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Twin sisters, Opal and Pearl Jefferson, and their best friend Debra Flores were living blissfully by their ‘no strings attached’ rule, enjoying the many comforts of a good life. All was well in their world until Frank, Jake, Doug and Rakim entered into it. When one of the girls abandons their well-practiced rule and falls in love, does her decision throw a monkey wrench into the lives of everyone else around her? Or does it open up the possibility for love to capture them all? 
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Chapter One
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On the start of a bright and hot work day, Pearl Jefferson waved goodbye to her twin sister, Opal. Opal flipped an impatient wave back at her, as she continued to pace the floor. She stomped over to the stair once again.

“Come on, Deb, let’s go!” she screamed up the stairs.

“I’m coming! I’m coming!”

Hearing the phone ring, Opal stomped into the living room with an exasperated breath and sat heavily on the couch.

“Yeah, hello,” she snapped and peeked over her shoulder, hearing Debbie run down the stairs.

“Hello, may I speak with Debra Flores?” a man with a heavy Spanish accent said.

She sat up and softened her tone. “Oh, yes, umm, who’s calling?”

“Uncle Carlos.”

“Okay, hold on.” Debbie came up behind her and she handed her the phone. “It’s for you. Uncle Carlos.”

“Uncle Carlos? No way!” She snatched the phone and plopped down next to her. “Uncle Carlos!”

Opal leaned back with her arms wrapped around her chest as Debbie plunged into a loud Spanish conversation. Hanging up, more than half an hour later, she smiled at Opal’s scowl.

“You know we don’t have time for breakfast now, right?”

“Sorry, Chica, but that was Uncle Carlos.”

“So he said.” She picked up her purse and grabbed Debbie’s hand, pulling her to the door.

“So, Uncle Carlos is...who?”

“You know him. He’s my mother’s oldest brother.”

“Oh yeah!” Opal locked the door behind them. “So what did this Uncle Carlos want?” She pushed her toward the car.

“Wait, wait, I think I forgot something.”

“Tough.”

“But...”

Debbie almost fell out the car as Opal started the car and pulled out onto the street. Frantically, she closed the door.

“You know, just once I’d like to sit down and eat breakfast instead of wolfing down a bagel with jelly or a BLT.” She sent several quick looks between her and the road. “Is that so much to ask?”

She dropped her head back. “Damn, Chica, do we have to go through this every day?”

“Yes, because you’re slow as hell every day.”

She sucked her teeth. “Not every day. You can be such a bitch when you don’t eat. I swear!”

“Hey! This isn’t bitchy. If I don’t get some food in the next fifteen minutes—then you’ll see bitchy!”

“Yeah, yeah. Same crap, different day. Anyway, Uncle Carlos wants me to come visit.”

“Really?”

“Yup, and guess what?”

She turned into the restaurant drive thru. “What?”

“Uncle Carlos says I can bring my roommates if I want,” she said with a triumphant smile.

“Woo hoo! We’re going to New York City!”

“Well, you’re at Happy Burger now. May I take your order?”

She covered her mouth giggling. “Sorry.”

After ordering, they drove off to the beauty shop that they co-owned with Pearl, ‘Double the Beauty’.

“My, my, look at the time. A whole ten minutes to eat before everyone gets here.”

The sarcasm dripped from her words, as she unlocked the door. “Whatever will I do with the time?”

“Will you just shut up and go in the back. I’ll turn on the lights and the stations before everyone gets here.” She shook her head as she watched her disappear in a back room.

“Honey, you’re supposed to have all this done before we get here,” a male voice said from behind her.

“Yeah? Well, you’re early and you always have the option to wait outside.”

“Thanks, but no,” the man said closing the door. “I’ll take care of my own station for you and watch you work on the others, girlfriend.” He sashayed over to the second station on the right and unloaded his duffel bag. Debbie continued the opening ritual as the other stylists showed up one by one. Opal came from the backroom and grabbed the appointment book from the front desk, before joining her crew on the floor.

“All right, ladies—and Sean—it’s time to make the world beautiful,” she said, pleasantly.

“Humph, sister-girl must have gotten some food this morning,” whispered a blonde girl to the left of Sean. “You didn’t have to single me out like that, girl,” he called out.

