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“We are so made that we can derive intense enjoyment from contrast and very little from the state of things.” 

-Sigmund Freud



Introduction

THIS ACCOUNT OF ANN GARDNER’S JOURNEY WILL BE TOLD BY TWO NARRATORS, MYSELF AND ANN’S HUSBAND PAUL. THROUGHOUT THE EVENTS DESCRIBED HERE, PAUL, HAS BEEN KEEPING A JOURNAL. I BELIEVE IT IS AN HONEST ONE, OR AS HONEST AS POSSIBLE UNDER THE CIRCUMSTANCES. IT SEEMED TO ME THAT HIS JOURNAL ENTRIES WOULD ADD INTEREST TO THE TELLING OF WHAT IS ESSENTIALLY BOTH HIS STORY AND HERS. WE BEGIN WITH A JOURNAL ENTRY PAUL MADE NEAR THE END OF THEIR JOURNEY.

 Journal Entry

My name is Paul Gardner. I’m forty-six years old. Now that it is over and the debt has been paid, I’m sitting here wondering how it all began. Not that it matters. I guess, in time, we are able to re-imagine the past in ways that make our actions less reprehensible, but the past remains the past and in our hearts we know the truth of it.

I’ve been playing the “What If” game. What if Ann’s parents hadn’t been killed in an auto accident when she was four years old? What if she hadn’t been raised by her grandparents? What if her Irish Catholic grandparents hadn’t sent her to schools for Catholic girls and to a Catholic University? What if during her formative years Ann hadn’t spent countless hours studying the lives of the Saints and more countless hours on her knees worshipping Jesus? What if Ann hadn’t been so innocent, so good, so pure, so compassionate, and so empathetic? What if all of these admirable qualities hadn’t been initiated by fear and nurtured by guilt? She said she signed the first contract because of her love for me. That, I believe, might have been a small part of the reason, but it was guilt and fear that guided her trembling hand as she wrote her name first to the business documents I persuaded her to sign and later to the unimaginably depraved contract.

“What If” one of my trucks hadn’t been involved in an accident with the car her grandfather was driving? What if my driver hadn’t taken a cell phone photo of the grandfather and the incredibly beautiful young woman who had been in the passenger seat? What if, although the accident was clearly the old man’s fault, I hadn’t personally visited him and his granddaughter to see that they weren’t injured and to write a generous check to cover the damage to his car and another check for the stress the accident caused to both of them? 

“What If” I hadn’t fallen immediately and hopelessly in love with the stunningly beautiful, impossibly innocent young Irish Catholic woman?

“What If” her only other relationship with a male had been a college boy her own age? It ended after two weeks when he felt her breast after an evening at the movies.

“What If” Ann’s degree hadn’t been in Education and she hadn’t received certification to teach history in the state of New York at the time when her relatively poor grandparents were in failing health?

“What If” I hadn’t been born with a small penis given to premature ejaculations? And perhaps the biggest “What If” I hadn’t become addicted to gambling? 

I could list hundreds of other “What If’s” to support my argument that we definitely are not “The masters of our fate” or “the captains of our souls”. Our lives are controlled by Chance, Circumstance, and Accidents over which we have no control. In the end you either slit your wrists or shrug your shoulders and say, “Well, it is what it is.” Or while the memories are still fresh you might spend a number of sleepless nights making, however painful, a record of what happened in an effort to understand it, or to prove to yourself there was no way you could have prevented it from happening

I have set down here an account of the direction our marriage took around the end of the second year. I was privileged or cursed to witness or hear much of what happened to Ann. There are digicams that bring videos to your computer and even to your big screen TV in real time. There are iPhones that send instant pictures. There’s text messaging. There are webcams that send images to multiple computers, iPods, iPads, and television sets. There’s conference calling and voice mail. Internet connections. I became acquainted with all of them. Certainly not always, but quite often Ann was in sight even when I wasn’t with her.

One more thing. This has been a voyage of discovery for both of us. Ann’s voyage might have been more dramatic, but mine has been more profound, more life changing. I know who and what I am. I’m not at all the person I believed myself to be.


Chapter One

 She is twenty-four. Paul is forty-six. Theirs was, as many friends and relatives were quick to point out, a May/December relationship. No one thought the marriage held much promise, but they were wrong and eventually most admitted it. Paul is quick to say that he never thought he was capable of loving anyone one as much as he loved Ann. He says that, even after all that has happened, he still loves her, but not in the same way. Both he and Ann were led to discover who they really were. Everything she said and did during the first two years of their marriage suggested that her love for him was honest, deep, and forever. They were incredibly happy. It’s hard to believe, but there was never a quarrel, never even a bad word spoken or a day without expressions of tenderness and love. Although Ann worried about his gambling habit, she never mentioned it. Besides, Paul managed, during those first two years, to keep most of it from her. 

