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      Actions have consequences.

      

      When a beautiful actress and her husband are attacked after a night out at the theatre, destiny comes to the rescue in the form of big, black, professional cage fighter, Antonne Armstrong.

      

      For Antonne, however, saving the wealthy couple involved a breach of parole and now the fallout sets in motion a devastating chain of events that are set to forever ruin his life. It was a good deed he did, and yet fate is punishing only him.

      

      Holding Louise and her husband accountable for his misfortunes, the enormous cage fighter is seeking restitution by any means necessary.

      

      And his sights are set firmly on the heavenly, tall, blonde, and seductive actress.
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            Prologue

          

          LOUISE

        

      

    

    
      “Smooth, ain’t she!”

      We roll gently down the highway in my husband’s new Lamborghini Huracan Evo Spyder, or something, the car he’s apparently wanted ever since his boss first showed up in his. Now that Doug’s made partner he’s been able to treat himself.

      “Hey, darling, watch this.” He presses a button on the console and the roof slides back, making my long blonde hair come to life in the breeze. He hollers and slaps the wheel just as a Megabus filled to the brim with staring teenagers wearing hockey jerseys moves easily past us in the middle lane.

      Aware I’m on display, I hitch up the neck of my halter in an attempt to conceal my cleavage from the gaping eyes above, futile as I know it will prove, and even the wind in my ears is unable to blot out the fists rapping against the glass and the perverted howls of horny, sex-starved young men. Steam clouds upon one of the windows and a hand hastily cleans it away before what must be an eighteen-year-old boy’s drooling mouth can press back up to the glass. I angle away and once again contemplate how having such large breasts is both a blessing and a curse.

      Doug prods up his glasses, clenches his fist and grins at the young men. “That’s six-forty horsepower, bitches.” A few seconds later we’re eating exhaust.

      I cough and blink away the sting. “Doug, why don’t you put the roof back and…” I decide against telling him to go faster as I know it would prove ineffectual. My husband is flashy, has been since he started doing the books for my drama school, but he lacks the balls to back it up.

      He does as I say and my blonde hair soon settles back against my shoulders. He reaches across the small divide to squeeze my knee with fingers that seem to be getting plumper with every passing week. “Nearly there, darling.” Regardless, it sends a small shiver of delight down my spine where it comes to settle in a certain spot that forces me to shuffle against the leather.

      It’s likely to be the only stimulation I’ll receive this night.
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        * * *

      

      The theatre lobby is crammed with some of society’s upper crust here to see Valentino’s rendition of Vivaldi’s Four Seasons. Doug’s chest is puffed out because there’s nothing he loves more than showing off his wife to a roomful of men who can’t have me. After doing a lap of the room, his elbow tightens around mine and he guides me towards a middle-aged couple that just reek of money.

      “Doug,” the man calls as we approach, though his eyes, and those of his wife, are roaming only over me, “finally I get to meet the better half.” Blue eyes beneath a wrinkled forehead and gray hair manage to pull away from my breasts just barely contained within my red halter-necked dress for long enough to shake my hand. He lingers, despite the daggers I’m getting from his wife, and does so in a way that he somehow manages to make his forearm rest on his enormous belly that pushes out a solid gold belt buckle. “Well, Doug, aren’t you going to introduce me?”

      Doug puffs out his chest even more than he already was and at the same time makes his own stomach expand in a way that takes me almost by surprise. All those late night pizzas working to make partner has led to this. I’m twenty-seven years old. Is it all downhill from here? No wonder there’ve been problems in certain areas recently. “Excuse me,” he gestures between us, “darling, I’d like you to meet the founder of Carrington Accounting, Howard Carrington and his lovely wife Joan. Howard, Mrs Carrington, this is my wife Louise.”

      Howard Carrington, Doug’s boss, is still clasping my hand but finally lets go only because a waiter happens to pass holding a tray of champagne. “You, boy,” he snaps his fingers, “we’ll take those.” Howard snatches four glasses and passes them around, emptying the tray and dropping a dollar bill onto the same. “It’s not Dom-P but it’s damned passable, anyway,” his gaze is back on me, “so you’re the famous actress? Doug’s told me all about you.”

      I feel my cheeks burning up. “I wouldn’t go quite that far but I’m trying my best.” I’m the female lead in a low-budget cozy teen drama series that scores about a hundred thousand views on Hulu. Not once have I ever been recognized out in the real world so the word famous is quite an exaggeration. I get paid peanuts and, unfortunately, have to rely on an allowance from Doug in order to have any kind of life at all, but I’m just happy to finally be on the ascent after working only bit-part theatre jobs, and that I can get away with playing an eighteen-year-old misfit is quite a compliment considering the size of my chest. Yes, I’m aware I’m most likely in the role only because of those same two reasons, sigh. “One day, perhaps, but you’re very kind.” I direct the answer towards his wife in the hope she’ll stop glaring at me the way she is but I’m getting the feeling she’d like to crack her champagne glass against my head instead. Women can be like this with me, unfortunately, and it’s obvious why.

      “Right, one day,” Doug says, giving me an overly possessive squeeze, “and then perhaps I’ll be able to live off you, darling, instead of the other way around,” he laughs and Mister Carrington tips back to guffaw haughtily. The sneer from Joan, if it was even possible, grows even snider while all I want to do is call Kelly for another long moaning session. I down the champagne.

      “More of a Tchaikovsky or Schubert fan myself, though Valentino can certainly deliver a competent enough interpretation of Vivaldi.” The conversation moves onto more thrilling subjects as all I can do is gaze around the lobby, my eyes blearing out, though occasionally regaining focus on some of the other people arriving for the show. All rich white men, nearly all overweight and considerably older than their female companions who, in contrast, are elegant and nearly all stunningly beautiful.

      I can’t help but glance at my husband, his waistline bulging perilously close to that of his boss’s as they face each other discussing high culture. I glance at one particular girl, my age, with long shiny brown hair cascading over slender shoulders and delicate collar bones, a goddess pretending to look interested as the much older man she’s with grabs a pickled shrimp on rice cake hors d’oeuvre from a tray and spills down his tux.

      “No, I haven’t played polo in a long time, but you’re welcome to come and watch with me down at the country club whenever you want,” I just barely hear Mister Carrington say.

      Across the lobby, a stunning redhead with a ballerina’s physique nods politely along to a joke shared by her male companion, his hand resting on the flesh just above her ass. He has to be forty years older, at least, with another paunch that looks like he’s carrying octuplets. And then, from halfway across the length of the lobby, I make eye contact with the girl and I find myself frozen in time as my wedding to Doug flashes before my eyes. Back then, a little more than one year ago, Doug was slim, sporty, handsome, charming and going places; a total catch who spoiled me rotten. Now, I can only wonder if this is where things are heading, to boring operas, forced politeness and appalling attempts at intimacy obstructed by ever-growing midsections. The age gap between Doug and myself isn’t quite so large as some of these other couples but given time, I can’t help but question whether we’ll turn out just the same, if this is my future, financially well off, sure, but increasingly sexually frustrated and craving nothing else but a bit of excitement and to have my back put out every once in a while.

      The girl smiles sadly, forcing me to turn away, and then the music starts from the auditorium and we file inside to watch Valentino’s rendition of Vivaldi’s Four Seasons.
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        * * *

      

      After the concert we say our farewells to Howard and Joan and head back out through the lobby and into the street among a throng of theatre-goers. By now it’s just after eleven, dark and, in contrast to the auditorium’s warmth, the cold air penetrating the thin material of my dress forces me to cling harder to my husband.

      “Oh, hello there?” He grunts and stirs his hips. “Don’t worry, darling, we’ll soon be home. We’ll quickly devour that leftover chili con carne and head straight up to bed.” Ok, so he's not the best at using words to put me in the mood but at least tonight he’s not at the office, indeed, he’s made a great effort bringing me to the opera so maybe come time for bed I’ll desire him like before. Maybe tonight things will be how they were. Or maybe I’m deluding myself.

      The street appears suddenly very quiet and, noticing that only every second streetlight is switched on has me questioning whether City Hall spent through their budget early this year.

      “Howard invited us to the country club to watch his son play polo,” Doug says.

      “Right, ok, I guess then that we should go.”

      Arriving back at the Lamborghini, Doug pulls out his car keys. “Horses aren’t my usual thing but it’ll be a great chance to network with potential clients,” he winks, “and show you off some more.”

      Something close scuffs against the ground and the next thing I know my neck is being compressed and I’m bent back as my grip on Doug wilts away.

      “Give me your fucking bag, bitch.” The voice. So close to my ear. Breath like Jack Daniels.

      It takes a pain and terror-filled moment to realize I’m being mugged, or worse, attacked, and I’m in two minds whether or not to fight or relinquish my bag along with whatever else the man wants. Surely, I need only hold on for a second before Doug, my loving husband, will come to my aid, my rescue, and do whatever it takes, die if necessary, to protect his wife. I decide, I think, to attempt to fight, or at least to hold on to my bag, denying this terrible man any prize from my person, but the pain in my throat intensifies to the point I have no choice other than to comply, except my bag strap is snagged in the crook of my elbow and…

      “I said give me your bag, you rich fucking cunt!” The man has a large beard that  scratches my face. After spending too long fumbling for my bag he gives up and moves instead for my wrist and the bracelet Doug bought for my last birthday. Something snaps and there’s a scattering of diamonds to the ground. “Fuck! Cheap shit!” He squeezes my breast. “Holy shit! These are some melons you’ve got.” The pressure on my throat lessens but only so he can slip his fingers underneath the necklace Doug bought me for Christmas and…

      Doug!

      Where is Doug?

      And why isn’t he throwing this vile man through the nearest shop window?

      A different, very sharp pain sensation returns to my neck as the monster begins to tug and then there’s a terrific sudden release of tension as my chain is wrenched away, followed by the sound of a meat tenderizer slamming into a slab of steak. I’m expecting to hit the ground at any moment but find I’m still upright, quite unhurt, but immediately after there’s another sound, what can only be described as a paper cup filled with liquid splashing against the ground from a great height.

      “What the fu…” my attacker’s standing away from me now, but just beyond him there’s now another man, large, enormous even, and but for the white t-shirt he’s almost impossible to make out in the dark.

      “My sub!” the voice, if that’s what it truly is and not gravel being ground beneath heavy boots, is incredulous, “mothafucker got meatball sauce all over me.”

      “Hey, I’m so sorry, man … here … take this, whatever it is.” My attacker holds my diamond necklace out to whatever it is standing before us. Only now I realize my head’s stinging from where my hair’s been tugged and my finger, the one with my wedding ring, is bent back and numb. Instinctively, I check to make sure the symbol of the union between Doug and myself is still present, which it is, but my finger will hurt like hell come the morning.

      “You muthafucker! I was hungry and now they closed.” The shadow steps closer. “You gonna pay for this.” He grabs my attacker by the arm and there’s an almighty crunch as he bends it around the man’s back. There’s an agonized scream, which is cut short when his head is slammed into my husband’s Lamborghini’s wing mirror, which smashes into the ground and comes to a stop only after skidding into a nearby wall. This new attacker, um, savior, or whoever he is, doesn’t stop but continues pounding the much smaller man’s head against the door frame, again and again, over and over. He glances up, sees the small crowd that has apparently now assembled and dumps the limp body to the curb. “You gonna pay my muthafucking dry cleaning bill, cracker?”

      There’s absolutely nothing on earth I can do to prevent myself from running towards this shadow and straight into his arms. The thick, pungent smell of sweat heavy on his clothes is the first thing to click, followed by his soaked through shirt beneath which is the hardest body I’ve ever felt in my entire life. What’s probably Pepsi seeps through to penetrate my expensive halter-necked dress. Finally, I glance up, so far up in fact that it almost hurts my neck all over again, and…

      Oh, my, but this is one very black knight in shining armor, I notice now for the first time.

      Camera flashes from the gathering crowd cause his nostrils to flare as he angrily blinks away being startled. His grip around my hips tightens. “If you fuckers don’t stop…” he tilts downwards and checks his words as we make eye contact and his head snaps back in surprise, but I do hear, indeed, I feel, the deep guttural grunt that comes from somewhere deep inside of his body as my breasts can’t help but crush hard against his sternum, I mean, what else were they going to do, and what must only be the obvious begins to thicken and stir against my pelvis. “Fuck!” There’s silence as an unspoken tension grows between us and the buildings rising high above begin to spin. His pupils enlarge and his grip on my hips tightens even more as he pulls me hard into his crotch.

      The light patter of expensive Italian shoes clip the nearby ground. “Oh, thank God everybody’s ok, at least, I think I am.” It’s Doug who emerges patting down his tailored tux, his glasses and even his side parting still perfectly in place. He stops a few feet away, his eyes fixed on where two dark hands are now seizing my ass, and looks up at the man. For a second I’m expecting Doug to say something to him but instead he scratches his head and turns to me. “Darling, thank God you’re alright.” He glances briefly again at the two black hands and back to me. “You are alright, darling, aren’t you?”

      There’s a man grabbing his woman right in front of him and he’s too cowardly to even mention it, too cowardly to have come to my aid. I glance up again at my savior and find that he’s glaring at my husband in a way that almost suggests that he’s daring him to do something about it. Clearly, I’ll have to end this little stand-off myself. “I am alright, Doug, all thanks to him,” I say as I run my hand down the stranger’s chest while backing away. I’m about to ask for his name so that I can thank him when Doug interjects.

      “Oh, the wing mirror.” He takes a wide berth around the man and stoops to inspect his car. After spending a few moments shaking his head, he prods up his glasses, comes back to a stand and I can’t help but notice the glaring size difference between the two of them.

      People are still standing around filming and during the confusion I’d completely forgotten about the fact my bracelet and necklace had been snatched away. I’m approached by a teenage girl who hands them back. “I think I found everything,” she says, unable to take her eyes off the large black man who’s got his foot on what can only be my attacker as he sprawls motionless half on the sidewalk, half on the road.

      I approach, sparing a half second and no more to regard my attacker, what appears to be a short, squat, dirty-looking white man, possibly homeless because his beard is large and completely unruly. I can’t say for sure whether he’s dead or merely unconscious. My jaw clenches but softens again when I touch my rescuer’s arm. Wow, that is some hard muscle he’s got there. “Please,” I begin, “let me thank you by making you dinner one night this week. You can bring your partner?” I intentionally inflect the last word upwards so that it sounds more like a question than an invitation. When the man doesn’t immediately respond, because he’s looking at my husband with an expression of what can only be described as complete puzzlement, I absently gesture in Doug’s direction, “I’m known to make a pretty mean steak, right, Doug?”

      My husband’s still flapping about around the Lamborghini, scratching his head whilst checking for damage. “Darling, I’m sure this, um, gentleman won’t want to take up any more of our time, certainly not with dinners and such,” Doug says instead, his eyes transfixed on meatball sauce contrasting against white cotton, or maybe it’s the intimidating size of the man’s pectorals beneath that.

      Won’t want to take up any more of our time? I almost clout Doug with my bag but figure there’s already been enough excitement for one night. Instead, I merely flash him an angry glare before returning to the large man whose name I still don’t even know. “Well, we can at least give you a ride someplace, um, wherever it is you were heading before…”

      “I can’t drive without a wing mirror, darling, it’s a health hazard,” Doug again interferes. Yes, he could, he just doesn’t want to. What is it exactly, the meatball sauce, the bloody knuckles on account of protecting another man’s wife or the fact that it’s a black man? “Besides, darling,” he continues, “you’re forgetting it’s a two-seater.”

      “Oh, yes, of course,” I utter as my cheeks flush, “that’s right.” Ugh. Now I feel so hopeless.

      Doug notices my pouty lip and exhales before daring to step closer. “Well, you deserve something, I suppose. Here,” he brings out his wallet and removes a stack of bills before extending them towards the man. Buying him off is not what I meant at all because considering everything it’s terribly vulgar and worse, Doug somehow manages to make it seem like he’s some arrogant lord paying his slave, “go on, take it, I’ll have to stump for a new paint job—did you really have to slam the fellow into the door like that, especially when there’s a perfectly good curb right next to it—but you deserve something for your trouble.”

      The man snatches the money from Doug’s hand and chucks it up into the air. “Fuck you, nigger, I don’t need your money.” For a frighteningly long moment, he gives us both the hard stare before throwing up an arm and stumping away into the darkness.

      “Charming.” Doug snorts. “But at least that’s the last we’ve seen of him.”

      Whoever he was.
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        * * *

      

      I’m feeling uncharacteristically feisty as of late as we head back home along the freeway. “Can’t you go any faster?” I start rubbing Doug’s thigh and watch as the lump concealed in his pants begins to show through the material.

      He prods up his glasses that are looking more than a little bit steamed. “Steady on, darling, we don’t want to have an accident, especially not after…”

      I rub the lump, which shuts him up easily enough. “But you can go faster than forty-five, right? There’s no traffic.”

      He actually does. “Hmm, perhaps we should skip the chili con carne after all?” he says with a wink.

      “Heading for bed with a ravenous appetite might not be the worst thing in the world.” I know I’m going overboard, though I also know there’s absolutely no danger of Doug, this most responsible of accountants, driving headlong into a tree.

      By the time we’re rolling along the oak-lined approach, through the gates, between the statues and past the fountain to our front door, I’m almost worried my husband’s spent his load in his underwear—it wouldn’t be the first time. We exit not bothering to lock the car doors, charge into the house and Doug’s immediately working me out from my dress as we fumble our way up the stairs. He immediately moves for my breasts, just like he always does, and groans as they more than fill his hands. I throw off his jacket just as we enter the bedroom and rip away his shirt exposing his belly that flops over his belt. I’m quick to remove that too and shove him down to the bed whilst tugging off his pants in one quick motion.

      “Darling, what has gotten into you?” Poor Doug, I’ve been frustrating him more and more of late but tonight he’s getting lucky.

      “Shut up and put it inside of me.” I don’t wait long enough to give him any agency on the matter, and sink back as my lips part and he slips easily inside. I close my eyes, impaling myself fully on his manhood and rock my hips, and it’s not long before I’m overtaken by my climax to images of this large, strong, dark, mysterious stranger. “Fuck!” This rarely if ever happens but I ride it out, the throes of ecstasy as I clench my cunt around the stranger’s enormous, veiny and very black meat.

      And then something happens that’s never happened to me before.

      I’m gushing cream, buckets and buckets of cream, and I’m screaming, my nails digging into Doug’s chest, gouging at his flesh until he’s bloody.

      Doug growls, flexes his arm and smacks my ass until, a couple of minutes after starting, his balls are draining inside of me.

      I collapse off of him and envisage the morning’s conversation.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            To Mock A Killing Bird

          

          LOUISE

        

      

    

    
      SIX MONTHS LATER

      “Hey, you heard the rumors?” Kelly plonks herself down with two milkshakes.

      “Rumors?” I shrug and flip my plaited ponytail from one shoulder to the other like a long blonde whip. “What rumors?”

      Kelly rolls her eyes and nudges me so hard I’m almost drenched in liquid. “I mean—come on,” she makes a show of exhaling, “Brad has a crush on you.”

      “Brad?” I squint and attempt to go back to the books.

      She physically turns me away from them. “Brad! As in captain of the football team Brad. Don’t pretend you have no idea who he is.”

      I flap a dismissive hand. “Oh, that Brad. Of course I’ve heard of him but…” I glance upwards briefly as I try to remember whoever it is he’s dating at the moment. “Isn’t he with Haley?”

      Kelly shakes her head and shuffles closer. “Nuh-uh, they broke up like weeks ago. Sure, he’s been with Greta since then and dumped her too but now he’s interested in you,” she strings out the final word as if to emphasize how lucky I am to finally be noticed. I fall silent and get another nudge in the ribs. “So, you want me to put in a word? Say you’re thinking about it?”

      “But I’m not?”

      “Girl, you not seen that floppy hair and dimples? And Beatrice says he’s packing at least a,” she leans right up to my ear and whispers, “psddpdpds.”

      I lean back with an opened mouth before finally giving the pervert a slap on the arm. “Sorry, Kelly, but right now I’ve got more important things to think about.”

      “What could be more important than a chance to date Brad?”

      “Hmm, let me think,” I place a finger to my bottom lip, “like finals next week.”

      A tall, blond, athletic figure enters the diner and leans against the wall, cool as anything, and there’s the inevitable whoop and holler from the live studio audience before Brad says the words, “hey, girls, are my ears burning?”

      “Aaaaaand cut!” Jacob yells from behind the cameras.

      Kelly and I slide out from the booth. “Great scene, honey,” we say together and give each other a hug. Kelly says, “I’ll go grab some sandwiches from the catering truck so you can change for the next scene.”

      “That would save me some time, thanks so much.” The schedule is always tight and so I’ll gladly take every minute I can save. I gesture to the ridiculous cheerleader outfit I’m wearing. “Can’t wait to get out of this silly thing.”

      From across the set, Jacob makes the come hither motion with an arm. “Louise, can I have a word?”

      My fist clenches as I dread another private meeting with the director. On the way over I pass Kieron, the actor playing Brad, who’s still leaning against the wall, his arms folded as he tries to make it look like he’s not intentionally flexing his biceps through his red varsity jacket. “Hey, Lou,” he makes an overt show of checking me out, my broad hips and ass beneath tiny waist, and generous boobs that push out my blue and red sparkly crop top to some absurd degree. Honestly, it’s little wonder my back’s in constant agony.

      “Kieron?” I attempt to remain polite.

      “You know you and I are about to get it on, right?”

      “Get it on in a fictional world, you mean?”

      “Right, but…” his eyes are again roaming over me and if I wasn’t used to it by now I’d definitely find it creepy.

      “Yes, Kieron?”

      “You ever hear the story about Dustin Hoffman on the set of Marathon Man using a dental drill on his own teeth so he could relate to how his character felt?”

      “I’ve heard the story,” I glance beyond him in an effort to prompt the man to get to the point, “and?”

      “Well, you know how seriously I take this method acting thing, right?” He again gives me the kind of look that suggests he wants to devour me right here on set in front of fifty crew members.

      “Awe,” I move so close that my breasts are seriously teasing him, “I think that’s a wonderful idea.”

      His head jerks back in pleasant surprise. “You…you do?”

      “Sure,” I rub his arm, “I’d love nothing more than to watch you bore a hole in your own teeth with a dental drill.” I stride away, one down-one to go, and find Jacob with his head buried in the script for the next scene.

      “Louise, let’s go to my office.”

      I’m about to protest but he’s already heading in that direction. I look around for Mac but my big friend is not on set today. I sigh and deign to follow.

      Jacob closes the door after me and takes a seat at his desk. He gestures for me to sit, which I do reluctantly. He leans back, his fingers linked as he spends a moment studying me, his shrewd gray eyes and silver hair belying his mere thirty years. Since I already know where this is going, I remain silent with an expression that suggests I’m not about to take any more of his shit. “Louise,” he begins, “have you had a think about—certain things?”

      I make a show of tapping my feet but then realize he can’t see them so instead I give him the hard stare. “There’s nothing to think about.” I make to leave. “Are we done?”

      He leans forwards with an outstretched hand. “Hold up there.”

      “Yes?”

      “Ok, so you don’t want me to help you make it in this industry, you’re happy to spend your life pretending to be a cheerleader in some cheap teen drama with the same old cliché storylines that have been done to death, I get it, but…”

      “As I keep telling you, I don’t want to cheat my way to the top and, in case you weren’t already aware, I love my husband.” My hands are still pressing down on the armrests in preparation for propelling myself away.

