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WARNING

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

Sexual situations in this book contain bareback sex, breeding,  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

“You White bitches love that Black dick, don’t you?” Brock said- he was now making my entire body shake with his movement, “Don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said, “I love that Black dick!”

And with that, I felt it- a rush of seed, of frothy sperm, that entered me. 

It filled me up on the end of his thrust, and with two more pushes, he shoved it in me all the way that it could go. My pussy now had it what it wanted- the seed of a Black man, swimming around inside of it, fertilizing my soon to expire eggs. I fell onto the bed, as I felt him pull out of me- this had been so good, and so quick, and I knew that I was certainly pregnant.

“Is that what you wanted?” Brock asked, sounding far away, even though he was right behind me- his voice was back to normal, no longer that of the thug, but that of an educated young man.

“Yes,” I said, “It is.”

“Good,” Brock said- I was too satiated to move at the moment, too worn out even to turn around and look.

I closed my eye- I heard him dressing, putting on his shirt, and then the door opening.

“Oh, she is all yours, bro,” Brock said, “Have fun!”

What the fuck?                      

Brock had told me that his friend may be joining him, but when he had showed up alone, I had assumed that there was no friend. Men will lie to get some pussy, but it wasn’t a bad lie- it wasn’t like Brock wasn’t able to properly fuck me on his own.

I had assumed that the friend Brock was talking about was another random Black man- instead, the man who stood in the door was someone I would have never expected.

The nineteen year old son of my next door neighbor entered the hotel room, a look of complete surprise on his face.

Oh fuck!

He seemed as surprised as I was, and for a long moment, neither one of us said a word. Brock, who had been about to leave, stopped in his tracks.

“Something wrong, James?” Brock asked.

“No,” James said- his eyes were looking me over, seeing me as the slut that I really am, “No, I just-”

“Look, bro, I told you that I would look out for you,” Brock said- he was apparently good friends with James, “You got me on the last one, so this is all on you.”

My head was swimming.

Brock wasn’t a truck driver- which I suspected- he was a college student.

He is the room-mate that James had mentioned, the one I had never met!

My neighbor’s son wasn’t exactly a regular visitor to my household. Though we only lived about thirty miles apart, once he rejected the church and decided to live life according to his own rules, he didn’t show up much at his own parents door. My husband was not outwardly hostile towards him, but he had never really trusted the conversion of his family to the church. The Mormons may not be as bad as the Amish when it comes to shunning someone, but when someone rejects the church, there is definitely a coldness that develops between family members who are active and that person.

I didn’t even know what to say- I was naked, Brock’s cum dripping from my pussy, exposed to the eyes of my nineteen year old former neighbor.

“Go ahead,” Brock said, “You can fuck her.”
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            My favorite animal has always been the chameleon.

The chameleon isn’t a predator, he doesn’t have big claws and he doesn’t roar, but he does know how to change himself to get by. 

I am not saying I am a good woman- or a bad one- just that I have always seemed to know when the wind is about to change direction. I am a survivor, and no matter what, I will get through whatever storm life tosses my way. This doesn’t mean that I will always make choices that other people would approve of, but when it comes down to it, I will always choose whatever seems to be the best choice at the time. Yes, like all people, I make mistakes- and sometimes I regret what my choices have led me to do- but that is life. We have all done this, at one time or another, I am just more willing to admit to myself at least how I naturally am.

I am not going to blame my parents or society for turning me into the person I am- even though how we are born and how we are raised does indeed affect us, we still ultimately make our own decisions. I knew by the time I was sixteen that living in some isolated farm community in Wyoming was not for me. I didn’t want to marry one of the dozen boys at my school, I hated the smell of cattle, and I was tired of my mother implying that I was a lesbian simply because I didn’t submit to men publicly. My older brother was going to get the ranch, my younger sister was already set on marrying our neighbor’s son, and I had my feet out the door as soon as I figured out a way to get out of that there. The way that I got out of that town- and the isolated and cold state of Wyoming- involved taking off in the middle of the night for a local truck stop.

A driver with Mississippi plates, hauling farm equipment from Iowa to California, offered me a ride. I had never met a Black man before, but despite the fact that he was older than my father, he managed to take my virginity that night. He left me on the side of the road in Reno- I went to use the bathroom, and I was gone. I wasn’t angry at him, as the pictures all over his cab told me he had a wife and several children back home, but I was sore and on my own in Nevada.

The next few years, I managed.

They weren’t easy, and I wouldn’t say I was a prostitute- I served tables in the morning, but if a man caught my eye and he talked the right game, many times I would meet up with him later. Sometimes money was exchanged, sometimes just bodily fluids- I didn’t just sleep with anyone. I was choosy, I didn’t have a pimp or a “manager”, I simply was a young woman who was figuring out her way in the world. Most of the time, I preferred the company of Black men when it came to sex.

Not all Black men are as hung as the stereotype claims- some are small, just as some White men are very well endowed. But, in general, Black men do tend to have a larger dick- and White men tend to be better at eating pussy.
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