need to turn my head and
take a look at him. I want to and don’t want to do it at the same
time. I feel blood rushing to my head and the sound of my heartbeat
pushes out the sounds of the outside world. Somewhere far away the
skinny white clerk is apologizing while I turn my head as if in
slow motion to look at Daddy’s face and see white…

… I see the white fabric of his shirt,
tightly draping his muscular chest. The man next to me is way
higher than me and I already feel enveloped by his wide frame even
without our bodies touching each other. I don’t have time to think
about what I see. There is no going back anymore and I just have to
see his face.

I look up. Daddy is smiling.

My eyes jump from his square jaw to little
wrinkles around his hunter's eyes, from his wide cheekbones to the
occasional streak of silver in his hair.

I forget to breathe.

“Nia, I presume?”

Just fuck me right here, please.

“Y-, yes. Richard?”

“It is nice to meet you. I hope that this
little misunderstanding will not influence our first
impressions.”

I want to see the impression of your white
dick between my brown tits!

“Yes… I mean, it is nice to meet you
too.”

“Let me help you with that.”

I feel Daddy's palm on my hand that is
holding the handle of the luggage and his electric touch makes me
look down. My tiny black hand looks so good when enveloped by his
white flesh. It feels so good to be touched by him. To stand next
to him. To smell his perfume. To hear his voice…

“Are you ok?”

His question brings me out of the trance of
desire and I smile nervously and look away… only to feel his
powerful hand on my chin, as he turns my face towards him. Daddy’s
eyes pierce my soul.

“You have a very beautiful smile, Nia. I want
you to smile more often.”

An electric current of tingly sexual energy
runs between my face and my hand, the two places where Richard
touches me, closing the circuit of passion. I can’t help but smile
even wider and I see him smiling back.

“Sir, please allow me to apologize again,
please allow me to…”

The trembling voice of this pathetic lackey
causes Daddy to break eye contact with me and I feel like punching
the clerk in the face. I don’t care about him being racist, but I
hate how small and feeble he is in comparison with Daddy. And I
still can’t believe that it is actually him. But if it is a prank,
the man in front of me still has my ebony body and my bright soul
in his grasp and I want to enjoy it while it lasts.

We walk through the entrance and get seated
in the VIP lounge.

“Isn’t it weird that a VIP lounge has its own
VIP lounge?”

Yes, this is definitely the man that I met
online, my Daddy! I giggle and try to think of a funny reply, but
it turns out that it is way easier to do it online. I just stare at
him like an idiot while he orders two glasses of water for us. It
feels so surreal.

I am an attractive girl and pretty much every
Tyrone and Jamal that I ever met tried to hit on me. I fucked some
very hot guys, who turned out to be disappointing in bed and boring
outside of the bedroom. I watched movies and read stories and
always wondered if men like that really exist? Strong and smart,
protective without being possessive, funny without being goofy,
attractive without being narcissist… I always wondered if things
could be different if my biological father stayed with us instead
of leaving when I was two years old. Maybe having a male role model
while growing up would make me have realistic expectations.

But it doesn’t matter now. The man in front
of me has a perfect body and a perfect soul and it is funny that I
met him on the website where decent men are not supposed to be…

FUCK

I hate myself for breaking the illusion! I
never felt this way before and it is all that matters for now!
Everything else is not important. And I know that it will come up
sooner or later, but I don’t want to think about it NOW.

Now, I drown in Daddy’s eyes, dissolve in his
masculine voice and dream about his white athletic body.

 


The Airplane

 


“Dear passengers, this is the captain of the
aircraft speaking, the boarding is finished and we are proceeding
for takeoff. Please follow the instructions of the flight crew and
I wish you a pleasant flight.”

On the word “pleasant”, we simultaneously
look at each other and smile. We are sitting on the two seats on
the right side of the plane in the business class area. It is a
domestic flight, the first of three, so it is a relatively small
plane, built for two or three hours of flight, and thus it has only
four seats in each row, two on both sides of the central
walkway.

The plane starts moving and we instinctively
grasp each other’s hands. I am a little bit afraid of flying, and
during one of our chats Richard confessed that he gets a little
anxious too, and we joked about how sex would be a great remedy for
that.

We didn’t spend a lot of time at the business
lounge before they announced boarding, and most of the time I just
stared at him and smiled. He was his usual smart and funny self –
and it feels weird to think about him as if I had known him for
ages. It is our first real meeting, but Richard acts and talks just
like I imagined he would, and he looks even better than I dared to
hope.