      “Louise, I hate to be the bearer of bad news,” he persists as though my last words, you know, those about being married, meant absolutely nothing at all, “but you’re not that great an actress…”

      “Actor!”

      “…And that being the case, you need all the help you can get.”

      “Awe,” I release my hands from the armrests, “and you’re willing to go to so much trouble just for me?” My sarcasm has no effect on him at all.

      “No, not me, not this time.”

      Now, this causes my eyes to narrow, if only out of curiosity. “What do you mean?”

      He picks up a pen and starts tapping it against the desk. “You’ve heard of Larry Goldstein?”

      My eyebrows rise on my head. Legendary Hollywood producer and multi-Oscar winner, Larry Goldstein? He must think I’m stupid. “Of course I’ve heard of him.”

      He throws down the pen and shows his palms. “Look, Louise, I’ll level with you. He saw a few clips of the show and wants to—how can I put this—meet with you.”

      An involuntary exhalation is forced from me. “He wants to meet with me?” It’s clear what is meant by the word but I play innocent regardless. “You mean he’d like me to audition for a role?”

      Jacob slaps the tabletop. “Don’t play dumb with me, Louise, you know what this means, for the both of us, I might add.”

      I raise my palms to him. “Whoa, whoa, whoa, so you’re his pimp then? Mister Big Hollywood Movie Producer calls and you immediately try to get him laid?” I feel like I’m about to be sick, this Larry Goldstein’s pushing eighty.

      He shakes his head. “You know how this industry works. You think I want to be directing this shit anymore than you want to be starring in it?” He’s distracted when his cell starts ringing to the tune I Want To Be A Billionaire.

      I don’t know whether to laugh or cry. “So what has he offered you for setting the two of us up?” My tone makes it obvious I’m humoring this merely out of curiosity and that in no way am I even tempted, not even for a starring role in the next Mighty Girl blockbuster.

      For a moment he’s hesitant to answer and glares at the cell that won’t stop ringing. “I get to direct the next Mighty Girl.”

      Now that, at least, makes me speechless. This guy must have a serious crush on me to have offered this most lowly of directors the top job in the biggest movie franchise of the last decade. “You already know I won’t do it, I’m happily married to Doug and that’s all there is to say on the matter.”

      “Just consider it, would you,” he says as though my marriage means absolutely nothing, before putting his cell on speaker and yelling, “what?”

      “Jacob,” comes the recognizable voice of Maria, the studio receptionist, “is Louise with you?”

      He pinches at the skin atop his nose. “Sure. What about it.” Jacob’s such a jerk.

      “We need her to come down to reception, we’ve got a bit of a situation over here.”

      “Hi, Maria, it’s me, Louise.” I perk instantly. “A situation, did you say? What’s going on?”

      “Oh, hey there, Louise, we’ve got a man here asking for you personally.”

      “For me?” This is unusual and I find myself staring at Jacob for clues but his face is as blank as mine. My husband’s at work but Maria knows him anyway so it can’t be Doug. “It’s not my husband, is it?”

      “I don’t think so.” She moves the receiver away from her mouth to yell something I can’t decipher before returning. “I really don’t like the look of him and he’s stomping around like he owns the place.”

      Jacob throws up his hands. “Then you’d better call security, hadn’t you.”

      “I did but Karl and Butch both took one look at this guy and refused to get involved.”

      “What?” Jacob and I say together. This is beginning to sound quite bizarre.

      “He says he’s not leaving until he’s spoken with Louise.”

      I stand and head for the door. “Then I guess I’d best make my way over there.”

      “Right.” Jacob ends the call. “And have a think about that other thing, will you? It would be good for us both.”

      I flip him the finger. “You know I’ll do nothing of the sort, and keep this up and I’ll see you in court.” I stride through the studio on the way to reception but get stopped by Kelly who’s staring into a cell screen along with one of the makeup ladies.

      “Girl,” she immediately grabs me by the elbow and guides me towards the nearest quiet corner, her grip like that of a champion arm wrestler, “you have got to take a look at this.”

      “What? And Kelly, you’re hurting me.”

      “Sorry,” she taps her screen and growls, “come on, stupid cell.”

      I throw up my hands. “I thought you were going for sandwiches?”

      “Screw sandwiches, in fact, screw food for the rest of the year because you, my best friend both on and off this stupid show, might just be about to get us some much needed free publicity.”

      I can only squint at the mad woman. “Ok, you had better start making some sense and quick.”

      “Watch this.” The video starts and I only need a second to recognize Doug’s Lamborghini parked on a dingy street in the dark.

      “Kelly?” I panic, my first fear being that Doug’s been caught in the city doing something unthinkable with a sex worker, but that’s not my Doug at all. Half the people in the studio have their heads buried in cellphones and the other half are all looking this way.

      She tells me to shush and after a couple more seconds my limbs go numb as I experience a terrible feeling of déjà vu when I’m taken back to that awful night, five, maybe six months before after going to see Valentino at the theatre, only now I’m watching myself getting throttled as that awful attempted thief tries to make off with my possessions. Seeing this happening all over again is not easy and yet neither can I look away because now, for the first time, I’m learning something new about that awful night.

      “Is,” Kelly stammers, “is that really your husband squatting behind that trashcan?”

      It’s the exact thing I’ve been asking myself, I mean, it’s almost certainly Doug, looking his usual dapper self in finely cut tux, brown hair neatly parted to the side and glasses, but he’d told me on numerous occasions that he’d been knocked to the ground in the confusion and stunned, and yet here he is, albeit in dark and grainy footage, hiding behind a dumpster whilst his wife is being assaulted. Too ashamed to admit the truth, I tell a small, little, tiny, minute white lie. “No, I don’t think it is.”

      “But that is his Lamborghini, right?” Her eyebrows are pulled in so close they meet in the middle. “The one he drove to the studio last week.” And he’d come over so well at the Christmas party. How ever will I explain this?

      “No, Kelly, I still don’t think it’s Doug.” Ugh, I really hate this.

      She waves it away. “Anyway, here comes the good bit.”

      Mercifully, I’m spared further interrogation with regards Doug by the arrival of the hero and then I watch, enthralled, as my knight in shining armor’s drink and Subway sandwich are sent all over him by the flailing arm of my assailant. He stands there for a few seconds trying to figure out what just happened before, well, I already know what happens next and have no desire to watch anymore. I push the cell away. “I think I’ve seen enough.” Besides, before being interrupted there was something important I was supposed to attend to and now I can’t even remember what it was. “Dammit, Kelly!”

      “That is you, right?” she presses.

      “You already know it is.”

      She’s looking at me now like I’m a complete idiot. “You have no idea who that man—that God who rescued you—even was, do you?”

      I scratch my head. “Of course, not, he left without saying anything much at all, least of all a name.” I glance beyond her, “Kelly, I have to go to…”

      A blast of air escapes her. “Oh, my…” she quickly checks the screen again, “and now the video’s at twelve million views. Girl, now that’s what I call viral. Maybe now this piece of shit drama series might score some viewers.”

      “Oh, God,” something inside of me starts to sting. This is not how I ever wanted to become famous, and Doug! He’s never going to live this down. Oh, and by the way, I still need to process this new information that’s just come to light with regards my husband, most pressing of all, why was he hiding behind that trashcan rather than racing to my aid. And then I remember something Kelly just said, as well as her tone, because I think in all the chaos and confusion swirling around inside my head that I’ve missed one important detail. “I’m sorry, who was who?”

      She barks. “Girl, only the hottest, sexiest, most badass man in the whole entire…”

      “Outta my way, mothafucker!” comes the voice, loud and impossibly harsh, and there’s an immediate scrambling of feet as men and women shove past each other to clear a path. Next thing I know there’s an enormous, impossibly muscular black guy wearing a white tank top standing in a clearing looking around the set like he’s the majority shareholder and is about to fire everybody here. Karl and Butch are flapping around whilst maintaining such a large distance that I have to ask what the point of them even is. “Where is she?” The intruder’s greeted by silence, which only serves to enrage him all the more. “I said where the fuck is she?” He directs this second attempt at Stewart, the poor sound technician guy who just happens to be nearest, and grabs him by the collar before lifting him a full three feet off the ground.

      Stewart’s legs flail pathetically. “Wh-who?”

      “That bitch?”

      Stewart’s mouth gapes like a stuck fish as words fail him.

      To my side, Kelly gasps, her hands clutching beneath her chin like she’s in love. “Look familiar?” she attempts to hiss in my ear but only bumps my face with hers because she’s gormless as hell right now.

      “Oh, good Lord,” I squeak, “it can’t be.” And I still don’t even know his name.

      “Sir, you must leave,” it’s down to Maria, our seventy-year-old Guatemalan receptionist to attempt what security is too afraid to do.

      “Yeah? What are you gunna do about it?” The trespasser raises Stewart higher against the wall, the technician’s weight making his biceps peak like bowling balls with veins. “What are any of you muthafuckers gunna do about it?” Nothing, absolutely nothing.

      I can’t have this, nobody speaks that way to Maria so, because I’m suspecting this impromptu visit might just have a little something to do with me, I stamp over there and hope to appear authoritative even though my entire body’s trembling from the mere sight of this man, after all, I remember just what he’s capable of. “Put Maria down this minute.” For a moment I fear he’s about to lash out because he looks briefly in my direction before turning back, but then comes the double-take, his eyes immediately dragging over my breasts still crushing from within the tight confines of this silly cheerleader outfit I still haven’t had chance to change out of.

      “You the girl in the video?” he snarls, the black ink from his tribal tattoos covering the entire length of his arms are barely visible owing to his skin tone and, my word, but his arms are so large and defined that striations are visible in his shoulders.

      “Apparently so.” My hand finds its own way to his arm, the contrast in colors about as complete as you’ll ever see, and the thick musculature noticeably twitches from my touch. “Please, put Stewart down and let’s go somewhere we can discuss whatever the problem is.”

      This seems to placate him and he lets go of Stewart, who lands in a heap on the ground. “Alright.”

      I gesture towards the rehearsal room because it has a large plate-glass window visible to everyone outside, not that anybody around here is of any use whatsoever but it would be wise to have witnesses just in case. I say, “after you.”

      He heads in that direction and I follow, passing Kelly on the way. She overtly, in the most shameless way imaginable, makes a show of ogling the man as he passes, her gaze absolutely concentrating on his crotch but he pays my friend no heed.

      “Don’t say anything,” I exclaim in passing.
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        * * *

      

      “Ok, first thing’s first,” I begin immediately after shutting the door, “thanks again for what you did that night, and all, but how did you find me?” My head’s swirling and I have no idea what this is about or what I’m supposed to do. Outside, what has to be the entire set are standing around staring at the plate-glass.

      The man appears momentarily transfixed by images of the cast, myself especially, hanging from the wall. “Bitch, don’t play dumb, you seen that video.” He says still facing away and I have to admit, this guy has one peachy ass in those black sweatpants he’s wearing.

      “So?”

      He turns away from the wall and steps closer, his nostrils flaring and I instinctively back away. “You get recognized same as me,” he says as though it’s so obvious that I must be mocking him somehow, “people leave comments and say who you be same as me.”

      “Ah,” so finally somebody out there has recognized me. I want to ask who he is but fear that doing so might rile him all the more. I’ll just ask Kelly the first opportunity I get. Instead, I almost remark that his anonymity must be important if he doesn’t like being in viral videos but that can’t be true either considering he must be famous somehow. No, this is one of those situations where my mind goes blank and neither does it help that I still fantasize about this guy, occasionally, whenever sex with Doug is so bad that I feel the urgent need to do something, anything, just to feel some stimulation myself. I hate it but thinking about how dangerous this guy is, his body and renegade attitude flicks some kind of primal switch in my brain even now, months later.

      “That all you got to say?” This is the first time I’ve managed to get a proper look at him in the light and yes, he’s large, muscular and very black. His tribal tattoos, I now notice, run all the way up the length of his neck, the finer details of which are hard to distinguish even though the top of his clean shaven head is almost touching the ceiling light. His nose is flattened and probably broken, and although the fact hardly detracts from his looks, I can’t help but wonder how much better he’d have appeared before.

      I shrug, still not sure why I’m being blamed for any of this. “I’m sorry,” I begin, “I’m a little flummoxed right now, we’re on a tight filming schedule and…”

      He steps closer so that the smell of expensive cologne failing at holding back his intense sweat pervades my nostrils. “You sure that why you flummoxed?” For the first time there’s the merest hint of something other than anger in his eyes. “Filming schedule…” he snorts derisively.

      I sigh, “well, I wasn’t expecting visitors,” I play dumb for real this time because there’s no way in hell I can even pretend to entertain what he’s almost certainly suggesting, I mean, the nerve of it, “you should have made an appointment.”

      “Appointment?” He laughs. “This how you treat the guy who saved your…” and now his eyes flagrantly roam the entire length of my body, scandalously pausing at what has to be my most intimate lady bit, and I hate to admit it but even though it’s outrageous, such overt and blatant behavior, I feel a definite and distinctive swirling of something in that precise same spot, “sweet ass.”

      I gasp. “Sir, I will remind you that I’m at work and this behavior is entirely inappropriate. You will treat me with more respect.”

      His eyes flick over my shoulder, no doubt noticing the crowd still watching behind me, and I get the feeling they’re the only thing preventing this man from being even more indecent. “You’d sound more convincing if you weren’t wearing that little whore’s outfit. Bitch, what I wouldn’t do to you in that thing.” He tips back to laugh. “Fuck, but I bet you knew I was coming for you, didn’t you.”

      My mouth plunges open. Never in all my life have I been spoken to in such a way.

      The grin slowly stretches up his face. “Yeah, that right, open wide, but you’ll have to part them pretty little lips a lot wider than that to fit me.”

      I’m completely flabbergasted, shocked and stunned, and have no idea how I manage to compose myself. “If this is why you’re here then I think it’s time you left.”

      He laughs again. “Why you so uptight?” His pectorals twitch from beneath his tank top. “Your so-called man as good in bed as he is at protecting his woman?”

      Subconsciously, I begin tugging at my sleeve and can’t help turning slightly away, a small movement that announces the presence of a tsunami between my legs. That never happens. “Doug satisfies me very well.” I can’t believe I even have to say that. Not professional. How am I even in this situation?

      “If you say so,” he says drily.

      I turn quickly back. “Excuse me, but why are you here?” I fold my arms across my chest in an effort to look defiant but only result in pushing my breasts up, making them appear even larger, and the worst thing is I can’t guarantee even to myself that it’s completely by accident.

      Regardless, my insistence on getting down to the point of this visit changes his demeanor again as the previous smirk disappears. “Take a seat.” He points to one of the plush leather chairs the cast uses to rehearse scenes.

      “I’m happy standing.”

      “Sit down,” he demands and because there’s no arguing with such a man I do as he says, and again I’m wary of the fact he’s gone from anger to indecency and now to business-like in only a few minutes. Talk about alarm bells, does this guy have a split personality or what? And I already know he’s dangerous. He sits at the other side of the table and takes it upon himself to prop his feet on the upholstery. Who’s going to stop him? “Ok, in case you didn’t already know, there’s some video of me going around.” It’s not just a video of him, but of us both, and Doug, and whoever that thief was also. Obviously, this guy’s only bothered about his own appearance in it because, clearly, the world revolves around him.

      “I think I’m aware of the video you’re referring to.”

      “Well, turns out that pasty white mothafucker seen it,” presumably he means the man who attacked me, “so now he’s found out who I be and has decided to sue.”

      “What?” I hiss, incredulous. “That’s ridiculous. It was a good deed you did.”

      “Yeah? Well, tell that to the fancy-ass jew lawyer who’s acting pro bono for this muthafucker.” He’s angry again, though on this occasion I can’t say I blame him. “He say that because I Antonne Armstrong that I have a duty to act more responsible when it comes to physical altercations with the public cuz I could quite easily cripple, maim or worse.” So that’s his name.

      “Look, Antonne,” I show my palms, “this is truly terrible, I mean, I sympathize, of course, but what’s any of this got to do with me?”

      He bangs his fist against the table. “This all becuz you decide to date that skinny-fat pudgy ass white cracker who can’t defend his woman.”

      “Marry!”

      His nostrils flare. “You whut?”

      “Because I decided to marry that…” I stop myself there before repeating the rest, true as apparently it just might happen to be.

      “Whutever, Stacey, it makes no difference to me.” Stacey? It takes a second to realize the name Stacey is ghetto slang for the stereotypical rich white girl who looks down on everybody else. And just when I thought we were getting somewhere.

      “No, no, that’s not me at all.” I’m not sure why I feel the need to defend myself against such an accusation. “Anyway, my name’s Louise.”

      “Yeah? Figures too.” Oh, the absolute nerve of this guy. “Anyways, I’m here to tell you to your face that I’m holding you and your pasty white-ass cracker husband especially responsible for whutever happens to me.”

      “What?” I hiss. What does that even mean? Responsible? How? “Look, I still feel indebted after what you did, but I don’t think you can hold me responsible for…”

      “You and your husband,” he presses in the kind of way that makes it dangerous to contradict. Wow, he clearly feels he’s been the victim of a great miscarriage of justice here and the thing is that I can kind of see his point of view, as inconvenient as it might be for me and Doug.

      Silence follows for a while and I can’t tell if he’s sadistically enjoying this, my discomfort as my brain struggles to make sense of just what’s going on. What is going on? Am I, both of us, being threatened, blackmailed, or something else? Finally, I blow out air. “What is it you expect me to do? Um, is it money you’re after?” As a couple, we’re definitely on our way up but after the Lamborghini, Doug investing in his brother’s new restaurant and the move to Bayside Heights, getting involved in something like this is the last thing we need.

      “Bitch, you think I need your money?” It’s actually quite hard to tell for sure.

      I shrug. “Then what?” Then it hits me. “Ah, an attorney!”

      “You whut?”

      I breathe a massive, relieving sigh and become animated. “Doug’s old college roommate, Ken, he’s one of the top civil litigation attorneys in the state,” I’m already pulling out my cell and scanning through my contact list, “he and Doug still play the odd round of golf and…”

      His sneakers swing from the table and immediately there’s an enormous black hand down on mine, pinning it to the table. “Fuck Ken! You not palming this off onto nobody else.” Antonne, he’s the only man who’s ever acted this way around me, men, they usually turn to jelly this close, but not him. “I told you, bitch, you be responsible for whut happens, not some other pasty cracker, you understand me?”

      My eyes are still glaring at the hand clamping mine to the table, the contrast in colors, the sheer size of it, the bruises and misshaped knuckles. I nod and hiss. “I understand.” How must it feel to be held in Antonne’s strong arms, to be pulled close into his body and to feel the heat from his chest, the moisture from his lips. How might it possibly feel to… No, despite how flushed I feel right now, clearly only bad things can come from proximity to such a man as this. Damn, but maybe Ken can fix a restraining order for us instead? Doug will see to it the moment I tell him.

      Movement from behind the glass prompts Antonne to remove his hand. He edges around the desk for the door, which prompts me to stand in turn but instead he approaches to within a few inches of me, the smell of pungent sweat overpowering and raw. “This not be the last you see of me.” He makes it sound like the most ominous warning ever issued, and yet I can’t say it’s not totally thrilling all the same. “Oh, and one last thing…” and with that he reaches around and seizes my buttock.

      I only just manage to stifle a shriek and it’s just as well I’m turned away and can’t see the reactions from my colleagues. “Yes?”

      “You better pray things don’t get bad, else I might just take for myself whut I really want.”
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      The moment the Lamborghini stops outside I’m abandoning the stew that’s cooking on the stove and dashing for the door. “Doug,” I grab him by the hand and commence tugging him inside, “I have some urgent news.”

      “Darling,” he pulls away, removes his raincoat and hangs it up, “I’ve had a terrible day, can it wait?”

      I grab his hand again. “No, it really can’t.”

      He pulls away again. “It must, I’m really not in the mood right now, I had to fire a dozen people today.”

      My head jerks back. “You did what?”

      He pinches at the skin atop his nose. “An important client went under because of the fucking recession so, being junior partner, apparently that means it’s my job to call each of them to my office in turn to break the news.” Tears are streaming down my poor husband’s face. He’s a good man and I can totally see why having to do something like this would destroy him. “I even had to fire Dan Walker, you remember, the guy who named his first-born son Doug in my honor after I hired him.” He collapses on the second step so I sit beside him to offer comfort.

      “Oh, there-there, maybe things will pick up and you can hire him back?”

      “Perhaps.” He nods and sniffs back a full sinus of mucus. “I think I’ll just have dinner and head for bed, if you don’t mind.”
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        * * *

      

      We eat and Doug heads for bed, which means that finally I’m able to settle down in the office with a cup of coffee.

      It doesn’t take long to find that video from when I’m able to study it with some careful scrutiny. The footage is not exactly perfect, the street lighting is intermittent and there’s a trashcan and at least three individuals in the way, but it could indeed be argued that my husband is cowering for his own safety whilst his beloved is descended on by a homeless guy with who knows what intent.

      “I don’t know,” I sigh and take another gulp from my cup. All I can do is give him the benefit of the doubt because what choice do I have? I love him.

      There are other interesting things to note from the video, something I already suspect and which a commenter also says, ‘That nigger just angry because the vagrant wrecked his lunch.’ Hmm, there might be some truth to this, and yet Antonne has the gall to hold me and Doug responsible for what might happen to him?

      “He’s just looking for a scapegoat.” Because he’s not decent enough to accept responsibility for his own actions, I mean, did he really have to smack the man’s head against the car a total of twelve times, did he? “Bastard.”

      Searching for Antonne Armstrong, I’m immediately left astonished by the number of web pages that exist for this guy. His Wikipedia page is long and I discover that he’s one of the top-rated heavyweight fighters in the UFC with an impressive record of twenty-five wins and zero defeats.

      “Oh, my God!” I don’t know whether to laugh or cry.

      I scroll down the page to where his manager is quoted. “What we have here is one of the greats, a future champion without question … if only he can stay out of prison long enough to realize his dream.”

      “Prison?” My heart’s pounding so hard it hurts. “What for?”

      I keep scrolling and find details of his imprisonment for “aggravated assault!” I yelp the words. “Antonne Armstrong was sentenced to serve five years for breaking the arms of his former trainer following a dispute over money. Armstrong served only one year before being released on parole.” The dates are given and I do the math in my head. He was released one year ago, which means that should his parole conditions be broken, he’d have to serve out the rest of his sentence in prison. I wasn’t sure if that meant three or four years, though one thing I could be absolutely certain about was that the prospect of returning to prison would be blamed on us. “And who knows what he’d be capable of?”

      The coffee shivers in the mug as I bring it to my mouth but by now it’s gone cold. I glance out the window and find, to my surprise, that it’s now dark.

      “Concentrate.”

      I watch the video of his most recent fight. The weigh-in shows him staring down a much larger, yet less well-defined white opponent. Antonne’s prison-sculpted body and tribal tattoos make him look like one of the worst badasses on the planet. The fight starts with a few blocked punches before Antonne skillfully ducks an elbow, pivots his opponent and places the larger man in an excruciating neck and arm hold that puts him straight to sleep. Antonne wins the fight in a matter of seconds to rapturous applause.

      Researching further, there are articles about car crashes, assaults, parties, destroying hotel rooms, and flings with an incredible string of stunning models. Gosh, but even Jessica Maynard is an ex, who was only rated America’s hottest girl 2021, and it’s even speculated that the baby she’s presently carrying is his, even if the two are no longer on speaking terms.

