
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chocolate and Vanilla Crave the Cream

Thick Ebony BBW MILF Commands Her Petite White Submissive Girlfriend to Take It Deep and Raw

By

Max Thruster


Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

Tiana’s text hit my phone at 11:47 a.m.: “Baby boy, clear your afternoon. Meet me at the villa up in the hills—address incoming. Pack nothing but sunscreen and that thick cock I love. We’re spending the day by the pool. Don’t keep me waiting.”

No emojis, no teasing pics—just pure command wrapped in velvet. My dick twitched instantly. Five months of raw, no-holds-barred fucking with Tiana Carter had me conditioned: whenever she called, I answered. Thirty-seven, ebony curves poured into every fantasy—deep mahogany skin that drank the sun, massive D-cup breasts that overflowed any top she tried to wear, a soft belly I loved gripping, wide hips, and an ass so thick and round it jiggled with every step. She always smelled like warm vanilla body butter and her own sweet musk, and she never let me use a condom. Legs locked, nails in my back, she’d growl, “No pulling out, baby… give it all to me deep.”

I drove up the winding hill roads, windows down, the city falling away below. The villa appeared like something out of a magazine—white stucco walls, red-tiled roof, infinity pool spilling over the edge into sky, palm trees swaying in the warm breeze. Tiana’s black SUV was already parked in the circular drive.

She met me at the wrought-iron gate wearing a gold string bikini that looked painted on. The top triangles barely covered her dark nipples; the bottoms disappeared between her thick cheeks. She pulled me into a deep, hungry kiss the second the gate closed—tongue sliding against mine, one hand palming my bulge through my shorts.

“Missed this cock,” she murmured against my lips. “Come on… pool’s waiting.”

We walked through the open living area—marble floors cool underfoot, ceiling fans spinning lazy circles—out to the pool deck. The sun beat down hot; the water sparkled endless blue. Tiana led me to a wide double lounger shaded by a large umbrella. She pushed me down onto the cushions, straddled my lap without hesitation.

Her bikini top was already untied—she shrugged the strings off her shoulders, letting the gold fabric fall away. Her massive D-cups spilled free—heavy, dark-chocolate breasts swaying, nipples stiff in the warm air. She pressed them against my chest, grinding slow circles with her hips, the thin gold strip between her thighs already damp against my hardening length.

“Fuck, baby,” I groaned, hands sliding up her thick thighs, gripping the generous flesh of her ass. “How the hell did you book a place like this?”

Tiana laughed low, smoky, nipping my earlobe. “I didn’t book it, daddy. This is Dakota’s parents’ house. Her father’s away on business for the week… mother’s out shopping all day. She invited us—invited me—and I told her I was bringing you.”

My cock jumped under her at the name. Dakota Brooks. Tiana’s secret little side piece. Twenty, pale as cream, platinum-blonde hair down to her waist, small perky tits, tiny waist, long legs, and a pert ass that looked even smaller pressed against Tiana’s thickness. Tiana had told me about her months ago—how Dakota melted when Tiana called her “my pretty little vanilla girl,” how she loved being told what to do, how she’d begged to meet the man who kept Tiana dripping for days.

“She’s been dying to see you up close,” Tiana whispered, rocking harder, her bare breasts dragging across my shirt. “Wants to watch me take this cock… wants to taste it after. And maybe… just maybe… feel it herself.”

She leaned back, heavy tits swaying, eyes locked on mine. “You want that, baby boy? Want to fuck my sweet vanilla slut while I watch?”

Before I could answer, movement caught my eye.

Dakota stepped out from behind the glass doors leading to the house—wearing only a tiny white string bikini that might as well have been invisible. Pale skin flushed pink from the sun and nerves, long platinum hair loose and shimmering, small B-cups rising with quick breaths, nipples stiff against the thin fabric. Her blue eyes flicked between us—nervous, eager, already glassy.

Tiana crooked a finger without turning. “Come here, pretty girl. Show him what you’ve been hiding.”

Dakota walked forward on bare feet, hips swaying shyly. When she reached the lounger, Tiana reached out, untied the bikini top strings—small, perky breasts spilling free, pale pink nipples tightening in the warm air. Then the bottoms—sliding the thong down long legs, exposing her shaved, glistening pussy—pink, swollen, clit peeking out slick with arousal.

Tiana spread Dakota’s lips with two fingers, showing me. “Look how wet she is already, baby. Been playing with herself inside, waiting for us.”

Dakota whimpered, hips twitching forward. Tiana kissed her slow—deep, possessive—then pulled back and looked at me.

