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I love white things!

I step out of the shower and wrap my tight
young body in a huge white towel. The contrast between the ebony
color of my skin and pearl white towel looks so aesthetically
pleasing that I turn to the mirror to enjoy it some more. The
mirror is big enough to see half of my body in it, so I drop the
towel on the floor and look at my body in the ornament of the white
tiled wall behind me. My gaze slides down the reflection of my long
neck, my perky breasts with big brown nipples, my toned black
stomach and lower to the… edge of the mirror.

I remember that mom will be home soon and I
really need to hurry. She said that it is a surprise and something
very important for her, so I guess I can oblige. I mean, I turned
eighteen last month and it is very unlikely that things excite my
mom will excite me, but whatever, I guess.

I enter my room and take a look at the
contents of my wardrobe. I guess it will be tight shorts and a
T-shirt (white, as usual), and of course, fuck wearing underwear at
home! My hand moves down to my clit to quickly rub myself to climax
as I usually do before putting on my clothes, but I wonder if I
have time for that now. But I want it so much! I went for several
weeks without a hot hard cock inside of me and the proverbial itch
is killing me. I am sure that nothing will happ-,

“Angela!”

It’s my mom’s voice and she is home early.
Damn, I guess I can tolerate the flame of lust in my black kitty
for another couple of hours. I button down my shorts and run to the
hall while simultaneously pulling a T-shirt over my head. It covers
my eyes for a moment just as I enter the room, and when I pull the
edge of the shirt down I see… a man looking at me!

Oh my god, he must have seen my tits as I
entered and… who is he? He is tall and wide and gorgeous, is he my
mommy’s new boyfriend? But he is… white?!

“Oh, here you are, sweetie.”

My mom enters the room from the kitchen.

“I see that you have already met Robert.”

“She just entered the room, Keisha, so I and
your daughter didn’t get a chance to talk yet.”

His voice is so deep and masculine that I
find myself mesmerized by the way he talks.

“Well, hopefully, you guys will get a chance
to talk a lot soon. Angela, please meet my sweetheart, Robert.”

I just stand there in silence, my heart
beating so fast as my eyes stare directly into his. Robert’s
piercing gaze just makes me want to submit and I look down. What is
happening to me? I don’t submit to no man! But he… I realize that
it is already awkward and I am supposed to say something.

“H-, hello.”

“It is nice to meet you, Angela. Your mother
told me a lot about you. She usually refers to you as a devil in
the body of an angel, while I don’t really know anything about the
former yet, the latter seems true.”

Did he… did he just call me an angel? Why
the… Why does it feel so good coming from him? Why I am not mad? He
is just some old white guy and… well, he is not that old. I can
only guess his age, but he looks way younger than he is supposed to
be. And he is in much better shape than most of the boys from my
school. His muscles are clearly visible under the fabric of his
fitted shirt. I think I see why my mom fell for him.

“Oh Robert, just wait a little bit and she
will show her feisty side. But who knows, maybe you will be able to
tame her and one day she will call you daddy!”

My mom laughs at her own joke, but I don’t
cringe at it like I usually do… her words just ring in my ears over
and over again…

DADDY

It was hard growing without a father and at
first, I truly felt helpless without a strong and dominating male
figure at my side to protect and teach me. But eventually, I
learned to fend for myself and thought that I was over it, that now
I am an independent and strong young woman that doesn’t need a
man.

But as I look at this hunk of a male and
imagine my ebony skin on his white skin I realize that while I may
think anything I want about myself, my body has its own opinion,
and now it wants to spread brown folds of my pussy and show him the
delicious pink inside of it and receive his glorious white dick in
me while I am calling him Daddy.

Mom finally stops laughing.

“But seriously, Angela, I hope that you are
ok with all this. I mean you are a grown woman already, and-”

“It’s ok, mom. I mean, it’s not the first
time you have a boyfriend.”

Robert smirks.

“Yes, but it is the first time when she got
someone as handsome as myself.”

It was said half-jokingly, but I instantly
felt power and confidence behind that statement and my black kitty
pleasurably ached with anticipation. Not now, dammit!

“Ok, so how about I leave you boring old
people alone to discuss boring old things, ok, thanks, bye.”

I hear them responding with laughter as I
quickly walk back to my room. I breathe deep to calm my pounding
heart, but for my wet pussy, I have another remedy.