We briefly spoke about flight anxiety, and I
remembered our joke about sex being a perfect stress-relieving
activity, but I wasn’t brave enough to bring it up. It was small
talk mostly, except when he asked about my mother’s health, which
again made me remember the unpleasant reality of our
transaction.

Now Daddy is sitting in an aisle seat. He
wears a fitted white shirt that compliments his developed
musculature and classic American indigo jeans, which do a poor job
of hiding his majestic ass. Our luggage is safely stowed away in
the upper compartment, and the only item on our hands is a plain
blanket that we got from the flight attendant, which is now
covering our bodies for comfort and privacy.

One of the flight attendants, a young woman
in an airline uniform, walks from the back of the plane to the spot
a couple of rows in front of us, and we just can’t help but notice
her shapely

butt, so inviting to lick, to spank, to kiss,
to bite, to fuck… I am not into girls, really, but this ass is out
of this world. The flight attendant stops, turns around towards the
back of the plane and begins demonstrating safety procedures to the
passengers.

But I am here with Daddy, so my mind’s focus
drifts to the hot body of the man sitting next to me. Suddenly he
pulls the upper edge of the blanket to cover our bodies fully, and
I wonder what is this all about. I feel his hand grasping my wrist
and he puts it on his chest. It is solid and well-defined, a sure
testament to many hours of intense physical activity. I immediately
lose control over my hand as it begins to grab, squeeze and stroke
his sexy pecs. I feel a fire of lust in my soul and a warm tingling
desire in my pussy, but my brain is still in doubt.

I look at Daddy and see him attentively
watching safety instructions, or maybe he is looking at the sexy
curves of the flight attendant? I feel a surge of jealousy and my
hot African blood can’t stand any competition. Now I find his hand
under the blanket and put it on my perky breasts. Richard smiles
without looking back at me and grabs my right breast from below and
gives it a firm, but gentle squeeze. An electric bolt of pleasure
pierces my breast like an arrow from a naughty Cupid and I
instinctively squeeze his chest, imagining how good my ebony hand
looks on the background of his massive white body. I feel his thumb
on my nipple that goes from soft to titanium-hard right under his
finger and wait for him to press Play.

He does, and I immediately feel the
thousandfold increase in pleasure as if my sensitive nipple is a
button on the remote control of my sensations. My desire goes from
one to one hundred percent in a millisecond and I can’t hold myself
back anymore. My hand slides down from Daddy’s chest, passes his
steel abs and I slow down to make sure that I feel every lump of
titanium muscle on his stomach, and then it jumps directly to his
crotch and I begin frantically unbelting his pants. I already feel
the heat of his dick escaping from its textile prison. Richard
continues playing with my right breast, squeezing and stroking it,
moving his thumb clockwise around the areola of my nipple as if
dialing up the volume of my ecstatic sensations. As my hand is
engaged in a fierce battle with the buttons on his fly I can feel
his cock growing bigger and bigger; it is pushing up the fabric of
his pants under my hand like a wild animal trying to break out of
its cage.

A single rational thought somehow emerges in
my brain… what is going on? I know myself – once I get going, my
feral sexual nature takes over and I am all in; but it is not so
easy to make me that horny, to make me give up my defenses, to make
me feel safe enough to trust the man completely. And then I look at
Daddy and his eyes pierce mine and everything is right and clear
again.

Finally, just as he begins to squeeze my
nipple between his index finger and thumb, I am done with his pants
and Daddy’s tremendous cock literally jumps in my hand. Ideally
sized for my grip, it slaps my palm just as a bolt of orgasmic
pleasure from his squeeze makes my chest explode in colorful
sensations. Almost instinctively I grip Daddy’s dick as hard as I
can with my small hand, feeling every vein pulsating under my palm
and I slowly bring my hand to the bottom of the shaft of Daddy’s
steel rod. His dick is so hot that it is almost melting my hand and
I feel my whole body filling up with the blissful heat of sexual
energy. Suddenly, I feel a nuclear explosion go off inside of me as
if my heart explodes with pure raw sex power and fills me up from
head to toe with the ambrosia of lust.

Richard decided that it was enough for the
right breast and paid some attention to her sister by slapping her
from below, causing the explosive reaction in my body. I see sparks
of pleasure from the blast and before the smoke of ecstasy clears,
he slaps me again, and again, and again, every time making my body
tremble as if small earthquakes of pleasure rip my flesh apart and
hot lava of orgasmic bliss spills out and sweeps me off my
feet.

