
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


My Big Black Coworker: Trilogy
2

by Amanda Mann with Anita
Blackmann

 


Collection copyright 2021
Amanda
Mann and 
Anita Blackmann

 


Published by
Deadlier Than the Male Publications

 


All characters in this bundle are 18 or
older.

 


Smashwords Edition License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy.

 


 


 


 


 



Table of Contents

Excerpt

Taken by My Husband's Big Black
Coworker

For those who don't
know...

Book 4, Chapter 1

Book 4, Chapter 2

Book 4, Chapter 3

Book 4, Epilogue

 


Taken & Humiliated by My Big Black
Coworker

Book 5, Chapter 1

Book 5, Chapter 2

Book 5, Chapter 3

Book 5, Chapter 4

 


Taken & Feminized by My Big Black
Coworker

Book 6, Chapter 1

Book 6, Chapter 2

Book 6, Chapter 3

 


Bonus Material: Cassie! The Making of a
Sissy

Other Books by Amanda
Mann

About Amanda Mann

Connect with Amanda
Mann

 


 


 Excerpt

 


I had known he was about to do it, but
he shoved it in so quick and hard that it caught me by surprise.
"UUUNNNGGGHHH!!!" I moaned, the force rippling pleasure through my
body, from my head down to my toes. They curled as my hands reached
wildly for something to hold onto. Finally, I realized there was
only the floor. I tented my fingers and rested on the
tips.

 


He fucked me, fast and hard, with
ever-deepening strokes. I started off with a low moan that quickly
became a loud, constant scream of ecstasy. Harder and faster, he
pounded. I came, my senses completely overwhelmed, my body
completely overheating. My brain fogged over for a minute or two,
as I gyrated my hips and humped back with my cunt.

 


I could feel the next orgasm building
up, even as the first one wound down. Al's massive dick was far
past any point that my husband had used, definitely in virgin
territory, so to speak. I was amazed at how readily I took it, my
cunt creaming, again and again, keeping it slick so he could pound
me even harder. He grabbed my hips, tightly. "I'm going to cum,
baby!" he shouted. "You need me to pull out?"

 


I wasn't on the pill. Daniel and I had
been trying to make a little brother or sister for our son. I knew
I would never let my husband fuck me again but that shouldn't be
any reason for me to give up on the rest of the life plan. Plus, I
was too close to what I knew would be another, even more amazing
orgasm...

 



Taken by My Husband's Big
Black Coworker

 


 Anita Blackmann and Amanda Mann

 


 For those who don't know...

 


There are so many things
that Dolores doesn't know, the most important of which is that her
husband cheated on her with three well-hung black men from the car
dealership, where he works. But she's about to.

 


She also doesn't know – and may never,
ever learn – is that it's mostly not his fault. He had a bully
there, maybe even a couple. But of them, Al was the worst. He was a
master manipulator, getting into Daniel, her husband's, head. Down
became up and up became down. Before he knew it, he couldn't say
no. And the more he did for Al, the more his big black bully
wanted.

 


After he got the little white husband
to suck him off in a back room at the dealership, he got him to pay
for a room at a sleazy motel. He took him, then humiliated him.
Worse, he hit up two more guys, including one that Daniel had a
hard time concealing that he had feelings for. They shared in
taking and debasing him and somehow, Daniel came to love it more
than he would like to admit.

 


After that night, Al cooled things for
a bit, even going so far as to feign remorse, befriending Daniel
and helping him increase his sales at work. But it was all just a
front. It was when the white husband was at his most relaxed that
he told him his latest plan. He wanted to fuck Daniel's loving,
old-world wife, Dolores, drugging her at a dinner with Daniel's
help. He secretly recorded the conversation as he manipulated him
into saying yes, then went over the plan in painstaking detail,
making Daniel repeat everything.

 


Even worse, afterward, he edited the
recording, adding noise to it to help cover the cuts. It sounded
for all the world like Daniel planned the whole thing. Now, he just
had to convince Daniel's wife that the next part was all her
idea.

 


If she's anything like her
wimp husband, he thought, standing outside
the front door of their mild-mannered suburban home,
this will be like shooting fish in a
barrel. And then, he knocked...

 


Book 4, Chapter
1

 


 "I want you to fuck my wife." The sound was uneven and there
was a lot of background noise, but that was unmistakably the voice
of my husband. "I'll slip something into her drink and you can take
her."

 


"I'm sorry about the quality…" said
the large black man in my living room. I dismissed his concern with
a wave of my hand. Truth be told, this was something that I didn't
want to hear, at all, but I knew I certainly needed to.

 


He had come to our front door, just
minutes earlier. Like I said, he was a large black man. And not a
particularly good-looking one, either. Less Denzel or Idris and
more like Scary Prisoner #3. At least in my mind. It was probably a
stupid thing to do and all but there was something vaguely familiar
about him so I opened the door. “Yes?” I asked.

 


“You're Dolores, right?”
he asked, all smiles. Not that it helped. I was confused as to why
he knew my name and even more as to why I thought I might know him.
I stared blankly at him. “You're Daniel's wife, right? He works at
the dealership. I work with him out on the lot. I'm a friend of
his.” Finally, all the pieces fell into place.

 


“Of
course,” I said, delighted that a great weight of concern had been
lifted off of my shoulders. I think I even laughed a little. I
certainly relaxed some. Then, it occurred to me that this was all
still very strange. What's he doing
here? I suddenly got very worried. "Is
Daniel okay?"

 


His smile disappeared real quick,
replaced with a look of concern. "I guess that all depends on how
you look at it," he said. Now I was really puzzled. "Here," he said
reaching into the pocket of his blazer and pulling out his cell
phone. He did a few things with his fingers and brought up an app.
In a way, the image I saw reminded me of the controls on an old
tape deck. "I'm sorry to do this but I think you need to hear
this." Then he pushed the triangular button in the middle. There
was some noise, then I heard my husband say, "I want you to fuck my
wife."