“On your back, daddy. We’re gonna worship you first… get you nice and hard for what comes next.”

They pushed me flat on the lounger. Tiana straddled my thighs again—gold bikini bottoms shoved aside now, grinding her soaked pussy along my length, marking me with her wetness. Dakota knelt between my legs, small pale hands on my thighs, looking up at Tiana for permission.

“Go on, pretty girl,” Tiana purred. “Taste the cock that keeps me dripping.”

Dakota leaned in—tentative—tongue flicking the head, collecting the bead of pre-cum. Then bolder, lips wrapping around the tip, sucking slow. Tiana watched, rocking her hips, heavy bare breasts swaying.

“That’s it… suck him nice and deep, mami. Get him slick for your tight little hole.”

The sun warmed my skin, the pool water lapped softly, the breeze carried coconut and jasmine. Tiana’s thick curves grinding on me, Dakota’s soft mouth working my cock, the contrast of their skin—deep chocolate and pale cream—made every second feel like pure, decadent sin.

I was already leaking more, balls heavy, ready.

But Tiana knew.

She lifted off, kissed Dakota deep—sharing my taste—then whispered against her lips, “Now we really start, pretty girl. Get on your knees… let him see how bad you want it.”

Dakota turned, bent over the lounger—ass up, pale cheeks spread slightly to show her glistening pink slit. Tiana knelt behind her, spread her wider, looked back at me with dark, hungry eyes.

“Come here, baby boy. Taste her with me first… get her ready.”

I dropped to my knees on the warm deck tiles. Tiana held Dakota open; I dragged my tongue along her slick folds—sweet, tangy, pure want. Tiana joined me, our tongues meeting on Dakota’s clit, sliding wetly together, sharing her flavor while Dakota whimpered and rocked back.

Tiana pulled back, lips shining. “She’s dripping for you. Now fuck her, daddy. Right here by the pool… while I watch every thrust.”

Dakota looked back over her shoulder, blue eyes pleading. “Please… put it in me…”

I rose, gripped her narrow hips—pale skin warm under my palms—and pressed the head against her tight entrance. One slow push and I sank in—hot, velvet grip swallowing every inch. Dakota gasped, back arching, pushing back to take me deeper.

Tiana knelt beside us, stroking Dakota’s spine, pinching her small nipple. “That’s it, pretty girl… take him all. Feel how he fills you.”

I started thrusting—long, deliberate strokes that made Dakota’s pert ass jiggle slightly. Tiana rubbed slow circles over Dakota’s clit, kissed her neck, whispered filthy encouragement.

“Give it to her, baby… stretch that tight white pussy. She’s been waiting so long.”

The sun beat down, sweat slicked our skin, the pool sparkled below us. Dakota’s moans grew louder, hips rocking back to meet every thrust.

I was lost in them—chocolate and vanilla, thick and lithe, commanding and submissive.

And the afternoon had only just begun.


Chapter Two

The midday sun poured over the pool deck like liquid fire, turning sweat into glistening trails that ran between Tiana’s heavy breasts and down the elegant curve of Dakota’s spine. The lounger cushions were already damp beneath us—chlorine-scented air mingling with coconut sunscreen, warm vanilla body butter, and the thick, unmistakable perfume of two pussies swollen with need. My cock stood rigid and throbbing between my thighs, veins thick and pulsing, the head flushed dark and slick from earlier teasing, a steady bead of pre-cum welling at the slit and stretching downward in a slow, shimmering thread.

Tiana sat back against the raised head of the double lounger, legs spread wide, thick ebony thighs parted to reveal the plump, dark-pink folds already shining with arousal. Her massive D-cups rose and fell with each slow breath, dark nipples stiff and gleaming in the sunlight. She looked down at Dakota—still kneeling between my legs, platinum hair falling forward like a curtain, pale cheeks flushed, small breasts rising quickly—and crooked one crimson-tipped finger.

“Come here, pretty girl,” Tiana purred, voice low and velvet-wrapped command. “Mommy’s pussy is aching for that sweet mouth. You’ve had a little taste of his cock… now show me how grateful you are.”

Dakota crawled forward on her knees across the warm cushions, blue eyes wide and glassy, already submissive. She settled between Tiana’s thick thighs, small pale hands sliding up dark skin, fingers sinking into soft flesh. Tiana cupped the back of Dakota’s head with one hand, the other reaching down to spread her own plump lips wider—exposing the slick, swollen center, clit peeking out fat and dark.