He used his office phone and computer to bet on horses, ball games, and whatever else was available. One night a week throughout those first years Ann helped at the Catholic Youth Center in Bedford-Stuyvesant. She taught learning and coping skills to “at risk” teenagers most of whom attended because for them it was either go to the Youth Center or the Juvenile Detention Facility. Paul worried about her spending time with tough delinquents in one of the most dangerous areas of Brooklyn. But she never complained and had actually found ways to earn their grudging respect. Her volunteering also gave him his poker night. He played with a group of high rollers. There were six of them; Paul and five black guys. They were of different ages, but all seemed reasonably intelligent. One, Jim Albertson, was both a long time friend and the accountant for his trucking company. He introduced Paul to his friends, and they quickly accepted him because one of their regular members had moved to California. Each week one of the members hosted the game. When it was Paul’s turn, he had them come to his office which was spacious and well appointed. At first, no one objected. 

 He had not only inherited a very profitable trucking company, he also inherited a large and lovely old Victorian house on a half acre in the Ditmas Park area of Brooklyn. Although there was no reason for Ann to work, she insisted on “being of use in the world”. For those wonderful first two years she taught full time at the Paul Robeson High School for Business and Technology in Brooklyn. It was only a twenty minute drive from their house or short walk and two stops on the subway. Initially, Paul worried because like the young delinquents who attended the classes at the Catholic Youth Center, most of her students were black and Hispanic males from the projects. Many had criminal records for drug possession, drug dealing, robbery, or crimes of violence. But she was so incredibly naive, so sweetly innocent, so bright, so caring, that she charmed them, or most of them, into behaving and into feeling protective of her. So, at the end of those two idyllic years Ann had her black and brown students and Paul had his black poker playing friends.

Soon after their marriage, on the advice of his accountant, Paul had all of his assets; the company, the house, the cars, the cabin he owned on a lake upstate, stocks, and bank accounts placed in both names. He reasoned that because of the age difference he’d likely die before Ann did. Since she legally owned half of everything, she would avoid inheritance taxes and other complications at the time of his death. The downside of that arrangement was her signature had to appear on business transactions. 

Toward the end of the second year of their marriage the economy began to plunge. Paul had to lay off a number of employees and sell some trucks. In order to cover those losses he, with the help of Jim Albertson, discovered a way to rig the stocks in his company at the expense of the stockholders. There was little risk. He was sure the economy would turn around and he could make things right. However this Ponzi scheme required Ann’s signature on a number of documents. He asked her to sign the papers. She did without asking questions. He thought this was strange because she was always curious about everything. Looking back, he suspected she knew he was doing something illegal and was dragging her into it. He was right. Ann knew. She didn’t want to embarrass him by asking questions. She also trusted his integrity and intelligence. She was sure he’d find a way to rectify any questionable things he might be doing. It should also be noted that at this time Paul owed his poker playing friends over seventy-five thousand dollars.

Journal Entry

Ann. As I’ve said she is stunningly beautiful. She’s young. She works out regularly in a gym and goes to yoga lessons on Saturday mornings. She’s five foot one and weighs about a hundred and six. A small woman. Her waist is tiny, her ass well rounded and firm, her breasts are small but full and firm, the smooth pink nipples are long and extremely sensitive. Her hands and feet are small, her legs well formed...thin ankles muscular calves and thighs. She has the face of a wide eyed child: bright merry blue eyes, high cheekbones, an Irish pug nose, a scattering of freckles, perfect teeth, and a lovely Angelina Jolie mouth...generous and heavy lipped. Her hair is black. It’s slightly wavy and reaches to below her shoulders. She often wears it in a ponytail. Her skin is alabaster smooth and alabaster white. Why this gorgeous young woman agreed to marry me continues to mystify me. 

She is perfect except for one minor thing I never mentioned. During those first two years of our marriage she was excessively shy. When we made love it was in the dark. We never showered together. I almost never saw her naked and if by chance, I did she would blush furiously and cover herself quickly. Her clothes were very conservative: slack suits, loose fitting dresses, baggy jeans, sweat shirts and pants, flats and sneakers. She had two pair of low heeled pumps, one black pair, one white. She was even reluctant to wear flip-flops in the summer or around the house. She seldom used makeup. If we were going out, she might apply a very light shade of pink lipstick, but nothing else. Her nails were always

meticulously trimmed but never painted with nail polish, neither fingers nor toes.

 Her excessive modesty coupled with my small penis and premature ejaculations combined to make our sex life less than satisfactory. Since neither of us ever expressed dissatisfaction, we both assumed the other was comfortable with infrequent intercourse. Oral sex was never even suggested. My old habit of masturbation carried me along. Her reserve led me to believe that sex didn’t much interest her. 

