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Full Brown Lips on a Thick White Shaft

I move my head ever so slightly to the left
and take a good look at myself in the mirror as I continue slurping
on Jonatan’s cock. The contrast between my brown lips and his white
dick is so captivating that I freeze for a moment, enjoying the
view, but Jon is so close to the finish line that he begins moving
his hips, fucking my head…

… and it feels even better this way.

I keep looking in the mirror, mesmerized by
the sight of his fat white cock disappearing in my mouth as I feel
every vein, every bump on his rock-hard rod. I feel the familiar
throbbing under my tongue and begin sucking as hard as I can,
preparing to receive his tasty cum.

He grunts and puffs and shakes and breaks the
rhythm as I feel his hot seed hitting the back of my throat. I am
still looking at my own reflection in the mirror, at my ebony hands
on his white hips, at his pale palms on my curly black hair. And
when the last drop of cum leaves his dick, I pull it out of my
mouth and turn my head to the mirror. Before swallowing the last
drops of his load I open my mouth and enjoy the view: hot droplets
of white man's cum on my pink tongue.

I would prefer to see them on my pink pussy
lips though. I close my eyes and just imagine it, a tough and
dominant white man exploding inside of me and filling my womb with
his hot seed… and then doing it again and again for nine months
until I burst and give birth to a light-skinned baby.

But it won’t happen. Not with Jonatan.

I open my eyes and look at his reflection in
the mirror. He is still standing right next to me, his dick already
limp, but his hands still trembling.

Jonatan is a tall and scrawny guy in his
early twenties. Jonatan works at Starbucks and smokes weed. Jonatan
is a liberal and supports feminism.

His white skin and his fat cock are the only
things he has in common with the man of my dreams. Jonatan is a
nice guy… but I don’t want nice.

“Oh, Breona, baby, that was, like amazing!
Thank you, babe.”

I barely hold myself back from cringing as I
hear his weak voice. I don’t want to be thanked; I want him to make
me lick his cum from the floor.

“Did you really like it, Jon?”

Of course, he did. He likes any attention
that a girl can give him.

“Yeah, babe, it was awesome, you give the
best blowjobs ever.”

I don’t want to be praised, I want him to
toss me on the bed like a ragdoll and brutally fuck me with
disregard for my pleasure.

“How do you know, Jon? Do you get blowjobs
from other girls?”

If I can’t get fucked, then I’ll at least get
to fuck with him a little.

“Oh come on Bree, you know it’s not like
that!”

Oh god, how can anyone be so weak! I don’t
want to be apologized to, I want to be put in my place!

“It’s okay, Jon, I’m just messing with you.
Listen, I need to go, I’m already late for class.”

He mumbles something, but I don’t listen. I
stand up and go to the bathroom to wash my face and check myself in
the mirror. I couldn’t be bothered to take my clothes off just to
give a blowjob to Jon and he probably didn’t dare to tell me to get
naked. Everything looks ok and I look like a proper student. It’s
my second year, so I am not really in the crosshairs of college
administration, but I still try to be on time when I go to
class.

As I leave the bathroom I see Jon already
dressed and waiting for me in the corridor.

“Bree, babe, did you think, you know, about
that thing?”

Here we go again.

“What thing, Jon?”

I know precisely what he is talking about,
but maybe I can bully him into dropping the subject.

“You know, that thing we talked about… like,
a boyfriend and girlfriend thing?”

It takes all my willpower to stop myself from
rolling my eyes.

“We didn’t talk about it, you asked about it
and I told you no. Don’t get me wrong, Jon, I enjoy having sex with
you, but I am just not ready for commitment.”

I mean, I can’t just tell the guy that he is
a wimp and I only care about his big white cock.

“Ok, ok, sure, I understand – you just need
some time and some space, that’s cool.”

And yet you pester me about it every time we
meet!

Ok, deep breath Breanna.

In and out.

“Listen, Jon, I really need to go. I’ll
message you later, ok?”

“Yeah, sure babe, see ya!”

