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Caz stepped out into the corridor, leaving the chaos of the flat behind her.  Her three younger sisters were making a cacophony, and her grandma was hollering at them to quieten down.

‘Caroline!’ she shouted after Caz.  Caz winced.  She’d been hoping to sneak out unnoticed.  Impossible, in that flat.  ‘Don’t you be staying out all night, you hear!’ 

‘I won’t, grandma,’ Caz called out, closing the door behind her.

She headed to the lift, before remembering it was out of order again.  She sighed, heading into the graffiti’d stairwell instead.  A few of the lads that live a couple of floors below were lurking in there, smoking skunk and passing around a bottle of cheap wine and playing music on their mobile phones.  They whooped and cajoled her as she stormed past.

‘Hey, white girl,’ they called out.  It’s what they always called out.  ‘White girl.  Stay out and party wid us.’ 

Out of the block and heading down the walkway.  Thankfully it was quieter out here.  Even in her grey tracksuit and white vest she got hassle.  Brown hair pulled tightly back in a severe ponytail, big cheap hoop rings through her ears.  She couldn’t have looked less glam if she tried.  Yet she always got hassle.

She pulled her earphones from her bag, plugged them into her phone.  Before she had a chance to put them in, Chocky was there, coming round the precinct, and spotted her.

Even considering the foul mood she was in, she beamed to see her fella.

He gave her a bear hug and they kissed, standing outside the shuttered takeaway.

‘Where the hell have you been?’ she asked him, breaking the kiss.  ‘I’ve been trying to get ahold of yous.’

Chocky gave a sheepish grin.  ‘Yeah… I’ve been laying low… Had to sell my phone, so just been hiding out at my nan’s…’

Like Caz, Chocky lived with his grandmother.  Unlike her family of stereotypical white East End bruisers, Chocky’s background was Pakistani.  His grandparents had moved to England decades ago, but even so, Chocky was terrified of them finding out he was seeing a white girl.

‘Babes,’ Caz sighed.  ‘Your phone?  You shouldn’t have sold your phone.’

‘Yeah, well.  Burns said he’d kick my head in if I didn’t pay him back, so.’  He shrugged, and Caz saw the worry and tiredness etched into his young face.  They were both only eighteen, but the life round here was slowly grinding them down.

He realised she was watching him, and shook off his look of introspection, giving her a flash of his dazzling grin.  ‘But anyways, what are you up to?  Where are you going?’

Caz felt a pang of hurt.  He’d forgotten.  When she’d seen him walking towards her, she’d assumed he was coming to meet her, to go with her, but he’d clean forgotten.

‘My audition?’ she replied, a touch spicily.  Chocky’s face dropped.  ‘With BayLiff?  I did tell you about it.’

‘Babes,’ he says, quickly and seriously.  ‘I didn’t think you was serious – you really going over there now?’

‘Yeah,’ Caz shot back.  ‘So?  What, do you think I’m not good enough either now, or summink?’

‘Babe,’ he stammered.  He looked shaken up.  He put his hand on her arm.  ‘Please don’t go see Bay.  The shit they say about him – please, I don’t want you going over there by yourself –’

‘By myself?’ she challenged him.  ‘You ain’t coming with me?  Your own girlfriend, you ain’t gonna support me?’

‘I – I can’t.’  Chocky looked miserable.  He looked up at the looming tower blocks around them in despair.  ‘I – I owe him for some weed –’

‘For fuck’s sake, Chocky,’ Caz said, walking away from him.  She was shaking her head.  ‘It’s always going to be the same with you, isn’t it?’

He jogged alongside her.  ‘C’mon, Caz.  I’ve heard how he treats girls, don’t go round there –’

‘Yeah, well, I’m not some dumb slag wanting to be some rapper’s moll, am I,’ she spat bitterly, still walking.

‘Caz –’

She rounded on him.  ‘Getting into Beatz Per Minute gives me a chance to get out of this hole, don’t you understand that?’  She didn’t like the tone of despair she heard in her voice.  She turned away from him.  ‘I need to do something, Chocky.’

Chocky left her there.  She hopped on a bus round the corner, feeling weirdly emotional.  Every time she saw Chocky, he seemed to be slipping further: into petty crime, into getting beaten up, into debt with the kind of people in whose debt he really didn’t want to be.  Part of her was crazy about him, part of her was wondering whether he’d pull her down if she let him.

She put her headphones and looked out of the bus window as it moved past the estates.  She listened to come of the Beatz Per Minute crew’s stuff she’d downloaded.  Jittery, angry, full of fire and aggression.  

They were starting to make a name for themselves.  She’d heard from someone that they’d been played on Radio 1 Extra last week.  Pirate radio was one thing.  National exposure was another.

