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But Actually, a Novel

By Zofia Warwick

2024. All rights Reserved.

What Critics Have to Say:

“Agnes Moorehead once said, ‘Witches are made out of things like mushrooms and twigs...’ in her iconic role as Endora on Bewitched. She might never have known how true to form the willowy Matilda Harley would be to that assumption. If only she were also a fungi.”-Janus McManus, Arts and Entertainment writer for IWannaSee-Attle.com

“If I ever get corralled into reviewing another one of Wynn’s productions, I’ll know I’m self-destructive.”-Lin-Mei Forrester, film student and friend (Facebook)

“This right here is actually kind of—actually kind of makes sense, you know? Like, I see where this was going and all. I do.”-McKeveon Washington

Legal Disclaimer: All persons in the documentary, save complainants in the lower court of the City of Albuquerque, New Mexico, the orphan’s court of the Incorporated City of Boston, Massachusetts, those involved in the case of District of Columbia versus Roland Harley, the parties afflicted in the New South Wales circuit court case ‘Royal Paranormal Society v Whollalism LTD’ and the complainant in ‘Blue Hawaii LLC versus Benn-Hamada Productions’ have consented to film, and it is with their express permission that they are depicted in the scenes below. All persons in the aforementioned litigations have not consented to film and have made portions of this documentary illegal in the following states: California, Delaware, Florida, Illinois, Maryland, Massachusetts, Montana, Nevada, New Hampshire, Pennsylvania, and Washington. Viewer discretion is advised.
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A dramatic historical reenactment begins, not with a bang, but with a text placard hastily inserted over footage of the opening battle.  

October 1777, at the Battle of Saratoga:

Cannons volley, horses whinny—all public domain audio track played on site using a sound system borrowed from US Army veteran and retired West Point instructor Scott Janusz’s local Knights of Columbus chapter. The sound system is elderly, AV cabled, and still sporting stickers and white bows congratulating his granddaughter Marcie on her recent communion. Skirmishes break out in the tent city of Burgoyne’s retreating army, the bivouac set up inside the parameters of a local outdoor bocce court, the collapsing tents mostly bedsheets and birch poles. Rain practically pours from the sky, although it is an effect partially added in post with a rudimentary video filter. A series of oscillating garden sprinklers attached to a few snaking hoses provide the rest of the effect and trip the occasional Revolutionary blue coat or retreating redcoat.

Sodden, bloodied, with his wig askew, George Inverness (here depicted by Scott Janusz’s pale, lanky middle son Antony Janusz, age twenty-four, active-duty air national guard) rolls up his sleeves and bayonets a fallen British soldier (portrayed by Scott’s old battle buddy Edgar ‘Edge’ Maldonado, age 78, and every year of it in appearance), taking a lead shot to the chest. The effect is very good, as the jacket has been fitted with a squib. The George Inverness player spits out a thin stream of blood after vigorously chewing on a blood packet and skewers the man harder, the elderly redcoat cringing from being manhandled more than any actual acting.

“Today will not be the day I die!” Antony Janusz/George Inverness bellows, yanking the bayonet loose and stumbling on. More shots ring out. Thunder rolls, and the rain comes down harder. A flash animated streak of lightning illumes the sky behind him, and George Inverness’ wig, hanging on for dear life, finally slips off, partially unhorsed by an oscillating sprinkler.

Nearby, a paper mâché canon de 12 de Vallière, ornate and verdigris and built around a PVC potato gun, is wheeled into the theater of battle by a revolutionary war soldier portraying a cockaded leftenant colonel in the Pennsylvania regiments and another in a caped coat and trousers with a large ostrich feather in his cocked hat, representing a Morgan’s Rifleman. Both are older gentlemen, one sporting the amateur historian facial hair despite its historical accuracy and the other wearing orthopedic shoes under his deerskin pants.

