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Section I: The Build Up




I’ve always only dated Black guys. Being a Black girl myself, I have a lot of opinions on dating and race: my politics is that everyone should date everyone, but then again my own lived experience is I’m only attracted to Black guys. So I feel we shouldn’t judge people’s preferences unless they make it a fetish.

For whatever reasons, white guys don’t do it for me. Or, I guess, didn’t. Until I met this one, brooding, authoritative white man. My boss, actually…

***

My first day at Zenith Global Financial Solutions was scary. I remember walking through the rotating door into the marble lobby, my eyes wide and worried, vaguely wondering what racism levels I’d find here and whether anybody would ask me about my hair (this is Britain, white people still do that here!). I’m quite petite at 5’2” with a very middle class style – my mother always instilled in me the importance of presenting yourself properly – and I was hoping I wouldn’t be mistaken for an intern again.

Checking in for the first time took forever – the building staff took a terrible photo of me and the machine that prints the cards wouldn’t work til someone from IT ran down and fixed it. Anyway, I got my lanyard eventually and was finally able to swipe myself in through the security gates. Standing in the lift on my way to the tenth floor, I briefly imagined what all my possible futures here looked like. It didn’t occur to me to imagine myself bent over the CEO’s desk, getting the best fucking of my life.

My first day was fairly uneventful. Someone pointed out the CEO Julius Irving to me at one point – he was startlingly tall – maybe 6’5’? – and quite broad shouldered and well built. He was a white guy because that’s how capitalism works. Looked to be in his 40s and was starting to get a few grey hairs. If I’d been into white men I’d have acknowledged he was conventionally good looking in a generic white guy kind of way. Strong jawline, good hair, and piercing brown eyes. Those eyes could be scary at times – working at Zenith you soon came to realise he was really sharp, and if he caught you making a mistake or doing something suboptimally, you’d see him squint, quietly smouldering, and you’d hear about it. He kept everyone at the top of their game, and it was a pretty slick environment. We were known for being the best, but it meant you could never slack. He had quite an old school style and I got the vibe he wore tailored suits. Someone told me his watch was worth twelve grand, but it just looked like an old fashioned square Italian leather watch to me.

We didn’t directly interact, apart from the odd polite nod in the hallway, until this one big meeting with all the senior leads from the marketing department plus Julius. I was only there because my boss was away at an overseas thing and his boss was sick. Most of us attended in person in Meeting Room 11 but a few people called from home up on the big screen.

The meeting went on for nearly an hour – everyone there was about 3 pay grades above me so generally I kept my mouth shut for fear of embarrassment, even when I felt I had something valuable to contribute. It just felt too scary to make this whole room of mainly white people, most of whom had a decade and a half or more experience than me, turn and stare at me in silence while I disagreed with one of them. So I didn’t say anything, just feeling the preemptive shyness and embarrassment of me saying something that one of them disagreed with. But then I started beating myself up in my head – why was I being so pathetic? You’ve been invited to the meeting. If you have a good idea just say it. I started feeling guilty for being weak. Urgh. Near the end of the meeting, I finally piped up with something.

“Um, a lot of the meeting we’ve talked about demographics and how we already know all the trends there so we’re not getting much useful, but, er, shouldn’t we also be looking at spending habits?”

There was a pause. Had I said something wrong? I couldn’t stand the silence so I felt I should justify myself. “I mean, we already have the data, right? It’s just sitting there…”

The Head of Marketing, Arnold, a fat white guy with a beard (no shade to my fat friends) spoke up. “We already do lifestyle verticals, which covers that.”

“Oh, right,” I said, feeling my cheeks glow warm and this intense tightening in my chest.

The meeting moved on and we debated all the ways we might change our marketing strategies. Eventually one of the Creative Directors – Andrew, who’s about 40 and way too overconfident – came up with this:

“I think maybe if we drill down into the financial info in the Lifestyle Verticals we might be able to make more accurate forecasts, right? I mean if what we think is true, that’s the key.”

“Mmm, you’re probably right,” said Arnold.

I felt so fucking… furious. I’d said the same fucking thing!

Arnold turned to one of the Marketing Managers: “Do you think we could do that in-house? I doubt we have the budget for an agency. Right, Julius?”

Julius shook his head, so Arnold turned back to the Marketing Manager. “Can we do it?”

“Er, it could be a squeeze, time wise–”

Arnold frowned a little.

“But, er, we could probably manage it.”

“Good.”

“I think this is worth looking into,” said Julius in his deep, deep voice. He kind of has this aura of calm authority about him. We all turned to look at him reclining in his seat. “But, er, just a minor point. This is Jennifer’s idea.”

He turned to me, and I started blushing as every head in the room swivelled to stare at me.