BayLiff was the guy who’d formed BPM.  Their producer, she guessed that made him, but she knew he preferred the term ‘mastermind.’  He was older, had been in the scene longer than most of them had been alive.  Ran one of the big local pirate stations.

He was the man to know, and Caz had managed to score an audience with him.

Boarded-up shops passing by outside, she dug her notebook out of her bag, and went over the lyrics that she’d scrawled down in there.

The bus dropped her off right outside Bay’s tower block.  A group of black kids in hoodies watched her from the shuttered doorway of an old laundrette, but let her pass without comment.

The door to Bay’s block of flats was broken and wedged open, so she didn’t need to call up to ask to be buzzed in.  The lifts worked, but stank of piss.  Bay was up on the fifteenth floor, though, so there was no way she was walking.  She held her sleeve over her mouth and nostrils and stood amongst the litter and graffiti and ascended the building.

She stepped out at his floor.  She could hear music playing behind closed doors, kids screaming, a dog barking.  It wasn’t too different from her place.  She wondered why anyone who’d found any degree of success would want to stay here.

She pulled her lyric notebook from her bag and scribbled down the phrase, ‘Big fish in a lil pond / livin like a king so far offa the ground.’  She tucked it back away.

She walked up to Bay’s door.  Low bass beats could be heard from within.  She took a deep breath.  Told herself she could do this.  Told herself she had to do this.

She knocked, nodding her head and shoulders to the beats coming from inside, trying to build up her confidence.

A young black man opened the door.  A bulldog on a chain barked furiously at her, before getting yanked back.  The young guy looked at her suspiciously.  Music and the smell of weed drifted out into the corridor.

‘Yeah?’ he frowned, looking her up and down, struggling to hold back the dog.

‘Uh… I’m here to see BayLiff?’ she said, trying not to shoot nervous glances down at the dog.  ‘I’m Lady CazStr8or?’  

The guy sniffed, and slammed the door in her face.  Caz blinked, before the door was reopened, and she was being ushered in.  ‘C’mon, before Pixie gets out,’ he grunted, crouching down and holding the dog by her collar.

Caz stepped inside.  The door was locked behind her.  Almost immediately the dog stopped barking, assuming Caz to be safe.  She wandered up to the newcomer with her stump for a tail wagging.  Caz looked down at her.  ‘’sup.’

‘Wait here.’  The guy wandered through into the flat.  Caz waited awkwardly in the hallway, peering through any open doors.  Just a normal tower block flat.  The layout wasn’t too different from her grandma’s place, actually.  Posters of rappers and Bob Marley and guns covered the walls.  There were boxes everywhere, one room filled with nothing but what Caz assumed was stolen stereo equipment.

The young guy gestured her through.  Caz stepped into the small kitchen.  Large windows overlooked the estate below, cast in a dirty orange glow from the street lights.  Bottles of cheap supermarket booze lined the countertops.

BayLiff was sitting at the table.  Skunk and smoking paraphernalia were laid out in front of him.  He gave her a cursory glance.

‘Yeah?’ he asked.

BayLiff was older, Caz knew, but she couldn’t have been more specific.  Mid-forties?  Fifty?  He was a very large man, broad, with a smooth shaved head and the obligatory bling around his neck.  His accent was a combination of East End and Afro-Caribbean drawl.

‘I’m, uh, Lady CazStr8or,’ Caz told him, hoping she sounded confident, but dismayed that they didn’t seem to be expecting her.

He looked her in the eyes.  His were piercing, cold.  He had rough stubble coating his face.  ‘You’re who?’

Caz swallowed.  Don’t let him intimidate you, she told herself.  You’re the future.  He needs people like you.  Prove it.

‘Dianne told me you wanted to see me,’ she said firmly.  ‘I’ve been MCing with the Elementz crew.’

A faint smile creased his sombre face.  ‘Ah.  Shit.  Yeah.  Hah.  I’d forgotten about that.’

Caz really had to struggle against despair now.

‘Listen,’ he said, gesturing to the table in front of him.  ‘As you can see, we’re a little busy here.’  He looked her dead in the eyes.  ‘We’re not looking for any performers right now.’

Caz held his gaze.  ‘But you haven’t even heard me,’ she said.

‘I heard you the other night,’ Bay replied calmly.

‘Then –’ Caz looked around her, feeling this was slipping out of her grasp.  ‘W-why did you say you wanted to hear me, then?’

The slightest of bemused smiles as he turned his attention back to his product.  ‘Don’t ask me.  Musta been in a good mood, I guess.’

His young assistant stepped towards her.  He placed a hand on her arm and gestured her back to the door.  She was so taken aback by her complete and sudden failure that she allowed herself to be led a few steps.

Until the young guy muttered, ‘C’mon, white girl.’

She froze.  There it was again.

She turned back to Bay.

