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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.
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Again, this is a work of FICTION.
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Blacked By Room Service !

 

I. 

 

I wasn’t planning on retiring at only sixty three.

I come from a family where even my father, who is now ninety and widowed, still works part time.

True, he is no longer an active judge who presides over felony cases, having resigned nearly ten years ago, but he still does occasionally represent clients. Ever since his second wife died, he has returned to his first love, the law. My mother, whom passed away nearly twenty years ago, worked until the day she literally dropped dead at sixty eight on her nurse’s rounds. While some would see this as a ringing endorsement for retirement, we took consolation in the fact that she literally was doing what she loved on the day she died, bringing care to her patients at the charity hospital in Brooklyn where she worked.

So I really never had an intention of retiring myself- retirement is for those who feel old, not for those who are born in a certain year or before, as my father always says, and I believed.

Work is only work, after all, when you do what you do because you simply need or want the paycheck it provides. Work is not work, not really, when you love what you do, and I loved my position as a department manager with the VA. While I had never served in the military, and my job wasn’t quite as intense as what my mother did, few things made me happier than to bring joy to the older veterans whom no longer had family that bothered to visit them in their last years. I was in charge of what was called patient affairs, which in reality meant that I did my best to keep these declining heroes happy and comfortable as they spent their final days in life at our facility.

Smiling Susan, that’s what they called me.

However, life does not always agree with your plans- and sometimes when it changes them for you, you are surprised by how much you end up liking the change.

The change, like most unexpected changes, did not come about because I wanted it, or Frank wanted it; it came about because, well I hate to say it as a lifelong Democrat, but because of new social policies that altered the demographics of the police force.

My husband, Frank, is a cop, and always has been- like me, he loved his job, and like me, he was very good at it.

However, be that as it may, one incident was the reason that ended Franks’ career.

Frank was working dispatch one day, when a six time convicted felon who was all of nineteen years old, decided that he was going to take off running down the street as soon as he spotted a police cruiser. Needless to say, the rookie cop that was not much older than him chased after him (with my husband’s approval), and to make a long story short, he ended up putting five slugs into the perp. The problem was, of course, that the perp was Black.

Considering that the cop is also Black, and that the city where my husband worked also has a Black police chief, there should be no story here, right?

However, as we know, certain members of the media are never happy when any Black man is ever shot by the police. They will always claim racism, no matter the situation, and while I am not saying that racism doesn’t exist (and of course their are some racists who join the police force I am certain), this was hardly a racist situation. Yet, as these people do, since they couldn’t say that the cop or the police chief were racist, they had to find a White person in the department to blame. And the only White person who was anywhere near the incident was my husband.

My husband is not a racist, but like all men of our generation, occasionally he does say things that can be interpreted as bigoted. About twelve years ago, when my husband finally discovered Facebook and the president was Obama, at first he just used the social network to keep up with old friends and members of his force that he didn’t see very often. My husband, like me, was a lifelong Democrat, and he had supported Obama for election.

This of course changed when the whole incident happened with that professor from Boston, and Obama decided to stick his nose into it.

Now, the way I see it, a president should not trouble himself with such trivial matters as a local arrest, but I understood where Obama was coming from. He was fresh into office, and since a big unspoken theme of his campaign had been reconciliation between people of different races, as well as Black people and society in general, Obama was just trying to use this as an opportunity to advance his ideas.

My husband, however, saw this as an attack on the police force, and while he had a right to think that way, his mistake was that he was added to a group made of cops that were against the president. While my husband probably didn’t even understand the whole groups feature on Facebook (I didn’t at the time, and I am far more technological than he is), his membership in a group where racist invective existed, was proof enough eleven years later that he was secretly a racist. (At least according the virtual crowd who descended on the case like flies to a fresh pile of Great Dane droppings, if not to anyone who actually knows Frank).

This was despite years of positive work with the community, a lifetime of service in a majority Black city where Frank never fired a shot in anger at anyone- as soon as the accusation was out, the damage was done. Most people may not have said anything about him that even knew my husband in passing, but nobody stepped up to defend him, either. 

Cops are a brotherhood, and they do stick together, so it wasn’t like the department wanted to get rid of him. But, with the feelings high in the community, it was decided that it was best if Frank was pushed safely into retirement. He thought about fighting it, but after talking to my attorney, I realized that the facts did not matter. All that mattered was that a Black man was dead, and they needed a White man to blame. So Frank either had to accept retirement, and keep his pension, or he could fight it, and he would probably be fired, anyway.

When they say Black lives matter, they mean that no other lives matter.

I have never been racist, and I still am not racist- how can I be, when I have always found Black men attractive?- but this did push my husband into being a racist, at least online. True, in real life,  Frank still had Black friends that he knew from the department (friends who believed that this whole thing was bullshit), but online, Frank became increasingly less conciliatory. It isn’t like he started spouting off racist nonsense at every opportunity, but now my husband regularly posted racist jokes and borderline racist memes, something that he never would have done before.

I blamed this whole thing on the computer to begin with, and as I watched my husband turn quickly from a man with a purpose to an aimless man who sat around on Facebook all day and bombarded me with whatever the conspiracy theory of the day was as soon as I returned home from work, I knew something had to be done. As much as I loved my job, and the people at the facility loved me, my first duty was to my husband. While I never thought for once that he was going to leave me or anything like that, I know that a man in his sixties who is angry and overweight usually does not live very long.

That is when my sister invited us down to visit her for Thanksgiving last year.

For years, ever since my sister had divorced her last husband, she had always invited us to come and visit her. Since my sister and I were never as close as some sisters are, I always took this invitation to be coming from a place of arrogance as much as it came from any familiar desire to see a sibling. My sister has married four times, after all, and while the last husband was much younger than she was, and didn’t have a dime for her to take, the three before him had made her into the woman she is today, a woman who was quite well off and was set for the rest of her life.  My sister left New Jersey many years ago, and while she
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