      I feel a raging jealousy pulsing through my veins, and that I can’t explain, or don’t want to. “This is so wrong,” I almost cry into my cold coffee.

      Finally, there’s an article dated only yesterday and which no doubt prompted his visit to my studio. “After recent video footage of the incident emerged, Armstrong’s alleged victim, Gerald Sanderson, an Iraq war veteran now homeless and who following the incident spent six weeks in a coma, has filed a suit for damages totaling $25 million, a sum which encompasses almost the entirety of the number 1 ranked fighter’s extremely hard-won fortune. But worse news for the top contender is still looming on the horizon because losing this suit would also signify a breach of parole conditions, which would necessarily mean a return to prison to see out the remainder of his lengthy term for aggravated assault. Additionally, this would almost certainly constitute the end of Armstrong’s glittering career.”

      My body, it’s completely numb. What ever can I—we—do to get out of this?

      There’s a knock at the door and I quickly turn off the screen. When I look up, Doug’s standing there in his underwear, his belly overhanging his waistband considerably. “Darling, it’s late, come to bed.”

      I nod and head up there, and no sooner than we both crash to the mattress I’m flinging my underwear across the room, wrapping a hand around Doug’s dick and feeling it grow.

      “Darling, you’re crushing me.”

      “Shut up,” I hiss and clamber atop him, and then I’m closing my eyes and imagining being filled by Antonne, his dark meat pumping inside of me and stretching my tunnel to its very limits before releasing his superior seed that would signify the germination in my womb of offspring far stronger than anything I could ever hope to conceive with Doug. I cry out as my body’s overtaken by orgasm and Doug squirts his wad inside my cunt.

      His body goes limp and his lips reveal an expression of smug satisfaction as I collapse at his side.
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      Kelly and I are at The Campbell, one of the city’s most upmarket bars, enjoying a few drinks to celebrate closing out Series 3, not that there’s any time to rest as filming on the fourth season is set to commence as early as next week, sigh.

      I hold up my mojito to make a toast. “To another finished season of this appalling drama series.” We clink glasses and sip the minty cocktail.

      “And hopes that our ratings remain in the toilet where they belong,” Kelly adds.

      I squint. “Oh, please tell me we enjoyed at least a small bump after the shenanigans last month?”

      She pretends to yawn. “Maybe a few thousand to see what all the fuss was about but very few who’ve stayed the course a month after that silly video brought us all so much free publicity.” Typical Kelly, she makes a cheeky show of glancing down at my breasts in this red cocktail dress I’m wearing before saying, “I keep telling Jacob to put you in more revealing outfits like this.”

      I playfully slap her shoulder. “You’d better be lying, you horrible person.”

      “Hey, I might joke about how awful this thing is but I still want it to succeed as much as anyone else,” she places her hands on the undersides of my globes and gives them a gentle lift, “and if flaunting these won’t achieve that then I can’t think of anything else that will.” Her hands are still there. “Jesus fucking Christ, girl, these bazookas have got some crazy weight.”

      “Try spending your life carrying them around everywhere you go.” I flex my spine. “Say, you don’t happen to know a good chiropractor?”

      She almost splutters mojito all over the table. “It’s good having my old friend back.”

      My face turns serious. “I must admit, it was a bit of a scare but hopefully, fingers crossed, that’s all he wanted to do, in which case it’s mission accomplished. Hopefully now I’ll never see Antonne Armstrong ever again and it’s all over.” Apart from using his image in my head every time I’m having sex with my husband, that is. It’s not ideal, I admit that, but at least it’s harmless; nothing wrong with a little mental stimulation every now and then to keep the fires burning. No, my guess is that either the suit against Antonne’s been dropped, he’s gotten into a fight with the wrong person or he’s back in jail probably where he belongs. Heck, maybe he’s forgotten all about me and moved onto harassing this Gerald Sanderson guy who, let’s face it, is where any blame ought to be pinned. So, all things considered, it looks like the end of Series 3 isn’t the only reason to celebrate tonight.

      Kelly bites her bottom lip and stirs her hips against the leather seat. “Damn fucking shame though, if you ask me.” Her body literally shivers. “I don’t know…”

      “Know what?”

      “I, um, I reckon I could forgive a man like that the odd transgression. That’s all.”

      “Kelly!” I tut.

      She holds up a defensive hand. “Well what else would you expect from ex-con, soon-to-be UFC Heavyweight Champion Antonne Armstrong?” She nudges me in the ribs. “All the crazy shit that’s bound to happen around him, maybe even the occasional black eye—no, no, don’t interrupt—all I’m saying is that it comes with the territory and should be expected, and that maaaaaybe I could forgive certain things, is all.”

      I shake my head, very disappointed. “You’d even forgive his philandering? Because he’s notorious for it.”

      “Girl,” she doesn’t even hesitate, “to get close to him, he’s welcome to have as many affairs as he wants.”

      I cover my eyes and shake my head. “You are incorrigible.”

      “Says you, my dear.”

      My hands move away from my eyes. “Excuse me?”

      Her face clams up because she’s regretting having said that. “Nothing, I’m sorry.”

      “No,” I insist, “what were you going to say.”

      She exhales. “It’s just that, we’ve all seen the video, girl, and, well,” she stutters, “it clearly shows you with your arms around each other. In fact, if I didn’t know any better, it kind of, um, it kind of looks like you were enjoying it—just a little … and who wouldn’t,” she’s quick to tack on because clearly she wants to bumble into an even deeper hole for herself, “I mean, for a few seconds you were the luckiest girl in the world.” She picks up her drink. “There, I said it. Happy now?”

      “Kelly,” my eyebrows pull together, “the only thing I was enjoying was not getting mugged or worse.”

      “I know, I know,” she concedes, “sorry, and when he stormed into the studio you handled that as well as anybody could be expected under the circumstances.” It’s as close to an apology as I’ll get. Situation successfully diffused and all is right again with the world. “Ugh, too much mojito, I think.”

      “Yes,” I nod, relieved.

      After a pause, during which she’s giving me a look with a raised eyebrow, she finally says, “and from the way he was grabbing your buns, I’d say he definitely wants to…”

      “I’m married!” I exclaim. “Can we change the subject, please, he’s gone, and even if Antonne Armstrong was here, it still wouldn’t matter.” I shake my head. “You want to know what I think?”

      “What?”

      “I think you’ve been single for so long that it’s gone to what’s left of your brains.”

      She gives a concessionary nod. “I can’t deny that I’m in bad need of some good cock, and the bigger and blacker the better.”

      I ignore that last part and glance around the bar. “There’s got to be someone better than him out tonight.” The Campbell is known to attract some of the most eligible bachelors around, and it’s Friday night. I point towards the VIP section. “You see over there? If that table doesn’t scream wealthy lawyer then I don’t know what does.”

      “Ugh, no thanks, I know plenty of that type from college.” She takes one look at them and scrunches up her nose. “Though it’s a pity I never used my law degree considering that right now, Antonne’s in some serious need of representation.” Damn her, she’s gone completely mushy brained over this guy.

      “Are you seriously still…”

      “All I’m saying is that if Antonne’s in trouble with the law then perhaps I could help, you know, get him off,” she says with a smirk.

      My head jerks back in shock. “Kelly!”

      She shakes her head. “I’m sorry, but if you ever see him again, tell him he can take my prima facial evidence any day.”

      I slap her on the arm. “You are unspeakable.”

      “You’re right, you’re right,” she holds up her hands, “best make that his huge subpoenas.”

      “Kelly,” I pick up my drink, “will you stop,” and down it in one because things around here are getting kind of hot and I really need to cool down.

      She’s scrutinizing me. “I can tell now you’re thinking about it.”

      “No, I’m not.”

      She bumps me with her shoulder. “Yes, you are, you never clam up and turn this red on the rare occasion you ever talk about Doug.”

      “I’m not talking about anyone. It’s you doing all the talking.”

      “But you’re thinking about it.”

      “About what,” I can only ask incredulously.

      She gives me a face. “His huge black dick, of course.”

      “What?” I screech. “How do you even…”

      “Oh, come on, it’s hardly a secret.” Again, she does that weird hip stirring thing against her seat and the leather squeaks obscenely. The pervert’s not even aware she’s doing it. “Why do you think his ring shorts are always so baggy?”

      “I wouldn’t know or even care.”

      She makes that face again, like she’s speaking with a halfwit. Talk about projection. “Luckily, thanks to the wonders of the internet, we have confirmation.” She brings out her cell and I fear that for whatever reason she’s about to show me some obscene image but instead she merely begins reading from an article, which I guess I can sit and take. “It’s written by that bitch, Jessica Maynard. I’ll spare you the zeds, which is most of it, and get straight to the juice.” She clears her throat. “‘I can confirm the rumors with regards a certain appendage happen to be true, and let me tell you that it took a great deal of time and tears getting used to it.’” Kelly’s fist unconsciously clenches. “Always hated her. Fucking skinny bitch! I’ll show her how to take…”

      “Kelly!”

      “Alright,” she shakes her head, “you’re boring tonight.”

      “And you’ve had too much to drink.”

      She finishes her mojito. “Just warming up, girl.” She ignores me briefly to toggle through her cell. “Oh, hello, what’s this?”

      This is beginning to get ridiculous. “What now?” Truth is I was hoping to discuss with her arranging a meal out with the cast at my brother-in-law’s restaurant, which by the way Doug has sunk no less than a quarter of a million dollars into that we can’t afford. Perhaps if we could get a tabloid interested, maybe a viral post on social media, we could stop this thing going under and our savings with it but instead all Kelly’s interested in is Antonne Armstrong’s stupid appendage so it looks like that conversation’s not happening.

      “Considering everything, please tell me you follow a certain badass cage fighter on Instagram?” This sounds ominous and now she has my attention.

      I shake my head. “Actually, no I do not.”

      She rolls her eyes and shows me her screen. “Look!”

      I gasp. “Oh, my God!” Because it looks like earlier today Antonne posted a news headline stating that the suit is going ahead. I swipe left and the next post shows a second headline stating that with this latest news, Antonne’s finally been dropped by his biggest sponsor, who up until now had been giving him the benefit of the doubt, and losing them has cost him several million dollars per year. “I…I guess it’s best I know this, I suppose, but it’s still been a full month since he succeeded so well intimidating me back on set.” The way my friend is nodding offers encouragement. I continue, “so he’s forgotten all about me by now, right? Surely.” It’s probably wishful thinking but I have to believe my words because what choice is there? I suddenly need alcohol and reach for my drink but discover it’s empty. “Oh, drat, it’s…erm…it’s my turn, I’ll get the next…”

      “Excuse me, madams,” it’s the waiter holding a bottle of champagne, “with compliments from the gentleman beside the piano.”

      “Oh,” at least this raises my spirits a little and saves me a trip, “how wonderful, tell him,” I glance across to where the waiter gestures and see Antonne Armstrong sitting back in a sofa, one foot propped on the opposing knee with each arm draped around a stunning blonde. In contrast to both other times we’ve met, he’s now wearing a dapper suit and I can’t tell a lie, but the man looks scintillating, and neither can there be any mistaking the fact we’re now regarding each other from across the entire length of the bar.

      “Holy fuck,” Kelly begins as the leather upholstery makes that obscene squeaking sound again, “is that really…”

      “I’ll deal with him,” I briefly twist around on my friend, “stay here,” I have to say in a tone that can leave no room for misinterpretation and striding away before she has a chance to complain. My legs wobble as I approach, my eyes set on him with an expression I hope he won’t misinterpret for anything but all business, because that’s what I mean right now.

      He overtly ogles me in the same manner I’ve come to expect. “Damn,” he whistles obnoxiously, “why your ass always look so fine.” Who speaks to me like that?

      If I might have expected his bimbos to be annoyed at the way he’s being lecherous towards another woman, I’d be very wrong. Evidently they feel so blessed to be allowed in his company that they’re permitting this and probably a whole lot more. One of the women looks like a twenty-one-year-old Taylor Swift, the other like a slightly more tasteful Pamela Anderson in her prime, and I hate the fact I feel only raging jealousy towards them both. Taylor Swift especially is pressing herself against him like she’s addicted and can’t wait to get out of here. Champagne bottles litter the table.

      I will my eyes to remain cold and steely. “Are you following me?” Let’s see how he denies this.

      “Bitch, when it’s my money on the line, there are no lengths I’m not willing to go.” His response astonishes me, that he’s openly admitting to—perhaps stalking’s not the right word, at least not for now—but pursuing me, certainly. Damn, but his suit is cut so perfectly that every hard muscle is devastatingly accentuated even through the cloth.

      I’m in danger of causing a scene and neither do I particularly wish to be seen in a bar talking to a man who’s not my husband; the fact he’s black has absolutely nothing to do with it, as I place my hands on the table and lean slowly closer. “Now you listen to me,” I concentrate on giving a determined delivery, hard eye to hard eye, whilst ignoring the fact my breasts are hanging and exposed right in front of his nose, “I’m going to visit the lady’s room,” why is it bothering me that he’s ignoring my most prized assets? “and when I get back, please don’t be here.” I don’t even wait for a response before striding away towards the back of the bar.

      “Hey, nobody tells Antonne Armstrong what to do,” is what I think I hear through the hubbub.

      When I arrive I find myself checking my hair, which because today on set it was allowed out of my trademark plait ponytail, it’s instead hanging loose and shiny halfway down my back. My skin is crystal clear and pale of shade typical to blondes. My eyes are of the purest blue, my nose is small and my lips are long, narrow and naturally of a very deep red. In contrast to most women, and indeed men in my industry, I’m one hundred percent natural, having never had cosmetic surgery of any kind. Throughout my life, when in my presence, I’ve witnessed more men walking into street lights and trashcans than I could ever hope to count, I’ve been propositioned by directors, producers, A-list actors, and at least one Arab sheik has offered my then fiancé $5 million for one weekend alone with me on his yacht. Antonne though…

      No, Antonne’s different. Antonne’s the only man who’s never lost his senses in my company and it’s bothering me immensely. No, in fact, not only is he not losing his wits over me but I’m losing my wits over him.

      I gaze again in the mirror and notice my cheeks are flushed. “He’d better not be there when I get back.” I hate him.

      I exit the lady’s room and jerk suddenly at the sight of Antonne leaning against the wall chatting to some leggy redhead, not even one of the girls in his entourage, which checks me. Not only did he not leave this place as I demanded but he’s followed me towards the back.

      He shoos the woman away and without saying a word, grabs my elbow and pulls me inside the disabled toilet, closing the door behind us and applying the lock.

      For a moment I’m lost for words and from the look of his smug expression, he’s enjoying it. “What…what do you think you’re doing?” I finally manage to stammer.

      He struts closer, one of the world’s most dangerous men, and never before have I felt so small and vulnerable. “Bitch, don’t pretend you haven’t dreamed of being alone with me.”

      I turn away very sheepish and instantly know I’ve given the game up, which I hate because it’s not like Antonne’s ego wasn’t big enough already.

      He laughs. “See. I knew it.” In contrast to both other times we’ve met, now he doesn’t smell quite like he’s spent the last few hours knocking around his sparring partner, in fact I’d say his aura’s intoxicating.

      I try to stand straight in an effort to look defiant, but who am I kidding? Antonne Armstrong has me alone in a locked bathroom and, let’s face it, how often do disabled people even use these things? Nobody’s coming to rescue me and to be honest, I can’t say for sure if that’s even what I want. I meet his eye. “You’re on probation, don’t forget, for putting your trainer in hospital.” I try to make it sound like a threat, like I’m willing to go to the cops if he so much as touches me again, but all he does is smile.

      Indeed, he’s not worried in the slightest because in response he steps closer and places both hands against the wall either side of my head as the dark brown of his irises penetrate me with something between hostility, curiosity, outright desire and something else I can’t even begin to perceive. “Sounds like somebody’s been looking me up.” His grin stretches further, revealing several gold teeth towards the back of his mouth.

      “What do you want?” My breathing cadence has increased, my breasts pushing up and down with every inhalation and yet still, he’s not so much as even glanced down at my prizes. I remember all those other women. He can have any woman he wants. I’m nothing to him. “I can still see if Ken can…”

      “I already told you, fuck Ken!” He leans even closer to my trembling body. “I told you, I’m holding you and your limp-dicked white pussy of a husband accountable for what happens to me.” He backs away and, once again, in a flash it’s like he’s changed persona and now he’s even graver than ever. “As of today, I just lost my biggest sponsor…”

      “I’m really sorry…”

      “Seven million dollars a year … for the next three years … locked in … signed and sealed … delivered … seven times three … bitch … that’s twenty-one million fucking dollars … American … you and your weak, pussy, ass bitch of a husband have cost me.” A ferocious grunt emanates from somewhere deep inside of him. “Now…”

      “Yes?”

      “What I want to know is, bitch, how are you and Doug intending to make restitution?”

      I gulp down a sharp intake of musky, manly air. “I, um, we don’t have that kind of money…”

      “Didn’t think you would.” His hand slides down the wall and grabs my ass. “Then maybe I get reimbursed some other ways.” His words force the air from me, even as my mind floods with images of Antonne pushing inside of me right here, in this place. How might he possibly feel, his body against mine?

      “You’re…why, you’re no better than the man who attacked me,” I say defiantly, even as I push my ass against his hand. “Why did you even bother saving me?”

      He presses his crotch against mine and I feel what might easily be a tree limb twitching from within his expertly tailored pants. “What kind of nigger would pass up the opportunity to beat up on some white guy for free?” His lips move to my neck and he takes a deep breath of my scent, making the tree limb pulse as it’s no doubt even now engorging with blood. “At least I thought it was free but turns out it’s—you’re—costing me big.” His lips are right against my neck, making his already deep voice even harder to understand. There can, however, be no misunderstanding his body, his intent. His fingers sink harder into my ass. “This thing worth what you already cost?” The heat from his breath causes me to shiver. “You wanna go running back to your little friend?”

      I do and I don’t, but I must. Is he letting me go or toying with me? In the end it doesn’t matter because he takes my hesitation as an invitation to continue, or maybe I shake my head because the urge to remain here, with Antonne, is stronger than anything I’ve ever felt in my life.

      “That’s whut I thought.” And then he slides his hand beneath my skirt, up the inside of my thigh, moving aside the crotch of my underwear and slips a finger inside.

      I buckle against him completely, surrendering myself totally. “Antonne…”

      He delves all the way inside of me, his skin rough and calloused, until his knuckle prevents him from going any further. “Yeah, I bet your husband’s dick don’t even feel like this but I know you want me bad, you no lying to me, not anymore, not when I see the way you thrust your tits in front of me the way you do, not when your little pink pussy is this wet for me. Nah, cuz this tells Antonne all he need to know. That’s right, move against me this way, cuz you thinking of something bigger, ain’t you, you thinking about what Antonne’s packing, if all the rumors about him be true, and I know you been looking that up too.”

      My head is swirling so much that I barely catch his words. What I do know is that he could do whatever he wants to me and I’d be powerless to stop him, even if I wanted, which I don’t think I do, and that I’m left both reeling and despondent the moment he withdraws his finger, but that I’m also filled with an anxiety-filled contradictory combination of both fear and lust when he unbuckles his belt and lowers his zipper. His pants fall to the ground, he thrusts a hand inside his underwear and tugs himself free. I don’t get to see his manhood because he’s already hooking his elbows underneath my knees and pinning me against the wall, and the truth is that things are so foggy right now that I couldn’t be certain my mind wouldn’t be playing tricks on me anyway. What I do experience, to the absolute fullest, is how it feels when he parts my lips.

      “Ugh…fuck…yeah, damn, you tell me you still a virgin and I probably believe it.” He bites into his bottom lip and his arms tremble as he pushes forwards. “Ughh, yeah, there we go, baby, just like that, we break you in proper now, first time you ever had a nigger, I bet, well you think of nothing else after this.”

      My arms are around his neck, my back arching, breasts thrusting forwards against his face, his nose stuffed down my cleavage, my ankles locked tight around the small of his back as he pushes slowly in and out of me, my pussy muscles gripping tight around him like it was life or death. This feels nothing like Doug, nothing at all. I had a couple other boyfriends at drama school. Stephen was of a similar size to Doug, although that relationship didn’t last too long but Harry and I had lasted for over a year. I remember once remarking that when I got him excited he looked like a decent-sized half-peeled banana. Harry later went on to become one of America’s most desirable actors, but he felt nothing like this, like his size was forcing my body to accept what it’s not built for.

      My nails dig into Antonne’s back as I’m overtaken by the most intense orgasm I’ve ever felt. I’ve experienced them before, of course, even with Doug, though recently that’s only because I’ve been thinking of a certain somebody else in order to bring it on. Now, with Antonne, only this time for real, I’m completely unprepared for the strength and depth of this climax as I continue bucking against him until he wrings every last shiver out from my body.

      “Yeah, that’s right, I knew you’d enjoy feeling me inside of you.” It’s not a position that allows for easy full penetration but he widens my legs a little further, allowing him for the first time to root.

      “Ooooh,” my breasts push harder against his face.

      “Fuck, yeah,” his body begins to clench, “ugh, I feel it coming, you one lucky woman. I hold you close like this so my seed goes all the way up inside. Maybe you let Dougie-boy clean me out later with his tongue. I bet he’d like that…ugh…here it comes. For what you about to receive, ugh.” For a second, his entire body turns rigid, and then commences bucking as he releases jet after hot, thick, sticky jet of black seed into my deepest recesses, each ejaculation noticeably greater in volume than what Doug’s capable of producing in two or three entire orgasms. The sensation brings on another climax from myself, my fucking second! which has never happened in my entire life, as my body works, conspires, frantically to pull Antonne’s baby-making ingredients where nature wants them, although thank God I have that covered, perish the thought.

      When he’s spent, he pulls out and lowers me gently to the tiles, and immediately I feel a draft float up inside the gaping hole left behind from his size, which has never happened before and it causes me to shiver. Remarkably, and despite the wide chasm, I’m not losing any of the considerable gift he’s left behind, which only makes me question how far up he’s shot that stuff.

      Antonne backs away, enabling me to finally see what I’ve just been impaled by, and I note the way his manhood hangs at a lower angle than any other I’ve seen, despite being so hard. Is this unique to him or is it like this with all black guys? Or maybe it’s because he’s so large? Wow, did I really just take all that? Hard to believe.

      “Like whut you see, huh?” He sounds almost lightheaded as he packs himself away and jerks his considerable jaw to indicate the spot I’m worried he might possibly have just changed forever. What if my husband feels a difference down there, that I don’t grip him the same way as before. “Don’t worry, Louise,” he calls me by my name for the first time, which is interesting, “you won’t widen after one fuck in a bathroom so he won’t know.” It’s astonishing that he knows what I was concerned about, though maybe it’s because he’s had this conversation with other women, with other mens’ wives. He appears to almost lose balance and reaches out for the wall. “Not unless you tell, which you won’t. They never do. But one fuck, tight and juicy and white as you be, still ain’t worth $21 million, so maybe one day I come back for some more of your sweet ass.” Right, because things can still get worse considering he could well end up going back to prison.

      I really don’t know what to make of any of this; the fact I just had sex with Antonne Armstrong in the bathroom of a busy bar, that apparently I’m now an adulteress, that Antonne’s actually being uncharacteristically sweet, or at least what passes for sweet where he’s concerned, and that I should likely expect to see him again at some point in the future, after all, nothing’s changed about his situation, in fact things could still get worse for him.

