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All characters are consenting adults over eighteen,
no characters are related by blood.
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This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
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purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
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 The Steamy
Introduction

I open the door to the shower room and clouds
of hot steam immediately escape to the locker room, fogging up the
huge mirror on the wall. In the murky depths of the room in front
of me, I can see ten gorgeous naked bodies being cleansed by the
scalding hot water. Chocolate skin, rock-hard nipples, and muscular
thighs – these are my girls, the best African-American women’s
football team in the whole fucking state.

Stepping inside, I begin looking for my
victim.

As an eleventh person in the room with only
ten showers, I need to find someone who will “voluntarily” switch
places with me. As their team captain, I need to make sure that my
bitches are tough and can take care of themselves.

I stand in the middle and scan the walls.

Enormous round butt, long curly hair –
Lakeesha. She did well during today’s training, no reason to bother
her.

Long straight hair, perky breasts, elegant
figure – Nia. She did ok and I already picked on her last time.

Big butt, big breasts, and a tiny waist –
Oprah. She was late and clearly didn’t give her all during
training, probably partied again with those college friends of
hers. A perfect target.

I step closer to her and slap her enormous
ebony ass as hard as I can. The loud smack makes the rest of the
girls turn their heads towards us and that’s exactly what I need –
it is supposed to be a lesson for the team after all. As her brown
skin still jiggles around the place of the slap, Oprah turns around
to face me.

“Oh come on, Aniyah, get off my back!”

“Get out.”

“But I am almost finished!”

“You didn’t even break a sweat during today’s
exercise, you don’t need to take a shower.”

She opens her mouth to say something, but my
hands already reach her nipples and I pinch them very, very hard,
causing her gorgeous body to shudder with pain. My fingers cover
less than a square inch of her body, and yet now I can do whatever
I want with her as a puppeteer with his favorite doll.

“Listen here, Oprah…”

I pull her out of the stream of water and
guide her towards the exit, making sure to keep my vice grip on her
nipples as strong as possible.

“Next time if you don’t feel like giving 100
percent to the game, don’t bother coming at all.”

As I release her nipples, she runs past me
while avoiding my gaze. The door to the shower room slams shut and
I take Oprah’s place under the shower. I know she won’t cry, but my
locker will probably get a couple of new bumps today. I don’t care
– she will thank me later when we finally beat those beaches from
Gridiron Girls and get the ultimate title.

But that’s later – now I just stand under an
extra hot stream of water and let it wash away the sweat, the
tiredness, the weakness.

Ten minutes later I step out of the shower
feeling like a real Valkyrie. That’s the name of our team – The
Valkyries, and the irony is not lost on me. Even the owners don’t
remember who had the brilliant idea of naming a bunch of black
girls after mythical warrior-women from Viking myths, who were most
certainly white. But hey, I like the image and it’s a nice
conversation piece, so whatever.

Most of the girls are already dressed in
their casual clothes and I notice Oprah chatting and laughing with
someone in the corner. Good, I don’t need any crybabies nor
grudge-bearers in the team.

Suddenly, I feel a sharp pain on my butt that
leaves a pleasurable aftertaste moments later. I turn around and
see Kyra, her face beaming as she holds a wet towel in her hand.
Kyra is my second in command and the only one who can touch me
without getting her teeth kicked in.

“Hey Ani, Jackson asked us to gather in the
lobby, he has an announcement to make.”

Jackson is our couch – a mountain of a man, a
legend in the world of African-American football players. A genius
player and a very competent coach, but too old and too soft. If
only he could be a bit tougher on the girls, make them be more
disciplined, we would perform so much better as a team! I mean, I
am doing what I can, but he is the ultimate authority and I can’t
do much without his support.

“Do you know what’s it all about?”

“You know the coach, you ask him a question
and he goes master Yoda on your ass.”

Kyra is six feet tall, shaves her head, and
deadlifts three hundred pounds, and she is the biggest damn nerd in
the whole universe. But even I know who master Yoda is and I have
to admit she is right – the old man is a master of avoiding
questions that he doesn’t like.

I quickly put on a pair of jeans and a
T-shirt (with a Valkyrie logo on it, of course) and kick the rest
of the girls out of the locker room. We walk through the corridors
of the stadium towards the lobby, a group of loud and obnoxious
football players. People just get out of our way and it’s not that
we want to be mean, but we just need to preserve that fighting
spirit for the game, and I know no better way than to be in this
mindset all the time.