I begin to stroke his massive dick, making
sure to examine every square inch of it with my tiny palm… and
there are a lot of inches. At the same time, my screaming cunt
demands attention and I use my free hand to pull down my panties
until they end up entangled around my ankles. But before my hand
can get back to work on my burning clit, I realize that it won’t be
necessary.

I feel like I am almost ready to cum.

SLAP!

To cum in the strong hands of my man.

SLAP!

To cum the way I never came before, without
even touching my already wet pussy.

SLAP!

“Excuse me, can I please take a look at your
seatbelt?”

The voice of the stewardess brings both of us
back to reality. My hand freezes on his rock-hard cock and Daddy’s
hand remains suspended in mid-air, ready to strike, as both of us
raise our heads to look at the same flight attendant who has an
amazing ass. Now, it is her shapely breasts that call to us from
behind the thin fabric of her uniform. She is looking at me, but I
know that Daddy is staring at her and I feel jealousy again. I just
have to show her that this male belongs to me.

“I am sorry to bother you, but I need to make
sure that your seatbelt is fastened. Would you mind removing the
blanket for a second?”

I have a better idea.

“Don’t you want to check his seatbelt
first?”

I want her to see Daddy's dick in my
hand.

“From the side of his seat, I can see that
the seatbelt is fastened. Now, I would like to check yours.”

So you want to mess with me, huh? I smile
with the fakest smile that this airplane has ever seen and point
with my eyes to my feet.

“Well, I certainly don’t mind removing this
blanket, but I am not sure that you are ready to see what is under
it; so maybe you can just trust me when I say that my belt is
fastened?”

The flight attendant follows the direction of
my gaze and notices my pearl white panties still entangled between
my ankles. Her face immediately goes red with embarrassment and she
just hurries forward to her station, forgetting to check on the
rest of the passengers.

The plane suddenly speeds up and I look in
the window only to find out that we are already on the runway! The
acceleration pushes me into my chair and I feel a mix of excitement
and anxiety filling my body. I feel a need to do something
familiar, something that will keep my mind off the fact that we are
about to take off. I need something to hold on to in order to
overcome the stress… and then I realize that I am holding Daddy’s
fat erect cock in my hand and the familiar thing I can do with it
is to jerk it.

And so as the plane is moving faster and
faster, I stroke faster and faster. I concentrate fully on the
movement of my hand. Up and down, with no circular movement, my
hands glide over the sensitive skin of Richard’s white dick. I hear
Daddy breathing heavily. I can only imagine the pleasure that I
give him by pumping his big cock again and again, again and again,
again and again. We become one sex organism that is feeding on
orgasms, and it is very, very hungry.

The plane gently takes off the ground and
begins to gain height. I slow down my stroke but now my hand moves
with greater force and passion. Now I rotate my wrist while
polishing his meaty rod, and I enjoy both the smooth skin on his
glans and bursting veins on his shaft, that are pulsating in rhythm
with his elevated heartbeat.

I am so focused on Daddy’s throbbing cock
that I almost forget about my own thirsty kitty… but Richard
doesn’t. I feel an intense surge of pleasure when his fingers
penetrate my juicy pussy. I feel two, no, three of his fingers
shoved into my moist vagina and they give me the most pleasurable
stretch. I can barely hold back a moan of ecstasy as Daddy’s
fingers slide down my well of lust and make my pussy drip with the
sweet honey of love.

I feel him pushing his fingers as deep as
possible and pausing and I revel in the sensation of being fingered
on the plane by my white Daddy. Then he curves his hand so that the
moist and sticky base of his palm touches my engorged clit and I
shiver from his dominant touch. I instinctively slow down with my
strokes and grip his dick even harder, with the maximum force that
my tiny brown hand is capable of.

Daddy uncurls his hand and my moist clit is
exposed to cool air again, sending me to the top of sexual heaven.
It feels like someone pours liquid ice over it, trying to
extinguish the pyre of lust burning bright in my depraved cunt. And
then Daddy just begins pounding me with his fingers.

As the plane is still gaining altitude the
roar of the engines hides my moans and my moist kitty’s squelches.
Richard’s palm moves inside of me, deeply massaging the walls of my
vagina and my cunt feels like it was hit by a truck of sexual
ecstasy. I bite the blanket in order to muffle my scream as Daddy
rails me again and again, going deeper and deeper with every
stroke. Now, that he is fucking me with his hand, I adapt to his
rhythm and begin to jerk off Daddy’s iron dick faster and faster.
We look at each other and smile. I see the challenge in his eyes
and I accept it.

