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Author's Note

This book is a work of fiction. The people in
it aren't real. This story is not meant as an instruction manual,
but as escapist entertainment. Always play safe and
responsibly.

 


My Big Black Coworker
Trilogy contains adult themes and explicit
sexual situations including but not limited to, gay interracial
sex, ass-to-mouth, rimming, gangbanging, piss play, cuckolding,
humiliation, rough sex, and creampie eating.
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Prologue

 


I was on my knees, in a
seedy hotel that he had made me pay for, after work when I should
have been home with my wife, instead. I had parted the lumpy ass
cheeks of a large black man from work. I lapped at his pucker like
a dog. I was getting turned on but still
noticed that my cock would not get hard. It just continued to leak.
I reached between his legs and grabbed his balls. I juggled them
with, my fingers, then moved upward and grabbed his cock. It was
already half hard and a few strokes brought it much closer to full
strength.

 


Al reached behind himself, grabbed my
by the back of my head and shoved my face hard between his cheeks.
"Really get in there, faggot," he said. "Eat that ass!" I lapped
harder and shoved my tongue deep into his shit-hole once more. I
guess that did the trick – I heard him moan loudly and I could feel
his cock fully harden in my hand.

 


He bolted upright and turned so
rapidly, that he sent to me sprawling. I quickly scrambled back up
to my knees. His big, thick black cock bobbed obscenely in front of
me. Al reached for my head and I had just enough time to open my
mouth wide before he shoved his cock all the way to the back my
throat. My body heaved as he triggered my gag reflex but I got a
quickly under control.

 


I tightened my lips around his
throbbing black shaft. As he moved his hand away, I replaced it
with, my own – stroking the steel hard base. I bobbed up and down
on his fuckstick once again, slavishly working my tongue back and
forth over his veins. My mouth was instantly filled with a large
load of precum, which I hungrily swallowed. I stroked him with
firm, twisting strokes and worked the most pleasurable spots of his
cock with, my firmly pressed lips and my wet, swirling
tongue.

 


It must not have been good enough for
him. He grabbed my head firmly and started thrusting his cock
rapidly in and out of my mouth – in and out of my throat. I reached
for his hips to balance myself but he slapped my hand away. "Don't
touch me, you fucking faggot!" he barked. So I did my best to stay
upright as he fucked me deeper and harder. I had so much drool and
precum swirling about, inside of my mouth, that it was becoming
hard to even swallow it, what with his dick so deep down my
gullet.

 


Finally, he pulled me off of his cock
and yanked me to my feet by my hair. I yelped as I struggled to get
up and I felt my hair nearly ripped out by the roots. He shoved me
roughly toward the sink counter. He let go of my head and grabbed
me with one hand by my hip. The other, he placed between my
shoulder blades. Then he bent me over. I spread my legs and braced
myself with, my hands on the countertop.

 


It was the first good look that I had
at the two of us, naked together. My pale, somewhat-pasty white
countenance, dwarfed by his massive black body. He was pulling on
one of my cheeks with his meaty hand. I reached behind myself and
pulled on the other as he placed the thick tip against my tight and
unprepared hole.

 


My heart was pounding a mile a minute.
My breathing was shallow. My body was heaving up and down against
the countertop. I tried my best to relax. He started to press in. I
felt my sphincter resisting. It was just too thick! I was biting my
lower lip in anticipation. Suddenly, I felt it give way and he
started to press inside of me.

 


"OH, FUCK!!!" It hurt so bad. My
asshole was being stretched much further than I thought possible.
It felt like the business-end of a baseball bat shoved up there. My
body became super-heated and I was flush with sweat. I looked up at
the reflection but all I saw was that big, black bastard intently
watching his own thick cock as he shoved more and more of it inside
of me.

 


I was aware that I was starting to
scream. Not just a yelp, not just a few seconds – but a long,
steady and steadily increasing one. I quickly grabbed a washcloth
from atop the counter and stuffed it into my mouth, then pressed my
face down against the cool surface of the sink shelf. And still, he
kept shoving.

 


Luckily for me, the tip of his cock
being smaller than the rest of the shaft, he drove it like a wedge
inside of me. The downside was, I would get no relief once the head
was fully inside of me. And the deeper he went, the wider I would
be stretched. My ass lips were already screaming at me. I couldn't
imagine what the rest was going to feel like.

 


"Oh, shit," Al exclaimed. "You've got
one tight ass-pussy here, white boy!" Without lifting my head, I
looked up at him through the mirror. He looked up briefly and
grinned back at me. My misery was his pleasure. I think he got off
on the idea that he was causing me pain.

 


My scream had slowly turned into a
long, painful moan. I hated him. I hated myself. I kept thinking
"what the fuck am I doing here?" But despite the pain and despite
the humiliation and disgust that I felt with myself, I craved it. I
couldn't even believe it myself but I wanted him to fuck me. I
wanted him to come inside of me and make me his total
bitch.