 Ann’s figurative and literal journey into a darker world began several weeks before she and Paul were introduced to the initial contracts. Her classes at the high school were composed mostly of black and Hispanic teenagers from the projects. They tended to be absent a lot and disinterested when they attended. But generally they were reasonably well behaved. Although the textbook didn’t say much about slavery or the significant contributions of black men and women in America, she made sure her students were aware of the heroic struggles of their ancestors. She often felt the boys looking at her and sometimes poking one of their friends and smiling knowingly. However, her clothes were so loose and conservative the boys could admire her full lips and twinkling eyes, but had to imagine the rest.

 A week after school opened in September a new student came into her last class of the day and took a seat in the back of the room. He wore an oversized black hooded sweatshirt. The hood covered his head. His thin face was very black, his nose long, his eyes small, his mouth wide, and his lips thick. One of his front upper teeth was gold. He stared at her, unblinking, his eyes hard. She smiled at him, “You’re just entering?” He nodded. The other students turned to look at him. He continued to stare sullenly at Ann. “Do you have an admit slip?” she asked. He reached into his baggy jeans and pulled out a yellow piece of paper which he held up. “Would you mind bringing it to the desk?” He hesitated before slouching up the aisle to her desk. He dropped the paper in front of her. She read it out loud, “Darnell Tyman.” She smiled at him again, “Welcome Darnell. You missed the first week but I’m sure you’ll be able to catch up.” She held the slip out to him. 

In taking it, he kept hold of her hand, “You gonna make me stay after school to do that?” he said loud enough for everyone to hear. He looked out at the class then back down at her, “You know what I’m sayin, jus you helpin me to get it up...I mean get catched up,” he said. A couple of the boys laughed and high-fived each other. Ann felt her face grow red and quickly pulled her hand from his. He ambled back to his seat.

He was short and thin, but wiry, street smart, and arrogant. Some of the boys who knew him smiled knowingly at each other. The girls shook their heads and rolled their eyes. Shawna Williamson seated in the middle of the front row caught Ann’s eye and mouthed the words, “He’s mean.” Darnell had folded his arms on his desk and put his head down on them. The dismissal bell rang, but he didn’t move until the others had left. Seated at her desk, Ann called out his name, “Darnell.” He lifted his head to stare at her. She could see that Shawna was right. He was going to be difficult. She smiled at him, “You must have had a late night.” He continued to stare at her, saying nothing. She held up a copy of the book they were using, “If you’ll come up here I’ll write down the title of our text and give you the assignments you’ve missed.” First checking to see that the door was closed, he pushed himself out of his chair and slowly made his way along the aisle until he stood looking down at her. “The book we’re using is World Cultures. I’ll have a copy for you on Monday. We’ve already read chapter one but I’m sure you can get....”

 “I bet you got some hot body under them old lady clothes,” he interrupted. 

 She felt herself blushing again. She looked up at him. A little smile flickered across his lips. “Why you always get all red like that?” He stepped behind her, “You thinkin what I’m thinkin?” Quickly he slid his hands down over her shoulders and cupped her breasts pinching her nipples between his thumbs and index fingers. 

She let out a little cry and, jumping up, turned away from him and stepped back. Flustered and feeling tears come to her eyes and her cheeks burning she stammered, “I....I...I’m going to report this. You must be...must be crazy. I...I’ll have you expelled!” 

 He grinned at her. “Ain’t no witnesses. Your word against mine.” 

 “You’re disgusting...a...a...disgrace to your race,” she stammered.

 “Yeah, you ain’t the first to tell me that.” He licked his lips. “You got a hot mouth. I bet you kiss good.” He reached down to his crotch and squeezed his cock. “I’d like to see you get on your knees and lay a kiss what I got right here.” 

Still backing away from him she almost stumbled and caught herself on the edge of her desk. He took a step toward her, “I’d like to see you get naked for me. I’d like to watch you suck me off.” She ran toward the door. He called after her, “Your nipples popped right up.” The sound of his laughter followed her down the hall.

 Her attempt to have him expelled was unsuccessful. The principal repeated Darnell’s argument. Without witnesses it would be the boy’s word against hers. The best he could do was suspend him for a short period and try to place him in another class when he returned. 

 She told Paul about the incident. He promised to call a friend of his who was on the school board, but also felt since no one had seen the boy’s atrocious behavior it would turn out to be an embarrassment for her. In the end they decided to drop it and hope she’d seen the last of Darnell Tyman.

 During the two weeks of Darnell Tyman’s suspension the lives of Paul and Ann Gardner would change dramatically. Nothing would ever be the same again for either of them. 

Journal Entry

Earlier this evening Ann came home to tell me about a new student who, she said, had verbally insulted her and had physically touched her. After the other students had left, he’d put his hands on her breasts. He said he wanted to see her naked and wanted her to suck his cock. She reported the incident, but the principal thought the best he could do was suspend the student. The boy’s name is Darnell Tyman. He’s black. It seems he has some sort of criminal record. I should be angry and I am. But as she was telling me about the incident, I started to imagine his hands cupping her breasts, and I felt my cock begin to swell. That shouldn’t have happened. I find it disturbing.