“Uh…”

“This is what you were suggesting, isn’t it?” said Julius, his intense brown eyes skewering me.

“Er… yeah… It was,”

“Great,” he turned to the rest of the room. “Let’s implement it. See where it gets us.”

I didn’t say anything for the rest of the meeting as I was feeling pretty self-conscious. In my previous job I’d had this issue where I felt my ideas were often ignored. But in this really two-faced way where my bosses would pretend to enthusiastically listen, and I’d feel really seen and heard, only to realise a month later that they’d completely deleted the ideas from their minds and had never intended to actually take it seriously. It slowly saps your morale. And yeah I can fight my own battles if I really need to, but I hate conflict so much – it makes my heart start beating in my chest like I can hear the thump, and my throat closes up – so yeah I have had battles with colleagues or management when I’ve really had to. But I hate doing it. It’s painful and distressing. So yeah, when a colleague has your back it’s a good feeling. Or, in this case, the CEO of the entire company.

At the end of the day I sent him an email thanking him for sticking up for me and I kind of ended up writing a little treatise on what it’s like to be a woman of colour. He replied a minute later with “No thanks necessary.”

So, not the most personable guy!

Anyway, things were going well for me at Zenith, until about six weeks later when the most embarrassing thing that’s ever happened, happened to me:

Jennifer,

Could we speak at 2pm today to discuss workplace policy

All best

Hannah

Juniour Director, HR

My stomach started making noises. Oh Christ, this was bad. What could I have done? Fuck! I felt that familiar tightening in my chest. Like, deep fear. My heart started thumping into my sternum like it was trying to get out. I breathed out shakily. I racked my brains trying to think of what the issue could possibly be.

***

“Take a seat, Jennifer.” Hannah has the look of a nice white mum who might call the cops on you if you play your music too loud.

“Thanks,” I said, in a daze, gazing out of the floor-to-ceiling windows.

“So, um, to rip the band aid off, it seems you’ve been consuming adult content via the workplace network.”

“What?!”

“We’ve got the meta-data.”

“I… But… I haven’t. I really… haven’t. This is some mistake.”

“Umm… I do have the details.”

“Well, what are they?”

Hannah blushed a bit and cleared her throat. She peered at her screen. “Ebony Love: 3 Story Bundle, um, Punished by the Coach, Spitroasted–”

“Oh my God! Oh my God! I don’t! Look, that's just… stuff I read on my Kindle! I wouldn’t… I’ve never read it at work! I never would! I promise you!”

“It’s just, you’ve downloaded a lot of them on workplace wifi.”

“I never– But I don’t… Oh my God. I… Er, I think… I connected my Kindle to the company wifi one time – for something work appropriate – and, er, I guess it must be automatically connecting when I have it in my bag, and downloading content I marked for later.”

“But, Jennifer, the sheer quantity…”

I burst into tears. This was the most humiliating moment of my life, and I felt like it could potentially ruin me. Would they fire me? I’d never get a reference. My CV would be fucked. My career would be fucked before it really started. WHAT WOULD I TELL MY MUM???

Hannah looked awkward. “There’ll be an internal review. But given our policies and reputation. You know, we’re old school bluechip. You’re not supposed to connect personal devices to company wifi.”

“No one told me that.”

“It’s in the handbook. Look, let’s reconvene at the end of the week.”

I left the building immediately and went for a cry in the back of the carpark. I wondered whether I should just quit so I didn’t have to go through this humiliating process. It was only Tuesday and the thought of having to wait until Friday for an update made my throat physically hurt.

The next day, I got an email from Julius.

Hi Jennifer,

Are you free for a meeting at 5pm? Would like to discuss your future at Zenith.

—-------------

Julius Irving

CEO

I stared at the screen. Jesus Christ.

***

I found myself sitting outside his office, looking solemn, watching his PA typing at her desk. I checked the clock. It was ten past five. Then it was quarter past. Then twenty past.

“He’s ready for you,” said the PA.

“Thanks,” I said, my heart rate increasing as I stood up.

I made my way into his office. It was bigger than I imagined. And darker. Quite old school, with a big bookshelf, a  few paintings on the walls, a breakout space for meetings, and a big mahogany desk. Behind it sat Julius Irving in his tailored suit. He watched me carefully as I made my way into his lair.

“Um, hi,” I said awkwardly, feeling wide-eyed and nervous.

“Hi,” said Julius. He stood up – a towering figure with big, looming shoulders – and walked around his desk, pulling out a chair for me.

“Thanks,” I said, and sat down.

Julius leant against the desk.

“Jennifer. I’m sure you know why you’re here.”

“Yes, sir.”

