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​Chapter One

​A Sapphire in a World of Diamonds
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The alluring scent of passion flower and coconut tickled Bruce’s senses. He looked up from his copy of the script to find its source. It was Emely Marchand, the one actress he desperately wanted to see win the part of Cézanne Aubert. He was sure she’d been passed over for the part because of her appearance. The role called for a tall, leggy blonde with an almost waif figure. Emely was only about five feet tall, full-figured in perfect proportions. Her coarse, natural hair bounced around her face and shoulders when she walked. She had a tiny voice like a shy teenager and though she appeared to be far younger than her actual age, she was definitely not a teenager anymore. Her bright white smile was almost as electric as her deep, blue eyes that seemed to match her dress perfectly. 

“Where in God’s name did you get eyes like that?” Bruce muttered under his breath.

“From my daddy,” Emely said, glancing over her shoulder at him. 

“Oh, I apologize. I didn’t realize-”

“It’s alright. I get that all the time.”  

Bruce stood in stunned silence as he watched her walk away. He’d never seen a woman with an ass like hers before. Not in person anyway. No cosmetic surgeon could replicate it even if they tried. He watched her hips swing from side to side and admired the way the sun seemed to make her tawny brown skin sparkle. 

“That woman is a goddess,” he quietly proclaimed. 

“Yes, that’s why she’s your co-star. Aren’t you the lucky one?” Alicia said, her faint Indian accent coming through. 

She had been Bruce’s assistant for so many years that she seemed to know everything that he was thinking. A fact he found mildly unsettling. 

“You’re smirking as if you had something to do with the decision to cast her in the role.”

“I may have mentioned to the casting director that every leading lady in every dramatic series on the BBC this fall is a thin white woman. And I may have also suggested to them that if the producers really want this series to stand out they should put a woman of color with a real body in the lead female role. They could even use their casting decisions as something to brag about while promoting the show. So, maybe that had an effect on the casting decision as well. Maybe not.”

“I am a married man. You do remember that, don't you Alicia?”

“I do remember that. Do you remember that?”

“Of course I do,” he said, attempting to appear appalled. 

“Really? Because it looked like you thought you were single the way you were undressing her with your eyes just then,” she teased. 

“I’m married. I’m not blind.”

“Clearly,” Alicia said, walking away. 

Bruce continued to watch Emely from a few feet away, inconspicuously busying himself by fiddling with the set props. He admired the way her royal blue wrap dress draped across her curves. Her matching pointed-toe spiked heels clicked when she walked, causing goosebumps to spread from his scalp down to his neck and along his spine. Her busy gold earrings were just barely visible under her cloud of hair bringing attention to her elegant neck. He remembered the chemistry they shared during her final screen test. Her body was so soft and her eyes were entrancing. He found himself to be the nervous one between the two of them, even though he had already been cast as the lead male actor. He felt bad about his performance after her audition. It was common courtesy to try and give the person auditioning as much support as you can so as to give them a fighting chance for the role. But he was rattled by her beauty, stuttering and stammering instead of giving her a quality interaction to run her lines against. 

And now, here she was, finally cast in the role thanks to a little boost from Alicia. Bruce would be granted unlimited access to her under the guise of being co-stars, a caveat he pretended not to notice. In reality, the idea excited him like a teenage boy realizing his crush would be sitting directly in front of him in class all school year. He was giddy, embarrassingly jovial and he loved every bit of it. 

“Bruce, come on over! We’re ready for you!” the director called from the imitation outdoor cafe. 

He trotted over to them, smiling at Emely along the way. This was only her first day on set but he was already looking forward to filming with her. Surely there would never be another dull day on set with her around. 
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“I HATE YOU,” EMELY snapped.

“Yes, I can tell by the way you keep staring at my crotch every time you see me,” Bruce responded crudely. 

“How dare you! I’ve done no such thing!” 

She slapped him across the face leaving his cheek red.

“This will all go a lot smoother if you would just admit that you love me,” Bruce said with a smirk.

