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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

(Two bestselling erotic writers return with another red-hot cuckold story!)

~ Stu ~

All my life, I’ve wanted to share her with the world.

Her dreams were my dreams and I supported her all the way.

But now we’re at a crossroads I could never have imagined.

Do we fully commit to a life we barely understand?

Can I share the love of my life with a man we hardly know?

Once we begin, there’s no going back…

~ Colby ~

I know it’s crazy, since I’m an actress and always trying to put myself out there.

But the reality is that I’m really quite shy.

I use acting to hide my shyness behind a character that someone else has written.

It’s not me - it’s the character doing those things that I would never do.

So when I have to be myself I’m not sure how to handle it.

And when I get asked to do things I’ve never done before…

I wonder if I can.

Until I do.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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~ Stu ~

The highlight of my commute is climbing up the subway stairs and seeing my wife’s face waiting for me at the top. Not my literal wife; at this time of day, she’s either at home running lines for her next audition or across town, trying to land the job that will catapult her to superstardom. No, the wife that always brings a smile to my face is the billboard with her image splashed in the center of the frame. It’s a simple one-sheet advertisement for sunscreen, and Colby’s figure is the main attraction. I can’t even begin to count the number of times I’ve spotted other guys walking up and down these steps, before throwing a double-take at my wife’s picture. She’s never looked more beautiful.

I almost hop up the last three steps and quickly move to the side so as not to block the seething mass of humanity emerging from the New York subway in rush hour. No matter how desperate I am to get home and grab a shower, I can always afford to pause here for a few seconds and admire my gorgeous wife.

It’s a simple enough billboard. A woman poses and holds a product. The name of the product is emblazoned on the bottom of the poster, in unmissable white letters at least a foot tall. But the eye isn’t drawn to this, not immediately, anyway. The part of the billboard that always - without fail - catches the gaze of every man who walks beneath it is the image of Colby’s sensational body in that red-and-white polka dot bikini. Her toned, slender figure and firm thighs and ripe breasts are the focal point of this image. And her expression! It’s enough to make most men melt. I can tell you from experience that I do often melt when she gives me that look in the bedroom. My incredible wife has never looked as sexy as she does right here in this image. She wears a barely-appropriate bikini and offers her best bedroom eyes and pouting lips and holds up a bottle of sunscreen, her skin already looking bronzed and glowing with a sexy sheen. This is not just the pinnacle of her budding career as an actress; this is the single sexiest image I have ever seen of my wife.

But there’s another reason I always like to pause here for a moment or two when I pass by. A reason I like to keep to myself. The truth is that I like to stand here, under the billboard of my almost-naked wife, and watch as people glance up at her. I see disgruntled faces get a little brighter. I see downturned mouths curl upwards in wicked smiles. I see women frown and glare in jealousy. I even see a few people look at my wife with lustful expressions on their faces, as though the sight of that polka dot bikini is causing them to have sinful urges.

And I love, love, love it.

When the billboard was first installed a couple of months back, I would nod at people and point up at Colby and say, “That’s my wife up there.” Most people would give me that look - you know the one, the Oh, great, another crazy guy in New York look - and some make little scoffs of disbelief, as if there is no way they could imagine a guy like me with a girl like her. Sometimes I can’t believe it, either. The perfect, bronze-skinned blond goddess gazing down on the subway entrance is a solid ten. I’m a six or seven - eight when I get dressed up. There’s no denying that Colby is not just out of my league, she’s far out there, it’s like comparing Little League to MLB.

But we’re a good team. Right now, we’re doing okay. Our New York apartment is pretty small, but what place isn’t in a city like this? We get by. I have my job in data and she’s working her ass off to become an actress. Sometimes I don’t know how she deals with a career like that. From an outsider’s perspective, ninety percent of being an actor involves dealing with rejection. And not just rejection like I’m used to facing - not enough experience, needs relevant qualifications, etc - I mean real shitty rejections. The kind of rejections that could only happen in the crazy world of acting, like a director looking a girl up and down before declaring, “Needs bigger tits.” Some days I come home to find her crying on the couch after losing out on a potential big role. Other days she’s bouncing around the apartment as giddy as can be, proudly telling me about how she’s landed a talking part on Law & Order or how she’s going to be the voice of a new radio commercial.

All the ups and downs make moments like this worthwhile. I’m standing by the entrance to the subway and admiring her incredible, sensual body along with a thousand other New Yorkers as they hurry past and go about their lives. For one brief moment, I get to share my wife’s incredible accomplishment with all of them, too.

“Outta the way, asshole.”

Somebody pushes past me, muttering under his breath. It seems that my time for admiration and self-reflection is at an end for today. The constant stream of my fellow commuters has reached critical mass and now I’m in the way, even at this position. I glance up at Colby one last time and smile to myself.

That smoking hot babe getting all the attention is my wife - and I’m going home to her.

~ Colby ~

“Thanks, we’ll get back to you,” the casting director says without even looking up. I gather up my pages of the script even though I know I’ll never need them, thank them for seeing me and rush out of the room. I don’t cry anymore when I know an audition didn’t go my way - it’s too common an occurrence to waste tears on.

But I’m getting so tired of it.

I walk through the room where a dozen other young, hot, blond women like me are waiting for their turn to win a small part in a police procedural that you’d know the name of instantly so I don’t have to mention it. It’s the third or fourth time I’ve auditioned for them in the past few years but this is the first time I was asked to read for them since my billboard was put into wide circulation around New York. I thought the fact that my face and body was being seen by so many people might give me an edge for a change, but I know that tone, the one I just heard, and it’s not good. Not good at all.

I hustle down the stairs from the casting office and out onto the crowded street - it’s never not crowded, something I wonder if I’ll ever get used to, really - and call my agent to let them know how things went. Bernard is a real saint, no pun intended, given the sorry state of my career but I feel like I might be running out of time with him. He’s my third agent in five years and I promised myself that if he dropped me like the others did, I’d call it quits on trying to break into show business in a big way. I promised myself that I wouldn’t nurse a lackluster career like so many of the middle-aged actresses I see in the off-Broadway shows I have worked in, still hoofing it around town to auditions decades after they arrived in New York and with little to show for their efforts. I’d rather go back to nursing school than wake up one morning and realize I was guilty of dreaming my life away.

I glance at my phone as I weave my way through the throngs on 8th Avenue towards the Port Authority Building to catch a bus back to our apartment. I’m not looking forward to making the call to my agent to let him know that I didn’t get a good vibe at my audition when his name pops up on my screen. I wonder if he’s calling to see how things went but he never does that so I touch the ‘Accept’ button with an open mind.

“Hey, Bernard,” I almost shout over the roar of traffic as the light turns and the taxis gun their engines.

“Colby, where are you?” he asks in a breathless tone I never hear from him. Bernard is easily twice my age and has been an agent forever - I wondered when I signed with him if we’d be a good fit but he’s always got my best interests at heart even if I don’t have much to show for it. Still, at least he hasn’t cut me loose like my last two agents.

“I’m a block south of the PA, why?”

“I just got a call and you won’t believe it. You ever heard of Darius ‘Big D’ Williams?”

“The rapper? I’ve heard of him, but rap is my husband’s deal, not mine.” I can’t imagine where this is going.

“Well, I just got a call from his people and it turns out he saw your billboard and wants you to be in his new video he's doing to promote his latest album which is trending like crazy right now. They said he’s only in town for the rest of the week and he wants, and I quote, ‘That hot piece of ass on the bikini billboard,’ end quote.”

“He said that?” I ask, dumbfounded. “Isn’t he like, really young and really black, Bernard?”

“Don’t have a clue, Colby. I’m way too old to keep up with that end of the business. But he needs you tomorrow if you’re interested. The one caveat his manager mentioned is that the shoot will take all day and you’ll have to wear a bikini like the one on the billboard. That’s what Big D wants. You okay with that?”

“What? Sure, no problem, Bernard. Where do I audition?”

“No audition, girl. If you’re available, you’ve got the job just on the strength of your looks. I’ll text you the time and place but I gotta go now and call them back before they start looking for someone else.” He clicks off before I can say another word.

I stare at my phone as the stream of pedestrians moves around me and wonder how in the world that happened and how I’m going to explain it to Stu. But I know he’ll be excited for me, once he sees how excited I am to be cast without an audition in my first music video.

Won’t he?

OceanofPDF.com


2

~ Stu ~

I get home before Colby and toss my suitcase in its usual spot on the shoe rack. Our  apartment is what most real estate agents would describe as “homey” and normal humans would call “fucking small”. We have enough space for everything we need, that’s true, but it’s been scaled down to the bare minimum. Our living room-slash-kitchen is one open-plan room with enough space for a two-seater couch and a TV on a small unit, but not much else. We experimented with a kitchen table at one point, but had to climb over the couch to access the bedroom. It’s a humble place for a humble couple, that’s how I like to think about it. My job as a data analyst keeps the lights on and Colby is a talented enough actress to keep food on the table. I know one day she’ll hit it off big-time and we’ll look back on “our first apartment” and laugh. Until then, it’s home and it’ll do just fine.

Sounds of muffled traffic drift up through the thin windows, as always. Sometimes visitors to the city ask how we can sleep with all the noise, but my answer is always, “What noise?” When you live in a place like New York, those sounds turn into white noise; just part of the background aesthetic.

The light on the answer machine is blinking from its place on the arm of the couch. I know it’s deeply unfashionable for a young couple like us to have a home telephone when everyone else our age just uses smartphones, but Colby has always insisted on having one. It’s good for an actress to have multiple means of contact, apparently. I poke the flashing button on the machine and stand still for a moment, casually tugging off my tie and unbuttoning my shirt.

“Colby? You there? It’s Bernard. I have something for you, but we gotta move quick. I’ll try your cell. Call me back if I don’t get hold of you.”

Short and sweet. I purse my lips and try not to get too excited about Bernard’s message. Agents like him have a way of blowing things way, way, way out of proportion. I guess that’s their job, right? They want their clients to be excited about every little role they manage to secure, so every tiny breadcrumb gets spun into a massive opportunity or the chance of a lifetime. One of Colby’s previous agents - I swear this is true - called her up, foaming at the mouth about the gig he’d just landed for her that involved being onscreen with an A-list star. The agent somehow neglected to mention that Colby would be dressed like a hotdog and standing three rows back from said megastar.

I get undressed and dump my office-worn shirt into the laundry, before hanging up my jacket and suit pants for another day. Then I traipse across the apartment naked - no, I don’t care if any of the other surrounding building tenants get a glimpse of my bare ass through the window - to the small closet we jokingly refer to as “the bathroom”. It’s a bathroom in the sense that, yes, it does have a shower cubicle and it does have a toilet and it does have a sink. But it is only barely larger than a closet and you can’t use the toilet if the shower door is open and vice versa. New York living, baby.

After a couple of minutes, I hear the distant thump of the apartment door closing and call out, “Colby? Or is that a burglar?”

She strolls into the bathroom, still wearing her coat with script pages poking out of the pocket. She looks down but musters a smile and says, “Yep, it’s me, your friendly neighborhood burglar.”

“How did it go?” I angle the shower head away to hear her better.

She shrugs. “Eh. I’ve had worse days.”

“Damn, what happened?”

“I swear to God, some casting directors have no freaking idea what they actually want from you. This one asked me to read the lines like a kindly mom, right? So I do that, then he says, Maybe this time you could sex it up a little? Like, what do you want - mom vibes or sexy vibes? I did my best, but - fuck.”

She lets out a sigh of frustration and starts removing her coat, hanging it on the back of the door in one of the only available spaces in the apartment. I rinse off my hair and watch her start to get undressed. She pauses in her bra and jeans. Something in my brain clicks. I need to give her a message.

“Oh, hey - did Bernard get hold of you? He left a message.”

“Yeah, yeah. He did.” Colby glances away. That’s unusual for her. Normally she’s eager to tell me about the next opportunity her agent managed to scour.

“What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know. It’s hard to explain properly.”

“Come in here and tell me.”

I push open the shower door and we magically lose half the remaining floor space in the room. Colby throws me a look that suggests she wants to argue about not being able to fit in here with me, but we both know that’s not strictly true. She relents and strips out of her clothes and steps into the shower with me. She has a sensational body; slender, firm, with amazing pert breasts and a tight ass that drives me crazy. Another thing that drives me crazy is that little patch of golden hair on her cleft. My girl is a natural blond, unlike most actresses in the game.

The shower is small for one person. With two people, it’s best described as “tight”. Colby’s body presses into mine, skin to skin, but you won’t catch me complaining. I angle the shower head so warm water washes over us.

“What did Bernard say? You got me worried here.”

“No, you don’t need to be. He found me some work for tomorrow. Right here in the city.”

“Really? That’s awesome! What’s the job?”

Her expression brightens. She rubs water off her face and drapes her arms around my neck. There’s a coy playfulness to her smile now. She says, “You know that rapper, Big D? He’s shooting his new video and wants me in it.”

“No fucking way!” I can’t hide my absolute delight. “I was just listening to his new album on the subway! It’s fucking awesome, Colby, holy shit! Do you know which track he’s gonna do? God, I hope it’s Angel of Fourth Street, that song slaps!”

She laughs and kisses me on the cheek. “You’re far too white to say things like that.”

“What? It’s the modern day, babe. White men can listen to rap, too. We can even like it. So you’re gonna be in his music video? That’s amazing!”

“Yeah, it is. It really is! And I’m excited to do it, not just because it’s work. It’s a music video! People are going to see it all over the world.”

