
        
            
                
            
        

    
JASON ONLY LIKES BLACK GIRLS

By

Sarah Hughes-Levitt


I walked into The Crown, weaving my way through a deafening jumble of mostly white hipsters, feeling a little oppressed by all the body heat and the smell of stale beer. All the woodwork and brass furnishings made the place look like an old man pub, but the place was humming. Feeling overwhelmed, and looking around me wide eyed, I pushed towards the bar. When I’d been here for an interview and for training it had been the middle of the day and quiet. I get intimidated by crowds, but I was desperate for a job – I’d moved to London five weeks earlier, fresh out of Uni, and my money was running out.

That’s when I saw Jason for the first time. You couldn’t miss him – he was about a head taller than everyone else – a white Irish guy with thick black hair almost down to his shoulders, and what muscular shoulders they were. He had deep set green eyes, dark eyebrows, a strong jawline, great cheekbones, and you could tell from the way his baggy black t-shirt hung on him that he was built. There was something a bit intimidating about him. He was serving drinks to a couple of cool white girls who were desperately trying to flirt with him.

He was painfully sexy, but had a kind of mean, disinterested vibe about him, and in any case I don’t go for guys out of my league. I like nice, friendly boys who make me feel comfortable. I made it to the bar and caught the attention of a short white girl scooping ice into a pint of coke.

“Um, hey!” I shouted over the noise, giving an awkward little wave.

She looked up at me.

“Oh are you the new girl?”

“Uh, yes.”

“Cool!”

She lifted up the hatch in the bar. “What was your name again?”

“Er, Constance.”

“Awesome. I’m Jo. Nice to meet you. This is Jason. Jason, say hello.”

Jason looked over his shoulder at me. He turned around, and looked me up and down quite blatantly, I thought. He wiped the sweat from his brow with a beefy forearm, and offered me his hand.

“Nice to meet you,” he said in a deep, powerful voice with an Irish lilt.

I shook his hand. It absolutely engulfed mine. He gave my hand a warm squeeze, looking me in the eye for maybe a second too long. Too much was going on for me and I felt overstimulated by the baying mob of drinkers and Jo and Jason having to almost shout.

“Umm, shall I go in the back?” I asked.

“Yeah, I’ll show you around,” said Jason. “Follow me.”

I followed him, and got ready for my shift.

I found that night very draining, but Jo and Jason were super helpful. Jo was very friendly, and Jason showed me the little tricks to a lot of things in The Crown – how to use the broken lemonade pump, some of the quirks of the operating system on the till that I hadn’t been told about on my training shift. I fucked up a few sales and orders and he swooped in and sorted out my mess. By the end of that shift, I thought he was a cool, unobtainably sexy guy who was surprisingly helpful. It was only later that I realised how problematic he was.

***

I grew up in the countryside in a small market town and we were the only Black family there. It was kind of fine there, everyone knew everyone and apart from seeing the occasional UKIP poster in a window it always felt welcoming. But whenever we went further afield I often noticed people just taking notice of us, or watching us out of the corner of their eyes. It really made me feel self-conscious and just a bit on edge in public places. When I was a teenager, me and my sisters would go to this awful nightclub a farmer set up in his barn. Oh it was the worst. It was near another town and there was this shuttle minibus you could take. Anyway, we’d be the only black girls there and I’d always notice heads turn when we arrived. I just hated that. And I felt like some white boys would just completely ignore us, and some would treat us like a novelty and make extra effort to dance with one of us or chat us up. I got compared to Black celebrities I look nothing like (I don’t look anything fucking like Beyoncé!!! I’m short, dark skinned, wear my hair natural and I do not have a big bum!). And on top of that, I felt sometimes when I was dancing with a white boy I’d get side-eyed by some of the white guys. So I hate being made the centre of attention for being Black, whether it’s white people judging me by white beauty standards, or white guys seeing me as an exciting novelty to try. Urgh. Anyway, you’ll soon see how this is all relevant.

***

It was like 5pm on a Wednesday and my shift had just started. It was super quiet. I was carrying a bunch of empty glasses to the bar when a stunning Black girl walked in. She had braids and was wearing all black, quite loose fitting, with gold jewelry. Her make-up was impeccable. Anyway, I gave her the Nod because I was still getting used to living in London where there’s way more Black people. She didn’t return it. I think she was a bit weirded out and I felt a little embarrassed.

She saw Jason and her eyes lit up.

“Baby!” she said, trotting up to him and putting her arms around his neck, her fingers outstretched to avoid scratching him with her acrylics.

They kissed and he stroked her face.

“Oh, is that Jason’s girlfriend?” I whispered to Jo as I stacked glasses on the bar.

“Er, they’re seeing each other. That’s Emma, she’s cool.”

“She’s beautiful.”

“Yeah, Jason definitely has a type.”

***

I continued working at The Crown, getting better at my job, although still not enjoying the crowds. Jason would sometimes make little flirty comments to me, which I thought were just good natured banter and I found quite flattering. Like I remember one time when me and Jo were trying to carry a barrel up from the cellar. We were struggling a bit and put it down on the concrete stairs halfway up.

Jason peered down at us, blocking out the light. “You ladies doing alright?”

