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		Part One

		

	
		Christina Summers exited the glass doors of the studio with her yoga mat rolled up under her arm. With the sun out she was feeling good, but tired. Today was her first advanced-level class and she'd already decided to reward herself with a trip to Starbucks. Christina was a big believer in rewarding yourself when you did good.

		"Hey girl, whitegirl, let me talk to you real fast!" said someone behind her.

		Christina stopped in her tracks. She bit down on her lip, mentally bracing herself.

		"Yo!"

		Her experience was limited, but Christina knew a black guy when she heard a black guy talking.

		"Hey whitegirl, yo!"

		As Christina turned she couldn't help noticing how rich and deep his voice was —how it had the essence of manliness.

		The black guy was still walking towards her. He was average height, average build, and dressed very well. He was wearing designer jeans, black shoes, a sharp button down shirt, and an expensive leather jacket. "What's up, girl? Hey, let me ask you something. Where are you going?"

		At the moment, Christina wasn't in the mood to be hit on. She just wanted to go to Starbucks and he wasn't even her type. But all the same: it was in Christina's nature to be polite and friendly even when it was slightly inconvenient. She moved her yoga mat from one arm to the other. "Home, actually."

		Now that the black guy had her full attention he took a moment to admire her luscious hourglass body.

		With her black yoga pants stretched over her womanly hips and curvy bottom, she was also wearing a pink midriff sweater that showed off her flat tummy that was pierced with a dolphin bellybutton ring. She had long blonde hair that was the stuff of shampoo commercials. But at the moment the silky tresses were pulled up into a ponytail.

		The black guy rubbed his big hands together and asked, "You want to go to a party?"

		Christina avoided his eyes and began looking around the sidewalk. She wasn't sure why she suddenly felt so nervous. Maybe it was the way he kept looking at her. He probably wanted to put her in his 'ride' and drive her back to his 'crib' so that he could 'smash it.'

		Right away Christina felt terrible for having thought that. She certainly didn't consider herself racist. Real quickly she reminded herself that the black guy was just a guy doing what all guys did. His interest in her should be taken as a compliment. That's the way she should look at it. Besides, Christina was a happily married woman and planned on staying that way. "Sorry, I wish I could. But I really do have to go home. My husband is waiting for me."

		He grinned as he gave her a salacious glance. "Oh, for real? That's a shame. So let me ask you something else. Where are you coming from? Cause you look like you just came out of some factory for sexy white women."

		"Yoga, actually."

		"I hear that. I hope I'm not bothering you. My name is Jamal."

		Damn, Christina thought. His voice, it was oh so deep. It commanded respect and oozed sexiness at the same time.

		Just then a couple of women from yoga class came out the doors and passed Christina and the black guy. As they passed one of the women raised her eyes playfully, a gesture which could have meant several different things. Christina gave a small wave and then turned back to the black man. "Nice to meet you Jamal. I'm Christina. Like I said though —"

		He interrupted her. "You have a great body."

		She flushed. "Thanks."

		But before she could get another word in he said, "How tall are you?"

		"5'6"

		"Perfect!" the black man said. "That's the perfect height. You ever do any modeling? Or acting?"

		"Well, I was in a play my senior year of high school," Christina said, smiling at the memory of standing on stage wearing a giant sunflower costume. "But it was a nonspeaking role."

		His teeth were so white when he smiled and laughed. Christina couldn't tell if it was that his skin was so dark, making his teeth seem even whiter. Either way, he had nice teeth. Perfect teeth.

		"Because I'm a talent scout," he said.

		Christina had to force herself not to roll her eyes on the spot. "Oh."

		He laughed again. "You don't believe me, do you?"

		"No, no, no," she vehemently protested. "I believe you."

		He waved a hand at her. "How would you like to make ten thousand dollars for an afternoon's work? What would you say to that, huh?"

		Now Christina couldn't resist the eye roll. "I guess I'd say that it sounds a little too good to be true. Only, in my experience, when things sound too good to be true they usually are. Thanks for the offer, honestly, but I really need to get going. Like I said, my husband is waiting for me."

		When Christina turned around she could literally feel Jamal's eyes on her backside. It made her feel anxious; but it wasn't exactly unpleasant. So far he'd talked to her in a fairly respectful manner so there was no reason to believe he would change now. And so, throwing caution to the wind, Christina began to put a bit more movement into her hips. She knew it was wrong. She knew that she was being naughty. But she couldn’t resist. Later on she'd tell her husband that she'd been hit on by a black guy and watch as her husband completely overreacted the way he always did. Or, maybe she wouldn't tell him. Maybe she'd just let this be one of those private memories: her and the well-dressed black man desperately trying to pick her up on the street!

		She was about ten feet away when she heard the black man shout: "You ever heard of Big Hurt?"

		Christina stopped and looked over her shoulder. "Yeah, of course. Everybody has. The rapper, right?"

		"You want to be in one of his videos?"

		Christina studied the man's expression. He didn't look like he was joking. Then again, maybe he just had a really good poker face. "You mean, you want me to be in a Big Hurt video? For real? Why me?"

		"Because you're perfect," Jamal said, quickly closing the distance between them so that he didn't have to raise his voice. "That's what I'm trying to tell you, Christina. You're absolutely perfect. Perfect body, perfect legs, perfect hair, perfect skin, perfect smile, and perfect booty!"

		Christina blushed and looked away. A series of short, nervous laughs had risen through the narrow open space in her throat. She didn't take his compliment the wrong way since she knew that black guys were always talking about a woman's 'booty.'

		It was a cultural thing.

		In their community (Christina had read) a woman's posterior was an object of desire and held in the highest esteem. If some random white guy had come up to her and started talking about her ass, she might have felt offended. But considering the context of the situation, she only took it with a grain of salt. "Um, thanks. I guess."

		"So what do you say? Want to make some real money in less than a day? Want to meet a bunch of famous people? Want to be on MTV?"

		"Honestly?"

		"Yo, I couldn't be more honest if I tried. You'd be perfect! Big Hurt is going to lose his damn mind when he sees you!"

		"How do I know you're being serious? I mean, no offense, but do you have any sort of legitimate identification?"

		Just then a gold Bentley turned onto the street and started crawling past storefronts and parked cars along the sidewalk. It was definitely the sort of car that demanded public awareness. Music was blazing from the speakers within the vehicle, drawing everyone's attention to the car with the big shiny wheels and glittery gold paint job. Christina gawked too. She'd never seen anything like it. The sudden appearance of the gold Bentley suddenly made her feel like she was in a rap video already.

		"We pay cash," Jamal said, handing something to Christina.

		Christina's mouth was still open as she watched the black man climb into the gold Bentley and drive away. It was only later on that she realized he'd written his phone number down on the back of a hundred dollar bill.

		Ten thousand dollars for a few hours of work?