“Give me liberty or give me death!” Antony screams, throwing his head back and nearly gagging as the empty fake blood packet travels into the back of his throat. Behind him, the two voluntary cannoneers load a potato and push a piece of pipe, meant to simulate a rammer, into the potato gun. Antony/George gulps, and the potato gun suddenly misfires, sending ruptured potato pieces across Antony’s back and forcing his musket out of his hand. He staggers around senselessly for a moment, then carefully lays himself on the ground, setting off a spring-loaded glitter bomb that glitters red, for blood. Nearby, Edge Maldonado, the skewered redcoat, spits a pithy piece of potato and oscillating sprinkler water out of his mouth, losing his lower dentures in the process, and closes his eyes.

Another placard appears.

As one of the few casualties of the Gates regiment at the battle of Saratoga, George Inverness, then twenty-six, likely died during Burgoyne’s push on the Bemis Heights. He was struck by a cannon, and his remains were interred in a mass grave on the battlefield shortly after Burgoyne’s surrender was declared. His identity remained unknown for the next 245 years. 

Wynn Hamada sits in a wallpapered, wainscoted room with his hands on his knees, leaning forward over a pen and notepad resting in his lap. He’s wearing a camel-colored corduroy jacket over a dark colored turtleneck, with reading glasses on, face affecting gravity to the point of parody. The glasses and jacket are offset with a dark colored, militaristic beanie that’s slightly sideways on his head. The upholstered damask chair he’s seated in is very old, 18th century at a guess, with scrollwork at the top and a high back, and the wallpaper is green floral chintze, the wainscoting cracking like an eggshell in places, chipped paint dusting the long, graying pine boards of the floor.

“Please state your name for the camera and the reason you’re here,” he says to the amber-skinned, fuchsia haired young woman sitting across from him in an identical chair. Her hair is almost imperceptibly a wig, despite its anime-meets-Revlon color and style. She gives a smile and a wave.

“Well, my given name is a mouthful; Nadia Chloe Siddiq-Spencer, but my commercial name is Na’Chloe.”

“Your commercial name,” Wynn repeats with a tight smile, and Nadia Chloe Siddiq-Spencer nods with a self-satisfied grin.

“If you’re a gallery interested in my work, anyway, but it’s Miss Spencer if you’re in a salon chair,” she speaks with an accent that could only have crafted itself after years of living in or around New Yawk, mixed with a subtle amount of Caribbean inflection, “So I guess for these purposes, we can go with Na’Chloe. And as for a reason—you’re in my house my guy!” Na’Chloe raises her hands to him, showing off razor-thin, brightly colored nails.

“Your haunted house,” Wynn notes, tapping his pen on his notepad, covering it with the palm of his hand to keep the pen from rolling off. 

“It’s like, wow. Buddy, why are you here? I want that purpose. You know, why are you being a casper? A duppy? El espectro? A lingering dead soul, unmoored from his corporeal existence and languishing between the realms of the living and the dead. Just being unnecessarily in the vicinity. Being an unwanted malcontent of the incorporeal persuasion.” Na’Chloe slits her eyes as she speaks, stopping and waiting every few seconds for approval and then flashing a smile and carrying on. Wynn nods, jotting a few words down in his notebook carefully as Na’Chloe twitches her nose and pushes her long bangs back.

“So, it all started when I was moving in,” she says in dreamy reverie, batting her eyelashes, which have faint sparkles in them and are unnaturally long. 

“I needed a house not an apartment; apartments have too many rules, right? You get where I’m coming from there.”

“Excuse me.” Kennedy pipes up from off screen. Wynn shuffles his notes, and Na’Chloe looks over, blinking her long lashes with her dagger nailed hands primly placed in her lap.

“Sure, go ahead.” She smiles expectantly. Kennedy steps forward, boom mic in one hand, cup of Seattle chain coffee in the other. 

“You needed a whole house?” he demands. Na’Chloe tucks her chin into her neck and bats her eyes for a moment before ignoring his tone and carrying on.