“Yeah, we’re good,” said Jo.

“You don’t look good. You look like you’re doing very badly.”

“We’re good! Come on, Constance, let’s show this asshole.”

With some sweat we got the barrel to the top of the stairs while Jason watched, amused.

“See? Easy,” said Jo.

“Yeah, because all that panting and grunting made it look so easy,” winked Jason.

“Shut up, Jason!” I said, playfully.

“Or what, you’ll throw that barrel at me?”.

“Look, it’s heavier than it looks.”

“Oh yeah?”

He gripped the handle built into the rim of the battle and, I kid you not, picked it up with one straining arm. His arm did shake a little, but still.

“Meh,” I said, and shrugged, pretending not to be impressed.

“Meh?!”

“You heard me.”

“I’ll pick you up, in a minute.”

“Not with one arm you couldn’t.”

“Constance, you’re tiny. It would be like picking up a large puppet.”

I burst out laughing and even Jo cracked a smile.

“Nah, you’re full of it Jason.”

“How much do you wanna bet?”

“Er, I dunno,” I said, not able to think on my feet.

“How about, if I can, you have to do all toilet cleaning for a month. And vice versa.”

“Ohhhh…” said Jo.

I thought for a second. I mean he doesn’t wear clothes that show it, but you can tell underneath it he’s super muscular. But pick me up one handed? No way.

“You’re on,” I said.

He stepped close to me, and I had to crane my neck to look up at him. He bent his arm, and brought his fist up to my chin. “Hang on.”

I put both hands around his muscular forearm. I quite liked feeling his warm skin against mine. He tensed his bicep, his neck bulged, he leaned back – and lifted me off the floor.

“Oh shit!” yelled Jo.

Then just to show off, Jason straightened his arm upwards and I found my feet dangling like two feet off the floor.

“Nooo!” I said.

He looked me in the eye. “Guess who’s cleaning toilets, Constance?”

I let go, and landed on my feet. “God damn it!”

He squeezed my shoulder with his big hand. “Sorry, babe.”

I really fancied him, but I knew this was just banter, and anyway he was seeing someone.

***

Jason stopped seeing Emma a few weeks after thatt. And a week later, on a Saturday night, he went home with one of the customers. She was Black but I didn’t think much of it. About half a week after that his old friend with benefits met him after a shift. She was Black, tall, and gorgeous. At that point, I asked the other girls at the pub whether Jason had a thing for Black girls while we were skiving off at the back of the pub.

“No, durr,” said Annie, a cute British Chinese girl with pink hair. “Have you only just worked that out?”

“It’s not fair on the rest of us,” laughed Jo.

“Oh…” I said.

“But I mean, the door’s open for you,” said Jenny – she’s tall and white with a lot of tattoos. “I’m jealous. He fancies every Black girl he sees.”

“Well that’s gross,” I frowned.

“What?” said Jenny.

“That’s just fetishizing us.”

“I wouldn’t mind him fetishising me.”

Annie chipped in, “I’d dress up like an anime slut for him if he wanted!”

The girls all laughed.

“Guys, can we stop this?!”

My cheeks flushed with anger and I felt my throat closing up. “You don’t get it. It’s not cool.”

“Alright, okay, okay,” said Jenny. “But you should know after your first shift he made a big deal about how cute you were.”

“I don’t care,” I said, blushing.

***

After that, I stopped responding to Jason’s flirty banter. Most of the time I couldn’t even look him in the eye. It all came to a head one evening after we’d all been drinking after the pub closed for the night.

I was outside in the beer garden, puffing on a vape and staring at the stacked chairs. Jason drunkenly stumbled out, nodded at me, and leaned against the wall next to me. He pulled out a cigarette, lit it, and inhaled.

He let out a long, slow exhale.

“Hey.”

“Hey,” I said, not looking at him.

“What’s up?”

“Nothing much.”

“I mean what’s up between you and me?”

“What do you mean?”

“Come on Constance, I can tell something’s changed between us. You’re different around me. It’s a shame. Can I know why?”

“Nothing’s changed,” I said, turning off my vape.

“I thought we were friends.”

“We are.”

I walked around him to get to the door, but he sidestepped and blocked the door, looming over me. He’s like two heads bigger than me.

“Can you let me through, please?”

His smouldering green eyes burrowed into me.

“Just tell me, Constance.”

I sighed. “Look, you fetishise Black women. And it’s gross.”

“I fetishise Black women?” There was some drunk anger in his voice and I didn’t feel comfortable.

“Yeah.”

“Dating Black women is racist now?”

“I’m not getting into this.”

“You have a problem with me finding Black women beautiful? With finding you beautiful?”

There it was. I felt so fucking weird. Angry. Kind of aggrieved that I couldn’t enjoy the sexiest man I’d ever met calling me beautiful.

“Yeah, I like Black women, so what?”

He was slurring his words. “Black women have nice eyes, beautiful smiles. Great skin. You’re all so well moisturised. You’re like the Einsteins of skincare.”

“That’s just so dumb. Loads of Black women are ashy.”

“Ashy?”

“Forget it. Just let me passed, please.”

“Look, there’s nothing fucking problematic with me liking big asses, okay? And Black women are so much more in touch with their feelings than white girls. And can dance so much sexier. I like the sensuality.”

