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“I usually don’t date black women,” he blurted out of nowhere.

Nicole was on a date with some white boy who’d harassed her all year at the forensics lab where she worked. He was some freelance geek the lab hired as an under the table sort of consultant. He was the type of dude who, on his own accord, traveled around the world trying to solve unsolvable murders. He’d actually figured out who really killed JonBenet, but claimed he dropped it because the killer wasn’t as “sexy” as he’d hoped.

Nicole, ever curious, her biggest weakness, had asked him what did he mean by that. She thought maybe he wished JonBenet’s killer was like Angelina Jolie or Bane or something.

“I mean not sexy. What else?” he kind of snapped. “Not sexy.”

Nicole never knew someone could actually underline their own speech. She thought that shit only happened in comic books. 

She was annoyed he had an attitude, and worse, turned on. 

Nicole had always lowkey been into dudes with an attitude. Not necessarily mean, because Nicole knew mean. She grew up with mean. She didn’t want to fuck her Aunt Frances who burned her with cigarettes. No, she just wanted a dude with a little spice. A little sass. But not too much sass. She also didn’t want to fuck a ten year old theater geek who inappropriately loves the musical Oklahoma!.

Nicole never dated white dudes, though. But she’d had her share of the black ones. She never really thought about it too much, you know? She was black, so she just dated black dudes. It wasn’t some sort of scientific decision or anything. It’s just what you do. Like take a shit when your stomach is acting up, or scream when you see Kris Jenner.

So on their date, which was initially supposed to just be about Colin mansplaining to Nicole what qualifies one as a sexy murderer, until Nicole had thirstily been like “So it’s a date?” and he responded with a dumbfounded, verbal-less nod, when Colin had blurted out that he never dated black woman, Nicole wasn’t like auto-offended.

She never dated these chalkholes either. 

But definitely her first instinct was to sort of internally flinch. 

Because even though they were both in the same boat, she hadn’t, like, said it.

Who just blurts out their secret thoughts like that? 

All the time Nicole has secret thoughts. Like why do black people have to pay taxes when they used to be slaves? How do clocks work, like who decided that and also who decided time? How do we know we’re not the aliens?? Shit like that. But she never says it cuz it’s just supposed to stay in her brain and never lay on anyone’s ears. It’s just how it is.

Sure, she was thinking how weird it was to be sitting across from some dude who looked like Jeremy Renner’s glamorous cousin who does not speak to him. But she wasn’t going to, like, say it.

Decorum. It’s what separates beast from man.

Though maybe he had autism? He looked very, let’s just say, vaccinated.

Nicole kind of fidgeted uncomfortably in her seat, then a feeling of sarcasm and rudeness washed over her, like she was eating warm soup under a huge quilt after coming in from some disgusting ass snowstorm, "I...can't imagine you date any women. You're kind of a freak." 

Colin looked taken aback. Nicole was supposed to regret what she'd said and feel bad, but Colin didn't have any lips, so she could not find it in herself to muster the emotion.

"I have a sufficient number of paramours," he stated haughtily. His adam's apple was the size of a baby's head. It looked like he was in the process of swallowing one. 

He definitely possessed the skin pallor of someone who would do that. 

"Sure," Nicole laughed, omitting the Jan. She didn't need to say, what with the laugh. 

"Well, I've certainly never been openly ridiculed dating exclusively Asian women," Colin said, his adam's apple jolting all around like it was frantically searching its Jansport for the AK. 

"If these are sex dolls made of polyurethane you're actually talking about—" Nicole paused to laugh, "Like if it comes to pass that what you're—who you're referring to are like Asian sex doll slaves you have hidden in the walls in your home, I have to say....I'm not going to be surprised." 

Colin was getting all red in the face.

Nicole realized she was getting off on this.

Hmm.

Something new for her to now know about herself. 

"I don't need to resort to sex dolls like I'm some anti-social under person," Colin scoffed. "I do just fine with real people." 

Nicole eyed him. "Do these asiatics speak your language?" 

"The language of love?" he batted back.

Nicole cringed, "Gross, no." 