		Climbing into her Subaru, Christina couldn't stop giggling. She looked down at the hundred dollar bill and then slipped it inside her purse. Her? Really? In a rap video? Her mind was telling her one thing but her bank account was speaking a whole different language.

		

	
		Part Two

		

		Nerves gathered in Adam Summers' stomach as he pulled up to the gate of a sprawling estate located at the edge of the city. He still couldn't believe that he'd been put in this ridiculous situation. As a black chauffeur-driven SUV passed through the gates, Adam wished that he could be back in the hectic bustle of his corporate office. Adam didn't like being outside his comfort zone. And there was something about this place (with its breathtaking views of the hills and stretches of green land just north of the city) which sent chills down his spine.

		When he pulled up to the gate a tall, lanky black guy dressed in a security guard's uniform gestured for Adam to roll down the window.

		"Hi," Adam said, pasting a big smile on his face to cover his true feelings, "I believe I'm on the list."

		The black security guard (who was no more than a teenager) cocked his head at Adam and said, "You part of the caterers?"

		"No, afraid not. Actually I'm here because..." Adam hesitated, suddenly unsure how to describe the nature of his visit.

		It seemed impossible. Should he tell this black kid that he was here to provide moral support to his wife while she gyrated her scantily-clad body to rap music for the pleasure of successful black men? That didn't seem likely.

		Adam was still mulling it over when the black kid said, "What's her name?"

		"What?"

		"Your wife, man."

		"Oh, Christina," Adam said.

		A quick smile flashed across the black kid's face when he heard the name. "The blonde with the big tits? That's your wife? No way!"

		Adam wasn't sure how to respond to something like that. While the black kid started laughing Adam's hands tightened around the steering wheel as if he was trying to choke the life out of it.

		Adam didn't consider himself to be exceedingly jealous, however, he definitely had his limits. And there was something about the casual and confident air the black kid had while talking about Christina as the "blonde with the big tits" that made Adam's blood boil. But the last thing Adam wanted was to give the impression that he was one of those insecure men who were always afraid of their wife fucking other men. So Adam managed a small smile and said, "Oh yeah, ha ha. That's her, I guess."

		"Man, no offense, but you sure did get lucky!"

		"Thanks," Adam said. "I guess."

		"I figured she was married to some stud. No offense."

		"No offense taken," Adam said, fighting the urge to knock some sense into this insolent little shit in the security uniform. "Anyway, so, am I good now? Can I go in?"

		The black kid cocked his head to the side and looked at Adam for a long moment. Finally he said, "Yeah man, you're good. They're doing the video by the pool. Just follow the driveway. You'll see a path to the side. Take the path. Big Hurt don't like his employees to go inside the house. And the last thing you want to do is piss off Big Hurt."

		"Cool," is all Adam said.

		"Man, that's the very last thing you want!"

		As the gates opened slowly, Adam kept visualizing that ten thousand dollar check. He'd already made reservations at a great Italian restaurant tonight for them to celebrate their much-needed infusion of cash.

		He drove very slowly.

		The rapper's grand estate covered forty impressive acres of sweeping land with scenic surroundings protected by several gated entrances. Adam drove about a quarter mile before he came to a large mansion with Doric columns. Already there was a fleet of shiny sports cars and expensive SUVs. The sports cars were so expensive that Adam didn't feel comfortable parking his car closer than twenty feet away.

		Once he was outside he could hear the throbbing music that seemed to be coming from behind the mansion. Adam had always been more of an alternative rock fan. The heavy bass he heard now was the sort of music he associated with gangs, gangsters, violence, and low-income neighborhoods.

		Looking around, however, this was anything but a low-income neighborhood. In fact this was the exact opposite. Everywhere Adam turned he saw ostentatious displays of wealth.

		"Excuse me sir! Sir!"

		Adam turned just in time to see an attractive light-skinned black woman approach. Probably mid-20's, she had long curly hair that was the same light brown color as her gorgeous eyes. And judging from her clipboard and headset, she must have worked here.

		"I'm Adam," he said with a big goofy smile.

		"I'm sure you are," the young black woman said. "Why aren't you dressed in your uniform? I thought we made it perfectly clear that Big Hurt doesn't tolerate..."

		She hesitated, her eyes roaming up and down Adam's khaki pants and wrinkled Polo shirt. His hair (which used to be much thicker) was also looking a bit wild and uncombed.

		Adam's smile vanished. "No, no. I'm here for my wife. Why does everyone keep saying I'm a caterer?"

		"Oh?" the black woman said, nodding her head while scrutinizing her clipboard. "I'm sorry. Your wife?"

		The upper portions of the woman's breasts could be seen under her button-up shirt which was white, transparent, and tied around her firm waist which had obviously never gone through childbirth. Adam liked her. She had a beautiful caramel color to her skin and her facial features were obviously a mix of African and Caucasian.

		Standing next to the swimming pool of an opulent mansion, Adam felt a fire start to spread through his loins. He had never been with a black woman or a mixed woman —but that had always been one of his private fantasies: to do a little Sally Hemings role-play. The thought excited him. He could see himself looming over this bi-racial beauty, a tall and erect Thomas Jefferson with all the power in the world.

		Suddenly she snapped her fingers in his face. "Hello? Are you still with me?"

		Adam blinked his eyes, shook some of the cobwebs out. "Oh, sure. Sorry about that."

		"Your wife?"

		"Right, my wife. Actually, she's one of the —uh— dancers, which is kind of funny. Though it's not hard to see that this is a type of art. Not just the rap artists, but also the dancers too. It takes a lot of skill to do what they do. It's definitely, I believe, an art form."

		"Sure is," the black woman said. "So your wife is part of the MILF Squad?"

		"Excuse me?" Adam said, not sure if he heard correctly.

		"MILF Squad, you know? The women who shake their ass and tits while Big Hurt raps about owning boats and having sex with a different woman each night."

		Adam squeezed his eyes shut and re-opened them. He realized that the black woman was making fun of him. He wanted to fire back with something witty and equally devastating. But after racking his brain, all he could muster was, "Yeah, I guess. My wife is part of the..."

		She saw that he was struggling and decided to help him out. "MILF Squad. It stands for Mothers I'd Like to Fuck. Do you guys have children?"

		Adam shook his head, unhappy.

		The black woman threw her head back and started laughing.

		A second later she grabbed Adam by the arm and led him over to a special roped-off section that had been designed for the purposes of providing 'non-important individuals' a place to watch quietly.

		Adam's eyes narrowed. "Non -important? What does that mean?"

		The beautiful light-skinned black woman was already walking away, her laughter fluttering in the warm air. "Did I say non-important? I'm sorry. I mean to say VIP. That's right, you're very important!"