“Listen to yourself! You know I can’t dance! And I don’t have a big ass. And I get ashy in winter. And I’m not in touch with my feelings! I’m a fucking individual, now let me through or I swear I’m going to start shouting!”

“Alright, alright, alright.”

Jason stepped aside.

I stomped through the pub.

“You alright, babe?” asked Jo as I came into the bar.

“Yeah, I’m fine. I’m just going home. Bye everyone.”

***

That night, Jason fucked Jenny. I heard about it the next day when Jenny was spilling the tea with the girls.

“Oh my god, he made me cum like four times. I nearly passed out!”

“You go, girl!” said Annie.

“The first white girl!” laughed Jo. “You’ve broken the seal for the rest of us!”

They all laughed, and I pretended like I was fine with it. This was psycho behaviour as far as I was concerned. I was sure he’d just slept with a white girl to prove a point to me. And beneath all my anger and disgust there was something that made me even angrier. I was… jealous? Urgh, I wasn’t ready to admit that fully to myself so at the time I just told myself it was anger about fucked up male behaviour.

“You know he’s just using you?” I said, my arms folded.

“Oh, I know, but I was just using him too. He can use me like that anytime.”

“What’s he like in bed?” asked Jo, a little too eagerly for my liking.

“Pretty rough, to be honest.”

“In a good way or a bad way?”

“Maybe a bit of both? But mostly good. He really throws you about. He’s quite intimidating. But four orgasms can’t lie.”

I was feeling so fucking jealous.

“What’s his rig like?” asked Jo. “Is it everything we hoped?”

“Oh yeah, he’s fucking built, and like, ripped.”

“Six pack?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Good dick?” asked Annie.

“Very good dick. And tongue.”

“Yes!”

I went back to the kitchen, and got on with my job.

But after that, I kept imagining Jenny and Jason having sex – that conversation had put too many images in my mind. I imagined Jason’s shredded and muscular body as he bore down on Jenny. She’s in great shape and very pretty, and all those tattoos make her look super cool. I wondered if Jason enjoyed himself. Whether he was thinking about me. And, sometimes, I’d think about what it would be like to be in Jenny’s place. To see Jason’s broad, muscular chest and big shoulders looming over me. To be kissed by those full, sensual Irish lips. Urgh. Whatever. He was an asshole.

***

Jason and I barely said a word to each other over the next couple of days. And then the most fucked up thing happened.

We were the last two people there, closing up late on a Wednesday evening. I left a few minutes before him so we wouldn’t have to talk. I took my usual short cut down around the back of some houses to the bus stop. It’s a narrow path with wooden fences on both sides – one overlooking people’s gardens, the other overlooking a steep bank and train tracks.

Looking up from my phone, I saw four big guys slouching against the fences, and something immediately felt off. There weren’t usually people just hanging around on this path. And it was really dark.

I wondered if I should turn back, but I thought that obviously running from them might make me look vulnerable and really grab their attention. I decided to walk through them with confident body language and not make eye contact.

I got closer. One of them was watching me out of the corner of his eye, but the others were ignoring me. I stuck my hand in my pocket and grabbed my keys to use as a weapon.

I walked through the middle of their group–

And one big guy stepped in front of me. Fear and panic immediately started pulsing in my chest. My throat tightened–

“Hey, girlie…” mumbled the guy in a deep voice.

Two of his mates stepped behind me.

“Give us your phone.”

“Umm…”

“Now, sweetheart.”

“Okay, okay,” I rasped, my voice shaking.

“And your purse,” said one of the guys behind me. I snapped my head around, feeling terrified.

I reached for my purse, on the verge of a panic attack.

“HEY!” bellowed a voice from further down the path. I saw it was Jason, running towards us.

Jason is massive, but these were big dudes with dirty clothes. They squared up to him and as he got near two of them jumped on him. They were so violent, throwing crazy, swinging punches as fast as they could. Not like in a movie with technique and timing and strategy, just like vicious animals throwing multiple punches a second, like hammer blows. One of them grabbed him round the neck but Jason swung him off and punched him in the stomach. The other guy headbutted him with a sickening crack and Jason staggered back. Then all four of them were on him. Jason managed to get off a massive punch to one guy’s face and he fell over, hitting his head on concrete with a thud and just lay there groaning. Jason swung another guy around and tripped him over. Another guy got him from behind and tried to choke him.

“Get off him!” I screamed.

Jason couldn’t get free.

I found myself leaping forward with my keys and scraping them across the guy’s hand as hard as I could. He swore, and jerked his hand away. Jason spun out of his grip and punched the guy, who stumbled back.

“Hey!”

A light was on in the top floor window of one of the overlooking houses.

“Come on!” barked one of the muggers, and they ran off, one of them limping.

“Are you alright?” called out the woman in the window.

Jason looked a bit shaken, breathing heavily, sucking in big lungfuls of air. “Yeah…” he said. “Thanks.”

“Do you want me to call the police?”

Jason thought for a second. “No point.”

“Okay,” she paused. “You gonna be alright?”

“Yeah. Thank you, though.”