My so-called “father” left us when I was a
baby and growing in the ghetto without a man to protect you taught
me that people tend to leave you alone if you show that you can
kick their ass, and I don’t care if some sensitive snowflakes get
offended by it.

We finally reach the lobby and Jackson is
already waiting for us. My girls form a half-ring of ebony flesh
around the coach and some cracker, whom I can’t see very well from
behind my teammates.

Jackson raises a hand and everybody shuts
up.

“Hey, folks.”

He is an old man, but despite his soft manner
he still commands respect.

“You know I don’t like speeches, so I’ll be
brief. I am tired and I can’t give my best to the team. I have
found myself a replacement who is much more suitable to prepare you
for greatness. This is John, your new coach.”

Dead silence fills the hall.

As the realization of what he has just said
creeps in, I frantically try to see our new coach from behind my
teammates’ backs but see only the white guy. I step forward,
pushing Nia and Oprah to the side and now stand in front of
Jackson, but I still don’t see any John. The old man sees my
puzzled expression and smiles.

“John, please meet the captain of the team,
Aniyah.”

He turns his head towards the white guy as if
addressing him.

And then I get it.

In a moment, my blood boils with fury!

“No damn cracker will ever be my coa-”

Words stuck in my throat as I properly see
John for the first time. He is tall and wide, one of the biggest
men I have ever seen and he clearly is a former football player.
Even the relatively loose shirt and pants can’t hide his developed
musculature – cannonball shoulders, meaty biceps, massive chest and
back. John is an older guy too, though a web of wrinkles around his
eyes is barely perceivable and a streak of silver in his hair gives
him a dignified look.

But all this doesn’t matter because his
piercing eyes stare right in my soul and even… deeper.

A fiery wave of desire washes over my body as
a flutter of butterflies invades my lower stomach and the airflow
from their wings awakens my sleeping kitty.

So far there was no place for men in my life.
I live and breathe football, and most of the men are the same
bastards like the one who left my mother when I was born. And so I
am not really used to these feelings at all.

Especially to an older white guy…

… who is about to become my coach!

I pull myself together and speak again.

“Mr. Jackson, we don’t need another coach, we
are doing really well! Yes, the progress is slow, but w-”

He interrupts me by raising his hand, grins,
and turns to John again.

“That’s the one I have been talking
about.”

“I figured that much.”

John’s voice is deep, masculine, and slightly
raspy. A kind of voice that makes you feel this pleasurable tingle
in your… no, damn it, keep it together, Ani!

“I don’t care who you are or wh-”

Jackson interrupts me again.

“John is my personal friend and a
professional coach. He has what it takes and he will guide you to
greatness. It is decided.”

I stand in front of the men and I don’t know
what makes my heart beat faster – the annoyance of having to take
orders from some older white man from now on or the enormous
tsunami of lust that engulfs me in its ecstatic embrace. Whatever
it is I can’t take it anymore and storm out of the building.

When I get home, the first thing I do is
change my wet panties.

 



 The Ecstatic
Motivation

The next week goes by in a haze.

As we prepare for the big game with Gridiron
Girls, we train with John all day, every day. I decide to stop
causing trouble for awhile – getting into conflict with the main
coach a couple of days before the decisive round is not in my
team's best interests and my team is the most important thing in my
life. Besides, Jackson is still there with us every day, sitting on
the tribune and occasionally smiling as we give our best to achieve
our goals.

But the truth is, even without these
circumstances I probably wouldn’t be able to confront John. It
annoys me to no end, but my body made its decision and every time I
see his massive frame my thirsty pussy just squirms in excitement.
It sometimes reaches the point when I can’t concentrate on the game
and I already notice some girls looking sideways at me. These
bitches know better than to fuck with me now, but if I mess up the
game…

And the game is today!

I am so hyped up for it that I can barely
sleep. I arrive at the stadium in the early morning and then spend
hours going through the tactics, first with other girls and then
all together with John.

I am angry, I am hungry, I am ready to kill
the enemy and suck John’s white co-, I mean, I am ready to win!

“Aniyah







































































cover.jpg
BLACK
TIGRESS
FOR DAD