“Aww, I’m sorry, Sean. I didn’t mean to offend. I’ll stick with ladies next time since you feel like it fits you better.” She gave him a quick smile then turned her attention to the book. “Anyway, let’s see...Debbie, your favorite client will be in today at nine-thirty,” Opal told her with an exaggerated wink.

“Great.” She sucked her teeth and sat heavily in her chair.

“Girl please, if you don’t want him, just send his fine ass my way. I’ll sure take him.”

“Sean, please leave that man alone. Just let him come in today and get his hair braided in peace.” Opal warned

Sean’s hand went to his chest. “Opal, you wound me with your accusations. I’m just as pleasant and social as anyone. Am I not allowed to admire the incoming beauty like everyone else?” he said innocently, batting his eyes.

“Whatever, Sean.”

He snickered and spun in his chair.

“He is a cutie, Debbie. Why don’t you want him?” the girl to the left of Sean asked.

“Because he knows he’s a cutie, Margie, that’s why.”

Sean stared at the girl on his left. “Girl, what have you done to your hair this time?”

She ran her fingers through her pixie-cut, cotton candy pink, hair and smiled. “You like it? I’m looking for a new summer color for this year.”

He shook his head and sighed.

“Okay, okay,” Opal said with a chuckle. “Let’s move on. Debbie, Grandma called. She said she’ll be in around eleven o’clock.” “All right,” she acknowledged sorting things at her station.

“Margie, you have Mrs. Summers at eight.” She took a quick look at the clock. “So, you’d better get ready. You know she hates to wait.”

“Okay,” the girl with the pink hair said.

“Sean, your girlfriend changed her appointment from ten to eleven o’clock.”

“Of course she did, but she’ll still be late.”

“You know, Sean, if you ever get back on track and decide to date women, she’d be the first one in line,” said the blonde with a small laugh.

He twisted his lips, looking her up and down. Her long blonde hair was twisted in the front held down flat by a camouflage bandana tied backwards around her head.

“I know you did not go there with me, girlfriend. You’re the last one to be talking about getting back on track, when you look like Go Army Barbie, Krystal.”

All the stylists burst into laughter as Krystal rolled her eyes and smoothed out the tee shirt she wore that matched her bandanna.

“All right, all right, settle down. Krystal, we have a twelve-thirty hair appointment, a newcomer. I’m giving her to you, and Roxie is coming at two-thirty for a manicure and pedicure.”

“Gotcha, boss lady. Will there be any other nail techs in, or will I get all the walk-ins?”

“Leslie will be here today, but she won’t be in until after twelve o’clock.” She closed the book. “All right, ladies...” she said, sending a quick wink at Sean, who smiled at her, “that’s all the appointments for today. Remember our motto: treat the walk-ins with respect and courtesy and...” she held her hands out expectantly. 

“And they will become our regulars!” her team finished the statement in unison.

“That’s right. Now let’s do it.” Opal reached the desk just as bells on the back of the door rang, letting her know someone was coming in. “Hi, Mrs. Summers.” She slid the book across the desk. “Margie is ready for you.” 

“Good morning, Opal. Thank you.” 

Debbie walked to the desk. “Chica, call Pearl and tell her to meet us for lunch so we can tell her about New York.”

“All right.” She sat down and dialed her sister’s job.

“Thank you for calling Little People Academy. How can I help you?” A pleasant female voice said.

“Hi, Janet, it’s Opal. Can I speak to Pearl?”

“Sure, Opal. Did you tell Sean I wanted my hair done Friday?”

“Yes, I told him. Five fifteen, right?”

“Yup. Hold on, I’ll transfer you.”

There was a short pause while Opal tapped her pencil on the desk before Pearl came on the line.

“Hello, this is Pearl Jefferson.”

“Hello, baby sister.” 

“I don’t think two minutes makes me a baby sister, Opal.”

“Younger is younger. Any who, what are your plans for lunch?”

“A sandwich and salad in the break room is the working plan.”

“Mmm, sounds yummy.”

Pearl chuckled. “Are you offering me something better?”

“Yup. How about we come pick you up about noon?”

“Something happened, didn’t it? You sound way to chipper for the A.M.”

“You’re just going to have to wait until lunch time for that info, aren’t you?”

“You suck,” she said laughing. “See you at noon.”

“Bye. Okay, she’ll be ready. Where are we going?”

“Hmm, how about—“

“Applebee’s!” they said together. Laughing, they turned to the door as the bells sounded.

