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Excerpt

 

As he loaded up the bike, into the back of the truck, I climbed in on the passengers side, and I watched him in the rear view mirror.

He was nicer than almost any mechanic I had ever run into, and more so than that, he seemed like a truly good person. A lot of people would not help someone nowadays, and more than that, he did so without even asking, as if it was just what a person was supposed to do. So much for the racist ideas of my husband, who acted like Black people were always out to get someone-

“So, what are you doing up here?” the young man said, as he got into the drivers side, “Your a long way from Snyder.”

“I got into an argument with my husband,” I said, as he turned the key over, “Are you married?”

“No,” he said, as the old engine came to life, “Being married isn’t for me, you know? You ain’t from Texas, are you?”

“No, from New Jersey,” I said, as he shifted the truck into drive, and we turned around, and began going back the way that I had came.

He wasn’t pressing the conversation, and for about five or ten minutes, we rode along in silence. This truck was old, a relic of the eighties that was probably older than the driver, with just an old style radio that didn’t even have a CD player, and a cloth bench seat. He had fuzzy dice on the mirror, old chip bags and soda cans on the floor, and he was as much of a country person as anyone else from out here, even if his skin is Black. I did notice a small tattoo on his hand, a faded pair of dice that hadn’t been done by a professional shop, but other than that, he seemed as straight lace as anyone else.

“My husband is a racist,” I said suddenly, the words sounding almost foreign as they came out of my mouth, “But I’m not…”

Why did I just say that?

“Huh?” the man said, turning to me briefly, “Well, that’s good, I guess. Why do you say that?”

In other words, why are you telling me this?

“Well, long story, but he thinks that every Black man is always trying to fuck every White woman he can,” I confessed, “Especially if they are blonde. You see, that is why I took off on his bike today.”

As I told him this, I saw that his face didn’t seem to change, as if he had heard this before. I didn’t even know why I was saying this suddenly; he was helping me out of a sticky situation that I was in, and it wasn’t like he was someone I knew well, or even really at all-

He suddenly grabbed my hand then, taking my palm in his own, and before I realized what was happening, he placed it firmly in his lap. Underneath the thin fabric of his work slacks, I could feel the outline of his cock, a bigger than average cock that seemed to be semi-hard, and I was touching it, feeling it-

“Take it out,” he said, “Go ahead, take it out- if that is what you want!”

I have been a waitress for years, and while men have tried to grab me before, never had one taken my hand and put it in his lap- but here I was, in this strange younger Black man’s old pickup, my fingers feeling him through the fabric!

What the fuck do I do? Why am I even thinking about this?

It was like I was realizing that what my husband had been fearing was true, what my sister had been telling me about young Black men was true, and what a  big dick felt like all at once; I wasn’t exactly being assaulted, no, but I wasn’t moving my hand away either, and while I hedged on what I should do next, he let my hand go, and he moved it to his zipper, opening up the front of his pants, and now his cock was springing forward, angry and hard and full of life!

Oh fuck, that is a big dick!
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“Looks like someone’s texting you,” Rob said dryly, “You better answer it…”

I was making dinner- as usual, standing over the stove as my husband sat at the kitchen table and drank beer- and so I had the phone on the kitchen counter next to me. I hadn’t even noticed that the screen had turned blue, like it does when I have a text message, but somehow, Rob had, as he usually does.

He can’t notice it when he drops his butts on the ground, but he can notice me getting a text from across the room!

I thought about saying something smart, but I really didn’t want to have an argument start tonight. It had been a long enough day at work, for both of us, and the last thing I felt like doing was having a fight tonight.

“You better not keep him waiting,” my husband said, smirking as he usually does when he is itching for it.

“Him?” I said, frowning as I stared into the sauce, “Who do you think is texting me?”

“I don’t know, what’s that new guys name, Tyrone?” Rob said.

My husband has always been possessive over me, and he likes knowing the names of the people I work with. This is not so much because he is interested in hearing about the job, but because he wants to keep tabs on me. Rob doesn’t like the fact that I work as a waitress, even though that’s how he met me, and he really doesn’t like that the boss hired a guy who isn’t obviously gay.

And a guy that is obviously Black. 

There aren’t a lot of Black people out here in west Texas, and sometimes, I think that is the real reason Rob chose relocating here. Working for the post office, we had a lot of places we could go to and he wanted to go to Texas, but I would have preferred something closer to civilization. Instead, he chose a town in the middle of nowhere, an hour from Lubbock and six from Dallas, and while the house we had here was huge compared to the apartment we had in New Jersey, there was a reason it was so cheap.

And that is why I am working at a truck stop diner, instead of at an Italian restaurant.

“It’s Jonathan,” I said, stirring the sauce, “And why would he be texting me?”

“Probably because he wants to fuck you,” Rob said, bluntly, “You know how Black guys are, they love blondes. Especially older blondes.”

Lately, Rob had gotten on this kick- about Black guys and blondes- and it really pissed me off.

I had never dated a Black guy, I had only dated guys that were Italian-American except for my first husband. But he was of Polish ancestry, hardly Black, yet Rob acted like simply because you see more Black men with White women now, that every Black guy in the world was after me. True, I am one of those rare Italian descended women with natural blonde hair and I still have the big butt so Black guys do like me, but that doesn’t mean I ever went for them. Just smiling at a man to get a bigger tip doesn’t mean that I was going to hop into bed with him, even if I wasn’t married.

“The only reason he would text me is if he was trying to pick up a shift,” I said, rolling my eyes as I grabbed my phone, “See, it isn’t him- it is my sister…”

Not that I should have to make excuses!

“Yeah, well, I know how they are,” Rob said, not letting it go, “You know, don’t you think it is strange?”

“What’s that?” I said, seeing the meme she sent me.

A picture of some Black guy, holding up an eggplant between his legs- great!

My sister, who is not blonde, had been fucking Black guys recently, and she felt for some reason that she should tell me this. She was cheating on her husband, and while he had started that himself- by cheating on her first- nonetheless it was none of my business. However, she had always shared her secrets with me, so I was the one who had to hear about it, and the more she talked about it, the more it was less about
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