 


It hit me like a ton of bricks and I
nearly collapsed against the door jamb. He immediately stopped the
recording and reached to keep me from falling. "There's a lot more,
if you want to hear it." Then he motioned around. "I just don't
think this is the right place to do it, someone might hear. May I
come in?"

 


In a daze, I nodded my head and
stepped back to allow him inside of the house. He closed the front
door behind him, then turned back. "Maybe we can sit down,
somewhere," he said. Again I nodded and beckoned him to follow me,
leading him to the living room. I sat on the sofa and invited him
to sit next to me. He set his cell phone on the coffee table,
turning to me and looking me in the eye. His smile was long gone,
all I saw was concern. "Are you sure you want to hear this? I mean,
you can take my word, it's not good."

 


I thought my husband Daniel was a good
man. That's why I chose him over all my suitors. We were both
young, in our early 20s. Because I was a light-skinned blonde – a
güero, they used to call me back in Mexico, where I was born and
raised – and liked to keep fit, most men only wanted to date me to
have sex with me. But I was a good, Mexican Catholic girl, devout
in my faith. Daniel was the first boy that I met that wanted to
date me for me. The first one I had dated that didn't mind waiting
until we were married to have sex.

 


And now, this. "Please…" I said,
softly. "Play it."

 


He reached over and
pressed the button, starting it over from the beginning. I listened
as my husband laid out a horrible, devious plan. Daniel was going
to pretend to invite his big black coworker and his girlfriend
over, only that was no girlfriend. Al would simply claim that she
couldn't come at the last minute. Wine is probably my one vice, not
that I drink that much of it. But I like to serve it to our guests,
especially before and during dinner. Daniel said he would distract
me, ask me out into the kitchen to help them with something. When
he did, Al was to put a few drops of a drug that I guess my husband
knew how to get hold of. Has he done this
before?

 


I swear it sounded like he almost
laughed when he mentioned that it would make me loose. My sadness
at the deceit and my repulsion at the plan were slowly turning into
something else… Anger was welling up in its place. I swore a
little, in Spanish. I didn't want my guest to know I was using bad
words. Worse, was the last part of the conversation. "I'll help you
to fuck my wife and you'll help me to fuck Janet." It ended with Al
telling him he didn't think it was such a good idea. There was a
noise and then the recording ended.

 


"I'm sorry about that," lamented Al.
"I was trying to record it in secret, that's why the sound so bad.
I must've hit it accidentally and stopped the recording, that's
what that noise was. He just kept on me. Finally, I told him I
agreed but that was only so he would stop talking about it.
Honestly, it made me sick to my stomach. That's why I had to come
over and show you this."

 


I nodded slowly, seething anger
boiling just under the surface. "You did the right thing," I said.
"Thank you."

 


He picked up his phone and sort of
held his finger over like he was deciding what to do. Finally, he
spoke. "There's more," he said in low, hushed tones. I wondered
what it could be, especially since he seemed almost like he was
afraid to show it to me. What could be worse than my husband
plotting with a black stranger to have him drug and violate me,
just so he could watch, then have sex with some puta at his work?
But I had to know.

 


"What is it?" I asked. He shook his
head.

 


"I shouldn't have said anything," he
said. I put my hand on his, noting for just the briefest of moments
just how big and strong it was.

 


"Please," I pleaded. "I need to know
everything." He nodded, solemnly. He moved some things around on
his phone and played a video for me. If I thought my world had
crumbled around me before, now it was as if the earth had opened up
and I was falling endlessly, into the abyss.

 


I watched in horror as a
large, handsome black man had sex with my husband in what looked
like a cheap motel room. He was plowing him, pretty good and Daniel
almost seemed like he was enjoying it. "That's Vince," he said. I
caught a glimpse of the man's face. I had actually met him back
when Daniel was first working there. My husband had thought highly
of him and talked about him, often. I
guess he was just queer for him.

 


The image changed and now it was
someone else. The very dark-skinned black man was standing and
Daniel was on his knees, sucking on his thing. "Disgusting," I
muttered. Not only was my husband being gay with this black man but
he had his manhood in his mouth. Oral sex was just about the worst
thing you could do, as far as I was concerned. I wouldn't even
allow Daniel to do it on me, let alone suck his thing.

 


"That's Taju,” narrated
Al. That name rang a bell. Daniel was always telling me how much he
hated the man. He doesn't look like he
hates him, at all. Now the foul words were
running through my head. Finally, there was another image. Daniel
on his back, like a girl, with Al – the man sitting by my side –
plowing him. I looked up, disbelieving. Al shrugged. "I had to show
you everything," he said. "I'm not proud but I have a little drug
addiction and your husband filmed me doing something at work that I
shouldn't have been doing, you know? He used it to blackmail me. He
had stuff on all of us. We're not fags, you know? He forced us to
take Viagra just so that we could be hard to fuck him."

 


I was furious. I had given
him everything. My virginity, a beautiful son who, thankfully, was
at his cousin's at the moment. I had made such a wonderful home for
him. And he had done this! The image changed, once again. I now saw
Al, sticking it to a beautiful woman. She was screaming and
moaning, every bit as loud as Daniel had been. It was the first
time that I really paid attention to his hard thing.
It's so big! So thick! It made me think of my husband's little thing.
Maybe that's why he likes being the girl.
Al scrambled to turn it off. It occurred to me
that the other two men also had very big members. I was a little
jealous of the girl.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
My Big Black
Coworker
Triloﬁgz

A £

Amanda Mann

with Anita Blackmann