 Tomorrow night is poker night. I wonder if I should say something about this to the guys. They’re all black. Maybe one of them might know something about this kid. Lately they’ve been complaining about playing at the office. They want to know why we can’t meet at my house like we do at theirs. Since they are holding IOUs of mine for over seventy-five thousand maybe I should think about inviting them. 

 When I left the garage yesterday two of the drivers I had laid off, Cory Jefferson and Ned Warren, were hanging around the parking lot.

 The investments Paul had been making to try to cover the money he had appropriated from his stockholders had gone bad. He was now more than a half million in debt. As he was getting into his car the morning after Ann’s incident, a battered old Honda van stopped in front of the house blocking his driveway. Ray Evans, one of the mechanics he’d laid off, rolled down the window and shook his fist, “Hey Motherfucker, I want you to know I know where the fuck you live!”

 At first Paul was startled then felt the anger rising. “Fuck you, Ray!” he yelled and gave him the finger. 

 “Yeah, we’ll see who gets fucked!” He slammed the van into gear and sped off.

 Even before the economic downturn Paul had been ready to fire the two drivers and Ray Evans. None were reliable. He was sure all three were involved in some sort of criminal activity. They were bullies and gutter mouths. He’d been happy to get rid of them. But last evening the ex-drivers, Cory Jefferson and Ned Warren, were hanging out in the company parking lot. Now, this morning’s confrontation with Evans, who was the worst of them, had him worried.

 Paul’s trucking company was housed in a large old warehouse on Quincy Street in Brooklyn. He had twenty-six trucks which he leased to various wholesalers. He also provided the drivers. Most of the warehouse was used for repairing the trucks and for parking the newer ones. The others were parked in the fenced lot next to the warehouse.

On the first floor was an office for the chief mechanic, Nelson Suggs, a heavyset black man in his mid fifties. Twenty five years ago he had been sent to prison on a rape charge.

The girl was a white teenager. He was given fifteen years, but served only ten. Paul had not wanted to hire him but his accountant persuaded him to take a chance. Suggs was an excellent mechanic. He kept the other mechanics in line as well as the drivers. Best of all, he didn’t demand a big salary. The second floor of the warehouse was used mostly for storage. Both Paul and John Albertson, his accountant, had large offices that were adjacent to each other, separated by a wall, the top half of which was glass. A single door connected their offices.

 When he arrived that morning John waved at him and then joined him in his office. “Two more of our clients went bottom up and three are late paying. The whole country’s going down the shitter,” he said.

 Paul shook his head. “I think things are going to get a lot worse. We have to cut more of the drivers, take some trucks off the road and maybe lay off a mechanic.”

 “Hate to do that. Lay off guys, I mean.”

 “So do I. One of the last ones was blocking my driveway this morning. Ray Evans, the mechanic. He was swearing and shaking his fist at me.” 

 “Ray’s mean, real mean. You don’t want to mess with him.”

 “Yeah, well half the guys we got working here are ex-cons or current thugs. I think they spend half their pay on tattoos and the other half on booze.”

 “They’re pissed off about the wages and no health coverage. Most think you take advantage because they got records and have trouble getting jobs.”

 “They should have thought of that before they did stuff to get them in trouble with the police.”

John shrugged and started back to his office but turned in the doorway. “Thursday’s your night to host the poker game. Some of the guys say they’re tired of coming to this drafty old warehouse to play. They think you don’t want your neighbors to see a bunch of black guys coming to your house.”

 “Jesus, what a morning this has been! Ok, ok, we’ll have it at my place this Thursday.” As soon as he’d said it he was sorry. Ann would be at her Catholic Youth Center, but she’d come home long before the poker party broke up. After her recent experience with the kid in her class, five black guys sitting at her dining room table, smoking and drinking beer was certain to unnerve her. In addition, he’d noticed that every time John came into his office he looked at the photograph of Ann on his desk. For that matter, so did Nelson Suggs, the chief mechanic. 

 Later in the day, John mentioned that he’d like to bring someone who might throw some business their way. This guy, Gordon Watts, was CEO of a huge import/export company. 

John nodded, “This Gordon Watts is he...”

 “He’s very rich, very powerful, knows all the right people, and yes, he’s black.”

 “I just meant...”

 “Yeah, well it looks like it will be six black guys and you. That ok?” There was an edge to his voice.

 Paul was quick to answer, “Sure, it’s fine. Like you say this Watts person might be able to send us some business.” 

 On the Wednesday before the poker game Paul informed Ann that the boys would be playing at their house. She frowned, “Why the change?” She disapproved of gambling but had not objected to Paul’s Thursday poker games because when it was his turn to host, he had them at the warehouse. She knew they drank and smoked and that Paul seemed to lose a lot of money. But Paul looked forward to the weekly game and anyway she spent Thursday evenings at the Catholic Youth Center. But having these men at her house was a different matter. She asked again, “Why can’t you have the game in your office like always?”