We compete in the sports of sexual pleasure
and in our Olympics of ecstasy the winner finishes last.

I look forward and see our stewardess sitting
on a service seat, facing the back of the plane and looking
straight at me. Her face goes red again as I smile at her and then…
she smiles back. I grip my Daddy’s steel pole even harder and
prepare for the final sprint towards sexual oblivion, and now that
she is no match for me, I may share some of the sexual energy with
her.

As Richard is fucking me with his fingers, I
begin to move my hips ever so slightly to amplify my sensations.
And that makes my body visibly move and the stewardess definitely
notices. She instinctively licks her lips and I wink at her.

Suddenly, the plane begins to shake as it
enters the zone of high turbulence. I feel a surge of adrenaline
and I know that Daddy feels it too; and then the plane literally
drops down several feet in the air, forcing me to loosen my grip
and Daddy to shove his fingers even deeper than he thought was
possible. I immediately reach back to grab Daddy’s enormous cock as
if it was a lifebuoy.

I am afraid, but it is too late to stop me
from fucking. It is hard for me to breathe, to think, as I become a
depraved sex fiend, existing only for a single purpose, to stroke
and to get pounded. And so the fear transforms into excitement,
amplifying my senses even more!

When the plane is hit with turbulence again,
my pussy explodes with the force of a thousand suns and a second
later I feel Daddy’s cock pulsating in my palm as he orgasms with a
massive load, literally spraying the blanket from the inside with
his meaty hose. The part of the blanket under his dick rises up
from the pressure as he is shooting a load after load after load
while my shaking hand is still holding his big dick. Orgasms hit me
wave after wave after wave as the plane jumps up and down. My
screams are lost in the screams and moans of other passengers and I
feel my body going numb due to overload with sexual emotion. I am
so overwhelmed with pleasure that I feel vertigo and my gaze falls
on our stewardess, who is still looking straight at me. Her deep
eyes are the last thing I see before blacking out.

I open my eyes and it looks like I was out
for a whole couple of minutes because we are not gaining altitude
anymore and passengers seem calm. I see and then hear the flight
attendant discussing a choice of drinks for us with Richard. The
aftershocks of orgasm still echo through my body and I can’t feel
jealousy anymore… but I still can fuck with her.

I pull down the blanket just a little bit and
she notices something white and thick on my hand.

“Oh, can I bring you a napkin for that?”

I smile at her with the most formal and
polite smile that I can fake.

“No, I will be just fine, thank you.”

I bring my hand to my mouth and lick Daddy’s
sperm from it in a single swift motion.

 


The Island

 


The next couple of days go by in a haze. We
walk around the island among tropical vegetation, fuck, swim in the
ocean, fuck, talk for hours while waiting for the sunset, fuck, and
then fuck some more. It is a carnal paradise, a dream come true and
I forget about the world, about my sick mother and my college debt
and other problems. We live in a bungalow far away from the tourist
attractions, so most of the time it is just me and Daddy.

I don’t know if I am in love or not. My heart
skips a beat every time he looks at me. I enjoy just wrapping my
legs around his and putting my hand on his muscular chest and just
stare at the contrast between my brown skin and his white body. And
when he fucks me, I just have to hold my head up and look at his
big white dick disappearing in my ebony kitty and it just drives me
so fucking wild!

It is our fifth morning together. Usually, he
gets up earlier and I wake up either because he brings me breakfast
in bed or he is feasting on my brown kitty. But yesterday evening
he got a call from someone and spent the whole evening till
midnight doing some business stuff on his laptop, so I didn’t get
my evening dose of thick white dick and my nagging pussy is
demanding attention. Isn’t it weird how easily we get used to good
things? Before meeting Daddy I didn’t get pounded for several
months, and now I am so used to being impaled on the best dick in
the universe several times a day that I take it for granted.

But there is this nagging feeling at the back
of my head that doesn’t let me relax. A sliver of my past that
haunts me constantly despite all the efforts to subdue it. And I
know that sooner or later I will have to confront it, but I’d
rather do it later. Much, much later.

I look to the side and Richard is still
sleeping. I have no idea how he manages to sleep on his back, but I
think that I will just have to get used to the fact that he is
simply an exceptional man. I look at the manly profile of his face…
I don’t get to see him from this angle very often and that’s a
shame because he looks like a god.