‘That’s it, isn’t it?’ she demanded.  ‘Silly white girl playing tough, right?  That’s all this is?  What, if I had a cock you’d listen?’  She snatched a CD from her bag – a mixtape of a couple of her tracks that she’d burned earlier tonight – and flung it across the room at him.  It missed easily and clattered into a cupboard.  Bay ducked, stunned, but laughed.  ‘You try being a female out there, see how easy it is, see how tough the streets really are then –’

Bay was laughing, holding his hands out.  His assistant, after initial alarm, grinned too, and allowed his grip on Caz’s arm to relax.

‘Fuck, crazy bitch,’ Bay smiled.  Caz looked at him, furious.  But then he glanced at the younger man, and nodded at him.  ‘Hey.  Go take Pixie out for a while, alright?’

Her arm was released.  The younger man hesitated.

‘Go on,’ Bay told him.  ‘Maybe see if the boys are around, yeah?  You know what I’m saying?’

The young man slinked away.  Caz heard Pixie’s chain being refastened, and the front door opening and closing.  She kept her eyes on Bay, thinking, I’ve got him.  I’ve earned his respect.

‘Bitch,’ he said, his tone suddenly different now they were alone – firmer, darker, free from any cheer he’d just been displaying.  ‘I don’t know what you want or what you’ve heard to come into my place of business shouting shit off –’

‘I want to be in on the BPM crew,’ she said hurriedly.  

He shook his head.  ‘No fucking way.  I’ve spent two years masterminding those boys.  That outfit is perfect.  They’re ready.’

‘Then somewhere else.  Just listen to me, man, my shit is tight –’

He laughed.  ‘I’ve been doing this long enough to know who’s tight, white girl.’

Caz sneered, furious but desperate.  She had visions of walking back to her estate, back to her gran and her sisters and Chocky and the sneers of the boys downstairs.  ‘Yeah, well, I say, Fuck that.  How much do you know, living in some hole like dis.  You’re just like everyone round here, all talk, you’re worth shit –’

He was standing up, suddenly, pushing his chair back with a screech.  Caz stepped back in alarm.  Bay was enormous, easily a few inches over six foot.  Caz was barely five foot four.

‘What the fuck do you know?’ he demanded, his voice almost shouting now.  Caz wanted to crouch down and hide.  ‘I’ve put – years – into this.  What the fuck are you prepared to do?’

Caz looked away, her resolve finally broken.  Chocky had been right.  Coming here had been a mistake.  ‘Anything,’ she muttered.

‘What’s that?’

She shook her head.  She was looking down at her white trainers.  They were dirty.  ‘I said I’ll do anything,’ she mumbled again.

‘Will you suck cock?’

There was no hesitation to his question, no softening of tone: he was still demanding, sneering, and furious.  She froze for a moment, realising that, deep down, she’d been waiting for something like this to come up.  After all, what had Chocky been trying to warn her against?

‘Anything,’ she said, quietly, still staring at her trainers.

‘Now we’re getting somewhere,’ he said, stepping towards her.  He put a hand on her shoulder.  Even when his gestures were soft, he was so much bigger than Caz that it felt like they could knock her flying.  ‘Look at me, white girl.’

Caz was trembling.  She was alone in a flat with this guy, this enormous wall of black muscle standing right up beside her.  She made herself look up.

‘The streets can be a sick place,’ he told her, voice quiet but electric with power and bass.  ‘Can you be sick, too?’

Caz had no idea what he was talking about, but she knew this was the challenge.  She swallowed, and nodded.

He took her by the hand and led her through to the bathroom.  Caz followed as if in a daze.

‘Music has to show the extremes of human experience,’ he told her.  He sounded somehow soothing, fascinating, and terrifying all at once.  He stood with his legs backed up against the toilet.  He reached down the front of his sportswear bottoms, and took out an erection that made Caz’s eyes literally bulge.  She had no idea how she was meant take that, in any of her holes.  ‘We have to live at the extreme to create music that means something.’

Caz’s head was still spinning from all this.  

Bay sat down on the toilet, his trousers round his knees.  The toilet lid was up, she noticed idly.  The bathroom was small, but tidy.  He spread his legs, and held his erect meat in his fist, like a weapon.

In the seconds it took Caz to lower herself to her knees, she could feel all her esteem, all her self-belief, crumbling around her.  She was betraying her boyfriend, she was betraying her ideals.  For what?  The help of someone who thought he was the man, but who was little more than anyone else round these parts?

She took the tip of his cock in her mouth.  He tasted of salt and sweat.

‘Good, white girl,’ Bay muttered, sliding his hand into her tightly pulled-back hair.  ‘That’s what I’m talking about.  Experience.  Use this, as I’ll use you.’

She tried taking his meat in her throat, but there was just too much of him.  Bay truly was a beast down there.  Breathing through her nose, Caz pulled her head back, and used her tongue on him, tracing the massive veins up the side of his shaft, sucking on the tip, placing her teeth either side of his meat and gently gnawing.  