“I did, as a matter of fact. Luckily, a home went up in sale in Dorchester, not too far into the suburbs to be outside of a commute to my graduate school.”

“Wait, graduate school?” Kennedy interrupts, almost incredulously. The young interviewee cocks a sculpted eyebrow and brushes her hair back from her face with razor nails, looking peevish.

“I’m attending a master of fine arts program at MassArt,” she explains, then leans back, extending a hand, “My guy, why are you interrupting right now, anyway? Your job is literally to listen.”

“Sorry about that,” Wynn apologizes, eyes to the floor, flushing. He clasps his hands together and squeezes his pen.

“Our efforts are extremely indie right now,” he emphasizes ‘extremely’ with a glower aimed behind the scenes at his crew.

“Okay, so you’re cutting that?” Na’Chloe asks. 

“Yeah.” Wynn says meekly, tapping his pen on his notepad. She nods, mollified, and continues with a quick flick of her fingers.

“Okay. Going to school. Graduate program. MassArt. Long subway commute but Dorchester prices are better than trying to find a flat right in the city center, right? Plus, I mean, I have a GLC 350e, I’m just trying to be more green.” She zeroes in on Wynn, looking for agreement, and he nervously nods along.

“Do you, like have any roommates? Or is this all you?” Peyton wonders in that brief pause. Na’Chloe gives a faint eyeroll and stares meaningfully at Wynn, who is quietly tapping the pen on his leg and trying not to meet her gaze.

“Really indie, huh?”

“Really indie,” he flushes again, squirming as he nods. She softens, leans over with a sympathetic smile, all kindness, and pats his hand.

“We can roll with it. I’m in my Dorchester house, which, as you know, is mine. A lot of the property came as-is. Only two families ever lived in it and from the look of it the second ones were hoarders to like, a level that would make a fitting final boss for Marie Kondo. It’s a stigmatized home, you understand what that is?”

“Yes, we’re familiar with stigmatized homes.” Wynn replies, and Na’Chloe tilts her head forward and cocks a confrontational eyebrow at the crew.

“You guys want to contribute too?”

“We’re only making a documentary about ghosts,” Kennedy grumbles irritably.

“Oh, you are?” Na’Chloe chuckles sarcastically, looking around quickly before adding, “Is this one of the interviews?”

“Go ahead, and, try to ignore them,” Wynn tells her patiently, looking down at his lap.

“Nah. Let’s just get this out of the way and do a full disclosure to stop the interruptions now.” She continues her narrative with just an edge of annoyance.

“Long story short: I have my own business, which has a brick-and-mortar salon, and am on a couple of platforms with said business and am also producing some very interesting and sought-after gallery work. So yes, I have house money. And, with that house money, well, uh, look around. House.”

“It’s a pretty house.” Peyton tells her hollowly.

“It’s a dusty cobwebbed hoarder nightmare. But thanks.” Na’Chloe replies with a thin smile.

“The house, being Federalist, is very old, but I love the brickwork,” she continues, leaning back in her upholstered, claw-footed 18th century chair, eyes sparkling, “This sort of thing I just go crazy for up here. It reminds me of home, it reminds me of the revamped factories my friends work out of in the arts district, which are bomb, you know? Like, hey now, hey now house! I want to feel that walking in, you know? Recognize the character of this place. I want a place where I can jam and have a salon in like, the butler’s pantry. That’s my setup right now. It’s, just, so gross for me, but I can rock with it if gets revamped.” She flutters her hand at the walls quickly and nods to herself.

“Just overhaul everything and make it modern, you know, mainly industrial, inside. Maybe with some Afropunk trimmings, and beyond a doubt with a touch of the Bauhaus and International style because that really calls to me. Something as art as artistically possible.” She lets her eyes travel around the room critically, sighing at the state of the property and then smirking to herself and rolling her eyes. 

“I found out the wiring needs to be redone, the pipework, the heating. Costs are adding up, you know? But whatever, I might be living here a few years until I graduate, maybe longer because SoWa is just killing it, and I am here for it.” 