Very carefully, as if I am subconsciously
afraid to desecrate his image with my flesh, I move my hand towards
his face and stroke his cheek. No, my flesh looks good next to his,
my skin looks good next to his and together our bodies form a true
work of art… an art of passion and desire.

I still can’t believe that all of this is
true. We weren’t really poor and never lived in the actual ghetto,
but our cramped apartment in the downtown area was smaller than
this bungalow. I never felt a lack of attention from black guys,
but none of them made me feel even close to what I experience daily
with Daddy. I had a few white guys hit on me, but they were so
passive and feminine that I really preferred the pseudo-alpha
manners of black brothers. The lesser of the two evils, I guess;
besides, it was always fun to figure out which gangsta-rapper they
were copying their behavior from.

My fingers slide down toward his neck as my
other hand just automatically reaches for my clit. I stroke the
area between his neck and shoulder, my favorite place to rest my
head as I cautiously tap the hood of my clit to help it awaken from
its slumber. I pull Daddy's blanket down a bit and expose his
cannonball shoulder that still has visible scratches that I left on
his body during our midday fuck yesterday. I put my index finger on
my clit and push it as if it was a button to invigorate and excite
my body.

The tingly warmth spills out of my clit and
fills every cell of my flesh with delightful bliss. I turn my head
and see the white interior of our temporary home, filled with
sunlight from the large window next to our bed. I see that some of
the light falls on my legs and move the blanket, exposing my ebony
skin to the sun’s radiation. It immediately feels so nice and warm,
but it looks even better. My brown legs engulfed in pearl-white
sheets that are glistering in the sunlight.

Life just feels so damn good.

My fingers already polish my clit, but I keep
it slow. I want the music of my sexual pleasure to compliment this
lazy morning. I look back at Daddy, who is still sound asleep, and
continue exploring his delicious white body. Now I see his biceps
and triceps, relaxed, but still big, strong and defined. I pull the
blanket further down to expose his thick forearms and his big manly
hands… I never understood women who said that man’s hands are one
of the sexiest parts of his body until I actually saw how a real
man’s hands look like.

I lean closer to him and take a deep breath.
Together with fresh and delicious air, I breathe the smell of
Daddy’s body and it is the best fragrance a real man can ever
have.

Despite my efforts to keep it slow and
steady, my pussy is already wet and I feel the heat of desire
spreading through my veins. I close my legs and press them together
but it doesn’t help. I begin rubbing myself at full speed in hope
of getting it over with because I really don’t want to wake
Richard. I look at him again and something catches the corner of my
eye.

The thin blanket covering Daddy’s body is
raised above his crotch as if someone has put up a tent above his
sexy body. I haven’t seen a man’s morning wood before, and it
really can’t be it. Daddy has an enormous, glorious white dick that
stretches my pussy just right, but whatever props up the blanket is
even bigger.

I hold my hand in the air just above the tip
of the mysterious white iceberg and the heat radiating from it
warms up my tiny ebony palm. There can be no mistake, it is Daddy’s
cock, that just became even bigger because of some weird magic of
male physiology. I wonder if he is dreaming about me while having
this erection… and I sure hope that he is not dreaming about that
bitch from the airplane!

But I can’t really feel jealous right now. My
mind is drawn to my white king’s hard cock and I decide to raise
the blanket just a little bit to take a peek. Just a glance with
one eye open won’t hurt anyone, right? I carefully raise the
blanket on my side as my fingers polish my clit faster and faster,
making my hand shake a bit.

I see his white dick in all its glory, its
veins pulsating with blood and the purple crown of his glans
bursting from pressure. It really looks bigger, but I just have to
check. I will just touch it, just wrap my fingers around it for a
second to make sure that the diameter got bigger, nothing wrong
with that, right?

I need both hands for this maneuver and my
clit screams from disappointment as I temporarily leave it for
Daddy’s dick. I carefully touch it with the tips of my fingers
while throwing glances at Daddy’s face to make sure I don’t wake
him up. Finally, my hand clasps around his fat cock, and it feels
kind of bigger, but my hands are not really that good at measuring
things.

But I bet that I can make sure if it is
bigger or not by putting it into my mouth! I’ll be very careful not
to wake Daddy, I’ll just put my lips around it, just to measure it,
nothing more. I carefully remove the blanket and my eyes feast on
Richards’ glorious white dick. I move closer and closer to him,
like a black panther in African savannah creeping upon the
unsuspecting white tourist. I hold my breath before I pounce on his
hard cock with my mouth and impale my face on Daddy’s rod.