		For a VIP area, the setup was pretty basic. There were a couple dozen fold-out chairs and several large umbrellas to block out the bright sun. In the back there were some large ice coolers and cups. At the moment there were only about four or five guys scattered about —most of them quietly checking their phones. It was only when Adam sat down in one of the chairs did he realize that all of the people there were the husbands and boyfriends of the dancers. And the most salient feature about the group (besides them being male) was the fact that they were all white.

		A short man with blue eyes and a slightly puffy white face came over and handed Adam a beer. "Doug."

		"Thanks," Adam said, snapping the beer open right away. He needed something to calm his nerves down. Besides, it was a Saturday. There was nothing wrong with letting a little steam off.

		The other man waited until Adam had finished his first sip of beer. Then he reached his hand out, "Doug Gideon."

		"Adam," he said, shaking hands with the other white man.

		For the next few moments both men sat there, quietly drinking their beers. There were photographers and makeup people and many others who looked like they were part of an elaborate production crew. Adam couldn't help noting that all of the staff were black —and he figured that wasn't an accident. He still hadn't seen Christina however. Nor had he seen the so-called 'rap artist' Big Hurt.

		Eventually Adam broke the silence by letting out a low appreciative whistle, looking around the mansion's pool area. "Wow, this place is something else, huh?"

		Doug nodded, though obviously not as impressed as Adam. "This your first time in the Cuck section?"

		"What?" Adam said, shaking his head. "What do you mean?"

		Doug sat there with his head angled down at the ground. "Nothing, never mind. It was a dumb joke. Forget it."

		"Okay," Adam said, trying to shake the creepy feeling he'd just started having.

		"Your wife is one of the dancers too?" Doug said.

		Adam took a deep breath, exhaled. He contemplated whether or not he should explain that this was a one-time thing. But he didn't want to sound so desperate in front of a stranger. "I guess so. Sure. Though everyone here seems to think that I'm one of the fucking caterers!"

		Doug's doughy face brightened. "Naw, they know you're a husband. That's just a joke they like to make: calling us the caterers or waiters or bartenders, or something. It's a stupid joke. The implication being that there is no way guys like us could land the type of women we're married to."

		Doug paused. Then he looked at Adam and said, "I'm assuming your wife is quite beautiful too?"

		Adam gave a little chuckle and shrugged his shoulders. "I'm pretty lucky, I suppose."

		"Got any photos?" Doug said.

		Adam didn't like the idea of 'exhibiting' his wife in front of this other men as if she was some trophy he'd bagged. Not to mention that Doug was going to see what she looked like pretty soon, assuming that they were still planning on shooting the damn rap video. So Adam smiled apologetically and said that all of Christina's pictures were on his 'old phone.'

		"Here, check out my Samantha!" Doug said.

		Adam was handed the other man's iPhone. There was a gallery of two dozen pictures. Doug's wife was a leggy brunette with a cute heart-shaped face and an amazing smile. The more Adam scrolled the gallery, the sexier the pictures became until Adam found himself gawking at Samantha standing on a white sand beach in a mouth-watering string bikini that caused Adam's cock to involuntarily twitch.

		"Ah, you like that one, huh?" Doug said with a wry grin. "The Caribbean. It was our vacation last year. Have you ever been?"

		Unable to tear his eyes away from the busty dark-haired woman, Adam shook his head mutely. Samantha had the smallest, flattest waist. Her hips were ideally flared. And her tits (which were barely covered by a jungle-print bikini) seemed to be calling to Adam. Clearly she was too much woman for Doug. Clearly she needed a real man like Adam —and not this little pathetic dweeb sitting next to him. The jungle-print bikini complimented her tan skin and dark hair, making her look like a professional model that was the stuff of lingerie magazines. "No, but I've always wanted to."

		"Go to the next one," Doug said. "We have a son, he's almost two years-old. He's going to be a real athlete, I bet."

		Adam didn't respond immediately. He would have much preferred to stare at this fucking sex goddess of a woman —and not some little brat. But he could feel Doug's censorious stare over his shoulder so he reluctantly tapped the screen.

		Adam's jaw hit the floor when he saw Samantha (wearing hip-hugger jeans and a lime green halter top tied behind her neck) with a small black baby perched on her generous hip. The tableau was so shocking that Adam actually fumbled before regaining the iPhone again. Was this a joke? Was Doug trying to be funny? No, there was probably a much simpler reason. On second thought, Doug definitely seemed like the sort of bleeding-heart liberal who would adopt some African baby just to make a point about social equality.

		"Well?" Doug said, obviously taking delight in the situation.

		Adam tried not to appear shocked. "He's very..."

		"Black?" Doug said, guessing correctly.

		Adam gave a little laugh. "I guess. Something like that. Not that there's anything wrong with that."

		"Yup, most people are usually pretty shocked. But I don't mind. You get used to it. I don't mind at all."

		"Well, I think that adoption is a very noble thing," Adam said, feeling a little more magnanimous than usual.

		"What? Adoption? No, we didn't adopt!"

		When Adam finished his beer he went over to the refreshment table and grabbed an extra. After he handed Doug a beer, he said, "Hey man, sorry about earlier. You have a wonderful son. You guys look very happy."

		Doug popped his beer open, and raised his eyebrows. Obviously he was already starting to get too drunk because he said, "We are happy. Very happy. You'll see. You'll see exactly what I mean, buddy."

		

	
		Part Three

		

		After his sixth beer Adam was in desperate need of a bathroom.

		The good news was that the atmosphere in the 'VIP area' was much friendlier because everyone was drinking and being social. Even Doug had lightened up —surprising the group of supportive husbands with his dead-on impression of Donald Trump. While they were waiting for the video to start shooting, several of the guys began talking about different golf courses; and where to snag the best coupons so that you could play PGA links for almost nothing.

		When Adam came back the group had grown to about eight men, possibly nine, all standing around with cans of Bud Light in their hands. Since everyone was about the same age, a stranger might have imagined the group to be a bunch of college buddies getting together for a boozy weekend. Adam had just enough time to get another beer before there was a big stir of commotion coming from the direction of the mansion.

		"It's time! Everyone get to your place! Snap snap! I won't have this good sunlight all day now!" the director yelled through a bullhorn.

		The director was a short and burly black man in brown boots, cargo shorts, and a white T-shirt that lacked any visible words or images. He was a bulldog of a man with tattoos along both of his enormous forearms. Adam had always thought of directors as reedy neurotic 'artist-types.' Whereas this man looked more like he could be a cage fighter.

		"Dancers! Come on, ladies! Where's my MILF Squad at!"

		There was a noticeable stir in the VIP section as everyone craned their heads towards the mansion now.

		Two giant white doors opened and then a group of scantily-clad white women came spilling out.

		Adam quietly sipped his beer, watching the erotic and vivid sight. He couldn't help noticing that there was a conspicuous absence of black women in the group —as if all of the Queens of Africa had considered themselves well above the trashy wardrobe forced upon Christina and the other Caucasian females.