She shut her window. I ran up to Jason and gave him a hug. He held me tight, wrapping me in his strong arms. I realised I was shaking.

I looked up at him. He looked down at me. And we kissed. It felt magic. I wasn’t thinking. In that moment it was all physical instinct. If I had been thinking I might not have kissed this problematic white man who’s clearly got some objectifying issues with Black women. But I wasn’t thinking about any of that. I just needed to kiss him. And it felt good. His full, warm lips interlocking with mine. He was so sensual and fierce in the way he kissed me. I could feel his hunger for me. I liked the warm scent of his skin. The feel of his big, hard, strong body pressed firmly against mine. He placed one big hand around the back of my head and pulled me even closer into him. He swirled his tongue against mine and inhaled through his nose, like he wanted to smell and taste me at the same time.

Both of us were too wired to just go home, and Jason had some bad bruises and cuts so I took him back to the pub to use the first aid kit. We let ourselves in and had a couple of shots first, then went to the staff room and I got some antiseptic wipes and cleaned a big cut above his eye. I had to lean in close, and I could feel his breath against my cheek. God there was so much electricity thrumming between us. I could barely concentrate on what I was doing. I was sure he was just looking at me, not thinking about his pain. But I avoided eye contact, and concentrated on wiping his cut. I leant against him and he winced.

“Ow.”

“Everything okay?”

He clutched his ribs. “Yeah. Just, bruised or something.”

“We’d better take a look.”

He lifted up his t-shirt and I got a glimpse of his thick, strong body. Holy shit. Jenny had been right. But he also had a bruise with some scratches on his ribs. I got another antiseptic wipe and cleaned the bruise. My left hand brushed against his ab muscles. His skin felt hot to the touch.

Jason put a big hand on my shoulder. Gave me a squeeze. I looked up at him. And he kissed me. I forgot about what I was doing, feeling overwhelmed by his self-assurance. He cupped the side of my face in his hand, pressing his face against mine as we kissed. Fuck, this man wanted me. He moved from my mouth to my cheek. Then my ear. I moaned softly. He kissed at my ear for a moment, then moved down to the side of my neck. Hungry, hot and wet kisses. He was intoxicated with me. He moved to the front of my throat as I closed my eyes and lifted my chin. Mmmm.

Jason inhaled deeply through his nose and moved back to my lips. This time we kissed so ferociously, our faces rubbing against each other, his tongue probing my mouth. God I wanted him. He gently stroked my hair.

Jason pulled away for a second and looked me deep in the eyes with a smouldering look.

“Constance… I’m obsessed with you…” his deep voice growled.

Then he dove back in, and we enjoyed the hot taste and feel of each other, sloppily kissing as I let out a soft moan. Jason then kissed the other side of my neck, pulled back, and pulled his t-shirt off over the top of his head, revealing his big chest and broad shoulders. He was quite big boned and looked frighteningly strong. He reached around my waist with a big arm and pulled me tightly into him, mashing me against his hot skin and I had to look straight up in order for him to kiss me.

Jason bit down gently on my lower lip and I heard myself moan again. There was something about the fierce way he needed me that was really turning me on. I hadn’t gotten laid in ages.

He pulled away again and kissed me on the forehead. He stroked my face, looking into my eyes, then moved his hands to the bottom of my t-shirt. He started pulling it up. A part of me felt I should stop him, but… I lifted my arms and he pulled my t-shirt off over my head, revealing my black bra. He put his arms around my waist again and pulled me in tight. God his arms were so big, they made my waist seem tiny. I felt the hot skin of his stomach pressed against my skin and realised my pussy was really starting to tingle. I breathed him in.

“I’m so into you,” he rumbled, and he gently pushed me onto the couch. He climbed on top of me and all I could see was a wall of flesh as he once again kissed me on the forehead. Then he kissed my left shoulder, then the base of my throat, then my collar bone, then my sternum, and then around my bra. He reached underneath me and I felt his big squishy bicep press into my side. He undid the clasp on my bra with one hand, and gently pulled my bra off me. My tits are quite small and I often feel a bit self-conscious about them, but I could see the way Jason’s whole body reacted that he was getting hornier and hornier.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he whispered, and leaned down and kissed my left nipple.

I whimpered, and my back arched. Jason then kissed my right nipple, and squeezed my left breast, engulfing it in one big, strong hand. He started licking my right nipple, first up and down, then circling it, moaning to himself in an earthy, low rumble. I could feel my pussy getting wet. God it had been too long.

Jason slowly kissed his way down my stomach.

Mwah

Just under my breasts.

Mwah

Just above my belly button.

Mwah

Just below my belly button.

Mwah

A little lower.

Mwah

A little lower…

Mwah

He arrived at my jeans, and planted a string of kisses along my waistline. I started to writhe. My pussy needed his touch.

He moved further down, and planted a few kisses onto my pussy through my jeans, pressing his face hard against me and nuzzling me.

“Ohh…” I gasped, feeling this little bolt of electricity run up from my pussy and deep into my chest. My body was starting to throb now. My pussy was pulsing.

Jason brought his hands up to my jeans, sunk his fingers over the waistline, and slowly pulled them down, gradually revealing my plain black panties (I had not planned on getting laid). My jeans got stuck around my thighs and there was a bit of tugging and readjusting before he got them off. Then he dove at my pussy again, kissing me through my panties as I whimpered.