My lips clasp around his shaft, but I need to
measure the length too! I move my head until his fat cock reaches
my throat and I swallow it. My fingers are working on my clit
again, but I am not sure if my hands can contain my lust for
Daddy’s white cock anymore. It already fills my mouth but it is so
big that I can’t take the whole length. Maybe if I would put it in
my pussy, just for a moment…

Oh hell, who am I kidding? All this
“measuring” is pure bullshit! I just want this cock and I want it
now!

I mount Daddy’s enormous dick and I don’t
care if it is bigger than normal or not. It stretches my flaming
cunt to the limit, and this is more than I could ever ask for. I
plant my brown pussy on his white cock with ease, I am so wet that
I can irrigate the whole of Sahara desert. I look down at the line
where our bodies meet, a perfect blend of black and white. I take a
deep breath and begin my ride to blissful oblivion of orgasm.

Daddy opens his sleepy eyes and I lean
forward, greeting him with my rock-hard brown nipples staring right
in his face.

“Good morning, Daddy. I couldn’t wait for you
to wake up, so I borrowed your cock for a while. Are you mad?”

“Of course not, Princess. You know that my
cock is yours. Are you enjoying it?”

Does he really have to ask? I enjoy his cock
and I enjoy him calling me Princess. I will be a good Princess for
my King… my white King.

Instead of answering, I just tense the
muscles of my pussy and that makes him moan. I lean back to make
sure Richard has a full view of my young ebony body. His hands
immediately begin exploring my flesh, still looking for new ways of
pleasuring it even after all the countless hours we spent together.
Daddy’s palms cover my perky breasts and I feel two bolts of
lightning shooting through my chest. I always had sensitive nipples
but only Daddy knows how to use them!

I look down and his white hands on my ebony
body just look so aesthetic. Our bedroom looks like an art gallery
with only one painting, that is always shifting and changing, and
this picture is of me and Daddy mixing our colors to create the
magic of love. I lean forward and put my hands on his massive chest
while working with my booty to pleasure his white dick. Now I stare
at how my tiny black palms look on the canvas of his white flesh
and the pyre of my lust burns brighter and brighter.

Our bungalow is air-conditioned, but it feels
so fucking hot! I lean in to kiss Daddy and our mouths begin
wrestling for pleasure. And again I remember how funny it is that I
got to have sex with Daddy on the plane before even kissing him.
With Richard, everything is different… everything is better!

I feel his hands grabbing my booty, spreading
my butt-cheeks and pushing me forward. I know what is going to
happen next and my body shakes with anticipation. Daddy begins
pounding me hard, penetrating the pink slit of my pussy with his
big dick. He is going balls-deep, strong and swift strokes, full
control over my body.

And I am happy to give up control, to fully
submit to Daddy’s will. If someone told me a week ago that I would
be happy to serve a man in any context, I would laugh at their
face… or, more likely, punch it. But now, I see that there is
nothing better than feeling small and innocent and safe in the
hands of your man. To feel the raw power of his will, the raw
strength of his muscles, the raw and unmasked scent of his
body.

I pull my body up and curve my back so my
breasts are right in his face and Daddy can’t resist my brown
girls. He sucks on my nipples and licks my areolas, squeezes my
breasts from the underside and makes sure that both of them get the
same amount of treatment – the way I like it. Daddy knows me so
well by now, and yet I am sure he will find a way to surprise me…
he always does.

Daddy’s mouth devours my ebony flesh while
his white dick shatters my tiny body with strong and swift
strokes.

It feels good.

It feels like a perfect morning.

Suddenly, he stops pounding and pushes me
back.

“Turn around.”

I look in his eyes and a mischievous smile
appears on my face. I know what Daddy wants and I will give him a
good show. I hop off his cock and my pussy instantly cries in
disappointment. I tell my pink kitty to wait just a little more,
because I need to set the stage for Daddy’s entertainment. I turn
my back to Richard, stand on my knees and begin my slow descent on
his big cock. I feel its heat way before it penetrates me, and it
helps me to find my target and to catch it between my pussy lips.
Once I am safely impaled on my Daddy’s dick, I begin slowly
devouring his white cock with my black booty, letting Daddy enjoy
the spectacle for a little while.

But it is just a warm-up and the headliner is
about to hit the stage. Daddy holds me by the ankles and by the
tension in his palms I know that he is dying from anticipation. I
tease him for a while, but I am so excited myself, that I can’t
tease him anymore. I swallow his fat cock with my brown pussy, wait
for a second and begin twerking.

I never
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