“Ooh, who’s going to Applebee’s? Their riblets are delicious, child.”

“Hi, Miss Betty. How are you?”

“I’m fine, Opal, dear. How are you Debbie?”

“I’m great, Miss Betty. I thought your usual day was Friday, it’s only Wednesday. I know you’re not that old.”

She covered her mouth, snickering.

“No, child, it’s not that bad...not yet.” She chuckled. “I was talking online with one of my male friends and he finally wants to meet. We’re meeting at the mall for lunch.

So, I was wondering if someone could squeeze me in.”

“Oh, you know better than that, Miss Betty. We’d do anything for you.” She took her arm, linking it with her own, and walked her to the styling floor as Debbie followed.

“Now, do you think this is wise, Miss Betty?”

“Is what wise?”

“You know...meeting some strange man online in real time. It could be dangerous. People don’t usually tell the truth out there in cyberspace.”

“Oh no, it’s not dangerous at all. My daughter Robin meets men from online all the time and everything turns out fine. Besides, I’m just a nice old woman looking for a nice old man to spend some time with. How dangerous can an old man be?” she asked.

Opal and Debbie exchanged looks and sighed.

“Okay, Miss Betty, if you say so. Debbie, can you get her washed? I’m gonna fix her hair myself.”

“Sure, Chica. Come on, Miss Betty, let’s get you started.”

Life at beauty shop commenced. As soon as Margie was done with her client, Opal sent her to watch the front desk while she ended to Miss Betty. When she was under the dryer, Opal walked the floor chit-chatting with clients and answering questions from her stylists as the day went by. Walk-ins and appointments kept the shop busy all morning. Opal and Debbie slipped out just before noon to pick up Pearl. 

“All I’m saying is it sounds like a lack of trust to me,” Opal said, walking into the restaurant.

“Uggh! What? All I said was I just can’t show up late from lunch whenever I want. All I get is an hour,” her sister said, coming in behind her. “That’s why I drove my own car.”

“So, you don’t trust us to get you back to work on time. Well, you could be a few minutes late if you worked at the shop that you owned, you know.”

“I don’t want to work at the shop anymore. I like running the preschool. I love working with the kids.”

A greeter approached them, but hesitated to speak as the twins debated. Debbie shook her head and walked pass them. 

“Don’t mind them, they do this all the time,” she said to the greeter. “Three please.”

She smiled. “Okay, follow me.”

The twins continued to argue as they followed the greeter stopping only to order their drinks. When the waitress returned with their drinks Debbie slammed the table.

“Hey! Enough! You guys will drive anybody to drink.” She took a long sip from her glass and stared at it. “To bad it’s the middle of a work day or I’d be able to add something to this soda. Now...” she paused to put the glass down. “Let’s get down to why we’re here, shall we?”

“Sorry, Deb, you’re right. What’s your news?” Pearl asked pulling the paper off he straw.

“This morning my Uncle Carlos called and he wants me to visit.”

“Uncle Carlos? Isn’t that your mom’s oldest brother?”

Debbie twisted her lips at Opal. “Hmm, see Chica, Pearl pays attention.”

Opal rolled her eyes and sipped her lemonade.

“Anyway, yeah, that’s him. He wants me to visit and he says I can bring you guys with me.”

“What? Us in New York City? That would be so cool.”

“Yeah, I know. I haven’t been there for years. He wants us there for the Fourth of July.”

“The Fourth of July? But that’s in two weeks.”

“Not a problem for us, baby sister. That’s one of the perks to being your own boss.”

“Stop calling me baby sister. It is kind of short notice, isn‘t it Debbie?”

“It’s two weeks advance notice. Will it take longer than that to get things in order for you to go?”

Pearl shrugged. “I don’t know. How long will we stay?”

“He wants us to stay for at least a week and he’s paying for everything.”

She smiled. “All right, I’ll see what I can do.”
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Opal, Pearl and Debbie met in the kitchen to prepare dinner. Each took a course and passed one another in synchronized motion. 

“I have to leave right after dinner tonight,” Pearl said, pulling apart a head of lettuce at the sink.

“Why?” Opal asked.

“Because, Chica, she’s got a booty call with her mystery man again,” Debbie supplied, in a teasing voice stirring spaghetti at the stove.

“That’s right.” Pearl confirmed on a giggle. “So, don’t wait up.”

