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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 and stereotypes.

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

 

As I walked back into the restaurant, I saw that George, the so called clerk, was standing behind the counter with a smirk on his face. The two other young men were bragging about some woman they had fucked the other day- while I only heard this part of the conversation, I wrinkled my nose in disgust.

Maybe this is why rednecks call them niggers.

“You did a hell of a job on that burger!” I said, my voice rising in anger, “What makes you think you can get away with it?”

“Excuse me?” George said, raising his hand to his friend, “Hold on, lady, we are talking-”

“Well, now I am the one talking, and you will listen,” I said, letting the words flow from me, “You have the nerve to serve me raw frozen meat? Where is your manager?”

“He left,” George said, and turning back to his friend, “So did the ho suck the whole crew?”

“Yeah, George, you know how them white bitches be,” the younger man said, laughing, “Give em a dime, and they do anything, son!”

Of course it is some White woman they are talking about!

It didn’t surprise me- the story might be completely made up, but if it was, of course they would make her White. And even if they weren’t going to do so before, this was a clear jab at me.

“I said, I want the manager!” I said, raising my voice even louder, “This isn’t a joke- I know people in Atlanta that will get this dump shut down, and all of you people will be out on your ass!”

When I had said that earlier, I really had not meant it in a racial way- but this time, I did, and the tone was clear in my voice.

“What the fuck did you say?” the younger man at the counter said, turning to face me, “Who the fuck is you calling you people, bitch?”

I stared at the man in front of me.

If I had to guess, he was somewhere between eighteen and twenty five at the most- he was tall, an inch or two over six feet, and thin, of medium brown complexion, with his head shaved bald, and I saw an old faded tattoo on his neck. As he stared at me, he opened his mouth ever so slightly, exposing large teeth, one of which had probably been chipped in a fight of some kind. He looked as mean as a rattlesnake, the type of man that had started getting into trouble early, and probably wouldn’t stop until he ended up dead, or left in a ditch after a drug deal gone bad. I shivered as he looked me over, but it was too late to go back now.

“My husband is an attorney, and he is expecting me to call him in ten minutes,” I said, lying, “And he knows all the parole officers in this shit hole of a state!”

My husband is a tax attorney, but they didn’t know this- and I had no choice but to go for broke!

“Fuck them, and fuck your husband,” the young man said, “You think I give a fuck about parole, bitch?”

Is he bluffing?

A lot of criminals have no fear of anything but prison- they will never say it, as they can’t show weakness, but on his brown face and in those soul less eyes, it was hard to tell if he was bluffing or not. 

“You know what the problem with you bitches is?” the young man said, “You think you can act like you better than everyone, that you can shit on niggas all the time, and that niggas are going to take it. I know bitches like you- you got an attitude.”

“I don’t have an attitude,” I said, my resolve cracking, “You have an attitude!”

“Yes, you do,” the man behind me said, and turning my face towards the table, I saw that he was even more dangerous looking than his friend.

Shorter and stockier, and much much darker, he looked less like a man, and more like an angry bull. His skin was so dark it looked like ink, his muscles rippling underneath the cheap thin fabric of his white undershirt, his arms swollen and veiny, hard flesh that was shining from the sweat of the heat of this room-

“See, I been dealing with bitches like you my whole life,” he said, his large white eyes looking me over in the way that a predator looks over it’s prey, “You act like you queen shit, but really, you want a man that can show you a man. Your pussy ass husband is probably some old bald ass White bitch, some motherfucker that used his money to get you.”

My husband is bald and old- how the fuck-

“But he can’t fuck you,” the second thug said, “Not like no nigga can. No white boy can fuck you like a nigga can- and what you really want is some hard nigga dick!”
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“And it looks like it is going to be another hot day here in Atlanta. Temperatures are expected to be over 100 degrees all day, with a thirty percent chance of showers. Later in the week we can expect-”

The voice of the local weatherman was cheery as he announced that Atlanta was already turning into a moist version of hell for the year. 

What do you expect, global cooling?

I never wanted to move down here in the first place- although I don’t really care for extreme cold, either, at least when it’s cold you can always turn the heater up.

But when it’s hot, what can you do if you don’t want a thousand dollar electric bill?

Not that I care- I don’t pay the bills- but my husband does.

“So what are your plans for the day?” James said, as he walked into the kitchen, and tried to place a kiss on my sweaty neck.
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