“You beautiful fucking thing,” he growled.

He licked my right inner thigh.

My left inner thigh.

Kissed me through my panties right on my vulva.

And started pulling down my panties.

I realised I wasn’t well trimmed and started feeling self-conscious, but he didn’t seem to care or notice. I heard him rumble “Mmmm…” to himself, and he delicately licked at my pussy lips with just the lightest touch.

“Oh… God…” I exclaimed. “Fuck… please…”

He licked upwards again, teasingly gentle, barely touching me. My pussy was on FIRE.

“Please,” I begged.

He knew he had me right where he wanted. He pressed his face harder against me, and I felt his wet tongue enter me.

“OH!”

He slowly curled it upwards, and stroked my clit.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

He did it again, firmer this time. I was breathing deeply, and I started stroking his hair as he firmly lapped at my clit. Then he moved the tip of his tongue in circles and I squealed. He moaned to himself and wagged his tongue from side to side super fast.

“Ohhh…Ohhh…” my voice got a bit deeper and I wasn’t really in control of it.

Jason put one hand on my right thigh and slid his other hand underneath my left asscheek. He gripped me hard. He felt so strong. He started really passionately lapping at my clit and moaning in pleasure. I felt an orgasm start to build. Then he moved his left hand and pressed it down on my pubic mound, quite hard, opening me up a little more and giving him even more access to my clit. He lapped hungrily, fiercely, passionately. Like he was devouring me. Like my pussy was delicious. He was groaning to himself and I could feel the white hot heat of his desire channeled through him and into my clit. And then– and then then–

“Fuuuuuuuuuuck!” I said as I came for the first time that night, my hips bucking as Jason gripped my ass tightly and continued to plunge his tongue into me. I felt like an intense burst of extreme pleasure explode within me, starting in my pussy and then tendrils of ecstasy spreading throughout my body from there. My back arched and my eyes clenched shut as aftershocks hit me. I shuddered.

“Ohhhhh…” I warbled.

Jason stopped licking my clit and started planting kisses on my inner thigh and stomach. I thought he was going to fuck me then but instead he kissed every part of my body: the palm of my hand, up the underside of my forearm, my inner elbow, my up upper arm, my shoulder… He kissed me with such passion, breathing me in. He kissed my collar bone and my neck again. I loved the feeling of his hot, heavy, muscular torso pressingly gently into me as he held himself up with his strong arms. It felt like he’d crush me if he wasn’t in complete mastery of his body. He kissed my nipples again and I let out a little gasp before he kissed his was down my stomach and started eating me out again.

“I love your fucking pussy,” he mumbled, before moaning to himself and kissing my pussy hungrily. I felt his tongue slide into me, and then two big fingers. He started licking my clit while rubbing my G-spot at the same time, fucking me with his powerful fingers. Mmm it felt so good as he rubbed the soft ceiling of my pussy.

“Oh… Jason,” I moaned, as I squirmed on the sofa.

He just rumbled appreciatively, like he was savouring my pussy.

He showed me less variety this time, just steadily, intensely lapping at my pussy, stimulating my g-spot, almost growling to himself with lust. I felt a deeper orgasm building this time. Coming from deeper inside me. Like it was more bassy. I knew it was gonna feel good but also make my muscles tense so much it would hurt a bit. Ah, fuck. I felt it coming. This big… powerful… physical thing… Like purely from my body, bypassing my mind. Oh God. Oh fuck. Oh–

“Aaaargh!!” I roared, my body convulsing, my head jerking back and forth. “OH… FUCK!”

My whole body shook in ecstasy as my stomach muscles crunched up.

“Oh… Jason…” I felt so connected to him in that moment, like he’d done something special with me.

He climbed on top of me and cuddled me, and I felt his hot skin and bulging muscles press into me. Jason kissed me on the cheek and I realised I could feel his hard dick through his jeans. Holy shit it felt big.

He kissed me on the lips again and we made out for a minute. Then he started rubbing the top of his thigh against my pussy and I knew I needed him in me. I reached down with one hand and stroked his dick through his jeans. Yep, it really was worryingly big. But that was kind of sexy. I stroked him some more, feeling him stiffen even harder, like he was going to burst out of his jeans.

Jason suddenly stood up, and pulled down his jeans. He was wearing grey boxers and his dick was stretching the material obscenely.

“Get on your knees,” he said in a stern, deep voice with that Irish accent.

He had a commanding aura suddenly, and I didn’t feel like I should disobey.

I knelt in front of him, placed my hands in my lap, and looked up at him.

“Good girl,” he said, stroking my face. I felt my pussy throb a little.

“Take down my boxers,” he ordered.

I moved my hands to his waistband, slid my fingers underneath, and started to pull them down–

“Slowly.” he snapped.

I slowed down. There was the base of his dick. Fuck, he looked scarily girthy. I slid his boxers down further – still going. There was a weighty strength to his dick and I felt it almost pulling upwards against me as the boxers snagged on it. I finally got them off and his dick sprang up, like it was gonna slap him in the stomach.

