
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		

		The Black Goddess Makayla: White Man Dominated by a Black Woman

		

		Copyright 2019 Tom Longo

		Published by Tom Longo at Smashwords

		

		Smashwords Edition License Notes

		This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to Smashwords.com or your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

		

		Author's Note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are over 18 years old, and the activities that they engage in is consensual.

		

		
			https://tomlongo.blogspot.com
		

		

		

		

		Table of Contents

		

		
			The Black Goddess Makayla: White Man Dominated by a Black Woman
		

		
			About Tom Longo
		

		
			Other books by Tom Longo
		

		
			Check Out Tom Longo
		

		

		

		

		The Black Goddess Makayla: White Man Dominated by a Black Woman

		

		1

		Man, let me tell you something wild. It was last year, during the summer, and I went on this cruise. You see, my girlfriend and I had just broken up after four hellish years of feeling like a prisoner in my own home. Let me clarify, not the type of prison that gets the dick hard, and the pussy wet, but the type of prison where you simply hate life at all hours of the day. This cruise was supposed to help me get into a better headspace, and it actually turned out alright.

		My ex was a short white woman that was growing fatter by the day. She didn’t do much besides watch dramas on television, and eat cake. It was terrible man, I mean that. Our sex life was a thing of the past, and I was desperate to get her involved. You see, we broke up because I told her I was into femdom. Weird right? I know. Of all of the weird things I could have asked her to do, this was the thing she was totally against. I didn’t understand. She wasn’t going to be humiliating herself in any way, shape, or form. She would be the powerful one. She would be the one to humiliate me. Apparently she wasn’t into that sort of thing, and would rather me cum on her face, and call her a bitch.

		After I told her about my fantasies, she just laughed at me, and told me to get out.

		“You’re trash Owen, absolute trash. You don’t make any fuckin’ money, and you can’t even get me off. I want you out. OUT! NOW!”

		I’ll never forget that day, because that’s the day my life started to get better. Immediately after I got settled down in a new place, I got some money together and decided to go for a one-week cruise in the Caribbean. Beautiful beaches, beautiful women, good food, good drink, it’s all I wanted wrapped up into one. I was so excited to go.

		I made sure to pack light, and I got on the plane with nothing but a carry on. If I needed anything down there, I would just buy it. I had never left the United States before, and I was surprised by how cheap the trip was. This thing was only going to cost me $1200, and I had everything that I could ask for. I remember arriving in Florida, and catching a cab to the boat. The heat of the sun injected life into my skin, and the palm trees swayed smoothly in the wind. I was off to paradise.

		I remember boarding the boat, and watching everyone go by so fast. People were trying to get into their cabins, so they could start relaxing. I just wanted to drop off my bags, so I could have a drink. I had the drink package, and I was ready to take full advantage of it. One of the staff members showed me into my room, I tipped him five dollars, and threw my bags on the bed. I headed towards the bar.

		I had never seen so many people on a ship before. In fact, prior to this point, the only ships that I had ever seen were on television. I located the bar, and sauntered up to the bartender, a small blonde with small tits.

		“Whiskey on the rocks,” I said.

		“You got it sweetheart, do you want anything else?”

		I shook my head no, and watched as she poured the whiskey into the glass. She looked over at me and smiled, and it looked like she poured me a little extra. She brought me over my drink, and I flashed her my drink pass, but I threw a ten-dollar bill on the counter.

		“Thank you sweetie!” She said with a smile.

		She wasn’t really my type, but I figured if I tipped her well, she would take pretty good care of me.

		I took a nip of my whiskey, and turned away from the bar, and looked out at the vast ocean. Some time had passed, and before I realized how long I had been sitting at the bar, the ship began to move.

		It was interesting watching the variety of people on the ship. You had your families, your couples in love, and your singles, such as myself, lurking around looking to find one another. I had my eyes on a few of the women, but it seemed like when I found one that I wanted to approach, she would soon be accompanied by a man. I wasn’t too worried about finding a hookup, because this was the first day on the ship. I decided to have one more whiskey on the rocks before heading into my room, and getting some sleep.
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		The second day on the cruise, I woke up in the afternoon. I ordered a pot of coffee to the room, and when it arrived I sat on my balcony as I waited for the coffee to kick in. I had three cups, and I decided to head up to the buffet for lunch.