		They were all wearing the same thing.

		Instead of a bra or bikini top, each woman was wearing a white t-shirt that had been strategically cut and then tied together so that her breasts flopped around with little control. The half-shirts were all white, thin, and cotton — with big black letters across the front: MILF SQUAD. Weirdly enough, this almost gave the impression that they were all part of the same competitive team.

		Their bottoms, meanwhile, were also uniformly dressed.

		Though maybe 'dressed' wasn't quite the right word.

		Because all of the white women were wearing the same skimpy black thong with the strings knotted above their flared hips. When Adam first saw Christina in a thong he nearly spit some of his beer up. He figured she'd be in a bathing suit, or shorts, or sexy dress. But they never mentioned anything as revealing as a thong. He was shocked that she had agreed to a thong also.

		He edged his way to the front of the VIP area for a better view. At first Adam thought the thongs were just plain, but then he realized that on the back of each thong, just above the girl's ass cheeks, were the words: BLACK ONLY.

		Since BLACK ONLY was the name of the rap album, Adam told himself not to take it the wrong way.

		Still, it was impossible to describe the mixture of emotions he felt while seeing his wife in this way. She wouldn't even wear thongs on the beach when they went on vacation! What had changed her mind? What had loosened her morals?

		Adam could think of ten thousand reasons why his wife would suddenly be OK with showing her round butt to the world.

		Adam kept thinking: It would have been so much better (drinking beer with the guys, watching all these sexy women in thongs and half-shirts) if his wife hadn't been part of the beautiful bevy.

		Adam also kept thinking: What if one of our friends sees this? Sees Christina dressed this way? The thought scared the shit out of him. Because if the wrong set of eyes came across this rap video then Adam knew that he would have to move to a different state. He would have to.

		Fortunately, of course, rap videos had the cultural shelf-life of a fruit fly.

		And yet, at the same time, Adam didn't know what was worse.

		The fact that Christina was dressed like a cheap slut...

		Or the fact that his beloved wife was part of a group of cheap sluts, which seemed to reduce her specific individuality even more. From his perspective, Christina's membership to the group of women only devalued her as a person while turning her into more of a sexual object, i.e., a fucktoy.

		Because clearly the guys were looking at Christina and her sexy sisters as nothing more than pieces of meat. And the way the women were dressed, the way they seemed to embrace their near-nudity, the way their curvy bodies seemed to crave the male gaze, it was hard to blame the other men.

		As the 'dancers' all pranced around the edge of the pool, Adam couldn't help noticing all the attention they were getting.

		The production crew consisted of at least twelve black males, all of whom seemed wholly intrigued by the sudden presence of these white bouncing booties and jiggly tits.

		Nor was Adam immune to the spectacle of these women.

		After a while it was much easier for Adam to concentrate his attention on Doug's wife, Samantha. Blotting out the image of her black baby, Adam zoomed in on Doug's wife, noting how her beautiful butt was covered in oil, and how her perfect cheeks were outlined by her BLACK ONLY thong. (Little slut, Adam thought. Dressing like that! I bet you like it rough and nasty! I bet you like to get fucked like a fucking slut!) But his concentration was broken.

		While the director rushed around, trying to make some last second changes in lighting, Adam saw how Christina was accosted by three black guys who didn't seem to be working, but were merely part of some 'entourage.' From a distance of about twenty yards, Adam's heart thudded painfully in his chest —he knew exactly what those black guys were thinking as they looked at Christina with big eyes. They were thinking the same thing he was thinking about Doug's wife. Or maybe they were thinking much worse things!

		Christina kept laughing, almost every time one of them spoke. That killed Adam. He could tell that it was a nervous laughter. He knew all of his wife's different kinds of laughs. Whenever she was super nervous she would laugh and wrap her arms over her flat stomach. But this gesture did little to cover up her big full breasts and round peach-shaped derriere.

		The longer this "conversation" went on, the more furious Adam became. Why didn't she get rid of those fucking black guys? Why did she just stand there, laughing like an idiot? Didn't she know that she was just encouraging the black guys who all kept adjusting the front of their pants as they moved closer and closer to Christina?

		Then a terrible thought struck Adam. Maybe Christina was actually enjoying all of the attention she was getting today? Maybe she was secretly fulfilling some private fantasy that she'd been harboring for a long time?

		The more Adam thought about it, the more it seemed possible, and he could feel a sickness in his stomach.

		He could see one of the black guys (he looked like a smaller, skinnier version of Lebron James) unable to take his eyes off Christina's barely covered pussy, which was hidden by the start of the small triangle of the front of the tiny thong. While Christina anxiously laughed again, the black guy kept rubbing his hands together, openly admiring her body.

		Soon the shape of his cock could be seen through the stretched fabric of his shorts since he was actually getting a hard-on, just looking at Christina. At one point, Christina noticed the man's untimely erection —and he caught her staring and smirked to himself.

		Adam's mind raced wildly with thoughts of what would happen if that fucking black asshole dared touch Christina! Adam wasn't sure what he would do, but he knew it would be violent and necessary.

		"Which one is yours?"

		Adam's quiet fury was broken by the realization that Doug (whose face was starting to show these unfortunate red blotches from the drinking) was standing next to him, throwing back another Bud Light.

		Before Adam could respond, Doug said, "Man, we are some lucky dudes. Don't our girls look great? And we're the lucky bastards who get to go home with them tonight! Man, life is too good sometimes."

		Adam was annoyed by Doug's intoxicated good cheer. But at the same time, he liked being reminded that no matter what all these guys thought when they looked at Christina, she was still going back home with her husband. And boy, when he got her sexy ass home, he was planning on punishing her with his dick. He was going to pound her like they were teenagers. Not to mention they were going to have a bigger bank account balance. "Yeah, I guess you're right, Doug."

		"You know I am, good buddy!" Doug said, his eyes lapping up the great view from the VIP area. "So, anyway, which one is yours?"

		Adam clenched his jaw. Christina was still with the three black guys. Like sharks, they seemed to be circling her —the tallest one actually standing directly behind her, no doubt because he wanted to stare at her exposed ass. The nerve of that motherfucker!

		Reluctantly, Adam mumbled: "Over there, next to the three guys."

		"Wow! Very nice!" Doug said with an approving nod. "Your wife is amazing, man. She's really gorgeous."

		"Thanks," Adam said, through his teeth. "Yours too."

		"Yeah, I heard that Big Hurt has a thing for blondes."

		"What does that mean?" Adam said, suddenly turning to face the other man.

		"Nothing, I guess. Are you okay?"

		"I'm fine, Doug."

		Just when Adam didn't think it could get any worse, one of the black guys took a step forward and actually wrapped one of his arms around Christina's waist, pulling her body into his. She looked so short and small standing next to him. She looked so naked too.

