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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.

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


Excerpt

 

“You ready to suck that dick?” George asked me, “Huh, Bobbi Jo- you ready for some of that Black dick?”

“Yes,” I said- George may talk like an educated man most of the time, but when we start getting into it, he really gets off on race play, “Yes, baby, I want some of that Black dick.”

“Then take it out,” George said, as if I needed to be told, “Take it out, and kiss it like a good White bitch.”

I would punch most men for calling me a bitch, well, White men anyway.

Instead, I slid my hands down the sides of his toned body, tugging his underwear as I went. As soon as it was free of it’s cotton prison, his cock sprang forward. Like a jack-in-the-box that had been wound up for too long, his Black cock sprang up and slapped me across the face. I never could figure out he kept his monster inside of his underwear, considering all.

George’s cock is big- and when I mean big, I mean that it was so large that I had struggled to take it inside of me the first few times even though I have given birth twice naturally. Every time I see it again, it is almost like seeing it for the first time. Over nine inches of man meat, of hard Black dick that filled up my White pussy and hit the back of me- when this damn thing was inside of my body, I felt like I was being hulled out.

I looked at George with my green eyes, as my hand grabbed hold of his dick, and I opened my lips. I planted a soft kiss on the familiar rubbery Black head, a teasing kiss, just a little way to drive him crazy.

“Come on now,” George said, “Am I going to have to make you suck it?”

“I don’t know,” I said, playing along, “That is a big dick.. I don’t know if I can handle it!”

“Bigger than your husband?” George continued, his hands grabbing hold of my hair as he spoke.

“That small dicked White boy ain’t got nothing like this,” I said, which was true, “No, he sure don’t.”

I know I talk country, but when I was fuck talking with George, he wanted me to sound as hillbilly as I could. So I put extra backwoods into my voice as I spoke- and it turned me on too, admitting that I was doing exactly what every White husband feared his wife would do!

They don’t want to fuck their wives like a Black man does, then that is their problem!

“Yeah, you backwoods bitches love this dick,” George said- he was now holding my head firmly, “Now open those pretty red lips up, and suck my fucking dick!”

George pushed his cock forward, and my mouth opened for him- I would have sucked him anyway, but I love when he takes control of me like this. It was so much hotter than simply giving a man head. He was literally fucking my face, using my mouth like it was a pussy, and as he entered it again, I nearly gagged as I always do at first. My tongue had to remember to get out of the way of his chocolate candy cane. During the week, I practiced as best I could, by sucking on corn dogs, working them around my mouth to get it used to being stretched. This had seemed to help a little bit, but they still didn’t match the length of his dick. 

I closed my eyes, as I bobbed my head and he thrust his cock forward. No, this was not a blow job, this was a face fucking!

“Yeah, bitch,” George said, “Gobble that cock!”

I was lost in the feeling of sucking this dick- I knew when George would be ready to switch to my pussy, as he always swelled up like a hot dog in a pot of boiling water. He was just starting to expand- I could take care of him another five minutes like this, without worrying about him busting a nut, but then he suddenly pulled back.

“Get you some of this, Henry,” George said, “Get your dick in this mouth!”

Opening my eyes, I looked to my right, and into the pisshole of another Black man’s cock!
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I don’t hate where I live, or the life that I lead.

Eastern Kentucky is still one of the most beautiful places I have ever seen. Now, I haven’t really traveled much- there aren’t a lot of options for a girl who gets married before she finished high school- but where I have been, I haven’t been too impressed. Cincinnati is like here, people wise, except there are a lot more assholes, and when I went to Florida once- I wanted to see the ocean- I discovered that they are a bunch of rude older Yankees down there who think that they are all high and mighty. No Sir, I will take my little neck of the woods any day of the week.

Things don’t change much here- the place where I live was built back before the Depression, and except for the fact that a water line was put in twenty years ago, it might as well be right out of the twenties. I work in a gas station, for fifty cents above minimum wage- again, not a lot of money- but I can say that living here is really cheap. It ain’t never been too pricey, and ever since they shut the mine down, rents have gone down to three hundred a month. That ain’t bad for a four bedroom house with a bathroom and a big yard, and I ain’t rich, but I am still able to pay the rent by myself.

I have been married twice- the first time, I was sixteen and he was thirty six. That lasted until a mining accident took him from me. The second time, which is still legal in the eyes of the commonwealth, I married a man that was only ten years older than me. He, too, was a coal miner. No matter what them people out there on the coasts like to say about pollution, we need coal. Yes, the mines are struggling, but it is still the one thing that keeps most of us alive in Appalachia. 

My husband was given a chance to move up to a mine in Ohio, but instead, he decided to do something else. He wasn’t sick yet, but with a dad and a granddaddy who died from black lung, my second husband didn’t need a college education  to know that the same thing that had kept us alive would kill him eventually. When he started hacking up the dust, and chunks of his lungs with it, he knew that switching to another mine was not the right thing. So he went back to school, got his CDL, and he ended up in North Dakota, where they pay him what I pay in rent every day.
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