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 Eat

My tiny and fragile ebony hand is enveloped
by Daddy’s enormous paw. I think about how he can crush my bones
only with a slight movement and it sends shivers down my spine… the
good kind of shivers.

Instead, he firmly, but gently, pulls me up
and I step out of the limo on the sparklingly clean pavement in
front of one of the most prestigious restaurants in the city.
Daddy, ever the gentleman, helps me out of the car and for a moment
I stand face to face with him – or, rather, face to chest. He wears
a black silk shirt under a black tuxedo and the color is enriched
by the contrast with the white skin of his neck.

The invigorating scent of his cologne hits my
nostrils and I involuntarily close my eyes to bask in the aroma of
spicy manliness with a touch of bergamot.

“Shawna.”

Daddy’s low and slightly raspy voice brings
me out of my momentary trance. I open my eyes and see that he
stepped aside and the way forward is clear. I automatically wrap my
left hand around his arm as we start walking towards the doors, my
fingers grasping his huge biceps.

I smile at the doorman and an army of waiters
that welcome the restaurant’s owner and his date inside, but as we
pass the richly decorated reception area and proceed to the VIP
booth, there is only one question on my mind:

“Will Daddy finally fuck me today?”

It is our seventh date, meeting, outing,
however you want to call it. Most of the time men want to fuck me
immediately, skipping the obligatory restaurant part. These men
usually end up blacklisted, not only because they don’t understand
the difference between an escort and a prostitute, but because the
first date is an important part of the screening process. I only
meet with clients who don’t repulse me and sleep only with men I
feel attracted to, and even then men have to spend a lot of time
and money to get in my pants.

But with Daddy it is different. We went out
six times before and not even once he even hinted at anything
sexual.

Which makes me want him even more, of course.
I mean, I decided to let him fuck me as soon as I met him – broad
shoulders, massive chest, delicious-looking ass and chiseled
jawline were good arguments, but it was the fact that he was
clearly much older than me sealed the deal. Daddy is a white
cisgender male, a person that society wants me to hate, and that
makes me want him even more.

We enter our booth and Daddy pulls the chair
for me. A nice gesture in itself, but an opportunity for me. I sit
down very quickly and straighten my back, momentarily trapping his
fingers between my skin and the silky surface of the luxurious
chair. His touch sends sparks of tension through my body, but then
something magical happens.

Instead of removing his hands, his fingers
slowly trail my back upwards towards my neck. I just sit there
afraid to move as my kitty becomes dripping wet in an instant. He
squeezes my shoulders and then rubs them several times, causing all
my tension to disappear and my body melt into the chair.

At the same time my thighs feel like they
were pierced with thousands of small needles as my pussy
immediately gets hungry, and today she won’t accept anything but
white cock.

Suddenly, I don’t feel his fingers anymore
and he sits down across the table from me. My body immediately
tenses up, longing for more of his touch.

“Thank you, D-, Edward.”

Referring to him as Daddy in my thoughts
feels natural, but I am not sure that he would approve of me
calling him this way. And I don’t want to risk it, because so far
it felt like he was testing me.

I am so used to being in full control of an
escort-client relationship that having the tables turned feels
strangely invigorating. I even google everything connected to Daddy
and his businesses before our meetings just to impress him.

“You look especially beautiful today,
Shawna.”

This is something that I hear every day, but
it still feels special coming from him.

“Thank you.”

He picks up the menu in front of him and so
do I. My eyes scan the rows of letters (as is customary in top-tier
places, there are no numbers in the women's version of the menu),
but I can’t concentrate on anything else but him. My mind races and
I feel as if I am taking an exam and the pressure to fill the
uncomfortable silence is unbearable.

“By the way, Edward, congratulations on the
successful takeover this week.”

He smiles with the right corner of his lips
while his eyes are still fixed on the menu.

“Thank you. Which one do you mean?”

Damnit, the business newsletter mentioned
only one of them! Do I confess or pretend that I am in the
know?

“Both of them, of course.”

Daddy shifts his gaze from the menu to
me.

“There were three of them, actually. But now
that I think of it, two of them are yet to be announced to the
general public.”

Fuck!

Blood rushes to my face as I sheepishly smile
and look at the menu again. What do I say? Do I say anything? And
why is it so damn exciting?!

“Anyway, are you ready to order, Shawna?”

Before I open my mouth, an older male waiter
appears right next to our table, seemingly out of nowhere.