Colby hesitates again. There’s some part of this deal she’s not telling me. I’ve only known her to be this coy about her work once before, when admitting that the role in that no-budget indie movie might involve a brief topless scene. A role she didn’t land, to my relief.

“What’s wrong? Don’t you want to do it?” I look into her big, beautiful eyes.

“I do. But I need to be upfront with you. I’ve been asked to wear a bikini for the shoot. So I’ll be on set all day in nothing but that.”

“Oh. I see.”

“A bikini like the one I wore on that billboard…”

I finally see what she’s driving at. My heart lifts. Not only is my girl working tomorrow, she’s going to look sensational at the same time. And everyone in the world is going to see that music video. The world is going to see my wife in a bikini.

“Is that okay?” She looks into my soul.

“Why wouldn’t it be? It’s a huge opportunity. Big D is a massive star, your face will be out there!”

“And my body, too.”

I laugh. My hands glide over Colby’s warm, wet skin, gently caressing and cupping her fabulous body. I say, “Well, they can look, but they can’t touch.”

She smiles. “You’re sure it’s okay? Having one photo printed is different to being on film.”

“Babe, I’m totally fine with it. I’ll support you, all the way. Plus, it’s Big D! The album is pure fire!”

She laughs again. She brings her lips to mine. We kiss, long and slow. My blood starts to flow south. Thoughts and images of Colby dancing on camera in that sexy-as-hell bikini flood my brain. After a few moments, I’m making decisions with my other head.

Colby shuts off the water and takes me to the bedroom.

~ Colby ~

“They can look but they can’t touch.” Stu’s words ring in my head as he follows me to our bed. I should be totally focused on him as his attitude toward my news has been nothing short of supportive, but I can’t help thinking about all the rap videos I’ve watched, usually with him, where that phrase seemed to be the furthest thing from anybody’s mind. I haven’t seen a Big D video, at least, not that I can recall - they all look and sound the same to me - but I can only guess what he has in mind. And how Stu and I are going to deal with it.

“You okay, babe?” he asks when we climb onto our bed. He touches my cheek and I smile as warmly as I can, forcing myself to shake off the alarm bells sounding in the back of my mind and just be with my husband.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I assure him. “Sorry.” I kiss him and he kisses me back, clearly intent on making love to me. Which is fine. Stu and I have a good sex life after seven years together and four as husband and wife. I’ve always appreciated the way he usually puts my needs first when it comes to sex but once in a while, his needs take precedence and it looks more and more like this will be one of those times. I feel his erection press against my belly as we kiss and I get a strong sense that he won’t be going down on me before he fucks me.

Which is fine.

I roll onto my back and pull his body onto mine as he rises up so I can spread my legs for him. He fingers my pussy briefly, just enough to check that I’m wet enough before he takes his dick and nudges it between my folds. He’s not quite in position to enter me so I reach down to guide him and he lets me. I moan for him as he enters me and wrap my ankles behind his thighs to urge him on, not that he needs any encouragement. In almost no time, he’s fucking me hard and fast, seemingly intent on cumming as soon as he can.

Which he does.

“God, I don’t know where that came from,” he says between gasps as he lies on top of me, breathing hard but holding himself up enough for me to suck down air. I stroke his back and kiss his neck while murmuring in his ear.

“It’s okay, baby,” I tell him over and over. “It’s okay.” And it is. Sort of.

“I mean it, Colby. I don’t know what got into me.” He rolls off me and I turn on my side so that his seed doesn’t spill out of my vagina and ruin our bedding. “I just had to have you.” He gives me a cockeyed grin that is just short of embarrassed and I put my hand on his cheek.

“And what’s wrong with that, husband?” I say soothingly. I bury any hint of resentment that he just had his way with me and I’m the one that’s comforting him because what kind of bitchy wife would complain about her husband being overwhelmed with desire once in a while? Not this one, that’s for sure.

Then a thought flies into my head, unannounced and uninvited. “This wouldn’t have anything to do with the video, now, would it?”

His ears color slightly and it’s so adorable I almost laugh, which would be precisely the wrong thing to do at this moment. I continue to caress his cheek and he looks at me, all earnest and serious. “Sorry,” he admits in a whisper so soft I almost miss it even though his mouth is inches from my ear.

“It’s okay, baby.” I tell him. “Truly.” I debate whether I should bring up that part I auditioned for where I’d have been topless - the movie never got made so we’ll never know for sure - and I decide to see if that’s part of it. “You know I’m not going to do anything outlandish, right?”

“Of course,” he says in a tone that makes me wonder if he’s being completely honest with me. Or himself.

“Have you seen any of Big D’s videos?” I ask.

“I'm pretty sure I have, although he’s really new so not too many. He’s young. Younger than us, you know?”

“I didn’t, but how young is he?” I never even considered that possibility.

“I’d have to check but in his early twenties, is my guess.”

“Does that matter to you?”

He shakes his head. “No, not really.”

“Does it matter that he’s black?” I ask, wondering for the first time if that’s an issue.

“No, not at all,” he says so quickly it seems as if he’s overcompensating. Plus, I notice his dick twitch. I reach for it and feel it thickening before I do anything to coax it.

“Are you sure?” I whisper in my most seductive voice. “It’s okay, baby. I think it’s kind of hot.”

“You do?” he asks as he closes his eyes and I begin to stroke him.

“Yeah, of course. My man is a little jealous about the big bad rap star who asked for me specifically? What wouldn’t be hot about that?” I curl my body so I can move my mouth toward his budding erection and lick the tip. I’m not a fan of the taste of our combined juices after we’ve made love but something about this feels right.

Stu doesn’t stop me, either.

I’m almost doubled over as I take the head of his dick into my mouth, so I turn my body and stretch out in the other direction, my feet now pointed at the other side of the bed. I shift up a little and nudge Stu so that when I roll onto my elbow I can push his hips down. He slides fully into my mouth and I get on top of him, his dick almost gagging me and my sex over his body.

“Uh, Colby…” he says gently and I know what he means - I’ve got all of his semen in my vagina which is now poised right over his mouth. I ignore him and lower my sex down until I feel him. Meanwhile, I’m sucking him, balls deep, as he’s not quite long enough to reach my throat.

I almost smile as I decide for him - he’s doing this.

And he does.

I moan when he sticks his tongue out and I can grind against it, my clit sensitive but still quite hungry for more stimulation. I’m sucking his dick like a porn star as I mash my sex into his face and the raunchiness of what I’m doing overwhelms me as much as anything he’s doing. I climax suddenly and intensely, letting his dick fall from my mouth as I arch my back and moan as my once-denied release engulfs me so completely I shudder and clench and squirm and try to jam Stu’s tongue deep inside me. It’s a new and amazing experience and I know in an instant it’s not the last time I’ll do this.

But for now, I’m spent. I collapse on Stu’s body and relax so completely I’m astounded.

“Oh, fuck, that was amazing,” I gasp as I roll onto my side on the bed. “Oh, my god, Stu. That was incredible.”

“It was,” he says with much less enthusiasm. “But…” He doesn’t go on and to be honest, I’m not sure I want to hear it. Suddenly, I’m pissed.

“How many times have I done the same for you, honey?” I ask, trying to keep my annoyance out of my voice and failing miserably.

“It’s not the same thing, Colby,” he whines.

“I don’t see why not,” I say in a huff. “I thought it was hot as hell, to be honest.”

“Yeah, I guess,” he says, clearly not seeing it from my perspective. But I quickly relent because that’s who I am.

“If you don’t want to do that anymore, I understand, Stu,” I allow reluctantly.

“I was just surprised, Colby.” He’s trying, I have to admit that. He is trying. I reach for his hand and pull on it so that he flips around again and takes me into his arms. I nestle in the crook of his shoulder and sigh.

“Thanks, though. I guess I needed that.” I look up at him and he smiles.

“I’ll try to be more generous, babe.”

“That sounds good.”

“Yeah.”

We lie in each other’s arms for several long, silent minutes. Finally, I feel the need to move on. Thoughts about the video and what it might mean for me, good and bad, won’t leave me alone. Stu seems to sense my unease.

“You okay?” he asks just before I move to sit up and get on with the evening.

“I’m fine, just thinking about tomorrow.”

“Good thoughts?”

“Mostly,” I allow. “You? Any reservations?”

“No, not really. Why?”

“No reason,” I lie.
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~ Stu ~

Steam rises from the coffee maker, gaining an ethereal light in the morning sun that filters through the window. I lift the pot and pour two cups, listening to both music - Big D, naturally - from the bluetooth speakers and the muffled sound of the shower running in the bathroom as Colby prepares for her first ever music video appearance. It’s a day full of excitement and opportunities.

To be honest, I’m still a little disoriented from what happened yesterday evening. It’s not just that Colby encouraged me to lick her cream-filled pussy - well, not entirely - it’s that I went along with it. I’m conflicted about the experience. The alpha male in my head says that guys don’t do shit like that, while the modern, attentive side of me agrees with Colby: I often expect her to taste my cum, why shouldn’t I do it too?

Maybe my feelings about it aren’t as important as hers. After all, she welcomed me inside her in a rush of passion, but clearly didn’t get off as much as I did. The least I can do is ensure that my wife enjoys our lovemaking to the same level, right? I’m definitely not the first man in the world to ever taste himself like that, what’s the big deal? Is it that we’ve never even discussed me doing that or is it that I kind of enjoyed the way Colby pushed her soaking, used pussy into my face and almost humiliated me at the same time? A question for minds greater than mine.

Speaking of Colby, my wife emerges from the steam-filled bathroom just as I finish pouring two fresh, dark mugs of coffee. She has a towel wrapped tight around her hair and another carefully tucked into place to cover her damp naked body. I add a splash of milk to the mugs and stir, lost in thought, watching my wife traipse from the bathroom to the bedroom. After a moment, I take the mugs and follow her.

“Good shower?”

Her wet towel is on the bed, along with an assortment of various bikinis and all the different swimwear she owns. I see the famous polka dot piece, along with other versions in solid colors, even a couple of thong bikinis. Colby herself is standing with the closet doors open, rooting around inside and searching for more items.

“Yeah, it was great, thanks. Shaved my legs for today.”

She turns back to the bed for a moment, tossing a half-empty box of summer clothes down, and my eyes immediately sweep across her naked body. I cannot help but notice that she has shaved more than just her legs. That little thatch of blond hair on her womanhood is much neater than it was last night; now it’s a thin, short, carefully-trimmed rectangle that resembles a highly erotic exclamation point above her sex.

“Woah. Good job shaving. That’s… uh… wow.”

Colby shrugs. “I’m gonna be on camera in a bikini all day, I can’t look untidy down there. Almost shaved the whole thing off, but I thought it might look too… I don’t know, too porno.”

“Well, it looks great.”

“You would say that.”

I place our coffee mugs on the wobbly little nightstand next to the bed and pretend to straighten my tie while watching Colby turn and dig into the closet again. Goddamn, my wife has an amazing ass.

She removes one more bikini from the closet and looks at it with a slight frown. This final bikini is best described as “eye-catching”. The bottom half is a barely-there thong only just wide enough to cover her sex, while the top half consists of small fabric triangles held together with little more than string. As I recall, I bought that bikini and dared her to wear it on one of our sporadic vacations several years back. She only wore it in our hotel room, declaring it way, way too extreme for a public beach or hotel pool. The triangle-shaped cups only barely covered her nipples and the thong bottoms were so thin they almost disappeared under the right light.

“Are you taking all of these?” I nod at the jumble of scattered clothes on the bed, with my eyes fixed on the way, way too extreme piece in her hands.

“No harm in being prepared. What if I turn up with only one bikini and they want me to wear something else? Or what if they want me to wear different styles for different parts of the shoot? I have no idea, I’ve never been in a music video before. God, I don’t think I could even wear this one on TV.”

But she still tosses the last bikini onto the pile.

“No harm in being prepared.” I offer a crooked smile, but she’s too distracted to be amused right now.

“What am I even supposed to say to this guy? I’ve never heard his stuff before. What if he asks me about it?”

“Oh, I can help with that.” I step around the bed and place my hands on her warm, damp shoulders in a placating manner. “I’ve seen interviews with Big D. If he asks, say that you really like the tracks he wrote on his own. Tell him that they feel more honest and passionate than the songs his label produced.”

“That doesn’t mean anything to me, Stu.”

“It doesn’t have to. Big D is really proud of his home life and the way he was brought up. He hates having to satisfy the label. Just big up his work at their expense.”

“Big up?” She raises an eyebrow and smirks. “There you go again, being way too white to use that kind of lingo.”

“Why you gotta play a brother like that?”

Colby laughs. At least I’ve managed to take her mind off those pesky worries for a minute. She pulls a duffel bag out from under the bed and sweeps her bikinis into it, ready for action later. She zips the bag and exhales.

“God, I’m so nervous.”

“Why? You’re a pro, babe. It’s just another gig.”

“That’s what I’m telling myself, but it feels different. I’m gonna be dancing on camera all day in just a bikini. It’s not like posing for a few quick pictures. What if I get tired or my dancing sucks?”

“Firstly, your dancing doesn’t suck. Secondly, have you ever seen a rap video? All you need to do is stand close to the singer and look sexy and shake your butt. Easy. Even I could do that, but I’d need to shave my ass.”

She laughs again. The sound of her warm humor makes my heart swell.

