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WARNING

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

Sexual situations in this book contain cum eating, female masturbation, female submission, 

interracial sex, male dominance, MFM, older woman-younger man sex, and racial language.

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.

IF ANY OF THIS OFFENDS YOU, THEN STOP READING NOW:

 

Excerpt

Now, though, this was no eighteen year old who stood in my living room.

Sweating from the already ninety degree heat, or from his exertion, either way the white wife beater he wore clung to his dark chocolate body like a candy wrapper. My eyes took in the cut of his arms- he hadn’t blown up like a monster, but prison time had definitely turned him from a youth into a man who was all meat and no fat.

Glancing lower, to his blue and white basketball shorts, I could not help but see the outline of the meat in his pants- from across the room, guessing size would have been difficult, but I could say that he was definitely not lacking in the downstairs department, either.

A nice, hard, young cock- probably a cock that had not been in a pussy in over two years!

Involuntarily, I licked my lips at the thought- my own man hadn’t touched me at all in three months, and every interlude between sex only grew longer and longer. Jimmy refused to even talk about it, but he had erectile dysfunction. I blamed it on his smoking and his veggie free diet, as well as the fact that he was carrying an extra forty on his midsection.

Whatever the reason, he didn’t have what I needed anymore- and Cliff does. 

“You are some real stand up people,” Cliff said, his eyes looking at me- did he know what I was thinking?

“Thanks,” I said, unsure of what to say next.

Sometimes, like any breathing human adult, I did notice other men- but this was always in passing. Maybe at the grocery store, where they were with their wives or their girlfriends, or maybe when we went to the state fair twice a year to show off our quality milk. Now, though, I was alone- in my bathrobe- with a fine piece of chocolate candy, and I could not take my eyes off of him.

I am standing here, in a towel and nothing more, staring at a Black man half my age!

Jimmy was the only man I had ever been with, and suddenly, I wondered what it would be like to try another man.

A lot of women I knew did cheat on their husbands- this was to be expected, as most of my friends were also either married for twenty five years or more, or they had been caught and were on husband two or three by now. Rarely, though, did they cheat with Black guys- while some Black people were starting to move into our county, the majority of people around here were still White (with a fair leavening of Mexicans in the flour).

I wasn’t seeing him as the young man I had known, or as a criminal, or as anything but a good looking, sweaty, muscular man, with a large bulge in his shorts- a bulge that I suddenly wanted to experience for myself!

I dropped my towel, exposing my mature, White body to his dark brown eyes.

At five foot ten, I had always been a taller woman. Though I am not the bone thin cheerleader I once was, I like to think that the weight I gained from giving birth to three children and years of living had went into the right places- padding on my ass, growth in my breasts (which had went from a 36B to a full 36C when I had my first pregnancy)- even if my stomach was not as flat as it once was.

Cliff’s eyes looked me over- he knew that I didn’t want money, and I didn’t want him to leave- no, I wanted his Black cock!

Putting the cash down on the center, Cliff dropped his shorts, exposing his chocolate shaft to me- it was much larger than the cock of my husband, a full two inches longer and much thicker- and as soon as I saw it, I wanted it in my mouth.

I knelt before him, my hands grabbing hold of his weighty meat- he was hard as an iron railroad spike, and ready- and when I took him in my mouth, I struggled to get past the swollen head. He tasted like my husband tastes- salty rubberiness- but this was not my husband that I was sucking!
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Times have changed a lot in the forty-nine years that I have been alive.

Although I was born towards the end of the civil rights struggle- at the very close of the turbulent sixties, when the president was a Republican who played both sides of the issue and the entire country was trying to figure out itself- I was born in north central Texas, in a little town that was between Denton and the Oklahoma border. 

Texas is the South and it is the West, it is the United States and the Confederacy, but above all else, Texas is Texas. The nature of our nation/ state has always been a matter of debate, among Texans, Texas exiles (those who were born here and move somewhere else), and Texas immigrants (Yankees mostly, as opposed to immigrants from other places). As crazy as it may sound to people whom have never been to the Lone Star State, us actual Texans are really the moderates in the whole argument over what Texas means- Texas exiles love to bash us, their own people, and in many cases, once a Yankee has lived here ten years he acts more Texan than those of us who had ancestors that fought in the Texas Revolution. Those who came down here because of a military transfer or a job opportunity end up discarding their small Japanese cars for pickup trucks, losing their nasally accents, and inevitably fight over whether the Aggies or the Longhorns are the team to follow/ worship (even if they attended Michigan or U Mass.)
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