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***** SYNOPSIS
*****

 


My white Billionaire boss
wants me.

Me!

A black woman from the
ghetto, who only got into his company, at very junior level, by
lying in her interview and flirting with the hiring
manager

It was such a cliché! The
way he looked at me, I could see that he wanted me. What is it
about him? Oh hell yeah, this is one man who ain’t getting
away!

He invited me to work over
the weekend at his amazing mansion. Well Olivia, here goes
nothing!

The moment I walked through
his door I knew that I wanted him. Fuck, I just have to have him! I
need to taste this white man. I want to feel him cum inside me, to
experience that thrill, the joy of being fucked by his thick white
meaty cock.

I seize my chance when he
invites me to take a break from working, and sunbathe by his pool .
He can’t take his eyes off my tight brown body, the water
glistening off my deep chocolate skin. We both know it’s wrong, but
as he pushes his thick shaft deep into my tight, moist, willing
cunt, it feels so right!

It was the fuck of my life.
And as I came for the fourth time, my pussy squirting all over his
sheets, I knew that he would always be the best.

And he knew that he could
never go back to white!

 


*

 


“Bend over and take it in
the ass, you dirty fucking whore!”

I could never have imagined
he would be such an amazing fuck! He was thrusting his huge white
cock in my deep purple like his life depended on it. Oh yes, this
was one man who wasn’t going to go back to white!

“Steven! I will never get
it in my cunt! You are so big Steven!” I knew he loved that. I had
seen the way that he looked at me. When I sunbathed by his massive,
luxurious pool, the sunlight glinting off my tight, shiny brown
titties. Working at his place my ass! He just wanted to see my
body! Such a coincidence that he had a tiny bikini, just waiting
for me, in my size too!

He slapped me across my
pert, bootiful ass. My bare cheeks shook, smarting and red. Tears
welled up in my eyes, as I bent over the back of the couch, waiting
for his huge, shiny, throbbing cock to stuff into me.

My pussy was throbbing. It
gushed with my filthy juices, my sweet quim running down my leg,
and onto the white leather sofa below. I saw him take in the sight
of me, my shaved, hairless cunt winking at him as I bent over, my
ass cheeks, pert and shiny in the noonday sunlight, my ass hole,
gaping and waiting to be licked, sucked and then stuffed full of
throbbing, veiny cock.

He dove towards me, head
down. At first I thought he might be going for another slap on the
ass. Then his nose stuffed into my ass hole, as he began to lick me
from behind. His long tongue shot into my pussy. It wriggled in
there, like a snake in a hole, tasting my forbidden, dirty
juices.

He lapped me up. I felt his
muscle deep inside of me. His stubbly chin rasped onto my ass
cheeks as he pushed his face in there. I put my hand back and took
a great handful of his curly hair.

“Yes. Get in there you
fuck! Eat my cunt!”

He started to pull his cock
as he ate me. He was getting a good meal! A real feed!

His tongue started to swirl
around my lips. He traced shapes with it, rippling over my clit,
winding around the labia and then up and into my dirty slit once
more. I moaned with the pleasure, and my juices gushed for him to
taste. He licked up further, his tongue now probing newer areas. He
pushed it up to my perineum. I felt the change in sensation. It
almost floored me with horny desire. I knew then that I needed him
to fuck me in the ass as well as my tight little cunt.

He worked his way up. Now
he was rimming me. He wound his tongue around my ass hole. It
sighed with pleasure. I took more of his hair, pulling him, making
him cry out in pain and lust.

“Fuck that feels good!
Take it in the ass!”

I wanted him. I wanted him
so much

“Enough!” I shouted. “Get
your big hard cock into me, you fucking stud! Fuck me Steven! I
have been such a bad, naughty, black girl! Fuck me!”

I pleaded. I hit his head.
I pushed my ass forwards and turned around, so that his cock was in
front of me. I grabbed it, and pulled him towards me. I would taste
myself on him later. Right now I wanted him inside me.

I parted my legs. My pink
pussy lips opened up for him. They glistened with my dew. He closed
in on me. His cock on my lips.

This was it. I was going to
get the hard fucking I needed. That I deserved. That I
wanted!

I had been such a bad girl!
It was time for my punishment!

 


******************

 


It had started innocently
enough I guess. I mean, when your boss asks you to come over to his
house to work on a proposal for a multi-billion dollar takeover of
another software company, you do as he says don’t you?

Mind you, this was no
ordinary invitation. He was, according to everyone who knows about
these things, the most eligible bachelor in America. Young at 30
years old, the inventor of an app that did something-or-other, I
never quite understood what, but anyone who is anyone has it on
their phones and ipads. He was not a man who would fritter this
kind of start-up away. He built his company from those humble
beginnings, from app design to acquisitions and beyond. He worked
16 hours a day, and had no room for love.

We pulled away from the
office in his one of a kind, Bugatti sports, my grinning face
buffeted by the wind as I texted my Mom to tell her I wouldn’t be
home to our tiny apartment, and that she shouldn’t expect me home
all weekend.

He lavished dinner on me,
his private chef fixing me “whatever I wanted”. Then we got to
work.