“Bastard!” 

She attempted to slap him again but he caught her hand and pressed her body against his. 

“Kiss me. Kiss me like I know you’ve always longed to do,” he said seductively.

Emely resisted for as long as she could until finally giving in. They kissed each other passionately, Bruce’s tongue teasing her lips.

“Cut! Let’s set the next scene straight away. No breaks. We can finish this today people!” the director shouted.

Bruce escorted Emely over to their marks and prepared to swoop her up in his arms. In this scene, he was to carry her to bed and make love to her for the first time in the series. To say that he was nervous would be a gross understatement.

“Scene three, take one.” 

The second assistant camera woman clanked the slate behind them and hustled away from in front of the camera lens. 

Bruce swooped Emely up and gently laid her down on the bed. There were cameras all around to capture the graphic scene from every angle. Bruce carefully rested between her thighs creating the illusion that intercourse was underway. He twisted his upper body toward the camera and kept his arm pulled back to allow the camera a proper view. The director called out instructions like a drill sergeant. He told them which hands to use and how fast or slow to move them. He regulated how much moaning he wanted from Emely and precisely how breathy or loud he wanted it to be. He was indecisive about how much tongue he wanted them to use until ultimately deciding he wanted to see no tongue at all. An intimate scene coordinator was on hand with flesh colored nipple pads and modesty patches at the ready. Bruce would never get to see Emely’s bare breasts, only pads and swatches of cloth where her breasts should have been. Many more precautions were taken to ensure that when he pretended to kiss her breasts, she wouldn’t be fully exposed. But even that was an illusion, with his cupped hand and angled face. He kissed his own palm, never making contact with her actual breast. All of the strategic hand placements and creative lighting made for a scintillating scene for the future audience, but for Bruce it was agonizing. To be so close to such a beautiful woman and not be able to actually make love to her was just cruel.

“You okay there?” Alicia asked after the scene.

“Yes, why?” Bruce said, taking a gulp of his bottled water. 

“Because you seem to have yourself a little pup tent going on down there.” 

“Jesus, I can’t believe this is actually happening right now.,” Bruce said, using his water bottle to unsuccessfully hide his erection. 

“Relax, I grabbed your robe. I can walk you back to your trailer so people won’t intercept you along the way.”

“Thank you Alicia. I don’t know what I'd do without you.”

“Probably have an affair with Emely.”

“What?”

“Hmm?” 

Bruce nervously stared directly at Alicia’s chestnut eyes for a moment, trying to figure out why she thought to make that specific joke at that moment. She smirked back at him without faltering. She was always so mischievous but this was quite an uncomfortable moment. For a few weeks now, Bruce had regular fantasies about Emely that he knew he would never be able to act upon. If Alicia could pick up on his attraction to her in what he thought was subtle behavior then he was already in trouble. 

“Well, that was awkward,” Emely said, approaching them from out of nowhere. 

“Was it?” 

“Yeah, love scenes are always so weird. You’ve seen me naked now and I’m supposed to just walk by you on set like you don’t know what I have going on under this robe.” 

“Right! Of course. It must be quite uncomfortable for you to do something like that in front of a room full of people you don’t know.” 

“It’s not so bad when I have someone like you to roll around with in the sheets. You’re the perfect gentleman.”

Bruce was relieved that she seemed to have a sense of humor about the whole thing. He was even more relieved that she seemed to not have heard a thing said between him and Alicia. He looked over at Alicia who made a face like a cat who had just eaten a canary. He cut his eyes at her, silently urging her to stop teasing him. She ignored him and continued her incessant smirking, shaking her fringe bangs out of her eyes. 

“Well, I guess I’ll catch up to you again later,” Emely said walking away. 

“Right, yes. I will...see you later.” 

He continued to tightly grip the water bottle and hold it as naturally as possible in front of his zipper. He watched her walk away until the sound of her heels clicking on the pavement became faint. 

“Smooth. Real smooth Mr. Bond,” Alicia said, handing him his robe. 

