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		Part One: Dear, We Need to Talk

		

	
		One morning Scott Schaller woke up naked in a strange bed. He could not remember how he got there or where his clothes were. His assumption was that he must have tried to drink everything at the bar last night. Nicole was going to kill him! If there was one thing his wife hated it was Scott's tendency to drink too much after work.

		Oh great, he thought. The last time this happened we didn't have sex for two weeks!

		Scott wasn't sure he could go that long.

		He'd always been so proud of his wife's physical appearance. It was an effortless kind of beauty. Everywhere they went, she would draw the eyes of men and often women as well. From young boys, to old men, they all gawked at her flawless olive-tan skin and voluminous dark hair. Nicole Schaller was tall and sleek, with a tiny wasp-ish waist, but solidly built. Skinny would never apply. She was a little bigger in the hips and ass than Scott would have preferred, but not enough to keep his hands off her every chance he got.

		Two weeks?

		It might as well be two years!

		Now Scott got out of the bed and found the bathroom. It was nice and clean. For several minutes he stood over the urinal, holding his manhood while he waited to piss out some of the toxins from last night. But nothing came out. His urethra seemed to be clogged, or something. Weird. Maybe he pissed his pants last night?

		Just as Scott came out of the bathroom, he saw a short, plump, Hispanic lady pushing a cleaning cart into the room. Scott, still in his natural state, froze completely. When the Hispanic lady saw him, she froze too, but a second later she darted from the room, leaving her cleaning cart behind.

		Well, he thought. This isn't the first time that the sight of My Hog has caused a grown woman to fly into hysterics. And it probably won’t be the last time either.

		But then when he reached down to give himself one of those reassuring male tugs, he was slightly dismayed by how lifeless and shriveled his member seemed to be. Scott wasn't too concerned though. Flaccidity usually came with the hangover. It usually ended with the hangover too.

		He was already climbing back into bed when several more people came barging into the room.

		There was a man and two women.

		"It's a miracle!" said one of the women with a slightly British accent. "It's a bloody miracle!"

		The other woman was also very excited. She said, "I can't believe it, I really can't believe it! How great! We've waited so long!"

		The man that had come into Scott's room was tall and gray-haired. He rested his hand reassuringly on Scott's shoulder and asked Scott how he felt. Then the gray-haired man started shining a bright light into Scott's eyes, first the left, then the right.

		Afterwards it took a few moments for Scott's vision to return.

		"First of all," Scott said, still rubbing his eyes back into focus, "if you could kindly refrain from sticking that fucking light in my face, that would be great. That would be terrific. Secondly, I'm not exactly sure what's going on, but this has got to be one of the worst goddamn hotels I've ever stayed at!"

		The two women looked at each other and laughed.

		The gray-haired man looked down at his clipboard. His gray eyebrows fashioned a steep V of concern. "I'm afraid that you're not in any sort of hotel right now," he said.

		"Yeah," Scott said, "no shit!"

		"No," said the other man, pausing to choose his words carefully. "...Do you remember your full name?"

		"Was there a problem with my credit card?" Scott said. "Look, honestly, I really don't remember checking in last night. Frankly, I probably had a few too many drinks... You know how it is."

		"So you don't remember your name then?"

		"Scott Allen Schaller. Of course I remember my goddamn name!"

		The grey-haired man hastily scribbled something down on his clipboard. Then he looked back down at Scott. "Do you remember your date of birth?"

		Scott rolled his eyes, began searching for his cell phone.

		"Do you remember your date of birth?" the gray-haired man repeated.

		Scott was sitting up, half-turned in bed when he rattled off his birthday. Then he said, "Has anyone seen my... my...."

		"And can you tell me what year it is?" said the other man.

		His cell phone wasn't anywhere around. Scott sighed with resignation. He slid his fingers into his hair and massaged the scalp. The same questions kept repeating themselves in his head: Where was his cell phone? Why was he having such a hard time remembering what happened last night? Why were these people giving him such a hard time?

		"Mr. Schaller?" said the grey-haired man.

		"What do you want?" Scott said irritably.

		"Can you tell me what year it is?"

		Scott gazed into near space for several long moments, shaking his head. Not for the first time, he began to think that he really was going to give up drinking. Yes, bars were always fun when the music was loud and the Curevo was pouring strong. But even that wasn't worth it if it also meant having to deal with the stupidest people who asked the most inane questions.

		Rather haughtily, crossing his arms over his chest, Scott looked at the gray-haired man and said, "Well Einstein, last time I checked it's 2014."

		Right away the gray-haired man started scribbling on his clipboard again. Meanwhile, the two women stood over his shoulder, exchanging meaningful looks.

		Scott watched them with a wary eye, convinced that they were going to ask him more absurdly annoying questions. So he was quite shocked when the gray-haired man offered Scott some aspirin and told him to get some sleep. Scott took the aspirin and admitted that he was feeling remarkably tired already. So far it had been a lousy day.

		When all the visitors had left, Scott could feel himself already beginning to succumb to the great call of sleep. His eyelids were getting heavier and heavier with each passing moment. Smacking his lips, he turned on his side, pulled the covers up to his chin.

		It seemed like he had barely fallen asleep when someone began to softly pat the side of his face. "Scott, dear, are you awake? Is it true? Are you really awake now?"

		"No I'm not awake," he peevishly grumbled. "Please leave me the fuck alone!"

		"Honey, it's me!"

		Scott would know that voice anywhere.

		He blinked his eyes several times and sat up on his elbows. The room was dark now, lit only by a single bulb in the corner. "Nicole?"

		Standing above the hospital bed, she stared down at him, incredulous. "You remember me? For real?"

		"Of course I remember you," he said. "Jesus Nikki, stop being so dramatic. I had a rough night, that's all."

		Nicole nervously wet her lips. "You mean, you think you've been asleep for a night? A single night?"

		Scott was sitting up straight now. He had his head tilted to the side as he appraised his wife's appearance with growing interest. What was she wearing? Was he still dreaming? Was he still in La-La Land?

		"I'm fine," he said. "Okay, so maybe I slept off most of the day. Don't worry though, I'm still going to get that front yard mowed. I told you I would, and I will. Soon. Is that what you're so worried about?"

		Nicole shook her head.

		"Nikki," he said, "what are you wearing now anyway?"

		Rather self-consciously, Nicole began to tug at the hem of her taut, pink skirt which made no attempt to cover her knees. There was also a gap of several inches between her waist and where her pink-and-white T-shirt ended.

		Wait a minute, Scott thought. This isn't Nicole ! My wife doesn't dress like this!

		Nicole looked quite stunning, although not in her customary refined fashion. All of her pretenses of class and high-style were gone. For a second, Scott wasn't sure if he was looking at his college-educated wife or some sex-crazed stripper.

		"Did you change something?" he said, his mind sluggishly working through the dense fog clouds of his mental torpor.

		Silence.

		Nicole?

		Her miniskirt, her long legs, her flat tummy, her exposed belly ring, her belly shirt, her big firm butt, her tits hanging out for the world to see, her big hoop earrings, and her hair, that hair, she had blonde hair now! She had dyed her hair blonde! No, she had platinum blonde hair now!

		"It's okay," she said, reading his bewildered expression. "Everything is okay now. There's nothing to freak out about. I'm here now."

		"When did you start dressing like a —"

		Nicole cut him off before he said something rude. "It's a long story," she said. "Just relax. I promise it'll all make sense as soon as I explain it."

		A dull ache began to grow in the pit of Scott's stomach. All the sudden he felt this overwhelming anxiety. For several moments, Scott and Nicole just stared at each other in the dimly-lit hospital room, neither one speaking.

		Nicole was the first to break the long silence. "The doctors thought that it would be best if I explained everything. I told them that I wasn't sure about that, considering everything that's happened since the accident. But they said it would be easier if I was the one to break the news."

		"Doctors? What doctors?" Scott said, dismayed by how much that horrible stomach feeling had grown in such a short amount of time. "What accident are you talking about?"

		When they heard the door creak open, Nicole and Scott both turned their heads at the same time. Initially Scott couldn't see who it was, but he could hear their heavy footsteps as the person approached. Scott was expecting one of those hotel employees from early, no doubt shambling in to let Scott know that the hotel was only accepting American Express now.

		But of course, he couldn't have been more wrong.

		In stepped an African-American gentleman wearing a fitted three-piece suit. The African-American gentleman was very big and very black with fat Negroid lips and a thin mustache.

		"Limo's ready," he said, glancing up from the screen of his cell phone. "You cool?"

		Now Scott was really confused. First he wakes up in The World's Most Fucked Up Hotel. Then he finds out that his wife has dyed her hair and started dressing like a Playboy Playmate. Then he finds out that his wife has a limo and a limo driver waiting for her!

		Scott was just about to say something to Nicole, when he saw the black limo driver do the most unbelievable thing.

		Putting his cell phone away, the limo driver approached Nicole. Then he wrapped her up in his arms as if they had been long-term lovers. Then he squeezed her waist tightly, gave her a quick peck on the cheek, and then lovingly patted her on the backside, which always seemed to be on the verge of falling out of her little skirt.

		"WHAT THE FUCK!" Scott yelled, getting ready to launch himself from the hospital bed.

		Nicole turned and held her hands up for him to stop though. "It's okay, Scott. Everything is fine."

		"Stop saying that," Scott said. "Everything is clearly NOT FUCKING FINE!"

		"It is," she said, her eyes lowering in sadness.

		Wrapping one of his big arms around Nicole's bare waist, the well-dressed black man said, "This is my wife."

		"No she isn't! She's my wife!" Scott said, stopping himself before he used the N-word.

		"No Scott," Nicole said, her eyes still cast downward. "I used to be your wife. Reggie and I got married about a year ago. I'm sorry, I really am. You have no idea how sorry I am. But I really didn't want it to be this way. I didn't want you to find out like this."

		"Find what out, Nikki?"

		"Dear," she said plainly. "We need to talk."

		

		

		

		Part Two: The Hip-Hop Mogul

		

	
		The next few hours were perhaps the most difficult time in Scott Schaller's life. Growing up he'd fallen off a two-story roof, been bitten by a rattle snake, and nearly died from pneumonia. But none of that compared to how he felt while listening to Nicole describe the events of the past two years.

		It started with the accident.

		Despite being warned so many times by his wife, Scott had once again climbed behind the wheel after having too many drinks.

		How many times had Nicole warned him? Pleaded with him? Made threats! Issued ultimatums?

		The only good news about the car crash was that Scott managed to hit a concrete wall without striking another car. Nicole received the call around 3 A.M. Driving erratically to the hospital, she nearly got into a couple of car crashes herself.

		(In a moment of private anguish, Scott secretly preferred this scenario to the one he was currently living in. Though a second later, he was quick to regret ever wishing such a thing on Nicole, who he was still deeply, madly in love with.)

		It was a truly dire situation. Early on there were so many times when the doctors told Nicole to prepare herself for the worst. She'd never spent so much time crying in all her life. But just when it seemed like Scott was about to finally slip away, he managed to bounce back with the help of his life support systems.

		Did the specialists think that Scott would ever come out of his coma?

		No, they certainly did not think so.

		Everyone said that Scott had sustained way too much damage. It was a miracle that he'd survived for as long as he did.

		The only thing they could do was try and make him as comfortable as possible during his final days.

		It was maybe three months after the accident that Nicole met Reginald Bosswell, who everyone called "Reggie" or "Boss" for short.

		Reggie had once been an Oakland-based rap artist with strong ties to the street criminal community. But his obsession with music turned into a legitimate lottery when he struck up a 10-figure deal with Apple Music. He was only 44 years-old and already he had more money than he could spend in ten lifetimes.

		Indeed Reggie had been at the hospital to participate in the ribbon-cutting ceremony for a new oncology ward he'd personally financed. Nicole, who listened to Brittany Spears, Coldplay, and The Black-Eyed Peas, didn't even recognize the hip-hop mogul.

		According to Nicole, she had been in the hospital food court, scrounging around the bottom of her purse for enough change to pay for her slice of key lime pie. Seeing a beautiful woman in such distress, immaculately-dressed Reggie came over and fixed the situation with a single swipe of his Black Card.

		So while Scott was lying unconscious, five stories above, Nicole and Reggie sat next to each other by the window, watching the rain, sharing stories as the people around them came and went. Even Nicole reluctantly admitted that their friendship became physical very quickly. When she told Scott this, she kept reminding him that had she thought for a moment that he might come back to her, then she would have never even looked at Reggie. But alas, things weren't so simple.

		Six months later, with the invaluable aid of Reggie's high-priced legal team, Nicole was granted a full legal divorce. There were certainly some grumblings from members of their friends and family, but as soon as everyone saw the rock on Nicole's finger, all objections seemed to fade into the background. This was life, after all. People had to go on. Nicole was still a young woman, with many promising child-bearing years in front of her. Most people understood that she couldn't be expected to stop living just because of Scott's unfortunate tragedy.

		When finally Nicole stopped talking, Scott just sat there for the longest time, his head turned so that he didn't have to make eye contact with her.

		"That's it," she said. "I'm sorry. But I have to be honest with you about this stuff. I'm so, so sorry."

		Scott continued to sulk. It would have been so much easier if he had just fucking died in that fucking accident. Why did he have to survive? Why did he have to end up in a fucking coma? Why did his wife have to fall in love with a black man?

		"Well," he said, looking at her with eyes full of barely suppressed rage, "what are you going to do now?"

