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Prologue

 


The older gentleman was
behind me now. He held my hip with one hand and pushed me gently
with the other, bending me forward. I
rested my hand on the armrest of the sofa. To his credit, the
youngster eating me out didn't miss a single lick as he adjusted to
the new angle. The one who had been fucking my mouth previously,
now stepped up and stuck it back in. I grabbed and milked his
shaft, as I bobbed my head up and down, licking and sucking as I
went.

 


Now, I was wondering what the big, black
gentleman was going to do next. If he was taking off his clothes, I
was hoping that I would get to see his raging manhood before he
stuck it into me. But he didn't take off his clothes just yet. He
knelt behind me and took my ass cheeks in his hands.

 


Those were the first stranger's hands to
touch there, just as all of them had been the first human hands to
touch me and all those various places. Again, I enjoyed the
roughness of his massive black mitts against my pale, soft
porcelain flesh. He parted my cheeks and I felt his hot breath upon
my asshole as he put his face between my fleshy globes.

 


The feel of his big rough tongue against the
ring of my asshole was every bit as electric as the first touch he
made on my pussy. With the cock in my mouth, and the youngster
eating me out in front, this initial touch nearly put me over the
edge. But I wanted to savor the feeling. I could feel his tongue
swirling about, flicking across my ass lips, and occasionally
darting inside of my tight little pucker.

 


The youngster was making similar motions
across my clitoris, and then sucking on my labia. He nuzzled my
little bud with his nose. The soft squishiness of the cartilage was
in stark contrast to the firm hardness that was his tongue. But
only for a moment, and then he was licking and sucking at my little
nub once again.

 


I started playing with one of my tits with
my free hand. First massaging and squeezing, and then pinching my
nipple. I groaned around the invading cock and it made a funny
sound when combined with the bobbing and sucking sounds I was
already making. That youngster, bless his heart, reached beneath me
and grabbed my free tit, and now I was being stimulated and every
sexual point I had. It was too much, and I came – HARD.

 


If I hadn't been holding on to the
armrest of the sofa, and if I hadn't been resting on the face of
the young man in front of me who was now hungrily sucking down my
sweet juices, I would've collapsed. My legs were just jello, but no
one was letting up, and I rolled with the waves of pleasure through
to the end.
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If you've never had a
black cock in you, you should go and find one immediately.
But take your time with it, it's totally worth
it. Feast your eyes on its flaccid state as it dangles between the
legs of the beautiful, muscular black man it's part of. Take it in
your hand and gently, but firmly, stroke it. Feel it growing.
Marvel at how big it gets.

 


Get on your knees. Gently breathe in through
your nose, enjoy its musk. Smell that? That's the scent of raw
power. Bring your mouth close to it and extend your tongue. By now,
if you're doing your job right, thin, salty pre-cum should be
dripping from his piss-hole. Taste it. Let its flavor wash over
your tongue, exciting your senses.

 


Take the head into your mouth, carefully –
don't scratch it with your teeth. Taste his flesh, swirl your
tongue over it. With your hand, pull back his foreskin and lick his
pleasure center just below the head. This will make him moan, and
he will treat you to more of his delicious, manly syrup. Try to get
as much of it into your mouth as you can.

 


Stay calm, relax and try not to let it hit
the back of your tongue. That's where your gag reflex is. Maybe
you've only had white cocks before, so you're not aware of this.
Let it continue down into your throat until you can no longer
breathe. Keep going until your lips are wrapped around the base and
pressed against his sweet, black torso. Then, keep your lips tight
around his shaft as you slowly pull your head back off of it.
Repeat, again and again.

 


When he's ready he will pull you off, turn
you around and sink himself so deeply into you that you'll feel as
if you're about to split in two. It's a feeling you will never
forget. It's a feeling you'll want again and again. I should know.
I am a black cock junkie. And this is how I got that way.

 


It was my wedding day. The day I had looked
forward to all my life. When I was a little girl, we lived in a
small town. It was very much like Mayberry, if you're familiar with
the reference. Everyone knew each other, everyone was a polite, and
everyone attended the same church. Very clean, very wholesome.
Also, very white.

 


But as the economy changed, my father moved
us closer to the big city for his work. My parents didn't trust
this new world – didn't trust our safety to it. So instead of going
to public school, my baby sister and I were home schooled. Our
parents watched us so closely, it was amazing that I had any
friends at all.

 


I had three girlfriends, and no boyfriends.
I didn't even get to go away to University. I did the whole thing
online, so I could remain under the watchful and protecting eyes of
my parents. I met a boy at church, or rather…

 


Actually, my parents picked him out for me.
He was sweet, and nice. Good-looking, I suppose, in a 50s TV family
sort of way. Wholesome. Within a few months, we were engaged. I
guess this is my roundabout way of saying, that on my wedding day,
I was a virgin.

 


My best friend, Jane, had thrown me a very
wild bachelorette party. We had had a more traditional bridal
shower earlier with my family and relatives. But my parents had
known Jane long enough that they felt they could trust her with
their pure little girl for a few hours in the city.

 


So my three friends and I drove in for what
Jane promised to be "a night to remember." My baby sister was upset
that she wasn't allowed to go, but my parents' trust only went so
far. I tried champagne for the first time that night, but I was
determined not to get too tipsy. I still had to go home.

 


We went to one of those male strip clubs,
and Jane got us a private room. The first stripper she hired for us
was a good-looking, young white boy. He was in great shape. He
could have been a quarterback. It was all very sexy.
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