I gasped. It really was thick. Maybe not quite as long as I’d imagined – perhaps slightly over eight or eight and a half inches. But the girth. That was either going to feel incredible or hurt. Or maybe both. His balls were big too, and I could feel the heat coming from him. I lifted a hand and grabbed his white dick. It felt hot, and rigid. It twitched as I wrapped my fingers around it. Holy shit, I couldn’t quite get my fingers the whole way round it. I just stared for a second, hesitating.

Then a deep voice came from up above me. “Kiss it.”

It felt right. I leaned forward, closed my eyes and–

“No. With your eyes open.”

I looked up at Jason as his muscular body towered over me, his big hard dick pointing almost to the ceiling.

He had this commanding look on his face. “I want your eyes open. I want you to always remember the first time you kissed my dick.”

The first time?

I just nodded at him, wide eyed.

I leant towards the head of his dick. The head was big, and thick, and kind of pink. I pursed my lips, and smooshed them against the tip of his head. I’ll never forget that humiliatingly slutty sound I made as my lips touched his dick:

Mmmmwah

“Oh fuck,” croaked Jason, stroking my face. “You beautiful fucking thing.”

He leaned down and kissed me on the forehead before standing straight again. “Now plant kisses all over my cock. Pretty, dainty kisses.”

I did as he said, rapturously kissing every part of his dick as he groaned to himself in a deep masculine rubble. A bead of precum had begun to form on the tip and I licked that off.

“Oh my… god…” mumbled Jason. “Oh… Constance…”

I looked up at him, still feeling a little unsure of the situation but feeling incredibly aroused. He was squinting intensely down at me, with an expression of stern dominance.

“Suck my cock now, Constance.”

I did as he said. Opening my mouth wide, and leaning forward, taking him in my mouth. I pressed my tongue firmly against the underside of his shaft as I slid myself up and down his dick.

“Mmm,” he rumbled. “Good girl… Good fucking girl… Wow…”

I knew I was pleasing him. I think I’m pretty good at giving head (thanks Teen Cosmo). Feeling how hard he was and hearing the intense lust in his moans turned me on so much, knowing how good he felt, empathising with what it was like for him, and at the same time feeling like I was some kind of sex goddess who was so skilled and sexy that I could play him like this. He gently stroked my hair. Mmmm.

He held my head in his strong hands and started thrusting back and forth – fucking my mouth, coating his dick in my saliva.

“Jesus Christ,” whispered Jason. “You beautiful, gorgeous thing. Look at me. Look at me.”

It was a hard angle but I looked up at him, creasing my forehead, and made eye contact, my big brown eyes wide and compliant, his intense, green and dominant while he fucked my mouth.

“God damn, you’re the most beautiful fucking girl I’ve ever seen…” he rasped, thrusting his big dick down my throat while I obediently looked into his eyes.

He fucked my face like that for several minutes, seeming on the brink of ejaculation, he was that turned on. He showered me with compliments and praise like he was out of his mind. Then he pulled his dick out of my mouth – it was glistening, and a strand of my saliva hung between my lips and the head of his dick. Jason then rubbed his throbbing cock against my face.

“Fuck… you’re so pretty. I need you, Constance. Stand up.”

He offered me his hand and I took it, getting to my feet. He kissed me passionately, driving his tongue deep into my mouth while he stroked my face. Then he led me to the couch and gently pushed me onto my back. I knew what was coming, and I wanted it so badly. Jason got on top of me, and I marvelled at his hot, sweaty muscular body and the way his big dick strained upwards and bobbed in the air. He kissed me on the forehead again, then positioned the head of his cock against my pussy lips.

“Ohhh…” I whined.

He rubbed the head up and down against me, teasing me and I writhed in orgasmic frustration.

“Please… Fuck me. Fuck me, Jason.” My eyes were wide and pleading.

“You’re gonna give me that beautiful Black pussy?”

I’m so ashamed of what I said next. I just couldn’t help myself. “Yes,” I said breathlessly. “Take my Black pussy. Make it yours.”

“Oh, Constance…” Jason rasped, and slid his powerful dick into me.

My eyes rolled back in my head and I made this really deep, unladylike groan: “OHHH…”

He kissed the side of my neck as his thick cock pressed into me, rubbing my pussy walls so tightly, stretching them, making them buzz with sexual pleasure. This feeling of tightness and pressure and tingling ecstasy. He couldn’t get all the way in and he spent several minutes working his way in and out of me, licking my nipples, stroking my face, kissing my neck and hungrily kissing me on the mouth.

I wrapped my legs around him so he could get even deeper, letting him take every inch of my pussy.

“Oh… Goddd…” I half whined, half roared.

“Oh… you beautiful thing…”

He started speeding up now, with deep, long, powerful strokes. They were almost too much for me, he was so wide and so long. The end of each thrust was almost painful, but I was already almost on the brink of orgasm. Normally I need my clit worked to cum, but his dick was rubbing so hard against my G-spot, with such friction and such long strokes, I felt like my body wasn’t in my control, I was going to cum when he wanted me to, as many times as he wanted me to. I reached up and felt his muscular shoulders. I felt his powerful, slightly hairy chest. He was boiling hot and sweating just a little. I could tell he really liked me feeling his chest, and he started fucking me harder. Forcing yelps out of me now. We kissed again, I’d never felt so much passion from a man before. His body language, his breathing, his groans – he was in ecstasy. Besotted with me.