“Go on, take your coffee and get outta here. I need to finish dressing with you eye-humping me.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I kiss her on the cheek and inhale the delightful fragrance of her freshly cleaned body and take my mug back to the kitchen. Big D is still playing from the bluetooth speakers. I lean against the back of the couch and sip my coffee, nodding in time to the beat. Big D writes good lyrics. He prefers not to glorify violence or so-called hood life, but is definitely a fan of beautiful women. What young rap star wouldn’t be? Some of his songs focus on girls throwing themselves at his feet, while others talk about the hopes and dreams he had as a young boy growing up on the wrong side of the tracks. His most recent single features a line about taking another man’s girl and making her see God.

For a brief moment, I get a strange feeling in my gut. Until now, I’d been focused on only one part of this assignment - Colby’s career and future prospects. But now I start to think about what she’s going to do today. Will there be many guys on the set for the shoot? Will she be close to Big D? How long will she be there in her underwear? The truth is that, for all my posturing and grandstanding, I have even less of an idea about this than Colby does. At least she’s been in front of a camera before now. I never have.

After a short wait, Colby emerges from the bedroom in loose, casual clothes that can be easily removed, her hair dry, the duffel bag slung over one shoulder. She places her empty mug in the sink next to mine and smiles.

“How do I look?”

“Ready for action.”

She kisses me on the cheek and steps back, taking a deep breath. “Wish me luck.”

“Break a leg. Let me know when you’re coming back.”

“Love you.”

I watch my wife walk the short distance to the front door. She throws me one final smile and leaves the apartment, heading to the job that - God willing! - is the one that will catapult her up the career ladder. Yes, I have a good feeling about this.

~ Colby ~

I didn’t say anything to Stuart because I didn’t want him to worry about me, but that doesn’t mean I can’t be worried about myself. I’m a basket case, pure and simple, because this is so not like me in so many ways.

First of all, I’m not acting today. I usually have no trouble throwing myself into a role because it’s a role–I’m playing somebody other than myself. I have someone to hide behind because I can never shake the feeling that no one would ever want to watch me being me. Acting allows me to leave me out of it and if the role is well-written, or even if it isn’t, it’s another person’s words I’m saying, another person’s emotions I’m portraying, another person, period. In other words, it’s not me.

Not today, however. Today, it’s all me and that just freaks me out. Yesterday, when Bernard called me with the news that I’d be in Big D Williams’s new music video, all I could think about was that, for once, I wouldn’t have to audition–Bernard assured me that the part was mine just because Big D himself saw my bikini billboard and liked the way I looked. But now it’s sinking in that I’ll be dancing with him as myself, not as a character in a play or movie, just me, and him. Oh, there might be others in the video, almost certainly, but from the way Bernard described it, I’m the main focus of Big D’s attention. Me. Just me.

On top of all that, when I got Bernard’s text about where the shoot was going to happen, I realized as soon as I saw the address that it would be in Harlem. I expected the studio would be in midtown or even in the Village because that’s where most of the recording studios are clustered, but it’s in Harlem, way up at the other end of the city. I don’t have a problem with black people but going to Harlem, even in the middle of the day and the middle of the week as a young, white, blonde is about a million miles outside of my comfort zone. Stuart and I have only lived in the city for a few years and we’ve heard from people who have lived here all their lives that Harlem has come a long way from the way it used to be. I remember seeing the old 1990s Bruce Willis movie, Die Hard with a Vengeance, where he and Samuel L. Jackson are forced to work together and go to Harlem where everyone there wonders what in the world a white man is doing in Harlem. I remember laughing when I first saw it, thinking they must be exaggerating but then we moved here and I found out they weren’t exaggerating, not at all. And even though it’s gotten a lot better since then, it’s still not a place for someone like me.

I skip the bus and take the subway, figuring that if I just keep my head down once we get north of Columbia University I can get to the club where the video is supposed to be shot but I’m a bundle of nerves just thinking about getting there. Then once I do get there, I don’t know what to expect. I didn’t get a good response from Bernard about what the video will be like because he said he doesn’t know. So I’m going in blind. With nothing but a bag full of bikinis under my arm that are so skimpy they hardly weigh anything even though I’m carrying five of them.

Like I said, I’m a freaking basket case.

The subway is jammed this early in the morning, as expected, but I almost feel comforted by all the people. It’s a diverse crowd this far south but the further uptown we go, the less diverse the passengers who are left become until I’m the only white person in the car. I don’t meet anyone’s eyes, something I learned when we moved here years ago from Minneapolis but which sticks out in my mind, and just keep my gaze on the floor, disgusting as it is even this early in the day.

Finally, the subway screeches to a stop at the 125th Street Station and I keep my head down and exit quickly. I follow the directions on my phone until I arrive at the club and look up to find someone holding the door open for me. I thank him without really looking at him and hustle inside.

I can't see a damn thing as the club is really dark and my eyes need to adjust. I hear several people talking but no one seems to notice me, not that I can tell. I’m still waiting for my pupils to dilate when I hear my name and look in the direction of the sound.

“Colby,” the voice shouts and I slowly see a black man coming toward me. He doesn’t look like the rapper I saw in the video that Stuart showed me so I assume he’s an assistant or maybe the casting agent since he knows my name. I try to focus but I’m still a little sun-blind until he gets right up next to me and I see him reach out to shake my hand. I offer mine and mumble something as the place is buzzing with activity even though it’s clearly not open for business at this ungodly hour.

“I’m Lamont Barnes, the casting director, nice to meet you, and thanks for coming on such short notice. We got to get you into hair and makeup as we gotta get this thing shot today without fail and the club opens at four o’clock if you can believe it.” He takes my elbow and leads me into the bowels of the club where a crew is setting up lights that illuminate the stage–that I can see. “Come on back and we’ll get you ready.”

“I ain’t got no damn white-girl makeup, Martin,” a voice rings out on the other side of the door that Lamont is guiding me to. “What the fuck you expect me to do?” the woman almost screams.

“Sorry about that,” Lamont says to me as we push through the door. The room looks like any of the dozens of backstage rooms I’ve been in over the years except for one notable difference - I’m the only white person here. There are six girls sitting in makeup chairs facing large mirrors flanked by bright bulbs that almost blind me again but I look away quickly. Another half-dozen black women are working on the ones sitting in the chairs, applying makeup and working with their hair. I’m sure I blush hard as all eyes turn to look at me for a split second before they go back to doing what they were doing but not before I see several looks that run the gamut from dismay to disapproval.

“You’re there,” Lamont tells me as if it’s not completely obvious that the empty chair at the end of the row is meant for me. The woman who must have screamed about her lack of ‘white-girl makeup’ is glaring at me when I look at her but she quickly looks away and storms up to Lamont.

“I told Martin I ain’t got no white-girl makeup so what the fuck you expect me to do, Lamont?” she turns to me and almost sneers but then says, “No offense.”

“None taken,” I tell her while trying not to cower.

“Don’t worry about the damn makeup, Allisha,” another black man off to one side shouts. “Just fix her hair best you can, you feel me?” The man rushes toward me but then he stops and introduces himself. “Martin Haynes, Colby. I’m running this shit show so let me apologize upfront for Allisha here as she was clearly raised by fucking wolves,” he says as he turns to her and shouts but with a smile, somehow. She sniffs and goes to the chair where I’m supposed to sit. “We start shooting in thirty minutes so move it, people.”

“Is Big D here yet?” Lamont asks Martin as I move to sit down and watch everyone behind me in the mirror.

“He just got here,” Martin answers as he’s walking away. “I’ll bring him back to meet Colby.” I watch Allisha react to that news and cringe as she pulls out a pick and begins working on my hair. She’s not gentle but I keep my mouth shut.

I finally decided to ask if I should take off my shirt so I wouldn’t mess up my hair after she was done with me. She gave me a look like I was crazy.

“Don’t matter, hun. We gonna blow your hair on the set. I’m jes’ tryin’ to straighten it out right now.”

“Hey, Allisha,” one of the other makeup artists from down the row calls out over the blaring music and almost a dozen black women all talking at once.

“What?” my artist shouted as if she would bite the other girl’s head off.

“Don’t be like that, bitch,” the woman at the far end of the row called out when I turned to look. “I got some light shit you can prolly use if you want to give it a try.”

“Well, why the fuck didn’t you say so?” Allisha yells before she bolts away from picking my hair and struts down the row. I’m left looking at the other girls who are going to be in the video with me for the first time and I’m blown away.

They are all huge.

Not in a bad way but they look nothing like me. I’ve barely got B-sized breasts depending on the brand of bra I wear but these women–and I use the term lightly because some of them look like teenagers–are pushing double Ds at least. They’re all sitting so it’s not easy but it is possible to see how much junk they all have in the trunk and it’s considerable. I’m five-six and barely weigh one-twenty soaking wet so I’m so out of place in this dressing room and that’s not even taking my skin color into account but that stands out as well. I’m not well-versed about black people, being from the upper midwest and all, but these girls are black and I mean really black. Even in the glare of the makeup mirror lights and my still-adjusting eyes, they are among the darkest-skinned people I’ve ever seen and in New York City, that’s saying something.

“Okay, girl,” Allisha says as she returns to my chair. “Let’s try some of this on you.” She spreads an array of pencils, bottles, and tubes on the shelf in front of the mirror and is soon experimenting with liner and shadow without asking anyone what they thought. I scan the mirror for the director and decide how I look is completely out of my hands so I may as well just relax.

Allisha turns out to be a wiz at ‘white-girl makeup’ despite her protests and in short order I’m transformed into a vixen, pure and simple. My eyeliner is winged like Cardi B and my lips are painted the deepest red I’ve even worn in my life, while my hair is free-flowing and almost ethereal. I have really long blond hair that I always wear up because it’s easier but now I feel like I have to reevaluate–I look freaking amazing. Even in my bikini billboard shoot they kept my hair in a long, high ponytail so this is a completely new look for me.

“Everyone ready to go?” the director, Martin, calls out from the door. I hold my breath as he comes in and makes a beeline for me but he’s all smiles. “Great job, Allisha,” he gushes and she makes a face at him but I can tell she’s pleased that he’s pleased. I thank her as I grab my bikini bag and look around for a place to change. She gives me a look.

“Right here, girl,” Allisha tells me as if I’m a fool. “Ain’t no place for being shy, sista.” She smirks and marches toward the door only to step aside when a skinny black man enters and I know in an instant that it’s got to be Big D. Talk about an ironic name!

“Where’s that hot white chick?” he says just before his eyes land on me. “What the fuck, Martin? She ain’t dressed like that, you feel me?”

“We’re just about to go through her wardrobe, D,” Martin says before he turns to me an motions for me to dig into my bag. I gulp and ignore the swarm of butterflies in my stomach and remind myself what Allisha just said.

“I’ll take it from here, Mar-teen!” Big D says to his director who gives him a look. “I know what I want, ah’ight?” Martin turns without protest and exits the dressing room, which is now empty, and closes the door.

“Mind turning around?” I say to him with my heart in my mouth. He gives me a look and then a smile but he turns his back to me. I’m still trying to wrap my head around how young he is and how skinny he is, not to mention how black he is, but I focus on stripping out of my clothes and pulling a bathing suit out of my bag. I slip it on as quickly as I can and let him know he can look.

Which he does. He eyes me up and down as I turn around for him, feeling like a piece of meat that is like no audition I’ve ever endured. I’m sure I’m blushing furiously but he never once looks at my face so I’m sure he’s completely unaware of my discomfort.

“Ah’ight, next,” he tells me just as he turns away again and we go through the same dance five times as I model each of my suits for him, saving the skimpiest for last, of course, which is the one he likes best.

Of course it is.

“Ah’ight, we gotta get this done quick so let’s go,” he says as he moves toward the door and I will myself to follow him. As hard as it was to put this suit on for him, now I have to show it to the crew, the other girls in the video, everyone, and my heart is pounding out of my chest at the thought of walking into that room full of people.

They hardly give me a second look.

Martin is busy directing the other girls on their moves–how in the world did I miss the poles on the stage when I arrived?–while his assistant takes charge of me as I’m supposed to make a grand entrance from offstage in the middle of the song. We walk through the moves without really getting into the full swing of things because there’s no music playing before Big D and Martin are satisfied that we’ve got some idea of what we’re doing. In the focus on getting everyone coordinated and working together, I’ve almost forgotten that I’m half naked. Mostly naked.

“Okay,” Martin shouts. “Let’s take it from the top and don’t stop even if you fuck up because you will fuck up and that’s fine, we got all day to get it right.”

We take all day but we do get it right.

Boy, do we.
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~ Stu ~

For reasons I can’t explain, I spend my working day in a state of nervous agitation. It’s not like this is the first time that Colby has been away across town for an audition. Nor is it the first time she’s been asked to wear a bikini for work. Nor is it even the first time she’s been on a set surrounded by strange men.

But it is definitely the first time she’s worn a bikini around a highly-sexed rapper with money and star power and raw talent. I trust her - of course I do, Colby has never given me a reason for the contrary - but I can’t help fretting about what may or may not be happening for the entire day. It doesn’t help that I spend my lunch break watching Big D’s previous music videos. Most of them follow a similar trend - Big D lip syncs to the song and surrounds himself with a bevy of buxom babes. Sometimes in the back of a limo. Sometimes in a hot tub. Sometimes in a huge bed. I can’t help but notice two common threads about all the women dancing in progressively skimpier outfits while Big D raps. Firstly, they’re all black, which means that Colby is going to be the first white woman to appear in one of his videos. If that means anything, I don’t know what. Secondly, all the girls featured dancing to the songs have much larger breasts and asses than Colby. I guess that’s down to the way that the majority of black women are built, but I can’t help wondering if Colby is going to stand out like a neon sign on that set.