“Walter, I’d have Mentaiko Carbonara with
Arancini Tonkotsu Quenelle.”

“I see, Sir. If you are keen on contemporary
Japanese cuisine today, may I suggest Suntory’s Yamazaki
50-Year-Old whiskey?”

“This is an excellent recommendation,
Walter.”

“Thank you, Sir. And for the lady?”

I grew up in the hood and being referred to
as “lady” is not something I am used to, so it takes me a couple of
seconds to figure out that they are waiting for my response… and I
have no fucking idea.

“Edward, maybe you could suggest something,
sorry.”

Daddy doesn’t think for a second.

“She will have a Turducken Sushirito and
Shalom Millefueille. As for wine, Domaine Leflaive.”

I guess quick decision-making is normal for
multibillionaires, but for a person like me who struggles with nail
color selection it is very impressive.

The waiter retreats with a polite nod and we
submerge into an evening of pleasant conversation and exquisite
flavors.


 Fuck

We ride Daddy’s limo back to my apartment. I
sit right next to him on the backseat, or a rather quite luxurious
sofa with the softest white leather my black ass ever touched. Our
elbows occasionally touch as he types something on the keyboard of
his laptop. I can’t make the sense of market charts on the screen
of his laptop as a billion thoughts race in my head.

So this is it? Is this another evening when
he drops me off and leaves? Did I mess up trying to impress him
with knowledge of his takeovers and he won’t see me again?

The heart thumps in my chest, but this is not
the only body part that I feel right now. My pussy is wet and
pulsating with desire and I am enveloped in the exquisite fragrance
of his perfume, as I feel myself so tiny and weak next to his huge
frame.

The silence and uncertainty are killing
me.

I need to say something.

Or do something.

Almost instinctively my left hand darts
towards him and lands on his right thigh. His fingers stop typing
as I feel the huge muscles of his leg tensing for a moment.

I am surprised by myself as much as he is.
This is the first time in my life that I show an interest in a
man.

I see his head turn to me with the corner of
my eye, but I don’t dare to move.

“I have to admit that I am a bit confused,
Shawna.”

I take a deep breath and let the words roll
out of my tongue.

“I want you, Edward.”

“I know.”

YOU WHAT?!

“Most women are attracted to me physically
and it was obvious from the start that you want me too. However,
your body language indicated that you are not used to being around
me. When I fuck a woman who is nervous, who is unsure of herself,
whose body is tense, I don’t enjoy it as much as fucking a woman
who can let go and give herself to me fully.”

I look at him and there is a shadow of a
smirk on his lips as he continues.

“However, maybe making a small step forward
will help you relax more. What do you think?”

My mind doesn’t understand the meaning of his
words, but my pussy does.

“Yes, Daddy.”

Edward smiles.

“I see, Daddy it is. Now, suck Daddy’s
cock.”

He moves my hand from his thigh to his crotch
and I feel the heat even through the fabric of his trousers. I
squeeze and stroke his cock and feel it growing…

…and growing…

…and growing…

…I shift my gaze in disbelief and see the
outline of Daddy’s huge dick still growing in his trousers. Now it
looks like someone stuffed a club in there and the fabric of his
pants is about to rip open. I nudge the ziplock of his pants with
the tip of my fingers and it slides open under the intense pressure
of Daddy’s rock-hard rod. It jumps out of his textile prison right
into my hand and I can barely grasp half of its base.

My tiny black palm begins exploring Daddy’s
white cock. I feel the intricate web of pulsating veins under the
tips of my fingers, all leading to a huge purple head.

I wonder if it will fit into my mouth.

“I want you to play with yourself.”

The tone of his voice is assertive and firm
and my other hand wastes no time in pulling my dress up and my
already soaked panties to the side. I lightly squeeze my engorged
clit between my fingers and begin stroking myself as I stroke
Daddy’s rod with my other hand.

Mesmerized I see how his dick still grows in
my palm as I stroke it faster and faster from the base all the way
up to the purple crown. The head of Daddy’s magnificent cock looks
like it is about to burst when I suddenly feel his huge palm on the
top of my head.

“Did you forget what I told you to do?”

He grabs my head and I open my mouth just in
time as he plants my face on his giant dick. My lips feel every
nook and cranny of Daddy’s rock-hard rod as it penetrates my
throat. Then he removes his hand and I pull his
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