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 Black Vixen for Daddy

“Miss Imani Black, he is ready for you.”

My body shivers as I hear my name. I’ve spent
the last thirty minutes waiting for this moment and all this time
my body felt hot and tight as the stress was slowly getting to me.
And it wasn’t the kind of stress that makes you excited, that
causes a flock of butterflies to go loose in your lower belly and
your pussy quiver with anticipation. It wasn’t the heat that makes
your cunt dripping wet and it wasn’t the tightness that comes right
before the orgasm.

I am waiting for the results of my university
admission test and it is the worst shit ever.

But now my legs bring me across the room to
the massive brown door, the last barrier that separates me from the
biggest success of my life… or my biggest failure.

My tiny brown fingers wrap around this gilded
round doorknob – it’s one of those buildings that rich white people
own – and I freeze for a moment as I realize that gold looks good
on my dark skin. Maybe one day I will be able to afford something
made of gold, something just for myself, something tacky and
kitschy that would show everyone around me that I am still just an
insecure ghetto dweller who never had nice things growing up.

“Miss, are you ok? He is waiting for
you.”

The secretary is an ancient white woman and
it sounds like she is more annoyed than concerned, so I take a deep
breath and push the door. My legs make a step forward and my lips
prepare to smile, but freeze in a grimace when I realize that the
space before me is empty.

I mean, there is this huge old wooden table
with a simple chair in front of it, and behind it is a posh leather
chair with the portrait of some old cracker from last century
hanging right above it, but there is no one in the room. I stand
there for a second, still grasping the gold doorknob when I hear
his voice.

“Miss Black, please close the door and take a
seat.”

His voice is deep and hypnotizing, echoing
from every surface of the room only to come back and envelop me in
his masculine energy. It’s coming from somewhere to the side, but
instead of looking in that direction I just obediently shut the
door and put my black ass on a piece of furniture that probably
costs more than the whole apartment that I rent.

I realize that all of this is kind of weird,
but it doesn’t feel weird, it feels like my body knows what it’s
doing like it’s happy to be told what to do.

After an eternity of two seconds of silence,
I feel some movement behind me and then I see him going around the
table to my right. The moment I take a look at his massive frame
draped in a white shirt and navy pants, my eyes are instantly glued
to his magnificent ass. The expensive fabric of his trousers wraps
around his perfect curves that slightly bounc up and down with
every step.

I remember seeing an ass like that once,
almost as perfect as this one. I remember how good it felt to grab
it and squeeze it as its owner plowed me so hard that I couldn’t
get enough air in my lungs to scream. I remember the tension of his
muscles and the realization that I feel so good only because his
ass is so trained to move, to pierce, to penetrate.

Suddenly, my vision fades and the figure in
front of me turns around and sits in a leather chair behind the
table.

Shit, did I really just think about getting
fucked? Right here, right now?! I do feel a bit hungry for love,
but thi-

“Miss Imani Black, it is nice to meet you.
Please allow me to introduce myself.”

His voice once again calms me down and I
finally take a good look at the man in front of me. He is huge, I
can barely see this posh leather chair behind him. He is older, but
you can only tell because of an occasional wrinkle here and there
and a little grey at the temples. And he is fucking gorgeous, with
a square jaw, deep blue eyes, and a nice set of muscles bulging
under the fabric of his shirt.

His only imperfection is that he is
white.

“My name is Robert Windsor and I am an
honorary advisor to the board of Bruisville University. I have a
couple of questions for you, if you don’t mind.”

The more he talks, the more my body relaxes.
It feels like he sucks all anxiety from my flesh and it dissolves
in these deep blue eyes of his. He smiles and I realize that he
expects an answer to that.

“No, sir, I am sorry, I don’t mind at all,
sir.”

Shit, I am still nervous! Did I overdo it
with “sirs”? White people like that shit I suppose.

“Please, Imani, don’t call me sir. I do not
belong to university staff and I am not able to influence your
academic life in any way. I am here to judge candidates as an
objective and uninvolved third party to avoid bias in the selection
of students.”

Yeah, right, another white man who thinks he
has any idea… But with an ass like that I think I can give him a
chance.

“So, Mr. Windsor, is this like an interview
or something?”

He smiles again and this time I feel
something piercing my chest, something that makes me feel hot and
echoes in a pleasurable tingle in my cunt. Damn this man looks
good!

“This is more of a conversation. You see,
most of our students are younger than you, so I and the people at
the university are naturally curious about it.”