		Adam's temper flared. He could tell that Christina wasn't into the 'prolonged hug' but she was being too nice to break free while the black guy snapped a selfie of him and Christina together, her tan skin contrasting heavily with his black basketball shorts and black T-shirt.

		They looked like such an improbable couple, Adam noted dryly.

		"They look good together," Doug said.

		"Excuse me?"

		"They're a cute couple."

		"Man, that's my wife!"

		"I'm not saying she's not," Doug said. "Relax man. I'm just saying that they look cute together. Okay? Can't a man have an opinion?"

		Adam paused, took a controlled breath, before he let his temper get the better of himself. In his anger, he knew he was about to say something incredibly inappropriate, possibly quasi-racist. At the very least, he wanted to tell 'Dougie' that just because 'your' baby happens to be black as night, didn't mean that all guys were such pathetic wimps.

		Then the double doors of the mansion opened again and everyone by the pool turned to see who it was.

		

	
		Part Four

		

		The concept for the video was relatively simple. A giant 300 lb. black rapper named Big Hurt walks shirtless (though covered in gold necklaces) around his mansion like a silverback gorilla while a dozen or so white women rush around, desperately trying to get his attention, presumably because he's rich, famous, and knows how to please the ladies.

		There were speakers all around the pool area that pumped out the song while cameras moved around to get the right shot.

		First there were two sultry brunettes rubbing suntan lotion into the black giant's shoulders. Then several of the women were jumping off the diving board and spreading their legs in the air. Then a redhead sat on her knees and fed the black man grapes while two more white women with their asses to the camera rubbed his size 17 feet. Then Samantha and three other girls were running around with Super Soakers. Then Big Hurt caught Samantha and started to playfully spank her on the ass for her naughtiness. Then a pale-skinned girl with brown hair and an ass like a black women literally threw her arms and legs around Big Hurt and forced him to carry her around like she was a Koala bear clinging to a big tree.

		So far, luckily, Christina had only been used in background shots. They had her dancing by herself, or bobbing her head in the swimming pool, or strutting around on the deck of the pool.

		Adam was extremely relieved by this. The less she was in the video the better. Every time one of the white women was forced to assume some embarrassing position (at one point Samantha was literally rubbing her thonged ass into the lap of the grinning rap star) the husbands would exchanged quiet, chagrined looks.

		Well, the husbands seemed to be saying, at least this will be over soon.

		Adam went back to grab another beer. He'd already popped open the can when he realized that he'd lost count. Seven? Eight? Nine? It didn't matter. The sun was starting to set and Christina had been promised that the shoot wouldn't last past 9 P.M. So all of this was almost over. Their dinner reservations were at 11 P.M.

		A group of husbands had gathered towards the back of the VIP area. Apparently they'd either lost interest in the novelty of the video shoot, or perhaps some were just tired of watching their wives being caste as the pretend-lovers of a guy who looked like he'd been in prison. (Which he had.) So Adam drank his Bud Light and listened to the other husbands. Male sexual exploits formed a major part of their conversation, with imagination used, where necessary, to embellish the facts.

		A memory came to Adam, sharp and vivid. A year after college graduation, he'd gone to the mall for a badly needed haircut. That's when he saw Christina, blonde, wearing khaki shorts and a bright pink T-shirt, tottering out the entrance of The Gap with several bags in her hands. She nearly ran smack into him. They went on their first date that same night —and ever since have been two peas in a pod.

		That's when he noticed some of the husbands jockeying towards the front of the VIP section to get a good view. Something must be going on.

		It was only after Adam had joined hesitantly that he realized what the guys were all staring at: Christina was shooting 'her scene' now.

		"Oh man! Check out the caboose on that one!"

		"I'd like to get a piece of her, I don't mind saying."

		"Those fucking melons! Are you kidding me? Motorboat all day!"

		Adam tried not to be too perturbed since everyone was pretty drunk. And it wasn't like he hadn't been ogling their wives just as badly.

		His eyes went back to Christina.

		Near the clubhouse, one of the walls was designed to look like a waterfall that even included running water. Adam could hear the director give Christina directions through the blow horn now.

		"Make it sexy!" called out the director. "Remember that you're competing against all of these other women for Big Hurt's attention! These women are beautiful and sexy just like you! So the competition is stiff! So do whatever you can to get Big Hurt to notice you!"

		Christina nodded nervously while someone turned the music back on.

		Adam couldn't believe what he was watching. His beautiful (although slightly naive) wife seemed to have become someone else completely. Because Adam couldn't recognize the woman he was seeing now.

		As the angry-sounding rap music blared, Christina turned her back to the camera, proudly displaying both of her prominent, plump ass cheeks which were barely covered by the black thong they were making her wear. (The BLACK ONLY words were making Adam more and more uncomfortable, though he couldn't quite put his finger on it.)

		Then she moved her hips with great exaggeration, as if she really was trying to entice the big black brute into mounting her. Her womanly hips swayed and the soft meaty flesh of her ass-cheeks slightly rippled with each small step.

		Shake that ass girl, the song said, Coz Big Hurt is gonna give you that hurtin' you be needing!

		Everyone's eyes were on Christina. All of the husbands in the VIP area, all of the black guys standing around the camera crew, all of the black female employees too. They were all watching Christina work her body like she'd been an exotic dancer her whole life.

		You need some chocolate in that vanilla, kitty, the song said. I'm about to take you to Ebony City.

		There was a railing that she put both of her hands on, clutching iron latticework, while looking seductively over her shoulder at the camera. Her eyes were pure lust. The rap music continued to pound away. When the rap song reached the chorus which said, "Bend over, baby! Show me you want my baby!" Christina thrust her near-naked ass out away and began gyrating her hips to the rhythm of the song. She was shockingly good at matching her body's movements with the pulsing music. Though she'd grown up on a golf course, it looked like she'd grown up in a strip club.

		"Yeah whitegirl! Shake that ass! Get it! Show us you're ready for that baby, baby!" the director loudly enthused from the sideline.

		It was hard to tell whether or not Christina could hear the director's comments. By now she was completely lost in the dance and music, which seemed powerfully tribal. The music owned her. It owned every inch of her body now. And though her life had been filled with many impressive accomplishments, she was now reduced to the desperate ass-shaking of a bitch-in-heat.

		Adam was utterly speechless. He had no idea that his wife was capable of this. What else was lurking in Christina's soul? What primal, dark urges could there possibly be? Adam, in short, wasn't sure. He only knew that he was having a hard time reconciling this version of his beautiful wife with the woman he'd brought home to his parents and eventually married in the same Catholic church his grandparents had gotten married in so many years ago.