“Get in there, mami,” Tiana ordered softly. “Eat Mommy’s pussy like you’ve been starving for it. Tongue deep. Don’t tease.”

Dakota leaned in—nose brushing Tiana’s mound first, inhaling deep—then her small pink tongue darted out, lapping a slow, reverent stripe along the outer lips. Tiana hummed approval, hips tilting forward, pressing her heat closer.

“Deeper, pretty girl. Mommy wants to feel that tongue inside.”

Dakota obeyed instantly. Her tongue plunged between the thick folds, lapping at the creamy center, swirling around the swollen clit before thrusting shallowly inside. Tiana’s thighs flexed; she moaned low, fingers tightening in Dakota’s platinum hair.

“That’s it… good girl… lick Mommy nice and slow… taste how wet you make me.”

Dakota moaned into the wet heat, the sound muffled and vibrating through Tiana’s core. Her small hands gripped Tiana’s hips for balance, pale fingers dimpling dark flesh. Tiana rocked forward in slow circles, grinding her clit against Dakota’s nose, her tongue, her chin—coating the younger woman’s face in slick cream.

“Look at her, daddy,” Tiana gasped, eyes locked on mine while she rode Dakota’s mouth. “Look how deep she’s buried between Mommy’s thick thighs. She loves it… loves being smothered in my pussy.”

Dakota’s breathing grew ragged—small, desperate inhales through her nose—her cheeks flushed crimson, mascara already starting to run in faint streaks. Tiana’s grip tightened; she pulled Dakota’s face harder against her, thighs clamping around the blonde head, trapping her completely.

“Stay right there, pretty girl,” Tiana growled softly. “Breathe through your nose. Don’t you dare pull back until Mommy lets you.”

Dakota whimpered—muffled, frantic—her hips rocking unconsciously, pale ass swaying as fresh arousal dripped down her inner thighs. Tiana’s breathing quickened—short, sharp gasps—her massive breasts heaving, nipples tight and dark.

“She’s gonna make me come… fuck… keep sucking, baby… don’t stop…”

Dakota’s tongue worked faster—sloppy, desperate—lapping and sucking, nose grinding against Tiana’s clit. Tiana’s thighs began to quake; her grip turned punishing, holding Dakota pinned deep in her folds.

“Yes… yes… right there… oh fuck—”

Tiana’s body locked. A sharp, guttural cry tore from her throat. Her hips bucked hard—once, twice—then she exploded. A hot gush of clear fluid squirted from her pussy, drenching Dakota’s face, splashing across pale cheeks, chin, platinum hair. Dakota sputtered, swallowed reflexively, kept licking through the flood while Tiana shuddered and rode the waves, thighs quivering around the younger woman’s head, holding her smothered until the last tremor faded.

When Tiana finally loosened her grip, Dakota pulled back gasping—face soaked and shining, mascara streaked down her cheeks, lips swollen and glossy, chin dripping with Tiana’s release. She looked beautifully wrecked, dazed, utterly submissive.

Tiana stroked her wet cheek with the back of her fingers, thumb tracing Dakota’s lower lip. “Such a good girl… made Mommy come so hard.”

She leaned down, kissed Dakota slow—tasting herself on the younger woman’s tongue—then turned to me, eyes still dark with afterglow.

“Now it’s time for you to feel that eager little mouth again, daddy. She’s earned a reward.”

Tiana guided Dakota between my legs. Dakota knelt, small pale hands wrapping around my shaft—one stroking the base in slow twists, the other cupping my heavy balls, rolling them gently. She looked up at Tiana for permission.

“Go on, pretty girl,” Tiana purred, kneeling beside her, heavy breasts brushing Dakota’s shoulder. “Suck him nice and sloppy. Show him how much you love that thick cock.”

Dakota leaned in—lips parting—tongue swirling around the head first, collecting the thick bead of pre-cum like it was nectar. Then she took me deeper—lips stretching wide, cheeks hollowing, soft moans vibrating through me as she bobbed slow and deliberate.

Tiana watched, one hand stroking Dakota’s platinum hair. “That’s it… take him deep, mami. Feel how thick he is… how hard he is for you.”

Dakota moaned around my cock, the sound sending jolts straight to my balls. Tiana leaned in beside her—tongue flicking along the side of my shaft while Dakota sucked the head—two mouths working in tandem, tongues meeting, sliding wetly over each other, kissing sloppy around my length. Tiana’s hand joined Dakota’s at the base, stroking in perfect rhythm; Dakota’s small fingers rolled my balls, tugging gently.