"They know what I mean," Colin said, gulping the baby. "What's understood doesn't need to be explained. Plus, I know sign language." 

Nicole scrunched her brows at him, "You know sign language in Asian??" 

"Asian isn't a language," he snapped. “You—Honestly." He started getting all haughty again. Nicole could tell he was prepared to do a racism. It wouldn't matter anyway. Once you're accused of sex doll stuff, you've lost. Might as well do a racism. 

"Honestly?" he continued, not really asking. "This is why people don't want to date black women. Us white men, anyway. Sure we think you're attractive. Of course. With your badunks, and the grease." 

"What?" Nicole laughed.

"Though," he paused pointedly, "you don't really have a badunk. More of a flat one, actually." 

"Okay, thank you!" Nicole kind of slapped at him, offended against her will. 

"It's not about us not being attracted. That's not why we stay away." 

"I didn't ask," Nicole said, now regretting this. Why can't she just be nice? It's just soooooo boring, sigh.

"It's the idiocy, the ignorance," he went on. "The ghetto thing. Just stupidity. After we're done touching your butt and all that, what's left? You asking us if we know sign language in Asian??" 

Nicole thought what he'd say would hit more precisely. Like he was about to peel back the pool cover and she'd see all the child corpses. But it wasn't really anything. He just seemed pressed that she clocked his sex doll tea. She felt okay, and went back to not regretting messing with him. 

"It's a reasonable question, Colin," she said plainly, taking a sip of sweetened iced tea, which Colin had chastised her for ordering at a fancy restaurant. He hadn't said "ghetto" earlier, but his criticism of her wanting the sweet tea was all she needed. She knew what it meant. Everything isn't ghetto just because it's a pet peeve of yours and a negro is doing it. "Who specifically learns sign language in Asian? Very random and specific." 

Colin grit his teeth. 

It was then Nicole knew it was him who'd killed JonBenet. 

After the "date", which ended real quick after Nicole started asking Colin to explain in excruciatingly painstaking detail what exactly a "sexy murderer" was, Nicole declined an offer from Colin for him to call her a ride from his own personal car service so she could get immediately murdered. She instead opted to pop over to a nearby pizza place to buy some dough balls and just stop caring about being in shape. She was tired. And TV was better. TV wouldn't care if she let it all go, though apparently it would be preferred if she did?? Did Colin really call her flat? When he looks like fucking Cardboard Stanley??

Nicole was pressed lowkey as she walked into Pizza Overlord to get some 'za.

"They're out," some buzzcut blue-eyed freak almost barked to her as she walked up to the order counter.

He was a customer. Or, he wasn’t wearing a Pizza Overlord uniform.

He had on a tight black tee, with some sort of department store jeans. And a beeper on the belt.

Who has a beeper??

And that was definitely a muscle tee.

Gross, wtf.

Nicole eyed him up and down. Why was he in her business?

"They're out of everything," he reiterated. "I just ordered a beef slice and they gotta make a whole new pie."

He was like barking at her. 

He didn't seem to be having an attitude, though. Maybe that was just his tone. Was he some Army freak? 

"Are you taking the whole pie?" she asked in a weird demure, shy way, that kind of shook her, because she meant to have an attitude and be extremely rude.

"Nah," he said, his gaze inappropriately lingering. He had huge blue eyes the color of the stuff they pour on menstrual pads in commercials for some reason. 

Does women have blue vagina blood this whole time?? Is everyone aliens??? 

"You can have the whole thing, just lemme get a slice," he said, all intense, but lazy at the same time. 

Nicole clocked him as a little tipsy. He didn't stop staring at her. He did not blink. Was he a freak or did she want to fuck?

Both? 

It could be both. 

Nicole nodded, and for one horrible second she thought maybe she'd drooled. She didn't, but the inside of her mouth was getting all extra watery. 

Her tits were hard and she felt heavy and sick. 

"Thanks," she tossed off, going to sit down at a nearby booth. 

The restaurant used to be a Chuck E. Cheese, so it was all gay and terrifying inside. The booth was the color of human menstrual blood, with trimming the color of infected piss. 

Pizza colors. 