 Paul smiled at her, “I’m trying to do what you do at the Center, demonstrate that everybody’s equal regardless of religion or political affiliation or skin color.” He put his arms around her, “The guys, all of them African American, have kind of wondered why it was ok for me to go to their houses, but never invite them to mine.”

 She stepped back and looked up at him. “Yes, I can see how they might feel...feel that way. They probably think it’s me, think that I’m prejudiced. You’re right, Paul. You should have them here.” She smiled, “I’ll make some snacks and maybe my famous clam dip, but you must promise to get the empty bottles out of here and clean up after they leave. I’d rather not have this place smelling of cigar smoke and stale beer when I eat breakfast in the morning.”

He laughed and hugged her. “I promise to get rid of the bottles, run the dishwasher, open the windows, turn on the fan, and buy a six pack of Airwick.” 

 “I’ll be home before the game breaks up,” she said.

 “That’s fine. I’ll introduce you to anyone you haven’t already met and you can make a quick exit and go to bed.” 

 She nodded, “OK, but I hope they see that we’re not racists or anything like that and you convince them that it’s better to have these poker games back at your office.” 

 “That shouldn’t be too hard. They all live closer to the garage. Going there is more convenient for them.” 

 In addition to Albertson, the accountant, and Suggs, the chief mechanic, the poker players were Trevor Bass, one of the truck drivers, and his brother, Cliff, who worked on the docks. Ike Johnson was a wealthy client who owned a distributorship of women’s clothes and shoes. All Paul knew about the substitute was his name, Gordon Watts, and that he apparently was the CEO of a company that supplied armored vests to the military. He certainly would have connections and could perhaps get them some big contracts. He hated to think about it, but his trucking company was losing money every month. The scams he used to cheat the stock holders were criminal. If the tax guys started poking around he’d lose the company for sure and probably go to jail for awhile. The thing that bothered him most was the fact that Ann’s name was also on all the fraudulent papers. He simply had to find a way to keep the company solvent and to repay the stock holders not to mention the seventy-five thousand he owed his poker playing friends.


Chapter Two

On the Thursday night of the poker game when Ann pulled into the parking lot behind the Catholic Youth Center she opened the door of her car to find Darnell Tyman standing in front of her. She drew back and tried to close the door. He reached out to hold it open.

He stood there a moment staring down at her, his eyes hard, his mouth a narrow slit. 

 “Wha....what....do you want?” she stammered.

 He glared at her, “I don’t give a fuck about that damn school, but I don’t want some fuckin white cunt sayin when I can and can’t go there.”

 “You threatened me. You...you...grabbed me.” She began to fumble in her purse for her cell phone.

 He leaned into the car, “Callin 911 ain’t a good idea,” he said. She put the purse back. “That’s better,” he nodded. “You gettin smart.” He grinned down at her, “I be back in school Monday. How about you wearin a sexy dress or a short skirt stead of them old lady clothes?” He laughed and walked away. 

 The regular poker players arrived at Paul and Ann’s house on time. The new man, Gordon Watts, was late. They were sitting down at the dining room table when he rang the bell. Paul opened the door and stepped back. The man was huge, six four at least and probably over three-hundred and fifty pounds, most of it in his expansive belly. He was dressed immaculately, some gold bling but not too much. When they shook hands Paul’s was lost in his. He smiled, “Thank you for inviting me to your lovely home,” he said. It appeared that, although the other men had met him before, only John Albertson knew him well. Before sitting down, Watts looked around nodding in approval, “Your wife keeps a very neat house and has excellent taste,” he said. “I’m looking forward to meeting her.”

Paul was busy getting one of the two larger dining room chairs for the new arrival, 

“Ahh, she’s volunteering at the Catholic Youth Center. She’ll be home a little later.”

 Watts settled into the chair, “Helping the troubled young people in our community...she’s not only a good wife, she has a good heart.”

 Paul was sitting, shuffling the cards, “Yes...yes, indeed she does, she certainly does.”

 As the game went on Paul continued to lose, particularly to Watts. He estimated he’d lost another two-thousand when he heard Ann’s car in the driveway then her key in the door. All of the men stopped playing and looked up as she entered the room. As usual she was wearing oversized jeans, sneakers, and a baggy sweatshirt. Her cheeks were flushed, but except for a light coat of pale pink lipstick, she wore no makeup. Her hair was tied back in a ponytail. Watts stood up to greet her. The other men followed his lead.

“Ahh, Ms. Gardner,” he said smiling, “earlier I was saying what a charming home you’ve created here and now it’s obvious that the creator is even more lovely and charming than her creation.”

 Ann felt herself blushing, “Thank you, but,” she smiled in the direction of her husband, “Paul is very supportive and helpful.” She hurried over to kiss him lightly on the cheek. Introductions were made. “I don’t want to interrupt your game, “she said. “Is there anything I can get you?”

 Paul shook his head, “No, I have everything under control. You must be tired. We’ll try to keep the noise to a minimum.”

