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"Yes, fucking take it," Lucas smiled as he fucked the new young intern over his expensive black desk. "You will do good at this firm," he smacked her black shapely ass.

"Yes sir," the young woman with the long black silky hair said as she took her boss's cock.

Lucas loved breaking in the new interns, especially the young ones like this young black twenty-year-old woman.

"Did you tell your boyfriend...."

"Fiancé," the young woman corrected him. "We are to be married soon," she said as she gripped the table as Lucas shoved his incredibly large cock deeper into her.

"Did you tell him you will be working late nights, and early mornings?" Lucas said, gripping her tight waist as he shoved his cock deep. "I have a lot of vibrant men working at this firm, and you have a lot to prove not just to me, but to all of them!"

Lucas made sure to emphasize the word all as he dumped his cum into the woman.

"Yes, I told him," the young lady said, standing up and turning to face her boss. “And I will prove myself to anybody I need to," she said, pulling up her panties and straightening out her short skirt.

The intern knew this was the highest and most prestigious black-owned law firm on the East Coast, and if she wanted to become a lawyer, this was the place to be.

"Welcome aboard," Lucas said, wiping the sweat from his face. Gwen will show you to the bathrooms so you can clean yourself up," he nodded to the lady who had been waiting by the door.

"This way," Gwen smiled.

"Thank you again, sir," the intern smiled.

Lucas nodded as he took his seat.

'You're needed,' the text read as he looked at his phone.

Lucas quickly left the office and got into his car. The head of the Carolina division had called an emergency meeting.

Lucas sped through traffic, hoping he wouldn't be late. When he got to the condo building, he went through the backway, which none of the staff or tenants knew about, and then he went down the stairs.

"You just made it," one of the minor members smiled as he helped Lucas straighten out his tie and made him look presentable.

"Thanks," Lucas nodded as he took a deep breath and then entered the chambers.

"Lucas, thank you for making it on short notice," the head said as all the other members were already there.

"Traffic, sorry," Lucas bowed as he took his seat.

"We called this emergency meeting because a new site has presented itself," the head said.

"Here in the Carolina?" one of the others asked.

"No, Miami, Florida," the head answered through gritted teeth. "Out of our jurisdiction."

"I thought all the sites in Florida had been found?" Janet asked.

"So, did the association, but it seems we might be wrong, but it hasn't been proven yet," the head said. "My counterpart in Miami wishes that someone from another division verify the findings before he sends it to the chambers."

"That's wise," Lucas agreed.

"I am glad you agree," the head said. "Because you will be going to Miami tonight," he stared at Lucas.

"Field work?" Lucas asked as the other twelve members looked at him.

"With what happened recently with the killing of the senator and that young journalist, all of them your idea," Janet said. "We can't afford anymore eyes on us or the association."

"Right," Lucas said as he felt the stares baring down on him.

He knew instantly that if he didn't go, he would be the next to be visited by one of the many association assassins.

"I will pack light," Lucas smiled.

"Good call," the head said.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Lucas had never gone out in the field; he was usually the legal liaison for the Carolina division. Even his boss in the law firm was amazed that they had sent him into the field. Lucas had hoped his boss had some sway, seeing as he had been in the association longer than most, but with a tone that told Lucas his hands were tied, he politely told him to have a safe trip.
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