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Excerpt

 


Johnson climbed behind me, stuffing me
full, pounding me flat onto the bed. Their cocks slid in and out of
me, pushing me further out of my mind. Fucking me through another
climax... and another.

 


On Evan, now, riding his dick. Johnson
in my mouth. Le'Veon... I should have known when he licked it that
he was calling dibs on my asshole. Slick with my creamy cunt
juices, my asshole opened up for him. Tight from disuse, it fought
valiantly against the intrusion before finally giving
up.

 


I grunted and moaned. Le'Veon mostly
grunted. "Shit, she's fucking tight," he observed. I don't know how
it felt to him but there was discomfort on my part. I hadn't been
this full in months. Not even when Paisley fisted me! But, just
like with her, that didn't last long, filled with only the finest
of feelings.

 


There was a rhythm of sorts going on –
not as smooth as Garratt and Drew, but I fell into it readily
enough. Momentum was building and so was another climax. Every hole
filled, every cock thrusting, my mind was delirious with the rising
level of endorphins...
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Chapter 1

 



I think I shocked Paisley, sitting there, alone
and in the dark. "What the...?" But she recovered and went about
her business. We hadn't spoken in a few weeks. Not since I started
dating the backup quarterback. Or as she called him, "White-boy
Chad."

 


"You do know he served you alcohol when you
specifically asked him not to," she chided, that day.

 


"He said it was an accident," I argued.

 


"If Garratt hadn't stopped him, the next
drink would have been a roofie!"

 


I had heard the rumors but Chad had insisted
that they weren't true. "They're just jealous," he explained.
"Notice that they're all coming from the black players," he said,
continuing. "They're just trying to keep me down."

 


"There's never been any proof that he does
that," I countered. Paisley just stared at me for the longest time,
then shook her head. She hadn't spoken to me until just a moment
before, when she turned on the lights and found me sitting on the
edge of my bunk, my head down. I didn't even raise it to answer
her. Her exclamation was for her own benefit, not mine.

 


"Shit..." I heard her say. "What's
wrong?"



It took me a moment to realize that she was actually talking to me!
Sadly, I looked up. "I fucked up," I said. The old me, who I had
sort of been reverting to, lately, would never have sworn. I think
Paisley recognized that, on some level.

 


"Yeah, you sure did," she said. "On multiple
fronts." Leave it to my dormmate to be blunt. She was an
intelligent girl who didn't brook fools.

 


"I should never have dated Chad," I said.
She doubled the intensity of her stare, jerking her head toward me,
hands on hips. The effect was quite startling.

 


"You think?" she snapped.

 


The dam sort of burst, just then. "You don't
understand... A lifetime of programming... It's hard to overcome."
My words came out in short bursts, random thoughts around a central
theme. I halted, though, trying to figure out what to say next.
Slowly, my body deflated.

 


"My kids are supposed to look like me," I
said, quietly.

 


"You mean white," she countered.

 


"Yes!" I blurted. "My parents..." Again, I
stopped. Paisley laughed. I look at her, incredulous.

 


"Baby," she said, sweetly. "You only have to
worry about that if you're in love." I tried to hide it but she saw
my tell. I told you she was good. "Oh, shit... Sweetie, this is
college. You have so much life ahead of you. You're not supposed to
fall in love."

 


But I had, deeply, with
Garratt. And I was pretty sure he had been feeling the same way for
me. And that's what scared me. To my parents, I was this
goody-two-shoes intellectual. My education and a possible career
lay ahead. And a family. A loving husband and a couple of children.
A couple of white children. That's when I started to panic. That's why I pushed
Garratt away. Chad? He just happened to be there, almost like he
was following me around or something. Stalking me. But he was
gentle and sweet, if a little too quick to explain his offbeat
actions.

 


I started to believe his gaslighting,
though. And then I slept with him. It wasn't very good. Actually,
it was bad. Not just in comparison to what I had had with Garrett,
or with Paisley and her boyfriend, Drew. But bad. I never felt a
connection, either, afterward. There was no basking in the
afterglow because there was no afterglow. No snuggling, either.
Chad just rolled over and went to sleep.

 


I slept with him again... Maybe he had been
tired or distracted. But it was the same disappointment, all over
again. And then, again.

 


But it wasn't until I overheard him bragging
to some of the other white boys about how he took me away from the
black guys. "See? It's not impossible," he told them, while they
hung on his every word. He claimed to be a better lover and told
them in vivid detail all the things we did. Most of it was lies.
The few "truths" he told were heavily embellished.

OEBPS/cover.jpg