 She smiled at them, “Well, all right then. It was nice meeting you gentlemen. Please don’t let my husband lose too much.” They watched her move down the hall before sitting down. As Paul dealt the first hand Gordon Watts leaned back to take a framed wedding picture off the sideboard behind them. He studied it for a few moments and turned to Paul, “She’s a beautiful woman and quite young, yes?” 

 “Almost a child bride,” Paul smiled. “She’s twenty-four.”

 “John tells me that she teaches at the High School for Business and Technology right here in Brooklyn?”

 “Yes, history.”

 “I have a nephew who goes there. I’ll ask him if he knows her.”

 The game ended an hour later. Paul had lost another five hundred. As the others were leaving, John Albertson and Gordon Watts held back indicating that they had something to discuss. Paul closed the door and the three men returned to the dining room and sat at the table. 

 John was first to speak. “As I mentioned this afternoon, Gordon might have a business proposition for us...for you.” 

 The big man folded his hands and smiled across at Paul. “Yes, I think I do. John tells me that the trucking company has taken some hard hits and is in a bit of financial trouble.”

 Reluctantly Paul nodded, “That’s right, sorry to say. I’d be most grateful if you could perhaps let us bid on some of your trucking contracts.”

 “Well, we may be able to do a bit better than that. How about meeting in my office tomorrow at five o’clock, just me, John, you, and your wife.”

 “My wife?”

 Watts chuckled, “John tells me she usually adds her name to obligatory notes and such so it would be convenient to have her attend.” 

 “Yes, ok. She’s finished at the school at three. We can make it.”

 The two black men rose. “Good,” Watts said, “John will give you directions.”

Journal Entry

Poor Ann. She was still awake when I went to bed last night after the poker game. That punk kid, Darnell, accosted her in the parking lot of the Youth Center. She wants me to go to the police about him. I promised her I would if it happens one more time. I have too much on my plate right now to get involved with the police. 

 Even though I lost a bundle last night maybe my luck is changing. John’s friend, Gordon Watts, was very impressive. It’s easy to see why he’s the CEO of a major corporation. He has a commanding presence and he’s big. I was afraid the dining room chair might collapse under him. He’s all but promised to throw some major contracts our way. What a Godsend that would be! I was surprised when he said he wanted Ann to attend the meeting this afternoon. I don’t understand why John told him that Ann’s name was on those obligatory notes. There was no reason for him to reveal that. When I told Ann about the meeting this morning she was not pleased. She’d have to rush home after class, shower, change, and then travel into the city with me to sit in on a meeting she had no interest in. She also mentioned that she was uncomfortable around John and even more uncomfortable in the presence of Gordon Watts (“that big guy” she called him). She said they looked at her in a way that made her want to run from the room. It’s her imagination because of that black kid. I didn’t notice anything. 

 The office of Gordon Watts was in a high rise building on East 53rd Street in Manhattan. Paul and Ann rode the subway to Penn Station and took a cab. Even though it was a very hot and humid mid September afternoon, Ann wore a rather long full black skirt, a white cotton blouse and a black one button jacket, plus pantyhose and her single pair of mid heel black shoes, the little coat of pale lipstick and no other makeup. She did let her hair fall naturally to her shoulders. 

 Six floors of the building were occupied by “Watts Import Export Inc”. Gordon’s office was on the top floor. The reception area was spacious and richly appointed. To the right and left of the elevator were long hallways leading to a number of offices. Behind the reception desk was a very young, very thin, very pretty black girl. She couldn’t have been more than a year out of high school. The placard on her desk read “Rona”. She looked up at them unsmiling. “Mr. Watts is expecting you.” She pressed a button on her desk, they heard a click. She gestured toward the heavy oak door behind her.

 Watts’ office was tastefully and expensively furnished: two leather couches, a scattering of leather arm chairs, his massive teak desk, modern paintings, big mirrors, a black marble bar, four black and white stools, a huge closet, a full bathroom, and on two walls floor to ceiling windows which looked out on the East River and upper Manhattan.

Neither Ann nor Paul had ever been in an office as elegant as this. Everything in the office proclaimed that Watts was unquestionably rich and very powerful. 

 He rose to greet them and indicated they should sit in the two leather wing chairs facing his desk. They hadn’t noticed her at first but a striking Asian woman at a serving bar on the far wall was pouring coffee into three cups. When they were seated, she placed the cups on small tables next to their chairs and then took the remaining cup to Watts who smiled up at her. “This is my assistant, Ms. Ying. She is not only a gracious hostess, but is a brilliant woman and valued advisor.” He paused as the woman smiled slightly and nodded at Paul and Ann. Watts continued, “She’s been with me a long time. These days the success of any import/export business depends on having connections in China. Ms. Ying has many such connections.” Ms. Ying looked hard at Ann, then bowed slightly and left the room. 

 When she was gone, Ann smiled at Watts, “She’s a very beautiful woman.”