I don’t know where the sir came from – it just slipped out – my mum always taught me to speak respectfully to figures of authority.

Julius seemed to ignore it, folding his arms. “You’ve been here less than two years. Much less. So I’m sure you’re aware we have the right to terminate your employment for any reason.”

I looked up at him and gulped. He looked so stern. His physical size and strength was a little intimidating.

“I’ve been here a long time, and I’ve never seen an employee make this particular error. You must feel a little embarrassed?”

I was still looking up at him. “Yes, sir. I mean, yes.”

He held my gaze, looking thoughtfully into my eyes with that intense expression of his.

“I’ve never seen anything like it.”

I grimaced.

“But,” he continued, “I have seen incompetence, laziness, idiocy, liars and egomaniacs. You are none of those things. In fact, I suspect you’re rather talented. Not least because you seem to annoy Arnold and that’s usually a sign that someone’s more intelligent than him.”

I wanted to smile or laugh to show him I appreciated the joke, but I still couldn’t tell what my position was and didn’t want to mess things up, so I continued to stare like a rabbit in the headlights.

“Jennifer. This obviously can’t happen again. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, s– Yes.”

“Good. I need an error free performance from you going forward, okay?”

“Oh, yeah.

“There’s a mentorship thing you could sign up for if you need it.”

“Oh! Of cour–”

“But I don’t think you need it. I think your mind is razor sharp, you just made a very foolish error.”

“Right.”

“I want perfection from now on, like I demand from myself, like I demand from everyone.”

“Yes, sir–”

“And stop calling me sir, it makes you sound like a school girl.”

“Right. Sorry, yes.”

He went back around his desk and sat down again. “I’m glad we had this chat. There’s no need for any further review of this incident. Don’t let me keep you.”

“Oh, thank you. Umm, I… just wanted to thank you again for that time you stuck up for me in that meeting.”

“What meeting?” he said, looking up from his work.

“Oh, uh, you know, that marketing meeting.”

“You’ll have to be more specific.”

“Oh, well, maybe you don’t remember but I suggested we look into spending habits–”

“Ah, yes. That seems to be bearing fruit. But I’ve got a call to prepare for now.”

“Oh. Right. Yes. Of course. Thanks again.”

I turned to leave.

“You must really love that stuff,” he observed.

I turned back around. “Sorry?”

“They tell me you downloaded 75 books.”

I felt myself blushing. “Er, they’re just short stories.”

“Ah, well that’s different.”

We locked eyes again. His were so brown and deep. I found it strange to be talking openly about my weirdest perversions with my boss. It was humiliating but also… kind of hot? Maybe?

I shrugged, not sure what to say.

“Everybody’s entitled to do what they like in their private life,” said Julius. “Only idiots judge.”

“Er, yeah!” I said, and hurried out of there, hugging my notepad against me.

***

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.

***

After that, I felt very different about Julius. Had he meant what I thought he meant? Was I misreading him? It was also nice to feel he supported me. Or was he just trying to get into my pants? But no, he’d spoken up for me in that meeting before all this, and, like, he was right that I did a good job on the Protocol campaign. I work so hard, and he saw it. And I knew for a fact via a colleague that Arnold had said I should probably be “let go, with a heavy heart” after my two fuck ups.

It was just weird now, seeing my CEO in a new light, as a sexual being. A big, manly, handsome, stern, rich, authoritative sexual being, who seemed to see me for what I really am.

I found myself thinking about him in bed. More just pondering the weirdness of the situation and wondering if I’d read him right. For years one of my favourite fantasies to read about had been boss/secretary type scenarios. The power dynamics are just hot (and let’s be honest, problematic as fuck). It’s so intense. But I’d never thought about acting it out in real life. I’d never even really thought about it happening to anyone in real life. And now I was. I mean, it does actually happen. In a world of eight billion people, this exact scenario is happening all the time. I imagined what it would be like to act out my fantasy with Julius. Normally I only fantasise about Black guys, not white guys. But Julius wasn’t a “white guy”, he was… Julius Irving… 6’5” of stern, wise, powerful, successful masculinity… Christ, just imagine him ordering me to bend over his desk–

I shook my head, getting the image out of my mind. No. This wasn’t a healthy thought to be having.