		She blinked her eyes several times. "What do you mean?"

		"Hello!" he said, waving for dramatic effect. "I'm back! You're husband is back! I'm sorry, of course, if this messes up any of your little plans. But I'm still you're husband!"

		"Actually," she said, looking at him in the most pitiable way, "you're not my husband any more. Reggie is my husband. There was a ceremony. We even honeymooned in Hawaii. It's pretty funny, actually, but Reggie actually bought me a house in Honolulu for a wedding present. But it's just a small one."

		She gave this really self-conscious laugh.

		"Oh just a small one?" Scott said, his tone full of mock concern. "I'm so fucking sorry to hear that fucking Reggie only bought you a small fucking house! You'll have to excuse me though if I don't start crying. I'm sort of having a rough day!"

		Nicole, sensing her own misstep on this terrain filled with so many eggshells, reached out and placed her hand on his shoulder, trying to relax Scott.

		Scott flinched, resenting the hell out of her "kind" gesture. "Oh please!"

		"I was here at the hospital every day, just so you know! Every single day! I slept here, I ate here, I did everything here! You can ask anyone! For month after month this hospital was my whole life! But they kept telling me that you weren't coming back, Scott. Nurses said it, doctors said, all the specialists said it too. They said that there was basically a zero chance of you ever opening your eyes again! What was I supposed to do? Huh? Why do you hate me so much?"

		Hearing the sincerity in Nicole's voice quelled some of Scott's anger. His shoulders slumped and he kept staring down at his own hands. "I don't know, Nikki. I'm just not sure about anything right now. This whole thing feels like a terrible nightmare that I can't fucking wake up from. One moment I have everything, the next moment I have nothing!"

		"You don't have nothing," she said.

		"But you said I've lost my job, we don't have the house, and you went off and married a black man!" Scott said, already feeling the flames of anger flare up again.

		"Calm down," Nicole said.

		"I am calm!"

		"Just because..." Nicole said, pausing to put her thoughts in order. "Yes, many things have changed. But you didn't lose everything. The fact that you're awake and having this conversation is a testament to miracles!"

		"Fuck, if this is a miracle, then fuck having miracles in the world," he said miserably.

		Nicole laughed, she laughed the same way she always used to whenever Scott had said something funny in that gloomy way of his. "Glad to see your sense of humor is back."

		"It's not," he said. "I find nothing about this situation funny."

		"Some of it is pretty funny," Nicole said.

		"Like what exactly?" Scott said with no emotion in his voice.

		With a mischievous little twinkle in her eye, she looked at her ex-husband and said, "Remember how you used to grab my ass and ask me if I had any black in me?"

		Scott could already tell that he wasn't going to like what she had to say next. And perhaps if he hadn't been so emotionally overwhelmed that day, then he wouldn't have responded by asking her, "Why?"

		The mischievous little twinkle brightened for a second and Nicole said, "I guess I can finally tell you yes!"

		Scott's stomach turned and he knew he was going to be sick. Clamping one hand over his mouth, he rolled out of the hospital bed and got in front of the urinal just as the first volley of vomit started. He was still kneeling in front of the commode when he heard a light knock on the bathroom door.

		"Scott, dear, are you okay?" came Nicole's worried voice.

		"I'm really fantastic," he said sarcastically. "Couldn't be better."

		"Hey," she added a moment later, "I'm not sure if this is too soon to worry about, but I was going to say... When you get out of the hospital, I know a place you could stay until you get back on your feet. It's big, it's clean, and the lady who lives upstairs is supposed to be easy on the eyes."

		Scott heard Nicole's self-conscious laughter on the other side of the door. He could tell that she felt bad and was forcing her jokes now. Not that this made him feel one iota better.

		Wait a minute, he thought. Did Nicole just ask me to move in with her and her new husband?

		

		

		

		Part Three: Wife's New Look

		

	
		The hospital had this policy about patients leaving in wheel chairs. As soon as he was outside Scott jumped to his feet and told the male nurse that he could take it from here. A few minutes later, a long black limousine pulled up next to the sidewalk.

		Nicole was the only person sitting in the back. "Need a lift?"

		For some reason, Nicole's upbeat attitude only annoyed Scott, who still couldn't believe that he had actually agreed to go along with this ridiculous proposal.

		He still was pretty reluctant.

		He had a plan though. His plan was to start rebuilding his life as quickly as possible. Re-entering the corporate world probably wasn't going to be easy after such a long interlude. But Scott figured that all it would take would be meeting the right executive on the right day.

		Mentally and physically Scott felt fine. Some days he felt better than fine. All he needed was a chance. He was more than ready to get his life back together.

		"I could have just taken a taxi," he said to Nicole now, hoping that she would bring the joyousness down a few notches.

		"Sorry," she said. "I just thought that you'd be more comfortable in something a little bigger."

		You're worried about my comfort now, Scott thought. Ha! I'd be more comfortable if you weren't married to another man!

		"This is okay too," he said. "Thanks."

		"Are you excited?" she said, reaching over and squeezing his wrists.

		"I'm not exactly sure if excited is the right word," he said, not wanting to outright hurt her feelings, but not feeling like he had the energy to sit there and lie to her face. "It's... complicated."

		"Oh, right! Of course it is. I'm sorry," Nicole said, smacking herself on the forehead. "What was I thinking?"

		"It's fine, Nikki."

		At the sound of her old nickname, she smiled back at him. "Guess what? When I left the house they were putting the finishing touches on your room! Reggie paid to have the whole thing done up just right! He got new furniture and some new clothes for you. He had painters come in and paint the walls. I haven't seen the final product yet, but I hear that it's pretty amazing!"

		"Cool," Scott said with a weak smile.

		"I hope you like your new room, baby."

		Putting on a brave smile, he said, "I'm sure I will. I'm sure everything will be just fine."

		It was about an hour drive. Scott could tell that Nicole was becoming more and more nervous as they got closer to the mansion. She began talking faster, laughing louder and quicker.

		She looked amazing though, absolutely stunning.

		Today Nicole was wearing a light-weight teal-colored dress of silk that ended halfway between her knees and pelvis. The dress really brought out her dazzling green eyes which seemed even bigger and brighter than he remembered. She also had her hair pulled up high on her head in a fashion that reminded Scott of Hollywood starlets stumbling out of clubs. Sitting next to her in the limo, Scott couldn't help but to wonder what it would feel like if this was his limo, his mansion, and his wife.

		Glancing at her cell phone, Nicole looked up and saw Scott studying her. He had the most intense look on his face too —like he was trying to capture enough details to later draw her portrait. "What? What is it?"

		"Nothing," he said, looking away.

		She reached up to push some of her golden bangs off her forehead. "Why are you looking at me like that?"

		Scott knew that he shouldn’t say anything, but he couldn't help it. "I guess I'm still getting used to your new hair color."

		"Oh right, it's been so long now I forgot."

		Scott watched Nicole play with a few strands of her bleached blonde hair. He wasn't saying anything though. Clearly he was awaiting a full explanation.

		"You don't like me blonde?" Nicole said.

		"You look... different," he said cautiously.

		"I don't mind it," she said.

		His eyes moved over her again. This time more slowly and analytically. Then his gaze paused in the vicinity of her breasts, which the skimpy cocktail dress did little to conceal. There had always been such a beautiful natural size and shape to Nicole's breasts. They were so large, soft, and made you think of delicious milk. "Wasn't it your idea?" he said.

		"Sort of."

		"What does that mean, Nikki?"

		"Well, yeah, actually," she said, staying far away from Scott's inquisitive eyes now. "Reggie sort of has a thing for blondes."

		"Big surprise," Scott said. "A black guy likes blonde girls!"

		Not registering her husband's attempt at sarcasm, Nicole let out a little laugh and said, "Obviously you've never heard of a website called BlacksOnBlondes. I'd tell you about it, dear, but something tells me that you don't want to know."

		Then Nicole gave a soft, disbelieving laugh and shook her head.

		Scott thought about it for a moment, gnawing irritably on the corner of his lower lip. "He made your dye your hair blonde for him? You can't be serious, Nikki."

		"Bleached."

		"What?"

		"Well, you don't dye dark hair to get it lighter, you bleach it."

		Scott rolled his eyes. "You know what I mean."

		"And Reggie didn't make me," she added quickly. "He's never made me do anything I didn't want to. He's not like that at all. He just..."

		"What's that?" Scott said, not letting this one go.

		"He just has this way about him," Nicole said. "I don't know, it's hard to explain. I don't really mind blonde hair. And he really likes it. So what's the harm? It's no big deal, really."

		Had Scott been asked to explain his increasing irritation with his wife's responses, he would have failed to give any type of articulate response. Nonetheless, there was something about this whole situation which stirred up those primitive fires. What he really wanted to do was knock the shit out of Nicole's new husband. But since he wasn't currently in the limo, and Nicole was, Scott let some of his frustration out on her now. "I guess that explains your new style of dressing too, huh?"

		"What do you mean?" Nicole said. "My new style?"

		"Oh please," he said. "You know what I mean. I'm sure I don't have to explain that one to you."

		"No," Nicole said, looking away, reaching for her cell phone again. "I really don't know what you mean. Please, enlighten me!"

		Scott sat there quietly, trying to restrain himself. He hated it when Nicole started playing games with him. Now he tracked her as she began quickly tapping away a new text message. "You never wore things like that for me!"

		She turned to find him looking almost wounded. Her expression softened and she reached over, cupping his sad little face with both of her hands like she was consoling a little boy.

		"Aw, you poor baby!" she started. "Is that what you're huffing and puffing about over there? Okay, I see now. I'm sorry. Yeah, I guess I can see your point, I didn't really dress like this when we were married, but that was a different world we were living in. Reggie is a very powerful man who is surrounded by beautiful women all day! I love him! And he loves me! And if he wants me to be blonde, and wear thongs all the time, and dress up in little mini-skirts and sexy dresses, then I feel it's the least I can do to make my husband happy. Dear, Scott, I'm so sorry if this makes you uncomfortable. I really am. But there's nothing we can do but adapt and move on with our lives, right?"

		After her lengthy speech, Scott turned away, watching the city pass them by.

		Why couldn't he have just died in that accident?

		Why couldn't he be living his old life again?

		Why had he put Nicole in such a horrible position that she was now dressing like a slut for some rich black guy?

		"Almost here!" she said a little later, looking out the window as they exited the highway and started traveling down the slower residential streets.

		Scott could feel his chest tighten with anxiety.

		Was he really going to be able to get through this?

		He wasn't sure.

		Now the limousine crept along the street like a sleek black panther. Hugging the curb, its engine purred so deep and low it sounded like a predator's growl.

		They had to wait for a set of large, mechanized gates to draw back skrevealing a long, winding stretch of road. There was a circular driveway in the front of the mansion. It was around noon and there were at least a dozen people working outside: kneeling in the flowerbed, riding around on a lawn mower, blowing leaves, etc. The car's motor attracted the attention of some of the landscapers, but most seemed to have lost interest by the time the limo came to a full stop in front of the large house.

		

		

		

		Part Four: Dorky White Guys

		

	
		Across the driveway, one of the large heavy front doors opened very slowly.

		Bounding out of the mansion came a white guy who looked like he was about Scott's age. Indeed the two men could have passed for Irish brothers.

		They were about the same height and their hair was the identical shade of light brown, although the other man was already prematurely balding, especially at the front, making his forehead look far too large for the rest of his face.

		Other than that, he had a bit of a gut on him already. And his brightly colored Polo shirt did little to compliment his exceedingly pale complexion. He also wore long khaki shorts, tennis shoes, and white socks pulled up to his skinny calf muscles.

		"Ms. Nicole! Ms. Nicole" he exclaimed. "You guys are already back? I thought you weren't supposed to get back until later tonight?"

		"No, sorry sweetie," Nicole said. "I'm not sure who told you that, but obviously they were mistaken."

		Sweetie? Scott looked at Nicole and narrowed his eyes. He'd never heard her call someone sweetie before, much less a grown man. And he'd never heard her use such a tone like that either.

		The other man looked at Scott and stuck his hand out. "I'm Todd! Hey! Nice to meet you."

		After they shook hands, Nicole said, "Todd lives here also. He seems to know everything so if you have any questions, Todd is definitely the one to go to. He's a big help. Aren't you Todd, aren't you a big help?"

		"I try to be," Todd said a little shyly. "By the way, Ms. Nicole, that's a very pretty dress. You look like a princess, or something."

		"Well Todd, I'd rather be a queen," she said, a slight smirk flickering across her face, "but I'll gladly take your compliment. You look very nice also. I'm glad to see that you're not wearing that awful hat today!"

		"Well," Todd said, his cheeks starting to show a little crimson, "you said that you were tired of me wearing that hat, so I decided not to wear it today."

		"You look so sharp today," Nicole said. "How many girlfriends do you have? A lot?"

		"None," Todd said.

		"Well they don't know what they're missing!" Nicole said.

		"Thank you Ms. Nicole. Do you guys need any help? Boss left earlier in the helicopter. He was going to the music studio for something. He said he'd be back before dark. He said to make sure that you didn't need any help."

		"No, I appreciate it," Nicole said. "I'm just going to show Scott around, give him the official tour. I think we can handle it from —"

		The ring of Nicole's cell phone cut her off.

		"Excuse me," she said, holding up a finger at Scott. "This will just take a second."

