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My name is Hallie, and every man I’ve ever
met has been obsessed with my ass.

 

I get it. Black men take a nice, round ass
for granted, but for a white man, it’s a novelty. Too many white
girls look like coat hangers, and I guess it gets old after awhile.
The men that stare at me want a woman who isn’t built like a little
boy.

 

Me? I’ve always had a taste for white
men.

 

The first time Kurt fucked me, he ended up
blowing his load inside me in after just a few thrusts.
Embarrassed, he started apologizing.

 

“You just make me so
fucking horny,” he said, raking his eyes over my body. “I’ve
fantasized about a woman like you for so long. Finally getting to
slide inside you was just too much.”

 

I couldn’t very well be mad at him after
that, now could I?

 

Kurt spent the rest of the night with his
head buried between my legs, showing me just how luscious he found
every inch of my brown skin.

 

“I want you to watch me do
this,” he breathed, lowering his mouth to my wet flesh. At the
first touch of his burning tongue against my aroused flesh, my hips
bucked upwards. Kurt pressed his lips full against my own, giving
me an open mouthed kiss and pushing his tongue into my opening. The
heat of his tongue burned me from the inside out and I tangled my
fingers in his golden hair to pull him closer.

 

Kurt’s eyes darted upwards to meet mine. He
held my gaze as his tongue circled my inner lips, making a full
circuit of my anatomy before dipping back inside. He took his time,
exploring every inch of my aching pussy with his mouth, licking me
with relish before finally turning his attention to the place I
wanted him most, my clit. Two of those pale fingers slid inside me
while his tongue flicked at the swollen nub of my clit. The first
touch of his burning tongue on that tiny bundle of nerves had me
arching upwards yet again. Kurt’s free hand pressed against my
stomach to hold me down.

 

His tongue worked relentlessly against my
clit, alternating those infuriatingly brief flicks with pressing
the flat of his tongue against me. That delicious pressure was
finally enough to push me over the edge and I shrieked out my
pleasure as my thighs clamped together, trapping his face against
my pussy as I came.

 

When I could breathe again, I noticed that
Kurt’s cock was stiff and ready to go again. I wrapped my slender
fingers around that thick length and guided it into the dark wet
chamber between my legs that his mouth had so enjoyed. As the head
split me open, I keened in pleasure.

 

“Are you all right?” Kurt
asked, kindly, obviously accustomed to the skinny white women he
usually fucked being unable to handle his impressive
size.

 

I squeezed my inner muscles deliberately,
clenching and releasing his cock while holding his gaze and leaving
no doubt in his mind that I could take what he was giving me. “I’m
far more than all right,” I answered.
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