      Antonne swoons down onto the toilet seat.

      “Are you alright?” I finish hitching down my dress and touch him on the shoulder, which is not very intimate considering what we’ve just done together. I’m not sure if I regret it. I mean, I do and I don’t. On one hand, I’ve just cheated on the man I love. On the other, it was completely fucking mind-blowing.

      He closes his eyes and nods. “It’s nothing. I get like this after sex, is all.” He places a large, dangerous hand over his forehead, like you do when you have a headache. “All that blood leaving my head to go other places … leaves me dizzy, is all.”

      “Antonne,” I say flat, trying to sound serious.

      He exhales. “Yeah.”

      “This is the end of it now.” My hand clenches. “You’ve … we’ve done the unthinkable. Surely now this is the end of the matter.”

      “Need aspirin.” He pinches at the skin atop his nose. “And that depends, don’t it.” His voice is so low and quiet that I have to get close and concentrate in order to comprehend him. “They come after me, I come after you, until all’s square with the universe.” He’s looking down at the tiles, shaking his head but looks up suddenly and pops his knuckles. “Or maybe I extract payment from your husband?”

      I gasp. “No!”

      “That’s whut I thought.” A smile cracks on his face. “They all say that. You be just like all the rest, wanting some more of my nigger seed inside of you but saying otherwise for appearances.”

      I move away from him. “No, I don’t.”

      He laughs and then holds his head from the pain. “You say this now but we’ll see what you be thinking later on, maybe in a month from now, maybe in a week, who knows, after your little dicked husband tries to satisfy you and can’t, and then I turn up out of the blue. We’ll see what you do then.” He points to the door. “Now go back to your little friend.”

      My eyes widen.

      Shit, Kelly!

      I’d forgotten all about her.
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      “Have you finished with the Indiana Jeans file?”

      Laqueta regards me like a piece of shit trampled beneath her shoe. “Fuck you, dog, I’m ready wit it when it done, homey.” That I even have to humor this ridiculous negress anywhere in America is testament to how far we’ve sunk as a nation, never mind in a prestigious fucking accountancy with important clients all over the state.

      I make the mistake of inhaling and take in what’s almost certainly an abundance of coconut oil infused with fried chicken. “There’s no need to speak to me like that, you know I have projects I can’t start until you’ve finished with yours.”

      She grabs a hole punch off her desk and hurls it at me from across the room, luckily missing by only a few inches but the plastic casing separates and I get covered with the confetti from a thousand documents. “Whatcha gon’ do, Doug? Threaten to habs me fired?”

      I almost choke on the dust wafting about my head. “It’s your office you’re fouling with these lousy antics,” not to mention the stench, “and look, you’ve damaged Carrington property.”

      “Bitch, I just get another from supplies and the cleaners are pay to tidy up after my shit.”

      I’m gazing with lust at a large bronze bust of Martin Luther King atop the filing cabinet, not because I have any fondness for the man, no, but because I’m seriously thinking about using it to cave in her skull. “We’ve all been told we have to reduce our consumption and here you are wasting…”

      She sends an ashtray full of cigarette butts hurtling at me and I’m struck on the chest. “And before you say anything, I open the fucking window.”

      I thrash at the mess the cunt has made of my best suit. “That doesn’t matter. Smoking in the workplace is illegal in the state of New York.” That bust is looking more tempting than ever.

      “Fuck you, dog,” she heaves herself up and begins waddling over, “yeah, that’s it, run, bitch! And stay outta my office.”

      I spend the next forty-five minutes squatting in a locked cubicle seething. “There’s got to be something I can do about that lesbian negress cunt whore bitch.” I want her dead. Painfully dead. I want to throttle her with my own hands and grin down at her from above as the life slowly drains from those dead, soulless eyes.

      I remember my two o’clock meeting with Howard so finish up, straighten my tie and apply a few damp paper towels to my jacket. When I enter his office he tells me to sit.

      “You’re looking disheveled, Doug, relax, can I get you a drink?” He’s offering the good stuff, scotch, the real deal.

      “Kind of hard to relax considering…” I gesture to one of the glasses he’s filled. “Thanks.”

      “Well, hopefully our ongoing saga can be resolved today,” his tone gives nothing away, “one way or another.”

      I rub the back of my neck.

      He leans forward in his seat. “Seriously, is something the matter?”

      I’m being bullied by a quota-hire negress. “I have a lot of work to do.”

      “Good,” there’s a genuine smile there, “and don’t think your contribution’s gone unnoticed, we’re aware of the effort you put in.”

      “So!” It’s a definite statement. Who knew one little word could hold so much power? And I hope too that it sounds like a threat, like perhaps if I don’t get what I want I’ll leave.

      His fingers link together. “So.” Ooh, that sounds equally threatening and his smile fades. “We have a bit of a situation.”

      My hand finds its way into my hair and Howard’s kind enough to stay silent about the avalanche of small white paper circles that cascade down to contrast against my suit that smells of cigarettes, which I absolutely abhor. I continue burying my head, trying not to cry in front of my boss.

      Howard sees I’m too upset to speak. “Tell me, Doug, what would you seek to change if we make you partner?”

      I look up and blink away the tears. “I would cut costs, urgently, outsource some of our more labor-intensive tasks to the Philippines but most of all, day one I’d fire some of the dead weight we’ve accumulated around here.”

      He hums, which gives me the impression he agrees. “About that…”

      “Yes?”

      “Unfortunately, these days, firing someone isn’t quite so easy as handing them their pink slip.” He smiles sadly. “Certain—how can I say—minorities are protected.”

      “But surely the company’s survival comes first and…”

      “You see, Doug, an ever-growing proportion of our income these days is coming from government agencies—oh, there’s so many of them, don’t even get me started—and most of them are mere excuses to give yet more of these protected minorities something to do with themselves but,” he shows his opened palms, “here we are and damned if there’s anything I can do about it, but I shouldn’t have to tell you that our continuing to receive these government contracts is dependent on our meeting certain criteria.”

      “Is this your way of telling me I won’t be able to fire Laqueta?”

      “Doug,” he pauses and it’s the most awful wait of my entire life, “this is my way of telling you that we’ve decided to make Laqueta partner instead.”

      “What?” I’m so shocked, so stunned and so completely appalled that what I think I heard from the old man is not what he actually just said. I tug at my ear. “I’m sorry, can you repeat that, please?”

      “You heard, Doug!”

      Moments pass in silence while I attempt to process this abominable news. “I…I already told my wife that I’ve been made partner…” I bought a fucking Lamborghini, a new house in Bayside Heights and there’s the impending vacation to Europe.

      His head snaps back. “Well, that was a damn fucking stupid thing to do, wasn’t it? Why on earth would you ever do such a thing?”

      I shake my head. “You…you’ve met her, why do you think?”

      “I can’t even begin to imagine.”

      “Oh, come on! It’s really fucking obvious!”

      “Humor me.”

      I stare into my hands and the tears stream down my face. “You’ve seen her and look at me. I have to…I have to offer her something.” The day I met Louise when I arrived at her drama school to collect those files, I knew then that she was it for me, that I’d never love another girl, I’d do anything to have her and damn the consequences. That day I’d arrived in a clapped-out Ford but the week after, when I returned for the next meeting, I was driving a brand new Porsche—rented, of course—but she didn’t have to know that. The thing is that when you look like the stereotypical accountant and you’re dating an Anna Kournikova clone except with breasts five times the size, you kind of have to spend some money to ensure she doesn’t go astray; jewelry, vacations, cars, shares in fancy new restaurants, oh, and the wedding! Since then I’ve been faking it with inheritances, loans from friends, the occasional bit, shall we say, of clever accounting, and a whole lot of shifting debt from one maxed-out credit card to another. It was all under control, though, because I’ve worked myself to the fucking bone for this accountancy in the expectation of one day soon making partner, from which point I could quite easily pay off all my debts and cover up any minor crimes I might have committed.

      Suddenly, I’m standing and bearing over Howard at his desk. “Laqueta? Are you completely fucking serious? She can’t even count, which is kind of a fundamental skill when you’re a fucking accountant, don’t you think?”

      “Sit down, Doug, please, I’m fully aware of Laqueta’s shortcomings but that’s not the point.”

      “Not the point?” And now my side parting’s come all out of place.

      He brings his hand down hard upon three files resting on his desk and in the light I catch the dust that clouds up from them. “Amy’s Winehouse, Darth Vapor and Bruiser Bentley’s Ball Breaking BBQ Boutique, the sum total of five years of Laqueta’s labors, not one of which actually exist in real life.” He smirks in a way I have no idea what to make of. “And as for Indiana Jeans…” he tips back and laughs, “Doug, how stupid are you? How stupid do you think I am?”

      “Sir?”

      Howard picks up the files and tosses them in the trash. “You really think I’m letting Laqueta anywhere near any of our real fucking clients? Remember when she thought New York City was in the state of Chicago?” He sighs. “Alas, the cost of doing business in America today.”

      “Howard…” I shake my head, “what…”

      “Don’t worry, those clients don’t actually exist?” He has to repeat himself on that point because it’s so unbelievable.

      I blink. “They…they don’t?”

      “Of course not.” He waves my concern away. “They’re all randomly generated firms from some Bolivian training software.”

      My mouth is hanging ajar. “Why?”

      “Is she even in the building today? Does she ever come in? Who cares? Because I certainly don’t.”

      “But why, Howard?”

      He shrugs as though it’s obvious. “We didn’t have anyone like her and she ticks all the right boxes, hence we get fat government contracts and can remain in business.” The wily old bastard twiddles his thumbs. “You have a job all thanks to her, we all do, so what do you make of that?”

      “Ok.” My head is shaking of its own accord. “But make her a fucking partner? Are you mad? First thing she’ll do is up her pay, cut her hours…”

      “Good!”

      “She’ll implement mandatory sensitivity training.”

      “Nobody pays any attention to that crap.”

      “It’s expensive.”

      “We’re fucking accountants, Doug, it’s a write-off.”

      I snap my fingers. “She’ll hire more like her.”

      That makes him take heed, alright, because he straightens in his seat with eyes wide. “Ah, now, there are checks and balances against things like that.”

      “She’ll charge her weaves to the company credit card.” I’m literally shaking with rage, it’s all so much to take, the injustice, where this dumb fucking country’s heading. I work myself to the fucking bone only to be passed over for this dumb cunt lesbian negress who keeps stealing my parking spot. The lies I’ve had to tell Louise all because of Laqueta, that I was broken from firing a dozen colleagues when in actual fact this cunt had stolen my cell and made me beg for it back in front of the cute catering lady.

      Howard looks at me straight on. “The bottom line is she’s our box-ticking accountant, Doug, and I use the term loosely, of course, but if you think her being in such a position is advantageous to us now then you should see what happens when we promote her to the board.” He rubs his thumb and fingers together to indicate loads of money before falling silent again for my opinion on the matter now that I’ve been let in on certain secrets.

      “I don’t know what to make of it all other than it’s terribly unfair and not meritocratic in the slightest.”

      He balks. “Meritocratic? America stopped being a meritocracy many decades ago so why shouldn’t those with half an actual brain take advantage of a crumbling system and a dying country while we still can?”

      “I understand, sure,” I shake my head, “but I still think it’s terribly unfair and it doesn’t solve the horrendous position you’ve put me in.”

      “Indeed,” he nods, strangely agreeing with me, “and if only there was something we could do to fix the situation to favor us both, or perhaps even take further advantage of it, all at the same time.”

      I throw up my hands. “Who knows.”

      He spends an unsettling amount of time studying me. “How badly do you want to be made partner?” There’s something in his tone, something teasing.

      My eyes widen and I spring forward in my seat. “Very.”

      “And how far are you willing to go?”

      “To the ends of the earth, if need be.”

      His fingers link together. “Doug, can you think of a certain type of, um, individual who, shall we say, ticks even more boxes than Laqueta, who exists in an even more prominent position in the oppression hierarchy than a fat, disabled, lesbian negress?” Someone who’s getting bullied by one.

      My eyes flick up but I’m completely out of ideas here. “There’s nobody.”

      He tosses a magazine onto the table and after a few spins it comes to settle with the title, and some grotesque freak of nature, facing me.

      “You have got to be fucking joking!”

      He shakes his head, serious as a fucking brain tumor.

      If this was some plot from a shit movie then right now I’d pick the magazine up to show the camera but I can’t even bring myself to touch it. “Trans Monthly?” I feel the blood draining from my face. “I think I’m going to be sick.”

      “You did say ‘to the ends of the earth’.” He just doesn’t get it. What’s the point in any of this if by the end of it I’m unable to fuck my wife and have strong, beautiful, intelligent children.

      “Can’t I just stick my arm in the fucking shredder?” I shriek. “That’ll at least make me disabled.”

      “You still wouldn’t be in Laqueta’s league, she’s black, Doug.”

      “You’ve got a fucking answer for everything, haven’t you?” I concede.

      “That’s why I’m the boss.”

      “But you can’t think of anything other than this? I have to hack off my dick and balls?”

      He twitches. “Settle down, Doug, nobody said anything about hacking your dick and balls off.”

      That stops my next complaint. “It…it doesn’t?”

      He shakes his head. “Doug, you’re a masculine-presenting transgendered lesbian.”

      “Say what now?”

      He slaps the tabletop. “A masculine-presenting transgendered lesbian. Say it.”

      “I will not.”

      “Yes, you will.”

      I need a few attempts but eventually I get it, though to what end I can’t imagine. There’s one obvious thing still on my mind. “So I don’t have to get my dick and balls hacked off?”

      He pinches at the skin above his nose and raises his voice. “What part of masculine presenting don’t you understand?” He sighs. “Masculine presenting, which means there’s no need to grow your hair, there’s no need to wear nail varnish, there’s no need to take hormones and there’s certainly no need to hack off your cock and balls.”

      I stroke my chin. “But…but, I like women, in fact, I’m kind of married to one, in case you missed that part.”

      He blows out air, no doubt wondering if he’s dealing with a halfwit who perhaps shouldn’t be on the board after all. “Hence why you’re a lesbian.”

      I laugh at that. Maybe this isn’t the worst plan in the world, as I’d originally thought. “Ok, erm, well, that just leaves the transgendered bit but we’ve already agreed that nobody’s coming anywhere near me with a scalpel, right?”

      “All that means is that on the inside,” he emphasizes the word, “for all intents and purposes, you’re a woman, Doug, and who wants to risk saying anything that might contradict that, huh? Your truth.” He laughs. “It’s certainly not a hill I’d like to die on, that’s for sure. And before you ask, there’s no need to change your pronouns either. All part of being masculine presenting, you see?”

      I laugh again. “But are the authorities really going to fall for this?”

      He shrugs. “Who’s falling for anything? Legally speaking, you’ll be a woman.”

      I squint. “And how is that?”

      He shows his palms. “All you need to do is change one letter on your driving license from ‘M’ to ‘F’ and it’s job done. Just make sure never to vacation in an Islamic country and you’ll be just like a woman, living the rest of your life on easy mode.” He winks playfully. “We get a tranny on the board along with all the goodies that come with it and you, good sir, get to be that tranny on the board, which means an instant pay raise, fast track for future advancement and any embezzling you might happen to commit gets treated with kid gloves.” Presumably, that’s a joke, although it’s not easy to tell. This whole meeting’s been quite bizarre, truth be told.

      “But what will people say, I mean, when they find out I’m a woman.”

      He shrugs. “Well I’m not going to tell anyone, are you?”

      “Absolutely not!”

      A big shit-eating grin spreads upon his face. “Honestly, I didn’t think you’d be anywhere near as easy as this to convince, but pragmatic, realistic men,” he laughs, “can work together to solve any obstacle life throws in our way, right? And just like that, you’ve gone from one of the so-called persecutors, a straight white male, a member of the lowest ranked group in the oppression hierarchy to one of the oppressed, leapfrogging even Laqueta.”

      “And all it cost was my dignity.”

      He doesn’t even bother acknowledging that and instead raises his glass of scotch. “To Carrington’s new partner.”

      I raise mine. “Does this mean I can fire Laqueta?”

      “No!”

      “Shit!”

      “And one final thing…”

      “Yes?”

      “I’ve met your lovely wife, yes, Doug, but more to the point you’ve met mine. Let me give you some important advice you can take to the bank. If you want an easy life, marry an ugly one, they’re far more grateful and that makes them much less trouble.”

      We down our scotch.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 5

          

          
            It’s Who You Know
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      Brad yawns and stretches out his arms across the backseat of his Ford Coupe, or whatever it is. When he’s done his hand comes to land across my shoulders.

      “Hey, Brad, I told you, I don’t put out until the seventeenth date.” I shove him away and fold my arms.

      “Come on, baby doll, let’s pash.” He seems genuine enough and he did dump Brenda Hawthorn to get with me.

      I turn to face him. “Hmmm, ok.” We wrap our arms around each other and commence kissing.

      “Aaaaaaand cut!” Jacob yells from behind the cameras. Kieron’s hand moves for my breast and I’m quick to slap it away.

      “That’s not in the script, you little rat, and you know it.” I move to leave but remember the car’s a prop and can only be opened from the outside. “A little help here?” I call out.

      “Come on, Lou,” my co-star begins, “it’ll be good for our on-screen chemistry and besides…” he pauses.

      “Yes?”

      He gestures to his boner, a slim little thing that’s made a small bump in his jeans. “You really gonna leave me like this?”

      “Ugh,” I bat him away from me and again yell out, “can somebody please open this door.”

      “Well fuck you, you fucking cunt whore,” his raised voice is infused with the stench of chewing gum to mask the cigarettes, “you still using your stupid ‘I’m married’ excuse?”

      “I am married,” I yell whilst wrestling with this stupid handle that doesn’t work.

      “Yeah, right,” he persists, “I bet if I was a stupid, dumb nigger you’d have no qualms about giving me a quick tug.”

      My hand wilts from the handle and I turn slowly around on him before hissing, “excuse me?” I don’t know if it’s the anger in my voice, the glare in my eyes or something else but he backs down.

      “Nothing. Forget it.” He shakes his head. “Just something I…never mind.”

      The props master finally opens the door and I pile out, immediately spotting Kelly talking with Benjamin, the set’s black janitor, and head straight over. “Hey, Kel, can I have a word?”

      “So I’ll see you tonight,” she tells him before linking elbows and dragging me into a corner, “what’s up, girl?”

      I unlink my arm and run a hand down my face. “I’ve just been shooting a scene with Kieron and…”

      She squints. “Kieron?”

      “Brad.”

      “Gotcha.”

      “Anyway, he said something funny just now and I thought it best to see what you thought about it.”

      Her face clams up in a way that suggests she already knows what’s coming. “Ok.”

      “Ugh,” it’s not easy to say so I pause, giving her a chance to confess but when she doesn’t I’m left with no choice but to go through with accusing my best friend of spreading gossip. “He said that if I was a,” I whisper the horrible word into her ear, “then I’d be willing to,” again, I whisper the awfulness into her ear. I’m a lady, you see, or at least that’s what I’ve always thought myself to be.

      “Ok,” is all Kelly says and I see this is not going to be as easy as I’d hoped, but then what did I expect?

      “You,” I scratch my head, “you’ve not been saying things to people on set, have you?”

      She folds her arms. “Things like what?”

      “Things like I just told you Kieron said.” Honestly, are we going around in circles here? “Kelly, there’s nobody else who saw me at the club with Antonne.”

      She sighs. “I’m sorry,” a tear rolls down her cheek but she’s an actress and can do this on command so I’m not sure how seriously to take this, “I was just upset, is all, and had to get a few things off my chest.”

      “But there’s nothing to get off your chest.” I stamp my foot. “We’ve already had this conversation.” Indeed we have. After leaving that bathroom Friday night, I went straight back to Kelly and managed to make her believe that nothing questionable had happened with Antonne. At least, I thought I had.

      “Girl, where the fuck have you been?” She’d asked from behind several empty glasses.

      I’d rubbed my belly and stuck out my tongue. “You know, I’m not sure that mojito agreed with me.”

      “You were sick?” she’d asked with a skeptical eye.

      I’d run a hand through my hair. “Hence why I’m looking like this.”

      Her eyebrows had pulled closer together. “Does it take half a fucking hour to throw your guts up?” Her hand was literally shaking with rage. “Girl, I saw Antonne fucking Armstrong follow you out back! Which means you told him to follow you so you could fuck each other in the bathroom.”

      “What?” I glance about the bar. “Really? He followed me back there? I haven’t even seen him.”

      Her face. “Don’t even…”

      “Kelly, I haven’t seen him, and even if I had, which I haven’t, but even if I did, I’d tell him to get away from me just like you saw me do when I went over there to confront the man.” That, actually, seemed to get through to her, or so at the time I’d thought, though I’d made sure to talk some more about my mint allergy, and did she know they put mint in mojito? Well, that explains it, Jack, and best not visit the bathroom until somebody’s had chance to call in a clean-up squad. She’d laughed at that, I’d breathed an internal sigh of relief, and thanked God that I’m not half a bad actress myself.

      Neither of us saw Antonne leave, which gave credence to my saying that maybe he’d just left through a back door and hadn’t followed me to the bathroom at all, see, so let’s get out of here ourselves and call it a night.

      Now, I tell her again. “Kelly, we already settled all this.”

      She merely shrugs, which confirms she never believed me in the first place.

      My fist clenches. “Who else other than Kieron have you been spreading this malicious gossip to? Actually,” I hold up my hand to her face, “save it.” It would only be more bullshit so I might as well just assume she’s been speaking with everybody. Why am I still even here? That make-out scene with Brad was my last for the day.

      “Louise?” Comes the call from Jacob.

      Shit!
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        * * *

      

      “I’d like you to meet Larry Goldstein.” Jacob gestures to the man who’s too old and frail to stand.

      “Pleased to meet you.” I warily shake his hand, which is cold and wrinkly, and have to yank it away when the legendary producer lingers too long and tries to pull me closer.

      “Louise, sit, can I get you anything; tea, coffee, wine?” Wine?

      I sit but shake my head. “What’s this about? And shouldn’t I call my agent?” Or an attorney.

      Jacob pulls his chair closer. “No need for agents, this is just a comfy chat between consenting adults.” What?

      The old man to my side nods and I take the pause in conversation as an opportunity to survey him and satisfy my curiosity that it’s truly him. He’s got those small gray eyes, huge nose, scrawny lips, shriveled neck, more gold rings than ought to be legal and long, slicked-back white hair with a tinge of yellow that I’m taking to be staining from cigar smoke. Yep, it’s billionaire Larry Goldstein, alright, maker and breaker of careers in this industry for fifty years and he’s staring at my breasts.

      Sweat pricks Jacob’s forehead. “Larry’s flown all the way from California, Louise.” The way he says my name, it’s like it’s meant to emphasize the point that Goldstein’s flown all the way across the country just to see me.

      I struggle to make small talk generally, but what am I supposed to say to this? “I hope you had a nice flight, Mister Goldstein.”

      “I’m at The Plaza,” there’s actual drool running down the old man’s chin.

      Jacob’s quick to clear his throat. “That’s five and a half hours, which is a long time when you’re busy.”

      “Yes, of course.” When my eyes flick left, he’s still staring and there’s even more drool than before. It doesn’t help that I’m still wearing the crop top from my date with Brad. “Not been on a plane in ages.”