“Don’t wait up, huh? You’ve got school tomorrow, young lady.” Opal shook her finger at her, smiling.

“Don’t worry about that, I’ll be there.”

“So, umm, when do we meet this boyfriend of yours?” Debbie asked.

“He’s not my boyfriend,” Pearl corrected quickly, then cleared her throat. “We just hook up every now and then, that’s all.”

“Hmm, so what’s wrong with him?” Opal asked putting breadsticks in the oven.

Pearl stopped smiling. “Nothing is wrong with him.”

“So why are you hiding him?”

Pearl yanked the lettuce apart with more force than was needed. “I’m not hiding him.” Irritation showed in her tone. “Why are you guys badgering me?” she snapped turning on her sister. “I don’t question you guys on your booty calls.”

“No you don’t, but I don’t think guy is a booty call. A booty call is when you call him, you let him tap it and you don’t call him again until you want some again,” Opal clarified pointing at her sister. “But you’ve been hanging out with this guy as well as giving him some booty on the regular. That puts him in a whole different category. So, I think you’re either hiding him or he doesn’t exist.” She waited for a reply that never came. With her hands on her hips she huffed and turned to Debbie. “Can I get a ruling on this one, Deb?”

Debbie removed the pot from the stove then dumped spaghetti into a colander in the adjacent sink. She turned on the water and moved the faucet back and forth over the food. The twins looked at each other then back to her. 

Opal put her hand on her hip and tapped he foot. “Well?” she urged.

Debbie sighed and turned to Pearl. “Well, I think I’m going to have to side with Chica this time, Pearl.”

Pearl threw her hands up. “There’s a big shock.”

“Hey! Don’t be like that. I don’t side with her on everything.”

“Ain’t that the truth!”

“Chica, shut up. Now look, Pearl, she’s right. You have been sneaking around with this guy for a minute and we still don’t know him. Clearly he is something more than just a booty call. He could be another Jack the Ripper for all we know...for all you know, for that matter.”

Pearl sighed and walked over to the table. “He’s not a murderous killer, guys. He’s so sweet and loving... It’s not that he doesn’t want to meet you guys, he does.” Her head hung making her voice lower. “It’s...it’s me.”

Debbie and Opal sat across from her. Debbie reached over and tilted Pearl’s face up. 

“Why?”

Pearl shook her fingers loose and turned away. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

They ate quietly and then after dinner Pearl left as planned. Opal and Debbie cleaned up then took a bottle of wine into the living room to relax. 

“So what do we do about Pearl?” Opal asked.

“There’s nothing we can do if she won‘t talk to us.” 

“Yeah.” Opal reached for the wine on the coffee table and filled her glass. “You know what we need? A stress reliever.”

“Ain’t that the truth.”

“Hmm, you know who we haven’t seen for a while who maybe could help us with that?”

Debbie shook her head and held out her glass.

“Roy, our little boy toy.”

“Oooo...”

Opal nodded toward her cell phone on the table. “Call him.”

Debbie grabbed it and dialed the number. When it started to ring she put the call on speaker.

“Hello,” a young, deep voice said.

“Roy boy, how are you?” her voice was soft and deliberately sexy.

The smile was evident on his voice. “Ahh, my little Latin lover. I thought you guys had abandoned me or traded me in for an older model or something. I haven’t heard from you guys in a while.”

“You could’ve called, Roy Boy.”

“Yeah, but I’m not supposed. That’s not part of our game.”

She giggled. “You’re right, it’s not. You always did learn fast and retain well. Are you free tonight?”

“For you, always. What time?”

“How about eight o‘clock?”

“I’ll be there with bells on.”

“See you then,” Debbie said then ended the call. 

Opal smiled and raised her glass. “To an orgasmic night!”

* * * *
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“Jake, I’m here! Where are you?”

“I’m in the kitchen, babe!”

Jake sent her a wide and genuine smile over his shoulder when she entered the room. His long legs quickly covered the space between the table and door. He scooped Pearl off the floor and spun her around, giving her a long, deep kiss.

“Damn, I’m glad to see you. It’s been too long since we’ve seen each other. Come sit down.” He pulled her to the table.

“Two days is too long?”

“Sweetheart, two hours is too long to be away from the one you love.” He kissed her hand then pulled out her chair.

“You are so sweet.” She surveyed the table as he poured he filled a second flute handing it to her. “So, what’s all this?”