		I decided to have some fried fish, and french fries. Again, I watched all the people as they walked by, and thought about their individual stories. There was one couple sitting near me, and talking. They were complaining about the heat, and the fact that they couldn’t smoke on this side of the ship.

		“Why are we constantly forced to walk to the other side of the boat to light up?”

		I got annoyed with their complaining, and decided to sit by the pool when I was done eating.

		The pool, man, the pool. That is where the pretty ones were hanging out. There hordes of sexy women sunbathing by the pool. One of those women stuck out among the many beauties sitting there that day. She was a tall, lighter skinned, black woman. She was wearing a pink bikini that rode up her mountain of an ass. She sat down, and I could catch a glimpse of her ass crack, and I could feel movement in my pants. This was the one; I had to go talk to her. I walked up casually, and stopped to introduce myself.

		“Hey, I’m Ron.”

		She was putting lotion on her body, but she stopped to look up at me.

		“Makayla,” She said as she started to rub lotion on her long, smooth legs. “You want to make yourself useful?”

		“Uhh, what do you mean?”

		“Rub this lotion on my back please.”

		“Sure, no problem,” I said as I tried to play it cool.

		Makayla layed down on her stomach, and I could see her wiggle her toes a bit. I put some lotion in my hands, and started to apply it to her shoulders. I moved my hands slowly, but firmly as if I was giving her a massage.

		“That feels really nice Ron.”

		“Good,” I said, as I put more lotion on my hands, so that I could rub her lower back the same way.

		It felt so nice to rub this woman’s body. I could tell that she took care of herself, but something was confusing me about this whole situation. I decided to figure it out.

		“Makayla, don’t take this the wrong way, but why are you sunbathing?”

		She started to laugh.

		“You mean because I’m black?”

		“Yeah.”

		“Black women tan too! You white people are crazy ignorant sometimes.”

		“Sorry.”

		“If you so damned sorry, why don’t you kiss my black ass?”

		“What?”

		“Go on, give it a little kiss to prove that you’re sorry,” She said as she turned her head back to look at me.

		I bent down a little, and kissed her soft butt gently.

		“You really just did that because I told you to? I wonder what else you will do for me.”

		“What do you want?” I asked.

		“Rub some of that lotion on my feet,” She said as she turned around, and laid on her back.

		“Sure, anything you want.” I said with a smile.

		I put more lotion on my hands, and started giving her pretty feet a massage. Her toenails were painted pink, just like her swimsuit, and she was staring at me with a smirk, and that look that women have when they feel powerful. All around us, people were pointing at us, and I could overhear some of them.

		“Aww, that’s so sweet of him.”

		“That dude looks like a bitch doing that.”

		“Look at that black woman bossing that white guy around.”

		“Maybe he has a foot fetish.”

		The comments were embarrassing, but Makayla seemed to be enjoying it. I figured that was all that mattered.

		I rubbed her feet for a solid twenty minutes before she told me to stop. I asked her if I could use her towel to wipe some of the lotion off of my hands, and she allowed it.

		“Why don’t you come by my room later?” She asked.

		“Sure, what time?”

		“Come by at ten.”

		She told me her room number, and she got up and left. I sat there for a moment to think about what was going to happen. My cock began to grow hard as my mind concocted many fantasies.
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		I went to the ship’s buffet to grab a bite to eat, and make sure that I had all the energy that I would need for whatever was going to happen tonight with Makayla. I didn’t want to eat anything that would make my stomach hurt, or make me uncomfortable. I went for the light option, soup and salad. I figured this would give me all the energy that I required, but also be light enough to avoid any discomfort.

		Once I ate, I headed over to the bar, and ordered a whiskey on the rocks. It was the same bartender, and she greeted me quite enthusiastically.

		“How’re you doin’ sweetie?” She said as she wiggled her chest subtly to draw my attention to her small, but perky tits.

		“I’m alright hun, thanks for asking.” I slipped her another ten-dollar bill.

		She took the bill, and poured me a nice sized glass.

		This woman knew how to rake in the tip money.

		The bartender gave me my whiskey, and I thanked her. I nursed it slowly as I watched all the people again. I wondered if there was someone like me, having a drink and thinking to themselves as they watched me rubbing lotion on Makalya’s feet.

		I checked my watch, and figured I needed to get back to my room and get myself ready for my night with Makayla. I downed the last bit of my drink.

		“See you later!” The bartender said to me with a smile.

		“Thanks, see you.”