		"Damn, whitegirl gots some moves!" the director said, smiling as he looked over at one of the big black security guards. "She got that phat ass! Big Hurt is gonna love her! A whitegirl with a round butt who can actually move it, brotha, that's like a unicorn!"

		When Adam heard this an icy chill slipped down his spine. He turned his attention back to Christina, who was still lost in the moment.

		Now she was completely bent over and grabbing both of her ankles. Despite the awkwardness of this position, she still managed to twist and turn her hips and butt to the rhythm of the song. After a few moments of this degrading posture, she finally straightened, flicked a suggestive look over her shoulder, and then smacked her own ass cheek, causing several of the black male audience members to hoot in excitement.

		About this time Adam realized what was bothering him so much about the words BLACK ONLY on Christina's thong. Yes, of course it was the name of the rap album. But taken another way, it could have a much more provocative and sinister meaning.

		But what was Adam to do about that now? He looked over and saw his wife completely lost in the moment and the music. He saw all the black guys with intense looks of focus on their faces, not taking their eyes off of Christina's curves for one second. And he saw the husbands admiring her moves from afar, everyone drunk and rendered useless. The sun was sinking close to the horizon now. So Adam did the only thing he knew to do in order to deal with the stress of the situation. He went to the back area, got another beer, and waited for his wife to return to her former self.

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		Sitting in a big leather chair, he had a shiny bald head, a distinguished-looking salt n' pepper goatee, and both of his ears pierced with gold rings. They'd already finished shooting the video. So now he was wearing nice dress slacks and a white button-up shirt. As he lit a cigar he said, "You looked damn good out there today, whitegirl. What's your name?"

		She looked around, noticing that all the other crew members and dancers were gone so that it was just her and Big Hurt together. "Christina."

		"I'm proud of you. I can appreciate a woman who goes and puts herself out there like that, know what I'm saying?"

		Christina nervously laughed, looking all around the lavishly decorated room. There was fine art on the walls, expensive vases on the shelves, big wall-to-wall book shelves, and exquisite leather furniture. "Thanks, I try."

		"I got good news for you whitegirl," the heavyset black man said, leaning back into his chair and spreading his legs wide apart. He looked down at the bulge in the front of his pants. He kept his eyes on his crotch while he said, "I think we can offer you the album cover. Know what I mean? As long as you're willing to show you're loyal."

		"Loyal?" Christina said.

		He looked down at his bulge again and nodded. "Yeah whitegirl, show me you can be loyal. And I think we can do business. The cover picture doubles what you made today already. Feel me?"

		"You mean," Christina said, pausing to put her thoughts in order.

		But he was impatient to get to the point. "That's twenty thousand dollars in your little pocket. All you got to do...is..."

		Christina felt a tremendous sense of guilt for not immediately turning around and storming out in furious female rage. She knew that was obviously the reasonable reaction. But... truth be told, her and Adam really could use the extra money. Twenty thousand dollars would solve a lot of problems in the house, that was for sure. And the longer she stood there, mulling over the proposition, the more she could feel his confidence growing from the leather chair.

		"Come on, what's the matter? You're not racist, are you?"

		"No! Racist? Heaven's no! I'm not racist one iota!" Christina shot back.

		This made the big rapper pleased. He started laughing as she produced the expression of outrage. Whitegirls were so easy. "Come on, I bet you're a little racist. Everyone is a little racist, right?" he said, trying to goad her on.

		But she was adamant about it, shaking her head from side to side so that her blonde hair whipped around. "I don't think so! Not me!"

		He started to scratch his salt n' pepper goatee. Then he said rather philosophically, "So you've been with brothas before? You're not racist and you date black dudes, right?"

		"Well —not exactly. I wouldn't exactly say that."

		"Then what would you say, whitegirl?" he said.

		"I guess—"

		"Naw, you say you're not racist, but you be acting all different. How about this? Why don't we go ahead and prove to the world, the entire racist community, that your fine white ass ain't racist! You feel me? So why don't you go ahead and suck on my big ol' chocolate stick. Tastes just like chocolate! You're going to love it, whitegirl!"

		She wasn't sure why he kept on calling her whitegirl when he knew that her name was Christina. But that wasn't the important thing. The important thing was that this little charade, or whatever it was, had been going on for far, far too long.

		Ten thousand dollars was just going to have to be enough for a single day's work. Because this black sonofabitch thought he was just going to sit back smugly, and talk to her like that? Seriously? Like she was some trashy white slut who spread her legs for big black cock...then he had another thing coming!

		But somehow she found herself stepping forward, kneeling between the black giant's legs, and meeting his eyes just for a second before reaching for the front of his slacks.

		He took a puff of his cigar, blew a cloud of smoke out. He smiled down at her from the cloud of smoke. "Ah, you gonna like this, whitegirl. I got a big surprise for you. Tastes just like motherfuckin' chocolate!"

		As soon as Christina saw it she gasped in surprise.

		The big black rapper chuckled at her reaction, sucked on his cigar while closing his eyes to really enjoy this blowjob.

		For Christina, she knew that it was going to be easier once it was in her mouth. There was something about just staring at the big, horrible-looking black monster, with all of its veins and big purple head. From a few inches away Christina could even smell it. It wasn't a horrible smell either. It was extremely musky, but there was something about the odor which excited Christina. She opened her mouth and leaned forward, eager to capture the one-eyed monster as soon as she could.

		"Oh damn! Damn! Your mouth feels so fucking good! Open your eyes, baby, and look up at me. I like to see those pretty blue eyes while you got that black cock in your mouth. I like the contrast."

		Christina was already starting to wonder if she'd bitten off more than she could chew. It was one thing to give a random guy a quick blowjob, but it was another thing to have to obey all of his requests, no matter how humiliating this was.

		"Bitch! Let me see those eyes! Those pretty eyes!"

		Christina could feel her resolve melt away like butter in the sun. He was such an imposing man, he had a natural dominance that came through without even trying. Not even thinking, Christina's eyes opened and traced their way up his massive torso, then his burly shoulders, before finally locking eyes with the grinning black beast.

		For this he rewarded her with a gentle pat on the back of her head. "Good girl, that's my good girl. Now show me what you got, whitegirl. Try to suck the black off this big black cock!"

		He chuckled again.

		Christina tried to please him the best she could. Suddenly all of the thoughts in her head had quieted, and her concentration was solely on giving the best blowjob she'd ever given. It didn't matter that he wasn't her husband. It didn't matter that he was a black guy. It didn't even matter that she didn't find him all that attractive. By now her feminine instincts were starting to kick in and she started slobbering all over his cock, licking the shaft, holding the tip in her mouth, putting a few inches in her mouth and shaking her head back and forth to show how ferocious she was.

		While Christina spit on his cock, and slapped his wet cock against both sides of her face, Big Hurt took the opportunity to light a fresh cigar, close his eyes, and really enjoy the moment.

