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 Excerpt

 


My name is Anita. After
seven years together, my husband talked me into sucking a black
man's big fat cock, so he could record it for posterity. He said it
was to "rev things up." Initially I
balked, but he was so persistent and I loved him. That night,
something changed deep inside of me. Instead of just blowing the
man, I spread my legs for him. Things would never be the same
between Darren and I.

 


I took him shopping to an adult
bookstore, where I let a beautiful, older female clerk humiliate
him. And I made him pay for a cock cage, riding crop and pair of
big black dildos. One for a strapon, the other had a suction cup
mount. I stuck it at mouth level, on the mirrored door of his
closet for training. I remembered when he looked at it before him
the first time. "I think it's too big," he said.

 


"I don't care what you think. It's no
thicker than Jesse," I told him. "Maybe just a bit longer. And when
I record you sucking Jesse's big black cock so that I can watch it
later to get revved up, I don't want you gagging on it. I didn't
when I sucked him."

 


I was referring to the
incident that changed our sexual dynamic. "You remember when I did
that, don't you? It was for you." Then I got real close to him,
pressing my breasts against his naked back and leaning into his
ear. I spoke in a low whisper. "You do remember, don't you Darren?
Remember how hot and bothered I got? So much so that I told him
to fuck me. I
told him to take me and fuck me right on our marital bed." I was
actually starting to get worked up myself.

 


"Oh God, how good that big thick
black cock felt. I never felt anything like it, Darren. I came so
hard. Harder than I ever did with you – no matter how much you ate
my pussy first. Is that why you licked me so much? So I wouldn't
notice how little you were?" That wounded look had taken over, but
I wasn't done yet.

 


"I think all of my orgasms when you
fucked me were out of sympathy. But don't worry, I'll never make
that mistake again. No, when a black man fucks you, you know it.
And I want you to suck his cock so good that he wants to fuck you
into tomorrow." And I paused for effect. "Just like he did with
me…"

 


Then I stood back upright and looked
straight into his eyes in the reflection. There seemed to be so
many emotions going on – fear, trepidation... maybe even regret. It
didn't matter to me. I just wanted him to...

 


"Suck it."

 


"Yes, Mistress." He closed his eyes. I
told him to open them.

 


"Never close your eyes. Always make
eye contact. That's why I put it on the mirror. So you can practice
by looking into your own eyes, you little cocksucking
sissy."

 


He nodded, kept his eyes open, and
opened his mouth. As he leaned forward, I let the solid tip of my
new riding crop drag slowly down his back. It seemed to unnerve him
a bit.

 


Good.

 


Two inches, three. Easy stuff, but now
we were getting... "ACK!" He gagged on it, and pulled back. I
swatted the fleshy part of his ass with the solid tip. He
yelped.

 


"I didn't tell you to stop!" He
nodded, but hesitated. He felt the sting of that tip again. His
whole body tightened, he yelped and tried to protect his tender
ass. I grabbed a fistful of hair and pulled his head back. I put
the tip of the crop right under his chin. "Never cover up when I'm
correcting you! Do you understand?"

 


He nodded that he did. I let go. "Now
suck it," I ordered. "And if you gag, you keep that dick in your
mouth and deal with it like a good bitch!"

 


He stammered.
"Ye..ye..yes, Mistress." I watched him gag and choke many times
that day. I have to say I quite enjoyed watching the tears well up
in his eyes. "Mascara" I thought. "I'd
love to see mascara running down his face. Maybe get some nice
pictures and video." God, my pussy was so wet.

 


I grabbed him by the back of his hair
again and drove him to his knees. I was so anxious that I actually
tore my panties trying to yank them down. No matter. I shoved his
face into my cooch and had him eat me through several orgasms,
standing there in the middle of his room. Then I whipped his ass
with the crop, because he hadn't done a good job sucking that
dick...
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So much had happened in
the two months since that night,
that now the first seven years I had spent with
Darren – first as his girlfriend and then later his wife – seemed
like a distant memory. Like a different life,
altogether.

 


There were four of us in
my bedroom on this particular night. Aside from myself, there was
my current lover and his very close buddy, Mac. The two almost
could have been brothers. They were both black, about 6'3" tall,
and bald. And they were both in amazing shape. Mac somehow seemed
just a bit bigger than Jesse. There was a... mass about him. Unbelievably, they
both pack 9 inches, though their cocks definitely looked different
from each other's.

 


The new man in the room went by the
name Jackson. "Action Jackson" he added after Jesse had introduced
us. He was a little bit taller and broader than the other two, and
quite a bit rougher. He had a full head of hair that looked like he
hadn't run a comb through it in forever, and about three days of
stubble around his face. But he seemed pleasant enough to me and my
lover had vouched for him.

 


Besides, he wasn't really there for
me…

 


"We're waiting," I called out to the
hallway. The lights were down to set the mood properly and I had
something soft and sensual playing in the background. It was a big
night for my sissy cuckold husband, Darren. He was about to make
his "female" debut.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
You will submit!

Anita Blackmann





