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Prologue

 


I was trying to work up
the courage to give my husband what he wanted – a video of me
blowing a black man. Wine wasn't helping as much as I would have
liked, so Jesse sent Darren from the room for two minutes, and then
had me sit on his lap.

 


My pussy began to tingle –
even though his big black cock was never going in there. After I
had blown Jesse and he had gone, I was going to have to ride Darren
for half the night just to get rid of the sexual itch that I had.
"That son of a bitch," I thought. I finally understood. He wanted
me so horny that I would want... nay, need a marathon fuck session with
him. This was his hope all along!

 


Jesse cupped my cheek with his hand.
It was so large. I couldn't resist the temptation and cradled my
head in it. He smiled and gently rubbed my lips with his thumb. I
parted them ever-so slightly and he nudged the tip in. I closed my
lips on it, and tickled the tip with my tongue.

 


The black man smiled as he pulled his
thumb away. He drew me towards him, and pressed his lips to mine.
Again I found my lips parting as his tongue pressed against them.
Our hands explored each other's bodies as our tongues explored each
others' mouths.

 


My nips and clit were as hard as
rocks. My pussy was so wet that I was sure that I was soaking
through my panties and skirt and onto the leg of his pants. I could
feel his cock growing against my leg. It was so big and thick that
I couldn't help but notice it. How I longed for it to be inside of
me.

 


His hand moved from my arm and onto my
breast, squeezing it and sending a shiver of excitement all
throughout my body. I moaned as my pussy released even more of it's
slick wetness.

 


"Anita!"
The two minutes must've been up. I was pulled out
of my revelry by my husband's insistent voice. I snapped around to
see him standing there with his arms crossed, disapprovingly. One
of the conditions he wanted was "no kissing." Before I could say
anything, Jesse had slipped his hand down and was now sliding it
along my hip and outer thigh. God, it felt so good...

 


"Why," he said, and I turned back to
look at his beautiful, handsome face. "Why don't we take this to
the bedroom?"

 


I didn't look back at Darren. Another
of his stipulations was that we do what we do in the living room.
Our bedroom – and our marital bed – were strictly off-limits. But I
was too far gone to care about that, so I nodded and
stood.

 


Jesse's massive cock was clearly
straining against his pants – that much was evident as he stood up
next to me. I could barely tear my eyes away from it. Darren was
blessed with 5 inches. And while they weren't a particularly thick
5 inches, he made up for it with love and caring. It was never
about the size. Not before, anyway. Later, I would find out that
what Jesse had was 10 inches. Somehow though, it seemed far more
than just double in size.

 


Probably because it was.

 


And I didn't bother to look at my
husband as the strong black man put his arm around my waist and
guided me towards the hallway. "Better grab your camera, baby" was
all I said. "This is what you wanted…"
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As he stood there before
me – wearing makeup, lipstick, and that ill-fitting wig – I just
wanted to laugh. Seeing my husband, Darren, reduced to nothing more
than a cum-hungry play toy, his little peepee locked tightly in a
cock cage... Well, it was just about the most pathetic sight you
can imagine. This also made me want to laugh.

 


So I did.

 


He turned bright red and hung his head
in shame. I laughed harder. The pathetic shit. This was his idea,
anyway. Maybe. I don't quite remember anymore. I know he started
it.

 


And he can end it, too. He has a safe
word. He just hasn't said it yet. I wonder what it will be that
pushes him too far...

 


"Are you sure this is what you want?"
I emphasized the word "sure" because I wanted him to think about
it. That was a few weeks earlier, in the kitchen of our
house.

 


"Yes! Of course," he said with a big
smile spread across his handsome face. I have to say, I didn't.
Darren wanted me to perform oral sex on a black man. And this was
after we had been together for seven years, including four of
marriage. I had never been unfaithful and this made me feel like he
wanted me to be unfaithful. But he had been wearing me down for
months. Wearing down my objections. I had to try something
new.

 


"What if…" He appeared to
be listening intently for what I was about to say. "What if I
become addicted?"
I smiled inwardly. One of his favorite porn video series that he
had been showing me was something called "Black Cock Addicts." I
think the last one we watched was volume 27. Shockingly, Darren
laughed.
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