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The crowd roared as I returned the kickoff for a touchdown, the second of the game.

My teammates rushed toward me. "This is too easy," I smiled as I returned to the sidelines.

The coach smiled at me and patted me on the helmet. "Well done," he said as I went to sit down.

The band played our fight song as the rest of us sat down.

So far, in my first game as a rookie for the Orange and Green of the Miami Hurricanes, I had scored twice.

The opening kickoff, I returned, and now, my third time on the field as a returner, I returned it again.

"Damn boy you are fast as fuck!" one of the guys said.

"Yeah, didn't think a country bumkin like me could run, did you?" I smiled.

All the other players thought I wasn't good because I came from a non-name high school in the middle of Nebraska.

I had returned many kickoffs for my high school and scored touchdowns as a wide receiver. I couldn't wait to try my hand at receiving and show these people what I could do with the ball in my hand.

"You're up kid!" the receiver coach said in the third quarter as the other side had to punt.

I walked past the head coach, and he smiled. "Return this one and you will go in the next time we have the ball as a receiver."

"Bet!" I smiled as I put on my helmet.

I watched the ball sail toward me. 'Four on the right,' I thought as the ball got closer, 'Two behind them,' I scanned the field.

My father taught me to see the next move. He taught me chess and said football was no different; you had to plan ahead.

The ball landed in my hands, and I immediately spun in a circle, evading the first guy. 'Three,' I danced around two as they reached for me. I hurdled the other one. 'Two," I said as I sidestepped.

'Open field!'

A few seconds later, the crowd roared as I was in the end zone. In the open field, no one could catch me. I was way too fast.

"Damn kid!" the head coach said as I threw him the ball.

I finished the game with four returns for a touchdown and eighty-five yards receiving with a touchdown. It was like my old coach said in the open field: there wasn't anyone that could touch me.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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"Here is the man of the hour!" one of the starting linebackers said. "With this guy on our team we are unstoppable!"

They had invited me to the after-party at one of the big houses off campus. I smiled as people in the crowd patted me and wanted to know me.

Back home, I was no one, just another black kid who played ball. All those rednecks cared about was that I scored. They didn't give a damn about me. 

Sure, they would give me free food when I went to the diner, or if my mom wanted something at the grocery store, they would give her a percentage off, but in the off-season, or if I did poorly, they wanted nothing from me.

"Hi," a blonde with big tits said as I got a drink. "Names Michela," she smiled as she took my hand and put it on her chest. I squeezed her breasts. "All natural, too,' she winked.

"I told you," One of my teammates said as we walked to the back of the large house. "You got what it takes," he smiled.

"So, is this a fraternity or something?" I asked, looking at the well-stacked and beautiful young women.

"Hell no," he laughed. "One of the greats left us this place, it used to be his old bachelor pad, since the college is so small, and we can't pay for dorms and shit he gave it to canes players and players only."

"I could get to like it," I smiled as I looked at a young Hispanic woman.

"You like that, huh?" one of the starting linemen said.

"Hey, you!" another player yelled at the Hispanic woman. "Come hang out with us."

Hanging out was what the players called the after-party. When everyone left, it was just the players and some of the women.

"Fuck yeah!" I said as the Hispanic woman sucked on my cock as I drank a beer. "I can definitely get used to this," I smiled, watching her dark black hair and thick lips.

She was much better than the last woman that sucked on my cock before I left for college.
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