 “Yes, she is indeed. You would never guess that she’s in her mid fifties.”

 “I would have thought early forties,” Ann said.

 Watts nodded, “Yes, some Chinese women age quickly while others seem to be ageless.” He opened a folder on his desk, studied it for a moment then looked across at Paul. “John has told me about your financial problems. It appears that you are in danger of losing the company.”

 Paul felt betrayed. Ann knew he was worried, but he’d kept the extent of the looming disaster from her. “Well, I don’t know about losing it...,” he began.

 Frowning Watts interrupted, “We’re not going to get anywhere here today if you sit there and bullshit me.”

 Paul cleared his throat, “You’re right,” he said, “Things are bad.” 

 Watts leafed through several more papers then closed the folder and leaned back. “Here’s the situation,” he began, “your trucking company is losing money every month. I can send you enough business to keep it solvent and even make it profitable.” Paul smiled and started to rise and hold out his hand. Watts waved him back in his chair. “There are more serious problems that need to be addressed before I save your company.” He paused watching the color drain from Paul’s face. “Just for openers,” Watts continued, “you owe your poker playing friends about eighty-thousand dollars and last night after we left your house they told me they wanted their money or your troubles would not be limited to financial ones.” 

 Ann gasped and turned to look at her husband, “Is that true, Paul? Is what he’s saying true?”

 Paul nodded, “Yes but...”

 Watts cut him off again, “More important than either the failing business or the poker debt are these.” He held up a sheaf of papers. “These are copies of the notes you and your wife signed. You’ve been scamming the poor suckers who invested in your pathetic company. You’ve stolen what amounts to a half million dollars.”

 Ann put her hands up to her face, “Oh my God,” she cried.

 Watts stared across at Paul, “Your wife’s name is on all the notes. My guess is she didn’t know what she was signing, but that won’t make any difference to the law. Both of you will go to prison; you for no less than ten years and your wife no less than five.”

 Ann burst into tears. Paul tried to comfort her, but she turned away from him. He looked across at Watts, “But if you help me get the company back on its feet I can pay everything back. No one needs to know about the notes.”

 Watts smiled at him, “Let’s review,” he said. “Your business is almost bankrupt. You owe eighty thousand in gambling debts. You have cheated your stockholders of at least a half million. Now, you’re saying if I throw a couple of contracts your way you can solve all those problems. Get real, Mr. Gardner, get real.” Ann, her head bowed, continued to hold her face between her hands and weep quietly. Paul, too, slumped in his chair and bowed his head. Watts waited a few moments then began again, “That’s the bad news, but there could be good news. It depends on you two.”

 They looked up at him, “You mean you’ll help us out of this?” Ann asked.

 He leaned forward and folded his hands on the desk, “It depends. I’m not into the charity business. I’m a deal maker and a deal requires something from the two parties making the deal.”

 “Anything,” Paul said quickly. “Anything...I’ll sign half the trucking company over to you...whatever it takes.”

 Watts chuckled, “What the fuck would I want with half interest in a failed trucking company?” He opened his desk drawer and took out two typewritten sheets. “I will make you a verbal promise that will resolve your financial problems, all of them and keep the two of you out of the state penitentiary. You will sign these contracts.” He tapped the two sheets before him. “Now, this next part is important. You will honor every item in the contracts, never violating a single one. If you do, then I rescind my promise and your failed business plus your debts come right back to you along with prison sentences for both of you.” He waited, letting that sink in. “Now, you are under no obligation to sign the contracts. If you choose poverty and jail instead that’s your prerogative.” He put each contract in a separate envelope, sealed them, and printed Paul’s name on one and Ann’s on the other. “Read them when you get home. Talk it over. Decide. If you elect to sign them do so knowing that the conditions are not negotiable. Know that those conditions must be met in every instance. No excuses accepted. If you choose to sign them, Mrs. Gardner is to phone my receptionist, Rona, and do exactly what she directs you to do.” He shoved a card across the desk. “She will arrange for another meeting.” He handed them the envelopes. The Chinese woman seemed to appear out of nowhere and escorted them back to the reception room where, without saying a word, she left them.


Chapter Three

 Neither Paul nor Ann spoke during the drive home. As they pulled into the driveway she turned to him, “Paul, I love you. I wish you had let me know how bad things were, but you were trying to protect me. You should know I’m stronger than I look.” She held his face between her hands and kissed him.

 He felt as if he might start crying. “I’m so very sorry. I don’t deserve you, Ann, truly I don’t.” They smiled at each other. “There is a way out,” he held up his envelope. “Let’s see what’s in these.”

 Inside the house they poured some wine and sat on the couch after deciding to open both envelopes at the same time. As Paul read his contract he kept shaking his head. Ann made little murmuring noises and quiet tears streamed down her cheeks. 