“Uptown’s kind of nice. Sure, it’s probably nicer, even.” Kennedy snarks from behind his boom mic.

“My guy—work the sound equipment,” Na’Chloe tsks. Fluttering her eyelashes, she puts her hand on her chin and studies Wynn. “How’s Uptown?” Kennedy grunts in disapproval. Wynn flounders for a few seconds before replying.

“Oh, it’s okay,” he finally tells her with an anxious laugh, eyes widening in warning in Kennedy’s direction. Na’Chloe quirks a skeptical eyebrow and sits back, crossing her legs and putting a smug hand on her knee as she smirks to herself.

“SoWa’s going to blow your mind,” she laughs, flicking her fingers at him after a second, “You know what? I think the Esplanade’s going to blow your mind first.”

“We totally have arts and culture in Seattle,” Peyton protests with a snort. Na’Chloe tilts her head back, eyeballing her past the camera with a rapid blink.

“I like the heart over there, and I love that Nancy from The Craft look for you.” She draws in a breath and stares at Wynn, “We’re off topic again. You guys do that a ton, so you know, get with it.”

“Sorry. It’s probably just jet lag doing all of us in,” Wynn sighs, looking down at his feet. Na’Chloe tuts at him and gently touches his shoulder.

“Don’t be. Just, do better. Is this a career or a student project?” Wynn awkwardly shakes his head, wincing through a forced smile, “Who is even bankrolling this? Do you guys have a Patreon or something?”

“My brother and one of his accountant friends,” he says finally with a sick look. Na’Chloe sits back, stunned into silence.

“Oh-kay,” she finally breathes, and scratches an eyebrow thoughtfully, “All right, since you’re going to need to cut a lot—let me get right down to the nitty gritty.”

She then points a knife-edged nail, off camera, toward what is a white brick mantlepiece. Wynn gestures for Peyton to follow the finger and she settles on a lead glazed, colonial window. Peyton quickly zooms out, then centers the camera on the fireplace, a nondescript whitewashed brick. She zooms in toward the greasy stain left behind by wood stain and mold, roughly the shape of a rectangle, that sits on the brick like a brand.

“There’s one thing I don’t really like, about the house, right?” Na’Chloe tells Wynn with a shudder in her voice.

“What’s that?” he mumbles weakly.

“This painting,” she says with emphasis. Peyton switches back to Wynn and their subject, comes into tight enough focus on their faces that Wynn’s interview foundation comes off ghostlike, and Na’Chloe’s blended makeup looks slightly like a poor render.

“What painting?” Wynn asks worriedly, and Na’Chloe shakes her head slowly and clasps her hands together, resting her chin against them.

“It’s not there anymore, my guy. No way.”

“What was it a painting of?” Wynn asks, leaning forward, and Na’Chloe smiles at him and nods approvingly.

“There you go. You do more of that and you’ll really trick everyone.”

“This interview is like, so hostile,” Kennedy mutters, which is of course only enhanced by the boom mic.

“It was a painting of some dead Revolutionary War soldier, come to find out.” Na’Chloe says loudly and deliberately, ignoring him. You can see the wheels turning in Na’Chloe’s head as she thinks back to the dreaded portrait.

“I hated that painting. He’s stiff. In one of those old, gross, horsehair wigs they had. Powdered.” She pats her own hair absently with a hand as if to run her fingers over the texture of the soldier’s horrible wig. Pulls a face.

“The background is just this wispy purple-gray mess,” she continues with a snort, “He already looked like he was in Hell.” She puts a manicured nail in front of her neon-colored lips and looks sideways at Wynn.

“He’s got a dark stain on his white britches, okay? Around the crotch.” Her finger makes a circle, as if highlighting the area. “Someone’s hands were all over that crotch. Ever see bronzes in Europe? They get shiny, the paint gets dull.”

