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As the air conditioning unit hummed up above, Kristina looked the interviewer in the eye and gave her a small smile. “My baby gives amazing head.”

She looked across at her husband of four months and her smile, she hoped, turned sweet as she reached out and cupped his cheek. In part, to hide the shocked expression on his dark brown face and in part to daub her thumb along the side of his lips as though removing evidence.

It got the result she wanted as papers rustled on the desk that separated the married couple from the immigration official. When Kristina looked back at the light skin woman’s face had a red tinge to it and the older woman refused to meet her gaze.

No, she couldn’t remember what Troy Ambrose liked to eat for breakfast. Nor could Kristina Ambrose nee Lewis remember his shoe size, much less if he wore boxers or briefs, but she did know she didn’t like the way Ms. Thompson was eyeing her down as though she was a criminal.

Yes, Kristina was enjoying this. “Troy,” she said ever so lovingly. “Has a way with his tongue,” she bit her lower lip, knowing that the man who shared the office with Ms. Thompson had started to pay attention. “He just knows how to ea-”

“Thank you,” Ms. Thompson interjected.

“Excuse me?” Kristina leaned forward. The interruption had been so low, she wasn’t sure she had heard the exact wording.

In front of her, the interviewer sat up in her seat and looked up from the papers she held with a death grip. “Thank you, I think I understand...” she spoke louder and managed to regain her professional tone of voice. “Shall we continue?” her lips pursed as she glanced from Kristina to Troy, but Kristina noticed how the immigration officer’s gaze lingered on her husband.

Thankfully, the questioning went on to matters that were easily answered by her or Troy. Living situation. Working situation. All these questions to ensure that Troy didn’t marry Kristina to stay in Redonda. Prying into every facet of their lives, assuming that it was a ploy instead of two people loving each other and wanting to be together. Happily married.

“Well, that is it,” Ms. Thompson scribbled on a sheet of paper before looking up at them. By this point Troy had reached across and took Kristina’s left hand and was now holding it. The small solitary diamond on full display alongside the gold band that matched his.

“If there is anything else I need,” the interviewer got to her feet, resulting in Kristina and Troy to do the same. “I will be in contact,” she extended her hand to Troy.

I’m sure you will, Kristina thought as she reached out to shake the woman’s hand. “Thank you,” she muttered, before turning away and making her way to the office door.

As they walked through the Redonda Immigration building, Kristina went over the interview. She found herself smiling on how uncomfortable the woman had become and she wondered if the image of Troy between her legs popped into the minds of the male and female immigration officers. With a glance across at Troy as she opened the door to the street, Kristina wondered if it popped into his mind.

“She now wants you,” she stepped into the mid-morning sun and looked up St. Paul’s Street up to High Street. “Maybe you can use that when she gets in contact with you,” Kristina looked across at Troy before walking across to the stairs that led to the street level.

“What do you mean when she gets in contact with me?” he asked a few steps behind her. He didn’t sound concerned but Kristina knew that her ‘husband’ was doing everything in his power to stay on her small Caribbean island.

Part of her understood, the standard of living was high so the pay was good, but the standard of living was high so things were expensive. Still Troy wanted to stay. “There’s nothing for me back there,” he had said six months back. Kristina hadn’t pressed for more information. All that mattered back then was him paying the deposit and now it was for both of them to ensure they got through to Troy becoming a citizen of Redonda.

When Kristina reached the bottom of the stairs, she started to walk towards High Street, but Troy circled around and stood in her way.

“Why is she going to get in contact with me?” he grounded himself and crossed his arms. “Why not us?”

“Think about it,” Kristina looked up into the face she had now grown to know so well. She could see the gears churning behind his dark brown eyes, and the set of his jaw proved he had come to her conclusion.

Troy slowly shook his head and Kristina shrugged before walking around him. She heard footsteps and Troy fell into step beside her. “So what am I supposed to do?”

At this, Kristina came to a stop and turned towards him, not believing she was going to have to spell it out. But by the way Troy searched her face, she shook her head and sucked her teeth. He’s the one who wants to stay, but I’m the one that wants the money.

With a cock of the head, she prompted him to continue walking. They made it to High Street and Kristina had hoped he had figured it out.

“You’re going to have to eat her out,” she said as she stood waiting for the light to change.

“What?!?” Troy looked around them, catching the eye of a few of the people who heard what Kristina had said. When the green man flashed, he grabbed her arm and charged across the street, turning onto Market Street.

On the other side of the street, Kristina shrugged off his hand, “She is in that office right now, thinking about what I said. Why else would I say it if it wasn’t true? And then I made it look like you had done it before we went there. Of course, she’s thinking about it.”

