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WARNING!!!

This book contains hardcore interracial sex, and is for sale to adults only (18+).

This particular book also contains harsh racial language that some may find offensive. 

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

 

“Hello?” I said, grabbing the receiver, “Yes?”

“Is this the front desk?” a very Southern, very male voice asked.

“Yes, it is,” I said, opening my eyes and seeing that it was only five AM, “Yes, what can I do for you?”

“Well, I don’t know who is in the room next door,” he said, his tone perturbed, “But I can’t get to sleep with all that racket.”

“Racket?” I asked.

“Look, I can hear the television through the walls,” he said, “Could you tell him to turn it down?”

That is part of what comes with staying in a motel.

Even though I rolled my eyes, I did know that I was probably going to have to get up and deal with this. The morning desk person would not be in until another hour or so, depending on whether or not they were on time, so I was stuck handling anything that might happen until then.

“What room are you in?” I asked him.

“318,” the man said, “Look, I just got off work, and I got to get some sleep-”

“Yes, okay,” I said, hanging up the phone. 

A lot of people now seem to live in lower end motels, even though they end up paying double or more than they would for an apartment, and the last thing I wanted to do was drive out such a customer. From what Arav told me, 318 had been here for nearly six months, and at four hundred dollars a week, that really does add up.

Brushing myself off and doing my best to straighten out my blouse, I grabbed my set of room keys and my cellphone, and I walked up to the third floor run. Our motel is an older building, each room with an outside door, but installing the bright lights had been an expense that had been well spent; since then, we had attracted a better quality of guest, and with that, were able to charge more per night, just as my mother had said we would- even if my father had bristled at the initial cost….

As soon as I reached the third landing, I could hear the sound of loud rap music. True, it was early in the morning and a quiet night, and the walls of the motel are not made of brick or stone, but still, if I could hear it clearly outside- some rapper loudly bragging about his love of pussy to a jungle beat- then the person in the next room would indeed hear it through the walls. As I reached door 320, I saw the curtains in 318 suddenly close, as if he didn’t want it to be known he was the one who called the management.
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