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Prologue

 


Oh, my God! How he could eat pussy! I used
to think Johnny was good – at least he told me he was – but this
man... Wow! I came for the first time in under a minute. I could
feel the pressure building, and then it hit me like a ton of
bricks! I arched my back, shoved his face in, and humped his mouth
with my snatch. It was nearly thirty seconds before I could breath
again, and my body was drenched with sex sweat. And through all
this, Dez kept licking and sucking – never missing a beat.

 


My orgasm subsided, and he was still working
his magic on me. Now I wanted to return the favor, and have him
inside of me. I tugged on his head. “Baby...” I said. He looked up,
smiling, my juices all over his mouth and chin. I could feel
another pulse of my warm juices flow out of me, just at the sight
of him like that.

 


I leaned down and kissed his upturned face.
I could taste me on his tongue, and I liked it. I sucked my juices
off of his thick lips, and drew his body back up with me.

 


As he stood before me, my eyes were now at
the same level as his bulge. I knew it was big, seeing how it was
straining against his jeans. I undid his belt, then popped his
button fly. I tugged his pants and shorts down at the same
time.

 


With the first pull, it exposed the short,
nappy curlies just above his cock. I could smell the heady scent of
his manliness. The next tug exposed the base of his shaft. It was
so dark and mean.... and thick! I felt my womanhood pulse and my
breath drew shallow with anticipation.

 


I gave his pants a mighty tug, and got them
down past his big, thick black cock. Free of its confinement, it
sprang upward, then inward, following its curve. I grabbed his
shaft, feeling its hardness and warmth. I stroked it, feeling the
long veins ripple in my hands as they passed over them. It was a
two hand job. My porcelain white hands looking so tiny against his
massive, throbbing black man-meat.

 


Dez would later tell me that it was ten
inches, but I swear it was longer than that. Even better, though,
was it's girth. Johnny Angel topped out at a less-than-heavenly
five and a half inches on a good day, and I hand no trouble
wrapping my tiny hand around it.

 


I pulled back on his foreskin, and his
purplish-black head peeked out, dripping with precum. I stuck out
my tongue and licked up his creamy saltiness, letting it slide down
into my throat. I swirled my tongue around the head, then downed my
head upon him, sucking the crown inside.

 


The black biker moaned, and I got another
taste of his salty precum. I stroked his shaft, and I bobbed gently
on the head. I didn't know how much I was going to be able to suck,
due to its size, but I was game to find out.
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It was never my intention
to run away with a black biker. It just
sort of happened. For a bad boy, he was just too good in so many
ways. When you're a big girl, sometimes its just to hard to find
genuine love.

 


And I'm going to apologize right now, for my
apologizing for Johnny Angel's shitty behavior. It's just that I
spent so many years doing it, that it's a hard habit to break.
Yeah, that was my ex. His real name was Juan Angelo, but he
Americanized it to John Angel, just so he could introduce himself
as “Johnny Angel.”

 


That was probably the first red flag I
didn't see.

 


I guess I should give you little history. I
was always a little on the chubby side. Not much – just five or 10
pounds. But it seemed it was just enough to keep most of the boys
away. Except the ones that thought I would be easy. Those boys were
worse than being ignored.

 


I met Johnny Angel when I was seventeen and
he was twenty-four. He seemed so worldly, especially compared all
the boys in the small town that we both lived in. My friends tried
to warn me about him – he was too old for me, he was a stalker, he
didn't treat me well enough – but I always figured they were just
haters.

 


My parents weren't much better, but Johnny
was especially polite around them. Their biggest worry was that I
would have sex with him and possibly become pregnant before I
finished high school. But he managed to smooth talk them and assure
them that he had no such designs on me. This part was true. He
didn't even try to fuck me, not once. Not until the second I turned
eighteen.

 


He had actually been mostly a gentleman up
to that point. But the day I turned eighteen, he changed. He
pressured me into giving up my virginity to him, telling me that it
didn't matter, since he was determined to marry me.

 


As first times go, I guess it was all right.
I mean, you only get one first time and you have no frame of
reference. But he was gentle and took his time. In hindsight, that
was probably the only time he did. Each time after that was a
little more rushed, and a little more selfish towards him. Even on
our wedding night.

 


You see, Johnny could be quite charming when
he wanted to be. Pretty much everybody loved him when they first
met him. It was only after repeated and long-term exposure that the
cracks would begin to show. But whenever I started to get really
upset about something, he would usually right himself and smooth
talk me back into the relationship.

 


But things became irreparable after I lost
the baby. A couple of years into our marriage, I became pregnant.
Johnny was happy and really turned around. At least until I
miscarried in the seventh month. I didn't want to know if it was a
boy or a girl, but Johnny insisted. And when he found out that the
baby we would never have would've been a boy, it seemed to push him
over the edge. Somehow, it was all my fault that I had lost the
baby. It was my fault that I deprived him of a son. As if it all
wasn't so very hard on me already.

 


He became abusive again. More so than
before. And I continued to make excuses for him. Christmas was
especially hard that year. Then, in late January – and about the
time our son would have been born – my mother passed away suddenly.
Johnny had been planning a Super Bowl party for February. Meaning,
that he had invited a bunch of his buddies over to watch the game
and that I was to plan, shop for, and prepare the food for. Also, I
was expected to serve, and clean up after.
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