I sigh. I was afraid they will ask about it.
I even had a nice little lie cooked up about it, but… I feel so
relaxed and excited at the same time that I just don’t want to
bullshit him. This man just makes me feel so good, so safe, I just
want to hear the sound of his manly voice… and I sure wouldn’t mind
taking a look at his ass again!

“So, Miss Black, would you mind telling me
about yourself?”

I would, but it’s not that I have a
choice?

“Well, you see, not everyone is born a rich
white man, Mr. Whitso-”

“Windsor.”

Suddenly his voice is cold and sharp,
piercing my tailbone like a knife and causing a shower of tiny
needles to hit my spine.

I like it.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Windsor. What I wanted to say
is that I didn’t have the money to pay for it, so I worked for a
couple of years, and here I am, twenty-one and with barely enough
money to cover my first yea-”

He stands up without saying a word and words
get stuck in my throat. I don’t know what to think but my eyes
feast on his magnificent body as he towers over me. His cannonball
shoulders bulging under the thin fabric of the shirt, an outline of
his massive chest and I think I can even see his abs!

“So what makes you think that you will fit in
with all the trust fund babies that fill the halls of our esteemed
establishment?”

His voice still feels like a bucket of cold
water splashed right in my face. Somehow my body still feels
excited, but my brain is on the verge of panic. Without saying a
word Robert moves past the table and disappears behind me and then
I get it.

He is right.

I am just a simple ghetto sister with
delusions of grandeur who watched too many lawyer movies on TV and
deluded herself all this time while slaving away as a laundry
drone…

I stand up…

… and immediately feel his strong hand on my
shoulder. His grasp is not painful, but confident and controlling,
exactly the way I like it. Damn it, Imani, what the hell are you
thinking?

“I am sorry, Mr. Windsor, for bothering you.
I am too different from your students.”

“You are absolutely right, Imani.”

Him saying my name felt like fire burning in
my chest and I barely hold myself back from turning around, but he
still holds me in place.

“Most of our students are just lazy rich kids
who attend to please their parents. A person who shows enough
dedication to rise from the bottom and work for years to pursue her
dream and ace the exams is sure as hell different from most of our
students. And a person like that is exactly what we want.”

My heart is beating so fast that I forget to
breathe. Is he talking about me? Suddenly, I realize that I feel
his perfume. Now I remember that I felt it from the start, but now
its masculine scent envelops me and I feel weak in my knees.
Suddenly, a white envelope with my name on it appears right in
front of my face.

“I want you to open it, Imani.”

It feels like his mouth is right next to my
ear, but somehow I know that it isn’t. But I want it to be that
way. My hands reach for the envelope and in a moment my thumbs cut
the white of the paper with two black lines. I rip it open and pull
out a nicely folded piece of paper with the logo of Bruisville
University in the corner.

My eyes skim through the lines of formal
greetings and appreciations until I reach the last line typed in
proud black bold:

WE ARE HAPPY TO OFFER YOU ADMISSION TO THE
BRUISVILLE UNIVERSITY AND CONDITIONAL COVERAGE OF YOUR TUITION
FEES

I don’t understand.

“Congratulations, Imani.”

I don’t believe it.

“Now that you are our student, I am happy
that I will see you more often.”

Oh you’ve seen nothing yet.

I turn around and before my eyes could even
register the image in front of them, my lips find his. He hesitates
for a second.

“Imani, you don’t have to-”

I know, but I want it, I need it, I deserve
it! I worked so hard and I want to enjoy the moment of my triumph
as much as I want. I reach for Robert’s cock and grasp it and my
body exhales in surprise when I realize how huge it is!

He freezes for a second, but then it feels
like a switch is flipped. His strong hands envelop my body, squeeze
my buttocks and then raise me like I weigh nothing. Now his lips
are in my reach and I devour them with mine. A moment later my
tongue slides inside his mouth and I taste my first white man and
damn it feels so good.

I wrap my legs around his core and flex my
thighs as hard as I can to push my body into his. My rock-hard
nipples almost pierce two thin layers of fabric that separate our
flesh as I feel his washboard abs with my lower belly, but the way
he licks my brown lips tells me that all the textile walls between
our bodies are about to fall.

My hands explore his muscular body and I feel
his strength with every movement of his muscles. I wrap my left
hand around his thick neck to pull myself even closer to him, to
thrust my body into his, to make us become one. But my right hand
instinctively reaches for his magnificent ass and I get to enjoy
its perfect combination of jiggly and
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