“So what if she is?” Troy groused, not convinced, perhaps hoping Kristina was wrong.

“I bet she is,” she turned onto a side street and walked the short distance to her Toyota Vitz. “In fact, I wager she’s going to call you within 24 hours.” 

“What you want to bet that she doesn’t?” Troy watched her unlock the car.

“Fifty,” Kristina turned back, seeing a man who refused to think she was right.

She was right. Troy was a good looking man, deep brown skin wrapped around a muscular frame that wasn’t too tall or too short. And he had a way about him that drew a woman’s attraction. Kristina did her best not to give in to that attraction. This was only about the money and in a year or two when they get their divorce, it would be like it never happened.

“Fifty?” he chuckled.

“Yeah,” Kristina turned away and got in the car. “To put some gas in the car,” she admitted.

“And you think you can afford to lose a fifty dollar?” Troy closed the door and leaned forward, waiting for Kristina to open the window.

“I’m not going to lose,” she took in his full lips and had to focus on the here and now not what would never be. “I only make bets when I know I’m going to win.” With a quick glance at the clock on the dashboard, Kristina added, “I got to get to work.”

This brought their banter to an end and she could see the disappointment on his face. No, they weren’t married for real, nor were they romantically involved, but a relationship of sorts had developed between them. Troy had begun to turn away, but stopped, “What did you tell them? At work.”

“That I had an appointment I couldn’t miss,” Kristina started the car and put it into gear.

“Do they know about this?” he asked, cautiously.

“Why should they?” she studied his expression as Troy slowly nodded his head. “It’s less complicated this way,” she answered him, then with a smile, Kristina added, “Make sure you have my fifty dollar.”

Without waiting for a response, she disengaged the hand brake and eased out of the parking space. On the drive to CNS, the call center on the outskirts of the capital of St. Paul’s, Kristina tried to focus on the day ahead at work, but her thoughts returned to Troy and the look of dread on his face. Was he really that worried? But why?

Her train of thought was derailed as a Vitz overtook the line of traffic and cut in front of her. Damn Vitz drivers Kristina cursed as she slammed on the brake of her own Vitz.
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“Yasss, that is what I said, but you know how they can be–”

Rap, rap, rap.

Adjusting her Bluetooth headset, Kristina looked across at the front door, wondering if she had heard something. “Yeah,” she continued to talk to Toya, hoping that she hadn’t heard something. If she did, it would mean having to stop the game Kristina was playing on her flat screen and answering whoever was rapping on the door. And the last thing Kristina wanted was company after the day she had at work.

Rap, rap, rap.

With a groan, she pulled up the menu and put the game on pause. “Hey, Toya,” she got to her feet and padded through the living room to the front door. “Hold on for a minute.” 

Looking through the side window, she made out a man. Who the... Pulling open the door, Kristina was ready to turn the person away, but when she saw who it was, she spoke into the headset, “I got to go, I’ll talk to you later.” After some quick byes, she turned back to her husband.

“She called.”

Kristina smiled and extended her palm. “So, you’re here to pay up?” But when she saw the worry on his face, Kristina let her hand fall away. “What’s wrong?”

His response was to look up and down the hall outside Kristina’s apartment.

“Come inside,” she stepped back and let him walk in. It wasn’t his first time at her place. In fact, he had even slept over when they knew there was going to be a home visit. To be on the safe side, there were a few of Troy’s things in the bathroom and bedroom.

Closing the door, Kristina watched him pace back and forth in the living room. So much for the game, she walked over and turned it off. Settling into the sofa, she switched off the TV. “What’s wrong, Troy?”

“I’m supposed to meet her tomorrow evening,” he glanced across at Kristina.

“Okay,” she replied, watching the man wind himself up. “And you are worried because...”

Coming to a stop, Troy turned to Kristina. Although he stopped moving, there was still a nervous energy buzzing around and in him. “I’ve never gone down on a woman before.”

A snort of laughter escaped although she tried to hold it in. And soon the smile Kristina tried to contain broke free but she did manage to control the laughter, keeping it down to a giggle.

“It’s not a laughing matter,” Troy grumbled. “How am I supposed to...” he groaned in frustration. “How am I supposed to live up to your hype?” Troy began to pace again. “You’re going to have to help me,” he pointed at Kristina.

“What?” she asked through another fit of giggles. “How?”

“Well,” Troy whipped around. “You are my wife and...”

Kristina swallowed her laughter when she realized what he was saying. “Excuse
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