But as the days went by I caught myself replaying our conversation in my head more, and more. What stories had he said he’d read? There was definitely at least one about punishing a secretary or something. And he’d said I could call him ‘sir’. Fuck, he wanted this, didn’t he? I imagined the scenario and how it might play out. Him, sternly taking control of me, quietly overcome with his own desire. Me, wide eyed and pleading. I thought about it more and more, fleshing out the details. I started masturbating to it sometimes. Then quite frequently. I’d glance at him at work, when he stalked through the office towering over everyone. As I got more respected at Zenith I found myself in more seniour meetings that included him, and I’d swear he would glance at me sometimes when other people were talking. At least, I thought so. Or was it just one of those things where I was looking at him to see if he was looking at me, and so we just happened to make accidental eye contact because of that? But there was something in his dark brown eyes. I was sure he wanted me. Deeply wanted me. Fuck, this was crazy! The CEO of the entire company! Best part of 25 years older than me! He was worth three hundred million according to Forbes. And he wanted me. It was so inappropriate. And so hot!

I started reading even more of the scenarios. Maybe I became a little obsessed. Finally, one night, after too much wine and reading a very hot story about a boss punishing, spanking and fucking his secretary… I took out my phone and sent Julius the link, captioned with “I think you’d enjoy this!”

I really had had too much wine…







Section II: Spicy




6:30am the next morning and my eyes shot open.

“OH SHIT!” I yelled, tumbling out of bed as I scrambled around for my phone. Unlocked it. Opened WhatsApp. Two blue ticks! Two blue ticks!!!

“Fuuuuuck!”

I tried to delete the message, but the only option was ‘Delete for Me’ – that’s no fucking good!

I started hyperventilating, pacing around my bedroom. “Oh Jesus, oh Jesus, oh Jesus! Oh my Godddd!!!”

I checked my phone again. He’d definitely read it. I wondered when. No reply. My heart pounded in my chest and I felt sick and light headed. I sat on my bed. What to do? I could… just resign? Skip work today? Tell him it was a friend who sent it? Go in and act like nothing happened? Like, maybe he just wouldn’t respond and we’d never talk about it again? I mean, he could potentially be in trouble too, for telling me that stuff before?

After throwing up in the toilet, I decided to go into work and act like nothing happened. I nearly had a panic attack on the commute.

I barely got any work done that day and couldn’t really concentrate on anything anyone said to me – all I could hear was the sound of my own pulse swishing in my ears. There was a pain in my chest. I just smiled and nodded and said vague things to get through the day. I saw Julius stalk through the office at one point and kept my eyes glued to my screen. I tried to interpret what I was catching in my peripheral vision. It didn’t seem like he was looking at me. Oh God oh fuck! Fuuuuuck!

Then I got a notification on my phone. It was Julius:

This is not appropriate. We need to discuss this. See me at 5.

I went and cried in the toilets, trying to hold in my sobs so no one would hear.

***

5pm came, and Julius’ PA showed me into his office, closing the door behind me. Julius was standing stock still, looking angry.

“Um, hi, look, I’m so sorry,” I grovelled the moment the door was closed.

“Take a seat,” he said.

“Yes!” I hurriedly walked over to the chair in front of his desk, trying to look suitably chagrined and grateful. I sat down, wincing as the chair scraped on the floor.

Julius looked down at me, almost sneering with anger.

“When I gave you my number I said you could contact me about work related issues. Advice. Mentorship.”

“Um, yes.”

“Oh you’d better call me sir.”

I looked up at him. Holy… shit… This was it. He was into it. My world span and I felt light headed. What was I going to do? What should I–

“Yes, sir,” I croaked, not sure where my words were coming from.

I felt a wave of arousal pulse through me as he stood there, looming over me. His smouldering brown eyes burrowing into me.

“Good girl,” he said.

I gulped. What the fuck had I done? I’d got on a train ride I couldn’t get off. This was a bad idea.

“But it’s a bit late for that, Jennifer. A bit fucking late. You think you can send sexual messages to the CEO of your company?! You think that’s even remotely appropriate?!”

“No, sir.”

“I should fire you on the spot,” he said, pacing behind my chair. He placed his big hands on the top of my chair, and leaned down as I stared nervously ahead.

“Either way,” he rasped in a gravelly, deep voice. “You need to be punished.”

My mind exploded. The fantasy I’ve had all these years. The kind of thing you should never act out. Fuck. It was happening! Was I out of my God damn mind?!! This couldn’t end well! It couldn’t!

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, still looking forward.

“Stand up,” barked Julius.

I did as he ordered.

“Stand against the desk.”

I did so. Julius paused. I realised I was breathing deeply. Waiting for the command. Kind of terrified. Very horny. And very worried.

“Bend over,” said Julius.

And… I bent over his desk.

Julius stepped behind me. “You’ve been a bad fucking girl.”

“I’m sorry, sir,” I said, reveling in the moment. My pussy felt wet.

SLAP!

“Ahh!”

My boss – the CEO of our company for crying out loud – had just spanked me. And I had let him. What the fuck was I–

SLAP!

“Uhhhh…” that one came out weird, like quite deep voiced. Julius was doing something to me…

“I should fire you.”