		Scott could tell that Nicole was talking to her new husband. It killed him to see how quickly her body language changed, how excited and happy she suddenly looked just to be talking to another man. She turned away from Scott and Todd and began walking back towards the limousine. Before she'd taken four steps, however, she braked and spun around.

		"Guys, I'm sorry," she said, looking at Scott and Todd now. "Something just came up and I have to fly to L.A. for the afternoon. I'm so super sorry. Todd, can you do me a super big favor?"

		"Anything Ms. Nicole!" Todd enthused.

		"Can you show Scott his new bedroom, give him the tour for me?"

		"Absolutely!" Todd said, beaming. "Is everything okay, Ms. Nicole?"

		Nicole opened the door to the limousine and said, "Just more fires to put out, that's all. Apparently that no-good husband of mine just bought me this new diamond necklace that I need to get fitted for tonight's charity function. Can you believe that? He just expects me to drop everything and fly to L.A. at the drop of a hat? Well, a woman's work is never done! You boys behave and stay out of trouble, okay you two! Kisses!"

		Scott watched the limousine until it had disappeared down the winding road. Only then did he acknowledge Todd.

		Scott didn't like Todd. Ordinarily someone as corny as Todd wouldn't have bothered Scott so much. Ordinarily Scott would have merely ignored someone like Todd. But Scott really resented the way Nicole seemed to lump the two men together, the way she referred to them as "you boys."

		"Want to see your new room now?" Todd said. "It's pretty cool looking. You're going to love it."

		Clearing his throat uncomfortably (and feeling like he had no other choice) Scott said, "Why not."

		Then the two men bounded down a sidewalk toward the front of the house, just as two sharply dressed African-American men came out the front door, walking past Todd and Scott without acknowledging their presence.

		"They work for Boss."

		"Figured that," Scott said. "Hey, why do you call him that?"

		"Call who what?" Todd said.

		Scott stopped.

		He had never been inside a mansion before, but he had to admit that he was slightly impressed. The sheer size of the place left you speechless. Everything was clean, tasteful, and expensive-looking. The foyer had to be at least three-stories tall. Still taking it all in, Scott could hear the gush of a waterfall, animated voices from distant parts of the mansion, a piano, and even a couple tropical birds. "Boss?"

		"Ah, it's a nickname," explained Todd. "It's short for Bosswell, his last name. Besides, everyone calls him that. I mean, not everyone. Ms. Nicole doesn't. She's so beautiful, Ms. Nicole! Did you see how pretty she looked in that dress?"

		"I did," Scott said.

		"Hey didn't you guys used to date? Man, when I heard that, I couldn't believe that!"

		"We were married, actually," Scott said rather stiffly. "Why can't you believe that?"

		"I don't know. It's just hard to imagine Ms. Nicole with someone else besides Boss."

		Scott was starting to think that he was talking to an imbecile. Anyone who seriously thought that a woman like Nicole belonged with a man like Reggie Bosswell was definitely missing a few marbles. In the limousine, Scott hadn't wanted to tell Nicole this, but clearly this was another case of an African-American man showing everyone that he had "moved up in the world" by going out and marrying a white women. Scott didn't want to hurt her feelings or cause her any undue suffering. But the reality of the situation was that she was probably nothing more to this rap star than his mansion, or boat, or collection of jewelry.

		They walked through several rooms and hallways before they got to the kitchen, which was roughly the size of a three-bedroom suburban home. That's when Scott saw it

		The mural.

		The mural was a reproduction of a black and white photograph, blown up so that each figure was at least twenty feet tall, with three separate photographs lined up next to each other, forming a kind of triptych. Clearly they were examples of what some people called "erotic" photography.

		The first photo on the wall showed Reggie Bosswell, wearing nothing but a pair of baggy jeans, crossing his huge black arms over his flexed chest muscles, making him look like an amateur bodybuilder. Even for a black guy, he looked pretty muscular.

		The second photo was a little harder for Scott to take in. The subject was a blonde-haired white woman with dazzling green eyes. She was on her hands and knees in the picture. She was looking directly at the camera, resting her chin on both of her hands, which were placed down on the floor. Directly behind her face, you could see her big curvy ass raised up high in the air, covered only by a skimpy pair of panties with a big bow tied around her tapered waist.

		And if the second photo was difficult to look at, the third was nearly impossible.

		Because it featured the two figures in the other pictures, now completely nude, pressed against each other, their limbs and fingers intertwined for ultimate contrast: white, soft, and curvy vs. black, hard, and muscular.

		"See what I mean?" Todd said after watching Scott gawk at the mural for close to a full minute.

		As if he was drugged, Scott turned and said, "Huh?"

		"After you see that, it's hard to imagine Ms. Nicole with anyone other than Boss."

		

		

		

		Part Five: Scott Becomes "Scooter"

		

	
		Following Todd, Scott was surprised when they emerged from the back of the mansion and started walking by the pool area, its deck lavishly tiled with Italian marble. He'd assumed that they were going to his new bedroom first, but apparently Todd wanted to give the grand tour.

		"What do you think so far?" Todd said. "Boss really knows how to do it."

		"Not bad," Scott said.

		It was a full-sized pool with over a dozen women stretched out on their chaise loungers. The women were scattered around the perimeter. Each one could have been a professional model. Scott couldn't help but to notice also that all the women were white. Not only were they white, but all of them were blonde too.

		"How many people live here?" Scott said, hoping to extract some information about these gorgeous ladies without having to be direct about it.

		But Todd only gave the slightest non-committal shrug. "Yeah, Boss likes to keep the pond stocked, that's for sure."

		"You ever hook up with any of them?"

		Todd sidestepped the question, pointing to a short brick pathway that led to a collection of small wooden buildings. "That's us! Come on, let's see your new room!"

		Compared to the opulence of the mansion, the building they entered was quite underwhelming. It reminded Scott of the freshman dorms, the way everything was so basic and functional, without any of the accoutrements afforded to the upperclassman.

		"I'm glad you're moving in," Todd said. "I was so excited when they told me."

		"Oh yeah? Why's that?" Scott said in a less than enthralled tone.

		"Ms. Nicole said that she thought we'd have a lot in common."

		Scott didn't like that answer one bit. "Hey man, can I ask you something? Why the hell do you call her Ms. Nicole? You guys are the same age. Hell, you might even be a few years older than her."

		"Here we are!" Todd announced, completely ignoring Scott's reasonable question.

		Stepping through a doorway, the two men entered a small corridor with four separate doors, very much reminiscent of a college-style suite. "That's you on the right," Todd said, pointing to one of the doors. "Unfortunately for you, the guy living next to you can be pretty crazy. Looks like we're going to be neighbors!"

		Scott did his best to hide his wince as he turned to open the door to his new bedroom.

		After a respectful pause, Todd said, "So what to do you think?"

		Scott wasn't sure. It was a small room with a single bed that hardly seemed big enough for his average-sized frame.

		After contemplating the dresser, the desk, and chairs in the room, Scott realized that this particular décor would have been more appropriate for a ten or twelve year-old boy, not a fully grown man. The bed's comforter was even covered by some type of cartoon characters that matched those on the curtains hanging over the two small windows. Even more troubling, was the giant "artwork" over the bed. Someone had clearly taken great pains to stencil the word SCOOTER onto the wall.

		That's when Scott noticed the motorized scooter situated against the back wall. It was shiny and looked brand-new.

		"The bathroom and shower is down the hall," Todd said. "We share that."

		Scott's eyes darted from the wall, to the scooter, back to the wall. "I have a question," he said. "Who is Scooter?"

		Todd laughed. "Well, it sure isn't me!"

		With diminishing patience, Scott said, "Who is Scooter then?"

		Todd looked at Scott with perplexity. "Ms. Nicole said that was your nickname, I think."

		"She did? No she didn't! No one has ever called me fucking Scooter!" Scott said.

		"You sure?"

		"Damn sure!"

		"You kind of look like a Scooter, I always thought."

		"Fuck you, dude!"

		Todd was smiling but his smile disappeared. "Hey man, I'm just the messenger!"

		Scott took a moment to calm down a little. There was something about this room, Nicole's strange behavior, and this weirdo Todd that made Scott feel incredibly uncomfortable. Still, a part of him realized that he was probably overreacting to the whole situation.

		Noticing how crestfallen Todd looked, Scott tried to take a softer stance. He said, "Look, fuck, I'm sorry okay. It's probably just a misunderstanding, or whatever. I'm sure someone put a lot of hard work into this and it's not like I don't appreciate the effort."

		"Aw shucks, it's cool," Todd said. "What are buddies for?"

		"Right, right," Scott said tentatively.

		Then Todd stuck his fist out, giving Scott the opportunity to be part of the most awkward fist-bump in his life.

		"I'll let you get settled in your new dope room, Scoo —Scott. If you need anything, I'm right next door," Todd said. "By the way, you'll find a laptop on your desk. It's my old laptop actually, but it totally works. Unfortunately, the wireless is down —or doesn't work out here— but I've already got her loaded up with tons of music and movies if you get bored."

		"Sure, thanks again," Scott said, already looking forward to few moments of alone time.

		Todd looked like he was about to shut the door when he suddenly stopped, cocked his head to the side. "They also told me to tell you that the scooter sitting over there works. I think Ms. Nicole bought it for you. So you're more than free to actually ride it around. Like I said, that's what they told me. So I'm just passing it on."

		After Todd left, Scott sat down on the bed, staring at the contraption that Nicole had placed in his room. Perhaps he was reading too much into the situation, perhaps he was just too tired and over-stimulated. But for whatever reason, he felt like someone was trying to manipulate him into becoming something he wasn't.

		

		

		

		Part Six: Nicole Becomes a BBC Girl

		

	
		Getting With a snug white towel around his waist, Reggie did a strong man pose in the bathroom mirror. There was something about being in business meetings all day which weakened him physically. That's why he had to spend so much time in the gym these days —he didn't want to end up looking anything like those spineless, low-energy, low-testosterone bean counters he seemed to be constantly surrounded by now. The key, at least for Reggie, was free weights and a high protein diet. Also, fucking (hardcore, gorilla fucking) really helped him keep his edge.

		Reggie especially liked fucking white women. Jack Johnson knew what he was talking about.

		When Reggie walked out of the bathroom, he saw that Nicole was still passed out on the big king-sized hotel bed. She was laying on her stomach, naked except for the diamond necklace he'd just given her today. Reggie liked to keep his women looking good and nobody wore fine jewelry better than Nicole.

		Right now though, she was still recuperating from their afternoon lovemaking. Reggie took a moment to once again admire Nicole's lovely bubble butt.

		There was something incredibly erotic about finding a white women with a curvy ass, especially when her waist was so small. It had been Nicole's ass which Reggie had fallen in love with, long ago in that hospital. Naturally, he'd grown to admire many other facets of her personality, but there was no question what part of her body he spent the most time with.

		Her ass looked especially appealing at the moment. The tanned cleavage of her butt-cheeks was beaded with sweat and possibly other fluids which had leaked out.

		"Hey girl," he said, affectionately slapping one of her ass-cheeks, "you up?"

		A moment later, Nicole began to stir. Her hair was seriously mussed, her mascara was smeared, and her eyes were those of a woman who'd just been put through the ringer. "Huh, what time is it? How long was I out for?"

		Reggie sat down on the bed, leaned back, and then spread his legs out next to Nicole's. By no means was she the first white woman he'd ever seduced, but he still loved to look down and admire the contrast of their skin colors. It wasn't just the white/black thing either. He loved how incredibly soft her skin was, how delicate it felt. He sighed contentedly, running a hand through her thick mane of golden blonde hair. "Damn women, I don't know what it is about you, but I seriously can't get anything productive done when you're around. You're going to be the death of me!"

		He laughed for a little while.

		"Excuse me," she said, tilting her head up to look him in the eyes, "but I happen to recall that it was YOU who called ME first. I didn't just show up at this hotel for no reason."

		"Well," he said, reaching down to give her meaty ass a husbandly squeeze, "stop looking so damn good, woman, and maybe I'll leave you alone."

		When he started to take his hand off her butt, Nicole grabbed his hand and put it back on her butt. "Fat chance! Ha!"

		"So you like the necklace, huh?"

		"I do, baby! It's beautiful, you have exquisite taste!"

		"That's what they tell me," Reggie said with a self-satisfied chuckle. "I'm good at choosing two things. Bling and women."

		"One more thing too," she said.

		"What's that?"

		"You're good at picking hotels," she said. "This place is nice, I've never been here before. But I've never been treated so great."

		"You should have been," he said.

		"Why?" she said.

		"Because last week I bought this hotel."

		"Oh baby! You bought a hotel! That's so great!"

		Nicole moved in closer, taking advantage to get some snuggle time with her husband. Reggie wasn't really the type of guy who liked to spend a whole lot of post-coital touching, so this was turning out to be quite the treat. "You smell good. You already took a shower?"

		"I tried to invite you," he said. "But you were in here snoring."

		"Was not!" she protested.

		"Sounded like a damn trash compacter," he joked, wrapping one of his big ebony arms around the white women's slender shoulders. "I was afraid that we were going to get complaints from the neighbors."

		"Stop it!" she said. "You're always teasing me. I've never snored a day in my life."

		"It's aight, the shit you did for me today, that pretty much makes up for all the snoring you ever want to do."

		"Baby," Nicole said, "you're so crazy!"

		"Crazy for this beautiful sexy woman I gots all to myself!"