My phone remains silent for almost the entire day. It chirps exactly once with a message from my wife. It’s a photo. A selfie. The picture shows Colby smiling and posing with Big D himself, who smirks at the camera. It’s a great photo, pretty cool of Big D to let her take it on what is surely a closed set. But my eyes can’t help but notice Colby’s body. Only a small part of her neck and shoulder is visible at the bottom edge of the photo, but I can clearly see the strap of her bikini. And I know exactly which one it is.

The way, way too extreme bikini that barely covers her nipples and offers little to no protection for her intimate areas.

My stomach backflips. Jesus, is this what she’s wearing all day long? Is she dancing on camera in that tiny outfit? Is she getting a featured close-up? Is the director making sure to get plenty of shots of her tight ass in that little thong?

It’s a long, long, long day for me.

I get home as fast as I can - pausing, naturally, to admire Colby’s bikini billboard for a few precious seconds at the subway exit. She’s not home yet, so I wash up and get changed and pace around the tiny apartment for another hour before she calls.

“Babe? Where are you?”

“Just leaving the club. I’m on my way home.”

“It’s getting late, are you calling a cab?”

“Uh, no. Actually, I’m getting a ride.”

“With who?”

She pauses. ‘Big D.”

“What?’ I freeze in shock. ‘He’s driving you?”

“No, we’re taking his car. It’s… look, I’ll explain everything soon. Be home as quick as we can.”

She hangs up and leaves me standing in the middle of the room, staring at nothing. There are too many thoughts racing through my mind to know exactly how I feel at this moment. Is it a good thing that the star of the show is personally escorting her home? Is this his way of saying, “Don’t call us, we’ll call you”? I have no idea.

So that means I spend the next hour standing at the window, staring at the street below and clenching my stomach every time a car slows down near the building. Even though I’m certain it’s impossible for Colby to get all the way across town in just a few minutes - even in a Ferrari - I can’t help watching out for her with nervous apprehension.

In the end, I hear the car before I see it. Well, “car” isn’t the right word for Big D’s vehicle. The thing that rolls slowly down the road before pulling to a stop outside resembles the lovechild of a monster truck and a tank. It’s huge, jet-black, with chrome-painted wheels, tinted windows, and the roof is at least eight feet off the ground. It’s so tall there are small steps beneath each door to allow passengers to climb in and out. The engine roars and purrs like a tiger. It’s a car that carries status. One look at that vehicle and you know that the occupant is someone important.

The back door pops open and a slim-looking black man hops out. Even at this angle, I recognize him from all the music videos I’ve watched today. That’s Big D, in the flesh. He turns back to the car and extends a hand and helps Colby climb down to the sidewalk safely. She gestures up to the building and waves as she sees me at the window. I wave back. She extends a hand toward Big D, expecting him to shake it, but instead he sweeps her into a hug and kisses her on the cheek. They hug for several long seconds. Longer than two strangers would usually hug. My stomach tightens watching them.

Finally, Colby pulls away and walks toward the building. She vanishes below my field of view, probably walking through the doors. Big D watches her for a moment. Then his face tilts toward me. We lock eyes. I raise my hand to wave, but something in his expression makes me pause. He smirks. He climbs into the back of the enormous car again and the engine roars and it starts rolling away.

“The fuck was that about?”

I watch the car disappear from my view. As it vanishes around a corner, I hear the familiar jangle of keys in the door and Colby walks into our home, with a huge smile on her flushed face. Aside from wearing a generous amount of makeup and having her hair done, she looks the same as she did this morning, wearing the usual loose audition clothes.

“Hey superstar!” I push away all my other thoughts and concentrate on her. “How did it go today?”

“It was… yeah, wow. It was more intense than I thought it would be. But it was great! I’m gonna sit down, I’ve been on my feet all day.”

She sits on the little couch and I join her, turning my body to give her my full attention. I nod in eagerness, waiting to hear all the details.

“So, it was at this club over in Harlem. I’ve never been near it before, but apparently it’s a huge deal in the rap world. They have a lot of new stars performing there. I get there and I’m the only white girl on set. Actually, I’m the only white person in the entire club, which was weird, but nobody really seemed to care. I was worried that the other girls were going to be total bitches to me, but they were okay. I mean, they didn’t really speak to me all that much, but we were working almost the whole time.”

“Cool, cool.” I nod in agreement, letting her know I'm paying attention without interrupting too much.

“Big D himself chose my bikini. He inspected all of them to make sure I had the right look for the shoot.”

“He inspected?” I can’t help but press for details. “You mean, you held them up to him?”

“No.” She smiles, a hint of color rising in her cheeks. “He asked me to try each of them on. Don’t worry, he turned around while I got dressed. He was a gentleman about it.”

“So, uh, which one did you go with?”

I already have a feeling that I know the answer, but a part of me needs confirmation. Colby glances away for a second before removing her top to reveal that way, way too extreme bikini, the cups barely hiding her nipples, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. My eyes almost bulge out of their sockets.

“Holy shit.” I can’t hide my appreciation. Or my smile. Then I pause. “You were wearing this for the entire shoot?”

Colby nods. “Don’t worry, I was hardly the only girl in a bikini. There were, like, five or six other girls with me and none of them were any more modest than this.”

I don’t know if that fact comforts me or not. She continues.

“For most of the shoot, we were in the background. There was a choreographer there who told us a few moves and how to shake our hips in the right way. I think I was the only one who needed that lesson.’ She laughs to herself. ‘But my part of the shoot was a lot smaller than theirs. The other girls were on stage for most of the day, while I was supposed to make this grand entrance in the middle of the song. I had to walk across the stage about eight or nine times before they were happy.”

“That’s a lot.”

“I thought I kept screwing up the walk, but apparently Big D insisted that they got, like, a dozen different angles of me walking. I hope my butt looks good.”

We laugh together. I have no idea if she’s joking. Probably not.

“After that, I spent the rest of the day dancing and posing next to Big D. I wasn’t sure if they would give me a featured close-up, but I think I’m in most of the video. At least, it sure felt like it.”

“Wow! That’s so awesome, well done! What did you do?”

“Mostly, I just danced next to him. He put his arm around me at a few points, like we were dancing together.”

Colby must see something in my reaction - surprise or uncertainty, because she hurries to explain it.

“Nothing, you know, inappropriate. I explained to him that I’m married. It’s not like he was groping me or anything like that! We just had to dance really close and make it look sexy for the camera.”

“How sexy?”

“Well…” Her cheeks flush, despite the layer of stage makeup she wears. “At one point, the director asked if I would grind up against Big D - basically twerking on him, you know? - while looking at the camera.”

“Woah.” I swallow. I’m trying to imagine my wife doing something so obscenely erotic while wearing something so thoroughly indecent. The images are intense and exciting. “What was he wearing? Big D, I mean? Like a business suit or something?”

“Most of the time he wore a basketball jersey with his name on the back. But by the end of the shoot, he was just in shorts. For a skinny guy, he’s got a few muscles here and there.”

“So, uh, it was a good day?”

“Amazing.” Her smile is wide and genuine. “It was tiring and we were all pretty sweaty by the end, but it was a lot of fun. And kinda hot, to be honest.”

“Didn’t they turn the air conditioning on?”

“No, I mean, it was hot. Like, I felt really sexy. Not just because of this bikini or all the cameras filming me. I think Big D really enjoyed working with me.”

“Did he tell you that?”

Her bright smile turns mischievous, as though she’s holding something back.

“Not exactly. I kind of… felt it.”

“A gut feeling?”

Colby shakes her head. “I mean literally. When I was dancing up close and personal with Big D. I felt… it. He was hard.”

My jaw drops open. “He was rubbing himself on you? That’s fucking-”

But she cuts me off by raising both hands in surrender. “You’ve got it all wrong. The director got me to rub into him. He didn’t do anything inappropriate, I swear. In fact, he kept apologizing, he even asked if I needed him to wear a jockstrap.”

“And what did you say?”

“I said it was fine. I think his excitement will show up on camera, at least in his face.” She drops her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “Between you and me, he’s pretty big.”

“Wow.” I don’t really know what else to say. “But you had a good time, nothing obscene happened, everything is good?”

“Better than good. Darius gave me a ride home. Like I said, I think he enjoyed working with me. Maybe he’ll want me to do another music video with him sometime, who knows?”

“The sky’s the limit.”

I try to force myself to feel as enthusiastic as Colby about this, but the only thoughts running through my mind are images of her grinding against him, both nearly naked, his cock obviously hard and pressing into her ass…

Colby falls silent. She glances away. Again, I get the feeling she’s holding something back.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah, yeah. I was just… Look, don’t be mad or anything, but Darius invited me to the afterparty.”

“Oh.”

“I said no, of course. I wanted to come home. But he said it was a real shame. He wanted to get to know me more.”

“On a professional level?”

She gives me a look that answers the question. She says, “He asked exactly how married I am and if this ring comes off.”

~ Colby ~

I see the look in Stu’s eyes when I tell him about Darius’s question and it’s about what I expected. I’d been dreading telling him ever since I thought about coming home and telling him, which was pretty much right away. Okay, that’s not entirely true. I thought about what I should say for a few seconds first but then I told Darius that I’m very married and my ring never comes off but I had to force myself to be firm with him. For some reason, way down deep, I didn’t want to say that. It lasted maybe a second or two but I squelched it pretty quickly.

Then I thought about telling Stu about it. I knew he’d react the way he’s reacting, with shock at the man’s audacity, as he should. But the shock quickly dissipates and is replaced by something else, something I knew was coming but wasn’t sure I wanted it to come. Something that excites me, scares me, and confuses me all at the same time.

Desire.

I see desire in Stu’s eyes.

He’s told me about how he stops and stares at my billboard on the street by the subway station. About how he loves to look at other guys looking at me, his wife, and how they’re practically drooling over me. I never really understood it but now I’m getting a better understanding of where it comes from. He’s picturing me in his mind's eye being in Darius’s arms on the dance floor and thinking about all the people, men mostly, are going to watch the video in a way that’s similar but also different from the billboard. For one thing, it’s not just me in the video–it’s me and Darius. And even though I haven’t seen the finished product yet, I was there for its inception and it was really something.

Really, really, something.

“He really asked you that?” Stu whispers in a raspy voice.

“He did,” I respond. “I told him in no uncertain terms that I’m very married, very happy, and that he should be ashamed of himself for even suggesting such a thing.”

“What did he suggest, exactly?” Stu asks, which amazes me.

“Are you serious? He wanted to know if…” I don’t even know how to finish my thought so I don’t. I just let Stu fill in the blank. Which he does.

“Of course, of course,” he says in a placating way that kind of annoys me. “I know what you mean.”

“And that’s totally unacceptable, right?” I ask in all honesty. I know Stu’s got some strange notions about me and how other men look at me, but I’m not ready for him to go off the deep end on me. I’m having enough trouble keeping my head straight about all this.

“Totally unacceptable. Right,” he says with a fair amount of certainty but not exactly overwhelming, either. I stare at him for several seconds. “What?” he asks at last.

“What did you have in mind for dinner?” I ask in a blatant attempt to change the subject. He goes with it and the subject is closed for now.

But not for long.

We go about our lives in much the same way as it was before I filmed the video. Stu goes to work and I go to auditions, he makes a living and I don’t. Until the video is released, I won’t see any increased visibility to help my career so we wait. I wait.

Then, out of the blue, I get a call from my manager, Bernard.

“It’s out,” he shouts at me over the phone. “It’s out and it’s incredible. It’s trending, or whatever it is that videos do and it’s amazing.”

“Bernard, calm down,” I tell him, not knowing what he’s talking about. “What’s out?”

“The Big D video, Colby,” he shouts again and I can hear his smile right through the phone.

“It’s only been a couple of weeks,” I say weakly. “Don’t those things take forever to produce?” In film, post-production almost always takes months to complete, but I don’t know how music videos work, clearly.

“They rushed it, and I mean they rushed the hell out of it. Big D’s got a tour coming up and they wanted to drop the video before the first concert date, which is next week. So according to his producer, they’ve been working on it non-stop since the shoot.” He covers his mouthpiece and says something I don’t understand to a person in his office. “I gotta go, Colby. Check it out as soon as you can, okay?” He hangs up before I can respond.

And he leaves me in a quandary. Should I wait for Stu to get home and we can watch it together, or should I watch it alone so I know what to expect? I can’t shake the feeling that it’s going to be way over the top and have an impact on my husband, not to mention me and my career. But most of all I worry about how Stu will react.

Turns out I don’t have to think about it for long as a few seconds later, Stu calls me.

“Have you heard the news?” he asks in a frenzy. “Your video is out, Colby.”

“Have you seen it yet?” I ask, trying not to cringe too much.

“No, I want to see it with you.” He sounds strange, as if he’s running or at least waking really quickly. “I’m on my way home.”

“Really?” He never leaves work early but it’s hours until he usually clocks out at his office, so I don’t have to wait long. If I decide to wait.

“Yeah, as soon as I heard I told Peter that I had to go. He understood why.” He must be weaving his way through the crowd on the sidewalk outside his office building and heading for the subway. I’m almost home so I’ll get there before he will. “Wait for me, okay?” he asks, sealing the deal for me - I won’t watch it until he gets home.

Will I?

“Okay, I’m going down the stairs now so I’ll be there in about twenty minutes. Colby, I’m so excited for you, babe.” He hangs up before I have a chance to respond.

