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Fight the Power

The can of spray paint falls on the ground
and I step back to look at my masterpiece.

The brown brick wall of the administrative
building of my college now has several large letters painted in
white.

FUCK THE RICH

Dark and white, my favorite color
combination. The graffiti looks almost perfect, but there is still
one little thing that I need to do before I can share my
masterpiece with the rest of the world (or, at least the rest of
the campus).

I adjust my face mask and then pull up my
camo T-shirt, exposing my perky ebony breasts to the dim light of
the starry sky. Cool night air makes my nipples rock-hard almost
instantly and I pull out my phone. I spend a couple of minutes
lining up the shot so that both my breasts and my message are
clearly visible on the pic.

The photo turns out perfect and I send it to
our group via an anonymous messaging app – I am not sure if the FBI
or NSA would be interested in a small-time college activist like
me, but I don't want to risk it. Tomorrow this photo will be shared
and posted on all social media pages that are at least remotely
connected to our college, and if I'm lucky we'll even get covered
by local news.

Everyone will see my message… and see my
breasts.

I wasn't really comfortable with showing my
body at first, but it turned out that people share social messages
much more willingly if there is a pair of gorgeous breasts attached
to it. Besides, it serves as a perfect signature – instead of
leaving a tag or some physical evidence that can be traced back to
me, I am just snapping a pic and everyone instantly knows it was
me. And the best part is that it allows me to escape the wrath of
the Big Brother because while human fingerprints or face
recognition are perfectly legal ways to identify a person, nobody
has the right to do that by comparing the size and shape of my
breasts to the ones on the picture.

Not that I'd show my girls to any of those
pigs that support the oppressive regime.

I pull down my shirt, put the empty cans in
my backpack (spreading the word is no excuse for polluting the
planet), and run back to my dorm. Hopefully, my roommate, Jenna, is
not yet busy going down on some hot frat guy and will throw me the
rope from the window.

Jenna is quite the character – a blonde white
girl wearing exclusively pink and purple, with fake breasts at
nineteen and an insatiable appetite for sex. She comes from a rich
family and doesn't really care about anything that she can't put in
her vagina, and yet despite having totally opposing world-views and
lifestyles, we get along surprisingly fine.

She is totally a part of the problem and so
on and so on, but she covers for me and helps me leave the dorm
unseen if I need it and I am ok with taking long walks every time
she brings home another orgasm-donor.

I put the cans of spray paint in the trash
along the way and five minutes later I am busy picking up small
pebbles from the pavement and throwing them in the window of my
room. It seems that today I am in luck as the window opens almost
immediately and a coil of rope lands next to my feet. I grab the
rope and climb the wall, trying not to leave obvious footmarks on
the surface.

Jenna helps me inside and in a minute the
rope is pulled in and safely stowed under my bed.

I sit on my bed, panting like a dog, and only
then notice Jenna wearing an incredibly sexy and expensive-looking
red lingerie, that barely covers her trimmed kitty and shapely
breasts. She is standing in front of the mirror, turning around and
checking how her body looks from all angles.

This is weird. Jenna is confident about her
appearance, she never wears red and she didn't tell me that she is
expecting someone.

"Hey, Jen, what happened with pink?"

Jenna scoffs.

"Pink is for boys… and this body here is
meant for a real man."

"And how is this real man going to get here,
considering it is an hour past the curfew already? I hope that you
are not making him climb through the window!"

Jenna's facial expression changes from
annoyance to amusement in a heartbeat, which is quite typical for
her.

"No, stupid, men like that don't visit dumps
like this. We can fuck at his mansion or in his limo…"

She closes her eyes as if dreaming about
something.

"Damn, girl, when did you get the time to
seduce an oligarch?"

Jenna opens her eyes and looks at me with a
quizzed expression on her face.

"An oli-what?"

"An oligarch, that's what you call a very
rich and influential person. Is he a father of some poor guy in
your harem of fratboys?"

Jen giggles.

"No, I am not THAT stupid! Actually, we
haven't met yet, but he is going to give a speech in the big
auditorium tomorrow and I am going to take a chance!"

"Wait, who's coming here?"

"It's Reginald Pennington, the founder of the
RP Industries? He is going to give a talk on world peace or saving
the baby seals or something like that."

"How come I've never heard about it?"