		"By the way..." Nicole said, her face practically buried in her husband's broad dark chest, a place which had always made her feel more secure and protected than anywhere else in the world.

		"Uh oh, not sure if I like the sound of that tone."

		"No, no," she said. "I just wanted to thank you for helping Scott. That was really nice of you. I'm serious. Not every guy would have been so cool about opening your doors and helping your wife's ex-husband out."

		"Who?" Reggie said, feigning confusion.

		"Scott," Nicole said.

		"Oh, you mean Scooter?" Reggie said.

		"Stop it," she said, playfully punching him in the shoulder, which did as much damage as a toddler striking a brick wall. "I don't think that he wants to be called that."

		"Oh? I thought you said that was his nickname."

		"You said that was his nickname," Nicole said. "Not me! That was all you! You and your little jokes!"

		"I got jokes, no doubt," Reggie said, lapsing into a thoughtful silence which lasted several moments. Then he said, "So what does the ex-hubby think about his old flame being a BBC girl, now?"

		Nicole smiled and furrowed her brow at her husband. "Who says I am a BBC girl now?"

		"You're not?" he said.

		"I never said that," she responded fiestily.

		"That's funny," Reggie said. "Because about ten minutes ago, I happen to remember you really loving some BBC."

		"I love you," she said. "That's all."

		"I see."

		Nicole hesitated. Then she glanced down, moved her thin eyebrows up and down while staring at her husband's groin, and added, "Well, I maybe love Him too. He does magical things for me!"

		"Ah, so you do love BBC then!" Reggie said, squeezing her by the waist, pulling her on top of him so that now she was straddling his naked torso.

		Nicole moved big handfuls of blonde hair from her face and looked down at the incredibly sexy black man she was currently sitting on top of. Already she could feel him come alive underneath her. It wasn't just Reggie's unbelievable size, or his stamina. It was also his remarkable ability to recover so quickly. She'd never seen anything like it before. Somehow she'd found a man who bought hotels on a whim and gave her multiple orgasms on a daily basis. Was she dreaming? Was this really her life? "Baby..."

		"Yeah baby?"

		"Fuck, I'm wet again."

		"Fuck yeah you are," Reggie said. "That's one of the things I love about you. How wet you get, and so fast!"

		"Sorry," she said. "You make this way."

		"Say it..."

		"Say what?"

		"You love my BBC?"

		"Yes," she said, her hips already starting to gyrate as she prepared to be entered again. "I do. I love it."

		"Say it then."

		"I love it, mmm."

		"Nicole, say you love my BBC. Say you're a BBC girl. Tell me you love riding my big black cock in that tight little white pussy. Tell me you were built for BBC."

		Nicole had a better idea. Reaching back, she grabbed Reggie by the shaft, which felt so thick and alive in her small grasp. She guided the huge purple mushroom head to the entrance of her swollen flower. Then, biting down on her lip, she started to slowly sink onto her husband's big black cock, needing him inside her now more than anything else in the world.

		

		

		

		Part Seven: Scott's New Job

		

	
		After a night of terrible dreams, Scott woke up to find Todd in his bedroom, urging him to get dressed.

		"You sleep okay?" Todd said.

		"Not really," Scott said.

		"Well the kitchen usually has biscuits and hash browns ready for us. You can eat as much as you want. But personally I don't like to fill up before work."

		Work?

		Funnily enough, Scott hadn't even considered the prospect of work anytime soon. Instead he figured that he would spend the next few days trying to get himself back in shape for job-hunting. This meant finding a decent suit, polishing his resume, making sure his references were up to date... all before starting the rather arduous task of applying and interviewing. It wasn't like he was trying to get a gig at McDonalds. He'd heard of guys in the corporate sector needing two full years before they found something appropriate.

		But it was difficult to explain this to Todd, who was surprisingly adamant about this subject.

		Todd didn't scold Scott, but there was a clear message being sent. If one lived under this roof, one had to pitch in with the rest of the crew.

		So they ate their breakfast outside, on the back deck area, next to the kitchen, with at least a dozen other domestic servants. Scott suddenly realized that he hadn't eaten in over a day, and subsequently found himself stuffing his face as quickly as possible. Todd was watching him with a bit of awe.

		Then Todd led the way.

		Together they traipsed across the lawn that was kept immaculate by a professional crew. His mind left to wander, Scott began to fantasize about getting Nicole back. In his fantasies, she always ended up in his arms, her hair turned dark again, her eyes bleary from all the tears of remorse as she begged him to take her back, just give her a chance to prove that she was worthy of his love again.

		But the fantasy was hard to sustain. Those images of a contrite Nicole were dulled by the hot sun which continued to rise and beat down on Scott's exposed neck.

		"Penny for your thoughts?" Todd said.

		"What? Oh nothing," Scott said, involuntarily roused from his compelling mental landscapes. "Just a dream I had last night."

		"Gotcha!" Todd said, firing a finger-pistol at his new friend.

		"It's nothing," Scott mumbled.

		"Speaking of dreams," Todd said, "last night did you get a chance to check out the laptop any?"

		"No, unfortunately not. Didn't you say that I would have to go somewhere else to get an Internet connection?"

		"Forget the Internet," Todd said. "Just check out a folder on the desktop named PHOTO GALLERY. Something tells me that you might find some pretty interesting things to look at, if you know what I mean."

		"Yeah, sure, maybe later," Scott said, having no intention of taking Todd up on his utterly creepy offer to look at Todd's cache of pornography. Not that Scott was surprised that Todd looked at Internet pornography. Todd looked exactly like someone who looked at Internet pornography.

		A few moments later the two men came to what looked like a giant airplane hangar.

		Todd broke into a big smile. "You ready to see something cool?"

		Remembering the last time that Todd had described something as cool, Scott wasn't too sure.

		Then Todd moved aside so that Scott could precede him up the set of concrete steps leading to a big door. Scott opened the door and was not very surprised when he saw the G6, followed by a seemingly endless line of Lamborghinis, Ferraris, Hummers, and countless classic cars of the American variety.

		"Do you like cars?" Todd said. "Are you a car guy?"

		"I like to own them," Scott growled out of the side of his mouth. "I like to drive them around when they are mine."

		Then Todd walked over to the area where they kept the plastic buckets, the rags, the soap, the special lotion for the leather seats. As he started to pick up his vocational instruments, he didn't look upset or reluctant. He gave the appearance of a man who had the world by the tail.

		Then Todd walked over to a pristine 64' Porsche Boxer, dropped to his knees, and while he began furiously scrubbing the tires, waxed nostalgic on the time that "Boss himself" had personally thanked him for getting the paint to shine so bright.

		"Fantastic," Scott said. "How long is this supposed to take anyway? I'd like to work on my resume before lunch."

		"Not long," Todd said, obviously too deeply enthralled with the memory of his past success to hear what other people were saying. "Around here we knock off around 5 P.M. Not a bad workday, if you ask me. Pretty cool, huh?"

		From now on, every time Todd said cool, Scott just had to replace the word with "fucking retarded."

		

		

		

		Part Eight: Nicole's Date

		

	
		The sun had sunk behind the other side of the mansion, causing a giant shadow to fall over the lawns when Scott and Todd finally emerged from the airplane hangar.

		Both men sported disheveled appearances, with Scott being slightly worse due to being so physically out of shape. Even before the accident, it had been a long time since he'd done much manual labor. What he really needed now was a really hot shower and a few weeks to recuperate. His muscles ached terribly. His clothes were soaked through, covered with the grease and mud from the cars.

		"I thought you said we'd be done by 5 P.M.?" Scott said. "No way it is only 5 now. Impossible. It must be getting close to 8."

		"Yeah I guess it sort of depends," Todd said. "Sometimes we have to stay longer."

		They both fell silent.

		Then Scott said, "Wait. You do this frequently? Wash cars, those cars?"

		"Someone has to," Todd said. "I don't mind it. It's cool."

		It was unbelievable. "How often? How often do they have you out here washing that guy's fleet of luxury automobiles?"

		Todd's expression implied that was the dumbest question he'd ever heard. "Five days a week, I don't know, sometimes six. But Boss always gives me Sundays off. He's not a slave driver. It's cool."

		"I see," Scott said, feeling too fucking tired to argue the point with a person who had to be missing a chromosome.

		Scott cursed under his breath, prepared himself for the long walk back to the room. It wasn't easy though. Every step he took, no matter how slight, caused a sharp pain to shoot up his back, going from coccyx to lumbar. A few moments later, however, and his mental cries were drowned out by the shrill laughter of a woman.

		Pandemonium broke out in Scott's heart when he saw Nicole walking, arm-in-arm, with the mighty presence of her new husband. A gorgeous blonde with a powerfully built African-American man was a striking image, particularly when you'd once considered that woman to be your soul-mate.

		The couple was dressed in evening wear, obviously headed out for a night on the town. Nicole's black husband wore a tuxedo which stretched across the broad upper half of his chest. While Nicole wore a slinky red satin party dress, lace shawl, and high heels that clicked on the sidewalk as they approached.

		Scott and Nicole's eyes connected about ten feet away. Scott tried to smile, simultaneously realizing that one of Boss's hands was supporting Nicole's derriere. After such a long, miserable day of manual labor, the impact on Scott's psyche was one of sheer destruction.

		It was one thing to hear that his wife was married to another man, a very rich man, a very physically dominant man, a black man, but it was quite another thing to catch the couple in a state of mutual enjoyment.

		"Hey Ms. Nicole! Hey Boss!" Todd said in his typical eager-beaver fashion. "Man, you guys sure do look nice this evening. You guys going out, or what?"

		Boss let out a short chuckle. "We were certainly thinking about it. The thing about really beautiful women, you have to keep them busy. They get bored so easily."

		"Stop it, no I don't!" Nicole protested. "So Todd, you look like you've been working pretty hard today."

		Todd grinned, abashed. "Naw, it was nothing. Scooter here has been a big help!"

		Scott looked over and stabbed Todd to death with his eyes.

		"Woops!" Todd said. "I mean Scott!"

		This caused Nicole and Boss to laugh a little.

		"Well, we won't keep you," Nicole said.

		"Which car you going to take?" Todd said, still grinning.

		Boss interrupted. "Probably the Hummer tonight. I'm assuming it's all ready to go. I know I can count on my man Todd, right?"

		"Sure can," Todd said with a self-effacing shrug. "But actually it was Scoo —Scott who did the Hummer today, though I wish it had been me..."

		"Is that right?" Boss said, turning his heavy African facial features towards Scott. "You washed the Hummer today, did you?"

		"I guess so," Scott said, wanting to disappear.

		"Good boy," Boss said, laughing with his straight white teeth. "How about the insides? You get the interior all nice too? Nicole has her needs. She likes to ride in style, right sexy?"

		"Alright, we get the point," Nicole said.

		Boss's outspread fingers reached behind Nicole's behind again, giving her a few reassuring pats. Afterwards, he left his hand there for perhaps a few moments longer than normal, taking the opportunity to look over at the feeble figure of her ex-husband. "Alright boys, take care! Thanks Todd! Thanks Scooter!"

		Scott was about to correct Boss, but before he could get a single word in, Nicole's husband was already blowing past him, towards the cars. At first, Nicole seemed a little unsettled by the strange meeting of her two lives, her two lovers. But just as quickly she seemed to have recovered her equanimity.

		In stunned silence, Scott watched Boss and Nicole brush past him and Todd as if they were no more important than two pieces of cheap lawn furniture.

		To make matters worse, just as Nicole disappeared into the hanger, her bottom undoubtedly still feeling the warm imprint of Boss's hand, Scott could hear her say something like, "No baby, I'm already sore enough for one day! Jesus! Is there no satisfying you, ever?"

		God, Scott thought. I really hope that she was talking about something gym-related.

		Gradually, Scott turned and started to limp back towards the mansion. He wasn't sure if this had been the worse day in his life, because lately he'd had so many of those kinds of days. But he was quite certain about something else. Scott was sure that he was going to leave the mansion, leave this very evening. If this was the kind of life Nicole wanted, if this was the sort of person she had become, that was fine with Scott. He was done trying to win back the affection of a woman who'd clearly moved on to a new life. And she was fucking crazy if she seriously thought he was going to part of it.

		

		

		

		Part Nine: Watching Her Video

		

	
		Scott didn't have much in the way of possessions, so packing was easy. He didn't think it was prudent to tell Todd of his intentions to leave the mansion either, so after they both grabbed some supper in the mansion, Scott simply announced his intensions to go back to his room and relax.

		"Do you play video games?" Todd said later on.

		"Not really," Scott said.

		"Well if you change your mind, I got a Nintendo Wii in my room," Todd said. "Or maybe later we could take that scooter for a ride. Just a thought."

		"Yeah, I'm just a little beat, that's all," Scott said in understatement.

		"Alright buddy, catch you tomorrow!"

		"Sure," Scott said, closing the door to his room and then turning the lock for added privacy.

		Then Scott sat down at the desk and began to mentally prepare himself for tonight. As far as he knew, he was free to leave whenever he wanted to. So that wasn't the issue. But he was still a little unsure about the logistics involved, especially since he didn't have a cell phone and his funds were limited. Surely there was some money in the bank, there had to be, but at the moment all he had was about twelve dollars in cash.

		The laptop was sitting on the middle of the desk. Scott was trying to remember the passwords to some of his old emails when he suddenly recalled that there was no Internet connection here regardless. Having nothing better to do, he booted up the laptop and waited until the generic blue desktop appeared.

