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Excerpt

 


He kissed me and I tasted myself on his
lips. It was kind of nasty, but also incredibly hot. I devoured my
essence and his tongue as his rigid black dick banged against my
thighs and splattered them with his precum.

 


It was at that moment that he rose back up
and grabbed his thick black cock that the nervousness returned.
This was the moment of truth. After this, nothing would ever be the
same. While technically an adult, I knew that it was this that
would make me a woman. They didn't call it "innocence" for nothing.
Once again, my body quaked. I couldn't breathe. I couldn't think.
When he pressed the head of his massive black cock, a single
thought made its way through the confusion...

 


HOW WILL IT EVEN
FIT???!!! And then, he smiled down at me.
"It's gonna be okay," he said. "You're gonna love this good black
dick." A sudden calm came over me. That's when he
pushed.

 


Immediately, I felt my virgin womanhood open up, parted by
the hot, hard flesh wedge that was his cock...
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Chapter 1

 



My first time was always supposed to be with my husband, on my wedding night. And my
one and only, lifelong lover was supposed to be white.

 


Funny story, there...

 


My world is small. Our town is small – Only
about 10,000 residents or so. That might sound big to some folks,
and it is rather spread out, but it's separated by mountains and
rivers and such, from the next town over.

 


My father – the Reverend, as many people
call him – is the pastor of the largest church in town. Over the
years, I've heard rumors of the power he wields but, what do I
know? He keeps me on a short leash. I don't go to public school and
guess who runs the one that I do go to?

 


A long time ago, my world was larger. That
was when my mother was around. She would take me to the park and
shopping. I even remember going to the movies a couple of times.
Children's matinee... That sort of thing. Once, we even rode across
town to visit a man and his son. They were the first black people
that I ever spent time with. I had so much fun with the boy – he
was about my age – that it was a long time before I missed my
mother. Just as I started to look for her, she came back. I think
she was happier to see me than I was, her. She was positively
radiating.

 


On the ride back, Mom asked me to keep our
trip a secret. I did my best, but that's a lot for a 10-year-old.
One day, not long after, she was just gone. I asked my father where
she was and his only answer was that "She won't be coming back.
Mrs. Crenshaw will look after you, now."

 


Mrs. Crenshaw was a widow who worked for our
church, directly under my father. Sometimes, it looked to me like
they were closer than they should be, but I always wrote that off
to my imagination. Knowing that my own mother wasn't coming back, I
would have loved to have someone to talk to, but Mrs. C – while
softer toward me than my father – was still too much like him.

 


Church, school, home. That's my life.
Whenever I go beyond that, either the Reverend or Mrs. Crenshaw is
with me. Sometimes, both of them. Most kids are afraid to be my
friend. Oh, they aren't bad to me or anything. They just aren't
that close. Jessica is the one exception.

 


Jess has been my friend since before we even
started school. When Mom was around, I would have play dates at her
house. Once Mrs. C took over, they only happened at mine. "I have
to stay close to your father, in case he needs my help," was her
explanation. Personally, I think it was just an excuse to keep
close tabs on me.

 


We don't have TV at my house. The only
internet is in my father's study. The only computer is his –
password protected and behind a door that he locks, every time,
without fail, whenever he leaves. I have an old cube of a cell
phone that makes calls, does texts, and I can play a game called
"snake" on it. The Reverend had it fixed so that it only calls a
couple of numbers. I'll let you guess which ones. Heck, he even
wanted them to turn off the game, on account of Adam and Eve, until
I pointed out that you battle the snake. "It's like fighting evil,"
I'd said.

 


I do have a boyfriend now. At least, I guess
I do. Nathan showed up at my eighteenth birthday party and he's
been around, ever since. He is very sweet and outgoing. Not in the
aggressive way that the football players at the public school are,
but very friendly and chatty. He's a couple of years older than me
and a youth minister at the church. We don't date, per se, but he
goes with me to any social functions that the church holds and sits
with me during service. He often seems distracted.

 


"That's sad," said Jess. I
shook my head, realizing that she'd been talking to me for quite
some time while I was going over the woes in my life. Fortunately,
I'd caught those last two words and they were enough for me to
formulate a reply. "What's sad?" I asked. Dodged a bullet there, I
thought.

 


"You," she said. I turned and gave her a
perturbed look. "Sitting there with that vacant stare. Your mind,
who knows where? Have you and Nathan even done it, yet?"

 


I looked around, horrified. This was hardly
the sort of conversation that we should be having on school
grounds. "What is wrong with you?" I asked as quietly as I
could.

 


"I'm horny," she said. "And you should be,
too. It's called nature."

 


"It's wicked and sinful to think such
thoughts," I said. "Marriage is a sacred thing." Oh, yeah. The
Reverend had me wired up, real good.

 


"I'll bet Nathan's boring," she countered.
"He is, isn't he? White boys are boring."

 


I figured that was more of a dig at our town
than it was against Nathan. She just didn't want to come out and
say it. Where we lived, you rarely saw someone who wasn't white.
Some say it's because we're racists but the Reverend likes to point
out that nearly 10% of our population is black, and another 1.5% is
"miscellaneous." Although, he does tend to ignore the fact that
they're somehow, magically, kept to the far side of town, mostly
around what's left of the old industrial area.
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