"Well, the news came last week, but since you
spend most of your time shouting slogans it's no wonder that you
are left out of the loop."

"I most definitely can't miss it."

Jenna pauses for a second.

"Wait, you're not planning to throw rotten
eggs at him or something?!"

"Come on, Jen, you know I don't do that shit.
Just a couple of uncomfortable questions is all I need."

"Hmm… so you're going to annoy him and then I
will show up and cheer him up! That sounds perfect!"

Now it's my turn to laugh.

"Who could have thought that we make such a
nice team, huh Jen?"

"Hey, I liked you the moment I saw you,
Ciara! Also, your boobs are smaller than mine, so I knew you won't
be a threat."

"You know I don't care much for the rich
cracker crowd you usually hang out with."

"All that was just target practice… Now, we
hunt big game."


Fight the Instincts… and Lose the
Battle

 I walk through the long winding corridors
of our main college building towards the biggest auditorium until I
see the dean appearing in front of me, seemingly out of nowhere. We
have been chatting regularly ever since I began my social campaign
and so I know what are we going to talk about.

"Hello, Ciara."

"Hello, Mr. Richardson."

"Nice job you did on the admin building. I
see that your graffiti skills are improving."

He doesn't even try to hide sarcasm, but I
don't budge.

"I am afraid I don't know what are you
talking about, Mr. Richardson."

"Of course you don't. Listen, let's do it
like this – I would greatly appreciate if whoever does this won't
use profanities in the future."

"Is there anything else… sir?"

"Not really… you are obviously going to
attend the lecture by Mr. Pennington, but I am sure that you are
above petty provocations. Good day, Ciara."

"Good day to you too, Mr. Richardson."

Honestly, I can sympathize with the man. I
know his job is stressful and it's the system that forces him to do
stupid shit just to please some fat cats with big wallets. He is
balding, overweight, with huge bags under his eyes, the guy is
clearly overworked and I hate causing him more trouble, but he has
to understand that I fight for his rights too!

It is easy to blame everyone who possesses
even an ounce of authority, but many of these people are trapped in
the same way as common working folk. Only the one percenters are to
blame, guys like top politicians, diplomats, corporate executives
and, of course, people like this Pennington.

Jeez, what kind of a name is that?

I continue my way to the auditorium and when
I reach the spot I realize that I am late. The doors are closed and
I hear muffled voices from behind the door, but I can't just turn
around and walk away. If I start making compromises with myself, I
will end up like all those hippie protesters from the sixties who
betrayed all that they believed in and became a part of the
system.

I make a deep breath, open the door, and step
inside.

Suddenly, I am blinded by the light of the
projectors and I feel a thousand pairs of eyes looking at me. The
entrance to this auditorium is right next to the stage, so my
entrance definitely doesn't go unnoticed.

My heart beats faster and the adrenaline
floods my body. I hate this feeling and it is a part of why I
prefer my little nocturnal sabotages to protesting in public.

"Can I help you, young lady?"

The deep, slightly raspy but somehow
strangely melodic male voice pulls me out of my stupor. My eyes
adjust to the light and I see him.

It can't be him.

I probably should have done my homework, but
I didn't expect to see a tall hunk of a male in front of me.
Reginald Pennington was supposed to be old, fat, and ugly, the evil
embodiment of capitalism.

Instead, I see a middle-aged white man with a
sliver of white in his dark hair. His business jacket is hanging
from the chair next to him and his overwhelmingly white shirt
drapes his muscular body. He is by no means a bodybuilder, but he
looks better than most of the guys my age… There is so much
confidence and power in his posture, in his stance, in the way he
carries himself.

And all the lights in the room are shining on
him.

Now I see what got Jenna so excited. I mean,
with the money and power this man has she would be excited even if
he was old and ugly, but wh-

Damn it, Cia, snap out of it! He is the enemy
and you have a mission!

Without saying a single word I go up the
stairs and take a seat in the last row.

"Okay, so as I said, I am very excited to
visit the halls of my alma mater again and hopefully my lecture
will be as useful to you as the lectures of my professors were
useful to me back then."

But damn, this man sure has a fascinating
voice! I watch him talk and I don't understand what he is talking
about. There is just something so captivating in the way he is
moving on stage, his manners, his gestures, everything
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