		There were only a handful of folders on the desktop, which meant that the one folder labeled PHOTO GALLERY really stood out. Scott hesitated, and feeling like he had nothing to lose, went ahead and clicked the icon.

		Scott cringed when thumbnails starting popping up across his screen.

		Instinctively, he looked over his shoulder to make sure that the door to his bedroom was still closed and locked securely. The last thing in the world Scott wanted was for someone to catch him looking at this kind of porn. The last thing in the world Scott wanted was for someone to think that Scott actually "got off" on this kind of porn.

		99.99% of Todd's porn was interracial stuff, featuring sex or erotic posing between beautiful white women and powerful-looking black men, some of whom were not physically attractive at all, just incredibly muscular and well-hung. The rest of Todd's porn stash was pictures and movies of white women by themselves, posing in sexy outfits.

		Initially, Scott didn't feel anything other than a sick curiosity. He stared at the screen of the laptop, clicking through folder after folder, amazed by how perverse some people were. It wasn't that Scott was any type of prude. Before the accident, he'd looked at his share of online pornography. But compared to this material, Scott was a goddamn Puritan. He'd always preferred cheerleaders, busty nurses, sexy secretaries.

		But this was something else.

		There was no question about it.

		Todd was a sick man.

		Sighing heavily, Scott went to shut down the laptop, when he realized how incredibly horny he was suddenly feeling. With a rueful smile, he reasoned that his horniness was a testament to his male potency since he had become so aroused despite all the mental and physical stress he was under. After a day like today, most men his age would have skipped the handjob and gone right to bed. But Scott wasn't most men. And he knew that at this point there was a certain amount of libidinous tension that needed to be released before he could get back to his life.

		He dropped his shorts and began looking for the right picture or movie.

		Obviously he didn't share Todd's interest in pornographic situations. Scott really could have done without all the black men/white women stuff. Especially since it only served to remind him why he wasn't still married.

		(Mentally, Scott was still in the stage where he was pretending that Nicole and her new husband were flirty, but ultimately chaste in their relationship. The thought of her with another man, much less a man like Boss, only made Scott sick with nausea.)

		But while his mind rejected the available material, his body wasn't being so picky. Scott was holding his shaft tightly. As he scrolled through a gallery of images, he realized that his penis seemed to inexplicably stiffen, particularly in response to "amateur" pictures where the women looked like real wives and girlfriends.

		A few minutes later and Scott could already feel his balls begin to tighten, churn with cum. However, he was still looking for the right picture, the right movie. If only there was a single lesbian cheerleader movie on this infernal computer! That's all it would take now: twenty seconds of some hot girl-on-girl.

		Instead Scott found himself clicking on an amateur movie titled, BBC Creampie.

		The whole movie was 8 minutes and thirty-six seconds long. It started with the black guy on top of the white woman. Her face was concealed and her arms and legs were desperately wrapped around her lover's body as he continued to mercilessly drill her on top of a king-sized bed. The camera zoomed in so that for a minute there was a close-up of the black guy's massive tool as it pulled out of the woman's tender snatch, then plunged back in, again and again, until there were visible patches of her cream coating her lover's dark shaft.

		In a bizarre moment of synchronicity, Scott, the women in the video, and the man in the video, all started to cum at the same time.

		Scott had no idea why he was so turned on the video, nor did he want to explore the reasons. He just knew that he needed some release. He just knew that it felt good, felt amazing. Suddenly his penis was hard as a rock and he started to spurt thin white jets of cum that went arcing through the air and landed on the carpet.

		Holy shit, Scott thought. I must have really needed that!

		The video still had another forty seconds.

		The camera captured the moment that the black guy slowly withdraws himself from the woman, a gesture which decidedly ruined the mattress for good. Very slowly, the camera swung around the head of the bed, revealing a close-up of the two lovers.

		Nicole looked up at Boss, her sweaty black lover, and said, "I love that, I love that when you cum in me. That's so hot!"

		

		

		

		Part Ten: Boss Sees All

		

	
		Boss had just finished his midnight conference call with the Chinese when he decided to check the closed-circuit monitors in the bedrooms. Mostly, he could have given two shits about how a bunch of house servants spent their evening. But Boss did have to admit that there was something powerful and godly about always having a watchful eye on anyone who resided under one of his roofs.

		Tonight he thought it best to start with their newest resident, Nicole's ex-husband.

		After seeing that "Scooter" was sleeping in his bed, snoring worse than Nicole ever had, Boss decided to take a quick look at the footage from earlier that night. He wasn't sure what he was looking for, but as soon as he saw Scooter drop his shorts, whipping out that little dick (Poor Nicole, no wonder she loved her new man so much!) Boss broke out into a fit of hoarse laughter.

		Things got even better when he realized what Scooter was watching!

		Boss thought about calling Nicole into his office and showing her this. What would she say to seeing her ex-husband pathetically jacking off to her getting fucked and creampied by big black stud like Boss? Would she ever take Scooter seriously again? Would she ever see him as a viable mate?

		After all, that had been Boss's plan from the start.

		Right from the start Boss knew that Nicole was wife material. She was exactly the sort of woman he wanted to marry. She was no gold-digger, she was no party girl. She wasn't the kind of woman who enjoyed nagging her man. Instead Nicole was beyond sexy, wickedly intelligent, well-educated, well-read, good-hearted, and definitely loyal to a fault.

		The problem was that ever since Nicole found out that her ex-husband was going to make it, there had been a noticeable shift in her demeanor. Clearly she still had feelings for the man. Which is why Boss was so adamant about offering him a place to stay for a while.

		In short: Boss wanted to make sure that Nicole no longer saw Scott, her handsome ex-husband. Boss wanted Nicole to see "Scooter," a shambling, dorky, white guy who'd rather jerk off to interracial movies than try and satisfy her countless female needs.

		Yes, Boss would eventually show Nicole this incriminating video of her ex-husband being a little pervert, but not yet. Not just yet. All in due time. Boss was a patient man. And he still had some other cruel tricks up his billionaire sleeve.

		

		

		

		Part Eleven: Nicole's New Bikini

		

	
		Kissing Nicole was better than he remembered it. Her mouth was warm and sweet and snug and Scott wanted to continue making love to it with his tongue for a thousand years. But he couldn't, so he released her and stepped back.

		"Scott," she cried anxiously, putting her hands up and pushing off his bare chest, "we can't keep doing this!"

		"Why not?" he said, taking a long moment to enjoy the view.

		They were alone in the Jacuzzi room. Nicole's husband was away and wasn't supposed to be back until late tomorrow evening. Currently, Nicole was wearing a teeny tiny string bikini with a jungle print, exactly the sort of swimsuit that she wouldn't have been caught dead in while married to Scott. But Scott had to admit that she wore it well. Nicole looked positively scrumptious. He liked the way the strings on the bottom accentuated her rounded, womanly hips. And he loved how the top part seemed two or three sizes too small for her tits —those little triangles of cloth barely covering the nipples which had been jutting forward since they'd first kissed one another in the sultry waters of the Jacuzzi.

		"You didn't enjoy that? Aw, come on Nikki," Scott pleaded. "Are you sure that you want to go with that answer?"

		She lowered her eyes in shame, staring off at the bubbles on the other side of the Jacuzzi. "I'm a married woman, Scott. You know that. I'm not sure what I'm supposed to say here. Maybe this was a mistake. No, it was. I'm sorry."

		Scott ignored the urge to cite examples where matrimonial vows hadn't stopped Nicole from acting on her impulses before. He was feeling pretty confident for the first time in a long time. "Well it was your idea to start drinking margaritas at noon."

		"I'm sorry."

		"Quite apologizing."

		"I know," she said, this time turning away from him. "This is so confusing."

		"You look sensational," Scott exclaimed from behind her. "It's funny because back in college I always thought that you were a bit of a Miss Goody-Two-Shoes. Now look at you!"

		Immediately she turned back. "It's just my ass. You've seen my ass a million times. That's one of the things I love about you, one of the reasons I'm so glad you're here, with me, on this journey together. Scott, sweetie, I value our friendship so much. It's just so nice to have a familiar face. It's nice to have someone I know I can trust with my life."

		All this talk of friendship and trust was starting to kill the boner which had sprouted up in Scott's blue swimming trunks. What was next? Were they supposed to start getting manicures together and talk about boys?

		Finally, he decided to just say it. "I love you Nicole. Okay? I never did stop loving you."

		Her eyes swung back to those of her ex-husband's. "Don't say that."

		"Why not?" Scott's grin was slow in coming and lazy when it arrived. His eyes lowered to the tops of her breasts that were spilling out of her bikini, the material working hard to stretch over her areolas. "It's the truth."

		"You're not allowed to —" she broke off and glanced out over the bubbling water.

		For some unknowable reason, Scott's mind began to cruelly replay parts of Nicole's and Boss's sex video. Flustered, he took three giant steps until he was standing right in front of Nicole, their faces only several inches apart.

		"I miss you," he said. "I miss my Nikki. I miss hanging out with you."

		He rotated his hand so that his palm slid against hers and he clasped her fingers warmly. His other arm slipped around her waist.

		"Scott... no." She took a breath that caused the tops of those full breasts to quaver.

		Scott was doing his best now not to attack his ex-wife. His penis was uncomfortably stiff as he stood next to Nicole's mostly nude body. She looked so good, even the blonde hair was starting to grow on him. Her salon hairdo hadn't survived the swimming they'd done earlier in the pool. Her golden blonde tresses were slicked back on her small head, going all the way down to the small of her tapered little waist. Scott couldn't begin to guess how many times they'd had sex together, but at the moment it felt like he'd never even kissed her before.

		That's why he decided to lean and see what it felt like.

		Their lips touched for no more than a half a second before Nicole pulled back, her wide green eyes filled with apprehension now.

		"It's just a kiss," he said, smiling sheepishly.

		For a second it looked like she might break down on the spot, launch into one of her uncontrollable crying jags. "You're... hurting me."

		"Hurting you?" he said, dumfounded.

		"Can't you see?"

		"How can I possibly be hurting you? I love you, Nicole!"

		"This is so hard," she said. "I hate this."

		"Life is hard," he said a little harshly. "And I'm not sure why you're acting so strange. It was just a kiss."

		"We're not married any longer," she said. "Okay Scott?"

		Scott gave her a long, steady stare. "And whose fault is that?"

		Her expression was bleak and full of appeal. "Fault?"

		"It wasn't my fault," he said. "I think that we can both agree on that."

		She shook her head, puzzled. "Fault? Really? That's how you see this? You see this whole thing as being my fault?"

		"Nikki, please. I hope you're not trying to play the victim here. Because there's no way that's going to work out."

		Nicole glanced at the exit door, which beckoned.

		Scott experienced that squeezing little pressure around his heart that he experienced each time he thought about Nicole choosing another man over him.

		"Okay, let's talk about fault," she said, crossing her thin arms over her breasts now. "Whose fault was it that you kept heavily drinking after I begged and pleaded for you to stop? Whose fault was it that you decided to get in the car and drive when you were too intoxicated and could have killed someone? Whose fault was it that you smashed your car into a brick wall at sixty miles per hour?"

		Scott didn't say anything, he just stood there glaring at his ex-wife, amazed that she could be so cold all the sudden.

		"You didn't just change your life that day," she continued. "You changed both of our lives. Only I was the one who didn't get a say in the matter. No, don't talk to me about fault! It's like mother always used to say. You made your bed, now sleep in it!"

		Before Scott could say another word, Nikki was storming out of the Jacuzzi, disappearing through the doorway into a hallway.

		By the time he reached his room again, Scott had come to a major decision. It was definitely time to leave. Earlier there had been some lingering doubts, mostly because Scott had been still harboring the ridiculous fantasy of reuniting with the only woman he'd ever truly loved. But considering everything he had just heard (and everything he'd watched!) it seemed like the only reasonable solution was to cut bait and get the fuck out of Dodge.

		

		

		

		Part Twelve: Scott on His Scooter

		

	
		It was with bleary, unlively eyes that Scott found himself getting out of bed just after 5 A.M. the next day. In preparation for the day's journey, he'd drank several glasses of water, hoping to mitigate the margarita hangover.

		He was ready and perhaps a little anxious.

		He knew that if he was going to leave, he'd better do it this morning. First of all, he didn't want his anger with Nicole to cool. He certainly didn't want to give his anger the chance to soften during the long workweek of washing her husband's luxury vehicles. Secondly, it was Sunday —the only day of the week that everyone around here slept in. All things considered, leaving the mansion would just be easier when no one was looking.

		He got dressed in the bedroom, cursing himself for not leaving earlier, after that first day of miserable work.

		The only reason he hadn't done so then was because he'd been so mentally and physically wiped out. Also, lurking at the back of his mind, there had always been this timid little voice telling Scott that he could still get Nicole back. But after yesterday, Scott had come to the shattering realization that this was just a fantasy. Clearly he'd misjudged her as a person. Clearly she'd allowed herself to grow so accustomed to her new extravagant lifestyle that she was now perfectly blind to how hollow and pathetic this world truly was.

		Yes, it was time for him to go. He was still pretty young. He could start over. The sooner, the better.

		Glancing around the shitty little bedroom where they'd tried to cage him, Scott reflected that an exit might be faster if he had something to ride.

		He looked at the scooter leaning in the corner.

		So far, he hadn't touched the damn thing.