		I took one more look around, and then I headed straight to my room.

		On the way to my room, I was unable to get Makayla out of my mind. I was in that weird spot when you have plans with someone, but you have just a little too much free time before they actually start, so you become restless. I took a hot shower, and brushed my teeth. I wanted to be nice and fresh for her. I put on some nice-looking clothes, and sprayed a bit of cologne on my neck, and wrists. I had about twenty minutes to kill before I could start walking to her room, so I decided to pace back in forth in my room.

		Once it was time to go, I headed out of my room like a bat out of a cave. I was swiftly walking to Makayla’s room, but I made a point to actually slow down. I started to notice myself working up a light sweat, and I wasn’t about to go meet this sexy woman smelling like ass. I found her room, and knocked three times.

		“Come in, it’s open.” I heard from the otherside of the door.

		I put my hand on the knob, and took a series of deep breaths before entering.

		“Hey Makayla, how are you?”

		“I’m alright. Sit down, you want a beer or something?”

		“Yeah, I’ll have a beer.”

		Makayla walked over to the mini bar, and bent over. She was wearing sweatpants, and I could see the outline of her panties. I imagined shoving my face deep in between those huge, black butt cheeks.

		“You want regular, or light?” She asked.

		“I’ll take a light.”

		I typically enjoyed a full-flavored beer, but I had to commit to my plan to keep everything light. I didn’t want to get to bloated, and uncomfortable for my night with this black princess.

		“Here you go sweetie.” She said as she handed me the beer with a smile, and sat down beside me on the bed.

		Makayla looked great, she was wearing a light blue camisole with these sweatpants that made her butt look like a chocolate treat. I wanted that chocolate treat. In fact, I was desperate for her chocolate treat so much, that I would be willing to fork over all of my money for the simple pleasure of shoving my face into those luscious cheeks of hers. She was a strong woman, and from what I could tell, she didn’t take shit from anyone. I was almost in love with her!

		“You know why I want to see you right?” She asked me.

		I took a long sip of my beer, and set it on the desk.

		“I have a general idea.” I said with a slight laugh as I tried to play it cool.

		Makayla grabbed my hand, and started to pull it towards her chest. She looked me in the eyes as my palm caressed her breast. She put her hand on top of mine, and made me squeeze her breast firmly. She let out a small whimper.

		“What do you think of them?”

		“What your tits?”

		“No, the women outside.” She said sarcastically as she got up, and walked away from me.

		Makayla started to take off her camisole, and my suspicion that she wasn’t wearing a bra was confirmed. Her back looked dark, and smooth. She had a small tattoo on her left shoulder, but it was hard for me to see what it was because of her skin tone. She began to slide of her sweatpants, and I could see her tight, pink panties as they hugged her ass.

		I remember looking at her panties, and dreaming of becoming them for a day. Is it weird to fantasize about being a particle of clothing?

		She bent over to remove her pants from her ankles, and in the process her panties slipped down a quarter of an inch, and I could see the beginning of her crack. I couldn’t take my eyes off of it, but she quickly readjusted her panties. I may not have been able to see her crack, but by puller up her panties, she revealed more of her bubbly ass as the panties became tighter around her.

		She turned to me, “Why don’t you take off your shirt? Let’s see what you got.”

		Without any hesitation, I pulled my shirt off, and tossed it on the floor inside out. I stood up, so that my stomach wouldn’t look bunched up, and fat.

		“Not bad, not bad.” She said, as she walked towards me.

		I couldn’t take my eyes from her breasts. They were the perfect size for me, and her nipples were firm little brown dots. They looked like pieces of chocolate, and I fantasized about how delicious they would taste in my mouth.

		The moment she made her way to me, I attempted to kiss her, but she pushed me onto the bed, so that I was sitting down. As she stood over me, she looked down at me.

		“Take your pants off!”

		I started to undo my pants, and once I got them around by ass, she began to pull on the legs to help me get them off. She got them off, and then she took off my socks. She gently hit me with one of my socks before adding it to the pile of clothes on the floor.

		I took my hands, and ran them up her stomach, and cupped each breast. As I was doing this, she was inching closer to me, and she straddled my naked body with hers. Because she was on top of me, her breasts were eye level to me, and I began to gently kiss each one. Makayla pushed my shoulders causing me to lay flat on the bed. Her tasty breasts out of reach from my desperate lips, and tongue.

		"Get up on the bed more."

