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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 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

 

I had never seen a cock like the one that was in front of me.

It was easily the longest cock I had ever seen in my life- the coach had the large hands of an athlete, but even they seemed small next to the meaty shaft that they held. His dick was about nine inches long, darker than the rest of his medium brown complexion, and topped with a swollen purple head. His pisshole looked at me, staring at me like a single angry eye, a cock head that wanted my submission to it’s desires. 

I had been sexually harassed before- by truckers and late night drunks, who acted like I was on the menu, some even going so far as to give my ass a pinch as I walked by. One man, also Black, had went so far as to ask me if I ever had sucked a Black dick. I had been disgusted at the time, and had him thrown out of the restaurant.

Never had any man went this far, to demand that I suck his cock!

“Are you going to stare at it, or are you going to get down on those knees, and suck this dick?” Jasper repeated.

No longer did his voice show any hint of his education- he was as cold, and as direct, as a street thug with a demand!

I could leave this room, and I could call the cops. They may or may not do anything- but even if they did, I knew that my son’s team would suffer. The school had been very hard pressed to find this coach right before the season had began, and they had been lucky to find someone who actually had ability. People may not say anything directly, but they would not be happy if the team was left without leadership. A team without a coach always loses, and my dreams for Gage would be dashed- as well as for half of the county.

So, on unsteady legs, I rose from the chair, and I walked over to where the coach was standing.

Closing my eyes, I nervously leaned forward- I expected him to kiss me. I wanted to at least pretend that I was doing this of my own free will, even if I was only doing this because I had to secure my son’s future.

Just one time, that’s all- nobody has to know, and it is for my son.

“I don’t want to kiss,” Jasper said, his broad hands grabbing hold of my shoulders, “This ain’t no date- I want my dick sucked. So suck it, squaw!”

Even my husband had never referred to me with that term- it was the equivalent of calling Jasper a nigger, which is exactly how he was acting!

And if you call him a nigger, than my son definitely has no future!

I knelt down before this statue of a Black man- no, of an arrogant nigger asshole- and I gingerly stuck my hand forward.

Making contact with his cock, I felt gently over the swollen shaft, my fingers running from the base of him, up to his head. He was indeed hard, like a piece of steel, and as I traced my path of touch over him, I sighed.

You know what this cock will do to your pussy.

“In your mouth,” Jasper demanded- his hands now were grabbing me, his left hand clutching my long brown hair, “Quit stalling!”
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I wanted to get out of my small Oklahoma town when I was growing up, but the furthest I ever made it was fifteen miles west.

Life changes plans- as a girl, all I wanted was to be somewhere different. It did not matter where, but the posters I had on my wall were of places from all over the world- New York, Paris, Tokyo- and I knew that I wanted to see something other than dusty prairie and oil derricks when I looked out my window. As I approached my last year of high school, I had no idea how I was going to do it, but I knew that no matter what, I was not going to remain part of the vicious cycle of rural apathy that had kept my family on this section of land for the last century and a half.

Then, like a lot of girls do, I met a football player. He was not like the others, not because he had ability, but because he saw something outside of the drinking and partying that most small town sports stars waste their time with. He actually studied, and he seemed to realize that his skill at throwing a pigskin would not last forever. Despite my mother’s warnings, that athletes only say what they need to say to get laid, I gave in. I gave it up to him, and while he did not ditch me for some hot little blonde with big tits and bigger hair, I did end up pregnant.

I told my boyfriend that this was okay- I could go into Tulsa and get it “fixed”. He would not have to marry me and end up just another small town player whose star had faded due to the outside conditions of life. No woman in my family had ever done such a thing, but I loved him enough that I was willing to go this far to keep his dreams alive. 

Brent refused- he was not going to kill our child simply because having a baby was going to complicate things. So he doubled up his shifts at the hardware store, and he put off his own dreams of professional stardom (or at least university level sports), to take care of me and the baby. When we both graduated, and I was already six months along, we got married and I moved onto his parents property.

His mother hated me from day one.

Half of it was nothing to do with me- like a lot of Okies, she did not like the fact that I have obvious Native American ancestry. Modern society is well aware of racism, at least when it comes to racism against Black people, but hatred of Natives still remains strong in any state where we had the nerve to hang on in numbers. According to her, I was just after her son because he came from a ranching family, and I wanted to gain control of their land. Never mind the fact that all of the land in this state had at one time belonged to my people, or the fact that while they owned land they did not have mineral rights (so they were just a notch above the poor people on the res who survived by selling made-in-China handicrafts to tourists). Then again, that part of it would not have mattered, even if my family were Osage and we had oil money. She even went so far as to tell him that I could steal his son anytime I wanted, simply by setting foot on a res, where the state has no power (which is only half true).

The other half was simply jealousy. His mother had never been a good looking woman- even in her pictures from the time when she was young, she had already developed a noticeable double chin- so she was unhappy with herself. Brent’s father, like him a football player, had cheated on her for years, and the way that my mother in law saw it, I was now her new rival. I had no desire to screw her husband, a washed up old jock who smelled like cheap whiskey and had no teeth, but she acted like I was going to jump his bones the first chance I got.
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