He sat across from her. “This, honey, is a celebration.”

“Really? What are we celebrating?”

“Well, we’ve got an anniversary coming up, don’t we? Next month will be a whole year since we started seeing each other, and I think it’s time we took this thing to the next level.” He tapped his glass to hers before taking a sip. “Don’t you?”

Pearl took a drink then rolled the glass between her hands. “Are you sure that’s what you want, Jake?”

“Yes, it’s what I’ve been wanting.” He pushed a bowl of strawberries toward her and leaned on the table. “I gotta tell you Pearl, I don’t want to keep doing this. I’m starting to think you’re, you know, maybe a little embarrassed to be seen with me.” He turned pain filled blue eyes to her. “Are you?”

“No, Jake, of course not.” Pearl went around the table to sit on his lap. “We have a nice quiet existence. What’s wrong with that?” she added popping a strawberry in her mouth.

“I don’t want a nice quiet existence. I want the whole world to know how happy I am, how happy you make me.” Jake took her hand and kissed it again. “I want to do what other couples do. I want to take walks in the park, go on picnics, out to the movies. I want to walk down the street and hear the old people say, ‘Aww, look at them, they’re so in love.’”

She smiled.

“I— I want more, Pearl.” His voice softened with his plea.

Pearl sighed. She opened her mouth to say something, but closed it changing her mind. Then, a small, playful smile touched her lips as another thought came to mind.

“I can give you more, Jake.” Her smile turned seductive while she pulled down the straps to her tank top and bra. “I can give you a lot more.”

“Pearl, I’m serious.” 

Pearl heard the seriousness and determination in his voice. She turned her torso toward him exposing more to him in an effort to alleviate the tension lines in his brow. Jake tried to avert his eyes, but couldn’t. Pearl saw signs of his will waver and relaxed. 

“I know, baby.” She grasped his face kissing him. “The strawberries and champagne are very good together. We’ve never had them at the same time. What gave you the idea?”

Jake smiled reaching for one of her breast. “I heard some lady in the store talking to her friend about how her man always gets them for special occasions because they turn her on. I was hoping they would do the same for you.” He chuckled leaving a kiss on her breast. 

She slid off his lap and sat on the floor, tugging at his shirt. “I think they’re working. Do you think we might find another use for them and continue this conversation at a later date?”

He nodded and grabbed the bottle.

She giggled. “Don’t forget the strawberries.”

He reached for the bowl then slid it next to her, but before he could make it to the floor a mischievous grin came to his face.

“I’ve got an idea.”

Pearl’s brow rose as Jake pushed the table and chairs out of the way and went to the refrigerator.

“What are you—“

“Shhh,” he said holding a finger in the air. He disappeared behind the door and reappeared moments later with a can of whip cream and a ear to ear smile. “Voila! Are you getting ideas, too?” he said shaking it.

Pearl burst into laughter. “Oh, yeah! Come on Jakey, show me what’s on your mind.”

Jake’s smile vanished. “I hate it when you call me Jakey.” He returned to her side.

She twisted her lips and pushed him playfully. “No you don’t.”

“Well, just don’t tell anybody,” he said giving her a quick kiss.

Jake pulled off her tank top and helped Pearl out of her shorts and panties. Sitting on his knees, he sighed as his gaze swept over her.

“You really are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

There was no teasing in his tone. As he looked down at her the love he spoke of shined in his eyes. Pearl caressed his face and Jake nuzzled his cheek into her palm. She knew in her heart that this man loved her like he claimed. Should she take a chance like her sister suggested? Pearl gave herself a mental, deciding to worry about it later. She rose on her elbows. 

“Thank you, sweetie. So, what do you plan to do with this beauty?” she asked with a teasing smile.

He smiled and glided his hand over her torso. “Mmm, just like rose pedals,” he muttered almost to himself. 

His large hand slid over her belly before slipping a naughty finger between her nether lips and coming back to her breast. He pinched her nipple lightly. Shaking the can he nodded. 

“I think I’m going to start right there.” 

Jake stretched out next to her and sprayed her nipples with the cream. Pearl yelped as the cold cream touched her heating skin. She giggled and laid back. He kissed and licked across her breast making her nipples hard. Shivers of delight ran like currents through her body.

“Yeah.” His was voice husky with his lust. “That’s what I’m talking about.”