***
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EMELY SMILED ALL THE way back to her trailer. Her co-star, Bruce Du Benedict was trying his best to hide his attraction to her, something she found very flattering. She recalled how distracted he was during her screen test for her role. He kept pausing between lines just to look at her. He was frazzled and his skin was flushed, almost as red as his short gelled hair. Though he was clearly uncomfortable, she found his nervousness to be somewhat calming. She couldn’t feel self-conscious about her own performance when she was focused on helping him get through his own. Ultimately, she had no expectation of actually winning the role. Sure she had made it to the screen test but that didn’t mean anything. Another actress was still more likely to win the part of a character who was supposed to be a white woman. Emely and Bruce certainly had the chemistry necessary for the show but audiences needed to be willing to accept her as well. That was the nature of the business. Talented or not, if audiences reject you, you don’t get cast. So, when she received the call from her agent telling her she got the part, she was as befuddled as Bruce was at her audition.

“They loved you! You did exactly what we talked about and owned the role,” her agent gushed over the phone.

“Really? I thought they were more concerned about the optics for sure.”

“I mean they were. They still are. They don’t want you to come off as the diversity hire but your talent sort of makes it difficult for that narrative to fly. If you weren’t as good as you are, justifying a change in the character type like this might be bad for the producers. But they were all in after you auditioned.”

“Great, I'm glad to hear it.”

“Now it’s not permanent. It's just for a season, maybe two if the storyline gets picked up after a good ratings sweep. But don’t worry, I’ve got another show lined up for you with a major streamer that will also be filmed in Wales so you won’t have to worry about moving back and forth for about a year, maybe two. You cool with that?”

“Yeah absolutely, thank you.”

“Thank you! This is going to get me some international clients now.”

Emely loved being her agent’s favorite. She made sure to do whatever she could not to let her down, even though her agent technically worked for her. 

Her first day on set was equally as exciting as the phone call telling her she got the job. She had never been to Europe before and she was looking forward to sightseeing after filming that day. Walking on the set was an interesting experience. People were kind but it was evident some were not so sure about her playing the role of Cézanne. She shrugged it off and focused on maintaining chemistry with Bruce who seemed to be entranced with her eye color. It wasn’t anything new to her. People all over the world naturally assumed that black people can’t have blue eyes. She got her eyes from her father Emmett, whom she was named after. He was a dark-skinned creole man with blue eyes. He had the same problems Emely did with people asking twenty questions about their eyes before even uttering the word “hello”. It was a hell of a conversation starter though. 

Emely also couldn’t help but notice that Bruce was interested in a lot more than just her eyes. His own aqua-greens seemed to trail up and down her figure as they filmed scenes together. Even with her back turned she could feel him looking at her ass. Something she knew she’d have to get used to being the only full-figured person on the set. She prided herself on being a professional on set but being lusted after by the star of the show was a great way to improve her chances of getting a second season, despite ratings. Nepotism was always a pathway to a more consistent paycheck and Emely loved money.

According to her schedule, their first love scene would be filmed within the first three weeks. There wasn’t nearly enough time to be comfortable with each other but it was only acting. It wasn’t her first time filming a love scene but it was her first time portraying an interracial relationship. The episodes did not include a racially centered story line. In fact, her character’s ethnicity was a non-factor. Her character just happened to be black. A fact that she appreciated since it would completely change the direction of the show. It was a romantic drama, there really didn’t need to be any racial tension added to the plot when the sexual tension was already turned up to the extreme. The director, producers and production assistants seemed to be glued to her hip on set. They wouldn't necessarily admit to it outright, but they were definitely concerned that something racially discriminatory could happen behind the scenes. She was the only person of color in a production being filmed in a country where black people were essentially non-existent. Intentionally or unintentionally, something racist was bound to happen. The staff wanted to be ready to intercept any faux pas so as not to generate tabloid headlines. 

