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Excerpt

 

Fucking Blacks want to act like gorillas, and the fucking Indians pretend they don’t understand English when they are expected to do their job!

I was going to have to handle this myself, apparently, so I frowned as I closed the door to the hotel room behind me.

Remember, Emma, to keep yourself as calm as possible!

I am a business woman, who has both a four year degree in business management and a law school diploma, so I do know how to watch what I say. There is nothing wrong with being angry, but unlike these ghetto pieces of trash, I have learned a long time ago how to keep what I am thinking from being said. After all, a judge may indeed be an old pervert who tries to look up my dress or down my shirt, but calling him that is not going to win any cases!

Sighing, I walked to the next door over, and I knocked loudly three times.

“Hold on,” I heard a man say from inside, and a moment later, he opened the door, “Yes?”

I was expecting the man in front of me to be Black, as he was, but I was not expecting him to be dressed like a normal person. Instead of wearing pants that were falling halfway down his ass, he was dressed in an Oxford shirt, a tie that he was tightening around his neck, and slacks with leather dress shoes.

“Hi,” I said, frowning, “I am next door, and I can hear everything from over here!”

“What?” the man said, his eyes looking quickly at my blouse, and then meeting mine, “Excuse me?”

He looked at me for just a second, long enough for me to know that he was clearly checking me out in the way that all men naturally check out a woman, but not long enough to be inappropriate. Considering how he was dressed and was speaking, I was certain that what I had heard was the television.

“I said, it is way too loud over here,” I said, restraining my words as best I could, “Maybe your television is-”

“Not mine,” the Black man said, “Nope!”

As soon as you think they are decent, the ghetto comes out!

“You are the only one who could have a television loud enough for me to hear it,” I said, not buying it, “Could you please turn it down?”

I was asking a question, but really, the tone in my voice was not that of a person who was leaving room for debate. It is the tone I use when I am questioning a defendant, a tone that is firm and no nonsense, one that even gang-bangers seem to comply with!

“I am not watching television,” the Black man said, frowning back, “And besides, who are you to question me?”

Maybe because I am used to being respected, and deferred to, I am not used to anyone questioning me. Maybe I should have just ignored it, but since this was not the response I was expecting, I spoke without thinking.

“I have the right to enjoy my peace and quiet,” I said, “And maybe you need to learn that a three star business hotel is not some cockroach motel in the ghetto!”

The Black man just looked at me when I said that.

Not used to a woman who won’t put up with your attitude, are you?

“I have as much a right to enjoy music,” the Black man said, “Or maybe you think that because I am Black, that means that I do not have the same rights as you do?”

I am so sick of Black people who seem to think that any time someone questions them, it is because of their race!

“Are you calling me a racist?” I said, “I am not a racist!”

“ I think you are,” the Black man said, “And I know the solution for that!”

“What does that even mean?” I said, not sure of where he was going with this.

“You see, White women like you hate Black men,” the Black man said, “And there is a simple solution to your attitude!”

If anyone has an attitude, it is you!

“You need to learn proper respect,” the Black man continued, “And there is only one way for you to do that!”

I really had no idea what he was going to do next, but as his hands traveled to his hips and his fingers landed on the zipper of his slacks, suddenly I felt a cold wave over me.

Does he mean sex?

I am married, and while my husband is not exactly the most sexual of men, sex is not the reason I married him. Like a lot of upper middle class White men, he knows that as a woman, I am his equal, and he does not question that. He would never even talk to me like this, and as I watched those long Black fingers unzip the front of those slacks, I was shocked to see his cock suddenly appear!

“Is this what you are afraid of?” the Black man said, “Is it?”

That has to be the biggest dick I have ever seen!

Never in my life had any man simply exposed himself in front of me, and I was caught completely by surprise, but there was no question- his penis stuck out, hard and thick and dark in color, a meaty wand of African flesh that pointed directly at me, the hole in the middle of the head pulsing almost with the combination of anger and indignation he was feeling at my supposed nerve in confronting him!

“That is illegal!” I said, “How dare you!”

“Maybe,” the Black man said, smiling as he spoke, “Illegal or not, tell me you aren’t looking at it!”

Of course I am, because I have never seen a man who has the gall to expose himself to me!

“I can’t believe this,” I stammered, “That you would have the nerve to-”

“Believe it or not,” the Black man said, “It is what it is- now feel it!”
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“And another one, uhmmm, and another one,” the loud Black voice yelled, “Yeah, boyyyy!!!!”

Won’t they shut the fuck up?

I didn’t understand why they required me to fly all the way out here, only to have me still do a teleconference on the phone. While the state of Washington was shutting back down, businesses were still allowed to operate. If the company wanted us to teleconference, then why the fuck do we have to be anywhere?

“Excuse me,” I said into the speaker phone, “Sorry about that-”

“No worries,” Mr. Cheatham said, though his tone told me he was getting annoyed, “Anyway, in regards to our projections for the next quarter, it is mostly dependent on the transition of power. Ms. Wilcox, you have been keeping an eye on the legal developments- what are your thoughts on the matter?”

“Honestly, I am expecting that the president is indeed planning on stepping down,” I said, not happy about it myself as I spoke, “While that is not good for our firm, the possibility that he does not will of course result in a reaction from the social justice crowd-”

I am a firm Republican, and while I do not particularly care for the personality of the current leader, our corporation does stand to lose a lot by an increase in corporate tax rates. The same people who refuse to work, are the same ones who complain that we do not hire them- fucking liberals!










































































































































































































OPS/images/cover.jpg
LADY DEVREUX

SOCIAL JUSTICE, #1





