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Disclaimer

Please read before you proceed.

This story contains explicit adult content and is intended for mature audiences only. It features graphic depictions of consensual sexual activity between adults aged 18 and over. This work is strictly for adults and about adults, without exception. All characters and events are entirely fictional and have no basis in real-life individuals or events. 

The contents of this book do not represent the views of the author or promote their beliefs; this is purely a work of fiction presented for the purpose of entertainment and fantasy. 

By proceeding, you confirm you are of legal age in your jurisdiction to access adult content and acknowledge that this story is intended for entertainment purposes only.

Thank you and enjoy!
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Chapter 1: Friday Cock Worship
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It’s 3 p.m. on Friday, and my apartment’s quiet as it ever gets. I’m pacing, checking my phone, when the doorbell chimes. My pulse jumps; it’s Jim, right on time. I open the door, giving him a quick nod, my heart pounding like I just finished a sprint. He steps in, all white skin and cocky swagger, his eyes glinting with that smug confidence I can’t get enough of. Jim’s 48, married, a suburban dad with a life I’ll never touch, and that contrast with my black skin? It’s fucking electric. His tailored suit hugs his broad shoulders, the crisp white shirt screaming money and power, while I’m in gym shorts and a tank top, my dark skin glistening from a morning workout. 

Jim doesn’t bother with small talk. He strides into my living room like he owns it, adjusting his belt with a slow, deliberate tug. “Ready for me, boy?” he says, smirking, his voice dripping with arrogance. He’s tall, maybe six-two, and the way he carries himself, like he’s entitled to every inch of space, makes my skin prickle. He glances around, noting the drawn blinds, and his lips twist into a satisfied grin. 

“Good. No one needs to see this.” His tone’s got that edge, like he’s doing me a favor by being here. I lead him to the couch, my bare feet sinking into the plush carpet, and I feel that familiar thrill knowing I’m about to serve a man whose world is so far from mine. My hands are sweaty, my stomach tight with anticipation. I can already imagine the weight of him, the taste, and it’s got me half-hard already.

“You know why I’m here,” Jim says, unzipping his pants with a practiced flick. His dick springs free, thick and veiny, pale against the dark fabric of his suit. It’s huge, easily eight and a half inches, the kind of cock that demands worship, with a slight upward curve and a fat, glistening head. I’m on my knees before he even asks, the carpet soft under me, my eyes locked on that pulsing shaft. 

“Look at you, already drooling,” he chuckles, one hand on his hip, the other gripping my shoulder. His arrogance is a fucking drug, every word, every move screaming he’s in charge, and I’m here for it. I lean in, my lips brushing the tip, tasting the salty precum that’s already beading there. “That’s it,” he mutters. “Show me what that mouth’s good for.”

I start slow, kissing the head softly, my lips lingering on the smooth, warm skin. His scent hits me, musky and sharp, making my head spin. I drag my tongue down the length of his shaft, tracing every vein, feeling his heat against my lips. Up and down I go, licking from base to tip, savoring the way his cock twitches under my tongue. I kiss his balls, soft and heavy, sucking one gently into my mouth, rolling it with my tongue before moving to the other. Jim groans, his fingers tightening on my shoulder, and I can feel his thighs tense under my hands. 

“Fuck, you’re thorough,” he says, his voice low and smug. I take him into my mouth now, my lips stretching wide around his girth, the head hitting the back of my throat. I bob my head, slow at first, then faster, my tongue swirling around the tip every time I pull back. I lick the underside, long and deliberate, before sucking his balls again, my lips wet and eager. His cock’s slick with my spit now, glistening, and I stroke the base with one hand while my mouth works the rest. 

“Made for this, aren’t you, boy?” Jim says, thrusting deeper, his hips rocking with that cocky rhythm. The word ‘boy’ hits like a spark, racial and raw, and I hum in response, the vibration making him shudder. 

“Your cock’s fucking perfect, sir,” I mumble, my voice muffled, worshipful. “Love how it fills my mouth.” He laughs, a smug, “Damn right it is! Keep worshipping it.” I do, my tongue flicking over the slit, tasting more precum, my lips sliding down until my nose brushes his pubic hair. I gag slightly but keep going, my throat relaxing to take him deeper. My hands roam, one gripping his thigh, the other cupping his balls, massaging them gently as I suck. His dominance makes my skin tingle, my public persona as a strong, independent trainer gone. Here, I’m his, and I fucking love it.

“Better than my wife, that’s for sure,” Jim says, grabbing my head, guiding me faster. “You were born to suck white cock.” His arrogance peaks, his thrusts harder, and I moan around him, my dick throbbing in my shorts. I’m lost in it, the taste of his skin, the weight of his balls, the way his cock pulses against my tongue. When he cums, it’s sudden, hot, flooding my mouth with thick, salty ropes. I swallow every drop, my throat working, my eyes locked on his for that nod of approval. He pulls out, smirking, his cock still half-hard, slick with my spit.

“Good job, kid. See you next week.” He zips up, tosses the words over his shoulder, and strides out, leaving me wiping my lips, the taste lingering.

I lock the door, the click loud in the quiet room, and slump onto the couch. My dick’s hard, straining against my shorts, but I don’t touch it. I just sit there, letting the moment sink in, the musky aftertaste of Jim’s cum still on my tongue. I love this, love white cock, love the secrecy. My family, my friends, they think I’m all about the gym, my job, my discipline. They’d never guess I’m chasing this high, submitting to men like Jim. My older brother, Jamal, would flip if he knew; he’s always preaching about ‘being a man,’ whatever that means. But this? This is my world, my secret rebellion against all their expectations.

I grab my phone, scrolling through hookup apps, my pulse quickening at the profiles of older white guys with that same entitled vibe. There’s something about their confidence, their swagger, that gets me every time. I pause, thinking about the time I almost got caught, when a client at the gym saw a notification pop up on my phone. I laughed it off, said it was a prank, but my heart was racing. Nobody knows, and that’s how I want it. My life as a personal trainer, my strict diet, my early mornings, it’s all a mask for this.

I switch apps, checking the details for my trip next week. Three days on the coast, a solo stay at a motel, just to unwind during the long weekend. I confirm the booking, my fingers lingering on the screen. The motel’s basic, nothing special, but it’s a chance to escape, to be free. I toss my phone aside and grab a small bag, throwing in swim trunks, lube, condoms. My mind’s already on the beach, picturing the guys I might meet, maybe someone with Jim’s arrogance, maybe someone new. The thought makes my dick twitch again, and I grin, zipping up the bag. 
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