But all of that shadowing did nothing to keep Emely and Bruce apart between scenes. She’d made a habit of making small talk with him every chance she could to ensure he looked at her with favor. A smile here, a touch there, small gestures to stay in his good graces to be asked to return for a second series. It seemed to have a greater effect on him than she intended though. He began to seek her out when she stole moments away to scroll on her phone or to read a book. She could tell that he had come to look forward to interacting with her. She hadn’t intended to arouse a happily married man, but it was evident that his intrigue with her had become a strong sexual attraction. He carried a flame for her she wasn’t necessarily eager to extinguish.
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WALKING ONTO SET WITH an ultra thick terry cloth robe and nothing but a modesty patch and nipple pads underneath was awkward. Yet, it wasn’t nearly as awkward as filming the actual love scene. All love scenes were uncomfortable to film but this was even more so uncomfortable than usual. Although Bruce was desperately trying hard to hide his rock hard erection from her as they rolled around in the sheets, that wasn’t the part she found disturbing. What disturbed her was the skeleton crew filming the scene staring at her like an animal at the zoo. They all wanted to see her ass. They wanted to know if it was real. They wanted to know if she really had sex like an animal and other persistent negative stereotypes that managed to survive for centuries. It made her tremble with anxiety and caused her body to tense. Bruce seemed to be keenly aware of her discomfort and began to use his own body as a shield whenever possible. He was a tall man with broad shoulders and a sculpted physique. Even though she was thick, she was able to hide beneath him, depriving the looky-Lous of a peek. She felt safe underneath Bruce’s body since no one but the cameraman and the director could truly see her body up close. 

Bruce was careful not to expose her. He’d pull the sheets up to cover her in between pauses to receive instructions from the director. She felt protected by him, as if he were almost territorial about other people looking at her while she was nude. Most actors were respectful during love scenes but Bruce seemed to go the extra mile. After what felt like hours of filming, the constant touching, rubbing and all out hunching, it was no surprise that he would develop an erection. She was forgiving about it, choosing instead to pretend not to notice. Afterall, she was starting to get wet herself. They were human, and some physiological responses just couldn’t be helped. 

After the scene, the crew broke for lunch and tea. That was something else she needed to get used to, tea time. Emely was an avid coffee drinker who didn’t have access to her favorite chicory coffee from Cafe Du Monde. She also didn’t have access to food with very much flavor compared to what she was used to. She was a Louisiana woman in a country that thought salt and pepper were seasonings. Mealtimes and tea times were always a struggle but she kept a happy face on at all times. She didn’t want people to think she was a diva nor did she want to offend other people and their culture. Instead, she would sit quietly, barely nibbling on whatever she could find the most flavor in so that she could appear to be content. Evidently, she had fooled everyone except Bruce. 

“Don’t like the tea at all do you?”

“What?”

“The tea. You only drink it when you’re cold and you pour half a bottle of honey into it when you do partake.”

“Oh, no. It’s great, I just need to get used to it.”

“And the food as well? You barely eat when you’re here. If you keep this up, you’ll lose too much weight and all your...assets.”

Emely smiled at his attempt to be provocative. Every now and then Bruce would venture into the world of flirting only to terrify himself and retreat. She couldn’t hide the fact that she was flattered by the amount of attention he gave her. 

“I guess that just takes some getting used to as well.”

“You know, if you want something else, just ask the production assistants and they’ll get it for you. It’s in the budget.”

“No, I couldn’t. I don’t want to be a burden. Besides, they have enough stress trying to protect me from the lurking dangers of racism that never seems to happen on set anyway,” She said with a chuckle.

Bruce let his eyes linger on her for a moment before looking away and taking a sip of his tea. He was definitely plotting something. Her ignorance of what it was made her nervous. They sat quietly, observing the scenery before he abruptly blurted out a compliment.

“You smell really nice.”

“Oh, thank you.”

“What perfume is that if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Why? Do you want to buy a bottle for your wife?” she joked.

“No, she hates coconut. I don’t know why though. She loves taking Caribbean vacations. You’d think it was right up her alley.”