“I threw his creepy painting out,” she then declares to the room, her voice loud enough to be a challenge. Behind the camera, Peyton suppresses a giggle. Wynn leans forward, adopting an air of professional solemnity.

“From there, you were haunted?” Wynn asks her, face a mask of seriousness.

“I’m not fixing all of this by touching his crotch,” she tells him grimly, tucking her chin in to her chest and staring headlong into whatever serves as Wynn’s soul.

“Has the ghost harassed you?” he gulps. 

“No, but I figure there has to be a reason he’s back.” She continues to stare fixedly at Wynn, in silent scrutiny, and he edges slightly back in his chair. 

“I’m—I’m sorry. That’s, very—” he manages.

“Yeah. Very.” She agrees. Wynn peers down at his notes and quickly flips his notebook closed, patting a thigh.

“Well, Na’Chloe, thank you for your time.” Wynn tells her with a polite, professionally blank smile. She gives him a worried glance from head to toe.

“You’re welcome.” She tells him, then points toward the door off screen. “So, I just go out then and talk to the Australians? They fix up my place and fix my ghost problem?”

“Yeah, basically,” Wynn tells her with a heavy sigh.

“Cool.” She nods and excuses herself, flowing out of the room. Wynn coughs to himself, and peers through the camera, shoulders back, attempting to put on a front of sternness. 

“Hey guys,” he begins, sighing again for emphasis. “Can we get maybe, more on the ball with the Q&A features?”

“You mean, don’t ask questions?” Peyton suggests.

“Yeah, that. If, at all, possible.” Wynn tightens his grip on the notepad and stands, shaking out his cramped legs.

“Because you’re doing the question asking,” Kennedy drones. Wynn smacks his lips.

“Exactly.”

“I agree,” Kennedy agrees, disagreeing, “but your questions kind of suck. As a struggling millennial artist, how do you not want to know more about her income?”

“She has a house,” Peyton chimes in. Wynn rolls his eyes, tiredly, and shakes his head.

“It’s not our place.”

“What?” Kennedy balks, “What are we even doing? Man—” he catches himself as Wynn shakes his head irritably.

“It’s off-topic and not our place,” Wynn tells him tightly, then quickly makes a motion with his hands for them to stop talking. Na’Chloe has returned, her fuchsia hair now sporting a few clipped in plaits and her outer jacket exchanged for a navy colored, cable knit half shirt. She quirks an eyebrow and brushes a glittery eyelash out of her eye.

“I heard something about struggling millennials—I guess that’s you guys? What’s the deal? Are you rolling deep on me or are you just talking crap to one another?”

“It’s nothing like—well, maybe Kennedy,” Wynn admits, hanging his head.

“Yeah, he seems threatened,” she agrees, putting her hands on her hips. “You threatened, my guy?”

“We’re all artists here, we should get along,” Wynn interrupts quickly with a nervous frown, and Na’Chloe snaps her head toward him, braids swinging. “Financial advice should be freely exchanged to, to help one another, I guess.” He adds lamely with a shrug, sucking in his cheeks.

“On account of being primitives from Seattle.” Peyton whispers with naked sarcasm.

“Seattle’s not cheap.” Wynn coaxes with a laugh. Na’Chloe quirks her lips and then throws her head back to stare at the ceiling.

“I already mentioned it, but I have a salon. And there’s money to be had in fixing hair. One of my shops is here, in the pantry, and I have a whole shop in Freeport too. Stylez by Miss Spencer. What I want though is my own lifestyle brand and I’m working my way toward it.”

“Big up!” Peyton cheers, and Na’Chloe relaxes.

“Thanks, my weird little Latin camera girl.” She smiles.

“She’s Nez Perce,” Kennedy drops, voice dripping with reproach. Na’Chloe shifts her eyes away, embarrassed.

“You know, K over here is actually trying to put himself out there, too,” Peyton supplies unbidden in her usual cheerful twang. Kennedy slips briefly into the frame to leer at Peyton, boom mic dangling from his fist, paper coffee cup at his lips.