I run up the stairs to our apartment building’s entrance and key myself in. I continue my sprint up the two flights to our apartment and burst into the dark apartment before looking around and wondering if I can really wait for Stu. He wants me to, no question about that, but do I really want to watch it with him without knowing what to expect? I’ve got a pretty good idea but I’ve always been amazed at how different things look when I see myself on screen after living through the actual filming - the two perspectives are always so different and this one will be that in spades. But I promised Stu so I force myself to wait.

And wait.

The minutes crawl by at a snail’s pace and I’m almost about to come undone when I see Stu running down our street from the subway station. I watch him cross the street and look up at our window where I wave to him. He’s smiling like a madman as he waves back so I go to the intercom and push the button so he can get in without stopping, then I listen for his footsteps as he comes up the stairs in a rush. He’s still smiling like a kid in a candy store as he wraps me in his arms and kisses me.

“Okay, let’s see what we’ve got here,” he says as I peel myself away from him. I pull out my phone and he laughs at me. “No way, babe. I want to see it on the TV.” We don’t have a huge flatscreen but they’re so cheap these days that we were able to buy a new 40” that we’ve got propped up on a makeshift bookshelf, an arrangement that makes me crazy but I live with it. Stu grabs the remote and then grabs my hand to pull me to our second-hand sofa. He brings up Youtube on the screen and searches for the latest Big D video, which comes up immediately and already has thousands of views after just a couple of hours. That’s when it really hits home for me.

My life is about to change.

Dramatically.
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~ Stu ~

“Wow, that’s a lot of views!” Colby beams in delight. “I think more people have seen this than watched me in that godawful horror film a couple of years back. Thank God!”

She laughs, but it sounds nervous. Maybe even forced. I put my hand in hers and she squeezes it straight away. I’ve seen her like this before; while waiting for her image to be plastered on the billboard; while sitting through commercials before her single-line appearance in a TV show; while flipping through radio stations, trying to catch her voiceover. She’s filled with nervous energy right now.

But she’s not the only one.

I’ve spent the last two weeks checking and refreshing and scouring the web for any hint of when this video was going to drop. As soon as it went live, my phone buzzed with notifications from a dozen different sources, all directing me to Big D’s latest track, with my wife as the guest star. I couldn’t leave the office fast enough.

The page buffers for a couple of seconds. The longest two seconds of my life. Then, finally, the video begins.

“God, I hope I look good…”

“You’ll be great.”

She squeezes my hand again. The video begins in a similar fashion to plenty of others I’ve seen before. A huge vehicle drives down a wide street. I know that vehicle; it rolled up outside my apartment building a couple of weeks ago.The music begins and Big D starts rapping in a slow, melodic voice that lines up perfectly with the backing beat.

“Awesome, I love this song!” I smile at Colby. She beams in pride.

The song plays for a few long seconds, allowing the beat to gently build and swell. Big D raps about a life he almost had; one of crime and abuse and destitution. The video cuts from footage of Big D in the backseat of his monstrous car to clips of him walking derelict streets. Just as the beat reaches a crescendo, the music fades and Big D stands on a wooden dock at sunset, looking out at the golden waves.

Then the beat drops.

Oh, boy, does it ever.

Now the track explodes into life. Big D raps at a furious pace, laid over a pulsing beat that hits so hard my heart always accelerates when I listen to the song. But something that makes my heart beat even faster is the sudden crashing change of images. The thoughtful, almost spiritual collection of shots has now been replaced by the sight of Big D, on stage. It must be the club in Harlem. He’s rapping straight into the camera, eyes blazing, teeth bared, while flanked by several incredibly buxom black women. Colby wasn’t kidding, those women are stacked. And their bikinis barely seem to hold their large breasts in place as they sway and gyrate and grind up against metal stripper poles, always pouting and giving fuck-me eyes to the camera whenever the shot cuts to them. I have no idea if this video can even be played on TV, those bikinis are bordering on explicit lingerie.

And then, just when I think the song can’t get any more sensational, Colby makes her entrance. The music hits a beat and my wife strolls across the stage, her slow, methodical steps captured in a dozen different angles. Big D nods in satisfaction, watching her approach. Low-angle cameras capture an unapologetically indecent view of Colby’s tight ass in that thong bikini. Her perky tits bounce inside the cups, their movement amplified in slow motion.

My jaw hits the floor.

“Oh, my God…” Colby puts a hand over her mouth. “I look…”

“Fucking incredible.”

Neither of us can take our eyes from the TV. We clasp hands and watch in transfixed silence. Now the track enters the last third and the beat reaches a fever pitch, never slowing down as Big D waxes lyrical about the incredible life he has and the fame and fortune and glory and women that go with it. Meanwhile, my wife dances next to the man himself. Actually, that’s not quite correct. She grinds her ass into his shorts while he smirks at the camera and slips a hand around her waist.

Colby told me before that she could feel Big D’s excitement on her butt. I can see his lust in that sneering grin. Even if I didn’t know that he was aroused at that moment, I could tell just from the sparkle in his eyes.

She twerks for him, displaying herself for both Big D and the unblinking camera. My jaw punches through the floor and keeps falling. Not only does she look sexy as all hell, my wife has also never looked like such a wanton slut. And I mean wanton. The barely-dressed black women dancing like strippers on their respective poles have nothing on her. The camera can’t help but focus on Colby’s incredible body and her sensational figure and her teasing bikini. I’ve seen every inch of her a thousand times already and I can’t tear my eyes away, either. Every time she moves, the cups threaten to shift and expose her breasts, or the thong teases that it could slip to one side and reveal her perfectly smooth and freshly saved womanhood.

My throat is dry. My eyes cannot even blink. This is utterly incredible.

Colby’s white skin seems to glow and shimmer with unnatural splendor in the stage lights. I literally cannot look away from her. Everything about the set design seems to make her pale skin gleam brighter than ever. And now, as the song reaches its crescendo and the beat takes over, Big D is dancing with her in just his shorts. She’s right about his body. Skinny but with enough muscle to catch the eye. And he’s grinding against her. There’s nothing phony or fake about it; they’re damn near dry-humping together, with only his shorts and her tiny thong separating their skin. His hands roam her pale body now, caressing and exploring and cupping. Once or twice, it looks like he grabs a firm handful of her ass. His face is dangerously close to her breasts. But neither of them seem to care. In fact, the closer they get, the more Colby’s face seems to brighten. Her smile is somewhere between delight and sultry anticipation. It’s the same smile she wears when we’re on the verge of being intimate together.

And then, finally, Big D and Colby walk off the stage together, leaving his bevy of black babes open-mouthed in shock. The final shot of the video is my wife slipping arms around his neck as he sweeps her off her feet.

The video ends. The screen immediately fills with various thumbnails for Big D’s other music videos. We sit in stunned silence for a moment. Then Colby says, “Holy shit, I didn’t know if I was going to be featured so much!”

All I can do is nod. It takes real effort not to immediately scroll back to the start of the video and watch it all over again. That was mind-blowing. That was transformative. That was…

Sexy as fuck.

“Are you okay?” She looks at me with concerned eyes. “Babe, it wasn’t too inappropriate for you, was it? I know we danced really close, but I did warn you…”

“I’m fine. I’m just in awe. That was - wow. What a great video. Everything was fantastic. You looked amazing, I can’t believe it.”

She blushes in delight. “Thank you. I was worried that it might be a little too much, you know?”

“What do you mean? It’s obviously fine to broadcast on Youtube.”

“I meant too much for you. I’ve been really worried about how it was filmed…”

“You have nothing to worry about! I’m not offended, I swear! Honestly…” I let out a self-deprecating chuckle. “Honestly, that was so freaking hot, you have no idea.”

Colby smiles. She glances down at my lap and her eyes widen. She says, “God, you’re not kidding about that.”

“Hmm?” I place a hand on my groin and react in surprise also. “I had no idea I was that excited. Uh… sorry.”

“Hey, it means I did my job, right?” She laughs. “If even my husband thought it was a good video, everyone else will, too. I wonder how many people have watched this by now?”

I glance at the screen. When the page loaded, there were already several thousand hits. That was quite a few minutes ago, now. I reload the page. Colby gasps.

“Oh my God! That can’t be right, can it?”

The views counter is almost at half a million already. In just a few short minutes.

“Babe!” I grab her leg. “You’re a fucking hit!”

She squeals with uncontainable delight and hops up from the couch, bouncing around the room in total giddiness. I can’t believe it. Half a million people have already watched this video. They’ve seen my wife almost naked. They’ve watched Colby grind her ass against Big D’s… big d. That thought makes my groin feel even warmer.

I get up from the couch and grab a bottle of champagne from a kitchen cupboard. We’ve been saving this for a special day and I think today is pretty goddamn special. I pour out two glasses. Colby’s phone starts chirping.

“Hang on, that might be Bernard!” She beams and looks at the screen and frowns. “Huh, I don’t know this number…” But she answers it anyway and puts the phone to her ear. “Hello? Colby Wright speaking.”

She pauses. Her eyes widen. She looks at me with a shocked expression.

“Darius?”

~ Colby ~

“Hey, girl,” Darius’s impossibly deep voice growls in my ear. “You see it yet?”

I stare at Stu, dumbfounded. “Yes, we were just watching it for the first time.” I can’t get my bearings. Why is he calling me of all people?

“We’re a hit, girl. You believe it?” He sounds so fucking sexy. Stu must have restarted and then paused the video when I answered my phone because as I’m talking to him, I’m also staring at him on the screen. His dark skin, made even darker by the lighting, and my light skin contrasting with his so dramatically, is a revelation to me. I didn’t see the contrast quite so clearly as we were filming and the starkness of it makes me wonder briefly if they did something in post to make it even more noticeable. But it is so noticeable.

“Colby? I lose you, girl?” Darius asks with a smile evident in his voice.

“No, no. Sorry. I was just looking at us.” I glance at Stu and he’s staring at me with his eyes almost bugging out of his head. “What?” I mouth at him.

“Yeah, ‘bout that,” Darius continues. “I know it’s quick and all, but you busy?”

“What?” My mind reels. Is he going there again? Didn’t I make it clear the first time? Is he just trying to wear me down? Is he wearing me down?

“I want you to come on stage with me tomorrow night. I know it’s short notice and all, but you seem to be good with working around that.”

“On stage? With you?” I’m staring at Stu now who looks stunned. I am, too. “Tomorrow?”

“We don’t have much time to rehearse or nothing, but you were a natural so I know it’ll work,” he says in a tone that makes me think he’s serious. How can he be serious? “It’ll be my first live performance of the new track and it’d be a shame if you weren’t there to launch it with me and the girls.”

“I don’t know, Darius. This is so sudden.” I can’t look at Stu as my mind reels with the implications of what I’m hearing. Darius? On stage? The girls? I can’t, can I? “Can I get back to you?”

“Sure, Colby. Just don’t take too long to decide. If you can’t do it, I’mma have to get someone else. The look is just too good.” He clicks off before I can say another word.

“Holy shit,” I hear from my husband. “Did he just ask you to go on stage with him?”

“He did,” I answer in a low voice. “But…” I’m not sure how to put this. “I don’t know.”

His eyes go even wider. “Seriously? Babe, you have to say yes! It’s too good an opportunity to pass up. Why would you even consider saying no?”

“I’m an actress, Stu. Not a dancer.” I stare at him but he just shakes his head.

“I can’t believe what I’m hearing, Colby. You’re a great dancer–I just watched you dance up a storm.” He motions at the TV. “And the chemistry between you and Big D is incredible. Why wouldn’t you say yes?”

“Because dancing in front of a dozen or so people and a few cameras is one thing, Stu. Dancing in front of a few hundred, or even a thousand screaming people is something else entirely. I can’t believe you can’t see that.” *

“You’ll do great, Colby,” he almost shouts. “It doesn’t matter if there are more people watching in person. You’ve already been seen by half a million people, probably way more. What’s a few thousand more?”

“But they’ll be right there, watching me in person. I never danced for an audience before, and not like that.” I nod at the screen where the frozen image of Darius and me looms bigger than life.

“You can do it, babe. You should do it.” He backs off a little but I’m about to have a nervous breakdown. “Shouldn’t you?”

“I don’t know, Stu. It’s so…” I look at the screen again and try to ignore the voice in the back of my head, the one that’s screaming at me. “It’s just so…” I can’t say it.

“What?”

“It’s so dirty,” I whisper.

“What?” he asks, clearly not understanding what I’m really saying.

“It’s so dirty, what we did. What I did.”

“Why do you think that?”

I roll my eyes. “I could feel his, you know.” I look at him. “He was hard.” I don’t go on but the voice in my head does–he was huge!

“Okay,” Stu says with a confused look. “But that’s just a natural thing, Colby. It doesn’t mean that…” He stops, because he finally realizes what I’m getting at.

“Yes, it does, Stewart. He said as much to me when he drove me home.”

We sit in the silence of our respective thoughts, the ones I can’t stop and, clearly, Stu can’t either. Now that he gets what I was saying, he’s embarrassed. Or pissed. I can’t tell which.

“I think you should do it, Colby. I don’t think it’s a good idea to pass up an opportunity like this just because he made a pass at you. You told him no and he didn’t push it, right?”

I hesitate. He kind of did, I just didn’t say anything to Stu about it, but he kind of did push it. Not too far but he did. Worse than that, I was kind of okay with it. I kind of liked it.