“Oh, well, it’s a perfume I had made back home. Doesn’t really have a name but my perfumer has it labeled as Marchand.”

“You have a perfumer?”

“Yes, I can’t go around smelling like every other woman in the world. No one would remember me. I need something that’s just for me. However, I think I may need to ask him to make me a new one.”

“Why? The one you’re wearing smells divine?”

They both paused and gazed at each other for a moment. She searched his eyes to see if he was intending to flirt with her. Just as she’d anticipated, he retreated and took another sip of tea.

“Well, I don't think my tropical fragrance fairs well in a colder gloomy country like this. I think I may need something warmer, earthier. This one makes me stand out too much amongst the other women around me. ”

“I wouldn’t change a thing if I were you. Some women were meant to be sapphires in a world full of diamonds and pearls.”

She watched as Bruce refused to look up from his cup. He carefully set it down on the table and walked away with a look of disappointment. If she hadn’t been aware before she was certainly aware now that he had developed a serious crush on her. Though she would keep it to herself, she was beginning to develop a crush on him too. 
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​Chapter Two

​Yes, Your Highness
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“Good you’re home. Look, 36.1 degrees! It’s time. Come on, let's go upstairs.” 

Rebecca greeted Bruce at the door, excited to have reached the correct body temperature for ovulation. They had officially been trying to conceive for over half of their marriage. Bruce had pretty much given up two years in but his wife was far more optimistic. As soon as they entered their bedroom she yanked his pants down and devoured him with her mouth. Bruce grabbed the wall for stability. She was more aggressive than usual and was not remotely close to arousing him at all. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing, it’s just, can you give me a minute? I literally just walked through the door.”

“We don’t have a minute. Now come on.” 

She aggressively stuffed him back into her mouth and resumed fellating him. She impatiently slurped and pumped as hard and as quickly as she could. Bruce grunted, attempting to tolerate his discomfort. He lightly pressed backwards on her forehead to get her to ease up a bit with the use of her teeth, which apparently sent entirely the wrong message. She seemed to think he was “almost there”.

“Don’t come yet.” she scorned. 

She resumed what felt like an all out assault against his cock. He tried to move with her strokes to lessen the pain but to no avail. Her teeth felt like sandpaper on his shaft. He decided he couldn’t handle it anymore and faked a ready erection.

“Okay, yeah. I’m good. Let’s go.” 

He ushered her over to the bed. There was no way to become aroused with the amount of pain she left him in but he kept trying anyway. If he couldn’t manage to get a full erection at such an important moment, he would never hear the end of it from her. He spit in his hand and stroked himself more delicately and rhythmically than she had. She crawled onto the bed in front of him and began rearranging pillows. Bruce caressed her small, tight, rear and slid his fingers between her wet folds. She arched her back and looked over her shoulder at him to see if he was actually hard yet.

“Okay, yeah. That’ll work,” Bruce said, approaching to enter her from behind. 

“No, no we have to do it missionary. Like this. Come on, let’s go. Hurry up!” she said, flopping down onto her back and springing her legs into the air like an American football field goal post. 

Bruce obeyed. He gave her quick, forceful strokes in hopes of ending their loveless encounter as quickly as possible. Rebecca barked orders at him about his depth, his speed, his rhythm, and when precisely to ejaculate. She was bossier than the director during his love scenes with Emely. And just like that, he had a proper erection rather than a cock that was raised at half staff. Thinking about Emely made him forget where he was for a moment. He could see her sweet face smiling back up at him encouraging him to give her more. Each stroke made her full breasts sway to his rhythm. He could smell her signature perfume floating in the air around him. He remembered her soft, fluffy hair in his hands as he kissed her supple skin. The way her thighs felt like silky pillows wrapped around his waist brought him closer to climaxing. He felt a full body tingle radiate from his spine as he thought of her with those beautiful blue eyes. He fell deeper and deeper into her, making slow, passionate strokes.

“No! Not like that! Speed it up. Fuck me quick and hard so you can come with more force,” Rebecca snapped at him. 