The dual assault was overwhelming—the sun burning my skin, the cool breeze off the pool, Tiana’s commanding presence, Dakota’s eager submission, the wet, filthy sounds of two mouths worshipping my cock. My hips bucked shallowly; pre-cum leaked steadily, coating their tongues, their lips.

Tiana pulled back just enough to whisper against Dakota’s ear. “Get him nice and sloppy, pretty girl. Cover that cock in your spit… make it shine.”

Dakota obeyed—taking me deeper, throat relaxing, gagging softly but pushing through, saliva dripping down my shaft, pooling at the base. Tiana licked the excess, then kissed Dakota around the head—tongues tangling, sharing the taste of me.

My balls drew up tight; the pressure built fast—hot, urgent, unstoppable.

Tiana sensed it. She stroked the base fast, firm. “Not yet, daddy. Save it all for her tight little pussy. She’s earned every drop.”

Dakota lifted off—lips swollen, chin dripping—eyes glassy and pleading.

Tiana kissed her once more—deep, possessive—then looked at me with dark hunger.

“She’s ready for you now, baby boy. Fuck her senseless… make her scream.”

The tension coiled tighter inside me.

The afternoon was burning hotter by the second.


Chapter Three

The sun scorched the pool deck into a shimmering haze, every bead of sweat catching firelight on Tiana’s deep mahogany curves and Dakota’s flushed pale skin. The lounger cushions were ruined—dark, soaked patches of cream, spit, and the faint chlorine scent drifting up from the infinity edge. My cock throbbed between my thighs—thick veins bulging, head flushed dark purple and glossy, leaking heavy ropes of pre-cum that stretched and snapped with every heartbeat. My balls hung low and aching, swollen with the load I’d been holding back through every sloppy double blowjob, every smothering facesit, every desperate lick that had left Dakota’s face streaked and Tiana’s thighs trembling.

Tiana rose first—slow, powerful—her thick ass cheeks still quivering from earlier release. She dropped to all fours beside Dakota, who was already positioned: pale back arched deep, pert ass lifted high, thighs spread, pink pussy lips puffy and dripping, clit swollen and dark. Tiana mirrored her—thick ebony cheeks parted slightly, dark folds glistening, heavy breasts hanging low and swaying.

Both women rolled their hips in slow, hypnotic circles—Dakota’s smaller, pert cheeks jiggling lightly; Tiana’s massive globes clapping softly with every motion. They glanced back over their shoulders—Tiana’s dark eyes burning with control, Dakota’s blue ones wide and uncertain.

“Come take us in turns, daddy,” Tiana said, voice low and smoky. “Feel how tight she is… how greedy I am.”

I moved behind them on my knees. First Dakota. I gripped her narrow hips—pale skin hot under my palms—and pressed the swollen head against her tight entrance. One smooth thrust and I sank in—velvet heat gripping me, fluttering, pulling me deeper. Dakota gasped, pushing back, small body rocking forward.

“God… yes… deeper…” she breathed.

I gave her five hard, measured strokes—deep enough to make her pert ass ripple, her moans sharpening—then eased out slowly, her pussy clinging, reluctant to release me, a thick strand of her cream stretching between us.

Tiana was already waiting—thighs spread wider, ass shaking with impatient need. “Now me, baby boy. Give Mommy what she wants.”

I shifted behind her—gripped the generous flesh of her hips, fingers sinking deep—and drove in. Tiana was plush, juicy, molten—walls rippling around every inch, hot and greedy. She moaned low, pushing back hard, ass clapping against my hips.

“Mmm… that’s it… fill Mommy up… feel how this pussy takes you…”

I switched between them—five deep strokes into Dakota’s tighter grip, making her whimper and tremble, then five into Tiana’s plush heat, making her groan and roll her hips back to meet me. Back and forth—pale ass to thick ebony cheeks—the contrast pushing me closer to the edge with every thrust. Sweat dripped down my spine; the sun burned my shoulders; the pool water lapped softly below like a distant heartbeat.

Tiana finally reached over, cupping Dakota’s small breast, thumb circling the pale pink nipple until it stiffened. “Enough playing,” she said, voice dropping to a dangerous purr. “Pin her down, daddy. Spread her wide. She’s been such a good girl… now she takes what she asked for.”

I pulled out of Tiana—cock shining with both their cream—and flipped Dakota onto her back. She spread her legs instantly—wide, trembling—pink pussy gaping slightly, swollen and dripping. Tiana knelt beside her head, gripped Dakota’s thin wrists, pinned them above her head with one strong hand. With the other she hooked under Dakota’s knees, spreading her even wider—holding her completely open, exposed, helpless.

