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Black Princess for Daddy


 Black Princess for
Daddy

My smooth ebony skin is glistening in the
light from the hot summer sun. My hot young body feels warm and
comfortable as I lay on the beach on this fine Sunday morning. My
pussy is wet from thinking about my mom’s new boyfriend.

She introduced us yesterday evening and I
just can't stop thinking about him. The moment we shook hands (no
black man has ever shown me that much respect before!) I fell in
love with the contrast of our skin colors, my tiny black hand
drowning in his huge white palm. I still feel the pleasurable
electric tingle of his magnetic touch as my flaming body desires
his.

I try to turn my attention to my friends but
instantly tire of their pointless babbling about “problems” in
school and a new track from some gangsta rapper. I look at the boys
in our group and cringe. They try so hard to emulate tough men they
saw on TV that it looks almost comical considering their feeble
skinny-fat bodies and childish manners.

I turn around and my mind races back to
meeting Jonathan. It is so immediately clear how he is superior to
the boys that surround me. He even stands out from all the other
men my mom dated before (and trust me, I fucked most of them).
Tall, broad shoulders, muscular chest and dominating presence… he
looks way younger than his age and he has all his hair!

I feel a trembling hand touching my back. Not
this again.

“Kiara, baby, I know you enjoy it when Jamal
rubs this lotion into yo booty baby.”

This moron knows better than to actually
touch my booty, but it still annoying.

“Jamal, get your dirty hands off me before I
shove them down your black ass.”

He scoffs and walks over to another girl. So
much for a real gangster, huh. How can men be so different from
each other? Jonathan just has this dominant and commanding
presence. Yesterday he asked for a glass of water, and while he was
nice and polite, my body just felt obliged to get up and bring him
the glass. It feels so good to serve my white man and be rewarded
even with scraps of his attention.

So far all my mommy’s relationships ended up
with me getting bored with her new boyfriends and then they would
get bored of her. But this time it is different. Jonathan is an
amazing catch and I can’t allow my mommy to screw this chance. I
want him to be my white King and I want me to be his black
Princess. I will make him my Daddy whatever the cost.

***

After the beach I just can’t be bothered by
changing my clothes and go through town in my bikini, flaunting my
delicious ebony body. It feels so good to see hungry stares of men
devouring my passionate flesh. It feels equally good seeing their
wives look at me with contempt as they secretly wish to be as open
and free about my sexuality as me.

I enter our apartment and see a pair of
expensive leather shoes on the shoe rack (yes, my mom is one of
those people who makes everyone remove their shoewear). And these
are exactly the type of shoes that only rich white fold would wear,
which means I am in luck. I grab the lotion from my bag and just
throw it on the floor.

I begin lubing myself up as I try to hear if
there is any noise in the apartment. My ebony skin looks so much
better when oiled up and I just can’t keep my eyes off my own body
in the mirror. I do all of this to please Daddy. There is total
silence in the apartment, which means that mommy is outside – she
is one of those people who are always loud and talkative. I make a
deep breath and feel how my flaming pussy is just aching with
anticipation. My thirsty kitty will have to wait a bit, but I am
sure that she will be royally rewarded by Daddy’s cock.

I step into the living room and see Daddy
sitting behind the counter in the kitchen area. He has a laptop in
front of him and he seems so consumed by his work that he doesn’t
even notice me. Good, I like a challenge. I will make sure to
maximize the effect my body makes on his and I am not going to hold
back.

My eyes quickly scan the room for an excuse
to bend over and I almost immediately notice a TV remote lying on a
low coffee table. I quietly walk to it and stand with my back to
Daddy. Then I bend over and stick my sexy ass in his direction as
much as possible. I take the remote, but don’t touch any buttons
yet.

The trap is set.

“Da-,” – oh shit! “Jonathan, do you mind if I
switch on the TV?”

I see his reflection in the dark surface of a
switched-off TV screen. He raises his head and looks at me. Nothing
in his facial expression shows it, but I am sure that he enjoys the
view of my curvy ass and hips.