She was horrified to admit it, sitting there on her knees, but the sheer manliness of Bay was beginning to affect her.  There was just so much more muscle here.  It was a world away from whenever she and Chocky had their awkward fumbling sex.

She felt degraded.  But then again, she had always felt degraded.  Sneered at by her supposed peers, looked down upon by society.  Laughed at by men.  She was used to being in this position.  She’d been in it all her life.  All eighteen years of her life.

Her hooped earrings jangled as she bobbed her head up and down the older man’s meat.  

She slid her face down, having to rest her cheek on the plastic toilet seat.  She opened her mouth, taking Bay’s heavy balls past her lips.  She gently sucked on his heavy scrotum.  His massive shaft rested against her face as she soaked his balls with her tongue.

She felt pressure on the top of her head, pressing her down, down, further down.  Bay slid on the toilet seat, leaning back as he slid his rear forward.  His arse was hot, and traced with black hair.  Her tongue traced a line down, along his balls, down across that sensitive patch of skin, to his dark, spicy arsehole.

‘White girl,’ he grunted appreciatively, sliding down even more, allowing her even more access.  He spread his legs as she placed her palms on the inside of his thighs.  She pushed her head down, pressing to the side, really lapping at his crumpled butthole.  She curled her tongue, pressing, probing.  

She thought of Chocky.  It somehow turned her on more, thinking of her boyfriend as she rimmed a man who wanted to do him harm.

She was gasping.  It was hot between Bay’s thighs.  Not much air.  

She felt his grip on her hair tighten again.  He had one hand on her head, one now on his shaft, jerking it against her face.

Holding Caz’s face in place, she felt his torso tense, before his arsehole clenched, and he broke wind into her mouth.

She coughed, immediately gagging, at the musty, meaty air that filled her nostrils and gaping mouth.  She tried to yank her head away, slapping Bay’s inner thighs, but his grip was firm, holding her into his rear.

Oh God, she thought frantically, pushing her face and tongue back into Bay’s saliva-slick arsehole.  More farts broke against her mouth.

Oh Jesus.  What am I doing.  What am I doing.

Bay’s torso was still tense, his stomach clenching.  Caz’s nose against his balls, her face deep between his thighs, Caz gasped in horror and arousal as Bay pushed a massive thick turd out of his bowels.  It brushed her lips as it passed by, on its way to drop into the water below.  Her face was splashed lightly as it hit.

Caz was gagging uncontrollably, retching at the stench, but still working her mouth.  She lapped furiously at his tight balls as Bay continued to shit, a fetid, meaty stench fogging her face.

‘Oh, white girl,’ Bay cooed, shitting in her face.  ‘Use this.  Use this.  Push yourself…’

His shits had been firm, and held their shape.  Not much sloppiness.  Fighting against her retches, Caz pushed her tongue into Bay’s dirty arse, curling, using as much spit as she could muster. 

She was a teenager on her knees, cleaning an older man’s arsehole with her tongue.

The stench and the taste got too much.  She faced down into the toilet bowl, Bay’s thighs either side of her head, and puked down onto the turds already in there.

Bay was groaning in delight as Caz spat down into the water.

She was gasping for air, but Bay hadn’t finished with her yet.  Tears streaming from her eyes, she felt both his hands on either side of her face, as he grabbed her head, forcing her down onto his shaft.  

She retched again, coughing wildly, as the aging producer mercilessly skull-fucked her.  

‘White girl,’ he gasped, over and over.  ‘You dumb skank.  You silly little skank…’

He emptied his balls down her throat.  Cum, puke, shit: Caz was on her knees, taking it all.

All for the sake of a career that would almost certainly go nowhere.

Bay leaned back on the can, a lazy grin flickering across his face.  Caz, turned, hands over her mouth, coughing.  She flung herself over the edge of the bathtub and coughed out some of the vile mixture that she couldn’t bring herself to swallow.

As she coughed, she heard the front door open, back out in the hallway.  Male voices, laughing.  She ignored them as she coughed, gasped, and tried to regain her breath.  

Bay stood up, flushing the toilet.  He washed his hands.  Caz gazed at the cummy, shitty paste she’d spat into the tub.  She ran the taps, washing it away.

She heard Bay open the bathroom door behind her.  He was talking in a low voice.  

She made herself sit up, and turn round.  Four black young men were watching her from the doorway.  She recognised them as members of the Beatz Per Minute collective.

‘We got us a sick one, boys,’ Bay told them, looking down at her.  ‘A fucked up white girl.  Ain’t they the best?’

The guys shuffled in to the bathroom as Caz watched, eyes widening.  They were taking their cocks out.  

‘Okay,’ Bay told her, grinning a mouth full of large teeth.  ‘Your audition begins now.  Show us what you got.’
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