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Coworkers
“Jess, what’s wrong?” Jon asked.
The forty-five year old coworker sobbed and looked at her twenty-five year old black coworker. She wiped her tears away, attempting to regain her composure.
Jess was a bigger brunette woman with curves and large breasts. She wore a tight black pencil skirt, black stockings, and a white blouse. Jon sat beside Jess and was her coworker for over three years. He was a tall, muscular, black man, with a shaved head, wearing a sleek pair of slacks and a pressed collared shirt, that was opened by two buttons, revealing his broad, smooth, dark chest.
“I caught Liam cheating on me.” Jess cried. She had a strong southern accent as she wiped her tears away once again.
“Really?” Jon got out of his chair and walked closer to Jess. He comforted her, rubbing her back. The two shared an office space in a warehouse. Most of the staff had gone home, and it was only Jon and Jess left in the office. Jess breathed deeply as she enjoyed the massage Jon gave.
Jess had worked with Jon for the past three years, and had grown comfortable with each other.
“Liam is such a good guy. I can’t see him cheating on you.”  Jon comforted.
“No, I have evidence. See…” Jess took out her cell phone and showed a graphic video of a man fucking a woman.
“Where did you get that?” He asked.
“I hired a private investigator. He followed my husband to a hotel and set up hidden cameras in his hotel room.”
“Oh, wow. So what now? Are you going to divorce him?”
Jess shook her head and narrowed her eyes. “I want revenge.”
“Revenge? How so?”
Jess smirked, “Liam always hated that we shared an office. He always thought I would cheat on him with you.”
“Jess, we are friends and coworkers. I would never cross that line.”
“I know, but would you?”
“Jess, our friendship…”
“Don’t you find me attractive?”
“I do, but as a friend, I can’t cross that line.”
“As a friend, would you do me this favor? I want you to fuck me. I want you to record a video of me cumming as I take your black cock.”
Jon laughed. “Jess, seriously? You’re married. You have kids with Liam. You’re not thinking straight. Two wrongs don’t make a right. You need to think long and hard about this. Perhaps it would be better just to talk to him. Perhaps it’s just a one time thing.”
“It’s not just a one time thing. No, this has been going on for months. For months, I’ve been a good and diligent wife. For months, I stood idly by, but I will no longer do that. I am pissed. I am a woman’s scorned. I will get back at him. I want to make him wish he never fuck that whore.”
“Jess, please. You’re not thinking straight.”
“Oh, but I am. I want this. I want him to see a black man fucking me. I want him to hear me cum as I take a black man. I want him to watch as you fill me up with your seed. Do you want to know why I want you to fuck me?”
“Why?”
“Because, my husband despises black people. He hates them.”
Jon’s eyes opened wide at her confession.
“I still remember the day I told him I was sharing an office with you.” Jess shared. “He had this southern good ol boy mentality. He said he didn’t want me to be sitting next to a nigger.”
“He really called me that?” Jon asked with his fists clenched.
“Yes, I told him not to call you that, but he did. He thought you were beneath me. He has this old backwards southern mentality that black men aren’t shit. To him, black men like you are just niggers, who can’t hold a job. His words, not mine.”
Jon narrowed his eyes. “That fucker…” he growled.
“He’s such an racist asshole. I don’t believe any of that stuff you know. You know me…”
“Yes, I know. It’s just fucked up. It’s the 21st century…”
“I know, anyways, the reason why I want you to help me take my revenge against him is that fucking a black man would be the best revenge against him. He would feel the pain that I felt when I caught him. He would feel the shame knowing that his wife that he married was tainted by a black man. When his friends ask, he would have to tell them that his ex wife chose a black man over him. He will forever live with the fact that a black man was better than him. Please, Jon. Please fuck me.” Jess stood up from her desk and sat on the edge of it. She unbuttoned her blouse by a few buttons and revealed her busty cleavage. Hiking up her pencil skirt, she removed her panties and tossed them to Jon.
“You smell that Jon? Look at my pussy do you see how wet I am for you? I want you. I want you so fucking bad. Will you fuck me?”
“Goddamn…” Jon muttered as he felt himself get hard. His dick pulsed, ogling her shaven mound. “Are you sure?” He asked.
“I’ve never been more sure.”
Jon grinned and walked over to their office door. He closed and locked the door, and then began removing his clothes.
Jess’ eyes opened wide looking at his hard black cock. He was big, bigger than any man she had seen before. To her it looked like a third arm, that dangled in between his legs. She touched herself in anticipation.
“Oh, Jon, I can’t wait to have your big black cock inside me.”
“Yeah?” Jon grinned as he jerked himself off. He dragged her towards the edge of the desk
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