I leave the apartment and as I walk towards
the elevator I listen to my inner voice. Do I really want to
message him later? Did I really enjoy sucking his dick five minutes
ago? I push the call button and as I wait for the elevator I try to
analyze my feelings and…

… the results are negative. No, I didn’t
enjoy giving him a blowjob that much. And I haven’t been truly
enjoying his company for quite some time. I still like seeing how a
big white dick penetrates my tiny brown pussy, but right now I feel
like any white cock will do and so no there is really no reason for
me to listen to Jon’s nagging every time. It’s not like there is a
shortage of thirsty white guys… the true problem is finding the one
that looks and acts like a real man.

The elevator doors open and I automatically
step in…

… only to bump into something big and
something hard and fall back on my black ass!

I open my mouth to scream obscenities at the
idiot who dared to stand in my way, but my gaze falls on a pair of
expensive leather oxford shoes in front of me and some mysterious
energy, a feeling, shuts me up. I scan the man's legs and the
expensive fabric of his dark grey trousers fails to hide the
stranger's muscular thighs. I look up and see a dark outline of a
massive man on the background of a bright elevator lamp.

Suddenly, I feel small and vulnerable. My
tiny body is fully covered by the shadow of this big man who didn’t
even budge when I bumped into him. And now I am in his power and I
have no idea what does he want nor what does he think.

I feel my body slightly trembling as cold
fear grips my spinal cord… only to be melted by the intense heat of
lust radiating from my pussy. My black kitty didn’t get wet while I
sucked on Jonatan’s cock, but now it is as moist as it can be. I am
excited and confu-

“Sorry, I didn’t see you there.”

The mountain had a deep and slightly raspy
voice. He apologized, but his tone of voice was far from
apologetic. As I struggle to think of an answer, he moves and I see
a hand outstretched towards me.

A hand belonging to a white man.

My body reacts automatically and obediently
and in a moment my tiny brown palm drowns in his. As soon as his
fingers clasp around mine he just pulls me up like I weigh nothing.
When I am back on my feet I almost fall again because I just feel
weak in my knees, but he keeps holding my hand and I manage to keep
my balance.

“Are you ok, young lady?”

It sounds more like a statement than a
question. He is taller than me and I am still looking at him from
below, but now there is no light shining from behind him and I can
take a good look at his face and body. Bulging shoulders tightly
draped by a fabric of his shirt, meaty neck, square jaw, and raven
dark hair with an occasional streak of silver. He looks good, but I
can tell that he is older because his eyes are so deep and they
pierce right through me…

Suddenly, I feel his hand on my waist and my
pussy spasms. The mysterious stranger gently but confidently pushes
me to the side and just walks right past me without saying a word.
I see the elevator doors beginning to close in front of me and some
instinct pushes me inside.

A moment before the doors close behind me I
hear Jonatan’s voice.

“Oh, hi Dad!”

 



 Perky Ebony Breasts
Bouncing Up and Down

I unlock my phone, look at the blank screen
of the texting app, and then lock it again. I did this probably a
hundred times already and yet I still can’t make a decision. I
don’t know what is wrong with me. Usually, I just snap and do or
say things, but this time I feel like a mumbling mess. I wonder if
this is how wimps like Jonatan experience life?

Fuck it.

I unlock the phone again and quickly, before
the anxiety interrupts me again, type in “hi wyd” and push the send
button. Knowing Jonatan, he will probably respond in a minute and I
just hold my phone in my hand while waiting for the reply.

I am nervous. Damn it, I can’t really
remember when was the last time I felt this way. Since the moment I
bumped into this man from the elevator I just can’t think straight.
Every time I close my eyes my mind automatically brings me back to
Jonatan’s apartment building, I remember more and more details.

The notes of wood and bergamot in his
perfume. The slightly coarse skin of his palm. The electric bolts
of pleasure I felt when he pushed me to the side. The bulging
muscles of his wide chest clearly visible through the silky fabric
of his shirt. The paralyzing lust and invigorating dominating
energy that oozed from his body.

The way he ignored my young
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