      “Room 1501, penthouse!”

      “As you know, Larry’s planning the next Mighty Girl,” Jacob’s quick to intervene, “all done and dusted, pretty much, right Larry?”

      “Fucking big tits!”

      “Done and dusted, that is, Louise, apart from the job of director and Mighty Girl’s new sidekick, Gunhilda.”

      “Smother my fucking face!”

      “Mighty Girl has a sidekick?” I squint. “Isn’t she meant to be a lone vigilante?”

      Jacob flaps a hand as though that’s just some annoying minor detail that’s hardly worth fixating on. “She’s a late addition to the script.”

      “Great,” I shrug, “so what’s all this got to do with me.” It’s a statement rather than a question because I’m not so stupid that I don’t know where this is going and I’d rather he just say it so that I can get out of here.

      “Louise,” Jacob dabs his forehead with a tissue, “Louise…”

      “You already said my name—look, shouldn’t my attorney be present?”

      “Sit on my fucking face!”

      “Mister Goldstein, please,” Jacob uses his sleeve to wipe off this new river of sweat dripping from the tip of his nose, “Louise, listen, you’re not stupid, you know what Larry would like.”

      I stand, “finally, you were able to spit it out, kind of,” and peer down at the old man, “they say never meet your heroes.”

      “I’ll tongue your fucking asshole!”

      “Wait,” Jacob dashes from around his desk and catches me at the door, “maybe, um, maybe just have dinner with the old guy. You might change your mind.”

      “I’m going home, Jake, to spend time with my husband. See you tomorrow.”

      His hand on my shoulder stops me. “I hoped it wouldn’t come to this…” this sounds odd.

      My head jerks back. “Come to what?”

      He exhales. “There are rumors going around that—how can I put this—that you’ve been engaging in an extra-marital affair.”

      “Fucking nigger!”

      “What?” I hiss and have to think quickly. “People say things about me all the time but it doesn’t mean anything.”

      “All the same, we’re a family show and…” he makes a stupid clicking sound with his mouth, “we have a reputation to uphold, if you know what I’m saying. I’m sorry.”

      The air is involuntarily forced from my lungs. The sheer hypocrisy of it all; that he’s about to fire me on bogus charges of what he himself was just attempting to orchestrate. “Oh, you’ve got some balls on you.”

      “And you could have had them in your mouth.” He shakes his head sadly. “And by the way, Larry will ensure you never work in this industry again.”

      “I’ll eat your fucking period!”
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      ONE MONTH LATER

      I pull the apple pie out the oven and leave it on the counter to cool. I regret not making a couple more for tomorrow’s bake sale. Oh, well. The mac and cheese should be piping hot and ready in thirty minutes for Doug’s arrival home from work. I beat the flour from my apron and don the rubber gloves to do the dishes. I’m halfway through when there’s a knock at the door.

      “Coming…” I dash through the hallway and tug open the door, “oh, gosh!”

      “I see you knew I was coming.” It’s Antonne and I need a moment to realize he’s probably referring to the washing-up gloves in some sort of sexual innuendo.

      “What…” I’m instantly glancing over his shoulder for neighbors, postmen, any witnesses, “what are you doing here?”

      “This any way to speak to your black lover?”

      “Oh, God!” I stick my head further out and glance frantically around. “You have to leave.” Shit, there’s Ron from next door coming out to collect the mail.

      “Hmm, smells good, what you cooking?” Antonne’s face is pulped because three nights ago he won a hard fought top contender’s match against Glen Atkinson. Yes, I’m keeping tabs on things but under the circumstances, who can blame me? Since that, um, encounter at the bar, I’ve decided I need to try keep up-to-date with his situation as much as possible, and it turns out that most of the money he made after his recent victory is already owed in back child support, or so the reports say. His next fight will be for the title, assuming, that is, he stays out of jail long enough to sign the contracts. As for flitting in and out of my life, I’m getting the impression that this is just the way Antonne is. It’s five o’clock on a Tuesday so why not call around on one of his women for a quickie, or so he wrongly expects in my case.

      “Please, Antonne, you must leave…”

      “Hi, Louise,” Ron waves over from his mailbox, a stack of envelopes in his hand, “lovely evening, isn’t it?”

      I have to maneuver around Antonne’s neck and traps in order to glimpse my neighbor. “Hi Ron, it’s not too bad, thanks.”

      Antonne shakes his head. “He sounds like fun.”

      “Must I get a restraining order on you?” I tell him.

      A slow grin stretches upon his face. “There’s nothing stopping you but we both know why you won’t do that.” The way he looks at me, like he’s devouring me in his mind, causes a stir deep down in my belly. Looking at me in such a way ought to be illegal. “See! This ain’t the first time your silence speaks more than your words.”

      I’m about to hit him on the arm but stop myself at the last moment. Not a good idea. “You can’t talk to me like that.”

      “Or else whut?” He leans against the interior door frame, preventing me from closing it without the aid of a forklift, and looks casually out towards Ron. “Such a nice white neighborhood your pussy pink ass little bitch of a husband chose to situate you. All the better to keep you away from men like me. You sure you not gonna invite your big black guest inside?”

      My head shakes of its own accord. “Why ever would I do that?”

      “Becuz you invited me for dinner, remember?”

      “I did what? Oh…” I do, in fact, vaguely recall doing some such thing back at the crime scene, six or seven months past, but he can’t be referring to that, surely? No, scratch that, because of course he is. I crane my neck up to tell him, “I think that offer became null and voided after our last unfortunate encounter.”

      “You weren’t thinking it was so unfortunate at the time.” His eyes roam the entire length of my body. “In fact, if I recall, that tight, little, pink snatch of yours couldn’t get enough of my nigger dick.”

      I gasp, unable to find the words to respond.

      And then the absolute last person I wanted to see comes plodding along the street walking her three dogs. Mrs Anderson is the neighborhood gossip and hates me because, well, I don’t like to say it but because I look the way I do, and she’d love nothing more than to spread stories around about my talking to a large dark-skinned man on the front porch. Today, Antonne’s back with his usual look; sweat pants and tank top, and the way the veins in his arms are swelling suggest he’s fresh from a session lifting heavy weights and pounding at a big bag. I doubt there’s enough food in the house to feed him but having no choice in the matter, I grab ahold of his tight-fitting tank top and tug him inside before Mrs Anderson comes any closer.

      “Wow, you keen all of a sudden. I like that.” He steps inside as I slam the door shut, and his weight makes the floorboards groan terribly.

      I’m flapping about manically. “You can’t stay. Doug will be home soon. You need to leave out the back door. Now!”

      But he’s already in the living room inspecting our photos, no urgency at all. “No kids?” He looks at me hungrily again.

      I flap my hands pathetically. “Our careers…” I expect that would be explanation enough, even though I don’t have one anymore, but he’s got one eyebrow raised as if expecting more of an answer.

      “Your careers?” He sniggers. “As long as that’s all it be and not other reasons.”

      I stand arms akimbo. “And what’s that supposed to mean?”

      “The way you always so uptight…” this time he’s not even saying it to get a reaction out of me because he’s too busy staring at the photo of me reclining suggestively back on our bed wearing only lingerie, “I’d say Dougie-boy’s not giving it to you right. Certainly not like I can.”

      “I’m not uptight and anyway, stop talking about my sex life.”

      He places the frame back on the mantel and moves closer. “Look, all I’m saying is, girl like you? That ought to be a criminal offense.”

      I turn away, unable to stop myself from blushing even though I should really find his words enraging. For whatever reason, I don’t. “Why, Mister Armstrong, was that a compliment?”

      “I just says it as I sees.” His hands are on my shoulders. “You look good in an apron; homely, like you make a good mother someday. Maybe you and I sees to that now.”

      “Nooooo…” I drag out and mean it, even as the side of my face comes to rest upon his hand.

      “Your actions says different,” not like he needs encouragement but his crotch presses against my ass regardless, “so why no kids?” he asks again.

      I exhale. “We—or rather, I—agreed not to have kids until we’re both ready. For Doug, that time’s already here now that he’s made partner.”

      “And you?”

      “Actor,” is all I need to say for obvious reasons, that there’s not much demand for pregnant women in the industry, especially when fake pregnancy suits exist. I want kids, obviously, but until I’m at least semi-established I have to put having a family on the back burner. Doug’s not happy about it but has agreed to do it for me. I’m only twenty-seven, I have a few years left in me yet, so until then it’s birth control for me and thank God for that, recalling that mistake-filled night at the bar. Considering I’m on the pill, which is known to alter the kind of men women find attractive, I really shouldn’t be giving a brute like Antonne the time of day, it’s just a pity that I can’t help myself. “Anyway, our plans about starting a family are none of your business.”

      “After the other week, you know, when I spread you against that bathroom wall and pushed my nigger dick deep inside of you, I’d say it’s now my business.” His lips move to my neck and his kisses force a shiver from my body. “Or have you forgotten?”

      I hum. “How can I forget when you keep reminding me?” How can I forget when it was the best, most explosive sex of my entire life?

      “I reckon you’re thinking about it right now, the way my black meat parts your pert little pink lips and stretches them wide.” He gently moves aside my halter strap and kisses my clavicle in full view of the window looking out into the community.

      “No,” I tease.

      He applies gentle pressure to the small of my back so that we make baby steps towards the back of the couch. When we arrive, he slips the straps from my shoulders and my dress collapses to the floor. “That’s whut I thought, you can’t get enough of Antonne Armstrong.” The elastic from his sweat pants twangs and then he’s teasing his stiffening manhood between my legs.

      I reach down and underneath myself to give him a squeeze, encouraging its growth as he continues to expand in my hand. “We can’t…”

      “Ugh, that’s right, jerk me off like you doing, you like that, don’t you, well it’ll be inside of you soon, right where it belongs.” His hands seize my hips and push down my underwear while I continue working his shaft in long, slow strokes. “I see the way you bite your lip each time I make you indignant like that. Well, I make you do more than just bite your lip. Ugh, that’s right, do what you wanna do to me, baby, tighten that grip now, you getting wet yet? You’ll need to be wet to receive me, just like you was last time. Doug won’t never touch all them hard to reach spots the way I can. That’s right, submit to your dark lover. Let’s see that moist snatch now. That’s right, that’s whut I came to see.”

      I’m bent over the back of the couch so that my entrance is presented to him. I’m wet enough merely from giving Antonne a few tugs but I almost pass out when his tongue passes over my folds. “Ohhhh…” My folds are parted by his thumbs and then his tongue slips deftly inside, flicking around, swirling. The smacking sounds, lapping, slurping are totally obscene and yet delicious all the same. “Fuck!” I try to ignore a dozen photos of Doug smiling back at me and just sink into the leather to enjoy the thrill of the ride. When I’m about to explode Antonne pulls away, leaving me gagging and liable to risk aggression, and damn the consequences. I whip around on him. “Why did you stop?” I hiss the words because orgasms are too few and far between to be nice about it. “Don’t ever stop!”

      He takes a step back, grinning with one hand clamped around his enormous cock. “Bitch, let me hear you say you want it.” Ugh, so he’s playing with me now that I’m this agitated and erratic.

      That enormous slab of dark meat he’s holding is so impressive that it’s actually quite hard to take my eyes off it; long, impossibly thick, veiny, and incredibly black. Every time he pulls back the foreskin, a round, bulbous head the size of a billiard ball is revealed shining with pre-juice.

      I lunge closer. “You already know I want it…” I have to stop my hands from tugging out my hair, “please, come on,” I unhook my bra and let my breasts fall out, and if that doesn’t do the trick then nothing will. The fact I no longer care about being open to the whole neighborhood, and also that Doug, even now, will be on his way home, just goes to show how badly right now I want to be impaled by Antonne.

      “Say it,” he grins with more self-assurance than ought to be possible.

      “Please, Antonne,” I wrap a hand halfway down the length of his shaft, “I want to have sex with you, to feel you inside of me, to be close with you,” and drag him back towards the couch.

      “Well, since you ask so nice…” he grunts and positions me at the end of the couch on my knees.

      I’m about to be entered from behind and I’m absolutely giddy with anticipation.

      “I gotta get down low to get in.”

      “Just so long as you do,” I arch my back to accentuate my slender waist and the curvature of my hips and am rewarded by an audible “fuck me,” from just behind my ass.

      Antonne's bulb smushes against my lips, forcing a delightful shudder from my body as he forces them apart and begins cramming himself inside. “Fuck!” We both say together as that shiny, black billiard ball of his works its way deeper down my tunnel. I stuff a cushion into my mouth to save from screaming, this position providing less impedance to entry than being fucked against a wall, and my body is only used to taking Doug’s, by comparison, far less substantial prick.

      “Damn, you really tight, ugh, see, I told you he ain’t giving it to you right, but you still nice and wet for me, right baby, cuz I know you want me so bad. There we go, we finally rooting now, baby, you feeling my full size now, gotta be damn near a foot of prime nigger meat you taking in you tiny pink little snatch, ugh, let me just hold it like this so we can both appreciate how the other feels. Damn, let me get a feel of them what you carrying up front.” He leans down and wraps an arm around me, propping one breast up with a muscular forearm whilst seizing the other in a large hand. “Damn, you bigger than my hands. A nigger can get used to these.”

      I hold his arm in place with my own and twist around so that our lips can connect and our tongues can dance whilst my cunt adjusts to Antonne’s size, clenching around him like a glove that’s several sizes too small.

      When he can’t take it anymore, he straightens and seizes my hips to commence his thrusts, which come slow at first, gently pulling out before forcing himself back inside. Each time he roots it feels like my cervix is being pushed further up inside of me, further, surely, than nature ever intended it to be. It should be painful, indeed it is, but it’s a most delicious pain that I can’t get enough of. It’s not long before I need to bite down harder on the cushion because I’m already in the throes of orgasm as my pussy walls pulse and oscillate ever harder around Antonne’s throbbing shaft. Ahead, on the near wall, there’s a long mirror through which I now decide to watch and enjoy the sight of this very large, very powerful, very dangerous and very black stallion pumping away with ever-longer and more forceful thrusts, the contrast in colors between the two of us about as complete as nature has made possible.

      I don’t want to rush my black lover but neither do I wish to be halfway through the act with none other than Antonne Armstrong when my husband walks imminently through the front door, and no sooner does the thought occur to me than Doug’s Lamborghini rolls up the approach.

      My eyes widen. “Please, Antonne, finish quick.” Thank God for Doug’s notoriously slow driving.

      He persists at the same leisurely pace. “Hey, bitch, nobody tells Antonne Armstrong what to do.” Doug’s car stops at the gate and it starts to slowly open.

      Panicking, I use all the strength in my thighs to clamp myself harder around Antonne with the aim of squeezing the cum right out of him.

      “Fuck, yeah, that feels so good, ugh…”

      I reach underneath myself to grab and gently squeeze his plums, heavy, plump and tender with his pending delivery that had better transfer inside me quick.

      “Ugh, damn, bitch, that’s how you make a nigger cum, ugh, fuck,” he grunts, “you about to get the mother lode now.” His grip on my hips becomes stronger and his thrusts harder as Doug continues through the gate and past the fountain to the front of the house. “Here it is…”

      And then I’m almost jerked forward by the force of Antonne’s release, but am held firmly in situ only by the strength of his grip on my hips as three, four, five, six creamy jets of honey are sent splashing against my womb. As my vision blurs out there’s the sound of Doug’s car door slamming shut and I’m scrambling frantically off my lover’s rock solid organ and rushing for my dress. I’m unexpectedly quite dizzy and very nearly charge straight into the glass cabinet with all our ornaments and trinkets.

      “Shit,” I swoop the dress up and throw it on, and with no time to don my underwear and bra, I throw them into the cupboard and kick the door closed.

      Antonne’s perched on the edge of the couch we just used to exchange bodily fluids, watching my distress with an amused smirk and what looks like one of those twenty-five-ounce sports flasks standing on end in his sweat pants.

      That sends panic screaming through me like nothing else as I rush to pat down my hair at the mirror. “Is there nothing you can do about the anaconda you got down there?”

      “Hey, bitch, little Antonne needs time for all the blood to flush out, alright?” He drags a hand over his sweaty scalp and dries it on Doug’s golf jacket.

      The door opens and my husband walks through carrying his briefcase just as I’m able to greet him with a broad smile. “Hi, honey, I’m…oh, there you are.”

      I lunge forwards for an embrace, praying I don’t smell like Antonne’s gymnasium, and make sure it’s only a quick one. “Doug,” I point into the living room where Antonne’s now sitting subdued with a headache in the chair, “look who decided to take us up on our offer of dinner.”

      Doug takes two unconscious steps back but after the initial shock subsides he prods up his glasses and at least appears to want to cover up being inconvenienced. “Oh, hello there, um, what’s your name again?”

      “This is Antonne,” I speak for our guest as his semen dribbles down the inside of my thigh.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I’d have made more mac and cheese had I known Antonne would be coming, in fact, no I’d probably have fried half a cow’s worth of steak, as suggested at the crime scene, had I known he’d be here today. As it is, there’s not nearly enough mac and cheese to go around, although you wouldn’t know it to see Antonne’s portion, he's the guest after all. I take a mouthful myself as I survey Doug’s plate fit for a small child as he attempts to satiate himself after a long day at work.

      Doug dabs the side of his mouth with a napkin. “So why now, finally, after—gosh, what’s it been—six, seven months?”

      “I was feeling milky before,” Antonne flares his elbows out further, more than encroaching into my husband’s personal space, “and today the timing just felt right,” even this sounds ominous, like something else has recently happened to him, some other development that’s prompted this visit, and admittedly I’ve been curious about it since his arrival. Antonne had made sure to sit beside Doug, for whatever reason, though now that they’re next to each other the difference in stature; height, size, musculature, as well as color couldn’t be starker. Maybe that’s why Antonne chose to sit so close, some kind of a power trip, perhaps, and so that I could make a good comparison between the two.

      Doug squints and prods another single piece of macaroni onto his fork, clearly savoring his bounty. “The timing just felt right?”

      Antonne piles food onto his fork. “Yeah,” he says, almost daring Doug to challenge him to elaborate.

      Looks like making conversation will be down to me. “We watched you defeat Glen Atkinson the other night. Congratulations on the win.”

      Antonne pops the cap from one of Doug’s beers and takes a long pull. “Cracker should have been the last before my title shot.”

      Doug’s head tilts to the side. “Should have? You mean there’s more before you get your chance?”

      “No!” Antonne thumps the table, startling us both. “They kick me out the UFC.”

      “What?” I squeak, realizing, finally, the relevance of this visit’s timing. “They can’t do that.”

      “They can and they do,” his nostrils flare as he spares an extra special scowl just for Doug. Antonne’s arms are about the width of my husband’s waist, protruding belly and all, and I’m very conscious of the fact that if our impromptu visitor wanted to do something untoward then there’s not a thing either of us would be able to do to stop him. Several times I’ve caught Doug enviously scrutinizing Antonne’s biceps and the way they bulge with every slight bending of the elbow.

      Doug leans back in his seat. “They already knew about your impending court case, surely? Why didn’t they kick you out at the same time you were dropped by all your sponsors?” The smallest curling of Doug’s lips reveals that on the inside he might not be quite as sympathetic as he sounds. “I mean, that’s what normally happens when somebody in the public eye gets canceled, they go after everything all at once; income, social media, access to banking and who knows what else. Who was that rapper chap, the dark one?”

      “Kanye,” I say.

      “Right, so why didn’t they do a Kanye on you?”

      Antonne’s fingers clench around his beer bottle. “Whut, you don’t believe me, cracker?”

      Doug’s apologetic hands are up faster than you can blink. “No, no, that’s not what I meant at all, I was just wondering, is all, making polite dinner conversation.”

      “He’s just making polite dinner conversation,” I agree, placing my hand on Antonne’s forearm.

      He settles down and shrugs. “They stick by me cuz I make them money. But then other crackers come forward, decide to pile on Antonne Armstrong all at once, kick a man when he’s already down, so they call me up and break the news.”

      “Oh, sorry to hear that,” Doug says, “darling, could you pass the salt? Sounds like we haven’t been the only ones you’ve helped save from a pickle.”

      “A pickle?” Antonne snorts. “If that whut you call it.”

      “You filled in while I was stunned and I thank you for it—the pepper too, darling—but I had everything under control.” Doug chews on a single piece of macaroni. “So these other people who’ve come forward; were they also committing heinous acts of crime?”

      Antonne twists around to face him. “They all sorts but mostly crackers.”

      Doug leans slightly away so that he’s now sitting at a ridiculous angle. “Well, let’s hope that everything works itself out.”

      Antonne grunts and looks straight at me. “Don’t worry, Douglas, the universe has crazy ways of squaring accounts in the end.”

      Doug scoots his seat a few inches to the side. “Speaking as an accountant, I couldn’t disagree more—no offense,” he’s quick to tack on at the end. “No, if you ask me, in this life you get what you take.” He pats my hand. “That’s why you fell for me, right, darling?” He dares look to his neighbor. “And all this woo woo talk of universes pulling strings, and so forth, is for all those people who expect life to come to them, instead of you going out there and taking what you want for yourself.” Doug’s jaw tilts up. “You disagree?”

      Still staring at me, Antonne takes another pull of beer, and his face becomes even more intense. “Actually, Douglas, you make a good point.”

      There’s silence for a few moments until Doug finally says, “damn straight.” He finishes his meager portion and places down his knife and fork before regarding Antonne for a few moments. “Are you quite alright? You really don’t come across like this in your televised weigh-ins or pre-match interviews. If you don’t mind my saying, you seem a little subdued.”

      Antonne’s head tilts, still looking at me. “For whutever reason, I’ve gots a headache right now.”

      “Oh, gosh,” Doug consoles, “can I get you anything? A paracetamol, percocet, cab home?”

      Antonne sinks down even further. “I think that might be a good idea, Douglas, I’ve done everything I came here to do.”

      I cough and am quick to rise out from my seat whilst rapidly scanning my cell for a local taxi company. When Antonne finally leaves, Doug shuts the door and crams a finger down his mouth. “Gosh, darling, that must have been a terrible bore.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 7

          

          
            When The Cat’s Away…

          

          DOUG

        

      

    

    
      I stretch out in my new office on the top floor, give my new leather seat a few spins and gaze out at the spectacular view of the city. First day as a director at Carringtons! “Let that sink in.” The only downside, unfortunately, is that I can’t celebrate this day with Louise because she thinks I’ve been in this position for months already. I laugh. “At least everything worked out in the end.”

      It nearly didn’t though.

      “Thank God this country’s going to shit.” I spin around again and allow myself to be overtaken by laughter.

      First task of the day. “Pile up Laqueta with fake work.” If I can’t fire her fat black ass then getting her to quit shouldn’t be too hard. I stroke my chin. “Maybe I can make her carry out all my mundane tasks just to see the look on that dark mug?”

      I’m about to get to dreaming up something for her to do when an email comes in from my brother, Paul.

      
        
        Doug,

        

        Hope all’s well in the accounting world.

        Sorry to put a downer on your day, but the restaurant’s in deep shit. If I don’t find a quarter million in the next month then we’ll have to close and I’m sure I don’t have to tell you what that will mean for the quarter million you already sunk into this thing.

        Bro, I’m in dire fucking straights here, my fingernails are chewed to the bone and the wife’s hammering on about an extension to the house and a new truck.

        Is there anything you can do?