He continued to suck back and forth over each breast until they were clean and ultra-sensitive. Watching him was exciting and turning Pearl on further. Picking up a strawberry, he sprayed it and put it to her lips. Instead of biting it, she flicked out her tongue to tease the tip. Jake’s mouth dropped open. Pearl continued to lick and suck the cream off the tip of the fruit. She smiled when she heard his breath hitch. He shook his head and pushed the strawberry into her mouth. 

“Stop doing that shit, Pearl. You’re fucking with my concentration,” he said with a chuckle. 

Pearl laughed. “What?”

“Yeah okay, Miss What. Are you up for trying something else?”

Pearl nodded, licking her lips. Jake rose to his knees then sprayed a line down the valley between her breasts to her pubic area. The goose bumps rose on her skin instantly when the coolness of the cream collided with the heated area of her vulva. She closed her eyes to enjoy the feeling it created.

“Damn, I love that sound you make when you feel good. It makes my dick hard.”

Pearl smiled to herself. She hadn’t noticed she made a sound, but her body certainly felt good. Another strawberry touched her lips. She opened her mouth to accept it. His finger slipped into her mouth as she finished eating the berry. When he tried to extract it, Pearl pulled the digit in to suck on it. Jake let out a groan that made her pussy throb. She knew her teasing would push him over the edge soon.

Jake snatched his finger from her and concentrated on sucking the new cream from her nipples. The naughty digit was back between her legs as he sucked diligently moving back and forth pulling a fast and satisfying orgasm from her. He continued until she was clean again and the tremors of ecstasy stopped.

“Mmm, you taste good.”

“Really? You should taste the rest of me,” Pearl said, still out of breath.

Jake’s brow rose. “Is that an invitation?”

Peal nodded. “Uh-huh.” 

He shook the can again. “I can do that. How about I go lower this time?”

Pearl sighed and closed her eyes. The anticipation of his mouth on her again sent her blood rushing. “Yes.”

“Oh good, I’ll have to pull up a chair for this part.”

Pearl gasped. 

––––––––
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Jake spun around and leaned over to block her. “Joe! What the fuck are you doing here?” he shouted angrily.

“I live here, dude.”

“You know what I mean.”

He felt Pearl scrambling frantically into her clothes behind him.

“You were supposed to be staying at your girl’s house tonight.”

“Yeah, well, me and Michele had another fight so she sent my ass home.” He sat at the table and leaned to the side to look around Jake.

Pearl jumped to her feet, fully dressed.

Jake looked up and grabbed her arm. “I’m sorry, baby. I didn’t know this fool was coming back.”

“No, no, I should go.” 

Her voice sounded calm as she snapped her shorts, but the tears filling her eyes told him another story. “Baby, wait, don’t cry, I—“

“It’s late and I— I’ve got school tomorrow and...”

Jake glared at Joe. Joe shrugged then turned away. Pearl pulled away from him to leave the kitchen. 

Jake followed her to the door. “Pearl, let me talk to you. Please”

“No, no. It’s okay. I know it’s not your fault.” She gave him a quick peck on the cheek. “I’ll call you.” She tried to smile as the first tear fell.

He wiped away her tears. “I really am sorry, baby. Hey, why don’t you come over tomorrow and I’ll make it up to you.” He lifted her chin and kissed her.

Pearl made another attempt to smile. “Uh-huh. Yeah. I’ll call you.” She pulled the door open and moved quickly through it.

Jake leaned against the door and tapped his forehead. His night went from delirious to disaster in one fell swoop because of Joe. Jake managed to keep his anger under wraps to calm Pearl down, but now... He stalked toward the kitchen slamming the door wide. Joe sat at the table with a sandwich drinking the rest of their champagne from a mug. Jake’s eyes narrowed. Joe popped the last strawberry in his mouth and gave him a nod.

“Want me to make you one, man?”

Jake ignored the question. “Why are you are such a dick?”

Joe shrugged. “You were right, man. She is fine and she’s got nice tits, too.”

Jake resisted the urge to slam his head to the table. Instead he turned a chair backwards and sat on it.

“You did fail to mention that she was Black or African American or whatever is PC nowadays. But I guess ain’t nothing wrong with a little jungle fever, right?” he muttered before biting his sandwich again.

“You got a problem with that, Joe?”

He shrugged again and talked
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