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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.

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!!!!!!


Blacked By The Gang!

 

I can’t blame myself for being born in this dead town, but I can blame myself for the reason I have never left.

My parents did the best that they could, they really did- even though US Steel laid off my father, he bit his pride and took a job for less than half of the wages at the barrel company when he had to. Likewise, my mother served tables and tended bar, even though that meant that me and my siblings were usually left alone half of the time. Dad was too tired to do more than yell at us to turn down the TV, and my mother slept in until the middle of the days, when she would wake up and do it again. They did what they had to do to keep a roof over our heads, and food in our stomaches- it isn’t like I chose to born into a time when Pennsylvania was losing it’s industry right and left. I was not treated any better or worse than my sister or my brother, even though I was the youngest.

When I was in my last year of high school, my mother tried to warn me about boys. She told me, and I can’t say that she was wrong, that boys are only after one thing, especially when you are a good looking girl with honey brown hair and blue eyes. I knew that she wasn’t lying, even then, but boys aren’t the only ones who want the inevitable to happen- and, as to be expected , it did. I gave birth three months after my senior year class graduated. I had a rough pregnancy, so I had missed the last semester of school. My father was not happy that I had gotten pregnant, and he would have killed my baby’s dad if he could have found him (Kelvin was already far away, in basic training). But, as upset as he was, neither one of my parent’s believed in abortion. After I had Tyrone, I promised myself that I would someday get my GED.

Even though I was allowed to stay at home, that didn’t mean that we could afford a new mouth to feed. Lucky for me, rent wasn’t an issue, but babies still need what they need, so I took the only job that would hire a better than average looking woman without an education: a waitress. My mom didn’t want me doing the same thing that she had been doing since her own high school pregnancy, but I saw the cash she came home with, and I knew that it was better than waiting around for the state to take care of me. 

I soon realized that tips aren’t as good as they seem at first, that some nights you make a hundred bucks, and others you might make ten. That is the nature of the beast, the thing that all people who work in this line have to deal with. I also had to deal with the fact that my son was getting bigger, and eating more food, and that people assume because his name is Tyrone that he must be Black and I must be some sort of race crosser (I named him after Tyrone Power, my grandmother’s favorite actor, but people like to think what they think). I soon learned if I wanted to make a decent tip, I had better not mention my son, and if I ever wanted to get out of the house, I needed to do more than just bring food to truckers.

Things were getting even worse than they had been here, but leaving wasn’t an option- with no car and no money to move, the best I could do was find another place to work. So I switched to a bar on the north end of Williamsport, a run down place that mostly has a mix of factory workers and miners during the week, and young men out for pussy on Fridays and Saturdays. I soon learned that the real money in the bar wasn’t in the watered down beer, or the few mixed drinks, but in the other business that goes on in the parking lot. 

And that’s how I got into selling drugs.

I am not going to say that selling drugs is something that is a good thing, but really, it is no different than providing for any other habit that people have. I have never understood why we can serve people beer until they end up vomiting, or they can’t stand, but someone who buys a little pot is somehow a bad person. Now, I am not saying that I think that really hard drugs- like crack or meth- should be legal, but what’s wrong with someone who wants to smoke a little herb or who wants to take a pain pill to deal with the shitty life they have?

I am the perfect person to sell drugs- I don’t do them, and I don’t look like someone you would think is involved in the business. My boss trusted me, and the extra money I earned, I always got to keep my share of. I don’t just sell to anyone, and I never carry them off the property or even do the hand offs in a way that anyone would suspect. I only dealt with the same regular customers, so the few times I felt like something was up, I was able to keep from getting caught. I have gotten so good at it, that I have even been able to move product when the state troopers are sitting right behind the bar staring at drunks.

The owner of the place died ten years ago, and when his son took over, things did change.

Junior might have known what his dad had been doing, and maybe he had no choice to put up with it or maybe he didn’t care, but Junior was more interested in fucking the help than he was in being smart. I fucked him once, not because I really wanted to sleep with a greasy guinea that has oil slick hair and way too much cologne, but because I wanted to keep my extra income coming in. When he started screwing a cop’s wife that worked there two days a week, and he got caught, suddenly we got raided. Lucky for me, I was down in State College that night, watching my son’s baseball game. Most of my coworkers went to jail, and though the cops started watching me, they had no proof.
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