
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


Queen Of Denial: Trilogy

by Anita Blackmann

 


Contents Copyright 2016, 2019

Anita Blackmann

 


Published by
Deadlier Than the Male Publications

 


All characters in this collection are 18 and
over.

 


 


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

Queen of Denial 1

Book 1, Chapter 1

Book 1, Chapter 2

Book 1, Chapter 3

Book 1, Chapter 4

 


Queen of Denial 2

Book 2, Chapter 1

Book 2, Chapter 2

Book 2, Chapter 3

Book 2, Chapter 4

Book 2, Epilogue

 


Queen of Denial 3

Book 2, Chapter 1

Book 2, Chapter 2

Book 2, Chapter 3

Book 2, Chapter 4

 


Bonus Material: Blacked in the Dorms 3:
Taking Several for the Team

About the Author

Other Books by Anita
Blackmann

Connect With Anita
Blackmann

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Excerpt

 


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 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.

 


"Honey…" He took me into his arms to
reassure me. "That's not gonna happen. You know I love you, and I
know you love me. This is just…" He thought about it a moment.
"This is just something to spice things up a little. We find a nice
guy. Clean, handsome – someone we can trust. Wear something nice
and sexy, and I videotape it so that we can watch it later when we
want to get a little revved up."

 


He kissed my forehead as he held me. I
thought about what he said. Honestly, I never really needed to be
"revved up" by porno videos. I was good with a little bit of sweet
talk and some gentle caressing here and there. But I guess after
all this time he needed a little help. Still, it wasn't really
something I wanted to do.

 


But I loved Darren very deeply. He was
the love of my life. He was my man. I pulled back so that I could
look him right in the eye and asked him one more time.

 


"Are you sure this is what you
want?"

 


"More than anything."
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"So, are we gonna do this
or what?" Jesse was a no-nonsense kind of guy. I guess that's why
we picked him. Well, that and he was 6'3" and hot!
Bald headed, deep, piercing brown eyes, and a
smile that lit up the room. Darren was pouring us some white
wine.

 


"I thought maybe we could have a
little libation," he said as he handed Jesse and me a glass each.
"You know, to lighten the mood."

 


It was sweet of Darren to take that
bullet. The wine was totally my idea. I was going to need more than
just a glass or two. I know I had said yes to Darren's fantasy, but
now it was REAL. And I was a bundle of nerves. Jesse looked at me
and smiled. "Of course," he said, holding up his glass. We toasted.
The boys both took sips. I emptied my glass and held it up to my
husband for a refill. He looked surprised for a moment, but quickly
filled it up.

 


While Darren took a seat in the
armchair, the two of us sat on the sofa, making small talk. I tried
to milk out that second glass, but I still beat them. I held it out
again for another refill.

 


"Honey." It was Darren,
and he had that sound of concern in his voice, like he thought I
should slow down. I shot him a dagger look. This was all his idea, not mine! How
dare he?

 


"I have a suggestion." I turned back
towards Jesse. It was his strong, yet soothing voice that had
interjected. He looked over at Darren. "Why don't you step out for
two minutes?" It almost didn't sound like a question. "Give the
grown-ups two minutes of alone time," he said, then added "white
boy."

 


I was a little taken aback
by the borderline racist reference, though I shouldn't have been.
After all, wasn't the reason he
was here was because he was black? I turned back
towards my husband. He nodded and quickly rose. As he was turning
away, I thought I caught a bit of tenting in his pants. "Is he
getting hard already?" I wondered. As he left the room, I turned
back towards Jesse. He smiled and motioned for me to come over with
his hand.

 


"Why don't you come and sit here?"
Then, so that there were no questions as to what he was asking, he
patted his lap. Oh, I really could have used another glass. I
hesitated. I had no idea what to say. He reached over and took my
tiny hand in his big, rough one. Looking down, I marveled at the
contrast in skin tones, as his thumb gently caressed along my index
finger. Being a redhead, I'm very fair skinned. As white as you can
be without being albino. And he was a rich chocolate
color.

 


The room was so quiet that I could
hear my heart pounding loudly in my chest. Couldn't he hear it,
too? My breathing was shallow and I was so glad that he wasn't
saying anything else. I think if he pressured me just then I
might've run from the room.

 


Maybe things would be different if I
had.

 


Finally, after what seemed an
eternity, I rose up. I left my hand in his. As rough as it was, I
loved the warm, strong feel of his. Somehow it made me feel…
safe.

 


I took a couple of steps to walk just
past him. I paused again – just for the briefest of moments – and
then I slowly lowered myself onto his lap. He put his large arm
around me and comforted me.

 


So many
new sensations overwhelmed my senses. Up close, I
could see clearly into his deep brown eyes. They say that they're
the window to the soul. His soul was strong and
confident.

 


He wore an aftershave or cologne. I don't
know which, but it reminded me of men like my father and his ilk.
Real men. They had worn things like that back in the day. Darren
didn't wear anything. "I don't like those fake smells," he would
say. I missed it. Jesse, his own personal musk blending perfectly
with the scent he was wearing, smelled like a real man.

 


I could feel the strength in the arm that
was around me. And I could feel it in the legs that I was sitting
across. And when I touched his chest, I could feel it there, too. I
knew that he was in good shape from when we had met previously, but
now I could feel his finally-sculpted muscles rolling beneath the
thin layer of clothing he was wearing. It sent shivers through
me.

 


And I could feel his cock. Well, maybe not
exactly his cock, but I could feel his bulge in general. It was
pressed against my upper thigh, this collection of fleshy
man-flesh. We had seen a picture of it that he sent in reply to our
ad, but pressed as it was up against me, it felt so much larger
than what I previously thought.

 


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 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.
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