The dude with the muscle tee, he kind of lazily followed after Nicole. This happened a lot. Nicole usually never thought too much about it, because usually in the moments, she'd be either scared or annoyed, depending on the strength and definition of the follower's jawline. 

Always some man kind of tagging along after her. Usually she didn't know them. She thought it was weird when her dad would do it when she used to live at home. And it wasn't in a creepy, ominous Mr. Molester sort of way. He'd just follow her from room to room telling her about emails from his brother who has an anti-vaxxer wife, or some article he read on Facebook that would turn out not to be an article but a post from his sister saying she could hear things living in her walls, and there was a picture of her ugly ass little rat dog in a Santa hat. 

Always following her. She didn't really mind her dad doing it, because he was an okay dad. When she was younger, of course, she didn't know. She thought he was annoying and he always smelled like something off. Inhuman. Turns out it was just dad smell. She thought he was weird and didn't get how her mother, who looked like a ratchet Halle Berry, could have either vaginal or anal or oral intercourse with him. With his big sneakers, and the jeans that made noise even when he was just sitting, watching golf.

Who watches golf?

So random. 

What is there to see?? 

Anyway, the muscle tee dude, following her, Nicole first was thinking about how men were always following. At first she felt kind of...like, cursed. And annoyed about it. Kind of angry. But then that quickly devolved into her thinking she was being kind of narcissistic. 

Oh my gawd, men are always following me! Even my dad!!

She felt she sounded like this girl she went to college with named Tiffany who was always having some story about harassment. All the gals, they'd just ignore her. It was always eye rolling at Tiffany, even though, of course, all of them could relate, even the uncomfortable Lena Dunham looking ones. The only one who couldn't relate was some quiet girl named Sarah, who one time said jokingly she wished she could get harassed, just once. Sarah looked like Amy Adams kind of. Like a more...lowered expectations version of her. So not ugly. And again, the ugly ones get harassed, too. But it was just...she had like this weird muted energy and aura. It was easy to forget Sarah was there. Even when she talked. She had this kind of small White Michelle Williams sort of voice. And shaky, but not shaky enough for it to become her thing. And the way she was drawn. You could tell it was with invisible ink. 

Anyway, Tiffany eventually was murdered. Then all the girls, they felt bad for kind of doing all that eye rolling. But then kind of annoyed, because Tiffany was the most irritating one of them they knew. Who would they focus their ire on now? They all shared in common that this girl really got on their fucking nerves. Now she was murdered. Who could they look at now? The Lena Dunham one? She just looked like putty, but her insides were fine. Smart, sensible, one time went like "Wait, who?" when someone started talking about Ed Sheeran. Pretty chill and cool chick. Couldn't be her. Really, the rest of them were okay. Even Sarah. She only had that one off moment making the comment about wishing for harassment. She didn't even bring it up again after Tiffany got killed by saying she felt bad for saying it. It was just a blip, she was chill all the rest of the time. 

When the bro in the muscle tee sat down at Nicole's booth, she decided him following after her didn't feel like it usually does. Maybe it was because he was drunk, and not in a scary way - almost high-like. Maybe he was high? He seemed more drunk. Nicole didn't know the different versions of inebriation. She tried to become an alcoholic after graduating from college. Tried to force it on herself to play stressed adult. But it didn't taste good like sweet tea or milkshakes, so she dropped it. And before that in college, she tried to be a marijuana doer. Doing the reefers. But all the kids she saw who partook...she didn't like their aesthetics. Something very musty about all of them, even the clean, rich ones. 

It wasn't aspirational.

Nicole was the type who posted pics of her sparsely decorated, clean core bathroom on Instagram instead of like, muffins, or pics of her posing awkwardly with Britney Spears, whom she's just accosted in a Sears dressing room or whatever it was they were supposed to put up there.

So anyway, she couldn't tell what type of under the influence the muscle tee dude was serving the girls. 

Nicole immediately stopped being vaguely irritated he'd followed after her. She was excited, she realized. 

Her fun with Colin had been cut short because he was a spoilsport, and probably a child murderer. 

So Nicole kind of had blue balls from not getting to fully berate him as much as she would’ve liked. Maybe she could finish off on this dude. 