“No, sir, I’m sorry, sir.”

SLAP!

“Ohh! I’m sorry sir!”

“You’d better fucking be.”

SLAP!

“Ahh! Sorry, sir!”

“Lift up your skirt, you need to feel my hands on you.”

“Umm–”

“Lift up your skirt.”

I immediately obeyed, hitching up my grey skirt without thinking what I was doing. I remembered I was wearing blue French knickers with a bit of lace trimming. There was a pause from Julius – I think he was aroused out of his mind. Then–

SMACK!

“Aaahh! I’m sorry, sir!”

“No more of these fuck ups?!”

SMACK!

“Oww! No, sir!”

“There’d better not be.”

SMACK!

I felt my ass wobbling from the strength of his stroke. It was really starting to sting, almost numb now. “I really am sorry, sir.”

“Okay. Good girl.”

He placed one big hand on my right ass cheek, lightly gripping it, just a hint of possessiveness in his body language.

“I need proof that you can be a good girl from now on.”

“What proof do you need, sir?”

He took a step back. “Get on your knees.”

Oh my God. No way. We weren’t going to actually… There’s no way I would actually–

“Get on your fucking knees.”

I snapped around and hurriedly dropped to my knees, looking nervously up at him. He tenderly stroked my face.

“Good girl,” he sneered.

Then he unzipped his fly, and pulled out a massive white cock.

“Oh my God!” I blurted out, genuinely shocked. I couldn’t believe this was really happening. Couldn’t believe he’d just taken out his dick like that. What if I didn’t want him to?

I stared at his dick. I’ve seen a bit of porn so I knew what a white dick looked like, but it’s a bit different close up. I think he was about eight inches, and thick. The head was kind of pink. Just, you know, very different from what I was used to. There was a big vein on the top side of the base of the shaft, and it was kind of blue? Like I said, just not what I was used to. He clearly didn’t trim his pubes. And his balls were very big, too. All in all, very discombobulating, intimidating, and just… lewd. You know? And there was something so hot about that. The outrageousness of my CEO pulling out his huge, masculine cock in our offices and waving it in my face. It was so extreme. So fucking arrogant…

“Show me you’re a good girl,” said Julius.

I looked up at him, feeling unsure. “...Okay…”

I tentatively opened my mouth, leaned towards him–

And he grabbed the back of my head, using his other hand to hold the base of his cock, and drove me onto his dick.

“Glll-mmphhh!” I spluttered. Fuck it was so big. I nearly choked.

“Good girl,” whispered Julius, stroking my hair. “You beautiful fucking thing. Suck my cock.”

I just let myself go with it, trying not to think about how crazy it was. Trying not to think about the future consequences. I wrapped my lips around his dick and pushed further forward, taking more of him in my throat.

“Gll..gll…” I gargled.

“Oh, Christ…” rasped Julius.

I should say, I am actually very good at giving head. I may be a responsible, overachieving good girl, but I am quite experienced. Just not with white guys.

I swirled my tongue against the underneath of his shaft, and heard him moan in ecstasy. He started to rock his hips slowly back and forward. I reached up and cradled his big, masculine balls.

“Mmm…” he rumbled, in that deep voice of his.

I strained my head even further forward, my eyes watering as I took more of him down my throat. If I was going to do this I was going to do it properly. I was going to give him the best head he’d ever had.

“Oh Jesus Christ,” he whispered as I reached the base of his dick. “Good fucking girl. Good fucking girl.”

He stroked the side of my face, and I pulled myself off him, gasping for air, saliva dripping down my chin and coating his cock, a strand of spit hanging between my lips and his dick. I panted for air, looking up at him for approval.

“You beautiful thing,” he said, and leaned down and kissed me.

I kissed him back, maybe too eagerly, I don’t know, I was so into the moment.

“Stand up,” he commanded, and I obeyed.

“Take off your clothes.”

“Um, is–”

“Just do it.”

I undressed while he watched, his cock remaining rock hard, twitching upwards occasionally and seeming to pulse.

“Wow,” he said, when I was down to my blue underwear. “You really are beautiful.”

I felt very vulnerable standing there in my bra and knickers in front of my fully suited CEO.

“Th– thank you, sir,” I said.

He stalked towards me, and stopped maybe half a foot away from me. I craned my neck to look up at him. Fuck, he was massive.

He leaned down, and kissed me on the forehead.

“You beautiful girl,” he whispered, and gently grabbed me by the throat.

I gasped, my eyes shooting open as I looked at him almost in fright.

“Good girl,” he whispered reassuringly. “Do as you're told.”

He kissed me on the right cheek, and then nibbled my ear.