		First, he simply didn't need to use it. Secondly, he was still somewhat self-conscious about the "nickname" he'd picked up during his stay here. He knew that nothing would fan that fire faster than the sight of him whipping around on an actual scooter, a vehicle not really appropriate for a fully grown man.

		As Scott wheeled the scooter out of the bedroom, he tried to visualize Nicole's face when she'd heard that he left. He knew her well enough to know that she would try to not look surprised, while deep inside she'd feel that horrible pang of separation from someone who'd once made her so happy. Perhaps one day she might even look back on yesterday as the day she ruined her life.

		A few moments later, Scott was perched atop the scooter, opening up the throttle. It was a mild, windy day. Above the sky was just beginning to turn blue. While navigating the lawns and pathways leading to the main gates, Scott was already trying to calculate his next move. Surely one of his old friends would let him 'couch surf' until he could get back on his feet.

		Yes, things would start getting back to normal. Just a little hard work, a little help from others, that's all it would take. And if there was something Scott never shied away from, it was some hard work.

		Already the anxiety from earlier fled and was replaced by immeasurable joy. Scott could already start to see the tops of the ornate gates out front. He was maybe a hundred yards away, the distance of a mere football field. Only he wasn't taking it, yard by yard, like he once had in high school. He was zipping along on his scooter, his back straight, his head held high.

		That's when Scott heard the unmistakable sound of a car engine.

		To his dismay, Scott could already tell that the vehicle was behind him and closing in fast. Forcing himself to not look over his shoulder, Scott tried to convince himself that the sudden presence of another vehicle was just a coincidence.

		A few unnerving moments later and Scott saw the 500 SL Mercedes just as it started to slow down, matching the speed of Scott's scooter.

		"Hey Scooter!"

		Fuck, thought Scott. This is the last thing I needed. Life sure isn't making this easy for me.

		"Scooter where you going there? You going to pick up some women on that thing?"

		Scott could hear the sound of Boss's thundering laughter coming from the Mercedes now. Every muscle in Scott's body tensed when he thought of how much fun Nicole's husband was now having at his expense. If Scott hadn't had such a strong character he might have been convinced to return to the mansion and go on a murderous rampage.

		The Mercedes started honking its horn.

		There was more laughter coming from the car. The laughter was both male and female now. The female sounded like Nicole.

		Feeling like he had no other choice, Scott slowed down, straddling the scooter while he waited for the Mercedes to also come to a full stop.

		"See?" Boss said, climbing out of the car now, "I told you he would love it! And you said that he wouldn't be caught dead on the thing! Ha!"

		"Oh stop it, you're always gloating!" Nicole said, also getting out of the car.

		"You look good on that scooter, Scooter," Boss said, making a little pun which brought a smile to his thick lips.

		"Hey Nicole," Scott said miserably. "Hey Boss."

		"Good day for a joyride, huh Scooter?" Boss said back to him.

		Scott's eyes darted to Nicole as she stepped around the front of the shiny sports car. Her blonde hair was gathered in a ponytail, showing off the graceful slope of her neck. She wore oversized sunglasses and a stylish Navy blue dress, its hem playfully swishing just under her shapely ass.

		Boss, on the other hand, was wearing boat shoes, crisp white shorts, a collared shirt, linen jacket, and a Captain's hat with some type of nautical insignia on the front.

		Radiating a strength which obviously came very natural to him, Boss put one of his arms around Scott's neck and pulled him close. For a second Scott was afraid that Nicole's husband was about to give him a nuggy, or something equally humiliating.

		Instead Boss said, "So Scooter, what you doing out here anyway?"

		"Just riding around," Scott said, resenting the shit out of Boss's overbearing attitude now. "And it's Scott, actually."

		Boss looked confused. "Scott? Who's Scott?"

		"I'm Scott," Scott said. "I don't know why people are calling me Scooter. Nobody has ever called me that before."

		"Nicole calls you Scooter," Boss said. "Right Nicole?"

		She smiled back at her husband, making a gesture that said she didn't want to be part of this, whatever this was.

		Scott was still pinned against the massive frame of Boss. It reminded him of being a little boy and having a much-too-aggressive older brother. This guy might have been some type of entertainment mogul now. But he was also a fucking ape!

		"Let him go," Nicole said. "You're hurting him!"

		"Me and Scooter are just playing," Boss said. "Ain't that right Scooter?"

		Scott could tell that the pressure on his neck was causing his face to go red. His throat contracted and he was starting to find it difficult to breathe. Again he tried pushing away from the other man's bulky frame —but to no avail.

		"Just let him go," Nicole pleaded, this time with a twinge more urgency.

		"Alright, alright," Boss said, releasing his death grip from Scott's red-blotched neck. "You okay there, Scooter?"

		Scott was a little too focused on getting his breath back to take insult with Boss's language. "Yeah, it's fine. I'm fine. Damn you have a strong grip though."

		Scott stood there for a few more moments, rubbing the back of his neck.

		"Sorry about that, Scooter," Boss said, giving a little wink to his sexy wife, who was watching rather intently now. Boss turned back to Scooter. "Hey Scooter, my man! Let me ax you something. What are your plans today?"

		"Plans?" Scott said.

		"Yeah, you know."

		This guy was fucking crazy, Scott thought. He had to be crazy if he really thought Scott was going to turn around and go wash one of his cars again!

		Scott glanced at Nicole, who looked amazing in her little dress. Then he looked back at the menacing figure of her black husband. Already Scott's inner outrage had changed to shyness in deference to Boss's intimidating nature. "I was just going to ride around for a while, that's all."

		Boss began laughing in that deep, low-timbered voice. "Come on, Scooter! I got a better idea!"

		"No really," Scott said, still clinging onto the idea of leaving the mansion, Nicole, and her horrible husband for good! "I just want to ride around for a while on my scooter. Is that okay? What's wrong with me just riding my scooter?"

		

		

		

		Part Thirteen: Mandingo’s Revenge

		

	
		Nicole's black husband owned a 62-foot sailboat called Mandingo's Revenge. On the way to the docks that morning, with Scott wedged in the sports car's tiny backseat like he was a little brother tagging along with the big kids, Boss explained that the sailboat had just been put back in the water from the boatyard and he couldn't wait to see it again.

		Then Boss looked in the rear view mirror, catching Scott's eyes, and said, "Hey Scooter, my man, you ever do much sailing?"

		Feeling worse and worse with every passing moment, Scott said, "Can't say that I have."

		"We did some repairs on the boat," Boss said, presumably still addressing Scott, or Scooter. "Man, I'd like your opinion on the refitting."

		"Sure. Absolutely. Can't wait."

		"Nicole has really been looking forward to this," Boss said.

		"I bet she has," Scott said.

		"Nicole loves the water," Boss continued, reaching over and placing one of his monstrously large hands on her kneecap, enjoying the stark contrast of his dark ebony skin and the gleam coming off her exposed thigh. "Sometimes I think that if I didn't have a few boats lying around she would leave me for another. Ha! Just kidding!"

		"Funny," Scott said miserably.

		"No Scooter, you want to know what's funny? This is funny. My little Nicole over here calls me her "Big Black Pirate." Want to guess why?"

		Scott saw Nicole suddenly reach over, grasp her husband's arm, shaking her head a little while she stared at him.

		But the muscular man just laughed again, flashing those pearly white teeth in the morning sun. "BECAUSE I'M ALWAYS AFTER THAT BOOTY!"

		Scott sat back in his seat, making no attempt to laugh or show any amusement.

		About twenty minutes later they were parking and getting out of the Mercedes.

		There were several workers on the dock and Scott couldn't help but notice how they all stopped to look as Boss impulsively scooped Nicole into his brawny black arms, carrying her up the gangplank while she giggled like a schoolgirl, her bare legs kicking in protest, causing the bottom of her dress to ride up her waist just enough to flash the bottom of her ass.

		Two of the onlookers had been working that same dock for going on twenty years now.

		They were brothers, Rufus and Clyde Henderson, who currently shared a two-bedroom apartment outside of Oakland, by way of Alabama. They were both African-American and despite being in their mid-60s were still in pretty great shape.

		Rufus waited until the unhappy-looking white man followed his two traveling companions onto the sailboat. "My, my, my! Would you look at that?"

		Clyde nodded solemnly. "It beats all, don't it!"

		"Ever think you'd see the day where that was a reality?"

		"I never thought I'd see the day."

		"Nobody did."

		"Times is changing. Brothas are coming up in the world!"

		"Shit yeah we are," Rufus said. "I still remember when they started bussing our black asses all the way across town. Like it wuz yesterday itself!"

		Clyde was still caught up in the memory of the beautiful white woman though. "She sure did have some legs on her. And that be-hind! I could see it all the way over here! Something about a blonde white woman with a big ol' be-hind on her! God-damn! Lord, that's one beautiful sight! White women used to never be built like that! Never! Or my name's not Clyde H. Henderson!"

		"They is now tho'."

		"They changing, fo' sure."

		Clyde gave a little chuckle, which turned into a ten second cough. "What you think that whiteboy was doin' there?"

		"What you think he was doin'?"

		"Wishin' he weren't there!"

		"Well he there now. He all up in it! And you can bet your black ass that big ol' black buck ain't tryin' to share what he gots his dirty dark fingers on, not with a woman built like that!"

		The brothers started laughing.

		Clyde clapped his hands together loudly. "God-damn! Don't that beat all! I never thought I'd see the day where this became the reality!"

		"It's a reality, alright."

		"I'm going to get me a woman like that!"

		"Amen! Me too, brother!"

		There was a long contemplative silence as the brothers continued staring in the direction of the sailboat, waiting for another glimpse of the inspiring interracial couple.

		Then, at the exact same time, the two brothers turned and said, "They probably fucking right now!"

		

		

		

		Part Fourteen: The Poop Deck

		

	
		They embarked and Scott couldn't believe the size of the sailboat as he looked forward toward the bow and back toward the stern. He was even more surprised by how competent of a sailor the black man seemed to be. Scott had to admit that he was impressed in the other man's competency as Boss hastily moved up and down the boat deck, tying knots and adjusting sails.

		The morning eventually became noon and they were at least several miles out to sea, with no other vessels in sight. Scott was the only one still wearing all of his clothes. Boss had removed his shirt and linen jacket, no doubt excited about the prospect of showing off his bull-like upper body which was covered with tattoos: gang symbols, guys crawling out of coffins, wide-hipped women, the names of friends who'd died early.

		Scott was much more interested in what Nicole was wearing though. He was pleasantly surprised when he saw how tasteful her aqua-blue two-piece bikini looked. It still showed off plenty of skin, but it was nothing so scandalous as the swimsuit she'd worn yesterday when it was just her and Scott.

		Was this a good sign?

		Had she been trying to encourage him?

		Was she trying to send him a signal, no matter how subconsciously?

		He hoped so.

		A lunch was laid out for them under a canvas canopy and Boss poured champagne for the three of them.

		"Are you sure you want to drink this?" Nicole said, gazing up at Boss's heavy face. Then she looked at the label on the bottle. "This is the real deal, someone must have picked up the wrong kind."

		Scott's ears perked up. It was the first time Scott thought he saw a weakness in Boss's armor. Apparently the powerful man had a weakness for the sauce. Ha-ha! Scott wasn't sure how he was going to use this information, but he knew that he should file it away for a later date.

		Now Boss waved Nicole off, "It's fine, just champagne. A little bit of the bubbly never hurt no one! Besides, we're celebrating!"

		He waited for all three of them to raise their glasses.

		"Here's to beautiful women, beautiful boats, and having a big-ass dick!"

		Boss erupted with laughter, thinking that what he'd just said was some sort of hilarious joke.

		Nicole looked over at her ex-husband, bit her lip in muted disapproval.

		Jesus, Scott thought. Was this guy drunk already?

		As they ate their meal and drank from their effervescent glasses, Scott couldn't help thinking that he'd almost got away from this world which he wanted no part of. For the first time in his life, he started to resent Nicole. He hated the way she crossed and re-crossed her perfectly tan legs in front of her brutish black husband. He hated the way she paused and batted her eye lashes whenever Boss asked her a question. He hated the way she seemed to laugh at every joke he told, no matter how stupid and unfunny.

		After lunch, Boss told "Scooter" to go take a look below deck because he wanted to talk to his wife. But the way he said it told Scott that Boss was planning to do more than just talk.

		Oh well, Scott thought. Fuck them!

		Scott filled his glass flute up with champagne and headed for the stairs leading below deck.

		He'd never been on a sailboat before, but he could tell that no expense had been spared. The opulence was overwhelming. Everywhere Scott looked there was mirrored glass, leather, and polished wood. If Scott ever got into the position where he could afford a boat, he would have wanted his to look exactly like this. People always said that money couldn't bring you happiness. But obviously they'd never been on a ship like this.

		Scott was standing by a broad portside window which looked over the diamond surface of the water. He was lost in his own thoughts when he felt someone standing close behind him.

		"What do you think?" Nicole said.

		Doing little to conceal his bad mood, Scott said, "About what?"

		She spread her arms out wide, indicating the entire room.

		Scott looked over and studied the interior again. Against the back wall, dominating most of the available space, there was a large bed that was big enough for a dozen people. "It's okay."

		"Okay?" she said, her eyes filled with annoying playfulness.

		"No Nicole, to be honest, it's much better than okay. It's actually pretty breathtaking, this whole boat," Scott said, allowing for a chilly pause to lapse afterwards. Then he deftly added, "I guess if you have enough money, you can pretty much buy anything you want. Or anyone."