“Oh god,” Wynn murmurs, quietly mortified.

“Oh, really?” Na’Chloe asks, breaking into a vicious smile.

“Yup. Couple times,” Peyton beams.

“Tell me this; what would I buy from you, Mighty Mighty Bosstones guy?” Na’Chloe takes a quick, derisive glance at Kennedy’s shirt, glances back up at his eyes.

“He was so torn between that and Dropkick Murphys.” Peyton explains cheerfully.

“You was torn, because you’re a punk. I was torn between Bosstones and BBD,” Kennedy snarks with a belly laugh.

“Okay, I get it now.” Na’Chloe laughs to herself and nods knowingly, pointing at them, “The two of you are a thing.”

“What?” Kennedy squeaks.

“No.” Peyton replies, possibly too quickly, and on the tail of that, Kennedy grunts.

“Hmm. Why?” he deadpans, and Wynn looks to the ceiling in silent frustration, fists balled.

“I mix my own recordings and narrations.” Kennedy gingerly hands Na’Chloe a card from behind the camera. It’s matte black with glossy black gothic font. Wynn recoils noticeably in the background, studying his notes and attempting to force the chair into swallowing him.

“Nice card.” Na’Chloe says gamely, quirking an eyebrow, then reads aloud, in a flat voice, “K. Washington. Not Morgan Freeman, but Who Is? Sound Engineering, Narration Services, Voice Acting.’”

“He tried to get a job being a token anime black guy voice,” Peyton explains.

“I was told if my voice was any lower and smoother, they would need to shade the cels in Vanta black.” Kennedy adds, affronted. Na’Chloe scrunches her face and hands the card back.

“Did somebody really tell you that?” She winces.

“They really did.” Kennedy confirms drily, and Na’Chloe cringes in sympathy.

“Yikes.”

“He’s also an inventor.” Peyton pipes up. Na’Chloe quirks her lips and crosses her arms.

“P,” Kennedy squawks in protest, “Why?”

“It’s cool!” She insists happily. 

“I hate you just a little right now,” he tells her solemnly.

“Okay, I’ll bite,” Na’Chloe says finally with a droll smile, “What is it? He invent some weird sexual thing he doesn’t want to talk about?”

“Oh god,” Wynn repeats, sinking into the chair and covering his face with his notepad. 

“I,” Kennedy hesitates long enough to allow Roland and Matilda to make their way into the living room, where Roland clops over to the fireplace and stamps his large, booted feet loudly enough to make the house judder. 

“Invented Washington’s Amazing Fish Sticks. Patent Pending.” Kennedy finishes lamely.

“You know those corn on the cob holders?” Peyton fishes for a rescue from behind the camera. Na’Chloe nods slightly, uncomprehending.

“He’s been apparently trying to patent them for fish,” Wynn intones bleakly from his chair. “You know. Breaded, deboned, spongy, molten hot fried fish.” Na’Chloe’s sparkly eyes flutter as she blinks.

“O-kay. How would that even work?” 

Matilda, perhaps wisely, chooses this moment to loom in and clear her throat. Her dress today is a button-down number full of patchwork pieces of crocheted lace, and has a perceptible A-line to the skirt, although it drapes limply around her bony frame.

“Oh, hello!” she warbles, “Are you the same young lady that met with the camera crew just before? Doing the interview?”

“I am. Just needed to freshen up,” Na’Chloe somewhat daintily extends a hand, “You can go ahead and call me Na’Chloe.”

“Mrs. Roland Harley,” says Matilda, taking her hand roughly and giving it a firm shake, “This is my husband.”

“Scarn,” Roland nearly belches. His clothes today are high quality, expensive khaki work pants and a button down from an Alaskan outdoor company in business since the Gold Rush. Na’Chloe looks over at him in awe.