“Hello, Princess, I didn’t notice you enter.
Sure, go ahead.”

Daddy’s voice was so deep and masculine that
I couldn’t help but think about the strength behind it. It is funny
that he calls me a princess because it is exactly how I feel around
him. I wait for two more seconds to tease Daddy and then push the
button on the remote. I straighten up and turn around. My rock-hard
nipples barely covered by the thin fabric of my bikini top stare
right at his face.

“But you do notice me now, right
Johnathan?”

“I do, Princess, I most definitely do.”

His piercing eyes look straight into mine and
I admire his willpower. Daddy doesn’t try to steal glances at my
ravishing body like a hungry boy. He already knows that I am his
Princess and he owns my body anyway. The TV shows some music
channel and the room fills with sexy house beats.

“So, Jonathan, are you serious about my
mom?”

“I am, Princess.”

“So that makes you my Daddy?”

“Yes, Princess. Do you like your new
Daddy?”

Sex is in the air and I enjoy every second of
anticipation. My whole body is engulfed in lust, but I know that it
will be worth the wait.

“Yes, Daddy.”

Calling him Daddy to his face sets things
right. We both know what will happen next. But we can only imagine
what heights of pleasure it will take us to.

“Come here.”

Daddy’s voice is cold and demanding and my
hungry pussy involuntarily spasms from the surge of pleasure. I can
physically feel his strength and power enveloping me and pushing my
lustful body towards him. I submit totally to Daddy’s will and my
legs carry me towards the kitchen counter. Daddy stands up from the
chair and now my face is on the level of his chest. His tailored
shirt and trousers do little to hide his developed physique.

Daddy’s bulging muscles move under the thin
fabric of his navy shirt and I can feel the raw physical power
hidden in his body. I can smell his masculine perfume with light
notes of citrus and bergamot and feel weak in my knees. But
fortunately, Daddy reads my thoughts and gives my legs a chance to
rest.

“On your knees.”

I comply while trying to keep a straight
face. It is hard to contain your emotions when a man of your dreams
is about to fuck you hard. My body is on the brink of collapsing
from overwhelming desire and I barely hold myself back from ripping
clothes off his body and feasting on his white flesh. But for now,
I patiently stay on my knees in front of my white master and wait
for his will.

I look straight in front of me and clearly
recognize the outline of his dick. Even through the fabric of his
pants it looks huge and it looks like Daddy is already hard for me!
I finally see his hands moving to unzip his pants. His right palm
grabs me by the chin and jerks up and I look at Daddy from below.
His massive figure looms over me as I look into his eyes and feel
tiny and totally under my white master’s command.

I enjoy every moment of this feeling.

Suddenly I feel a flow of hot air on my face.
I wonder what it is for a second and then realize that it is
Daddy’s hot dick that is out of this textile cage and is waiting
for my mouth to swallow it. I long to lower my head and take a look
at it, but I dare not to act against Daddy’s will. He looks at me
some more, reveling in my submission to him, and then releases my
chin. Finally.

I shake with anticipation as I lower my gaze
and

OH

MY

GOD

IT

LOOKS

SO

HUGE

And then I realize something that makes me
scared, amazed and horny at the same time. It is not fully hard
yet. My Daddy’s half-flaccid white cock is bigger than any I have
ever seen and I am afraid and excited to imagine how big it is when
fully hard. I like it. I grab my Daddy’s amazing dick by the base
of its shaft and its white skin looks so like in my ebony hand. The
bulging purple veins of his cock contrast with the surface both in
texture and color and I enjoy feeling Daddy’s heartbeat under my
palm as his dick grows larger and larger.

I stick my tongue out and shiver from desire
when the rough surface of my tongue touches the pink head of his
mighty dick. Daddy moans and it drives me wild and I just can’t
hold back anymore and I just swallow his dick and shove it down my
throat and begin sucking like there is no tomorrow. I slurp and gag
and his dick just tastes so good. As my lips clamp hard against his
shaft my tongue explores every vein, every nook and cranny
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