"Is that a muscle tee?" she spit out, and immediately she almost came.

Cosmically, anyway. 

"Who?" he asked, like he was just waking up.

She gestured with her face, "Your shirt. Is that a muscle tee?" 

"Oh?" he said sleepily. He looked down at his tee and picked at his nipple area, running the fabric through his fingers as if it were freshly-spun silk. "Yeah." 

"Are you in like, t—"

"I really like John Legend!" he blurted, cutting her off from asking with disgust if he was like a marine or some shit.

"Uhhh.." she kind of laughed. "Okay." She nodded, validating him, mostly sarcastically. 

"He's just like...a really good guy..." he continued, and he was back to being intense. Kind of looking way too hard at her. Nicole recognized he was attempting a connection and felt sick.

This was some white people shit.

Did he...did she look like John Legend to him? 

She felt truly sick. 

"Yep," she nodded. "Seems...pretty good." 

Muscle Tee Marine Maybe shook his head, like he was trying to knock clear some giant idiot crumb lodged between one of his brain wrinkles, mucking the whole thing up. 

"I don't know!" he nearly yelled, and it was also kind of a cry. Like he was crying. "I don't know why I said that.." 

"You like John Legend," she laughed at him, casually wondering if maybe he was full retarded. 

"I just graduated from the police academy; didn't think I'd do it." 

"Oh." Gross. "You're a cop?"

Nicole kind of adjacently worked with cops as a forensics specialist. Her and her lab co-workers, they mostly tuned them out. The pigs were around, but they ignored them. It's like how humans coexist with the flying dinosaurs. They are up there flying around and shitting on our shit, and we're down here, committing various child murders, and really, neither two groups is doing too much communicating. No one is waving at an owl and saying hey, good morning, how are the kids. The owl is up there, and child murderer, Asian sex doll fucker Colin is down here, turning his nose up at sweetened iced tea, the only version of iced tea that matters. 

"Yeah," he said kind of despondent, like he wished he were in The Backstreet Boys instead. "I guess. My brother, he kind of set it all up for me. I used to be a loser, working as a paramedic, saving the lives of junkies and degenerates. My bro, he was like, hey instead of saving these people, why don't you work to lock them up and get them off the fucking streets. You know? And it made a lot of sense." 

Nicole kind of just looked at him, "Um. Yeah, I guess. Though it probably depends on what type of disposition you possess. Like, if you're a water sign, I see paramedic. But fire, I see cop." 

Muscle Tee Maybe Navy looked deeply at her, "I'm a water sign." 

Nicole nodded. She had the gift. Of nodding when people say things. 

"Pisces," he said, like he was shocked, and felt dumb. "So I became a paramedic. And guess what?" 

"What?" she said, kind of wandering off in her mind about what a white dick would look like pushing in and out of her ass with cummy pus all over the shaft. 

"My bro. He's fire. Leo." He rolled his eyes, like of course. Like they both knew this asshole Leo. 

"So he's a cop?" Nicole asked, hoping he hadn't already said that. She was listening, but not. She could smell the za and was distracted.

So she thought she misheard and had zoned off into fantasizing about fifty-man gangbangs again when she heard

“Ya wanna go in the bathroom and suck my dick?”

Once it registered to Nicole that he’d actually said this, she hadn’t dreamed it, at first she thought he was threatening her.

Like, they do that, or some worse murdered alternative.

But then she allowed herself to fully read his dopey expression and realized he was drunk, and horny, and would probably have to go do some terrible cop job in the morning, when he’d rather be fingerpainting at an assisted living facility. 

Nicole didn’t know why, but she didn’t feel all offended.

This wasn’t the first time some specimen of the male, shortbus variety had asked her out of the blue if she wanted to suck his dick.

Like, dudes, no. Like, no. Why would—-Why would anyone want to suck your dick? It’s gross. You’re gross. And most of you aren’t even cute. And even if you are a little bit not a monster in the face, you have some job like data entry, or cop. 

Both of which can and have been done by complete robots. You’re spiritually redundant, yet somehow have the impression some female goddess wants to put her Chalupa chomping hole on where you shit kidney stones from. 