He started really hammering me now and I started yelling out, almost in pain, as that incredible dick of his rammed into me and ragdolled my body as the couch creaked and shook. He just kept pounding and pounding and pounding. The stamina and power was incredible and I realised another orgasm was building. This one felt tighter and smaller and more intense and explosive.

“Oh, Jason… Oh… Oh… Ahh… Hngn.. Ah.. Hooooaaaaagh!” I started squirting all over the couch – I almost never squirt – and still Jason didn’t stop, he just kicked me again and said, “Good girl, you’re gonna keep cumming for me, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I nodded my head.

“Good fucking girl.”

He pulled out of me, his big pinkish dick springing up, wet with my juices.

“Get on your hands and knees.”

I did as he said. He leaned over and licked my pussy from behind, and I shuddered while he moaned to himself. Then I felt the head of his cock against me. He pushed into me – god he was so thick. I emitted this strange sound from my mouth: “Woahh…”

I was just out of control, caught up in the intense, physical ecstasy.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

I did so, turning my face so my cheek was against the couch, face down, ass up. Jason grabbed my wrists, his big hands easily engulfing each arm, and then he started fucking me hard, making my ass jiggle and my voice rasp as I grunted and groaned. Fuck, fuck, fuck, each thrust was so hard and felt so good. Once again he angled himself so he was rubbing against my G-spot. He really knew his was around a woman’s body. He kissed his way up my spine and it made me shiver. I’d never had sex like this before. I was enraptured. On another level. It was like an active trance or something. Jason reached the back of my neck and kissed me there, and I shuddered again. I felt his muscular stomach pressed against my lower back. I felt completely overpowered and dominated by him, somehow. I had this feeling of willing, ecstatic submission to this sexy beast.

I loved the feeling of his big, glistening cock thrusting in and out of me, stretching my pussy, pounding it, just completely dominating me and my wetness.

SLAP!

“Ah!” I yelped in surprise. He’d just spanked me, without even asking, and I didn’t even care. It was just more physical stimulation for my overwhelmed body, more dominance from him, and I loved it.

SLAP!

“Oh, yes!”

“Good girl.”

SLAP!

“Ahh! Yes, Daddy! Yes!”

SLAP!

“Yes!”

SLAP!

“Oh, yes!”

The feeling of his rock hard dick pounding my G-spot and the stimulation from the spanking suddenly overwhelmed me and I came again, my legs shaking, my knees aching and feeling like jelly, my muscles contracting as a wave of aching pleasure pulsed through my body.

Jason pounded me some more then pulled out of me. “Get on top, gorgeous, show me what you can do.”

I was eager to show what I could do. I straddled him while he sat on the couch, reached down and positioned his dick against my pussy, and eased myself down onto him.

“Oh wow,” he groaned. “Oh Constance, baby.”

He stroked my face, then wrapped his big hand around my throat while I rode up and down on his dick, looking him dead in the eye. Fuck, I felt insatiable. He squeezed my throat gently, just to show me who was in charge as I worked his dick, grinding my pussy ferociously against him.

I’d got almost all of him inside me now, and I started hammering my pussy down onto his dick. It hurt when I got to the bottom each time, real painful, and I kind of liked it somehow. Like it was the proof of how hard I was fucking him, what a good girl I was being.

“Constance, I’m going to cum, I’m going to cum!” roared Jason, and I felt his hot cum spurting into me. Spurt after spurt as Jason roared and writhed. He grabbed my face and kissed me, still cumming in me and I orgasmed again, getting painful shivers all over my body like I had the shakes. Jason kept grunting even as he kissed me, his dick still cumming deep inside me.

He finally stopped cumming – my pussy felt so hot and wet and satisfied, and a little sore – I stayed straddling him for what seemed like five or ten minutes. We kissed a lot, and then he cuddled me in a powerful bear hug. That was by far and away the most pleasure I’ve ever had in one night.

He’s asked me out for coffee since then and I’m not sure what to do. I still feel so ashamed of just going along with it when he said he wanted to take my Black pussy. But, also, every time I remember that, I feel so god damn horny. I kinda want to let him take my Black pussy again…

***
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Sample Excerpt below from My Boss is My Sexy White Daddy – a story about a young, overachieving and insecure Black woman at a big corporation, who catches the eye of her powerful, tall, handsome CEO. It starts with him realising her talent is being underappreciated by her problematic manager, but after she makes an embarrassing mistake – her kindle downloads some erotica on the workplace wi-fi – he is forced to discipline her.

Over a month passed and things mostly went back to normal. It seemed Hannah really had managed not to gossip about my secret shame (!), which, to be fair, would have been a big breach of workplace law if she had (I obsessively googled the issue) and my colleagues seemed genuinely none the wiser. And I was doing well at my job. I’m conscientious, driven, and I genuinely find marketing really interesting and I was definitely starting to feel I’d got the hang of my role at Zenith.

But then I got another email:

Jennifer

There has been another breach of workplace policy and I have to say I’m disappointed. We can speak informally about the issue at 5pm and you can decide whether you’d like to go through a formal process.

