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The Ultimate Ally To Black People


I was a pretty, young White woman, looking for a job. I didn’t have any skills or experience, so there was a serious limit on what I could even apply for.

When I saw an ad for an “In home assistant. No experience necessary,” in my area, I figured I would apply. I wished the ad wasn’t so vague, but I figured I had nothing to lose by applying.

I went to my interview. I was looking my best. If you were just looking for looks, I was your girl. I was very pleasantly surprised when I saw the man who was hiring. He was a tall, physically fit, Black man. 

I quickly found out that he had a ton of charisma. He put me at ease right away. He explained that it was like, the easiest job in the world. He didn’t need much assistance. He just wanted someone to be available to be his personal assistant. I would have to answer the phone a little bit, run a few errands, and assist him if he needed help as situations arise, like if he had guests over.

I immediately wanted this job. So, I was ignoring all kinds of red flags and things that were drawbacks to this job. The pay was less than minimum wage and off the books. Also, the hours were 4 PM to midnight. This meant I was going to see my boyfriend a lot less, considering he worked until 5 PM. I wondered, “Who was this beautiful man who I was going to be personal assistant to?”

He offered me the job and I accepted and thanked him for the opportunity. I know. I know. I was a dumb, White girl. But I didn’t realize that at the time.

I couldn’t help trying to make myself look cute for my first day at the job. For one thing, I had hours to get ready to go, considering 4 PM was later in the day for me. I went for a secretary look. I wore a short skirt, tights, and high heels. I figured that my new boss wanted me to look good anyways. 

The first day was easy enough. My boss was very charming, and he spent as much time making sure I was comfortable as I spent making sure he was comfortable. I answered the phone a few times, learned how to make coffee for him, and I delivered two packages. Other than delivering the packages, he really didn’t need me, and I had a lot of free time.

He was wearing some kind of karate pants around the house. I was shooting glances at the bulge in his pants. He was obviously big down there, but I was trying to figure out how big.

He had a couple of beautiful, Black women over in the evening. I only interacted with him minimally during that time. I did one of my deliveries while they were over.

I found my new boss to be cocky and funny and I found myself really attracted to him. I knew I had a boyfriend, but I couldn’t help it. I was flirting and trying to make him like me. I am always flirty and I didn’t see any problem with trying to make my new boss like me.

When I got to work the next day, a beautiful dark-skinned woman was leaving. She looked Spanish, and she was gorgeous. At this point, I didn’t need to ask his relationship status. He obviously had women in his life. And that made me even more comfortable that he didn’t need me.

My boss had some friends over that afternoon. They smoked a blunt that made a ton of smoke. He had me trying to air out the house. Everybody got high and they all started teasing me a little bit. They couldn’t believe that I didn’t know my boss was a rapper. One friend said, “What? You never heard of Kwon Zay? The one stop shop??” My boss said, “Yo, chill. She don’t need to know all that.”

I said, “I think it’s hot that you’re a rapper. I love rap music.” They were all having a great time. One friend said, “She love rap music! OK, name five rappers.” I couldn’t believe he called me out like that. I said, “Ummm. Doctor Dre... Fifty Cents... Hold on! I know! ... Eminem! Oh, shit, Nikki Minaj! And, and Cardi B!”

They were laughing hysterically. The same friend said, “OK. Name one song by any of those people.” They were all looking at me. I was drawing a blank. I said, “No, I really do listen to rap music!”

They were all really cool for the rest of the day. They said that my boss would turn me on to some good music. They all basically hyped my boss to me constantly that day. I was really impressed that these cool guys thought so highly of him.

One of the Black women from yesterday showed up just before I was supposed to leave. She looked like she was staying the night. I must admit. I was definitely a little bit jealous of her.

On the third day, I went to work with my looks and makeup on point. I was super nice to my boss. We went out to deliver a package together because he had some other stop he needed to make. I admit I had been flirting with him. Next thing I knew, we were parked somewhere and I was kissing him!

He was fidgeting with his crotch, and he explained, “I’m so sorry. When I get an erection it is way too big for my pants. You don’t mind if I give it space, right?” I replied, “Of course not. Do your thing.”

My boss pulled out the most beautiful cock I could possibly imagine! I just stared at it and marveled at how it was perfect in every way. It was thick. It was long. It was veiny. And the head was gigantic. Now I understood how he had all these other beautiful women at his house. My boss was like the perfect man.

He jokingly said, “Look what you did to me.” I jokingly replied, “Sorry about that.” My pussy was tingling like crazy. I reached over with my hand and respectfully rubbed his cock. It got a little bit bigger. I gently rubbed more. I loved how the color of his cock went so well with my nail polish color.