		I started to wiggle back, and forth so that my whole body was on the bed. She followed suit, but instead of wiggling she crawled up my body on all fours.

		“Don’t move!” She commanded as she grabbed my hardened cock, and shoved it inside of her.

		I could feel my cock enter her wet pussy, and my eyes closed involuntarily for a moment. She began to ride me gently as she discovered the proper rhythm to keep my cock inside of her. Once she seemed to have the rhythm down, she bent over towards me. The new angle on my cock felt even better than before. She adjusted for a moment again, and once finding the proper pace she leaned forward, and offered me one of her breasts.

		"Kiss it, but don’t use your hands."

		I didn’t even say a word. I was happy to do as she said, and I was enjoying the simple commands. This made sex with her much less intimidating, because she was asking for, and getting everything that she expected from me.

		After kissing her breasts for a moment she said, “Good job, now you may suck my nipple.”

		“Thank you!” I said with a smile.

		I figured the “no hands” rule still applied, so I moved my open mouth back, and forth as I tried to catch her swinging breast. After a few embarrassing attempts, I was successful. I took her rock-hard chocolate nipple, and swirled my tongue around the outside of it. After a few circles with my tongue, I clamped my lips together tighter, and began to suck on her nipples as she moaned in approval. I took my hands, and firmly grabbed her hips to improve the quality of the thrusting. She began to moan, and I could tell that she was close, because her pussy began to contract. Her moans were getting louder and longer as she increased the speed of my cock’s penetration. My cock was nearing the point of no return, and right as I thought we were going to cross that line, she pulled away from my cock. She started to inch her way up my body on her knees as she straddled me.

		"Eat me out bitch! Get that tongue out nice, and hard. I’m gonna fuck your face!”

		Despite getting denied an orgasm, I was eager to taste her juices. My cock began to ache with a desire to release its built up reserves. She wiped her pussy all over my face before focusing on fucking my tongue. Within moments, I could tell that she was climaxing, because I could feel her pussy contracting vigorously on my tongue, and she was looking up in the air screaming. I reached my hand forward, and grabbed her breast hard to amplify the experience for her.

		After riding my face to orgasm, she spun around and thrusted her juicy butt into my face. She sat gently for a moment before lifting it up as she approached my hard cock with her mouth. I could feel her hands playing with my balls, as she slowly kissed my cock before putting it inside of her warm mouth. She took my cock deeper, and deeper into her mouth until my entire cock was deep into her mouth. She didn’t move at all from that point, and my cock was preparing to unload into her throat. I feverishly started to lift my head up, and place kisses on her perfect ass. Each kiss symbolized how beautiful, and powerful she was to me at that time. Right as my cock began to pulse, she took it out of her mouth. Once again, she brought me close to orgasm, before denying me the great pleasure.

		“Please Makayla, please!” I said in a desperate attempt in between the kisses I was placing on her ass.

		"What?" She says with a laugh, as she pumps my cock a few times with her hand.

		“Let me cum, please!”

		She spreads her ass cheeks apart, and places her asshole directly on my lips.

		“Lick my ass bitch! Maybe you’ll cum, if your any good at it!”

		Without any hesitation, I placed a kiss directly on her asshole, and began to lick like a desperate fiend. Her ass tasted wonderful, clean, and I could feel her ass reward my tongue’s love with tiny contractions. I took a huge breath, and rolled my tongue as she put her weight down. With my tongue deep inside of this beautiful black woman’s asshole, I imagined what someone might think if they could see me submitting so easily to a black woman. She began to bounce up, and down on my tongue, and I could tell that she was getting just as much pleasure from this as I was.

		“You like that black ass bitch?” She said with such confidence.

		I knew it was a rhetorical question, because I had no intentions of removing my tongue from her asshole. The only thing that could get my tongue out of this woman’s ass was her standing up. I was ready to spend the rest of my trip pleasuring her ass with my tongue.

		I could feel her hand gently caress my rock-hard cock, and she began to stroke it softly. She pulled her ass from my face as she continued to stroke my cock. I took a huge breath, and looked at her ass as it remained over my face, taunting me with its beauty.

		“You like my ass white bitch?”

		“Yes.”

		“Beg for it bitch.”

		“Can I please have your ass on my face? I love it so much. You are like a goddess to me Makayla!”

		“Oh yeah?’ She asked.

		She put her ass closer to my face, but still out of reach.

