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CHAPTER ONE

Court Fees Got Me Down
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Rob was bored. He felt like crying as he sat there and endured the world's most hideous presentation. He considered prying his eyelids open. It was so boring it hurt. He couldn't even think of anything exciting to do, like this presentation was so boring it made other things less exciting through contagion, like it crowded out the part of Rob's brain that could experience excitement.

What was an exciting thing? Planes... Explosions... Movies? The only movie Rob could remember was Nanook of the North, which he had watched in film class. And that Andy Warhol movie that was just a twelve-hour video of a skyscraper.

Excitement was a real thing, wasn't it? Rob felt like prying his eyelids off.

It was a presentation about the relative popularity of the costs of implementing various water purification strategies in certain parts of rural Colorado. The presenter was a dour-faced black woman who was probably chosen as a presenter because she was beautiful.

Rob didn't care about her. He only came here because he wanted to humiliate his father yet again. But there were no good opportunities. He could just rip all his clothes off in the middle of the meeting—that would certainly add some excitement—but he'd done that before. People just assumed he had a psychotic break or an alcohol problem, something like that. Rob was a billionaire's son, so everyone found it easy to believe there was something wrong with him.

No, if he was going to humiliate his father today, it would have to be something else. His father periodically set him up with companies to manage, in the hopes of pushing him towards a more responsible future.

But Rob hated his father with a fiery passion, so he always ran those companies into the ground (or just ignored them). Today he was in Colorado, taking control of a county government services company. Rob was supposed to help them expand into state and federal government contracts.

A woman came into the meeting. She meekly apologized for interrupting it. She needed Mr. Jameson, the CEO, to sign something. Mr. Jameson scowled a little like he was annoyed, not at being interrupted, but at the thing he needed to sign.

"Another one? Tell him to keep it in his pants, for Ch-f-sh..." It sounded like he was going to say for Christ's sake, then for fuck's sake, then for shit's shake but didn't want to curse because Rob was here, so he just stammered and said nothing. "He's going to be a slave sooner or later." 

Mr. Jameson suddenly blushed intensely. He coughed like he hadn't meant to say that. He glanced at Mrs. Molene, the presenter, the only black person in the room. She was on the other side of the conference table so it didn't seem that she heard what he said.

Rob's eyes opened. This, he thought, was a thing. He didn't know what, but there was clearly something happening here.

He excused himself and made his way out into the hall after the woman, who hurried towards the door marked Human Resources at the end of the hall. She glanced at Rob. "The bathrooms are down that way, sir-"

"That's not why I came out," Rob said. He glanced at the clipboard. "Is that...?"

The human resources lady did not know that Rob was not a businessman. She assumed he was given this company because he wanted to, and knew how to, run it. So she assumed that he asked to see the paperwork because it was relevant to his business, which indeed it was. That simply wasn't why Rob wanted to see it.

It was a court order, demanding that the company garnish the wages of Jaekwan Malcolm Brown. One hundred and seventy-eight dollars were to be taken from his paychecks and sent to a child-support-payments processing company.

"It's just a garnishment order, sir," she said. She blushed. "It's okay, we know how to do it. Mr. Brown has... other garnishments on his file."

Rob made a serious face like his father would have. "Well, ma'am," he said, "I'm going to have to investigate this. Where do I find Mr. Brown?"

"He works in the warehouse," she said. She watched him walk away like she was nervous, like she was supposed to stop him—which was technically true, since human resources matters were supposed to be confidential. But Rob didn't care. The more rules he broke, the more embarrassed his father would be, and then Rob wouldn't have to run any more companies into the ground for a little while.

He went down to the warehouse on the first floor. About twenty guys worked there shipping and receiving supplies. A huge part of the warehouse was filled with blue recycling bins.

The warehouse guys didn't know who Rob was, and he didn't really carry himself like an executive, so they didn't react to him. He asked where Jaekwan was and they said only that he was around here somewhere.

Rob soon found him among the stacks of blue recycling bins. He didn't know that's who it was at first. That's because he didn't see him right away. He heard him first.

It sounded like someone trying to lift something heavy. There was a girl there too. Rob smiled when he realized it was the sound of sex.

It was him. Jaekwan wore the blue pants and polo shirt of the warehouse workers, but he had pulled the pants down and lifted the shirt over his head. He had a tight grip on a thick woman's hair as he pounded into her.