Well, I say work. We maybe
managed an hour before he told me that around about now he usually
has a swim, and would I join him? And that was when he surprised me
with the bikini, and the offer to make myself at home.

Well, you have to be the
best of guests, don’t you?

A couple of laps of the
pool, and with a Manhatten clankingly put down on the table by the
sunlounger, I made myself at home in the hot, LA sun.

He sat near to me, shades
almost hiding the fact that he was staring at my body. He had the
most piercing blue eyes, and wonderful ruffled hair that made me
want to mother him, as well as fuck him. He had an amazing
vulnerable quality, a perfect Brad Pitt, women must be falling over
themselves to seduce him, I thought. Well, I wasn’t going to pass
this opportunity up.

He stared at me, relaxing
on my sun bed.

“Thanks, for doing this. I
really appreciate you working late”

I smiled. Did he really
just want me to work?

“That’s ok” I replied.
“And anyway, it’s not really work now is it?”

He grinned. I carried
on

“You have done so much for
me, giving me this job Steven”

I decided to make my move.
Here goes nothing!

I got up from my sun
lounger. The sun glinted against my body as I moved towards him,
closing the personal space between us.

“Come on Steven. There
must be something I can do for you”

“Well like what?” he said.
He looked slightly uncomfortable, but also curious, and a little
naughty.

I shrugged my shoulders,
and swung them a little. Then I reached my hand down, and made a
grab for his crotch.

“Olivia!” he said, and
pulled back a little. Not much, and well within reach of my hand. I
put it back on his cock.

“Oh come on. You know…” I
replied

“Olivia please… this would
be wrong”

“Oh come on. I will do
anything. I will be anything. I know you want me. I can see it in
your eyes. Just let it happen, ok?”

I stroked his cock in his
pants. It was definitely stiffening up. I held it, the silk fabric
cold to my touch on this warm day. I wrapped my fingers around the
shaft and started to stroke it gently, up and down.

“We are both going to be
in trouble” he said. “The other women in the office will be
jealous. Could ruin the company”

This was a statement,
rather than a protest. He was giving in. He was hooked. I could see
the desire in his eyes.

“I promise, no one will
know. I won’t tell anyone about any of this, if you don’t tell
anyone either, ok?”

“Well I don’t know”. He
continued to protest, although it was a much weaker
affair.

“No one has to know” I
stated.

He moved his head closer to
mine. He looked down into my eyes.

“Well I guess, erm” was
all he could say.

I rubbed his cock a little
harder. It was definitely alive. He looked around. He had enormous
grounds, and we were in the shade of the outside swimming pool
cover, we were still overlooked by some of the
neighbors.

“I tell you what, let’s go
inside…”

 


******************

 


He took my hand and led me
through the big patio doors. I felt the temperature change on my
bare feet, as the warm, sun drenched concrete by the pool changed
to cold Italian marble in the house.

We sat next to each other,
on a white leather designer sofa that must have cost at least a
year’s salary for me.

“Olivia Olivia Olivia,
What am I going to do with you” he said. He looked into my eyes.
Deep, languorous looks of lust and desire.

“I dunno” I said. I looked
at him from under my long eyelashes. It was the perfect, black girl
stare. He was in my power now. I rubbed his upper thigh

“I want this” I
said

He stroked my upper arm,
softly

“I am not interested in
your money. It’s you I want” I reiterated

“Yeah I can see that” He
said.

He leaned in to me. Our
lips touched. Gentle touch. Like a slight electric shock. It buzzed
through us both.

He leaned in some more.
More passion. Our lips met again. Stronger this time. I opened my
mouth, and he opened up with me. Soft, wet lips met. Our tongues
made their way into our mouths. Exploring, gently. Soft kisses and
then longer, harder embraces. Full pouting lips. Wet saliva. I felt
his breathing deepen, and he moved in closer. I let his body fall
onto mine, pushing his torso onto mine.

We embraced.

He put his hand on my
jawline. He stroked my cheek as we kissed. Then he moved his hand
down, gently, slowly. He stroked my upper chest, my collar bone,
and then down further, to my naughty little tit.

He started to pull down my
bikini top. It offered no resistance to his manly touch. My dark
pink nipple poked out from beneath the fabric. He began to circle
his finger around it.

Then he stopped.

“Olivia. Should we be
doing this?” he started to say

I was turned on now. I was
wet. I was dripping. No way it was going to stop, letter or not. I
wanted this. I wanted him to pop my cherry. This was going all the
way!

“Come on baby. We both
want this” I said to him

He leaned his head in again
and kissed me gently on my shoulder. It sent a wonderful shudder
down my backbone.

He kissed me again. This
time, harder, firmer kisses. He started to shower my neck and my
lips with them. He was getting turned on, I could tell. This was it
now, no going back, not that I would have wanted to.

He moved his hand down to
my breast again. This time he was firmer. More in control. More
turned on! He grabbed my tit and squeezed it. My nipple became
erect, and poked through his fingers. I turned on to his
touch.

I reached my hand down
again, onto his cock. This time he was fully hard. Fully ready for
me. He strained against the fabric of
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