Bruce didn’t obey her. He was making love to Emely in his mind, slowly and sensually. That’s the way she liked it in his daydreams and he was going to give her what she wanted. He gripped Rebecca’s hair and drove himself deeper as he began to throb. He squeezed his eyes closed tighter to convince himself it wasn’t his wife’s silky blond mane he was gripping but rather Emely’s thick coils. 

“Hurry up and come!” Rebecca demanded. 

But all he could hear was Emely’s small, delicate voice coaxing him to climax together with her. When he did, he didn’t feel Emely kissing his chest the way he’d always imagined. Instead he felt Rebecca smacking him on the back. 

“Ok, get up. Up, up, up,” she said impatiently. 

Bruce rolled over to his side of the bed feeling uneasy. He was mentally having an affair with his co-star while actively trying to impregnate his wife. Guilt and shame overtook him. This was a new low moment for him. 

“I’m going to take a shower now,” he said, leaning in to kiss her. 

“Yeah, okay brilliant. Don’t shake the bed though darling,” she said, with her legs in the air to keep as much of his ejaculate in as she could. 

“Aren’t you tired of this?” Bruce asked from across the room. 

“Tired of what?

“Tired of sex, mechanical sex. Fucking. Don’t you miss me when I’m gone? Don’t you want romance, to make love to me and wake up in each other’s arms as the sun rises? Making a baby shouldn’t be like this. Why don’t we just make love to each other as the mood strikes and let’s just see what happens, let nature take its course as they say?”

“We’ve been waiting years for nature to take its course. Enough is enough. I’m done waiting. Now go, go take your shower. All of this talking is making me leak.” 

Bruce ran his palm across his face in frustration. Rebecca didn’t grasp a word of what he was trying to say. Feeling emasculated and used, he lumbered his way to the shower. 
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REBECCA SLID A PILLOW under her hips and kept her knees to her chest. She closed her eyes and envisioned herself pregnant with a rotund belly. One of her new age friends had told her about manifesting and setting her intentions. She focused intently on manifesting a pregnancy. She saw the birth of her perfect blue eyed, blonde haired child. Bruce was a redhead but everyone else in his family was blond. They all had aqua-green eyes. With her own, pure blonde and blue eyed lineage, their child would be her perfect little angel. She remembered how she turned down several brunette, brown-eyed suitors before she settled on Bruce. He had the DNA she wanted to help her build her perfect family. If only she could just get pregnant. 

It had been years of trying and the act of sex was no longer enjoyable for either of them. It was getting so that her vagina seemed to be immune to pleasure or practically any sensation at all. She decided early on that it was a small price to pay to have a picture perfect family. 

“Dreams don’t come true without sacrifice.” her mother once told her.

She discarded the fact that her mother spoke those words the day she found out her father had been having a decades long affair. Her mother wasn’t going anywhere because her father was too rich to hand over to a Nigerian maid. Everyone in the house knew they were a couple and everyone just pretended not to notice. Her mother had an advantage over the maid, however, she had produced two perfect heirs, Rebecca and her brother Robert. As a result, her father wasn’t going anywhere either. They had an agreement to stay together no matter what, so long as her father kept his affair out of the press. 

“You have to produce heirs dear. A son to carry the name and a daughter to warm his heart. Not too many, you don’t want him to feel like he has the burden of a litter of puppies on his hands. A third or fourth child will be fine if the first two don’t seem to be capable of living up to the family name,” her mother continued.

Rebecca was insistent on heeding her mother’s advice. Bruce had a wandering eye just like her father. She could see it more clearly as the years dredged on in their marriage. He never acted upon it or behaved disrespectfully but he seemed to adore the female form whenever he believed no one was looking. A glance or a stare was fine but lately they had become far too frequent and noticeable with the same person. She was concerned that there would be competition between her and his co-star Emely. Judging by how quickly Bruce and Emely were bonding on set, it was clear that their marriage would soon be in trouble. There were already times when she’d unexpectedly arrive on set, only to find them sitting alone together, smiling in each other’s faces. After finding them like that a few times Rebecca couldn’t help but notice that her presence suddenly seemed to make everyone on set uncomfortable. She suspected they knew something she didn't. 