She was Debra, and she was the married receptionist at the pool services company next door. She was thick and not especially attractive, Rob thought.

Jaekwan, however, was perfect. He was young and tall and ropy-muscled, not exactly thick but not skinny by any means. He had cornrows and deep, dark skin inked with blueish tattoos. He let out a growl as he filled Debra's pussy with his seed. Rob watched cum drip down onto the floor.

"Damn, girl, you treat me right," he said. He grinned, showing off his deep dimples. His massive dick flopped out of her body limply. Debra blushed and whispered something to him. Jaekwan bent over and kissed her on the forehead. "Nah, baby, I can't kiss you on the lips. You sucked my dick earlier. That's nasty."

"Jaekwan! I'm leaving my husband for you!" She looked down at her feet as she pulled her panties up.

"Don't. I tol' you not to, baby," he said. He already had his phone out and was texting someone, his pants still around his ankles, cock bobbing around and dripping a few remnants of cum and pussyjuice onto the warehouse floor.

"Come on..."

"No." He pulled his pants up and scowled at her. "That ain't the kinda nigga I am. You best get back to yo' office, baby." He walked away with a noticeable pimp lean. He didn't pull his shirt back down, so his sweat-dappled chest was bare. Rob had a feeling he did that because it would imply to his fellow workers that he had had sex in the stacks of recycling bins.

Sure enough, he heard their deep-throated greetings, slapping hands and macho boasting. It all erupted at once so he couldn't hear exactly what was said, but the meaning was clear. They must have known he was here fucking a woman.

Rob tried to make his way back to the main part of the warehouse without being seen, but he made slow progress. He heard Jaekwan become upset about something. He shouted curses about lawyers and judges, which Rob took to mean he found out his paycheck had been garnished yet again.

Soon the warehouse guys filtered out. Rob's cell phone blew up with text messages from the executives upstairs—they didn't know where he went, and they needed him to make a decision on some issue that bored Rob so much he couldn't possibly choose. So he turned his cell phone off.

Jaekwan worked later than the others because it was his turn to clean up. That meant he had to sweep and double-check that all of the heavy machinery was turned off and unplugged, so he was to leave some half an hour after the others. He was supposed to verify that the office was empty, lock the warehouse door and close the gate too.
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That gave Rob an idea. He went around Jaekwan—who swept with earbuds in, so it was easy to sneak around him—and went upstairs. He wrote Hey Jaekwan, you wanna make a thousand dollars by demolishing some ass? on a whiteboard, with an arrow pointing into the CEO's office.

Rob went in there and bent over with his bare ass high in the air. He covered himself in lube.

Finally he heard Jaekwan come upstairs. He opened the door from the stairwell and called out, "Hey! Any motherfucker here?" He sounded angry.

Rob paused, waiting for him to come in here. He was supposed to check that no one was in the office. The company's insurance required him to look in each room.

But he didn't. Rob hadn't even considered the possibility that Jaekwan might not actually do it. Rob hurried out into the hall once he heard the doors slam shut.

Am I gonna be locked in?

He made his way to the stairwell. Jaekwan was down on the first floor. "Hey Jaekwan! Hey!" But his earbuds were still in. Jaekwan danced a little as he went down the steps, murmuring along with the song. He had a bitter, angry look because he was still mad about the garnishment order. He was pretty sure that kid wasn't his anyway.

Rob made it into the warehouse behind Jaekwan. He shouted and even knocked over a recycling bin to try to get his attention. Jaekwan opened the bay doors. He stood there waiting for them to open.

Then he stepped out and pushed the button to close them. He only turned around and saw Rob sprinting through the warehouse towards him as the bay door slid shut in front of him.

"Hey!"

"Yo! Hey! Was someone in there?!"

There was a moment's silence. Rob kept running even as the lights flicked off. He was plunged into pitch-blackness and rammed face-first into the bay door just as it began raising once again. Pain exploded in his nose. "Ow, fuck!"

"Hello? Mister? Who in there?" Jaekwan sneered when the door opened. He took the earbuds out of his ear.

Rob was out of breath. "Hey. Sorry. Hey. I'm... I'm Rob."

"Rob? Do you work here?"

"Sorta... I... own... it."

"You own it? Own what?"

Rob gestured all around him. "This."

It looked like Jaekwan either didn't understand or didn't believe him. He scowled. "What?"

"I own this place. I'm Rob Winthrop."

"Oh." His eyes lit up. "Oh! You're that guy?!"
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