“Mmmm…” I moaned, relaxing and feeling so damn horny. My God…

Julius kissed me on my smooth shoulder. Then he reached behind me and undid my bra. I felt my nipples hardening as he did so. He pulled off my bra– I’ve always felt a bit self-conscious about my breasts but Julius seemed utterly smitten. Consumed by desire. He bent his head down and licked my left nipple.

“Oh my God…” I whispered.

He moved to my other nipple, then kissed his way up my chest and then kissed me around my throat.

“Ohhhh…” I sighed.

I felt his big hard cock rubbing against my stomach. I looked down and nearly jumped. It really was so big. And just, I dunno, pinkish? Kind of hot. Very raw and sexual somehow. Fuck, he was hot.

I grabbed his dick and slowly jerked him off.

“Good giiirl,” he crooned. “Oh you’re doing so well.”

He kissed me on the cheek again. “Sit on the chair.”

“Uh–”

He grabbed me by the shoulders and span me around, then–

SPANK!

“Oww!”

“Get on the fucking chair.”

Oh I was so wet. This fucking guy. I sat down and looked up at him. He knelt down between my legs, put his big hands around the back of my thighs just under my ass cheeks, and pulled me half off the chair, giving him better access to my pussy. I loved the way he just moved me around. He knew what he wanted and he did it.

He bent his head down and licked the lips of my pussy.

I threw my head back. “Oh, Godddd…”

Julius worked his tongue past my pussy lips.

“Mmm…” I moaned.

He licked from the bottom to the top of the entrance to my pussy. Then again. And again. And once more. He grunted to himself in satisfaction as I continued to moan. Then he brushed my clit with his tongue and I whimpered. I reached out and stroked his hair. This seemed to make Julius lose control and he grabbed my ass and yanked me even further off the chair, basically holding me suspended in the air with his overbearing strength. He stuck his tongue even deeper into me and started lapping more forcefully at my clit.

“Oh my… Goddd…” I rasped, my voice trembling. Julius let out a deep, low moan, devouring my pussy.

My eyes snapped open as I realised– Holy shit, he was going to make me cum. My CEO was going to make me cum in his office. Like I was his dirty slut. Jesus Christ what was I thinking, what was I–

“OH-H-H-H GODDD-D-D-D-” I warbled as I came, my left leg shaking. “OHHHH!”

Losing control, I grabbed the back of his head and pulled him even tighter against my pussy. He growled with satisfaction and lust as he continued to blitz my clit with his hot wet tongue. It was incredible, until I got too sensitive and gently tried to nudge him away. He got the message and stood up, his big cock rock hard, bobbing in my face with a drip of precum on the tip of the head.

“Suck my cock some more, Jennifer.”

I liked it when he called me by my name. I threw myself onto his dick. Moaning and slurping like a whore. Oh, God I loved it. I thrust my head back and further, desperate to please him – “Gluck, glack, glack, glack, gluck–”

Spit was dribbling down my chin, and my pussy was throbbing.

Julis grabbed my head in his strong hands and started fucking my face. “You beautiful fucking thing. You beautiful fucking girl,” he growled, almost roaring with passion.

He pulled out of me and rubbed his slick cock over my face. “Jesus Christ,” he rasped, as he made my face slick with my own saliva.

I grinned and stuck out my tongue, and he slapped his big dick against my tongue while I moaned like a slut. I was  more turned on than I’d ever been.

“Stand up,” he ordered.

I did so.

“Sit on the edge of the desk.”

I did so.

He approached me slowly, grabbed me by the throat, and kissed me passionately. He pushed me slowly backwards until I was lying on my back looking up at him. Then he rubbed his big dick over my pussy lips.

“Um…” I said, nervously. “I’ve never fucked a white man before.”

He looked at me with those intense brown eyes.

“You’ll get used to it,” he said, and slid his dick into me.

“Ohh!” I cried. Buzzing sexual energy seemed to pulse throughout my pussy. His dick thrust a third of the way into me before the friction got too much. Julius grabbed my throat again, hard, and my eyes widened in fear. He pulled almost out of me and shoved his dick further back in again, almost two thirds in now.

“Ohhh…” I moaned, looking submissively up at him as he continued to hold me by the throat.

“Good girl, give your pussy up to me…”

“It’s yours, sir,” I whispered.

“That’s it… that’s it… feel me take it…”

“Yes!”

“Feel me take it…”

He pushed further into me as my eyes bulged and my lips parted.

“Good girl,” rasped Julius reassuringly, like I was doing well for a newbie.

He pulled his dick half way out again, and, this time, rammed it back into me.

“Ohhhhh, Goddd!”

“Good fucking girl.”

