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BWWM Billionaire Romance Novel

This erotic romance story is for mature audiences 18+ only. Be warned, there is sexually explicit content in the pages ahead. 

If the idea of an independent black woman being seduced by a handsome alpha male billionaire troubles you... read no further. 
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​CHAPTER 1. 

Suits and ties were abound. Jazz was wafting through the air in the background. A whole room of corporate executives were celebrating in her honor. You could hear the MC working the crowd. It was a wax and wane of cheers, applause, and laughter, with a few brief moments of silence sprinkled in between. 

She was seated at the head of the largest table in the hall with a luxurious dress which insisted that she was the most important person in the room. If that weren’t convincing enough, almost everyone had their chance to approach her and sing praises.

“Oh my God! I love your hair Candy.” said one co-worker, “You just look so beautiful. How do you do it?” said another.

Candace may not have been used to all of this formal attention (it’s not every day you get the credit for the record-breaking profits of a Fortune 500 company) but make no mistake, she was the queen of controlled attention-getting. In fact, the juiciest of all of her compliments were invisible to everyone in the room but her and her suitors. 

A man walked up to her table and lingered around Candace for a few moments. He gave the people around her some small talk, he laughed, he shot the shit a little bit, but Candace knew exactly why what he wanted. At first she suspected it, but she soon confirmed her suspicions when she noticed the glances that he would steal of her every few seconds or so. He obviously wanted to be somewhere else; he wanted to talk to her. Candace decided to play along. She gave him a little nod. That was his cue to approach.

“Candy, I’m so proud of you tonight.” said John, “You’ve taken the company to a whole new level. What could we have ever done without you?” 

Then John looked at Candace with a little suggestive smile. With a raised eyebrow and with a cocksure grin, he said, “You know, Candy. I know this isn’t the time and place to talk about work, but I’ve got some interesting things on my desk. I’d love to fill you in with all of the hard details. Maybe later tonight?”

The devil himself would have had more honorable intentions. Of course, Candace was no stranger to a little flirtation. She wrote the whole damn book on it. Candace took a look at John, considered his offer, and she thought, Been there, done that. I can break this milquetoast white boy with my arms tied behind my back. I think I’ll pass.

“Oh darling, you’re so sweet.” she said, letting him down as gently as possible. “Maybe when things wind down a little bit we can look at the problem of yours. Things are just so hectic right now, you know what I mean?”

The glint in John’s eye faded instantly, but he responded with an almost pre-rehearsed consolation speech. 

“Oh, of course. You’re totally right. It’s probably a terrible time.” he said.

“Well.” he said, clearing his throat awkwardly. “You have a lovely night, Candy.”

John started to walk off, and at the last moment he stopped and turned around. “I almost forgot. Congratulations on getting the President’s Award.”

Just as John was walking away defeated, the MC stepped toward the mic. “Ladies and gentlemen... Thank you all for being here tonight. As you well know we are here to celebrate the incredible achievements of our beloved colleague Candace Fields, also known affectionately as Candy. To honor her incredible performance, we have none other than our president and founder—our great leader—Michael Alister.”

The entire room broke out into applause as Michael walked to the mic. He moved slowly, as if time itself could wait for him to make his way. It was clear beyond all reasonable doubt, that he was in charge. In a world of dictators and assholes, not to mention a world of chain smokers and potbellies, Michael was a president like no other. He had a million-dollar smile that could put an entire room at ease. If that didn’t work, he knew exactly what to say to charm the pants off of someone. But more on that later... Right now, Michael had a speech to deliver and it was all about his new rockstar Candy.

“For months, I’ve heard about this beautiful, strong, intelligent woman, who keeps turning everything she touches into gold. Who was this woman with the Midas touch? To be honest, I was curious, but being the skeptical, shrewd, obsessive-compulsive, workaholic that I am, I figured that she was probably just someone who had a little bit more luck than most. I must confess that my gut first told me that this woman who everyone calls ‘Candy’ was just a good faker. There was no way she was going to deliver some incredible, revolutionary breakthrough that we hadn’t seen before, right? Where I come from people aren’t so lucky.” 