		After a couple minutes Christina realized that she had never given such a sloppy blowjob in her life. Even with Adam she had always been a little reserved. Sucking a man's cock wasn't exactly her favorite thing to do, but on certain occasions (especially after a few drinks) she didn't mind it. But the weird thing was that she was sober as a church mouse —and she kept inhaling this black man's cock in her mouth and throat like she was famished, only to realize too late that it was too big to get down.

		Big Hurt arose from the chair which now bore saliva stains from Christina's oral sexing. Christina stayed on her knees, looking up at him. His cock was huge —it had to be twice as big as anything she'd ever experienced before. No wonder she was seeing so many white women and black men together these days. All the sudden she understood the strong and primal appeal. Because never before had she felt so turned-on and sexual than right now with this big black man she barely even knew.

		Big Hurt was still smoking his cigar, his big cock freely bobbing up and down like he didn't have a care in the world now.

		He reached down and put his big dark hand against Christina's beautiful face, feeding her one of his thumbs to suck which she did without question.

		While Christina sucked the man's large finger, she realized that she would never be the same again.

		"Give me yo panties!"

		"Why?"

		S M A CK !!!

		It took Christina a few seconds to realize what just happened. At first she thought that she'd just been backhanded because that's how hard the impact against her face was. But then she realized that he hadn't even used his hand. He'd slapped her with his cock —hard!

		"Hey," she said, her eyes furious as she rubbed the side of her face and stared up at him. "What the hell was that for?"

		"That's what happens to sexy little whitegirls who don't listen to their black masters."

		Christina wasn't sure if she liked the sound of that very much.

		It was one thing to 'experiment' and take a 'ride on the dark side.' It was one thing to give a quick blowjob for an exorbitant amount of cash. But it was quite another thing altogether to be treated as someone's property, especially by a 300 lb black man who probably didn't even graduate high school.

		Nonetheless, she found herself staring up at him with big pleading eyes, "I'm sorry."

		He looked down at her and started patting her head again, letting her know that he wasn't too upset with her. "Now take that fucking thong off and don't make me ask you again."

		Christina gulped loudly as she reached around her feminine hips and started to tug the thin material down her legs. She let the thong fall to the floor, before bending over to scoop it up. She wasn't sure why, but she realized that she was about to reach a point of no return.

		"Here," he said in a deep, demanding voice.

		She hesitantly put her thong in his hands and watched the dark fingers enclose over the material. Suddenly she realized that there were multiple meanings behind BLACK ONLY. And this made poor Christina feel a bit dumb and naive, not realizing what all those black guys had been thinking while she voluntarily stood there shaking her ass for them.

		"Good girl." Christina's new master breathed in the aroma of her sex. Then he used her panties to wipe all the saliva and pre-cum off his sticky black dick.

		He tossed the panties down on the ground and told Christina to get in the chair now.

		You could see the intense nervousness on her lovely face as the white woman sat down in his big leather chair. Her pussy was completely shaven and her toned legs were visibly quivering with expectation of what was to come next.

		Big Hurt put his cigar down first. Then he came over, bent down, and pushed the sexy white woman's legs apart. He held her legs under the knees while he gently flicked his tongue along the outer folds of her swollen lips.

		Christina was already in hysterics. She was squeezing her eyes closed and digging her nails into the arms of the leather chair. For the second time that day she was completely lost in the moment. Her whole body was tingling and she could already feel that great pressure building up. She'd never needed to cum as badly as she did right then.

		"Come here, whitegirl."

		When she opened her eyes again she saw the big black man leaning forward. He planted his big thick lips right on her mouth. She gave him access to her mouth and suddenly their tongues were intertwining and she could taste her own juices on his lips. Part of her resisted kissing him since she felt it was even more personal than the blowjob. But there was no denying a man like this. It was much easier to just sit there, with both her legs forced wide still, while he probed the inner recesses of her mouth with his foreign tongue.

		"How about that now? Wouldn't that make a nice cover for my new album?"

		Christina looked down. He had his big veiny black cock laying flush against her moist pussy lips. The contrast between their skin colors was remarkable. It was the sort of image she knew she would never be able to forget. It was her first black cock and the image would be etched into her memory for the rest of her life.

		And yet... He was so big, thick and very long. She wasn't sure how her frame was going to take such a huge cock, but she did.

		Christina took all of him and she screamed as each massive inch went in. He was spreading her open wider than she'd ever been, causing her elastic pink ring to stretch over his ebony shaft that forced its way inside her. He was so thick. He was cruelly thick. He must have been as thick as a Coke bottle!

		The 300 pound black man started to pump in and out of Christina. He used her tits as handles and held onto them and pulled and squeezed them with ever thrust. Christina was screaming but it was a scream of ecstasy. She couldn't even recognize herself. She kept begging the black rap star to fuck her harder and squeeze her tits tighter; and every time she did Big Hurt seemed to oblige.

		"Get it... get that big fuckin' nigga dick..."

		"OH YEEEAAAHH!!!" Christina moaned, even more turned on by the choice of words he was using.

		"You like that? You're sweet white pussy like that?"

		Loud wet sounds filled the room as they fucked.

		"F-F-Fuccckkk me!" she said, pausing to lock lips with him again.

		You could see the passion on her face as she lovingly kissed the black rap star, and freely accepted his rather large equipment.

		"You want to be on my cover?" he said, resuming his intense thrusts.

		"Oh yes, baby! Make me a star! Put me on your cover!"

		He was sweating now. And every now and then little hot beads of sweat would fall off his face and land on Christina's cheeks or forehead. Not that she seemed to mind. "You want to show the world how sexy you can be?"

		Suddenly the thought of actually being on the cover of a rap album seemed incredibly sexy to Christina. It was so taboo, so unexpected for a woman of her station. It was, truthfully, quite arousing. "Oh yes, fuck me baby, put me on your cover baby, show the world this ass, this white ass!"

		A rather vicious and triumphant smirk crossed the black brute's face. He knew a conquered woman when he saw one. "Oh, don't worry baby, I'm gonna make you famous. I'm gonna make you real famous! That white ass is going to be famous as hell!"

		Christina was overcome with raw emotion. She couldn't really understand what anyone was saying now. "Just fuck me! Give me that big black cock! I love it!"

		He kept pushing that thick black meat as deep as possible as she squirmed and rotated her hips. Then he put his hand on the top of her soaking wet cunt. As he stroked her pussy he started rubbing her clit which was as hard as glass. Her body was moving all around that chair until she wrapped her long legs around the black giant. Her nails dug into his back as he fucked her deep. She was well aware that he was bare backing her and the risk involved in that.

		It looked like they both loved to kiss passionately while fucking.

		They were kissing that way now, Christina moaning in unison to the powerful strokes he was giving the inside of her pussy.