“If I do the show with him, he’s going to ask again, Stu. I know he will.” I stare at him and he looks away, like he can’t look me in the eyes. I’m sure he’s angry with me now. I’m sure of it. I’m angry with myself. “I can’t risk it.”

He closes his eyes and purses his lips, as if I’m hurting him. I can’t believe we’re even having this conversation. It’s not worth ruining my relationship for a stupid job in an industry I’m not even interested in, so why don’t I just call Darius back and tell him to find somebody else? I just need to pick up the phone and call him.

But I don’t. I just stare at it as it sits on the coffee table in front of me. “I’m going to call him and tell him no,” I finally say.

But I don’t pick up my phone.

“Colby,” Stu says at last. “I can’t let you do that.”

I turn and look at him. “Good,” I say even though my heart is sinking. “Good.” I nod and reach for my phone.

“No,” Stu says with a strange tone. “I mean, I can’t let you turn this down. You have to do it.”

“But…” He cuts me off with a wave.

“Hear me out.” He takes a deep breath, squeezes his eyes tight and keeps them closed. “Hear me out.”

I wait.

He breathes out a deep breath. “I want you to do the concert with him, Colby. I want you to, okay? I don’t want you to turn it down because of me, okay? I don’t want you to do that.”

“What if I don’t want to do it just because I don’t think I can do it, Stewart. What if it’s got nothing to do with you?” I frown hard at him.

“But that’s not you, Colby, and you know it. You’ve never backed away from a challenge in all the time I’ve known you.” He reaches for my hands and I let him. “You’re worried about me more than you. Isn’t that right?”

No, it’s not, I want to scream at him. It’s because I don’t trust myself, I realize in a flash of devastating honesty that I couldn’t bring myself to admit until Stu forced me to, if only to myself. It’s because I wanted to say yes in Darius’s car even though I hated myself for wanting it, and now I’m right back in that place, hating myself for wanting to say yes.

But I can’t admit that to my husband. I can’t. I just can’t.

Can I?
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~ Stu ~

The next day is Friday, so I spend most of my time at work, staring at the computer and watching my code fail to execute, over and over. It doesn’t bother me today. My mind is somewhere else. All I can think about is the idea of Colby, dancing on stage, in front of hundreds of people. My gorgeous wife, looking sensational, in front of so many strangers. If this isn’t a big break, I don’t know what is.

As the day drags on and on, slower than ever, I keep glancing at my phone. Colby will be at home right now. I wonder what she’s doing? Maybe getting ready. Maybe practicing her dance moves. She could even be lounging around and reading a book, probably filled with even more nervous energy than is currently flowing through me.

As soon as the clock hits five, I’m out of the office and racing down the stairs. The elevator takes too long and I need to book it across town. Rush hour traffic clutters the streets and scores of people flood the sidewalks, making their way into the subway entrances or popping out the exits. For a moment, I’m paralyzed with indecision. What would be fastest, taking a cab, getting the subway, or running my ass off halfway across New York?

Sanity prevails and I soon find myself on the subway, holding the faded and cracked red plastic bar over my head for stability. The car is packed with other office workers heading home. I want to grab them and scream that my wife is going to be dancing on stage tonight. I want the world to know how much I love her and how amazing she is. I want to bring everyone in the subway over to Colby’s billboard and show them the incredible, sexy goddess I married.

But, naturally, I don’t. The New York subway has more than enough loons and crazies without me adding to the number. I dodge one or two of those crazies when I hop off the train at my usual stop and rush across the platform and climb the stairs, hemmed in on all sides by dozens and dozens of total strangers.

For the first time in the last few months, I don’t stop beneath the billboard to admire Colby. There’s plenty of time for that on Monday, right now, I need to book it back home and get ready for tonight.

When I finally get home, Colby is dancing around in the small space we laughingly call our living room. Music thumps through the speakers - it sounds like Big D’s latest album, naturally - and Colby is facing away from me, shaking her hips in time to the beat. I watch her for a long moment with a big, goofy grin on my face. How can she be nervous about dancing on stage when she moves like that? She has poise and grace and rhythm and style. Everything a dancer needs. Sure, she’s not professionally trained, but she doesn’t need to be. Most eyes in the club are going to be on Big D, surely. She just needs to turn up, look good, and cash the check.

“Oh!” Colby turns around and sees me standing in the doorway, watching her. She jumps in surprise, before laughing, her cheeks flushing. “God, you almost gave me a heart attack! You’re, like, ten minutes early.”

“I ran.” I yank off my tie and toss my briefcase aside and close the door. “Had to get back as soon as possible to get ready.”

She pauses for a moment, before turning the music way down. She says, “What do you mean?”

“For tonight. You’re still going on stage, right? You didn’t back out?”

“Yes…” She says the word slowly, looking at me with a hint of confusion. “We, uh, we didn’t talk about you coming along too.”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

Her sudden reluctance almost wounds me. A frown wrinkles her brow and I see her lips twist as she has a small debate about the pros and cons in her head.

“I don’t know, Stu. Don’t you think it would be weird?”

“Not at all. What’s weird about it?”

“I’ll be up there dancing with Big D. You know - dancing. Like we did in that video, I guess.”

“The video I’ve already watched, like, thirty times in the last twenty-four hours? Yeah, I know the one. And I’m fine with that.”

“Are you sure? Really, really sure?”

She gives me her most sincere expression, all big eyes and trembling lips. The thought of not being present for her biggest break to date is absolutely killing me. I can’t believe she won’t want me there.

“What’s this really about? I watched you work before.”

“Yeah, but…” Colby chews the tip of her thumb, looking away. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but I might not be comfortable having you there…”

“What?” I can’t stop my voice from rising in shock. “Why the hell do you think that?”

“I said don’t take this the wrong way!” She talks quickly and moves closer, trying to reassure me. “I just… It might be difficult to watch, that’s all.”

“What-”

She cuts me off. “Watching that video on TV is one thing, but this is going to be live, on stage. I don’t know what’s going to happen except that I’m going to dance. And the thought of trying to be all sexy and seductive with you watching me - it’s just… I don’t know.”

“Babe, come on.” I’m torn between hurt and amusement. “You’re an actress. You’re a professional actress. What does it matter if I’m there or not?”

“I don’t know, I don’t know…”

“All I want to do is support you, Colby. Even if you’re on location in the middle of Canada in winter, I’ll be there in my thermal pants with a flask of coffee.”

“Are you… are you really sure you’ll be okay with this?”

“Absolutely. You try and keep me away.” I slip my arms around her. She hugs me back. “If it makes you feel any better, pretend I’m the camera and ignore me.”

“I usually have to perform for the camera.”

“Then perform for me instead.”

We hug for a long, long moment. Finally, Colby pulls away, her eyes wet. She says, “What did I do to deserve you?”

“Funny, I was thinking the same thing.”

She kisses my cheek and turns to the bathroom. “All right, I need to start getting ready. Gotta shave my legs - and other places.”

“Need a hand?” I give her a hopeful smile.

“If we’re both in there, we won’t have room for my razor, let alone space to lift my leg.”

I laugh. She walks into the bathroom and closes the door, leaving me alone in the small space with just my thoughts. Three little words keep echoing in my mind. Three little words. I just said to Colby a few moments ago.

Perform for me.

The sun is setting over the apartment blocks and towers of New York when we’re both finally ready. I slip into a pair of comfortable jeans and a loose basketball jersey, while Colby opts for a sexy black dress that highlights her incredible figure. We walk out of the building and pause on the sidewalk for a moment, trying to figure out the best way to get to the club. It’s the same place where Colby filmed her video a few weeks before, so she knows that it’s in deepest Harlem, and takes a good trip on the subway to reach.

But before we can agree on the best path to take, a sleek silver car with highly polished chrome rims pulls to a halt beside us, causing vehicles behind to thump their horns and drive around. Colby leans down and stares through the window. A large black man with a big belly sits behind the wheel, almost too large for the space - even though there’s plenty of room inside.

“You Colby Wright?”

“Uh… yes?”

“Big D sent me. I’m your ride.”

“Oh! I was about to head to the club.”

“He wants to make sure that you get there okay.”

Colby beams at me, obviously thrilled by the star treatment. Before she can open the door, the big driver hops out and waddles around the car and opens it for her.

“Thank you.”

She slips into the backseat and scoots across the polished leather, making space. I take a step forward, but the driver’s massive black hand shoots up so fast I don’t even see it. For a big man, he can move quickly. He places his palm on my chest and gives me the dirtiest look I’ve ever seen.

“Where the fuck you goin’, white boy?”

“To… to the club.”

“Big D didn’t say nothin about extra passengers.”

“But she’s my wife.”

“So?”

He almost sneers now, as though daring me to give him a reason to leave me sprawled on the street. My brain misfires as I try to think of how to plead with this man for a ride, but nothing comes. Thankfully, Colby intervenes.

“Can he come with me? Please? He’s my husband. I really want him to come tonight.”

The big driver stares me down for a few seconds, then breathes hard through his nose. He removes his hand from chest and waddles back around the car and climbs in. I shrug and slip into the backseat next to Colby. She takes my hand and squeezes it.

The driver pulls away before I clip my belt into place and weaves through traffic as though he doesn’t care about anyone else. I grip the seat and try not to look through the windscreen. The driver loops a bluetooth receiver around his ear and punches a button on the dashboard computer panel. After a few moments, he starts talking to someone, but I can’t hear the conversation.

“Yo, it’s me. Yeah, I got her. Someone else, too. Her husband. You sure? Yeah, okay. See you.”

The driver looks into the rear view mirror and stares at me for a few seconds. The heat of his gaze starts to make me feel uncomfortable, but I don’t say anything. Colby squeezes my hand again.

“Are you really sure you’re going to be okay with this?”

“And miss you dancing in that dress?” I give her a smile, trying to project a reassuring air. “Not a chance!”

She smiles. She looks away. She seems pensive. I keep watching her for a moment. We’ve been together for long enough that I can tell when there’s something she wants to say but can’t find the words. It takes several long minutes before she finally turns back to me, her voice a hushed tone I can barely hear over the gentle rumble of the engine.

“Listen, Stu, I need to… I have to tell you something.”

Colby is facing me, but her eyes are fixed on my top shirt button. I stay quiet.

“I don’t know if I can do this.”

“How come? I thought we talked about this. Just pretend that I’m the camera.”

“No, not that.” The look on her face worries me. “Not you. Not anything about you. It’s me.”

Again, she falls quiet. I wait, trying not to let my rising panic become visible. Is she about to turn this car around and go home? I can’t understand why she wouldn’t want to capitalize on her big moment.

“Look, don’t be mad, okay? Please don’t be mad.”

It takes all my strength not to interrupt her right now.

“I don’t trust myself around Darius.”

I sit there in the back of the car and blink in stunned surprise, unsure what the hell she’s actually telling me. This is not what I expected to hear. She looks into my eyes, pleading with me to understand.

“When he invited me to that party and asked how married I was…” She swallows. “I wanted to go with him.”

“Huh?”

“I can’t explain it!” Suddenly she starts talking as fast as she can, desperate to unload everything. I get the feeling that she’s been holding this all inside for the last several weeks. “He’s young, he’s hot, and we had this weird, amazing chemistry when we danced together and I had to stop and think for a moment when he asked because my gut reaction was to go with him and see what happened. Do you know what I’m saying?”

“You like Big D?”

She nods, her eyes wide with emotion, looking right into my soul. She says, “And I knew if I did go to that party with him, then things would probably happen between us and… and…”

“And?”

“And I kind of wanted to do it.”

I sit there in shock for a few moments, trying to process what she’s telling me. I’ve studied almost every frame of that music video and it makes me rock-hard each time. And now she says that she wasn’t acting. There was real, genuine sexual tension between them, captured on camera. Millions of people around the world have watched my wife almost lose control of body over this hot young rapper. Finally, I manage to speak, dumbfounded.

“That’s why you don’t want to go?”

“Yes.” Her voice is a whisper.

The car rolls to a stop. I glance through the window. We’re in a secluded parking lot behind a club. A big sign points a white arrow and bears the words, “STAGE DOOR”. There’s a small bus sitting dormant. The driver climbs out of the car and opens the door for Colby. She gives me a final look, as though letting me choose what happens right now. Our destiny is in my hands. Her career is under my control. I can tell her not to go through with this and everything will be fine. We’ll go back home and carry on with our lives.

But I’ll never forgive myself for interfering with her career. Not after everything she’s done and how hard she’s worked. I will never be able to sleep at night without wondering what could have been, if only I’d gotten over myself and swallowed my pride for just one night.

I look across the backseat at my wife. I squeeze her hand.

“I trust you, Colby.”

Relief floods her face. She gives me a smile and hops out of the car. I follow, tagging behind her and the massive driver. Despite his size, he’s walking fast, keeping up with Colby, his head on a swivel. I guess he’s one of the bodyguards.

We walk from the car to the stage door, Colby and the driver in front while I bring up the rear. A man leans against the club wall, smoking a cigarette. His face brightens when he sees us.

“Colby! Well ho-lee shit! Good to see you, girl!”

“Martin?” Colby can’t hide her surprise. The man flicks away his cigarette and hugs my wife with a big, genuine smile. “What are you doing here?”

“Big D wants to recreate the feel of the music video, so I flew in from LA to help get the girls ready. He’s determined to make this the best show yet.”

“Wow.” Colby suddenly remembers that I’m here too. She gestures to me and Martin. “Stu, this is Martin, he directed the video. Martin, my husband, Stu.”