At first Michael addressed his speech to the room at large but now he zeroed on to Candace and he locked eyes with her. For all the months that she worked for him, he paid her no attention. He was too busy reading his company and jet setting with Hollywood actresses. Candace on the other hand, was too busy climbing her way up the ladder from the very bottom. Rising up the ladder of success is usually the boring stuff that find in the footnotes of an ancient biography that nobody bothered to read, but not with Candy. Her meteoric rise to become one of the top executives in Michael’s company was far more about sexual politics that was about pushing papers.

As the two looked each other in the eyes, one could sense the powerful energy at work. An unstoppable force meeting an immovable object, creating friction, sparks, and a whirlwind of flames. Everyone in the room was miniscule compared to these two giants with their pulsating energies. This feeling didn’t go unnoticed by Michael, who for the first time noticed that he was speaking to someone who didn’t cower before him. In fact, she was relaxed, poised and ready to play as she always was. He took mental note and then continued... 

“... I guess miss Candace Fields IS so lucky, because we have heard to thank for soothing this company and bouncing back from this terrible economic downturn. She is the true brainchild of the Sizzle™, and I want everyone here and around the world to know it. She is the true genius, the next Steve Jobs of our time.”

Right on cue, the room of 400 executives broke out into thunderous applause. Well... almost everyone. There was no doubt that Candace was the most desired, admired, and respected person in the room on this particular night. However, there was one person who simply couldn’t enjoy it. His was a third energy which could be felt throughout the room, and it was dark, wicked, and snivelling. It was Dwayne. He didn’t even look at Michael, but instead glared at Candace for much of the night. It was almost as if he was trying to send her a telepathic message. He was. He wanted her to know that he was watching, and waiting; impatiently at that. He was expecting Candace to do as she said. Dwayne’s instructions were not being followed to the letter and he was furious about it.

Michael Alister finished his speech, and everyone acknowledged Candace for her brilliant work with the Introduction of the Sizzle™ to the market. As all of the applause employees started to wind down, Dwayne was getting ready to confront Candace. He marched up to her table (which was now half empty) and he grabbed her by the elbow. His grasp was just unfriendly enough to be completely hostile.

“Why didn’t you do what I asked?” he said, grimacing. “We had a deal.”

She batted an eyelash at him with her nose slightly turned up to the sky. It was a gesture which  perfectly communicated her stance on their so-called deal. She was over it. She refused to do his bidding. The deal was off.

“Dwayne, my dear boy, I know you think that I am a whore. I know you think that I’ll do anything to just destroy the man so that I could have my way. You are wrong. I won’t do it.”

“You fucking bitch!” He roared. His insult echoed through the entire hall. Everyone stopped to look on at the scene which was unfolding. Candace saw the drama and cut it off at the pass. She stood up and gracefully addressed the room with a few hand gestures. One flutter of her wrist and everyone relaxed. With her direction, they all went back to their insipid conversations about meaningless nonsense. Candace then rose up from her table and began to walk toward the door. She gave Dwayne a look which said, “follow me.” 

They left the banquet. Once outside, Candace walked towards a janitor’s closet and Dwayne followed a few paces behind. She never turned to look behind her. She knew that Dwayne would follow wherever she went. While he might have been cranky, throwing a little tantrum like a two-year-old, Candace was not afraid of him. In fact, she knew exactly how to deal with him. She let herself into the janitor’s closet and then closed the door behind her, leaving a little crack open to let him know that he was welcome inside. 

Dwayne opened the door...

He found her sitting on a sink with her legs spread eagle. There were no panties underneath her fancy dress. Her pussy was perfect. Hairless. Although it sounds strange to say, her pussy was perfectly naked.  

“What the...” 

“You look like you need to relax. Why don’t you come and have a nice little taste? 

Dwayne’s facial expression said it all. He came in here to argue, but he was getting served pristine pussy on a silver platter instead. Candace briefly giggled; just a little giggle. This part of the dance was always so amusing. Men always think they have all the power, until they see a little bit of pussy. The funny part is, they think they have power over that too. You might with some women, but not with Candace; not once, not ever. 