“Oh, I didn’t even think about it at the door with the clothes but, you’re the interior designer? Roland Harley, right?”

“It’s what my mum alleges.” Roland replies with a chuckle, shaking out his sandy flow of hair. Matilda at the mention of Roland’s mom has to quickly compose herself, because her face is a horror.

“Nice. Oh, this is so cool. I did see your dog hacienda and that Adelaide airport lounge redesign, and I can’t believe you’re moving back into residential work. I mean, lucky I snagged you now,” Na’Chloe laughs brightly, falling all over herself for a breathless, nervous minute before her eyes drift over to a chair unseen by the camera, where she has strewn some of her personal belongings. She stalks over to it. A second later she pops back, now wearing some extra bangles and with her hair up in a loose but attractively messy bun held together with a cornucopia of small and sparkly alligator clips.

“Do you think you can incorporate something like this?” She has a piece of A4 paper of some quality, but the artwork on it is now pushed in front of Roland, who simply screams and jumps.

“Aaargh! Sorry about the scare jump.” He looks over the artwork again, eyebrows knitting with concern. One of his large fingers stabs the closest thing to the center of the A4 cardboard.

“What the devil is that?”

“That’s Coyalxauhqui,” Na’Chloe purrs. “She was a lunar deity of the Mexicas.”

“Why are her parts not together, exactly?”

“Oh, she was murdered, tortured, and dismembered.” Na’Chloe looks at him airily. Roland looks back with the sincerest hangdog look he possesses.

“Why?”

“She pissed off her mom,” Na’Chloe laughs, eyes creasing with joy despite her nerves. There is backstory there, it seems. She stifles a grin, “I was thinking we could blow up a stencil and spray paint her directly onto the wall. Please tell me you’re down.”

“How big?” Roland wonders, forehead creasing and examining the surrounding walls skeptically.

“About two and a half feet?” Na’Chloe tells him, measuring with her hands.

“Could do, sure,” Roland says palely.

“Awesome.” Na’Chloe chirps and floats out of the room, electric with excitement. Roland shuffles into prominence in front of the camera and leans in, his breath misting the lens.

“If I were a ghost, I’d, be a bit more concerned that I wasn’t the scariest thing in this home.” He ventures. Behind him, Matilda tosses her head and folds her arms, greeting the seated Wynn with a glare. He looks up at her from his 18th Century chair miserably.

“Was it intentional?” She asks him waspishly.

“I’m sorry, what?” Wynn bleats, sucking in a breath. Matilda turns toward the camera crew with a wan look on her face and waves a hand in his direction.

“Is he meant to look like a charity shop Spike Lee then? Will this be his overall look for the duration of this house call, or has he gone barmy?”

“I’m sitting right here.” Wynn complains with a frown. A hearty laugh cracks out of Kennedy that fills the room, Peyton tittering beside him from behind the camera.

“His boo went and did that, and then he actually left the apartment,” Kennedy mocks, as Wynn sinks into the chair and covers his face with his notepad.

“Got on a plane like that, which I thought was bold,” Peyton snorts, almost whickering. “Especially since that Matt guy was rolling around the airport.”

“Yeah, ‘Matt.’ He called me Good Times,” Wynn says morosely from behind his notepad, mumbling, “And Wet Bandit.”

“This is my roommate’s fault,” he says loudly, protesting over their laughter.

“Aw, Boo-cakes is trying to be an ally,” Kennedy coos, choking back another hoot.

“By dressing Wynn like a black power Paddington,” Peyton concludes with a giggle.

“I’m over here waiting breathlessly for his Cam Newton phase,” Kennedy wheezes. Wynn peers out scornfully from behind his notepad. Matilda’s eyes crease slightly at the corners with amusement and Roland claps his hands together with a laugh, pointing at the camera and shaking his head.

“Too right he does!” he nearly guffaws.

Na’Chloe floats back, tablet in hand, with an AutoCAD program pulled up on it. She’s wearing a completely
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