Ann’s Contract:

This is a ninety day contract. Since your husband owes approximately ninety thousand dollars to his poker playing friends it means your services will be paying off about one thousand dollars a day. At the end of ninety days you will have cancelled the debt obligation your husband owes to his friends. If you successfully fulfill the requirements of the contract your husband’s company will receive enough new business to make it solvent and profitable. As you know failure to meet our requirements will mean five to ten years jail time for each of you. If you and your husband obey the rules as set down here and in a special contract to him, you will be free to resume your normal lives after the ninety day period. The penalty should you sign the contract and fail to honor any one of its requirements will be severe and will include members of your families. In addition, the evidence we have against you and your husband will be turned over to the proper authorities. Signing this contract means only that for ninety days you belong to an organization of which I am president. This organization is called NWS. At the close of this trial period you will be given the option to serve the NWS for a period of five years renewable for another five years. Some women, after a stressful beginning, learn to desire the NWS lifestyle and choose to remain in it. Most husbands do not.

I (your signature) _______________acknowledge the absolute superiority of Black Men (and women) over all other races, particularly the Caucasian race. History testifies to this. In recent times we see that in all countries Black Men dominate in sports, many are highly acclaimed in the arts and in entertainment. Recently we have seen many rises to positions of power in commerce and in government. The superiority of the Black Man is a fact that can no longer be questioned. The most compelling symbol of the Black Man’s superiority is his penis. Science has shown it is longer and thicker than the penises of either the Asian or Caucasian races. There is also irrefutable evidence proving that the Black Man’s sexual stamina is far superior to that of the other races. Finally, his sperm is richer and more copious than the sperm of others. I believe I have a moral obligation to do whatever I can as retribution for the suffering my race has forced the Black Man to endure in both the past and the present. For these reasons, I pledge to worship the black man’s penis in every way possible. I will also submit to the will of Black Women who wish to use me.

 I will gratefully kneel in worship to all black members of the NWS regardless of appearance, age, social position, past history, character, or attitude toward white women. 

 I will gratefully service them with my cunt, my ass, and my mouth. I will gratefully kiss, lick, and suck whatever body parts they permit me to kiss, lick, and suck. 

 I will wear what they tell me to wear. I will prepare myself to receive them in whatever ways they wish. Decisions as to clothes, shoes, hair styles, makeup, etc. will be theirs, not mine. I will accept their decisions without comment or complaint. 

 I will keep myself clean, perfumed and attractive so that I can go to them or receive them in my home on short notice.

 I will always carry with me cosmetics, perfume, body oil, a mirror, and KY.

 I will never from this day forward wear underclothing such as a bra, panties, or stockings even in the coldest weather.

 My cunt, ass, and breasts will always be easily accessible to any NWS member who wishes to see or feel or abuse them. My lips and tongue will always be ready and anxious to serve.

 I acknowledge that these black men (and women) are my masters and will address them as “Master” (or Mistress)... 

 I agree that from the day I sign this contract until its termination my body will be theirs, to be used exclusively for the pleasure of my Black Masters. No white man, including my husband will have access to my body during the time of this contract.

I will, without hesitation or complaint, accept partly as reparation for the humiliation and abuse their ancestors suffered as slaves and also because I desire it, whatever humiliation and abuse they wish to administer to me. I know this will include manacles, degrading acts, public displays, and whipping. 

I have been informed that I will be given a private phone in my house and a cell phone, as well as an iPhone, all with the same private number. I’m to use these phones only to receive calls. This private phone number will be in the NWS registry which only members of NWS have access to. I will read text messages and respond immediately. I understand photographs and videos will be taken of me and sent to my husband and others. 

When any of these phones ring I will answer immediately and quickly do what the caller demands. This will mean stopping whatever I happen to be doing and going quickly to him or to them. Often the caller will inform me that he is on his way to my house. I will receive him there and give myself to him in whatever ways he desires.

I understand the caller may bring friends and that if I’m to be taken somewhere I may be required to service a number of black Masters. 

I acknowledge that I will be required to appear quite often in public with a black man who might be much older, younger, overweight, ugly, a thug, or in some other way undesirable, but I will respect, honor, and obey him because he deserves no less and because I desire to do so.

I agree to being tattooed in a place easily visible with a mark that all members will recognize. Seeing it, they will know that I belong to them. I will also wear an ankle bracelet that signifies who and what I am. Note: This tattoo will be a shallow one and easily removed. If at the end of ninety days I ask for it to be made permanent, my request will be granted. 

Since the NWS has the power to send both me and my husband to prison, I will urge him to sign a similar contract and discuss with him the terms of my contract. I understand, as will he, that his refusal to sign a similar contract with the NWS will result in punishment far worse than jail time. 

I’ve been informed that the NWS is a secret society, but one that has members in every major city in the United States as well as major cities in Europe, the Middle East, Russia, and Asia. I have been told that failure to keep places, names, and all other matters related to the NWS secret will result in severe punishment, perhaps disfigurement. I understand that should I violate the terms of this contract the NWS may cause severe physical damage to members of my family. 