Martin gives me a look that says everything. Really? This guy? I extend a hand and he shakes it. I say, “So you’re the one I have to thank for getting her good side on camera?”

He laughs. “No, man. That was all her! Easiest shoot I ever had. Colby’s a natural. Speaking of which…” He tugs at his sleeve and glances at a gold Rolex. “We gotta get you ready. You brought your bikini, right?”

“My…” Colby falters. “What?”

“No matter, we got more than a few spares, I’m sure some will fit you. Come on.”

Martin places a hand behind Colby’s back and guides her through the stage door. I glimpse a world I’ve never seen before - people scurrying back and forth, young men and women talking urgently into headsets, winches, pulleys, and lighting rigs - but the driver-cum-bodyguard puts his hand on my chest again.

“Crew only.”

“But I’m her husband.”

“No.” His nostrils flare. This guy is spoiling for a fight and I don’t want to give him the satisfaction of slapping me around the lot. “Crew only. You wanna watch the show? Tickets around front.”

He folds his arms and bars the door with his bulk, already finished with me. I look over his shoulder. My last glimpse of Colby is her looking back at me, a worried smile on her beautiful face as the door swings shut and separates us.

“Okay, fine.” I show the guy my palms. “Thanks for the ride.”

“Won’t happen again.”

I sigh and walk around the side of the club to the main entrance. There is a steady funnel of people heading inside and a general atmosphere of excitement, enhanced by the glow of streetlights. I can’t help but notice that I’m the only white person here. A few people stare at me. Some frown. I join the back of the line and follow everyone inside. Thankfully, the line moves pretty quickly. Within about ten minutes, I step inside the club and inhale the scent of sweaty bodies and stale booze. An attractive young black girl with amazing hair stares at me from behind a glass screen.

“Ticket?”

“Oh, I don’t have one. Can I buy one now?”

She raises an eyebrow, chewing a piece of gum. She punches a few buttons on a little computer to her side. “Sixty bucks.”

“Damn, sixty?” I reach for my wallet. “Didn’t think it would be that much.”

She smirks and takes my money. I get the feeling that I’m paying extra tonight. She prints a ticket and punches a hole in the corner and slides it to me under the glass. I nod in thanks, but she’s already turned her attention to the next person in line.

I make my way into the club, trying not to notice the few stares in my direction, and loiter at the back of the room, in the shadows. I get a drink from the bar and wait.

After maybe an hour of waiting, the lights dim. The show starts. All eyes are on the stage. Big D swaggers into view and begins belting out his opening number with incredible energy, the crowd following his every gesture and rapping along as much as they can.

It’s showtime.

~ Colby ~

As Martin ushers me into the theater, my senses are assaulted by sights and sounds both familiar and foreign. I’m used to being backstage in really small theaters with the controlled chaos that is all but unavoidable, but this environment is also different from what I’m used to. The backstage area looks smaller than even the smallest off-off-Broadway venues I’ve played, the crowd is louder and more frenetic, and the blare of hip-hop just compounds everything. But the thing that hits me hardest is that I am the only white person here. Everyone is black and it feels as if they’re all looking at me and not in a good way.

“They’re waiting for you in Makeup,” Martin shouts in my ear and I can barely hear him. “I’ll get Izzy over there as soon as I find her so don’t go anywhere.” Just as he turns I yell back at him.

“Who?”

“Izzy is the costume director and she’ll bring you what she’s got to try on.” He’s gone a moment later but not before he points me toward a door on the other side of the frenetic backstage area. I’ve yet to see Darius or any of the backup singers and I wonder if I’ve made a terrible mistake in saying yes to this gig after all. With no chance to rehearse and thinking about all the takes it took to get the video right, I feel like I’m doomed to make a fool of myself in front of hundreds of people who will just eat me alive. I grit my teeth and head for the door, relieved when I see some familiar faces inside.

“Hey there, Snowbunny,” Allisha shouts at me as I enter the room. All heads turn to look but just for second as everyone is in the last stages of having their makeup applied. I’m late again, and I bite my lip in an effort to stave off a flood of tears. “It’s about time you made it,” Allisha says as she points at her chair. I hustle in and sit down, checking her in the mirror to see if she’s happier to see me this time. It’s hard to tell.

Allisha touches my chin and pushes my face to one side and then the other. “Got you some white girl makeup so I don’t have to count on that damn bitch Taraji this time.” She works on me quickly as I hear Big D’s big opening number through the walls.

“Colby!” Martin yells from the doorway. “They need you in Wardrobe.”

“Go, but come back, I ain’t done yet,” Allisha shouts at me. The bass from the stage is rumbling throughout the room as Darius’s voice engulfs me. I can’t tell what he’s saying, he’s rapping so fast, but it doesn’t matter. I know our number together is the third one in the set so I have to get ready fast.

“Over here,” a black woman I’ve never seen before tells me in the oversized closet that passes for Wardrobe. She hands me a bathing suit that is even smaller than the one I wore for the video and I shoot her a look but she’s already turned away from me.

“Seriously?” I shout at her but she just shrugs.

“Darius picked it out himself,” she shouts back. “So unless you got a better idea…” I grit my teeth and slip out of my dress.

“Colby, you’re up in five,” Martin yells from the hallway that leads to the stage and I turn to look at myself in the mirror for the first time in my new bikini. It’s obscene but I see exactly what Darius likes about it–my boobs are hardly contained at all, with only my nipples covered by the tiny triangles up top. Down below, if I hadn’t shaved and trimmed before we left the apartment, I’d be unable to go onstage as nothing would get me to show my face with my bush, small as it is, peeking out from the narrow sliver of fabric down there. I turn to see all of my ass visible with a thin thread almost disappearing between my cheeks. I’m blushing hard but I soldier on.

When my mind goes back to the apartment I suddenly realize that I haven’t seen Stewart since I entered the backstage area. I wonder briefly if he’s back here or out front but another dash back to Makeup to let Allisha finish my eyes distracts me until Martin waves me up to the wing where I’ll make my entrance. I’m barely ready and feeling like I’m definitely going to be arrested for public indecency when I hear the first few notes of the song that I’m now associated with all over YouTube. My heart is pounding in my chest as I prepare myself.

Suddenly, I see Darius onstage. He’s shirtless, unlike the video, and he’s sweating, profusely. His shorts are different, too. They hug his hips and I can clearly see the outline of his cock. It’s almost as obscene as my bikini. He’s waving to me to join him onstage. The crowd, barely visible to me from this angle, is cheering and dancing, hidden by the glare of a dozen spotlights but loud, overwhelming, and intimidating. Can I do this? He’s waving to me.

I begin to dance but it feels fake. I’m fake. I’m an imposter, I can just tell. I keep my eyes on his but the crowd begins to boo when they see me. They don’t like me. They hate me. I look at the backup dancers gyrating on the poles but it’s not them and it’s not Darius. It’s me, the crowd doesn’t like. The boos getting louder. I’m going to die.

I force myself to dance my way over to Darius and he wraps me in his arms as he raps into the mic. I gyrate with him, trying desperately to ignore the crowd but it sounds as if they’re going to storm the stage. I close my eyes and just keep moving. Darius presses his body against mine and I feel his cock again, hard against my belly. It’s obscene, we’re obscene, but the crowd begins to turn and gradually the booing is drowned out by cheers as Darius grinds his body into mine. I grind back. His hands are all over me and mine are all over him. I open my eyes and we stare at each other. He smiles at me, a knowing, lascivious smile that excites me. It draws me in. It overwhelms me.

He spins me around and wraps his free hand around my waist, pulling me to him. I grind my ass into his pelvis and he grinds his cock between my naked cheeks. I don’t resist. I can’t resist. It’s so lewd, so dirty, but he loves it and I do too. The crowd is eating it up now as he runs his hand up my thigh, my hip, and my belly. He’s so wet and I realize that I am too, drenched in his sweat and maybe some of my own, the lights are so hot. I look down and see his hand rising until he cups my breast, so black against my white skin. He presses his palm against my hard nipple and the crowd goes wild. It’s a dream and a nightmare and I’m done.

I’m done.

“I want to find my husband,” I yell at Martin after my number. I’m not scheduled to dance with Darius again so I don’t need to stay backstage or in costume but he gives me a look that tells me otherwise.

“You’re gonna do the same routine again with Big D as an encore to close the show, so stay close. I’ll find your man.” He’s about to walk away when he turns suddenly. “I got an afterparty lined up just a few blocks from here and I know D is gonna want you there, so…” He gives me a smile I can’t quite decipher but he’s gone a second later. I listen to the rest of the set which is shorter than I would have expected. My makeup lady, Allisha comes by to see if I need any work done but she pronounces me ready for primetime and I wait for my cue. It comes after an age but also too quickly. I hear the now-familiar bass line of our number and ready myself one more time, but when I make my entrance onstage, there’s only cheers of approval from the crowd. I dance toward Darius and he ratchets up the sex in our routine to an unbelievable degree, raking my body with his hands and almost molesting me to the ever-increasing screams and whistles from the audience which only seems to egg him on, pushing him to new heights of lewdness.

And I love it. God help me, I love it so much.

As the number ends, Darius drops the mic and pulls me in for one last embrace, but in the all but inevitable final escalation he bends me over backwards and kisses me, hard and deep, passionately, obscenely, deliciously. Without thinking, I wrap my hands around his head and kiss him back until the lights go out, the crowd goes wild, and we finally stop kissing but he pulls me close for one last embrace.

“Great fucking work, Colby,” he shouts in my ear over the noise. He takes my hand and walks me out to the edge of the stage to take a bow with him as the lights come back on. The house lights come on as well and I look out over the crowd for the first time. Everyone is black–I  don’t see a white face anywhere, including my husband who must be in the crowd but I can’t find him.

Suddenly, Darius pulls my hand up in the air and we bow together, then he takes me in his arms again and kisses me. This time, I feel uncomfortable–this isn’t part of the show, the show is over. But I let him kiss me and I get into it because damn, he’s a good kisser. The crowd roars their approval again and the lights on stage go down and the show is over.

The next few minutes are a blur as the crew moves in to break down the stage and the crowd exits the venue. I’m looking for Stu but I don’t see him. I look for Martin and don’t see him either so I go to the closet they designated for Wardrobe and change into my dress. I give the bikini to someone and wander backstage looking for someone, anyone, I know but it’s only when I run into Darius that I breathe a sigh of relief.

“Come on,” he tells me as he grabs my hand. “We got a party to go to.” I leave with him and don’t mention Stewart. I don’t know why.

I’m sure that years later when I look back on this night I’ll wonder what came over me, but in the moment I found myself totally swept up in the overwhelming desire I felt for Darius. His hands on my body and his cock pressed against my ass on stage, not to mention his lips on mine and his tongue in my mouth disarmed me completely. I wanted him and I knew he wanted me and that was all that mattered, heaven help me. When we get to his huge SUV and climb into the back seat, I practically assault him, diving onto his body and kissing him as hard as he kissed me on stage. I can’t help myself. I am a woman possessed for the first time in my life and I love it. More than anything, I want to show my appreciation for what just happened.

“I loved that, Darius,” I whisper as we embrace in the back seat of his ride. “Thank you so much for doing this for me.”

“You were amazing, Colby,” he says with a sly smile. “Fucking amazing.” He looks me up and down for a few seconds, then he asks, “You talk to your man about this?”

“We talked,” I whisper. “He said he trusts me.”

“I like the sound of that.” He takes me in his arms and kisses me again, more romantic, almost tender. I love it but I’m having second thoughts, too. “I leave on tour tomorrow afternoon,” he whispers when we break. “Let’s have fun tonight.”

“I’d love that.”
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~ Stu ~

Nothing on earth could have prepared me for the sight of my wife almost dry-humping a skinny-muscular black guy in a barely-there bikini in front of hundreds of screaming people. Nothing.

I’ve watched the music video over and over again, both with Colby and by myself, so I was almost accustomed to seeing Big D’s black hands caressing her pale body. Or so I thought. But standing in that crowd and watching them together was as close to a religious experience as I could ever have. Colby seemed visibly nervous at first - especially as the crowd almost seemed to be turning against her, the white woman about to steal the star’s thunder - but the moment Big D put his hands on her body, she became a different person. A person I’ve never met.

They weren’t just dancing together. They were touching. Bumping. Grinding. Caressing. Groping. Even from my place at the very, very, very back of the room, I could see how excited he was for my wife. And I knew that she felt the same way for him, too.

When he cupped her barely-concealed breasts at the end of the song, I almost fainted. A little voice inside my head objected - Hey, buddy! Getcha hands offa my wife! - but it was immediately drowned out by both the cheers of the crowd and the roaring rush of blood flowing south to my manhood. Suddenly I’m a white guy in a black club in deepest Harlem, sporting a huge and obvious erection while watching my wife get manhandled in front of a crowd. There’s got to be something strange about that.

Big D lets Colby walk off stage, his eyes fixed on her almost fully exposed ass. Ah, who am I kidding? That tiny slip of fabric barely counts as concealment; her ass is entirely on display in front of everyone. The rapper breaks into his next number - another global hit on all streaming platforms - and the party continues without missing a beat.

I nurse my drink and watch the show, but my mind is elsewhere now. I’m thinking about Colby in that bikini. Where is she right now? How does she feel? Did she have a good time?

Before I know it, the show comes to a spectacular end. Confetti cannons explode across the audience nearest the stage and the lights go out. The crowd roars. A spotlight beams down on Big D, sweating and shirtless and smiling. He lifts up the mic once more.