J

Fuck!!! What was it this time?! It couldn’t be my Kindle, I’d unticked the connect automatically box for the wifi.

As it turned out, it was the fucking Kindle. It had somehow forgotten my settings. I replaced it with a new one after that, and threw it in the river.

So I found myself sheepishly walking towards Julius’ desk again, feeling like a girl in the headmaster’s office. Julius’ intense stare seemed to be looking right into me, seeing past all my layers and regarding the real me, naked and afraid. He stood up, towering over me, and ushered me to the breakout area where we sat in easychairs.

“Jennifer…”

“I’m so sorry, I’ll throw away the kindle!”

“I’m beginning to wonder if I overestimated you. I hear you did a good job on the Protocol campaign, but, this… Once can be considered bad luck, maybe, but twice begins to look… Like you might not be an appropriate fit for Zenith. I had been in talks about promoting you…”

I didn’t know what to say, I just stared at him. Julius rolled his eyes, stood up, and paced. “I almost wonder if this was really an accident. I mean you’d have thought an intelligent girl like you would avoid making the same mistake twice. I know some people get off on getting caught…”

He let the unspoken question linger in the air.

I looked up at him, overwhelmed at this point. “No, I… I swear I turned off autoconnect on my Kindle. I really did.”

“It didn’t occur to you to completely forget the network?”

“No, in case I needed–”

“Bear in mind you’re not supposed to connect personal devices to work wifi anyway.”

“Yes.”

“And then there’s the issue that you’re bringing a device with adult material on it into the workplace.”

“You make it sound like I’m bringing in porn!” I whined.

Julius took out a folded piece of paper from the inner pocket of his suit jacket. He unfolded it, and read aloud, in his deep voice: “Punished by my Boss - a HOT humiliation, praise kink and Alpha Dom story.”

He looked up at me, and my voice seemed to dry up, I couldn’t be more embarrassed and humiliated. I wanted to disappear. I felt this tugging in my chest and my cheeks glowed hot. Was it weird that I got a little wave of something else when he said those words?

He read on: “Owned by my Bully, Dominated by my Younger Boss. There’s a lot of stuff by the same author here. You a big Sarah Hughes-Levitt fan?”

I stood up, trying not to cry. “Please accept my resignation. I need to leave this job.”

I turned to leave–

“SIT DOWN, JENNIFER” boomed Julius.

I turned and stared at him. Something about the look on his face. I felt I’d better obey. I trotted meekly back to my chair and sat down.

“It’s hard to find good staff. I dug into your work on the Protocol campaign and you’re clearly an overanxious overachiever with rare talent. Yes, you’ve made two massive blunders, but I want you to go on an information security course as you clearly have a blindspot there. The company will pay, of course. And I want your solemn promise that you’ll be as good as gold going forward.”

“I…” I felt like crying. “I can’t work here anymore. It’s humiliating.”

My eyes were welling up. “You know all my most embarrassing secrets. You probably think I’m disgusting–”

Julius chuckled. “Jennifer, let me tell you something. I’m older than you. I’m experienced, and I’ve seen a lot. This–” he indicated the sheet of paper, “is nothing. We had a Head of Finance years ago who was rumoured to be into asphyxiation.”

I stared at him. My throat muscles felt tight and I shook my head. “I have to leave.”

I started to get up–

“JENNIFER.”

I sat down again. He was just someone you obeyed.

“Look. Maybe this will help. You feel embarrassed because I know that about your frankly pretty run of the mill sexual fantasies. It’s an imbalance. Would it help if I told you some of the erotica I read?”

My jaw dropped. I just stared at him for I don’t know how long.

There was a twinkle in his eye. “Well? Would that make you feel on a more even footing?”

“Uh… maybe…”

“The last three I read were titled, Caught by my Husband, Punishing the Secretary, and… Spanked Over My Desk.”

We looked at each other. Julius cocked an eyebrow. “So now we’re even.”

“Er… I suppose so…”

I had never thought about Julius in a sexual context before. Suddenly, a part of me was viewing him in a whole new light. He looked at me with those piercing eyes.

I blinked back. “Umm, thank you for… being honest with me. And showing your trust in me.”

“So, will you stay?”

“Uh, yes.”

“Good. That’s brilliant. Take my number, you can WhatsApp me if you have more workplace issues we need to discuss or if you ever want a bit of mentoring or advice.”

He gave me his number, then stood up, and for the first time I noticed how muscular his legs were. And how well filled the front of his suit trousers were.

“Well don’t let me detain you,” he said, looking down at me – had he caught me looking? “You’ll get an email about the info security course.”

“Thank you, sir–” I said, standing up. “Sorry, I mean, just, thank you.”

“You can call me sir, if you like.”

We looked at each other. Oh fuck. Did he mean… There was this charge in the air, for maybe just two seconds, as we stood about two feet apart and looked at each other. I’d just suddenly felt this little burst of arousal. Like this pulse travelling through my body.

“Um, yes, s– er, yes,” I stammered.

Julius just smiled at me.

“Thanks for everything,” I managed, and left.

Click here to read the rest of the story: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FHQ2M4TW
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