The funniest part was then when offered free pussy, most men are totally caught off guard. A man who seconds before, was ready to tear her head off, was now about to do what every man on the face of the planet does when they are offered free pussy: happily accept. It doesn’t matter if he is young, or old; it doesn’t matter if he is faithful, or even if he is sworn to celibacy like a priest. They simply need a few seconds to get over their momentary shock, and then they always say, “Yes!”

... And that’s the big mistake of male psychology. They always accept free pussy. But every woman knows that no pussy is free. Never. 

Dwayne instantly forgot about professional misconduct, his quarrel from just seconds ago, and even his wife, and drops to his knees, ready to devour Candace’s pussy. His body had already Jerry Rigged an emergency response to this highly welcomed surprise. His cock was ready to torpedo out of his pants. His tongue salivated a torrent of spit, and was ready to flick and mop the insides of her vagina. He wanted nothing more than to plunge his tongue between her folds and serve her up more pleasure than she could ever imagine. Time was up. He launched his head into her crotch, and just before he could get a taste of her meat, she palmed his skull, stopping him dead in his tracks. She parried his attack so effectively that it felt as if she slapped him hard on the forehead. A large red welt instantly began to form along Dwayne’s receding hairline. He was confused, yet again.

“What the...”

“On second thought, I think I want to take a look at what you have downstairs...”

Candace cupped Dwayne’s cock through his pants. His little cocker spaniel was growling aggressively, begging to be let out its kennel. She stroked it through the fabric a few more times. Dwayne’s excitement was now up to a fever pitch. He moaned like a little bitch, then he wrestled with his belt buckle as if he’d never seen one before. He tried his best to get his pants down. Now exposed, Candace could finally take a good look at his junk. Every man loves a good dick complement. Candace tried to oblige. She tried to say, “Ooooo...” but she couldn’t fake it. A little tremor of laughter slipped through the cracks, and then she caved in and started to laugh at him to his face. Her laugh grew into a bit of a cackle. She couldn’t stop herself.

“What the fuck is so funny?” Dwayne whined. 

“You know Dwayne, when I first met you, I instantly knew you had a small dick. I knew it because you wanted success too badly. You are obviously compensating for something... And when you came to me with this stupid plan to push the Michael Alister out of his own company, I was very sure that I was correct. And now that I finally get to see your little humdinger, it’s even smaller than I thought.”

Candace finally cut the jokes out and got down to business. She looked doing in the eyes, and her stare was a serious as of doctor who was about to tell a patient that they had stage IV cancer...

“Listen, you little white shit. You are literally the last person on earth that I would ever fuck.” 

Candace elbowed her way past Dwayne, and steps outside of the janitors closet. Then she looked at him for the last time...

“Enjoy having blue balls...”

Candace, still perfectly poised, walked back down the hallway towards the banquet. Dwayne, still stupefied, hung out in the janitor’s closet for another few minutes. When she got back to the banquet, the room picked up right where it left off. They worshiped her as the new savior of their company. Michael Alister, the man who was at the center of this whole spat, had already left. The two giants never had a chance to exchange their power. Don’t worry, that part would be inevitable...

​CHAPTER 2 

Candace learned about hustling from her momma. Most of her years growing up she knew she was poor, but she never felt poor—Candace’s momma almost always brought home some bacon. It’s not to say that she didn’t feel hungry from time to time, or that she had nice clothes to go to school, or anything like that. Candace was just confident that things would eventually turn around. It’s just that Candace mom always had some money making scheme in the works, so she knew that  knew things would always come around because of momma. 

Candace’s mom kept her hustles small and simple. For a while, she would go to every hotel in town and pretend that the vending machines ate her money. She could scrounge up a couple hundred bucks in a few hours from that little gimmick. Eventually though, the hotels caught onto her little game, and she had to stop. Candace’s mom kept working little scams like that, but they never lasted. After a few years, Candace’s momma started raising the stakes of her hustles. Maybe it was because she was more desperate. Or maybe it was because she was much better at what she did, much more confident.

Candace’s mom started to rotate four different men. Each one supplied her with some much-needed cash. She had them labelled in her phone by what bills they paid: Rent, Car Loan, Groceries, Phone Bill. It was the most artful juggling
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