“Harlem, thank you! Y’all are the fucking greatest crowd a man could ever want! The show’s over, but I wanna send you guys home on a high. You made this the number one trending song in the world, so here we go-!”

That familiar bass rumbles through the speakers again and I jolt in surprise. Is he playing the song again? Is Colby-?

My question is answered just a few seconds later when she strides back onto stage and takes Big D’s hand and begins to grind her ass into his bulging shorts all over again. The crowd whoops in delight. I stare in shocked silence. Even from this distance, I can see the excited, aroused smile on my wife’s face. It’s almost as obvious as the bulge in Big D’s shorts.

The music washes over me. I don’t hear a single beat. My entire being is fixated on the two people on stage, gyrating and grinding and groping each other. They were dancing the first time around. Now they’re just pawing at each other. If the song is being played for the crowd’s benefit, the dance is for theirs. Big D touches my wife with an easy, casual familiarity, his hands roaming her waist and hips and ass, black fingers squeezing pale flesh.

My cock is almost as hard as his for the entire song.

Then the track ends. Big D drops the mic with a loud thud. He sweeps Colby into his arms. They kiss.

Not a friendly kiss. Not two actors kissing before an audience. This is a kiss shared between two sexually-charged adults who desperately want each other. Even the crowd can feel their energy and lust. They stop kissing just as the house lights come back on. The show is over, the show is over, it’s done-

They bow to the crowd. I see Colby’s eyes raking back and forth, maybe searching for me in the midst of all these people. Big D sweeps her up again and they kiss once more. A hungry, passionate, intense kiss. My jaw won’t close.

They walk off stage. The crew bursts out from the wings and begins dismantling the set. The crowd filters out into the lot. I stay where I am, too dumbfounded to move or begin to make a decision on my next course of action.

I had been expecting them to share a provocative dance. I had anticipated watching them grind bodies. I had even been prepared to see him put his hands on my wife. But this was something else entirely. Jesus fucking Christ. Holy fucking shit. What a night.

“Hey, man, you gotta go.”

One of the club bouncers approaches me with a frown, gesturing toward the exit. I’m almost the last one here and everyone else is leaving. I finish my drink and put the glass on the bar and throw a hopeful look toward the stage, half-expecting to see Colby waiting for me there.

But she isn’t.

I follow the crowd outside, one white face among hundreds of black music fans. The atmosphere is good. Everyone had a great time. I hear a few people discussing that hot-ass white bitch and almost step closer to proudly tell them that I married said hot-ass white bitch, but I don’t. This isn’t quite the same as getting strangers to look at Colby’s billboard; every single person in that club watched my wife practically throw herself at another man. We all saw them kiss and grope and touch each other with a fiery need that was definitely not a performance.

And - goddamn! - my cock is still throbbing at the thought.

As most of the crowd spreads out over the lot and heads back into Harlem’s beating heart, I veer off to the side and retrace my steps back around the club, heading to the stage door. The crew is busy scurrying between the building and the bus, loading gear and equipment and instruments back into heavy black cases.

One man sees me approach and flashes a huge smile. It’s Martin, the director. He slaps a hand on my shoulder and turns me away from everyone else.

“Been looking for you! How’d you like the show?”

“Yeah it was… intense.”

“Big D’s a fucking megastar, I tell you! Gonna be talking about him alongside the greats some day. Your girl looked fine as hell, too.”

“I noticed.”

He chuckles. It’s a dark, wicked chuckle. I throw a glance over my shoulder but I don’t see my wife - or any white women - waiting there.

“So, uh, where should I wait?”

“Wait? Big D don’t do autographs, man.”

“No, not for him. For Colby. My wife, you know.”

“Not here, I’ll tell you that.” Another dark chuckle. It feels like he knows something I don’t and is delighted by this secret knowledge. “You won’t find her here.”

“What do you mean?”

“Afterparty, man!”

He slaps me on the shoulder again and barks a harsh laugh. Before I can reply, I hear a sound I’ve heard once before. The tiger-like rumbling of a powerful car engine. I glance up just in time to see a familiar vehicle, part-SUV and part-monster truck, roll out of the lot and onto the main road. Big D’s ride.

I stare at the departing car. Martin’s laughter grows even louder.

“Don’t worry about it, man! She’s in good hands. Better than good. Here.” He takes a twenty from his pocket and slaps it into my hand. “Getcha’self a cab home, consider it thanks from Big D. Your wife’s gonna be a big star, that’s a fact!”

He gives me one more slap on the shoulder - is it friendly or mocking? I can’t tell - and heads back to join the crew dismantling the set. All I can do is stand in the dark lot and stare in the direction of my departing wife and wonder just how good those hands are that hold her now.

It’s a long, long night. I take a cab ride back across town and sit in my tiny apartment in the dark. I wait. And wait. One hour becomes two. Three. Today becomes tomorrow.

At some point, I fall asleep, unable to keep my exhausted eyes open any longer. Worries and fears and doubts eat me alive, but there’s nothing I can do.

Finally, I am woken by the sound of keys jingling in the lock and sit bolt upright. Morning sun streams in through the windows where I’ve forgotten to close the drapes and pull the blinds. Colby walks into the apartment. She looks… good. Flushed. Her hair is a mess. All the stage makeup she wore is long gone. She’s back in her dress from when we left the apartment together, a lifetime ago.

“Babe?” She sees me on the couch, still fully dressed, and frowns. “Is everything okay?”

I nod. “And you? What happened?”

My wife takes my hands. She takes a deep breath.

And then she tells me a story that changes our lives forever.

~ Colby ~

I guess I shouldn’t be surprised when I find Stewart sitting in the dark on the sofa, still dressed in yesterday’s clothes, but I am. I thought, or maybe hoped, he would have gone to bed last night at some point when it became obvious I wasn’t going to make it back home. But I know I’m kidding myself – even I thought I’d make it back long before dawn, even though that turned out not to be true. Not even close.

He looks at me like a wounded puppy dog and I can’t blame him one bit. I know I screwed up, big time. I’ve thought about nothing else all the way home from the Upper West Side where we partied after the show. Partied – that’s a strange word for it. But that’s what Darius called it so I’m going to stick with that for now. In my own mind and with Stewart.

“What happened, Colby?” he asks again as I close and lock the door, then go to him on the sofa. I sit down and put my hand on his knee. He just stares at me, looking as if he’s about to start crying. Or screaming at me. Either one of which would be totally justified. I have no excuses for what I did. None at all.

But Darius gave me some advice just before he dropped me off in front of our building, and I’m going to take it because I’m sure I’m not the first white wife he’s done this with, even though he didn’t say as much. His implication was clear, though. Crystal clear.

“First of all,” I begin with Stewart, “I want to apologize for not coming home last night. I don’t know what came over me. I guess I just got caught up in the moment, with everything that happened and all. It was completely overwhelming, not that that’s an excuse but it’s true. I got carried away, Stewart, and for that I’m truly sorry.”

He looks at me with confusion and pain in his eyes which hurts me, too. I didn’t want this to happen, I realize now. I should have known sooner but I did get swept up in the moment, not that there’s any excuse for what I allowed to happen, for what I did. I feel awful.

“What happened, Colby?” Stewart asks again, almost in tears.

“I don’t know where to start,” I tell him, clearly stalling and he knows it but he let me. My darling husband, he’s too good for me and I don’t deserve him, I really don’t. “But what I do know, Stewart, is how grateful I am to be married to you and how much I love you. You have to believe me when I say that, okay?”

“Okay,” he whispers, unconvincingly.

“So, after we left the theater, we went to this big producer’s apartment for the afterparty,” I begin. “I don’t even know his name but he’s a really big deal in hip-hop apparently and he’s really interested in signing Darius to a long-term contract. So interested that he offered his home for everyone to come over.” I take a breath and watch Stewart’s reaction. So far, so good.

“So, when we got there, there was this white doorman but he was super cool about everything, which kind of surprised me because the building was amazing. It was so big and modern, even though it looked like it was built a hundred years ago and all. Anyway, we go inside and the lobby is just filled with people from the concert, so they’re all black and I’m like the only white person there, again. It was surreal.

“The elevator arrives and a bunch of people crowd in but then someone says to make room for Darius so they squeeze in tight and he and I get on, barely. The door took forever to close because we kept tripping the safety mechanism and it kept opening, so Darius wrapped his arms around me and held me close to his body so the door would close.” I stop and bite my lip. “That’s when I felt him again, Stewart. I felt him, just like onstage.”

He closes his eyes and shudders slightly. I touch his knee and he opens them. “You saw how we were onstage, didn’t you?”

“Yeah, I saw,” he says in a ragged voice.

“You could tell, right?” He tilts his head slightly, as if to ask what I mean. Then it dawns on him and he nods his head ever-so-slightly.

“Well, we rode up to the umpteenth floor and got off and everyone piled into this apartment that was unbelievable, Stewart, just unbelievable. I’ve never seen anything like it. And someone turned on the music and everyone started dancing and it was just like the concert, with the music and everything. And Darius was dancing with me, just like at the concert.” I give him a knowing look and he nods again. “So, I was just all caught up in the moment, Stewart,” I shift closer to him and touch his thigh. “It was so sexy, the way we were dancing, like onstage. Just like that.” I let my hand slide up to feel his erection which I could see without touching it but now it’s in my hand. I squeeze it through his pants and he groans. “It was so incredibly sexy, Stewart.”

“What happened then, Colby?” he almost croaks.

“Are you sure you want me to tell you, Stewart?” I whisper as I unbuckle his belt. He looks down and then back at me. He nods silently, so I undo his jeans and he lifts his hips so I can slide them down and take his dick out.

“Darius kissed me again, like at the concert but it seemed to go on forever. We stopped dancing and I could tell that other people were looking at us but I didn’t care. His hands were holding my body and he was grinding his erection into me and I just couldn’t take it, so when he suggested we go to a place where we could have some privacy, I said okay.”

I wait for Stewart to react but he’s just staring at my hand on his dick which is hard, of course. I lean over and kiss the tip, then suck it gently, all at Darius’s direction. ‘Give him his own show when you tell him what happened but don’t let him cum,’ he’d said to me on the ride home this morning. I look up and let Stewart’s dick fall from my mouth.

“So we found an empty bedroom and we were all over each other, taking each other’s clothes off and leaving a trail from the door to the bed. I wanted to suck his cock, Stewart, I so wanted to suck his big black cock but he wouldn’t let me, not at first. He just said he wanted to fuck me, and I wanted him to, so I spread my legs for him and he did.”

Stewart closes his eyes and moans when I take him in my mouth again but I’m careful not to do too much. I swirl my tongue around his head once and let his dick go, again. He groans and opens his eyes but I smile. He doesn’t smile back.

“You fucked him?” he asks in a voice filled with fear and desire.

“He fucked me, Stewart. His cock was so big, so black, I didn’t think I could take all of him but I did. He went slowly at first but by the time he came in my pussy he was fucking me so hard and so fast. It was amazing.” Stewart closes his eyes again and it looks as if he’s going to cry, so I lick his dick one more time. He’s so close but I can’t let him cum. Darius explained about something called post nut clarity, which I’d never heard of but he assured me it was a thing, so I just wait until Stewart calms slightly.

“Then what happened, Colby?” he asks.

“After he came in my pussy the first time, he let me go down on him, Stewart. I almost didn’t want to because his black cock was so wet and disgusting from my pussy but he wanted me to so I did. I knew it without him even saying anything so I took his big black wet cock in my mouth and sucked him hard again, because he told me he wanted to take me doggy-style and I wanted him to.”

“You hate that,” Stewart says with a look of pained surprise.

“I know, but I wanted him to, Stewart. I really wanted him to do whatever he wanted with me.” I bend over and lick Stewart’s dick again and it tenses in my hand. I reach up and squeeze the head, something else Darius said I should do to make sure my husband didn’t cum while I was telling him what happened and he was right – Stewart groans again but he doesn’t cum.

“He fucked me so hard with that big black cock of his, Stewart, so hard. I’m so sore right now.”

Stewart just looks at me and moans.

“Then, after he came inside me again, we fell asleep. He left his cock inside me and I slept with him inside me all night. Then, this morning, when we woke up, he fucked me again, Stewart. He fucked me so good and he came in me for the third time.” I lean over and lick his dick again then I peek up at him. “And I never cleaned up. I’ve got three loads of black cum in my pussy that I saved up for you, Stewart, because Darius said you’d want to reclaim your wife with three big loads of black cum in her pussy. Do you want to do that, Stewart? Do you want to fuck me with all that black cum in my pussy? Do you?”

I don’t wait for him to answer. I just stand up and lift the hem of my dress to peel my panties, which are soaked, down my legs. When I step out of them, I climb onto my husband’s lap and aim his dick at my vagina. My wet, dripping vagina.

“I’m so sore right now, Stewart, but I’ll fuck you if you want me to. Do you want me, Stewart? Do you want to reclaim your hotwife?”

He just nods as if in a trance, which Darius said he would be. I rub my husband’s dick across my slit and moan with pain and excitement – I really am sore. But I need to fuck Stewart.

“Mmm, that’s so good,” I whisper in his ear as I take his smaller white dick into my stretched, sore pussy. I moan in his ear as I settle into his lap and grind my pussy against his pelvic bone. I know he won’t last long and I have one last question to ask him before I let him cum in me. Darius was adamant about asking him just before he reclaimed me. Telling him, really.

“Darius wants me to come with him on tour, Stewart. And I want to go.”
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