        I know you probably don’t have the money, right? Or do you? Or is there some kind of hocus-pocus you can perform with all those numbers you know how to deal with? You know how desperate I must be to even suggest such a thing so if there’s anything you can do then I’ll be indebted to you for the rest of my life.

        On another note, about that criminal UFC fighter you said was at your house the other week, I’ve attached an article from today’s news saying that a whole bunch of people have filed a class action suit against this guy. Looks like he owes child support to about a dozen women who’re all suing this motherfucker along with a tonne of cucked husbands for destroying their marriages. Let’s hope this dirty nigger gets taken to the fucking cleaners but in the meantime, bro, whatever you do, do NOT let this guy anywhere near Louise, alright?

        

        You and I look out for each other, right?

        Think about that other thing, ok?

        

        Paul

      

      

      I blow out air and spend most of the morning pacing about my office before deciding to head down for lunch.

      I order burger, fries and a glass of milk before taking my seat in a quiet corner. I’m only one bite in when Laqueta enters and waddles straight up to me.

      “You see fit to email me, dog?” She gets so obnoxiously close that her ass is blocking my exit from the booth. My instincts are to ignore her but have you ever tried ignoring a four hundred pound uppity negress with an enormous chip on her broad shoulders? Impossible!

      “Leave me alone, I’m trying to enjoy my lunch.”

      “What was that?” She picks up my burger and crams half of it in her mouth, taking a huge bite and dumping it back on my tray. “You’re…trwwing to…ejoy…you…lnchhhh…” she spits ground beef all over me and I recoil back.

      I wipe at my eye. “I’m keeping a book, just so you know, of all incidents that occur between us.”

      “Fuck you, dog,” her face clenches and then she farts inches from what’s left of my food, “you sure you gonna eat dat?”

      “Oh, for the love of…” I twist away and reach inside my jacket for the notebook and pen I carry around. “Twelve-thirty on Monday 21st. Laquetta purloined my bounty before fouling my personal space by discharging wind from her wagon.” The look she gives me is a sight to behold and I’m quick to stash away my implements before she can grab them. “Haven’t you got something better to do? Hey, I want the Pane in the Glass Window Fixers file on my desk by the end of the day.”

      She uses a menu to waft the smell in my direction. “You tell me what to do?”

      I wiggle my shoulders. “Why yes, I’m a company director now, I’ll have you know.”

      She drops the menu and instead her hand is scrunching up my collar. “Don’t think I don’t hear rumors about how you gots that job, Doug, and if they be true…”

      I pull out my notebook again and hold it threateningly. “What? What will you do?”

      She grabs the milk from my tray and slowly pours it over my head.

      “You fucking…”

      “Go on, dog, call me a nigger and we’ll see who get fired.” She got it all down my back and everything.

      I remove my glasses and shake milk off myself. “I’ve got an important fucking meeting this afternoon, you…” Indignant, I shove past her and straight out the door to my vehicle. A few minutes later I’m on the freeway charging home for a shower and a change of clothes. “I can’t stand much more of that fat fucking negress.” I hit the wheel and spend the rest of the drive boiling.

      Finally, the gates open and conspicuously, halfway along the approach, is parked a black Bugatti Chiron, which has a price tag of $3 million and puts even my Lamborghini to shame. I can’t help but stare at its beautiful slick curves, wheels and powerful structure. “What I wouldn’t give…”

      I park and exit, walk up the steps and unlock the front door to my house. “Hi, honey, I’m home. Temporarily anyway…” oh, she’s upstairs working out. “Time for a surprise.” And what could be better? Because I love the way she looks in her tight-fitting sports bra and short lycra leggings and I don’t recall ever once christening that expensive weights bench she bought to keep in shape for her show.

      Gently, I walk up the stairs hoping to make good on this surprise, my boner already twitching inside my pants. Her panting turns to a wail. “What fucking exercise is she doing?” I strike the landing and head for our home gym before thrusting open the door and jumping inside. “Look who’s ho…”

      She’s not here.

      She moans again and I twist around.

      “The bedroom?” I blink and step slowly out and along the hallway, which is when I see the large, sweaty white tank top strewn on the carpet. “What the fuck?” Ok, this is getting serious now.

      “Ah, fuck…fuck…fuck…oooh…that’s really nice…”

      “Ugh, yeah, baby, all the way now, good girl, fuck that’s deep…”

      My fist is immediately in my mouth as everything around me starts to spin.  “Louise?” I hiss and see that our bedroom door is slightly ajar. This can’t be happening, my worst fucking nightmare. My heart pounds so hard that my chest, indeed, my entire rib cage is in agony.

      “Is it all in yet?”

      “Ugh, almost…keep going.”

      “Surely now?”

      “You there, baby, now rock them pretty hips, that right, just like that, good girl.”

      The voices! It’s definitely Louise but I also don’t think I need more than one guess to know who the man’s belongs to because it’s obvious, and I have to fight back the urge to be sick. I know what’s happening, even if I don’t want to believe it, and the sensible thing would be to leave this house and take a few moments, hours, days to process this appalling predicament and figure out what in the fuck I’m going to do next, and yet there’s something in my brain that commands me to make sure this is truly happening just in case the one percent chance she’s not fucking Antonne in our bed happens to be true. She’s my whole world, you see.

      I hold my breath and gently push open the door the couple of inches needed to peer inside…

      And my worst fears are confirmed.

      “Fuck, Antonne, where’ve you been all my life?”

      “Bitch, you safe wit me, ain’t nobody gunna hurt you when I’m around, unlike wit that skinny-fat bitch, Doug…damn, I’m so far up I think I’m hitting your brains.”

      My beautiful wife, Louise, is facing away riding Antonne’s dick, who’s lying back on our bed shielded from me by my wife’s incredible body. One of his black hands is grabbing her hips, pulling her down harder while the other sinks into her ass. She leans forwards so that those magnificent breasts with pert, pink little nipples crush against his face whilst distributing her weight over his muscular body and away from his manhood so that she’s better able to control her movements, perhaps to ensure she doesn’t accidentally take the whole thing and damage her body. To see it, now, pushing in and out from between her tight little slit, it’s perhaps understandable, because this thing’s as thick as a rolling pin, and who knows how long? Oh, and of course he’s unprotected!

      “Baby,” Louise cries, “I can’t stop thinking about you…”

      “Ugh, yeah, baby, I told you whut would happens once you take the black…” his biceps pop when he clamps her down hard against him, “you getting a real feel for me now, bitch, pretty soon you not be able to sense that little pussy husband of yours at all.”

      I back away because I’m about to be sick and just manage to make it to the bathroom in time to eject down the toilet. I daren’t flush in case I’m heard so instead close the lid and sit on the edge of the bath as the room spins around me and the panting from a few doors down intensifies.

      “What the fuck am I supposed to do?” I tug at my hair, stick a fist in my mouth and bite down, and almost feel like I could pass out at any moment. “Not a good idea.”

      How long has this been going on? What was it she said? I can’t stop thinking about you? Which almost certainly indicates this is not the first time. I gasp. When I arrived home the other week to find Antonne here all alone with her; surely then they’d been fucking, yes, fucking, not making love the way we do because there’s no love here, not from the way they were together, how they spoke to each other, like a pair of animals acting upon their lust.

      “She loves me.” Doesn’t she?

      I should kill this man!

      Yes!

      That’s what I should do. And considering the circumstances I’d be fully justified. Fuck, I’d be applauded. And the law would even agree with me. Temporary insanity!

      He’d be no loss to the world, the things he’s done to other men, other men like me.

      Oh, gosh, but he’s so much stronger than I. He’d probably kill me instead. Then don’t go in there with only your fists, idiot. What do I have? No guns! Shit, we’re against those. Knives! The kitchen has a whole selection.

      I’ll stab the filthy nigger! is what I think to myself as a prolonged masculine grunt signals he’s shooting his seed inside my wife.

      I swoon backwards into the tub, grabbing onto the curtain as I fall and manage to bring the whole contraption down with me. “Shit!” I wriggle around and fumble to stick the thing back in its slots as what has to be two hundred and forty pounds of pure muscle lands on the floor of my bedroom.

      “I go see,” comes the growl.

      I almost faint from the sheer funk of it but somehow manage to back into the airing cupboard and gently close the door. It’s not actually a proper door but possesses slats; this being an old house with an archaic boiler, we use this little cupboard when there’s something that needs urgently drying. It’s beyond hot within the tiny space and there’s no way of stuffing yourself inside without touching the scalding steel boiler with your ass, but it’s dark inside and one thing I can be certain of is that I can see out without anybody seeing in.

      Antonne comes bounding out the room and leans over the balustrade before shouting downstairs. “Doug?” His big black ass is the only thing I see. “Doug, you there?” After ten seconds he moves away from the balustrade and heads in this direction, his shoulders damn near taking up the entirety of the corridor’s width, but fucking hell, the size of his cock still hard and drooping down almost the entire length of his thigh sends a rush of jealous anxiety surging through my body. My mouth drops.

      Louise took that fucking thing?

      Like, all of it?

      If I was to dip my forearm in a bucket of black paint and clench my fist, I couldn’t say for sure which would be the larger.

      Oddly, he swoons and stops to regain his balance by holding onto the wall but he collects himself and arrives in the bathroom, heading straight to check himself in the mirror.

      “Antonne, come back to bed,” Louise calls, sultrily from our bedroom.

      He ignores her and instead does that thing only big muscular guys can do where  they make their pectorals jump one after the other. “Bitch feels like a virgin.” He blows out air and bends down to take a long drink straight from the tap, straightens, rubs his hands back over his shiny bald head and dries them on my gown hanging from the hook. “Wouldn’t have minded getting this one pregnant,” he says despondent, “teach that pussy-ass bitch a lesson he never forget.”

      These are the words, the words that truly bring home the horror of my predicament.

      Louise’s birth control!

      My head swirls with all kinds of appalling scenarios, what I’ve been doing, what I’ve done attempting to get my wife pregnant so that we might start a family. I almost fall forwards through the door but manage to catch myself by quickly arching my back so that it comes to rest flat against the burning hot boiler. I stuff my mouth full of jacket to prevent myself from screaming.

      “Come on, little Antonne, drain that blood, I needs to take a piss.” A minute later he lifts the toilet lid and commences urinating. He’s staring straight down at the contents of my purged belly, concentrating on his flow that sounds like the bath running the faucet on full blast, and it’s a whole two minutes later when he flushes. This dirty nigger’s probably in too much of a hazy state of mind to have noticed the sick floating atop the bowl but it’s gone now, so at least that’s something, the smallest fucking victory in the world. And then it hits me!

      Antonne’s so large that all the blood leaving his head to go to his dick is probably making him vulnerable. I could quite feasibly spring from this closet right now, grab the glass jug and smash him over the head with it. I’d be fully justified, remember!

      “Would have been nice seeing her belly swollen with a baby Antonne growing strong,” he shakes his head sadly, “that little-dicked white boy getting all excited, thinking the child be his and then boom, his wife drops a nigger.” He sighs, “shit, some things are just not to be, but at least I can ruin her pussy for him in the meantime. Karma for all the bad shit happening to me becuz of him.”

      I make to jump out at this subhuman savage but just manage to stop myself when Louise comes pattering down the hallway, her enormous breasts let free, nipples erect and her glistening slit still parted wide after being ravaged by Antonne’s size.

      “Come on,” her hands move immediately to hook around his elbow,” let’s go back to bed. I’d like another round before Doug gets back.”

      His cock twitches. “You know I gets like this after sex.” So it’s true! He had a headache that evening he was here, I now recall, and now I know why. How many times have they met behind my back? “Bitch, there’ll be other times.”

      “But what if there isn’t?” She actually sounds upset about it and her words are like daggers to my heart. “What if they send you back to prison?” She loosens a hand from his arm and wraps it around his cock and Jesus Christ, but she can’t even overlap her fingers the way she can with me, and his length could quite easily accommodate her other hand and then some. “I’d hate that. It would be so unfair, you know, getting used to this and then having it snatched away.” The way she speaks to him, it’s quite tender, and I could almost be fooled into thinking they weren’t, in fact, nothing at all to each other, and I have no idea what to make of this but it’s beyond soul destroying. She commences tugging him and he grunts.

      “Well you’ll have to do all the work, I…I needs to sits down.” He closes the toilet lid and plonks his black ass down on the plastic.

      She can’t even bring herself to let go of him and moves down onto her knees before bringing her mouth around his thick, bulbous black helmet.

      “Fuck…” he leans back against the tank with his hands clasped behind his head and it’s almost obscene the way his biceps peak like coconuts. “Damn, bitch, you too keen, suck with a little less force.”

      The only indication she even hears the order is a grotesque slurping noise and then I have to spend the next several minutes watching my beloved wife blowing a fucking nigger in my own house. She jerks him off too, bending him towards her enough so that she can look him in the eyes as she swallows him. He readjusts himself and slips a hand into her hair, which to me looks almost criminal, the contrast, what nature never intended to mix. Occasionally she removes him so that she can lick around the rim and down the entire length of his shaft, only to greedily return to the mushroom, but only after opening her mouth about as wide as her jaw will allow. She hums and cups his balls, which makes him stir and push down on the back of her head. She makes it about halfway down his length before gagging and coming back up for air.

      Louise has been known to blow me, occasionally, although I’ve never had the impression she particularly enjoys it. The fact there can be no illusion that now she’s having the time of her life is heartbreaking and my fist shakes around the pipe that I’m clinging onto for dear life. She attempts to deep-throat him again and fails miserably, a feat she’s able to achieve relatively easily with me.

      She pulls away gasping and then uses both hands to work him. “I’ll never get tired of this.” How the fuck am I even supposed to react to such a statement? Fuck, but right now I’d be fully justified in killing them both, oh, but I could never do that to my sweet Louise, I love her too much, even now, despite everything. She wouldn’t leave me for him, would she? Because that would be the end of me. Oh, but my feelings, swinging back and forth because the truth is I’m almost certainly undergoing some sort of emotional trauma. She moves keenly back down for that ridiculous 8 ball but he halts her.

      “Hey, yo, why don’t you bring that pretty little pink thing here,” he means the obvious, “I don’t want you swallowing any of that prime seed, there only one place it belong. That’s right, I see you still good and wet for me.”

      She hums and straightens, maneuvers over his legs so that she’s straddling him, reaches back so that she can take aim and then slowly sits down. “Aaahhh.”

      My teeth sink into my bottom lip as her tiny opening is stretched out to some obscene degree, she stops to adjust, and then continues slowly sinking back, her cunt swallowing that python like there’s nothing else in the world she craves more. When she’s two-thirds of the way to stumping herself I figure there’s no realistic chance she can persist any further but she merely wiggles her hips about and changes angle slightly to tempt her pussy to continue taking more.

      “Damn, every time, bitch,” he blows out air, “you always feel so tight like you ain’t never been properly fucked. That’s right, keep going, all the way till you feel it in the kidneys. Ugh. Weren’t I right about this though,” he slaps my wife’s ass so hard that it leaves a red imprint, “he ain’t been tappin’ this right, not like I do, yeah, you made it, now work that meat, work it  the way you love, fuck…”

      She lets out a satisfied cry like I’ve never heard her make before and throws her arms around his trapezius muscles so she can get comfortable. Their lips mash together and their tongues swirl with all the avarice of two teenagers with their first love. She crushes her breasts against his pectorals and he brings a hand up in order to give them a good playing with, and the roughness he uses to treat her nipples is astonishing.

      She continues rocking back and forth in a way that keeps him completely devoured but after a few minutes she begins using her feet against the floor to move up and down. Watching his manhood, black as soot, moving in and out of her cunt like this is beyond any agony I’ve ever known in my entire life and it persists, goes on and on, for what feels like forever as her moans ring in my ears and penetrate my skull.

      “Damn, it’s coming, I gots a big delivery of supreme black specimen coming your way…any second now.” His grip on her hips intensifies and her only response, either consciously or not, is to lick her lips with a long, slow stroke of the tongue.

      In the seconds it takes for Antonne’s cum to begin drawing from his balls, all I can do is question my actions these nine, ten months past of attempting to get my wife pregnant by replacing her birth control pills with forgeries. Before then sex between us was amazing as her body was being tricked into believing she was pregnant and that she would find the provider type, like myself, attractive. But ever since I started switching her pills, our sex life has been on a steady decline and I can only imagine it’s because, against her knowledge of no longer being on birth control, she’s been finding this other type of man irresistible instead as she tries to get pregnant by a strong, barbarian hunter type.

      Would she now be fucking Antonne anyway? Perhaps. But I can’t help but think I’ve brought this all upon myself, and don’t get me started on that evening Louise was getting attacked and I squatted behind the trash so that I wouldn’t get hurt.

      Maybe this is karma’s way of punishing me for being a pathetic, weak little man.

      The veins in Antonne’s muscles bulge as he clenches his teeth and clamps her down against him as hard as he can, there’s a pause, a second, maybe two but no longer than that, and then he’s exploding inside of my wife with all the force of a tsunami. She’s undergoing her own climax, more deep and powerful than I’ve ever known she could possibly have, as her fertile body, unbeknownst to her, squeezes her bull’s sperm ever further up inside of her. I’m taken aback by how long Antonne’s climax persists, despite the fact he already spilled inside of her not long ago, as no doubt an ungodly volume of his poison is transferred from him into my beautiful Louise.

      When finally they both come down, I’m further galled by the amount of time they spend locked in a passionate embrace, kissing, while Antonne’s length is still steel solid inside of her.

      Damn, I’m supposed to be getting back to work but how in the fuck am I supposed to sit down with my spreadsheets and concentrate on putting numbers into rows and columns after this?

      Antonne closes his eyes, apparently from head pain and when he speaks his voice is beyond hoarse. “How long we got till Dougie-boy gets back?”

      Her eyes open wide, no doubt remembering suddenly that I exist. “Gosh, erm, oh, I think we’ve got a couple of hours, at least.” Wrong, adulteress, I’m watching you right now! But in contrast, her voice is high and serene, like she’s just received the best fucking of her entire life and probably gotten pregnant from it, all while sitting on the toilet, “I’m supposed to make dinner…” she says sadly because she knows that as soon as her black lover leaves it could be the last time she ever sees him, at least for several years.

      What would happen if I replace her birth control now? Would I be spared the possibility of having to introduce our black child to my mother, or is it too late for that?

      “I could order take out…” she suggests, another stab at my heart, because she can’t bear the prospect of him having to leave, “that would give us more time together. Perhaps we could…” she wiggles her hips again.

      “You just can’t get enough of me, can you?”

      She hums. “You make me feel safe.” Unlike me, you mean.

      He grunts. “You definitely know how to make a nigger’s dick hard, I’ll grant you that, but I gots a splitting headache so bitch, you gotta let up.” He lifts her off and plonks her on the ground, and what could easily be a full jar of horseradish sauce oozes out from her to dribble all over the tiles. He stalks out the bathroom. “I’m outta here.”

      “No!” She actually fucking yells and dashes after him before catching up in the hallway. I can’t make out their bickering but it’s apparently quite animated.

      This whole thing still hasn’t sunk properly in, and I doubt it will for a while, though one coherent thought I am able to make is that I need to get out of here without being seen so that then I can decide upon the correct course to take with, for lack of a better word right now, a clear fucking head. My car’s still parked outside so that needs moving before either of these two spot it out front. Yes, I know, true to form it’s yet another cowardly act, but I’m definitely not about to confront Louise while her lover’s still here, and who could blame me?

      “Go then!” Louise screams. “I hope you go back to jail, I don’t ever want to see you again.” She storms into the bedroom, seconds later returns with Antonne’s clothes and throws them over the balustrade.

      Antonne sighs into his hands. “Bitch, Doug’s welcome to you.” He starts downstairs, keeping a steady hand on the banister.

      “Noooo!” She yells again. “You can’t leave!”

      “Bitch, you just told me to fucking leave!” He continues staggering downstairs and she dashes after him, and although they’re now cut off from my line of sight, I’m definitely hearing the sounds of her hitting him repeatedly on the back.

      Finally, I creep out the cupboard and close it after me from when the bathroom’s smell gives me pause; musty body odor, perfume, strong cologne, deodorant, sweat and something else that can’t be explained, the unmistakable aroma of sex.

      My ass is numb from the scorching heat whilst being bent back at an awkward angle, but I carefully step along the landing and peer downstairs from a safe corner.

      “I don’t want you to go,” she’s literally fucking begging now, “what if I never see you again?”

      He stoops to collect his vest and even flaccid his dong hangs like a grandfather clock's pendulum. “Bitch, I think that might be for the best.” Fuck, if this guy opens the door they’ll both see my car.

      She attempts to shove him but it’s like pushing a stone wall. “So you used me, is that it?”

      “You gots something outta it as well.” He attempts to pull on his vest but she snatches it away and throws it out of eyeshot.

      “All those things they say about you are true.” She starts thumping him on the chest with both hands.

      He catches her wrists. “Bitch, you really trying my patience.”

      I’m completely on fucking edge here. There’s no saying how this might escalate, especially given this guy’s history and I can’t say how I might react if he starts getting physical with her, I mean, what the fuck could I possibly be expected to do under such a circumstance? Regardless, I scan around for potential weapons before settling on the glass jug back in the bathroom; not that Louise deserves my protection right now, but oh, how ever could I leave the love of my life to her fate at his hands. He wouldn’t hurt her, would he?

      He slings her in the direction of the kitchen but then realizes that’s where most of his clothes came to land so he gets no respite when he staggers for his pants. I urgently move position for a better angle.

      “You will not put them back on,” she grabs his balls, “please, don’t make me do this.”

      He holds up his hands. “Bitch, don’t you do that.”

      She glances down and grins as, once again, he begins to thicken as the blood flushes back towards his phallus. “I will squeeze as hard as I can unless you do what I want.”

      He audibly grunts, exasperated, but I hardly think he’ll be in much mood to fight this new rush of primal chemicals conspiring in his head to get him to breed. “Fuck…”

      Being sure to keep one firm hand clasped around his testicles, she now commences tugging with the other. “You like this, don’t you, huh? Well, this could be my cunt if you want it? And you do want it, don’t you, my handsome, black lover, you do want to feel my pink pussy squeezing your big cock, don’t you.” Now that he’s fully hard, her strokes are longer and more purposeful, and from up here it’s quite an incredible thing to witness, despite the terrible betrayal, how such a tiny figure, by comparison, is able to subdue a fucking caveman. “How about we take this over there now, huh?” She gestures with her delicate jaw towards the kitchen countertop where only this morning we sat and enjoyed breakfast together. “How about I spread myself for you to do with me what ever you want?”

      “Fuck, bitch, you be the death of me…”

      She doesn’t let go with either of her hands but instead slowly tugs him in that direction and again, I have to move across the balustrade and peer through the uprights for a better view.

      Antonne has long since stopped fighting it and turns her around before pushing her down against the countertop, exposing her flaps to his hardness. With a hand just beneath his  hood, he steers himself inside and slowly pushes forwards.