		At that point, Nicole's goddamned smile began to fade. For a quick second it looked like she might even shed a few tears, but she managed to hold them back, sniffling, setting her jaw. "Is that what you think this is? You think that my husband bought me?"

		"Didn't he?" Scott asked.

		"Fuck you!"

		"Okay, fuck me," Scott said calmly. "You can say emotional things, but that doesn’t necessarily mean that I am wrong."

		Nicole laughed in the most artificial, quasi-sickly way. "It's funny. It's so funny. You know this whole time I've been sticking up for you? You know that, correct? I've been the one in your corner. I've been the only one in your corner!"

		Scott let out a low whistle, shaking his head with mild disbelief. "If this is what you call sticking up for me, I'm not sure I need your help."

		"Oh but you do," she said right away.

		Scott opened his mouth, ready to unleash his rage on Nicole, ready to say whatever he needed to say to make her feel even smaller than he felt at this particular moment. But unlike yesterday in the Jacuzzi room, he was still quite sober, and he was able to stop himself before things got too nasty. "Look Nicole, I don't want to fight with you. I'm just not exactly sure why I'm here right now."

		Nicole, however, still seemed to be in combat mode when she said, "You're the one who agreed to come along! Nobody forced you, Scott!"

		"You sure about that?" he said, waiting, raising his brows.

		She seemed to calm down a little. "Whatever, I don't want to fight with you either. This may surprise you, but I still happen to love you, Scott Schaller."

		Scott bit his tongue. He resented her telling him that she still loved him. He resented her using his full name like that. He resented how oblivious she could be to the realities swirling around them both right now. And he especially resented how amazing she looked in that bikini, with her oversized sunglasses perched on her little head, smelling like a goddamn angel.

		Scott started to reach for Nicole's hand.

		She gave it to him.

		Then they stood there in the room together, his hand lightly caressing her stomach. It was an electrical moment, both familial and taboo. Needing to experience even more, Scott started to lean forward towards Nicole's lips when something interrupted them.

		It was Boss.

		From all noise he was making, it seemed like he'd first fallen off the wagon and was now working on falling down the stairs. At the bottom of the steps he turned and stumbled forward, his eyes glassy with booze.

		Scott, at a complete loss, broke away from Nicole. The only alternative was to do something exceedingly drastic. It was the first time in his life that he'd ever seriously contemplated taking another man's life. But no, Scott knew that he didn't have something like that in him. Confrontations had never been enjoyable to him. He couldn't even stand the idea of hunting animals, much less taking another person's life.

		"Where's my hoochie mamma at? Where's my sexy little snowbunny? Where's the future mother to my children?" Boss demanded drunkenly. "You got me drinking up there all by myself!"

		Scott's eyes, so fluid and feverish with passion only moments before, were now brittle and disparaging. "Hey man, it's cool. We're just hanging out down here for a second. Nicole was just showing me —"

		"Scooter!" Boss said, lunging forward in a display of drunken athleticism. With his big muscle-bound arm, he grabbed Scott by the neck. Only this time Boss made a fist and started to playfully rub his knuckles against Scott's scalp until Scott gasped and pleaded to be let go.

		It was a moment of great personal embarrassment for Scott, even more so because of what had nearly happened just moments before.

		"You okay, Scooter?" Boss said, exaggerating his concern for comedic purposes.

		"I think that's enough, Reggie," Nicole said.

		"What? I would never hurt Scooter! I like Scooter! No one gets my cars clean like Scooter does. Except maybe that other little cuck, Todd. Ha!"

		"Wait, what?" said Scott.

		"Let's just all go back upstairs," Nicole said, obviously on damage control now. She took a few steps forward so that her back was to Scott now. Then she hooked her slender arm through the large black man's and waited for him to lead. "Shall we?"

		Scott lagged behind, sulky and tired.

		And he was less than thrilled when, moments later, having insisted Nicole take the stairs first, Boss began to ignobly squeeze and smack the bouncy meat of her ass-cheeks, promising that he had a big black treat he was going to give her later, possibly in the poop deck.

		

		

		

		Part Fifteen: Husband's Worst Nightmare

		

	
		The next few hours aboard the ship were surprisingly calm —especially considering the tempests that had been brewing earlier. The weather, for one, turned out to be decidedly perfect for sailing. The midday temperatures continued to climb, but the heat was tempered by a strong north wind breeze that sent the sailboat scudding over the twinkling blue ocean water. All afternoon there seemed to be no shortage of crumbling whitecaps or diving dolphins. And once, about fifty feet portside, Nicole directed everyone's attention to the great geyser of a blue whale, a mother, escorting her dawdling calf through the Pacific. It was a magical moment, causing everyone to stop what they were doing and marvel at the all-consuming splendor of the natural world. Even Scott had to admit that being aboard a vessel such as this had its perks. It was certainly the kind of lifestyle that he could see himself getting used to.

		Much to Nicole's chagrin, they kept drinking also.

		Boss and Scott made short work of the three bottles of champagne before the Captain of the ship started to break out the good stuff. He poured three sizeable shots of 100 year-old Scotch and they all raised their glasses in a display of good-natured merriment.

		Nicole was fine with the champagne, but the Scotch went right to her head. Scott could tell whenever she started to get a little too tipsy. Her uncontrolled giggling, her flushed cheeks, her insistence on listening to certain songs that reminded her of college: these were her tell-tales, as objectively reliable as a breathalyzer.

		Later, the trio was sitting on deck chairs with velvet cushions when Scott saw Boss lean over and whisper something into Nicole's ear. Scott watched her expression. She seemed reluctant, but overwhelmed by the large man's powers of persuasion. Scott watched her wobble to her feet and excuse herself.

		As Nicole walked away, Scott couldn't help but to chance a quick peek at her curvy backside again. The world was so strange. It was hard to believe that they'd once been married, that he'd once been the man she slept with every night, that he'd once been allowed to put his grubby little fingers all over her pristine curves whenever he wanted.

		"Penny for your thoughts?"

		"Huh?"

		Boss laughed for a few seconds. "Oh Scooter, what's in that dirty little mind of yours?"

		Scott heard the other man's familial, husky laugh again.

		There was a long pause as both men sat there drinking from their glasses, admiring the open expanse of the ocean.

		"Scooter?"

		Scott jerked his head up immediately, "Yes sir?"

		Something about this pleased Boss immensely. "You know, just so you know, she really does care about you. Nicole, I mean. She's very fond of you, in ways that I'm not even sure I understand."

		"Well, we were married for quite some time," Scott pointed out reasonably.

		"Yes, but now all of that is over," Boss said rather adamantly. "You do recognized that, don't you Scooter?"

		Scott shrugged weakly. "I guess so."

		"Nicole is my wife now," Boss said. "She's mine. She's going to carry my children. We're going to grow old together."

		Scott stared off in the distance, not saying anything.

		"Does this information bother you?"

		"Does it bother me?" Scott said.

		Boss raised his dark eyebrows, set his drink down, and folded his big arms across his chest. He was waiting now, with just the hint of impatience.

		"Does it bother me?" Scott repeated. "Well, I guess it's hard to say that I'm thrilled. The whole situation seems like a bad dream, kind of. You know what I mean? One day Nicole and I are happily married. The next day —"

		Boss interrupted. "Happily? Nicole told me that you guys were having problems."

		"Every married couple has problems," Scott protested.

		"So you weren't caught sending inappropriate texts to your secretary?" Boss said, his wide shoulders rising as he sat up in his chair a little. "You weren't spending more time at the bars than with your beautiful wife? You weren't neglecting her needs? You do realize that a woman like Nicole has needs? I can assure you, that woman has plenty of needs."

		Scott didn't want to think about that stuff. Just like he definitely didn't want some other guy talking about Nicole's needs. "I don't know, man."

		"Sir," Boss said sternly.

		Scott looked back at Boss.

		"Boss or Sir," the black man said. "You pick, Scooter."

		Scott gulped and started looking down at the boat deck. "Yes... sir."

		"Good boy, Scooter," Boss said, cracking up a little. "I think me and you can be friends. You're not so bad. I like you Scooter!"

		"Thanks," Scott said miserably.

		"But to be honest, Scooter, I'd feel a lot better if I heard you give me permission."

		"Permission?" Scott said, surprised.

		"Well, it's silly," Boss said. "But considering that you were once married, I'd just feel less self-conscious if I heard you give me permission to impregnate Nicole. I'm going to do so anyway. We've already talked about having kids. Nicole wants at least three, but I'm thinking maybe five! I think she'd look amazing, walking around the house with a big black baby in her white tummy."

		Scott took a sip of Scotch and didn't say anything.

		"So how about it? I'd like to get your permission, Scooter."

		"You don't need my permission."

		"Excuse me?"

		"You don't need my permission, sir."

		"Damn right," Boss said. "But who said anything about needing? I just want it."

		Scott looked over at Boss and saw the intense, challenging look. There really was no use in trying to make a stand now. If Scott had wanted to make a stand, it should have started a very long time ago. "Fine..."

		"Yes Scooter?" Boss said, comically leaning over, cupping one of his big hands over his ear.

		"You have my permission..."

		"To do what?"

		"To have children..."

		"With?"

		"With Nicole..."

		Boss nodded happily. "So you don't mind if I put a baby in her tummy?"

		"No, no, I guess not."

		"So you don't mind if I put a big black baby in her tummy?"

		"I don't mind," Scott said, contemplating the idea of leaping over the side of the boat so that he didn't have to continue this conversation.

		"Good boy," Boss said, visibly satisfied. "That's a good boy, Scooter. I think you're finally starting to learn."

		Then both men went back to their drinks and staring off at the water.

		After a while, Scott heard footsteps and glanced over his shoulder just as Nicole was walking back towards them. When he saw her (when he saw what she was wearing) he opened his mouth to speak, but no words passed his lips. He stared in speechless awe as Nicole stood there, modeling one of the flimsiest bikinis he'd ever seen.

		Nicole even blushed a little as she noticed that she was drawing appraising glances from the two men as they silently took in her flared hips, her flat tummy, her big firm tits.

		"There she is!" the black man said, beckoning Nicole to come join him now. "There's my sexy little snowbunny! Goddamn girl, you're black man's Kryptonite!"

		Nicole didn't argue. In order to get to her husband, she had to pass by Scott, who's jaw hit the floor when he saw the back of Nicole's apple-green bikini. It was a thong, a teeny-tiny thong, just a string really, that did little to cover her plump, shapely ass which bounced a little as she swayed her hips, walking towards her big black husband now.

		Nicole was still facing away from Scott when her butt-cheeks lifted, and spread, as she leaned over to kiss her husband's thick, luscious lips.

		Without warning, Boss grabbed Nicole by her hips and pulled her onto him. She gave out a little squeal of surprise as she got pulled onto his lap. Now she was straddling the hefty black man, who held her securely by the hips, before sliding both sets of fingers around her backside until he had two big handfuls of Nicole's bare ass.

		Boss gave Nicole another long, sensual kiss before saying, "We were just talking about you, me and Scooter."

		"Oh yeah? And what were you and Scooter saying?"

		Scott's heart did a little dive when he heard Nicole refer to him as 'Scooter' for the first time. It was embarrassing enough to be in this situation, on this boat, watching her strut around in that fucking bikini, allowing some ex-thug to openly paw her butt like she was some cheap stripper. But now she thought it perfectly acceptable to refer to the man she'd once considered her life-partner as 'Scooter.' How fucking humiliating!

		"Me and Scooter was saying how happy you look these days."

		"I am happy these days," Nicole said. "Very happy."

		She turned around, grinned at Scott. Then she turned back to Boss and rested her hands on his massive shoulders while he kept his hands on her ass.

		"And we were saying how good you're going to look when you finally got a baby in that tummy! You're going to be a great mommy!"

		"I know I am!" Nicole said, rather fiestily. "That's a no-brainer!"

		Scott watched for another few minutes. But he could only watch Nicole and her new husband paw each other and giggle for so long. Without bothering to excuse himself, he went below deck and stretched out on the large bed, allowing the rhythms of the ocean to rock him to sleep.

		He was awoken in the middle of the night.

		He found Nicole climbing onto the bed with him.

		She was drunk and giggling loudly.

		"Hey Scooter! I found you! What are you doing down here, Scooter?"

		Scott got his first whiff of Nicole's whisky breath. "Don't call me that."

		"Call you what, Scooter?"

		"My name is Scott."

		"You let Reggie call you Scooter?" Nicole said, drunk, looking suddenly hurt. "Why can't I call you Scooter? I think it's a cool name! It fits you!"

		"No it doesn't," Scott said. "You're drunk."

		She looked at him in the dark, screwing up her eyes. "Why are you so grumpy?"

		"I was sleeping."

		She pointed to the ceiling. "We were up there drinking. I was wondering where you've been."

		He shook his head at her, sighed. "No Nicole. You didn't seem too worried about my absence when I left. When I left you seemed to be doing just fine."

		"Oh Scooter, you're starting to sound like one of my girlfriends!"

		Scott felt rage begin to flicker in his stomach. He didn't say anything, just kept staring at her in the dark.

		Then Nicole moved so that now she was almost directly above him, her bleached blonde hair falling onto the same pillow he was using. She looked down at him, her expression full of disbelief and pity. "Isn't it funny how things worked out?"