He started masterfully working his bis dick in and out of me, the angle meaning he was pushing hard against the ceiling of the entrance to my pussy where my G-spot was.

“Ohh… Ohh… Fuuuck…” I gasped, as he worked my pussy over. As he broke me in. I was putty in his hands at this point.

He leaned over and kissed me on the lips, just as he violently thrust his whole dick into me, and I screamed with pleasure and shock into his mouth while he kissed me. Then he kissed my neck, my ear, my cheek, then my lips again, sticking his tongue into my mouth. I swirled my tongue against his, put one hand on the back of his neck to pull myself up while pushing myself up with my other arm, giving me some freedom of movement, and started grinding my pussy on his big hard cock. Fuck it felt so good. So good. We continued passionately kissing as I mashed my G-spot against his swollen dick. It was coming. Oh it was coming. It was–

“Hnnnnnnnrggh!” I screamed into his mouth, shuddering as I came, my back arching, my body quivering.

Julius pulled his mouth from me.

“Oh fuck,” he snarled, and started absolutely pounding me. Hammering his dick into my tight pussy like he owned it. Stretching me and thrusting and thrusting. I fell back down on the desk, banging the back of my head, but I didn’t care. Julius reached down and grabbed my left tit as he pummeled me.

“I’m going to cum, sweetheart.”

“Yes, cum in me sir! Cum in me!”

“Good girl.”

He pistoned his cock into me, stroking my face as those brown eyes bore into my soul, a look of unbridled lust and domination on his face.

“Fuck! Jennifer! I’m– I’m– Aaaaaargh!!”

I felt his hot cum spurting into me. Rope after rope as Julius roared and swore. He didn’t stop pounding, he seemed like an insatiable beast. Ravenous. Obsessed with me. Wild. And pounding and pounding as I felt more and more of his hot seed filling me up.

“Oh, Christ, Jennifer,” he rasped, with one, last, powerful thrust. He stopped moving, and just stood there panting, sweat on his forehead, his big chest heaving, his big dick still buried in my pussy.

He looked down at me. “If you send me inappropriate messages again, I’m going to punish you even harder.”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

***

If you want to hear more about me and Julius, or more about Black women experiencing incredible pleasure, leave me a review and let me know.

If you want to join my mailing list for occasional updates on when the new stories, bundles and deals are coming out you can find out how here: https://bit.ly/3HZilMl


BONUS CONTENT / MORE FROM THIS AUTHOR

For more stories from the Good Girls series, click here: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FF69P99H

Sample Excerpt below from Dominated by my Younger Boss :-O – a story about a curvy, 44-year-old single mother of three, and the 26-year-old 6’3” founder of the company she works at.

NOTE: This is closely based on a real experience that happened to one of us. Details have been changed to preserve anonymity.

We ended up going down to London together for a bunch of meetings about potential Series D funding. I was asked to come at the last minute because my boss Lynn had just started maternity leave and they hadn’t found cover yet. I didn’t say too much in the meetings as it’s not really my area but obviously I’m quite experienced in financial dealings more generally so I did ask a couple of worthwhile questions to make sure I didn’t look like a complete idiot.

The meetings overran as they always do, and once we’d finished for the day it was 6:45pm.

“Drink?” said Stewart.

“Uh, sure,” I said, a thrill of excitement running through me. I knew deep down that I was just imagining things. But it’s sort of fun to indulge these unrealistic fantasies. There was no way he was actually into me. Still, a drink would be nice.

We went to our hotel, checked in, and I dropped off my overnight bag in my room. Stewart and I met in the bar downstairs. We sat on uncomfortable stools at the bar, facing each other. We both had our legs crossed, and at some point in the evening Stewart let the side of his calf press against mine. It felt electric. Was it deliberate? I thought maybe it was. I felt… I’ll be honest, I felt horny. This was so ridiculous though. He was half my age, a good looking, rugged self-made millionaire, and I was an average mum. And I didn’t want a guy that young, obviously. Although… he was very mature for his age. Very commanding. Really had his shit together. And very manly. But, no! Anyway, there’s no way he fancied me. He could have a thousand 21-year-old Instagram models.

We had a good evening. He teased me a lot. I made fun of him drinking whiskey and insisted he was just doing it to look cool and manly. This made him laugh and he swore he really liked the taste.

“Ok, well maybe you do now,” I said. “But that’s only because you’ve forced yourself to drink it so much that your taste buds have got Stockholm Syndrome!”

He chuckled again. “I’ve liked whiskey since I was twenty,” he insisted.

“Oh fuck off! What kind of twenty year old likes the taste of neat whiskey?”

“Some men have mature tastes,” he growled.

There was a twinkle in his dark brown eyes. Maybe he did have just the slightest beginning of tiny wrinkles at the corner of each eye? If you looked very closely.