 


I should have left. In fact, I never
should've come here. I should've never even sucked his cock back at
work. I had a wife – and a beautiful one at that – at home. But
logic didn't figure into any of this. I was a little white beta boy
and I needed this black alpha male to put me in my place. It's what
my little white wiener ached for it – even if it refused to get
hard.

 


I don't know how much of his cock Al
had inside of me but it must've been at least three or 4 inches,
enough for him to start pumping in and out of me. The first pull
back sent a wave of relief – and even a bit of pleasure – through,
my over-tensed body. But that feeling wouldn't last long as it was
immediately followed by another plunge inward – as that is how
fucking works.

 


Over and over he plunged in and out of
me. Stretching and tearing at my battered rectum. Bit by bit, he
got deeper and deeper inside of me. Every shove inward past the
previous deep point sent a little but intense shockwave shooting
through, my body. When it got too much to bear, I would stuff that
washcloth back into my mouth. I wasn't going to give him the
satisfaction of letting him hear me scream.

 


I don't know how long he had been
fucking me. He had started off slow – sort of gentle, in a way. But
as time had worn on, he got faster and faster. Not only was he
getting deeper but he was getting rougher in general. And my
once-tight hole was growing more and more accustomed to him. It's
once screaming agony had settled down to a dull roar – and was even
starting to feel a little… pleasurable.

 


"Holy shit!" I thought. This is
actually starting to feel good. I almost couldn't believe it.
Suddenly, his flesh smacked against my ass. He was all the way in!
SMACK, SMACK, SMACK! The sound of our skin slapping against each
other's was both erotic and loud. And I was moaning nearly
non-stop. "Uuuuuuhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh..."

 


"Pull your fucking cheeks apart,
bitch!" he growled. Still moaning – "oh, oh, oh…" – I reached
behind myself with both of my hands and grabbed my cheeks. As my
body rubbed up and down on the countertop in response to the brutal
pounding I was receiving, I pulled and parted my fleshy globes. He
shoved in hard.
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 Book 1
Chapter 1

 


"I'll bet you like to suck dick," he
said. I gulped. "I bet you want to suck my big fat 9-inch cock
right now, don't you, faggot?"

 


We were alone in the satellite office,
waiting for customers to come in. We had just been talking and
suddenly he was hitting me with this. I got incredibly nervous,
incredibly fast. Butterflies in my stomach would be an
understatement. I guess I should explain.

 


My name is Daniel. Happily married to
a beautiful, old-world Mexican woman. We have a son together. After
getting laid off my last job, I wandered around until I ended up at
this car dealership. They liked me and hired me on the spot. And it
turns out, I was pretty good at it, too. My saving grace is that I
wasn't aggressive like the others. Customers really seemed to like
that.

 


I guess I would have to say I was sort
of an average white guy. About 5'9" tall, with wavy brown hair. At
thirty-two, I had probably an extra 20 pounds on me. I wouldn't say
I was overly handsome but I was fairly certain that I wasn't
ugly.

 


His name was Al. He just started with
us about two weeks ago. The general manager had brought him in
personally. Super aggressive. "He's gonna show you how it's all
done," I believe is what the GM said. And he came in and started
selling like a house on fire.

 


He was a big guy, too. Maybe 6'4",
maybe more. Black. Real dark. He was overweight, too. Much more
than I was. But it's hard to say because overall he was just
massive. I think he did drugs, too. At least, that was the rumor. A
few days earlier, I've come around the corner and found him
crouching by the back door of the showroom. He was frantically
mopping sweat off of his bald head.

 


"Hey," he said in tones that he
thought were hushed but weren't quite. "Let me in on the deal. I'll
get us more money."

 


It was such a weird thing but all I
could do was mumble "the deal's done," before I quickly rushed
through the door.

 


Maybe that's why he was giving me
grief now. He wasn't high anymore and felt embarrassed. Now he was
aggressively compensating.

 


The other thing I need to tell you is
that the dealership was split in two. They had tried to expand a
few years earlier by purchasing a smaller dealership across the
street. Today, there were too many other salesmen and not enough
customers. I had snuck across the street to get the smaller traffic
that went there. Better a big fish in a small pond, I thought. An
hour later, Al thought that, too.

 


Since he was new to the store, I
thought he could be a good ally. If I got in trouble with a
customer, I could always "turn" the customer to him. In car selling
jargon, a "turn" is when you pass a customer to another salesman.
If anything comes of it, you both share the commission equally. You
also try and get another customer. You both share the commission on
that customer if anything should come of that, even if the first
deal doesn't go through. During the time that you're linked, you're
"married."
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