“Look at her, baby boy,” Tiana whispered, voice thick with dark excitement. “Look at that tight little white pussy. She’s right in the middle of her cycle… fertile as hell. One deep load and everything changes. College, plans, freedom—all of it gone. Unless I lick every dangerous drop out of her afterwards.”

Dakota’s blue eyes snapped to mine—wide, glassy, fear flickering beneath the haze of arousal. Her voice came out small, shaking.

“Tiana… wait… I… I’m not sure… what if it actually happens? What if I get… pregnant? I’m scared… I’m not ready for that…”

Tiana’s grip on Dakota’s wrists tightened. She leaned down close, lips brushing the shell of Dakota’s ear, voice soft but unyielding.

“Shhh, pretty girl. You don’t get to back out now. You begged for this cock. You begged to feel it raw. You begged to be filled. Now you’re going to take every thick rope deep in that fertile little womb… and you’re going to thank him for it.”

Dakota’s breath hitched, body trembling harder. “But… what if it catches? What if my life just… ends up different forever?”

Tiana’s smile was slow, wicked. “That’s the thrill, mami. That’s the danger you keep coming back for. You’re going to let him flood you until you’re overflowing… and if that seed takes root, if your belly starts to grow, that’s just what happens when you let a man like him cum inside you unprotected. Unless Mommy decides to clean you out with her tongue afterwards. But right now? You take it all. Every single drop.”

Dakota’s eyes filled with tears—fear, shame, and raw need warring across her face. Her voice cracked.

“I’m terrified… but… I still want it… I want to feel him cum inside me… please… fill me… breed me… even if it ruins everything…”

Tiana kissed the corner of Dakota’s mouth, then looked up at me with dark, commanding eyes. “You hear that? She’s scared… but she’s still begging. Now breed her, daddy. Pump it deep. Make her take the risk she’s too weak to say no to.”

Dakota’s voice rose—shaking, desperate. “Please… cum in me… fill me up… I’m scared but I want your seed… pump it all in… breed me… knock me up… ruin me… I need it… I need your cum so bad… please… breed me…”

Tiana rubbed fast circles over Dakota’s clit, fingers flying. “Come for him while he breeds you. Milk that cock—squeeze every drop right into your pussy. Show him how much you crave the danger… how much you want your future fucked unless I lick every risky drop clean.”

Dakota shattered—walls clamping down like a vise, fluttering wildly, flooding around me in hot, rhythmic waves. She screamed—sharp, raw—body convulsing, legs trembling. Fresh cream gushed out, soaking my balls, dripping down to the lounger.

That was it.

I buried myself balls-deep—one final, brutal thrust—and exploded.

Thick, hot ropes erupted against her cervix—pulse after pulse, flooding her depths, painting her womb white. I groaned, hips jerking uncontrollably, emptying every drop into her spasming core.

Dakota moaned brokenly, legs shaking, milking me with rhythmic squeezes. “Yes… I feel it… so deep… so hot… breed me… fill me… I’m scared but I want your baby… ruin me… cum in me… please… knock me up…”

Tiana watched, eyes wide and hungry, still holding Dakota pinned and spread. “That’s it, daddy… flood her… pump it all in… make her carry the proof unless Mommy sucks every dangerous drop out of her afterwards… make her life change forever with one thick, risky load…”

When the last thick pulse faded, I pulled out slowly. A creamy gush of white immediately spilled from Dakota’s stretched, puffy hole—viscous, thick, dripping down her pale ass crack and pooling on the lounger.

Tiana dove in—tongue lapping greedily, sucking my seed straight from Dakota’s well-fucked pussy. She moaned like it was the sweetest nectar, tongue plunging deep, then lifted her cum-glossed lips to kiss Dakota—sharing the salty-sweet load in a slow, deep kiss.

They collapsed against me—Tiana curling on my left, heavy breasts pillowing on my chest; Dakota on my right, small body trembling, head on my shoulder.

Tiana kissed my temple. “You bred her perfect, baby boy.”

Dakota nuzzled my neck, voice soft and shaky. “I can feel it… so deep… so full… I’m terrified… but… thank you…”

Tiana smiled against my skin. “Next time… we do it again. Both of us. Until the sun sets and we’re both dripping your seed for days… unless I lick every risky drop clean.”

My spent cock twitched at the thought.

The sun kept shining. The pool kept sparkling.

And the afternoon stretched ahead—hot, endless, and already begging for more.
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