		Soon Christina was ready to cum and then she let her juices spill down all around the rap star's big black shaft. As she lay there, getting fucked into oblivion, Christina had never been so satisfied. Time seemed to stop altogether. Big Hurt was extremely pleased with how loose she'd become since they started. She'd been so tight at first, but now he was about to pull out most of his shaft, then plunge back in so that his huge balls were resting against her asshole. He wasn't sure if she was passed out, or what. Either way he wasn't going to stop now. Reaching down to cup the side of her face, he started to increase his tempo even more. He could feel his massive cock twitch inside the white woman's canal. He was ready to seed her, to fill her up, the way she wanted and needed. Finally he jammed his cock all the way inside her one last time, causing his balls to erupt. Spurt after spurt of creamy white cum shot through his cockhead and sprayed the outer walls of her womb.

		When Big Hurt removed his cock from Christina's badly beaten-up pussy, there was a disgusting fart-noise which caused the white woman to cringe from embarrassment. But Big Hurt didn't mind. He was smiling a huge grin and shaking his head.

		"Girl, me and you made a mess. That was some of the messiest sex I've had in a while."

		For some reason this pleased Christina. And she felt like she'd done something really special today.

		

	
		Part Six

		

		These days Adam had a way of walking around the VIP area like he owned it. He'd really started to look forward to when Big Hurt shot a new music video; and fortunately for Adam it seemed like the rap star was making a new video every couple of weeks.

		Adam still enjoyed the spectacle of the rap video. Big Hurt was famous for using some of the hottest (and always white) female dancers. It was unusual for the same girl to do three or four videos since they liked to mix up the female talent. But occasionally you might have an exceptionally hot girl do five or six videos. Of course Christina had become the first woman to ever be in over twenty Big Hurt videos!

		Adam had become exceptionally proud of his Christina. He knew he was a really lucky man. His wife looked so sexy out there, shaking her ass and tits, by the pool, on a boat, in the middle of a dark dance club. In fact the only time that Christina ever took off was for pregnancy. She had three kids now: two boys and one girl.

		Sometimes it was a struggle to schedule her limited time to include those of a dutiful house mother and that of a sultry video vixen. But Adam was really good to her and the kids. Despite the past few crazy years, Adam and Christina had become best friends.

		Adam was drinking a Bud Light (his third!) when a new guy appeared in the VIP area. The guy was a few years younger than Adam and you could tell right away that he'd never been on a rap video set. He seemed nervous as he entered the VIP area, like someone had pushed him in rather than coming on his own free will.

		"Adam," Adam said, sticking his hand out.

		The two men shook hands.

		"Peter."

		Right away Adam liked Peter. There was something about him that seemed extraordinarily likeable. He had a pleasant face that was sort of long; and he always seemed to be smiling apologetically. He was tall too, an inch or two taller than Adam, who was pretty average height. His other most salient features where his straight blonde hair, pale blue eyes, and narrow shoulders.

		"Let me guess," Adam said, pausing to give a few other guys a good-natured nod of the head. For rather obvious reasons, the other fellows seemed to respect Adam the most. At least around here they did. "First day?"

		Peter laughed a little despairingly. "It's that obvious, huh?"

		"First things first," Adam said, leading Peter to the back. "Would you like a Bud Light or would you like a Bud Light? It's up to you. The good news is that we have plenty."

		Peter saw the long row of Igloo coolers, each filled to the brim with blue cans of ice cold beer. "I guess this looks good."

		"Drink up, buddy," Adam said, fishing his next beer out of the Igloo. He still had a third of a beer left, but he decided to be ready when the time came. "It's going to be a long day. They'll probably be shooting at least 12 hours."

		"Yeah, I was afraid of that," Peter said.

		"You don't really look like a Big Hurt fan, Peter."

		Peter laughed, started rubbing his neck. He was still looking down at the ground while he nervously mumbled something about being strapped for cash and then this sudden offer. They'd been in the line at the movies when it happened. They were going to go see a romantic comedy and the next minute some black dude is asking them if they want to make 10 grand for a day's work.

		"Yeah, that sure does sound familiar," Adam said. He leaned back, and closed his eyes, obviously enjoying the memory of the good old days, before his Christina entered the hectic world of hip-hop entertainment. Then he looked at Peter and said, "You got any kids?"

		Peter shook his head sadly. "No, but soon. We'd like to start soon. Maybe when this money thing takes care of itself... Anyway, you?"

		"Do I have any kids?"

		"Do you?"

		Adam killed the rest of his beer and tossed the empty in the trashcan, making it look like a basketball shot. After he pulled his phone out he sat down in the chair, next to Peter. "Three, two boys and a girl. And we'd like more. Crazy, right?"

		"No, that's not crazy at all," Peter said, shifting in his seat and smiling at the same time.

		But the smile fell off Peter's face when he saw Adam's wife. The film was taken on the beach and though Christina had delivered nine months ago, her body had already returned to its amazing shape.

		She was wearing a bright pink two-piece bikini. The top had little patches to cover her nipples and the bottom was just a couple of strings and little piece of cloth to cover up her shaved pussy. Her stringy blonde hair was held up in a ponytail and she was angling her face for the camera, smiling.

		Beneath her were her three children.

		Malik was the oldest. He looked just like his daddy with his dark eyes, big lips, flat nose, and defined jaw line. He was five but people often thought he was much older.

		Then there was Ty. He was the second kid, after Christina and Big Hurt had imbibed a little too much champagne. They were at an industry party. It was in a mansion, somewhere in the hills, and over 300 people were there, mostly black people, who were somehow associated with the rap game.

		She was wearing a little black dress with gold glittery high heels. Her stringy blonde hair was styled high on her head, giving her the look of a Greek goddess.

		One moment they were getting close in the corner, trying to get some personal time in the crowded space. The next moment he was taking her right there, with her back to the wall. Christina had been wearing little black panties with a tiny bow on the front. He ripped the silky panties off and pulled his cock out so that it was hanging out of his pants.

		And the third one was Tia. That time they were alone, at least. The lights were down and the music was soft. They'd just had a fight and Christina had burst into tears. So Big Hurt turned the music down and made the music soft. Makeup sex was the best. He slowly climbed on top of her. He made sure to kiss her almost the whole time. He fucked her deeply and slowly and they were exchanging eye contact pretty much the whole way. Christina liked that her daughter had been the fruit of something so real and loving.

		Peter was still looking at the gallery of Christina and her three black children. Sometimes Big Hurt was in the pictures, but sometimes it was just Christina and her kids.

		Adam didn't mind, not after those big childcare paychecks started coming in. This new infusion of money had allowed for Adam to finally quit his job as an office drone. Normally he just stayed at home and tried to help Christina out when she needed. Raising three kids wasn't the easiest thing to do. But if anyone could be there for Christina in her time of need, it was "Uncle Adam."
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