      “Oooh, fuck…” my wife sighs, “Antonne…”

      My view is mostly of his ass that clenches as he struggles to push forwards but soon enough he’s mushing his thighs against her buttocks and commencing smashing. Her incessant wailing provides enough cover for me to creep downstairs and, not risking the front door, I lay on my belly and slither through to the back, taking the rear exit before circling the house, slipping into my car and driving away; under no miscomprehension that I both arrived home and leave whilst my wife and her large, black lover were fucking.
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        * * *

      

      I don’t know how I get through the rest of that day, though I owe a lot to the fact there was no unfortunate chance encounter with Laqueta at the photocopier. I somehow manage to grind through two meetings wearing my still soiled suit and although I received some funny looks, people were kind enough not to mention my appearance, possibly because I was giving off poisonous vibes that threatened to fire anybody who so much as looked at me the wrong way. I stay behind late because I’m putting off returning home and only leave because I get kicked out the building by security, after which I head for the local bar and get so drunk I need to call a cab so that I can finally return home. When I walk through the front door it’s almost midnight.

      “Oh, my God, Doug, you’re finally back.” The wife comes rushing in from the kitchen and her hands are immediately all over me. “Where’ve you been, you’ve not been answering my calls, Doug, this is not like you…”

      My muscles stiffen from her touch. The truth is I still don’t know what I’m supposed to do. I’ve been swaying between being resolute about dumping her ass one minute to breaking down in front of her and begging for an explanation the other, oh, and I’ve had my moments of wanting to kill her too, Antonne as well, myself included, or any combination thereof. “Louise…” now that she's finally before me, alone, and I can touch her and see that she’s clearly been crying, I’m assailed by a whole slew of other emotions.

      “Here, come sit…” she takes my hand and drags me into the light of the kitchen and I can just barely discern the smell of meatloaf that evidently she chose to prepare for me after all, and it's my favorite. There’s also flour on her face because she chose to make the bread from scratch and much of that’s streaked from her tears. We sit and she pulls my hand into her midsection. “Doug, talk to me.”

      The room spins all over again but I’m able to make out the half-finished glass of red wine, which she only ever drinks when there's a problem. Her cell’s facing up beside it, the screen locked on reports of local traffic incidents.

      “I…you…” my voice comes out barely as a croak. I’m supposed to finish with you here and now. But to look at her perfect face, long, shiny blonde hair and scintillating body, I know that, true to form, I lack the will to do such a life-changing thing. There’ll never be another like you.

      “Go on…" she persists. There’s no smell of Antonne anywhere, indeed, to see the place, to see her, would be to doubt she was ever untrue at all.

      “I…I just had a long day at work, is all.”

      Her lips are on mine at once, a passionate, wonderful kiss and I don’t know why it feels so good, and the truth is it shouldn’t, but it just does. When she pulls away breathless, she says, “please don’t worry me like this ever again.”

      “I’m…” I hesitate.

      “Yes?”

      “I’m sorry if I’ve not always been the best…”

      She shakes her head. “There’s no need to apologize for anything, you work so hard for me and I want you to know how much I appreciate it.”

      I don’t want her to see me crying, not now, so I dig deep to hold myself together. “Can we go to bed?”

      She doesn’t say anything, just stands and, hand in hand, together we walk silently upstairs to our room. Fresh sheets, I note, but right now I find myself barely caring. I don’t even care whether or not we have sex, all I want is to hold my wife close.

      I realize now that I’ll never part with Louise, no matter what she does to me, because I can’t bear the thought of life without her. These terrible things I’ve discovered, I’ll just have to keep them buried and never dig them up. I pray to God for the arrival of her period, usual time, please, but if it fails to drop then we’ll cross that bridge should it arrive. Together! As for Antonne—why let such an animal destroy my, our, lives, especially when it won’t be long until the brute is back behind bars where he belongs from when my wife and I can pick up where we left off.

      Until then I’ll just have to remain resolute, blot out her indiscretions and pretend it’s not happening, pretend that my wife is not being unfaithful and that everything’s normal. Last but by no means least, I’ll replace her birth control first thing in the morning.

      I get a hand job and she washes my specimen down the sink.

      Though, as I bask in some much needed post-nut clarity, what I didn’t know was that a few days later, everything would change.
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            Rows and Columns

          

          DOUG

        

      

    

    
      Arriving at work Friday morning, I make a double-take when I find a strangely familiar vehicle parked in my spot. Actually, the black Bugatti Chiron is parked at an inconsiderate diagonal, taking up two spots; both mine and Howard’s. I wonder whether the latter’s changed his car and parked stupidly to rub it further in my face or if he’s just lost his mind, though neither would explain how I’d seen the thing parked in my community earlier in the week. Or maybe it does.

      The boss sees me walking past his window and springs up from his seat to catch me before hitting the elevator. “Doug, you got a minute?”

      I hesitate but enter his office. “Howard?”

      He walks back around his desk and takes his seat before gesturing to the chair at the other side. I’m about to accept his invitation to sit but then it spins around of its own accord and comes to face me.

      “I’d like you to meet Antonne Armstrong,” Howard states and I make an odd visceral gargling sound at the sight of this most unwelcome of visitors sitting there with a face you could use to cut kindling. “Doug?” Howard squints.

      I shake away my shock and have to suppress the unwise desire to throttle the man. “Um, sorry, we’ve already met.”

      “Oh, is this true?” He asks of Antonne.

      “We are acquainted,” the cage fighter says simply and with a voice that confirms it’s truly him, in case my eyes are deceiving me, and I’m not sure if I don’t detect a sinister smirk from the demon.

      “Why are you here?” I ask in the kind of way that betrays he’s most unwelcome, and the truth is I’d love nothing more than to drive Howard’s letter opener straight through the negro’s eyeball.

      “Doug,” Howard tuts, “I’m sure you’re aware of Mister Armstrong’s—shall we say—present predicament. What I’d like you to do is take our guest up to your office for a conversation.” He now glances at Antonne. “But first, if I might have a minute alone with my partner, good sir, and if you would be so kind as to wait in the lobby for just one minute, that would be appreciated. I look forward to playing golf this afternoon, Doug too.”

      Antonne pushes down on the chair to stand and I almost fear the thing might implode. He stares at me when he passes and shuts the door after himself.

      “Howard,” I’m fast to begin, “you do know this man’s…”

      “This man’s a what, Doug? What were you about to say?” His insinuation is clear here, not that I ever took Howard to give a shit about racial justice or anything like that.

      “I wasn’t going to say that!” I spit. “Antonne Armstrong’s a thug, an abuser, and probably a whole lot more we’re not even aware of, Howard, Carrington Accounting can’t afford to have anything to do with a man like that.” Of course, there’s the obvious reason, as far as I’m concerned, but there’s no need for Howard to know anything about the fact this bastard’s fucking my wife, no, because the last thing I need is for shameful stories of my private life getting passed about the office.

      He bounds right up to me. “Baloney, we’ve handled the accounts for some of the most corrupt bastards in the city and you know it,” he shakes his head like I’m some sort of an idiot. Maybe I am. “You have a short memory, Doug, surely I don’t need to remind you about Messrs Cohen, Dudley, Stein, Goldmann, Kaplan or any of the others, you cut your fucking teeth hiding money for our clients so don’t get me fucking started.” The vein in his neck prompts me to tread carefully.

      “Can’t Laqueta handle him?” I plead.

      “No!”

      “But, I’m on the board now, Howard, I was kind of hoping I wouldn’t still have to…”

      “What’s the point in having a fucking tranny on the board if you’re not going to take some fucking liberties with it?” He moves to the door and opens it for me. “We’re not discussing it any further, now, take that gentleman up to your office and discuss how you can help him.” He shoves me through. “Oh, and one more thing, afterwards we’re going for a few rounds on the golf course, so you’d better have your game face on.”
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        * * *

      

      It’s an awkward ride up to the top floor, I’ll say that much. It turns out Antonne’s not one for small talk and because I don’t want to rock the boat, either at home or at work, I’m at pains to make conversation so that the man I found several times ravishing my wife doesn’t suspect that I know all about it.

      “Do you drink coffee?” I can just barely bring myself to look at the man. “We can have our secretary bring some in.”

      He grunts. “I drink milk…”

      I shrug. “Milk.”

      “With a heavy shot of espresso, hot and dark, to add some much needed flavor.”

      “So a latte then.”

      “Whutever you wants to call it.”

      I sigh and mercifully the doors open so I show him to my office. I message through to Jannette for two lattes and we get down to business.

      He leans back and puts his boots on my desk. “These crackers come for Antonne’s fortune and the way I sees it, they ain’t gettin’ it.”

      I swipe mud off the black walnut and make some notes. “And what do you want me to do about it?”

      “I hears you know how to make money disappear and, you know, make it reappear at such times as a certain somebody wants it back.” The day this man’s finally locked up again can’t come soon enough.

      “Why me?” I stare into those dark, soulless eyes, the man clearly hates me for all the anguish he’s putting me through, and now he needs my services? “There are other accountants who can hide your money just as well as I can.”

      He springs forwards, suddenly, and bangs a fist against the table that unsettles everything upon it. “Cuz you be the cracker who started this whole thing,” his nostrils flare as my eyes are wide with fear, “so restitution’s on you!”

      Seriously, isn’t fucking my wife enough restitution for you? “Ok.” I take a breath to gather myself and wait for him to settle down. “It’s usually best we spread your money around some; charitable donations, trusts we’ll set up, some large one-off expenses, gifts to friends, and a pension plan. None of that can be touched by anybody coming after you.”

      Clearly, it’s all over his head. “Whutever, Douglas, just make sure you gets it done.”
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        * * *

      

      I hit another ball into the lake. “Fuck!”

      “Don’t worry about it,” Howard slaps me on the back, “we all have our bad days. Your turn, Antonne.”

      The big guy steps up in baggy pants cut off just below the knee, showcasing his monstrous calves. The way I’ve already witnessed Antonne swinging his club like a lumberjack with an axe proves he’s a complete novice, though so far he’s ahead of the pack because today I’m having a complete stinker and, I suspect, Howard’s letting him win on account of the half million dollars he’s been promised for hiding this guy’s fortune. What an odd looking trio we make out here on the golf course. Antonne sends another ball directly onto the green.

      Howard claps. “Well played, I say, but you’re a natural.”

      Antonne regards me with the kind of look you give a lesser man when you’ve just taken his woman for yourself, a pity-filled, contemptuous look, a look of dominance, and neither is it the first time he’s regarded me this way during only the first five holes, which makes me question if this golf game, indeed, Antonne’s showing up at my office in the first place, is about so much more to him. Who knows what goes on inside a caveman’s primitive brain.

      Arriving on the green, Antonne scores an eagle while I’m penalized for the water and make three over par.

      Howard blows out air. “Looks like the prize is getting away from us early on, right Doug?” This is in reference to our ‘making it interesting’ with a ‘small’ five thousand dollar prize pot for the winner we’ve each paid equally into. Howard and I are more or less equally matched and so at the time I was eager to finally take something back from my tormentor, just so that I could salvage a little bit of pride for myself. Turns out that Antonne’s presence has rattled me so much that today my game’s totally off. My next shot disappears in the trees.

      Eventually, things turn to the inevitable guys’ talk. “So, what kind of women do you go for?” Howard asks of Antonne while I intentionally occupy myself with my golf bag in an effort to find a club that will actually do its fucking job.

      He glances across at me. “White be the main thing.” His fat black lips pucker. “I loves me some white flesh, I can’t deny that, um-hmm. The paler the better. Better yet if they blonde so that we can appreciate the differences all the more, nigger against ivory. Believe me, there ain’t nothing quite so sweet as that.” The way he’s grasping that driver, wringing it, twisting it so that his gloves creak against the leather handle straps, I can only imagine he’s thinking about it right now, possibly even my wife, and it’s killing me.

      “Hmmm,” Howard tugs his pants up.

      “Even better if she be real pretty up top, slender neck leading to plump breasts followed by a slim waist and broad birthing hips, you know what I’m saying?”

      I’m very aware of three things right now; one, that Howard’s little boner’s prodding out from his golf pants, two, that Antonne’s describing Louise almost perfectly, and three, that he’s directing every word straight at me.

      “Most important of all is that she be young and fertile, you know what I’m saying, so a nigger can pass his good looks onto the next generation.” The creaking from his golf club intensifies as I bury my head further in my bag and a part of me begins to wonder if he’s trying to tell me something, to hurt me, to cause me ever more anguish. “Matter of fact, I’ve gots me a date tonight, and all with this chick who pretty much resembles that description word for word.”

      There’s a prolonged silence as the trees, sand bunker and clubhouse start spinning all around me. Howard’s touching himself, and in my haze I’m pretty sure that Antonne’s glaring at me with a smug and sinister satisfaction after as good as telling me that tonight he’s seeing Louise, which is news to me, and he’s pretty much daring me to do something about it. The silence persists and I slowly turn towards the monster brandishing a 9-Iron, the heaviest of all golf clubs.

      Finally, the tension is broken when Howard barks loudly. “Well, Doug, sounds to me like you’d best keep our guest as far away from your lovely wife as possible.” In an instant, my grip around the 9-Iron diminishes and then both Antonne and Howard are chuckling and slapping each other on the back like old buddies.

      I have to make it through another twelve holes with these people, all while my mind involuntarily conjures dark images of Louise and Antonne together again tonight and my mood descends ever further under a dark cloud. It’s hell, pure hell having to live with all this bottled up, the knowledge that my wife’s engaging in an extra-marital affair with a man who could so easily kill me and there’s absolutely nothing I can do about it other than continue grinding on through it, attempt to mitigate the damage, which by the way I’ve done by replacing her dummy birth control pills with real ones, and hope that nobody else finds out in the meantime. Meanwhile, I’ve got to live with my wife and carry on without her knowing that on the inside I’m dying, while blaming my mood swings and loss of appetite on ‘work pressures.’ This morning I initiated sex but all she could bring herself to do was tug me off.

      Howard regales us with his philosophy on women, insisting to Antonne that the ugly ones are far less trouble, to which he’s given a funny look in return. And then I receive a text message from Louise.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hi, hon, hope work’s good. Just letting you know that tonight I’m visiting Mom. I’ve left steak in the oven. Enjoy x

      

      

      

      

      

      Antonne hits a hole-in-one. “Damn, mothafucker, don’t I always hit the target!” He blows his club like a cowboy would smoke from a gun. “Looks like I’ll be taking that five thousand dollars now.” He tips back to laugh obnoxiously.

      But what he didn’t know was that tonight, I’d be having the last laugh.
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        * * *

      

      When we’d finished at the golf course, I was quick to part and head over to see my brother, Paul, in order to borrow his car. I figured he owed me this small favor considering the amount of money he was asking to borrow. I parked my Lamborghini in his garage, left in his pickup and now wait in a rest area on the main road between my house and the freeway.

      After a little under an hour, Louise finally rolls past in her Ford Focus. I allow the next vehicle to get between us and then begin tailing my wife while being careful to maintain a steady distance once on the freeway. “Missed the exit for your mom’s.” I shake my head and feel a pulse of anxiety prompted by my wife’s lies, not that I believed them in the first place. She does, however, take the exit after that so I come off after her and continue to follow.

      After a few miles, we’re entering the sticks and eventually Louise turns into the parking lot of an out-of-town diner. There are only a couple other vehicles present so just to be on the safe side I decide to continue driving but return fifteen minutes later, now that she’s had chance to enter the joint, and park at the far end of the lot under some trees. By now it’s dark anyway and in the light of a window booth, Louise is easily visible in a flowing red dress, her silky blonde hair flowing down her back and a glass of white wine in front. Perhaps the hardest thing about it all is that I don’t think she’s ever looked so beautiful and it kills me.

      Sure enough, Antonne rolls up late, conspicuous in his black Bugatti Chiron, which he parks in the center of the lot before swaggering inside looking like a gangster in his usual white vest, blue cargo pants, baseball cap and vulgar gold chain dangling from around his traps.

      My heart is broken all over again when Louise jumps up and dashes to meet him halfway to the door, they both moving for an immediate, long and very passionate kiss before sliding comfortably in at the booth.

      I wipe the tears away and send the message on my burner phone, informing my associates of the location.

      All I can do now is wait.

      It’s now night and a few more patrons arrive before ordering drinks at the bar. My view is excellent and enhanced all the more with the aid of a set of binoculars to the extent I can make out every shy, delicate, vulnerable and joyous facial expression my wife makes for being in the company of this no-good professional thug. I’m unable to read Antonne half as well and can’t tell if he’s playing it cool or if Louise is just another white wife for him to have fun with before passing her back used and defiled to yet another broken husband. I particularly hate the way she leans into him, like she’s truly enjoying his company, and he keeps her cozy with a muscular arm cinched around her waist like he owns her.

      Forty-five minutes later, a Ford Transit pulls up close to the diner’s entrance, turns off its lights and falls silent. My heart’s beating really fast but I tell myself I’m doing the right thing.

      Three patrons leave, all buddies who’d been slamming back the shots. They stand around for a few minutes talking so loud that it’s unsettling but eventually an Uber arrives to take them away. Another couple leave shortly after and get straight into the only other vehicle in the lot before rolling out. I check the time, it’s late, so late, in fact, that I’m almost beginning to wonder whether Louise is even worried about my calling her mom to check up on her. She’s from a good family, very tight and Christian, which makes her recent behavior all the more remarkable. Sophie would be devastated to learn about her daughter’s adultery, even more so to know she was cheating on me with a black man, and don’t get me started on her father, Simon.

      They slide out from the booth. This is it! Slowly, taking their time with their arms around each other, they saunter towards the door, stopping halfway for a kiss and inappropriate fondle as the owner looks on from behind the bar. I place the binoculars down but pick them straight back up again and my heart shoots into my mouth as the door opens and the two of them step outside.

      I hear Louise laughing.

      She playfully attempts to push him away. “You are so bad…”

      “Just wait till we in the car.” Antonne’s had a few drinks, which alone is a breach of parole if he so much as turns on the ignition.

      The Transit’s side door is thrown open and three men in black masks jump out.

      “Whut the…” Antonne pitches my wife away.

      Louise screams.

      I straighten against the seat, my body trembling.

      And the men descend on my enemy with chains, batons and brass knuckles.

      In the dark, it’s hard to make out what’s happening in the immediate melee that ensues; thumping, pounding, arms everywhere, shouts, Louise screaming out for help, kicking, one of my men being thrown back against the van and collapsing in a heap.

      Antonne’s still on his feet, which is a concern, the unmistakable jangling of chain resounds, a man cries out in pain and staggers back holding his shoulder. The baton pummels into Antonne’s pectoral and from here it almost looks like his muscles merely absorb the blow. Antonne catches the next swing and there’s a horrific snap and terrible scream from what’s almost certainly a broken arm. Antonne picks the man up and quite effortlessly raises him above his head before throwing him back through the van’s open door. Antonne approaches my man with the injured shoulder, who backs further away, throwing up his one good hand.

      “No…no, please…” he throws his other companion into the back and runs around to the front without even bothering to close the door before climbing inside and screeching out the lot so fast that the van almost tips over attempting to round the corner.

      My legs unconsciously push against the pedals, pressing my back hard against the seat as my testicles shrivel to the size of peas. They can’t see me here, please.

      Antonne laughs as he straightens his cap and checks his gold chain is still around his neck, which it is, and then my wife runs straight into his arms, crushing her lips against his, her tits against his body and her snatch against his crotch and soon enough, in their heat, they commence shuffling urgently for the Bugatti, made harder because neither can bring themselves to break this clinch.

      Eventually, however, they do break it, but only so that Antonne can unlock one of the greatest cars in the world before clambering into the passenger side and pulling my wife in after him. From the way she enters, I’m thinking she’s straddling him, and after that clinch, the way they were holding each other, and in that dress she’s wearing, I think it’s safe to assume that Antonne’s manhood’s raging hard right now, that he’s moving down his zipper and working himself out from his pants. She’s probably not even wearing any underwear and while her G-cup breasts are pressing against his face he’ll be attempting to steer himself towards her opening before cramming himself inside.

      Almost immediately after my mind’s assaulted by such appalling imagery, the car starts rocking and the first delighted squeals penetrate the distance to assail my ears. Soon after the windows are steamed and the binoculars become useless from when I’m only left with my mind to play cruel tricks, augment and intensify the spectacle a thousand times over. Eventually, the car stops rocking and I almost dare to assume he’s spilled his evil seed inside of my wife and I can be sure the torture’s finished, at least for tonight, but sure enough after less than a minute it commences see-sawing once more. This process repeats several times for a period of an hour or longer, and I can only assume he’s telling her to stop working him at the cusp of his climax, again and again, so that he can be brought back down and prolong the whole experience. Delaying orgasm is something I enjoy myself, it takes incredible discipline, but it always ensures a more powerful climax.

      Eventually, there’s a culmination of masculine grunts and feminine squeals, the windows turn bright white from condensation and there’s an almighty shuddering of the Bugatti, which is when I know that this enormous and deadly black man has fired so much seed so far up inside of my wife that it’ll still be leaking out from her come Christmas.

      And then the whole world falls silent.

      Weeping, I start the engine and drive home.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 9

          

          
            Payment in Kind

          

          LOUISE

        

      

    

    
      “Ever since that awful night I encountered Mister Armstrong, I’ve suffered recurrent nightmares that just refuse to go away.”

      The prosecutor makes a sympathetic face. “Anything else?”

      Gerald Sanderson nods, his long unkempt hair tied back in a ponytail, and he’s even shaven and donned a suit for court today. “I have constant physical pains…all over my body…walking’s hard and sometimes I can’t even breathe. Oh, and having both my arms broken, I can’t lift anything and the headaches from having my head pounded repeatedly against a car door just won’t let up.”

      There’s a collective sigh from many watching in the gallery.

      The prosecutor approaches the witness. “What would you say to those who think you deserved the beating you received that night?”

      Sanderson wipes at his eye. “I know I did wrong but I was homeless and hungry.” He reaches beneath his shirt and tugs out a crucifix. “But I’ve found Jesus now and trust that He will guide me right, that I will turn my life around.” He points to a middle-aged lady in the gallery. “And I plan on using any settlement I receive from Mister Armstrong to open a florist and animal rescue center with my new fiancée, Judith.”

      “Awwweeee…” comes the sound from the back.

      My attacker is dismissed and then my husband is called to take the stand. I take the moment during the switch to look again at Antonne sitting at the front. The truth is I’ve barely been able to take my eyes off him the entire session, the way he fills out his Armani suit turns my entire body weak, and I can’t bear the thought that this will be the last I’ll see of him for many years. Judge Wong is also known to be unsympathetic when it comes to black people in his court.

      Doug is sworn in and the prosecutor asks a bunch of questions that lead up to that point; where had we been, what were we doing, what valuables were we carrying? “What were you doing at the time your wife was approached by Mister Sanderson?”

      Doug glances at the claimant and scowls. “I was stunned and was lying unconscious on the ground.” Antonne rolls his head back and the prosecutor then asks for my husband to point out the man who’d apparently come to the rescue. “It was Mister Armstrong.” This is no surprise to anybody, it’s where the questions are going next that concerns me.

      This morning at breakfast, I’d begged Doug not to incriminate Antonne on the stand or say anything that might make his position any worse than it already is.

      He’d slammed his fist against the countertop and spat oatmeal all over the place. “I’m not going to commit perjury for him.”

      I’d seized his arm and squeezed. “But he’s our friend.”

      He’d given me a look as if to assume I was mad. “Well, any friend would not expect me to perjure myself.” He’d turned away and I couldn’t be sure I didn’t detect a wry smile as he did.

      Now, the prosecutor asks, “did the claimant make any aggressive moves towards Mister Armstrong.”

      Doug’s face is all stone. “None.”

      “So why did Mister Armstrong unleash the full fury of all his considerable fighting skills against such a vulnerable member of the public?”