Emely was a woman who seemed to peak Bruce’s interest more than any of his previous co-stars. The secret to their chemistry was something that only they shared. His face lit up whenever he was around her. Rebecca hated the way she looked at him like she already had him wrapped around her finger. Her eyes were naturally seductive but Rebecca was convinced that she played them up when she was around Bruce. She remembered the day he came home from an audition raving about the black woman with the blue eyes. 

“They’re probably contacts. Black people don’t have blue eyes.”

“No, they're not. They're real. She has spectacular blue eyes and the thickest, fullest, softest hair I’ve ever touched.”

“It’s probably a weave. You know those people love to wear hair hats.” she scoffed bitterly.

She didn’t mean to behave like a jealous brat but Bruce wasn’t picking up on her social cues. He was raving about another woman to her face, a black woman at that. She wasn’t Nigerian like her father’s mistress but still, he should have known not to ogle over her of all people. A little admiration was fine but he behaved as though he were hopelessly smitten with her. It was then that she decided that the need to produce an heir for him was more crucial now than it was before. She needed to give him a legacy to leave behind, children to protect and nurture so that the lure of an exotic woman would not be strong enough to penetrate their marriage. 

Which is what led to afternoons like these, mindless meaningless sex in a desperate attempt to get pregnant. She was sure it would work. Things felt different now that she had begun seeing a doctor. They were nearing the end of phase one, trying the basic steps to get pregnant. Phase two was costly yet effective fertility treatments. Rebecca learned about regulating and tracking her body temperature to take full advantage of her ovulation cycle. It was annoying, sure, especially on days when Bruce was just over two hours away on set. She was at home when her temperature was perfect, which meant their window to copulate was closing by the time he walked through the door. In the end, she would finally have his child. They could go back to making love the way they did when they first met and Bruce would be happy with her again. Everything was going to work out just fine. The fear of losing him to another woman would finally subside. But first, she had to get pregnant.

***
[image: ]


“BRUCE, BRUCE.”

Bruce opened his eyes to Rebecca, shaking him awake. He’d fallen asleep after his shower. He glanced outside the bedroom window and was surprised to see that the sun had set.

“Yes, what is it?”

“I’m hungry.”

“What?”

“I’m hungry. Haven’t you cooked dinner yet?”

“What? What time is it? It can’t be that late, can it?” 

He squinted at his phone. Realizing it was after ten o’clock in the evening, he sat up in bed and groggily stepped into his slippers.

“What would you like me to cook for you, Rebecca?”

“Something, I don’t know. I just know I'm starving.”

“Wha-if you’re starving why haven’t you fed yourself already? I was in a deep sleep, Rebecca.”

“You’re fine darling. Now come on, get up. Besides, you’re going to need the practice for when I get pregnant. You’re going to have to make midnight runs for pickles and ice cream.”

Bruce stared down at his feet, swallowing the cruel words that were ready to spill out of his sleepy mouth. At this point he had zero faith in Rebecca’s ability to get pregnant or his ability to get her pregnant. He wished she’d be more realistic with her expectations but there was no way to say something like that to her without crushing her. Instead, he dragged himself out of bed and obediently went downstairs to cook her something to eat. 

He scrolled through his phone as he waited for the water to boil for the pasta he’d decided to cook. He thought about what he had planned for the weekend and what was coming up that following Monday.  His social media notifications went off, alerting him to posts from his castmates. They were all required to follow each other and make scheduled, pre-approved posts until instructed otherwise to prevent any spoilers or reports about false drama on the set. He scrolled through pictures of crew, scenery, charity events that cast members were obligated to attend and so many selfies. He arbitrarily clicked the “like'' button to fulfill his obligation. There was one photo that stood out more than the rest. It was a selfie of Emely hanging out inside of a local pub. She wore a purple minidress with low cleavage and high heels. Her coils were more defined than usual and her lips were glittered with gloss. 

