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Excerpt

 

“It isn’t dick, or pussy, that I go for,” I said, trying to explain one last time, “It’s whats behind a dick or a pussy, the person behind it. If I like the person, and I am attracted to them, then I am interested in them.”

“What does your ‘wife’ say about that?” the thin man said, a smirk on his face.

She understood it better then these two did, but honestly, she didn’t like it. Of course, I couldn’t tell them that.

“She gets it,” I said, putting my book inside of my bag, “Excuse me, but-”

“Where are you going?” the heavier man asked.

“Well, it is getting late, and-” I started to explain, but he cut me off.

“Don’t tell me you scared,” he said, laughing, “Just because I checked you over that shirt!”

I didn’t know what checking someone meant, but I did know that he was clearly offended.

“No, I’m not scared,” I said, “I just need-”

“You feel unsafe because we are Black,” the thin man said, “Yeah, I get it; you wear a shirt that says you like cum, and then we ask you about it, and now you want to leave. If we were White men, you wouldn’t be leaving-”

If you were White, I would have cut this conversation off a long time ago!

“No,” I said, “That has nothing to do with it, I just need to get going…”

“What’s going on over there?” another man said suddenly.

He was also Black, but unlike these two, he gave me the impression of someone who was educated.

As he walked up, I saw that he was dressed in slacks and a button up shirt. While someone shouldn’t be judged by the way they dress, from his polished leather wingtips to his D & G shirt, he definitely was not someone from the streets or the ghetto, but instead probably some college professor or other professional type.

“We were having a conversation, and she started acting racist,” the shorter man said.

“Racist? How so?” the newcomer asked.

“I wasn’t being racist,” I tried to explain, “They were asking me about my shirt, and I was explaining to them that I am a sapiosexual, which they don’t seem to get. Look, I am really okay, I just need to get going, my wife is waiting for me for dinner.”

“You didn’t say nothing about that a minute ago,” the thin man said, “Look, bro, we seen she was wearin’ the shirt, and we figured she was down for some doggin’, know what I’m saying?”

Black people do sometimes speak a whole different language, and while that term- “dogging”- seemed vaguely familiar, I couldn’t quite place what it meant.

“This park is known for that, especially this side of the park,” the newcomer said, his eyes looking me over, “So you can’t get mad at them for getting that impression. If you wear a shirt like that, and you come over to this part of the park, then you can expect this sort of attention.”

Yes, he was definitely a professor, no doubt about it.

Older than the other two, closer to forty, nonetheless he still had the smooth face of a younger man, few lines to be seen around his medium brown complected skin. If I was still “on the market”, I could tell that he would be the type that I would go for; smooth, educated, and intelligent- 

“I didn’t know that,” I said, which was true, “Look, I am very sorry if you got the wrong idea. I never heard anything about this, or about whatever dogging is going on over here, so sorry for the confusion.”

Just because I am educated doesn’t mean I know everything, after all!

“You really don’t know?” the thin man said.

“No, I don’t know,” I said, “I am definitely not a racist person, though, and-”

The last thing I wanted was for them to think that. Even if they didn’t take a picture or a video of me on their phones, if they went online and said I was a racist, I could very easily lose my job when it comes back. Plus, worse than that, Lydia could lose her social credibility, as nobody would want to buy articles written about prejudice by a woman who was married to a racist.

“Dogging is when women come to the park to have sex with different, random men,” the professor explained.

“I see,” I said, “Well, no, I-”

I stopped my words then, because the thin man suddenly unzipped his jeans, and he took his cock out on me!
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“It’s a beautiful day outside,” I said, as I stepped back into the livingroom, “You should see it for yourself.”

Lydia just sat there at her desk, as she had been doing all morning- well, really for the last three months- engrossed in whatever article she was writing.

I know she is a writer, but sometimes, she really needs to leave the politics alone for a moment.

Before I met Lydia, I wasn’t a lot of things- I wasn’t involved in a relationship with another woman, let alone a marriage with one, and I wasn’t concerned about every single social justice issue that the media says we should be concerned about. True, I wasn’t some card carrying NRA member who loves the current president, and I did vote Democrat, but I was too busy to really get involved in anything unless it was something major that affected me directly.

I looked at my wife, who kept on pecking on the keys on her laptop.

“I’m thinking of going down to the park,” I said, hoping to get a response.
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