I gulped, a deer in the headlights. Stewart leaned in slightly. “How’s the dating going?”

“Oh, uh, I’m on the apps but not really seen anyone…”

“Did you ever try Tinder?”

“Uh, yes.”

“Are you still on it?”

“No.”

“Mmm,” he said, looking me intently in the eye.

I stared back at him, a fawn-eyed mum. This was it. He let the silence hang there. He wanted me to admit it had been me. Oh fuck. My heart pounded in my chest. I chickened out.

“So anyway, do you think we’ll go for Series D funding?”

He paused for a moment, still holding my gaze.

“Yeah,” he said eventually, his tone shifting. “I think we probably will. If we want our mobile presence to match up with everything else, we have to.”

“Yeah, I think so.”

Stewart ordered way too much whiskey after that, and eventually I excused myself and went up to bed.

Or, rather, I would have, if our keycards hadn’t got mixed up. When I opened the door to the room, something felt slightly off and when I was inside I felt disoriented for a moment before seeing Stewart’s bag on a chair. I’d had a couple of glasses of wine but quickly realised I’d come to the wrong room and had the wrong keycard.

I staggered around the hotel looking for my room. I couldn’t remember the number, and I hadn’t made the booking. I couldn’t find Stewart in the bar and in the end I had to go down to reception and explain what had happened. Finally, I made it to my room clutching a spare key card.

I pushed the door open and made my way into the short narrow hallway, the bathroom on my left, the bed up ahead. The main lights were off, with just the bedside light on, and there, still in his clothes, was Stewart, sprawled across my bed.

“Um, Stewart,” I said.

He stirred.

“Hey, um Stewart!”

He opened his eyes as I came a little further down the room’s stubby entrance hallway. “Er, we got our keycards mixed up or something,” I said.

Stewart slowly levered himself up and got off the bed.

“Really?”

“Yes, here’s yours. You’re in 111. Look, that’s my bag over there.”

“Right, right,” he rasped in a deep, low voice.

He approached me and took the key card, looming over me. He tried to squeeze past me in the little hallway. Then he stopped, looking down at me. I craned my neck and smiled nervously up at him.

“Hey,” he croaked.

“Yes?”

He leaned down, and whispered into my ear. “I know it was you.”

His breath smelt of whiskey. My heart was racing.

Stewart straightened up.

“Looking to ‘explore some light and respectful kink’, weren’t you?” he said, with just a hint of a sardonic tone.

“Um…”

“Hmm?”

“Uh… yes.”

He gazed intently at me for a moment. “I could… help you explore...”

My eyes were as wide as they could go as I stared up at him.

“If you want,” he added.

I just stared, my lips parted. Feeling stunned and overwhelmed by the situation. Then I found myself saying something. My voice was quiet and hoarse. “I… think I’d like to explore…”

I couldn’t believe what I’d just said. Wasn’t sure what part of me that had just–

Stewart leaned down and kissed me, firmly. I felt his strong jaw and scratchy stubble press against my face.

He pulled away. “Listen, Fran. I don’t do light kink. You’re either in or you’re out.”

“Ummm…”

He leaned down again, cupping one side of my neck with his hand while he kissed the otherside, near my jugular. They were strong, hot, sloppy kisses. I sighed involuntarily.

He stopped again, his face close to mine, looking into my eyes questioningly.

“Uh… okay…” I said, weakly.

Stewart kissed my neck again, then up to my ear. I shivered – my ears are one of my erogenous zones. He stroked the other side of my face while he kissed my ear, then he pressed his huge body against me, gently pinning me against the wall of the room's stubby little hallway. He moved his thigh in between my legs and pressed it against my pussy. I felt such a rush, like blood shooting to my vagina, my heart banging inside my chest. I hadn’t been touched in three years. God. But gosh he was moving fast, I wasn’t so sure about this.

Stewart kissed me on the cheeks, on the forehead, then passionately on my lips again. He thrust his big hot tongue into my mouth and swirled it against mine. I let myself go for a second, hungrily kissing him back and swirling my tongue with his. Then he grabbed my hair – it hurt.

“Hey! What are you?”

“You’re either in or you're out.”

I nodded meekly. I guess this was the kind of thing I wanted to explore. I felt so fucking aroused right now. And afraid.

Stewart pulled me by the hair over to the bed, and I nearly stumbled as he did so. Then he gently but firmly pushed me onto the bed. I lay there, my legs dangling over the edge, looking up at him as he stood over me. I felt absolutely terrified. And exhilarated.

“You gorgeous fucking thing,” Stewart sneered, and there was something animal about him.

To read the rest of the story click here: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FG88WJR6
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