He was totally into it, so I asked, “Can I suck it?” He replied, “Please do.” I leaned over and pressed the head of his cock against my lips for a few seconds, to respectfully introduce myself to this beautiful thing. I tried to give him a blowjob worthy of his perfect cock. It wasn’t working out though. He was so big, and we were in a car. 

My lipstick came off all over his cock. My lipstick color also matched the color of his cock beautifully. My lipstick glistened and reflected the sunlight off his cock in an almost magical way.

After a while, my neck was getting sore and he hadn’t cum. He suggested that we should finish what we started when we get home. Before we got home, he asked me, “Are you sure this isn’t going to get in the way of you working for me?” I replied, “No. Of course. If anything, I just like you more now, and I’ll want to be around you more.”

The minute we got home, I gave him a proper blowjob. He stood up, and I was on my knees. This really was the greatest day of my life. My boss’ cock made my boyfriend’s little penis look stupid. Actually, everything about my boss was making my boyfriend look retarded. I got mad at my boyfriend for being such a loser, and I turned up the passion of my blowjob. I started making sweet love to his cock and balls. Before long, I got what I had worked for. A tremendous orgasm that overfilled my mouth and got all over me.

After I swallowed what I had in my mouth I said, “I think I’m going to like working for you... How did I do compared to your other girlfriends?” He replied, “You’re alright. But hey. It was your first time with me. I’m sure you could do better.”

That actually was the best I could do, my maximum effort. But maybe he was right, and I would learn better techniques on how to properly pleasure such a sophisticated cock. I don’t know if that’s the right word for it, but whatever.

From that day on, a day didn’t go by that I didn’t blow him. Yes, I was showing up for “partial days at work” on the weekends too. My boyfriend didn’t see much of me, and he never had sex with me again, once I started my new job.

My boss, on the other hand quickly moved us from blowjobs to full sex. It happened on Saturday, so it was my sixth day of work. He basically just took what was his, like a real man should. It was the complete opposite of how it took my boyfriend forever to have sex with me, courting me and “talking about the future” and stuff.

My boyfriend also had to wear a condom because I made him. My boss did not. He just casually moved from the blowjob to vaginal sex with me like we had sex hundreds of times already. It was the most incredible feeling, having such a powerful penis inside of me. I was hooked on him from that day forward.

Believe me, I walked around with a constant reminder that he was fucking me every day. The way my vagina felt ensured that he was on my mind constantly, every minute of every day. I was always a little bit sore, but I loved the feeling. My pussy had become super sensitive and I was basically in a constant state of sexual pleasure.

He was having sex two times per day most days. It might have been three for all I knew. He had a woman or women over every night. Seeing these beautiful women only reinforced the fact that I was having sex with a high-value man. And in a weird way, it made me even more attracted to him. I was in love.

I felt like he was actually trying to keep his other women away from me, and he was doing a pretty bad job of that. I got the impression that these women wanted him to themselves. One day a stunning woman showed up and got mad when she saw my boss with another beautiful woman. There was a loud argument and she yelled, “You put that thing in your mouth? Bitch, you have no idea where that thing has been.” She turned to me and said, “And who the fuck are you? Personal assistant, my ass. Are you eating his asshole yet?”

I felt a little guilty. I thought, “Yeah, I am just his personal assistant. But damn he looks good next to me.” I didn’t want this gorgeous, dominant woman to hate me.

When she left, I told my boss, “Don’t hate the player. Hate the game, right?” He nodded his head and pointed at me and said, “Yeah. Yeah. I like you.”

Generally, my boss was pretty good about getting other women to accept my presence. He never told anybody we were having sex, even though his guy friends knew and some of these intelligent girlfriends of his could tell. I was learning that some Black women have a sixth sense for recognizing bullshit.

But he still tried to joke around and deny it anyways. He would tell women that I am just a “diversity, equity, and inclusion” hire, because, “You know, I want White people to feel included.” He also claimed that getting to be his personal assistant was part of my White privilege. By making light of me and bossing me around in front of other women, he did attempt to present me as some kind of employee of his.

Things kept up like this for a few months. My boyfriend was at his wits end with me, and I tried my best to ignore him. He was being such a whiny bitch that I actually enjoyed denying him and leading him on that everything was fine between us. I told him that I was just working every day and I was tired when I got home.

I became more and more comfortable sharing my amazing boss with other women. So I was actually able to appreciate some of these great women he was sleeping with. He slept with women of every race, but I quickly developed a new appreciation for how perfect some Black women were. They were my favorites.

In particular, I was blown away by a woman named Mystique. I had never seen such confidence, style, beauty of course, personality, and just raw elegance in one amazing person in my life. I was never bisexual, but I had quickly become that way since I met my boss. And Mystique was pretty much my number one crush after my
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