Uh, okay?? 

So like, no, though. To sucking dick. 

Usually, anyway. 

Usually it was no. 

Now, Nicole has sucked dick before. Typically as a means to some not dick sucking end. Like maybe to get some ugmo to eat her out, pay her rent, or stop rapping songs from his mixtape. 

But never to just be sucking a dick. 

It wasn’t like going on a bike ride on a nice Spring day. That’s something you do because it’s nice and you want to. 

You don’t want to suck a dick. 

Sucking dick was like paying taxes.

Something you maybe might do to avoid some sort of Orwellian butt rape prison nightmare, but it’s also something you definitely will not do if you think you can ~get away~ with it. Avoid the consequences of not doing it. And sucking dick, like, if you don’t think you’ll get a brick thrown at your head for not doing it, you’re, like, not. 

Unless if you do it Lamar will stop singing Ne-Yo songs at you to be romantic, and because he is special needs. 

Nicole usually got the dick sucking requests from black dudes and every time always wanted to scream, and call the police.

But she isn’t Gwyneth Paltrow, so didn’t. And even Gwyneth would probably pretend to be fine with it. To seem with it and hip or whatever. Use it to leaven the bleached flour or something. 

Nicole never wanted to suck black dick. It was either too big, and that made her jaw hurt just to think about it, or if it wasn’t big, because #not all mandingos, if it was normal sized, or even small, then it was ugly. Like Gary Coleman peeking out from skidmarked Hanes.

It was always a no internally. But of course she’d give in for various reasons previously listed.

One time she even sucked a dick because a guy said if she sucked his dick in that moment he was asking, she wouldn’t have to suck his dick for two weeks. Which of course he only propositioned such an offer because in the moment he was hard and would never say such a thing otherwise, but she took him up on it, and held him to it, even though everyone knows you can’t hold a dude to some shit he said pre-cumming. When all his blood has entirely left his brain and he’s basically comatose, his neck only holding up because he is so erect. 

But Nicole was a bitch and she didn’t suck that dude’s dick for two weeks, or ever again because he ended up getting murdered by some white dude in his office who went on a killing spree because they refused to buy ice cream cake for the office birthdays. They kept buying regular cake, with the fruit filling, which he hated and asked them to stop doing. But apparently Karen said he needed to stop acting entitled, the cake is for everyone. He could only request a specific cake on his birthday, not on everyone’s.

So he killed them all.

Which, to Nicole, kind of made sense. 

The cake with fruit filling is fucking disgusting and should be illegal, so.

“My name is Cody, by the way,” he burped. “Like, if you decide to go fuck me in the bathroom. Think we should—Think we should know names. Courtesy.” 

Nicole hadn’t been offended when he asked if she wanted to suck his d, because he had this innocence to him. Or he was retarded. But still. 

However, Cody? 

Gross.

Who’s named Cody? It didn’t even match his face. He looked like a Danny, or a Chris.

Something super basic.

Cody sounded like some gay art boy who kills his grandma and calls it his “piece”. 

So Nicole decided she’d fuck this white dude in the bathroom of Pizza Overlord.

Why not?

Lowkey, he was kind of cute. He did look a wee bit unhinged, but he was drunk, and white people are mutations, so they’re never gonna look all the way right anyway.

It was fine to fuck a mutation in the bathroom at Pizza Overlord. Even if they’re named Cody.

Probably it’s fine.

Cody’s first day of doing cop shit was going okay. He had to report mad early like six? Something. It was before Maury came on, so definitely an inappropriate hour. He was getting dressed for work and had to watch The News.

The fucking News.

But whatever.

He was excited. 

Not really.

He wanted to get a paycheck and this job was easy to get because he had a hook up through his brother.

He got to bypass all the usual contorting you have to do in interviews and hamming it up so someone can pay you a paltry wage to pretend you LOVE filing papers, or mopping, or serving food, or teaching ugly retard kids, or selling perfume, or building prisons, or making Chia pets, or blah blah. 

When really, what you love, is sleeping in til three, and then waking up and having “breakfast” during post lunch hours. 

Like a bum.
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