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WARNING!!!

This book contains hardcore sex, and is for sale to adults only (18+).

Sexual situations in this book contain interracial sex. 

ALL characters are over 18 years of age.

This is a work of FICTION, and all characters and events are fictional. Any similarity to any actual persons,  living or dead, places or organizations,  is a matter of coincidence, and is not intended by the author. 

Again, this is a work of FICTION.
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Excerpt

“Look at it, Valerie,” Antoine said, removing his hand from it for a minute, “You ain’t never had a dick like this, have you?”

I was still staring, and still unable to make myself speak.

I needed to exit this doorway, to forget I had ever seen this. In the morning, Antoine would probably wake up and forget any of this had happened; yes, that’s what I needed to do…

“Answer him,” a second voice said suddenly.

Turning my head, I saw that we were not alone- Dennis was behind me!

Dennis, the brother who had kept staring at my chest and who was barely twenty, stood behind me with a grin on his face.

“You like watching him,” Dennis said, licking his lips and reminding me much of a rattlesnake that was about to strike, “You like watching him jack off- so why don’t you be a good White bitch, and suck that Black cock?”

Did he just tell me to suck his brothers cock?

If what had happened was weird, it was all an accident- but him saying this was even stranger.

What kind of man wants to watch his brother get his dick sucked?

“What kind of a brother wants to-” I started to say.

Dennis reached forward, and with his long, thin fingers, he grabbed hold of the left strap of my top.

“What kind of a woman watches a man jack off?” Dennis said, “Tell me that!”

Maybe I had been mesmerized, but his words reminded me exactly of what was going on-

“Don’t touch me,” I said, “Maybe I should tell Elizabeth what you two are up to!”

“You go right ahead,” Dennis said, laughing, as his fingers remained on my strap, “And I’ll tell my momma what you are doing!”

While I was more in the right, the fact was, this was still their home, not mine. It had been hard enough to get LaRhonda to even accept that I was staying here- and if she heard this, then I would definitely be kicked out, in the middle of the night, in the middle of the swamp-

“Besides,” Antoine said, “Elizabeth likes it.”

Elizabeth likes what?

“Yes,” Dennis said, his hand getting braver- it was untying the knot that held my top on, “Your daughter likes playing with both of our cocks- maybe you want to do that too, huh, Valerie?”

No wonder why she wants this marriage!

Now it made sense that she did not care that her new husband was going to probably move her out to this run down swamp house- she would be the only female here who any of these men could fuck, and if they didn’t mind sharing, she would get all the big Black cock she could handle!

What a greedy slut!

I might have been turned on a moment ago, but this was just too much- I pushed Dennis’ hand away from me, and he just laughed.

“Yes,” was all he said.

His hand went to his shorts, and before I could escape, he yanked them down, his cock flopping out in the open!

Oh shit..
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Damn people drive like idiots…

Of course, people had said that about me I bet when I first moved here- but now that I had been living in Tampa for five years, I got just as mad at the people from up North who seemed to forget how to drive as soon as they reached the Florida state line.

I was trying to avoid getting pinned between a tanker truck and some ancient man in an equally ancient Mercedes, when the phone rang. Not thinking, or having the time to look and see who was calling, I hit the button on my steering wheel hoping to hang up the call.

“Mom?” Elizabeth said.

Great timing.

My daughter Elizabeth has always had issues- but she is my daughter, not my son, so I can’t just ignore her.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“Yes,” Elizabeth said, “Everything is great, mom- is this a bad time?”

“Well, I am trying to drive,” I said.

I have always had a rocky relationship with Elizabeth- either we are fighting, or we are best friends.

My sister, her aunt, says this is because we are so much alike. I won’t ever admit it, but I know that Pat is speaking the truth- I have always been a woman who doesn’t back down from a fight, and while Elizabeth is not as aggressive as me when it comes to fists, she still argues as much with me as I do with her.

“Sorry, mom,” Elizabeth said, “So I’m getting married!”

“What?” I said.

This was a shock.

I didn’t want to be mean, but I have never really seen my daughter as being the kind of woman to land a man that would actually want to legally marry her.

Unfortunately, ever since she was eighteen, she has always ended up dating worthless ass Black men. Not that I would be happy with her being with any Black man, but these men were the worst stereotypes of their race- a loud and lazy group of men that rarely worked, and who saw an overweight White woman as a free meal ticket!

“Yes, mom, I’m getting married,” Elizabeth said, gushing with the news, “Isn’t that great?”

As much as I despise the taste my daughter has in men, I knew that I had to at least pretend to be happy for her. 

“So Devon is going to marry you?” I said.

Devon, the last boyfriend I knew about, was only half Black, and while that wasn’t the same as being White, he did at least work and from what I knew he hadn’t been to prison. This didn’t make him prime material, but for a woman like my daughter who was a hundred pounds overweight- and cursed with her father’s big Slavic nose, and my smaller than average breasts- this was about as good as she was going to get. Whether it is right or wrong, facts are facts, and how good a man you can get always has to do with how good you look.
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