“I think I may be overdressed.” her caption read. 

Behind her were a bunch of ultra casually dressed English men staring at her in confusion with their pints clutched in their hands. She had over a million “likes” on her photo in under an hour. Her followers lavished her with praises and compliments. A few commented on the pub culture and the tastelessness of English food. 

“Americans. If it’s not over-seasoned or salty as hell, they’re not happy.” 

Bruce scoffed at the English criticisms as he continued to scroll through her photos. He found that she had ordered a special cocktail at the same pub later that night. It was bright blue and had fruit peeking out of the top of the glass. 

“Found a bartender that recognized my accent. He offered to make me a Hurricane to make me feel at home here. Isn’t he sweet?” her caption read. 

A blond bartender dressed in black leaned in close to Emely and gushed over how pleased she was with her drink. His proud, toothy grin spread from ear to ear in the photo. Bruce felt a slight twinge of jealousy. Who was he to be so close to his Emely? So what if he knew what drink she liked and could place her accent. He needed to back off of her immediately as far as Bruce was concerned. He distracted himself with the pasta but immediately found himself drawn back to her social media account. He knew Emely had an accent but he kicked himself for never actually bothering to ask her where it was from. He only knew that it was unremarkably American. Deciding that he needed to learn more about her background, he searched her photo grid for clues. 

There were photos she posted to promote other films and shows she’d been in, as well as a few clips from her talk show appearances. He found a few photos taken in Los Angeles. He was sure she had a place there as he’d overheard her trying to explain to a cast member where Hidden Hills was located. Then came the vacation photos from a beach in Jamaica. She wore a tiny crochet bikini and drank coconut water directly from a coconut. Her tawny skin had tanned to a rich and beautiful shade of cappuccino. She seemed to be quite proud of it as she had covered herself in what he could only assume was coconut oil to accentuate it. Her choice of passion fruit and coconut perfume seemed to make more sense to him now. Based on her photos, she spent a lot of downtime in the Caribbean.

He continued to scroll through her photos hoping to learn more about her. He carefully divided his attention between the pasta sauce and his phone. He found that most of her pictures were travel photos. She had seemingly been everywhere warm but never Europe. Every other vacation photo had palm trees and beaches. She was also a coffee aficionado, making coffee farms and coffee shops one of her many tourist stops. Finally, he stumbled upon a French colonial house painted golden yellow with teal shutters and doors. The balconies were framed with royal blue wrought iron trellises. There were blue glass bottles hanging from tree branches in the backyard. The landscaping was covered with petunias, alyssum, dahlias and impatiens with contrasting colors only someone as spirited as Emely would put together. It was then that he finally realized that she was from Louisiana. In fact, most of the photos contained some part of Louisiana culture. He was still unsure what specific part of Louisiana she was from but he would have a reason to ask her on Monday.

He continued to scroll through her posts and came upon a video of her. It wasn’t promotional or a charitable obligation. It was just Emely at a piano singing her favorite song, A Sunday Kind of Love. She had a timeless beauty that competed with the beauty of her mahogany baby grand piano. He didn’t know she could sing or that she could play the piano. He definitely didn’t know that she liked Etta James. Whenever he asked her what music she was listening to on her earbuds, it was always some hip-hop artist he’d never heard of before. There was so much he'd learned about her and there was still so much more to learn. He was fully infatuated with Emely now. So much so that he lost track of time.

“What are you doing? Is it ready yet?”

Rebecca’s voice ripped through the quiet, dimly lit kitchen. He dropped his phone face up causing Emely’s photo grid to scroll back several months. It landed on a photo he hadn’t seen yet. He’d hoped it wasn’t another bikini photo. There were so many bikini photos. Rebecca quickly picked up his phone and stared at the screen. He busied himself with making her plate, pretending not to care. 

“Ew, what is this?”

“Oh, it’s Emely’s photos. We’re
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