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I moaned long and low as my cream gushed forth, forced out by my paroxysms. My body rocked as warm waves of pleasure coursed through it. And, all this time, my ebony lover kept licking and sucking, lapping up my juices. “Oh,” I moaned. “Fuck me,” I pleaded. 

But he didn't. Despite the risk of getting caught, he continued, even as my orgasm subsided. I cooed, softly, running my fingers through his well-trimmed, nappy hair. The more I pleaded, the more he seemed to ignore me. I was delirious by the time the second climax hit me, rocking me to the core so much more intensely than the first.

Finally, he stood up, pulling his pants down just a bit. Just enough to free his raging hard manhood. I gasped, seeing it in its fullness. I swear it was as long as my forearm and as thick as my wrist. He lined it up against my wet and hungry void and, locking eyes with me, slowly sunk himself in. I gasped. I moaned. By the time he sunk all the way in, I came again.

I wrapped my legs tightly around his waist as he thrust in and out of my sex, my juices bubbling around it. Still overcome, in the heights of my dizzying climax, I pulled him to me and kissed him full on the lips. I licked and sucked my juices from them, his chin, and his little bit of beard. Then we kissed again, deeply and passionately. His hands found my breasts through my blouse. They were warm and firm and how I wished that I was naked, but... There was a knock at the door. We froze, looking at each other. “Yes?” he called out.

“It's me, Betty. May I come in?”
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"Oh, my gosh,” said Betty. “You've totally got a crush on the new boss.” She hadn't said it very loud but it still wasn't the kind of thing that I wanted to get around for any number of reasons.

Betty and I had hit it off right from the bat, becoming thick as thieves. There was a night, early on, where we went out for a girls night and we both had a little too much to drink. One thing led to another and we sort of made out, maybe just a little too eagerly. I was lonely and she was horny, it happens. Fortunately, I came to my senses and pulled back and we both sort of laughed it off, instead, talking until the wee hours of the morning. Real shit, too. And while it's cool that I had a solid bestie at work and beyond, it could occasionally be problematic. Especially, at a moment like that.

“Shhhh,” I admonished her. She giggled and turned back to her work.

Like I said, a rumor like that could cause all sorts of problems. The least of which would be the scuttlebutt around the office. The worst could be trouble at home up to and including, a divorce. See, I love my husband, dearly, but he is a bit of a racist. 

And the new boss is black.

It was about the last thing I expected in a town like this. Not the biggest, not the smallest, but definitely not what you would call “diverse.” Unless you were talking about the variety of blondes, brunettes, and the occasional redhead. But this company that I had just gone to work for a few months back was new in town and starting to bring outside workers to our sleepy little burg. Our original boss, Mr. Jameson, a local, hadn't lived up to the expectations or requirements of the corporate office, so he was gone and Mr. Jackson took his place. Ron Jackson.

“Damned coloreds taking all the work of decent white folks!” That was my husband's reaction when I finally told him the new boss was black. Okay, so he used much more recent and, uh, colorful language. He went into a whole tirade about it. Frankly, it scared me. Also, I had to wonder, because he was always watching those old seventies movies with Pam Grier in them. That and TV shows had pretty much been my whole exposure to African Americans, until now.

We had a little “meet the new boss” gathering, first thing in the morning, the day he arrived. He was... nice. Pleasant, well-mannered, well-spoken, and neatly dressed in a suit. Frankly, aside from being charming, I was a little disappointed. He was so... normal. At lunch, he sat with Betty and me and asked us about things like, what do people do on the weekends around here and where should he shop for groceries. I brought up the question of a wife or girlfriend, with the idea that maybe we could show her around and get to know her, too. Help her adjust. “I'm not seeing anyone at the moment,” he said. 

“Ah, a bachelor,” said Betty, observer of the obvious, discreetly nudging me in the process. 

“I'm sure you'll be able to find yourself a good woman around here,” I said. “There's a lot of girls out there looking for someone nice like you.”

That was it. That's what I said. No innuendo, nothing. One little comment at lunch and from that, Betty had somehow got the idea that I had a crush on Ron. It didn't matter what I thought, anyway. I was married. I heard my name and looked up. It was Mr. Jackson. “Yes, sir?” I said.

“Can you come to my office? I need a little guidance in understanding these books. I've heard you're the go-to woman.” 

“I would love to,” I replied. “But I really need to finish this. Can you give me five minutes?” He smiled. You know, I thought, he is quite handsome...
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