      Doug doesn’t even blink. “He’d had his Subway sandwich knocked out from his hands.” That prompts laughter from almost everybody in the courtroom, though does not serve to paint my lover in a very good light at all.

      I want to scream out and question how Doug could even know any of this if he was unconscious, because obviously the prosecutor will not ask such a simple and obvious question himself. Oh, it’s so unfair, and no matter what the circumstances or motivations might have been, Antonne still saved me and he’s about to lose everything for it. All I want to do is lock myself in a dark room and spend the next four years crying my eyes out until such time as Antonne is released for good and we can elope somewhere far away together. Pipe dreams, of course, but a gal can wish.

      The prosecutor takes a moment to pace about his stage and then returns to Doug, standing right before him. “Mister Rosewood, do you think it was necessary for Mister Armstrong to have continued bashing the skull of Mister Sanderson against the door of your vehicle even after he was unconscious and possibly dead?”

      This is the question I’ve feared, the beyond-reasonable defense question. So far, everything Doug has told the court has been pretty much balanced and objective, not really a matter of opinion but instead a factual account of what happened. Not this. Now he’s asking for my husband’s opinion of what happened and it’s this that will almost certainly seal my lover’s fate.

      Doug takes a sip of water and coughs into a closed fist. “I think…” he removes his glasses and wipes his eye, “I think a dozen smashes might have been a smidge over the top.”

      I huff against my seat and fold my arms. A cowardly answer, playing both sides to save his own back from a perjury charge whilst being mindful of the fact that one day Antonne will be out from jail and might very well remember this moment.

      “An understatement?” The prosecutor gives my husband a chance to clarify and in response Doug just silently nods and there’s uproar in the court.

      “Order.” The judge bangs his gavel. “We shall take a recess while I retire to deliberate on my decision.”
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        * * *

      

      When the court reconvenes I almost feel like I’m about to be sick. Antonne appears unmoved, like he has throughout the whole process, having already been resigned to his fate from the beginning.

      “Perhaps after this we can go for steaks,” Doug chirps from my side, “that new place downtown looks really good.”

      My head snaps back. “What?”

      “No, on second thoughts we should try that new seafood place, I hear the lobster’s excellent.”

      The judge calls to order and then tells Antonne to stand, which he does along with his lawyer who looks like a midget beside his client. The judge glances at his papers and then back at Antonne. “Mister Armstrong, it is my view that considering the circumstances, you caused the plaintiff an unnecessary amount of injury. Had you stopped at maybe five or six strikes against Mister Sanderson’s head then I might have been more minded towards leniency, but instead you persisted with the beating for far beyond what any reasonable person would describe as necessary, made all the worse considering your former profession and skills. I believe you did this out of bloodlust.” Judge Wong again glances down at his papers. “Taking into consideration the extent of the plaintiff’s injuries, many of which will be with him for the rest of his life, I hereby award him the sum total of $15 million in damages.”

      There’s hysteria in the court and a million camera flashes.

      “Good luck finding that,” is what I think Doug mutters through the noise, “and we’ll be in the Seychelles long before your release, you dirty negro.”

      I turn to face my husband with a gaping jaw. “What did you just say?”

      “Shush, here comes the rest.”

      “Order,” Judge Wong cracks down his gavel. “Mister Armstrong, as you’re aware, beating a member of the public to a bloody pulp and leaving him for dead on the sidewalk constitutes a breach of your parole conditions, therefore, I have no alternative but to order you to serve out the remainder of your term in the county jail; a period of no less than four years starting today.”

      Doug’s fists clench, there’s a rare sparkle in his eyes and his lips move to the words, “yes! Yes! Fucking, yes!” He wanted this!

      Judge Wong calls out, “the court is adjourned.”

      Antonne and I hold each other’s gaze as he’s placed in handcuffs and led away.
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        * * *

      

      Keeping everything together is the hardest thing I’ve ever had to do but soon as I arrive in the lady’s room, I break down entirely. “It’s so unfair, all he did was stop me from getting beaten.”

      I continue sobbing, mindful but uncaring that Doug’s waiting for me in the lobby.

      I knew this decision was coming and have had a few weeks to prepare for it but even so, now that Antonne’s been sent back to prison it’s still so hard to believe. I splutter tears. “Well, it was incredible while it lasted.” But it could only ever have been a fling, an incredible, wonderful and exciting fling before the mundanity of life, of being a housewife, looking for acting jobs and the occasional trip to the theater had to return. “Back to normal it is.” Cooking, cleaning, watching daytime TV, and pretending to enjoy sex with my husband.

      There’s a knock at the door.

      “Just a second.” I stare at my soggy face in the mirror. Ugh, but I can’t go out looking like this. Doug will know I’ve been crying and will probably suspect the reasons. It’s a miracle I’ve managed to get away with what I have and the truth is I’ve been far more reckless than what’s sensible. Had Antonne not been taken away from me then I doubt I could ever have given him up and so eventually getting caught and destroying my marriage and reputation would have been inevitable.

      The knocking persists, only more vigorous and annoying.

      “I said just a second!” I run the tap and splash water over my face, reach for a paper towel and pat the moisture from my skin.

      When the knocking turns obnoxious, I discard the paper towel, grab my bag, throw back the lock and yank open the door. “I told you…” I gasp.

      Antonne pushes me back inside. “Bitch, don’t pretend you haven’t dreamed of being alone with me.” They’re the same words he said during our first bathroom encounter, I just manage to comprehend through the fog as my body turns to jelly. He closes the door and over his traps pushing to burst out through his tight-fitting suit I just manage to catch, I think, two ‘brothers’ in the uniforms of prison guards waiting outside for him to finish his business.

      “Is…is…Antonne, is this real?” My voice barely comes out at all.

      He applies the lock and turns around, his hands no longer cuffed. “You ‘bout to find out just how real it be.” He peals off his jacket and I already feel an ocean of juice forming in a certain little sweet spot in anticipation of what he’s about to do to me.

      “But…how…” my mind’s all over the place, though I don’t suppose any of my questions even matter. All I want is to be close with Antonne one final time, to send him off properly.

      He loosens his tie but doesn’t bother with his shirt, just starts unbuckling his belt. Finally gathering my wits, I’m kicking off my heels and hastily reaching to discard my underwear. I’ve worn a figure-clinging all-white dress, probably the best thing I own, because I wanted Antonne to remember me a certain way and I didn’t care how inappropriate for court it might have been. Now, two very large black hands physically maneuver me one-eighty and the hems are raised so that my cheeks are presented where they’re needed. I rest my hands on the sink and arch my back as the mirror reveals Antonne looming down massively from behind. His fingers sink into my ass and he makes an unearthly sound that comes from somewhere deep inside of him and the trembling of his entire body reverberates through my own.

      For a few seconds our eyes are locked in the mirror, savoring the moment, what we know will be our final time but then, unable to take the agony any longer, he reaches down and steers his beautiful, black bulb between my pink, pert lips and slowly pushes forwards. His hands seize my hips as our mouths slowly part and my cunt painfully swallows every inch of Antonne’s considerable size. When finally I feel his thighs crushing against my ass, we hold this position, feeling each other entirely, until neither of us can take anymore and he commences pounding me in earnest.

      Remarkably little is said, and what we do utter is lost entirely to the moment that still doesn’t even feel real, despite the fact there can be no mistaking the way my insides feel like they’re being stretched to their very limits and I’m undergoing the most intense pain and pleasure sensations I’ve ever experienced, heightened infinitely by the passion brought by this surreal occasion.

      Antonne brings an arm across my chest and heaves up my breasts, I bring an arm up to hold his in place as his lips devour my neck and the contrast in colors revealed in the mirror sends an extra deep shiver down my spine. I arch my back further, push my ass out against his crotch and feel the deep grunt that comes from his body. When he pauses to delay his explosion I’m almost too caught up in the moment to stop and there’s nothing I can do to prevent my cunt from clenching around his girth and working him myself.

      He pulls out and I twist around on fire, eyes wild with impossible lust. He drags a hand over his head that’s shining from sweat and flicks the drops across the room before taking a seat on the toilet and tugging me closer by the hips. I don’t hesitate and am immediately straddling my enormous black lover before sinking down and impaling myself with his meat, all the way down to the plums. I’m unfastening the buttons of his shirt, but can only muster enough cognizance to do the first three, and then my hands are slipping beneath the cotton to wrap around his shoulders. I continue using the muscles in my snatch to massage his length, ever longer and more purposeful strokes as our lips meet and our kisses become so ferocious that I taste blood. It’s not long before his fingers are sinking into my ass and I know that he’s about to come so hard inside of me that he might easily hit a valve.

      “Fuck…” we croak together and then there’s a blinding flash of light as both our climaxes hit together and the power of my orgasm works to pull the voluminous discharge from his as far up inside of me as nature will allow. His hot, sticky jets of creamy honey persist and even after they stop my cunt still squeezes him hard as I try to suck up even more, and I only stop when we’re both so sensitive that it becomes uncomfortable.

      We remain locked in a tight embrace for I don’t know how long but eventually, inevitably, Antonne loses hardness and droops out of me. Together, in a remarkable silence, we dress and smarten ourselves back up, after all, what is there to say?

      We stand by the door and embrace one final time. “Goodbye,” Antonne groans into my ear.

      “Goodbye,” I sigh, unsure what to make of this, of everything, of life.

      The door opens and the two black guards nod, replace Antonne’s handcuffs and take my lover back to prison.
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          DOUG

        

      

    

    
      FOUR YEARS LATER

      I place the hot wings down on the table beside the potato skins and feel that finally, everything’s about ready. “Oh, the chicken tenders!” I dash for the oven and manage to rescue them before they burn and place them down on the table along with everything else, a wondrous spread for what will be, for lack of a better word, a memorable day.

      I pat the flour from my apron and check my watch. “Cutting it a bit fine, darling.” I’m guessing Louise went to the gym and salon for a makeover after shooting her morning scenes, no doubt because she wants to look her best for this evening.

      After pulling out the cookies I baked yesterday, I arrange them into a delightful spiral design and then, true to form, my son comes charging in from the living room and tries to palm one.

      “Little Douglas!” I tut. “What did I tell you? Not before the guests arrive.” Shit! He’s still in his play clothes, and he messed up my cookie arrangement! “I’ll fix that later but first, we need to get you changed, young man.”

      Potty first and then I help him into his cute little tux, shiny black shoes and little red bowtie. “Hold still,” I tell him as I drag a brush through his tightly coiled black hair and marvel at how large and how fast he’s growing.

      “Now can I habs cookie?”

      I sigh and know I’ll never be able to deny him anything. “Ok. But don’t tell your mother, alright?”

      Speak of the angel, downstairs the door slams closed and my heart flitters into my mouth as I grab little Douglas and head down to find Louise hanging up her jacket.

      “Hey,” the way she looks in her red lycra just fucking kills me, and her skin and hair are so vibrant after her makeover. She opens out her arms and Douglas runs straight into them. “Here’s my boy!” She smothers him in kisses and as usual, I try and fail to find any resemblance between boy and mother, although there are some who say they look quite alike when they laugh. She glances across at me. “How’s everything going?”

      I blow out air. “We’re about there, I think, but I’m still waiting on the sausage rolls, you know, that puff pastry’s really hard to get right.”

      She nods. “Ok, well, I have to get changed before…” she doesn’t even bother finishing her sentence and strides up the stairs as I’m left ogling her ass and fighting the usual boner and accompanying blue balls that are forever my frustration these days.

      Over the next half hour we’re joined by DeWayne, Duante, Keshawn, Astrid and Olivia, who’re all my wife’s fellow cast members in Modern Couples, the hottest new sitcom on Netflix. Keshawn, my wife’s love interest in the series is last to arrive and I shake his hand and show him into the living room where he’s joined by his co-stars. According to Louise, DeWayne and Astrid are dating in real life, as are Duante and Olivia, which is the opposite of how they’re paired in the show, and is the source of much amusement as well as confusion.

      “Looks like I’d best be extra watchful of my wife around you then, right?” I remark to Keshawn at the precise moment little Douglas decides to bound in before destroying my cookie arrangement for the second time. The attempt at a joke immediately falls flat and it’s obvious what they’re all thinking, though Astrid’s unable to prevent herself from sniggering in a mocking way at my expense regardless, and then I spend the next five minutes fixing the cookies  again whilst trying to ignore the sweat dripping from my face.

      “It’s alright,” Keshawn approaches me after enough time has elapsed that it’s conspicuous, “I’m dating a professional volleyball player.” He pulls out his cell and shows me an image from above of what’s evidently another soot-black twelve-inch length of pipe up a white woman’s asshole. He nudges me in the ribs. “So you have nothing to worry about where Louise is concerned.” The way he smirks whilst glancing at Douglas Junior is an obvious attempt at causing humiliation, and I very nearly grab a meat skewer and jab him through the eyeball.

      I check my watch and feel myself getting nervous. It’s nearly time! A car enters the community but it’s just one of the neighbors.

      And then the steps creak and Louise enters the room. Everyone’s jaw drops and the familiar hopeless sinking feeling I always experience around Louise is amplified a thousand times over when I see her in this impossibly tight-fitting, figure-clinging, booty-hugging, breast-augmenting designer all-black Lombardi that had a price tag of twenty-thousand fucking dollars. Now, seeing her wearing it for the first time, I understand why she wanted it so badly for this evening.

      “Fuck!” Duante blurts and receives a slap on the shoulder from the redheaded Olivia who reminds me of a more youthful and classier Christina Hendricks.

      My belly sinks all the way down to my crotch as I have to readjust the way my dick’s sitting in my underwear. I can’t even rub one out to clear the fuzz from my brain because, well, I’m playing fucking host here. I know I say this often to myself but this time it happens to be completely true, never has Louise looked so goddamn fucking sexy as she does right now and it’s absolutely fucking soul-destroying.

      “You like?” Louise directs the question to everybody else, ignoring me completely, and turns all the way around so that I get an eyeful of all her impossible curves from every single fucking angle.

      My legs tremble as I’m unable to stop myself from blundering straight up to her. “Please, darling, tonight can we…”

      She shoots me an angry glare, cutting me off at once. “Doug, we’ve discussed this.” She directs a reassuring smile towards her friends and then glances back at me. “The drinks, darling, where are the drinks?”

      There’s an awkward silence. “Shit, I…” forgot all about that.

      “Perhaps you can pop the champagne. This is supposed to be a celebration! Doug, the music too.”

      I do as she says and because, stupidly, I’ve made everything so uncomfortable, it’s actually a relief to get out of there for a few minutes, though I’m careful to apply the ice to my balls way out of eyeshot down in the cellar.

      I pull down my pants and hold a medium-sized block against my cock and balls, and while I wait for the demons in my head to fuck off, I contemplate how I even got into this position in the first place.

      Long story short - first came the pregnancy soon after Antonne’s court case, and imagine my confusion when, after Louise broke the news, I went to check on her birth control pills only to find she’d stopped taking them altogether. What followed was nine of the most traumatic months of my entire life with the CPA, New York Board of Accountancy and even the IRS all coming after me at the same time. The quarter million dollars I gave to Paul for the restaurant proved the weakest link in the paper trail that all led to me, which was when the rest of Antonne’s money was recovered and distributed amongst all his various claimants. When Douglas Junior eventually came out looking like something I’d just dropped down the toilet bowl after a particularly fibrous meal, it was almost a relief because, although he was hardly the complexion I was praying for, it did mean that the awful ordeal, of waiting, of tenterhooks, of constant angst and uncertainty, was now over and I could finally just accept and learn to live with it. Besides, flaunting a mixed baby in front of the judge earned me enough pity to promise leniency, that and the fact I’m a masculine-presenting transgendered lesbian, and that I was even on trial in the first place was a disgrace to America. Aye, this news came as a complete shock to my wife, and no matter how much I tried explaining things, after the fraud, losing my job to Laqueta and being disqualified from ever again working as an accountant, being a legal female was the final straw for her. At least I was spared prison but only owing to the before mentioned mitigating circumstances, though damned if I’ve so much as received a peck on the cheek from Louise ever since. That Louise’s sitcom’s doing so well hardly helps, as now she’s the sole breadwinner, and a considerable one at that. In fact, Louise’s entire career has been on the up ever since giving birth to our son. Finally, although she’ll never admit to it and I’m far too ashamed to delve too deeply into the possibility, I suspect she regularly visits Antonne in prison for a conjugal visit, which would explain why she dresses up and disappears for hours on end every second Friday of the month. I’ve heard about hybristophiliacs being allowed private time to fuck their brutes while they languish behind bars. Fuck, even Ted Bundy managed to get a girl pregnant whilst on death row. If true, then at least, for once, Louise has spared me the indignity of a second mulatto child I’d then have to explain to my mother.

      Now that my cock’s shriveled to the size of a Cheeto, I dry my crotch with a tissue and pull up my pants, and no sooner do I finish than there’s a loud cheer back upstairs.

      Considering the circumstances, I’m in no hurry to rejoin the party, so I spend anywhere between thirty-five and forty-five minutes perched on a beer keg before finally plucking up the courage to scurry out from my hole.

      By now, the shit ghetto music’s obnoxiously loud, the floor’s covered in confetti, streamers from used party poppers and champagne corks, and everyone’s clustered around a central figure who towers over everybody else. I don’t need to tell you, dear reader, who this central figure happens to be.

      I remain standing in the periphery for so long that it soon becomes awkward and notice the only other person not crowding Antonne happens to be his biological son. Douglas Junior stares at his real dad with a curious eye, the same way he does with many things, though I can’t help but wonder if on this occasion there’s something else there, perhaps some small semblance of curiosity, of instinctual recognition.

      Antonne’s donned in the same suit he arrived wearing to court four years ago and if I’d thought, even hoped, that the intervening time might have poorly aged the man then all my hopes are dashed. No, because his posture’s straight as ever, his musculature just as thick as my nightmares insist on constantly reminding me, and his face is no more pulped than usual. Louise, of course, is hanging right off the man, almost like she’s attempting to occupy the exact same space and time as he, despite the present company and her son staring from the other side of the room.

      “Douglas,” my wife calls across not to me but to the little guy, and beckons with a hand, “I’d like you to come meet somebody.”

      The guests open out for the special moment as Antonne crouches down and opens his palms out towards the boy. “Hey, come here and say hello.”

      He hesitates at first but after some encouragement my son bounces across into Antonne’s arms. There’s a collective “aweeeeee,” and all I want to do is evaporate into the fucking wall. By far the most hurtful thing, though, is the way Louise watches on, almost like she’s thinking sigh, but things could have been like this for real if not for that other one, you know, that guy who feeds, dresses, changes his diapers and will one day pretty soon also be homeschooling him. Certainly, there’s nobody here now who gives a fuck for how I might be feeling to have my entire existence null and voided in this way.

      Perhaps wisely, I decide to make myself busy with the food, keeping everyone’s glasses topped and cleaning up after various spills once the evening becomes too rowdy. As far as my wife’s concerned, I might as well be invisible, though to his credit, on two separate occasions, Antonne makes eye contact with me from across the room. When finally Louise does speak with me, it’s only to remind me that I’m supposed to take our son to his grandma’s, her mother’s, to stay for the night.

      It’s obvious why she doesn’t want little Douglas around tonight and probably not me either.
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        * * *

      

      After dropping Douglas off at Sophie and Simon’s, I hit a bar and remain there for several hours, drinking glass after glass of beer in a darkened corner. I’m all alone except for one point when I’m propositioned by a fat hooker with a black eye and meth teeth. It’s three in the morning when the cab drops me outside my front door and, full of trepidation and dread, I enter to the crashes of my wife’s bedposts being repeatedly smacked against the wall.

      I place on some headphones, turn the volume on full and commence cleaning up after the party. It’s an hour later when finally I remove the headphones, just as Louise is undergoing the deep throes of orgasm.

      Hastily covering my ears again, I play some classical music and fall asleep curled up on the couch. When I open my eyes, daylight’s flooding in through the blinds, my eyes and head are both stinging and there are two sculpted black thighs right in front of me. I slowly glance up, thank God he’s wearing underwear, and true enough, Antonne’s looking straight down at me.

      “Here.” He holds out a cup of what I’m guessing to be coffee and, with some small hesitation, I accept it.

      “Where…where’s Louise?”

      “Recovering,” he says, simply, and pulls a chair up close before sitting. There’s silence for a moment as he studies me and who knows what’s going through the mind of this animal. “Whut be the odds that I’m released when she’s ovulating?”

      I shake my head groggily. “Ov…what are you talking about?”

      “And I had a month’s worth of batter stored up waiting for this moment.” When I can’t answer the man, he leans forwards. “Learned how to meditate in the slammer, which helps.” He slurps obnoxiously from his own coffee and I can’t tell if he’s intentionally flexing the bowling ball that pops from his arm. “So…the ways I sees it…you’ll soon be blessed with another child.”

      I’m too enraged to say anything.

      “That’s right, don’t talk, maybe it be best that you listen to Antonne, ‘specially since we didn’t get chance to talk last night.” His left pectoral bounces impressively, which makes the eagle, or whatever the fuck he’s got tattooed on his chest, look distorted very briefly. “First of all, there’s some things you need to understand.” He leans back in the seat and I almost fear it’s about to implode. “After whut you did with my money, you lucky I’m not killing yo ass right this minute.” His nostrils flare. “Stealing from Antonne and giving it to your brother…shieeett…but I’ll be paying him a visit soon enough, you can be sure about that.” He drains his cup and sets it down on the floor. “And yeah, I know all about your plan to run away to the Seychelles, or wherever, well…” his fist clenches in a way that sends a wave of terror shooting straight through me, “looks like things didn’t quite work out for you, Douglas, so now this is how things are gonna be…”

      “What?” Slowly, I sit up. “How are things going to be?”

      “Shut up when Antonne’s talking, bitch.” His finger’s in my face and it takes a moment for him to settle down again. “Now you listen here, becuz I sees the way you raise that little nigger, like he be one of your own, and he seems not to mind you, which is the only reason I’ve not already murdered your ass, you understand?”

      I dare to nod. “Yes.”

      He sniggers. “Plus I never hits a woman.”

      I decide not to answer that.

      “And like I said, soon you’ll be having another on the way, shit, or maybe I’ll decide to give you and your wife another two or three, that’s my choice,” his finger’s in my face again, “and whut about you then?”

      “I…” I’m quick to blurt out, “I will raise and care for them.”

      “Damn right,” he nods and backs away, “becuz this be your life now so you better get use to it, oh, and you better believe I’ll be keeping an eye on things, coming and going as I please.” He stands and I breathe out because it doesn’t look like he wants to hurt me. “And don’t let me never catch you peeking in or secretly filming, you understand?”

      I quickly nod.

      “I’m not into any that shit.” He stalks out and heads back upstairs and it’s not long before Louise is once again howling and I have to do whatever I can to blot out the torture.

      Because this is my life now.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            From the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Thanks for reading.

      

      At this point I have no plans for any marketing material, Facebook fan pages or email newsletters. If you like my work and would like to be kept informed of any future releases then the best thing to do might be to subscribe to me via the ‘Follow the Author’ button on the Amazon sales page for this book.

      

      If you’ve enjoyed this book then please feel free to write a few words in the form of a review on the page where you made the purchase.

      

      Meanwhile, please check out my other books…

      

      
        
        War Booty

        My Dark Secret

        War Restitution

        An African Vacation

        A Plantation Scandal

      

      

      

      Thanks so much.

      

      Aspen Berry
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