		“I want you to smell my black ass!”

		My heart began to pump hard against my chest. I lifted my head up as close to her as I could, and my nose gently grazed her butt cheeks. I started to sniff with great enthusiasm.

		“I want to hear you sniffing my butt!”

		She sat down hard on my face for a moment before lifting her ass back up. I sniffed loud, and long. With each breath I took through my nose, I exhaled quickly with my mouth. I pointed my lips so that the air would not bother her, and I made sure to immediately sniff as loudly as I possibly could.

		“You are one foul ass white bitch, aren’t ya?”

		“Yes Goddess. I’m a sad little man.”

		“Goddess? Hmm.”

		Makayla spread her cheeks wide, and sat back down on my face. She started to pump my raging erection more aggressively. I was shaking from the wonderful overload her ass was giving my senses, and within moments I could feel the cum escaping from the prison of my cock, and balls.

		I could feel semen being shot into the air, and eventually my power weakened as the last little bits simply oozed from my cock.

		“That tiny dick of yours sure packs a punch.” She said as she laughed.

		I wasn’t feeling horny anymore, so her insult cut deep into my ego. I wasn’t in a position to defend myself, because her plump, black ass was still dominating my face. I didn’t have any choice, but accept my fate as a little bitch to this black goddess.

		After a few moments of laying helplessly underneath her ass, Makayla stood up. She sat down on the chair, and just looked over at me. She was clearly watching to see how I would react. I didn’t know what to do, so I decided to slowly pick myself up, and smile at her.

		“That was fun.” I said coolly.

		“Yeah it was. It’s nice havin’ a good little white bitch.”

		She stood up, and found her bathrobe.

		“Cigarette?”

		“Yeah sure, why not?” I said, as I grabbed my beer.

		I took a long swig of my beer, and started to put my clothes back on. She had a nice balcony, and apparently, she paid extra for the privilege to smoke on it. She pulled out a pack of menthol cigarettes, and handed me the pack. I took one out, and lit it up with her lighter.

		“You don’t smoke?” She asked.

		“No.”

		“Then why are you smoking now?”

		“I’ve never bust a nut like that before. I figure this may help me calm down.” I said laughing nervously.

		Luckily, she approved, and rewarded me with some laughter. I awkwardly sucked down the cigarette, as she smoked hers majestically. We talked a little bit about our pasts, and she let me know that despite the fact that she had spent all of this time degrading me sexually, she actually thought I was a pretty cool guy. She even went as far as to give me her personal cell phone number, so that when we returned back to the United States, we could potentially meet up again.

		“I’m not looking for a boyfriend though.”

		“Is that so?” I asked.

		“I’m just not down with being owned by any man. No offense, but I like to be the owner.” She said with a wink and a smile.

		Makayla told me that she would be getting off the next day at the next port. She wanted to explore the island, and her friend Jada, was apparently flying in to meet with her. She invited me along, but I told her I was only here for a small vacation, and that I could not follow her around for the next month, and a half like she intended. She seemed pretty cool about it, and as I finished the last drop of my beer, she gave me a kiss on the cheek, and told me she looked forward to hearing from me sometime in the future.

		I took her number, and stuck it in my pocket right before leaving her room. As I headed back to my room, I couldn’t think of anything but that luscious ass as it rested firmly on my face. I wondered about the implications of having a woman do that to you, but decided that it didn’t really matter. No one in my inner circle would be aware of this humiliation I endured, and if I chose to see Makayla again, it would be in her hometown, which was a few states over from mine. I was okay with living a lifestyle of domination, especially if no one I knew had to know about it.

		I got to my room, and I immediately took off all of my clothes, and headed for the shower. As soon as I got the smell of black ass from my face off, I put on fresh clothes, and headed for the bar that I had been frequenting on the ship. I looked in the mirror before leaving, and thought about that bartender with the small tits.

		“Maybe I can bang her.” I said aloud.

		I figured I could get back some of my self respect if I banged the small bartender, and made her my bitch. I laughed to myself, and decided to give it a try, but I was sure to get Makayla’s number from my pant’s pocket, and securely store it in my bag. I wasn’t going to let that queen escape me by accident.

		When I got to the bar, there was a different person working. It was a guy, and he seemed cool. I asked about the woman that was working before, and he said that she would be there tomorrow night. I sat for one drink before leaving. I figured I’d try again tomorrow.
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