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I was a failure. I had tried to keep a cool demeanor about everything that had happened since Desmond put out those videos, and no matter how hard I tried to take them down from the internet, they appeared on another site.

My flower business was failing because of my new reputation. People came into the place not to buy flowers but to look and make fun of the fat bitch that liked black cock. My regular customers stopped coming in as they didn’t want to associate themselves with me and my newfound fame.

I didn’t want any of it. I even tried to tell people that I thought Desmond and I were in a relationship, and that’s why I was acting like such a whore, but it didn’t work; people believed everything they saw on the internet, so in their eyes, I was a black cock slut.

Wayne moved in with me. We weren’t seeing each other or anything; we were just friends. I didn’t mind him staying with me in the guest bedroom, and he liked that he didn’t have to live with his mother.

There was one saving grace in the whole thing. Desmond had never come to my house, so no one came by to see me, not that they could anyway. I lived in a gated community. Anyone who came to the gate got screened, and after I talked with the security guards, they made sure anybody who came to see me had to be approved by me or Wayne.

I spent most of my time at home doing accounting for a small online firm. Since the floral shop was a bust, I sold the shop as it was and made some money.

I thought the best thing I could do was ignore it and let it run its course.

Eventually, people would get sick of it, and it would be just another sex video that everybody had forgotten.

Wayne was dating someone. I didn’t know who it was, but he was always trying to hide her or avoid eye contact when he got home late.

“You know it’s okay,” I told him. “If you are seeing someone that is good.”

“I know, just thought it would be awkward if I brought her here, while you were home,” Wayne explained.

“Not at all,” I shrugged as my feelings for Wayne were completely friend-related. “Doesn’t she mind that you are living in your ex-wife’s house?”

“At first, but after the video and what I had told her, she thinks I am staying here for moral reasons,” Wayne grinned.

“You dirty devil, playing the knight in shining armor card!”

“If it works, right?”

This was our new relationship, from husband and wife to just friends. It felt good, and when I finally met, I had to stifle a laugh.

Wayne had gone from me, a big woman with a huge everything, to a stick figure with absolutely nothing anywhere.

Lilah and I were totally opposites on everything from food to music. Wayne admitted that when he started looking for a new relationship, he wanted someone who wasn’t anything like me. Well, he achieved his goal; Lilah was nothing like me.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~
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‘Congratulations,’ I texted Wayne after I heard that he had proposed to Lilah, and she had accepted.

Just over three years after we got divorced, Wayne was remarrying. He had left my house and moved in with Lilah. The writing was on the wall after that. I had to hear from his mom that he was getting married.

I was happy for them. They deserved to be happy.

On the other hand, I wasn’t doing so well. I was running into financial problems after the small company I worked for was bought out, and they got rid of me. Then, a pipe burst and filled my basement with knee-high water, so most of the money I had made from selling the store went into fixing that and repairing all the water damage.

“Aren’t you the...” one of the contractors started to ask.

“The what?” I asked as he was in the basement assessing the work to ensure that everything had been done correctly.

“The woman online with the black guy?” he asked as he stared at me intently.

“No,” I quickly responded.

“Yeah, you are!” he chuckled. “I know that face and those tits!”

“Is the work done or not?” I snapped at him as he was staring at my tits.

“Yeah, they did great work, all the mold and damage is gone,” he shook his head. “It would have been bad if we had to tear down the wall.”

“Yeah really bad,” I started to go back up the stairs.
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