***

It is Saturday evening and I sit in the hall
alone and watch TV. I am not really in the mood to go out and not
really that hungry for sex anymore. After meeting mom’s new
boyfriend Robert a couple of days ago I masturbated until my wrists
hurt and I didn’t see him after that. My mom is out doing whatever
and so I can spend the evening all by myself and watch cartoons
instead of doing something productive.

I lay on the sofa wearing only white shorts
and white socks and enjoy occasionally putting an ice-cold glass of
cola on my nipples because I like it and don’t care what do You
think about it. The doorbell rings just during one of those moments
and I spill cola all over my tits.

So that’s what they call black on black,
huh.

I chuckle to myself and get up to go and get
the door. I don’t bother to put on the T-shirt because my chest is
all wet from cola and literally no one rings the doorbell to our
apartment except my mom who just loves forgetting her keys in
taxis.

I open the door and instead of seeing my
mommy’s smiling face in front of me I see a massive muscular chest
with cannonball shoulders draped in a fitted shirt.

Shit.

I raise my head up and look at the face of
the owner of this magnificent physique. It’s Robert.

SHIT!

I never ran so quickly in my life ever
before, except for this one time when that bitch Melinda stole my
ice cream in the fourth grade and wanted to run away with it. I
like cold and I like white, and since ice cream fits both of these
categories, I don’t let anyone mess it. Back in my room I quickly
wipe my brown breasts with pearl white bedsheets and throw on a
T-shirt. I walk by the door to the hall and carefully listen.

I can’t really hear anything besides the TV.
Did he go away? Or is he still waiting at the door? I mean, I would
come in, but white people are weird. But I can’t pretend I am not
excited seeing him again. What is he doing here? And why is he
alone?

I step into the hall and see Robert sitting
on the sofa in my place, watching my cartoons and drinking my cola
from my glass! He looks at me and winks.

“Hey, take a seat!”

I can’t believe he is acting like that! He
goes into my house uninvited, takes my shit and acts like a jerk!
That is… so… hot! I want to mouth off but his confidence is just so
invigorating. I feel a little tingling feeling in my pussy and I
don’t like where this is going. I cautiously sit on the sofa as far
away from him as possible. He looks at me, winks, and offers me a
glass of my cola:

“You want some?”

He is such an asshole! And I can’t decide
what is hotter, this or the contrast between his white hand and the
dark glass full to the brim with a delicious drink.

“What are you doing here?”

“I was supposed to pick up your mom, but I
see that she is late. As usual.”

I chuckle.

“Yeah, that sounds like her. So… how did you
guys meet?”

I couldn’t care less, but with every second
that I sit next to him and feel his strong dominant energy I feel
my blood boil with lust under my ebony skin. His low voice, his hot
body, his powerful presence, all of this just make me want to
submit, to feel helpless and protected and desired and fu-

“I accidentally walked on her while she was
trying on a new bra in the changing booth. I gave her some advice
and here we go.”

“Oh… I guess she really liked your
advice.”

“Yeah, and I liked how she looked without her
top on. And you know, your breasts look even better.”

I feel the blood rushing to my face and
realize that it must be what white people feel when their face gets
red from embarrassment. But is it truly embarrassment that I feel?
He has seen my chest twice and him comparing me with mommy just
feels so wrong that it just… drives me insane with passion. I see
him smirk and realize that I am unconsciously biting my lip.

“You know, your mom described you as a brat,
but you look like a good girl to me. A true little angel.”

My heart skipped a beat and I am pretty sure
he felt that.

“Do you like it when I call you an Angel? Do
you want to be my dark Angel?”

“Y-yes, D…”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Da… Daddy.”

Our bodies meet in the middle of the sofa as
I submit myself to his dominant flesh. Daddy’s strong hands grab my
tiny body and I feel invigorated by his touch. My T-shirt lands on
the floor and my brown girls point their rock-hard nipples right in
Daddy’s face.

“I've been dying to meet them since the
moment I saw them yesterday. You are so beautiful, Angel.”

“Thank you, Da-”

Words get stuck in my throat as his lips
descend on my flaming skin and I see my brown flesh devoured by his
lips. It feels like a crack of a whip of pleasure on my breasts. I
think that this is more than enough to make me wet and then realize
that I am already wet! The temperature of lust in my body goes up
by a billion degrees and I just can’t get enough of Daddy licking
my areolas, biting my nipples, squeezing my breasts with his
hands.

It feels sooo gooood.

I can’t hold myself back and my hands begin
their exploration of his strong body. I grab Daddy’s
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