		"I guess so," he said. "Yeah, it's hilarious."

		"Do you still love me?"

		Again he waited silently.

		"I love you," she said.

		"Fantastic to hear."

		"We've never talked about this," she said, biting her lip while she thought something over. "But... are you upset that I married a black man?"

		"Why did you ask me that?" Scott said.

		"I don't know," she said. "But Reggie is really a good guy. He is. It's true that sometimes he likes to play around with the race thing, but..."

		"Play around with the race thing?" Scott said, perplexed.

		"You know, he's always calling me his 'sexy snowbunny' and telling me how good I look with a BBC in my mouth..."

		Scott closed his eyes, rubbed the bridge of his nose.

		Mistaking his silence for confusion, Nicole said, "BBC. It's an acronym. It stands for Big Black Cock. That's all!"

		Nicole started laughing despite how uncomfortable Scott seemed to be.

		"You're drunk," he said. "You're wasted, Nicole."

		"No I'm not," she giggled. "Not really."

		"Please —"

		"What's wrong?"

		"Just stop talking," he said. "I don't want to hear any more details about your relationship. Okay?"

		"Okay," she said a little demurely.

		"Fine."

		But a quick moment later, Nicole was laughing again. "He even admitted to me once that he likes 'showing me off' to all his family and friends. I was actually surprised with how little I was bothered by that. In a way, it was sort a compliment. The way some of his friends look at me... Geesh! It's like I'm prime rib and they're starving wolves!"

		"You actually like that?" Scott said. "You like that stuff?"

		"I don't mind it," Nicole said. "I mean, Reggie makes me feel safe. So I don't mind it. It might be different if I was actually afraid that .... You know what he wants me to get?"

		"What's that?" Scott said with zero interest.

		"He wants me to get this lower back tattoo..."

		"Perfect! A tramp stamp, that's exactly what you're missing, Nicole! You'd look so classy then."

		"... A lower back tattoo, or tramp stamp, or whatever..." she continued carefully. "... That says: BBC GIRL. What do you think?"

		"Are you seriously asking me if I want you get a tattoo that says you like big black cock now?"

		"Well, not exactly. It's more like a joke thing. Reggie says that would really turn him on, to see me parading around like that. But, I don't know. What if I regretted it later?"

		Scott rolled his eyes dramatically. "I couldn't possibly see how you would live to regret getting a tattoo on your back that tells the world you like big black cock. I think every white girl should have one."

		"Really?" she said. "For real?"

		"No! Of course not, dammit! I was being sarcastic!"

		"Geesh, you don't have to bite my head off, Scooter!"

		"I really wish you'd just call me Scott."

		"And I really wish that you would lighten up a little. You used to be so much fun! Now you're all grumpy like some old man! It sucks!"

		Scott was about to say something else when the door opened into the room. Behind Nicole stepped the menacing figure of Boss who started groping for the light switch, but was obviously too drunk to actually find it.

		"Shush," Nicole whispered to Scott. "Just pretend that you're sleeping."

		"I was sleeping," Scott whispered back.

		"When Reggie gets drunk he can get a little jealous, so pretend you're still sleeping. I don't want to instigate him. Last time something like this happened, the other guy nearly..."

		She shook her head in the dark.

		Scott gulped and blinked his eyes several times. "The other guy what?"

		She shrugged and winced. "Just pretend that you're sleeping!"

		Boss was already walking towards the bed, stumbling really. "Fee! Fie! Fo! Thumb! Where's my sexy white wife with the thick booty!"

		Boss started laughing, enjoying his little joke.

		"Ah," he said now, looking down at the bed. "What do we have here? You cheating on me, woman? You going .back to small after you had X-Large?"

		Nicole smiled and placed a finger over her lips. "Don't wake up Scooter, lover! He's sleeping. He's asleep. I was just making sure he didn't hit his head. He's sleeping right now. Be quiet, you brute!"

		"Ah, so I'm a brute now, eh?"

		"Yes," she said, with a note of flirtation in her hushed voice. "A terrible, disgusting brute! The worst kind of brute! You should be behind bars."

		"Ah, I see. And why do you think they should put me in some cage? You calling me a monkey, you racist white bitch?"

		Still sitting on the bed, she turned, squaring her shoulders as she looked up with a challenging expression. "And what if I was? What would you do? You wouldn't do nothing!"

		He smiled down at her, amused by her sudden combativeness. "Such a pretty little mouth. Keep talking nonsense little girl and I'll have to fill that pretty white mouth with something, something big too."

		"I hope they do lock you up! That would serve you right!" she said, still playing the risqué game they'd started. "Get away from me! You smell awful!"

		Scott was still forcing his eyes to stay closed when he felt the bed start to shake. When he finally worked up enough nerve to crack one of his eyelids he was shocked and somewhat disgusted by what he saw.

		Nicole was face-down now. She had her head buried in the side of Scott's stomach now —her golden blonde hair spread out wildly as she struggled to work one of her hands free. Behind her, the towering figure of the black man masterfully gripped both of her wrists in one of his rough hands. He was holding her, keeping her like this for his own pleasure. In this position, Nicole's ass was raised high in the air, her lush cheeks spread out, invitingly and vulnerable.

		Nicole was still struggling to get free but clearly her heart wasn't really into the escape. Boss had her arms pinned behind her, using his free hand to slowly caress her lower back, telling her to calm down and relax. Those big fingers started to drag their way down her little waist and massage the great womanly curves of her thighs and ass.

		"No," she said, her voice barely louder than a whisper. "Let me go! Why are you doing this to me?"

		"Because you want it," Boss said. "Because you need it."

		"Says you!"

		"This is what you were built for," Boss said. "That's why God gave you all these great curves! So that you could receive a large man. So that you could carry his babies inside your tummy. So that instead of pain you'd only feel unbelievable amounts of pleasure when I start pumping you full with big meaty black cock."

		Nicole gasped with the expectation of deep carnal pleasure. "Not in front of Scooter. No! He doesn't deserve that."

		"He's sleeping," Boss said.

		"We'll wake him up though."

		"That's up to you," Boss said. "I'm always quiet."

		Unconsciously, Nicole started wiggling her hips around when she felt Boss rest his sex on the cleft of her exposed butt-cheeks, just letting it sit there while he looked down and admired the contrast in skin color.

		"You feel that?" he said.

		"I definitely feel that," she said, drunk, already forgetting that her ex-husband was a few inches away from her face.

		"You want me inside you? You want me to fill you up? Like no man has ever done before?"

		"Yes —yes, I do."

		"Is that little white pussy wet? Is it wet enough for your black husband?"

		"God, yes!"

		"Good girl."

		"It's so fucking wet! I've never been wetter!"

		"I'm going to fuck you Nicole. I'm going to cream in that pussy tonight. My balls are so fucking full right now that they are aching. That pussy is mine."

		"Yes, baby! Yes! Of course! Of course it's your pussy! Just please fuck me, baby, I'm so horny!"

		Boss laughed. He used his hand to spank Nicole on the ass so hard that the smack reverberated against the room's walls.

		Then Boss reached down and placed the big purple mushroom head against Nicole's outer lips. She was right. She was really wet, wet enough so that he didn't have to fight to get the tip just inside her, causing the beautiful woman to moan out loud and start to wiggle, trying to coax her black lover deeper and deeper inside her, needing his size, his strength, his cocky attitude, his enormous wealth, and yes, even his black babies.

		At some point, Scott turned on his side, not wanting the happy couple to see that his eyes were filled with tears of sadness.

		

		

		

		Part Sixteen: Scooter Finally Makes the Right Decision

		

	
		Scott was nearly asleep when he heard a knock on his bedroom door. It was Todd. Instead of waiting for a reply, Todd just busted through the door like he always did. Over the past several months Todd and Scott had become very close. They were almost like brothers now. Everyone said so. When they weren't washing cars together, they could usually be seen paling around the mansion grounds, watching movies, playing cards, or swimming in the big pool which always had plenty of beautiful near-naked women lying about. Not that these women were approachable. These were the type of women who wanted men with money, power, and success. They didn't want a couple of dorky white guys who lived in a fucking dormitory and washed cars for a living!

		Not that Todd and Scott weren't industrious in their own way.

		Every now and then the two buddies would make a few extra dollars by helping out on special occasions. For instance, last night both worked as waiters for one of Boss's big celebrity dinners. Most of the celebrities there were professional athletes, musical artists, Hollywood actors, or politicians. And as Scott fetched dishes and poured drinks, he couldn't help but to notice how many of the black men there were escorted by beautiful white women.

		Not that Scott was bothered by it. On the contrary...

		"Hey man!" Todd said, standing in the threshold of the doorway. "Have you seen my copy of Bubble Butt Blondes Love Black Meat 14? It seems to be missing. I thought that I'd lost it, but then I remembered you scoping out my library the other day. Again!"

		Scott was still lying on the bed. His eyes were half-closed when he pointed to a stack of DVDs on his desk by the wall. "Check there, yeah, I might have borrowed it."

		"Dude," Todd said, "you know that's like my all-time favorite video!"

		"So?"

		"So get a copy of your own and stop always taking mine!"

		"Whatever man," Scott said, "I was just borrowing it. Besides, it's not like you don't help yourself to my collection either."

		"You got anything new?" Todd said, stopping to examine a DVD case which featured a breathtakingly beautiful blonde woman kneeling with a fat black cock resting on her head. "Found it!"

		"Cool."

		"So you got anything new here, or what?"

		"I don't know," Scott said. "Didn't I just give you my password to BlacksonBlondes a few days ago?"

		"What's your point?" Todd said.

		"My point is that between the DVDs and websites you should have plenty to spank to."

		"Sorry man," Todd said. "Just feeling a little horny, I guess."

		"Yeah, I feel ya," Scott said. He hoisted himself to his feet, started rubbing the sleep from his eyes. "Let me ask you something."

		"Shoot, Scooter!"

		Scott shrugged tiredly. "Do you ever —and I mean ever— watch regular porn?"

		"Regular?" Todd said, his nose buried in a DVD called Black Frat, White Sorority: Real Amateur Gangbang.

		"You know," Scott said. "Like with white girls and white guys."

		"Gross," Todd muttered.

		Scott looked at Todd and they both started laughing.

		Minutes later, the two friends were headed towards the main house (or "The Big House" as Todd liked to call it) when a figure detached itself from the shadows, turned, and waited for the boys.

		"Hey Todd," Nicole said in her friendly way. "Hey Scooter!"

		"Hey Ms. Nicole," Todd said back.

		"Hey Ms. Nicole," Scott said.

		She laughed, her eyes shining bright as ever. "What are you two boys up to? You staying out of trouble?"

		Todd and Scooter looked at each other and grinned. Then, at the same time, they said, "Yes ma'am, we're trying to."

		"Good boys," she said. "By the way Scooter, you did a good job last night at the dinner. I was so proud of you. Even Reggie noticed. We both agree that from now on we want you on the wait staff for those kinds of dinners. You know, the fancy ones."

		“Sure Mr. Nicole," Scott said. "That would be really great actually. It was hard work, but I had a good time serving you and your friends. Just tell Boss that I'd be happy to help whenever. It's not like I can't use the money."

		"I figured," Nicole said, turning her attention to Todd's uncomely figure. Those skinny legs, that blotchy white skin, that belly, his horrible comb-over! Eww! "Todd? Would you be a dear and let me have a word with Scooter for a second? I'd really like to go over some other house choir stuff with him real quick?"

		"Sure Ms. Nicole, absolutely!" Todd said, already skipping off towards the big double doors of a side entrance.

		Nicole waited until she was alone with her ex-husband before she turned with that wry smile of hers.

		All at once, Scott's heart melted. When Ms. Nicole wasn't being the stern Mistress of the House, her smile was breathtaking. It wasn't easy. Scott still found himself confused emotionally when it came to Ms. Nicole. Sometimes he felt like he'd been brainwashed. It was odd, but he found that the simple act of addressing her by her first name seemed unbearably direct. He could remember that first afternoon when she must have addressed him a dozen times as "Scooter" and he didn't even realize it until later when he was alone in his small bedroom.

		Did she know about his recent interest in interracial pornography?

		Todd must have told her, right?

		Did she find him even more revolting because of it? Or did it please her? Or did she simply pity him for what he'd become: a happy, but submissive person who'd certainly been demoted in the world. Scott considered the matter thoughtfully. Maybe, this is what his ex-wife had wanted all along. Maybe this is exactly what she had wanted!

		A little while later, much to his shock, Scott found himself sitting in the driver's seat of a 2015 Ferrari 458 Spider. Ms. Nicole was sitting next to him, wearing her big sunglasses and looking happy as her strands of blonde hair blew in the wind. She wore a baby-blue tank-top and a short denim skirt which made her look cute as a button. Her legs were just as long and slender and tanned as Scott remembered them being. Except when necessary, Scott tried not to look directly at her face. But when he did so he could have sworn that there was this healthy glow about her which he'd never noticed before.

		It surprised Scott when Ms. Nicole complimented him on his own body. Then, just as they entered the city limits, and she reached over and touched him, leaving her hand on his knee, acute embarrassment made his cheeks burn with a hot color. It felt great though! It had been so long since he'd had real physical contact with someone else. But right away Scott dismissed this physical contact as the harmless gesture of a queen with her most favorite valet.

		But try as he could to block out those erotic thoughts, Scott couldn't help but to get excited when they ended up at a downtown hotel. The hotel surprised him for several reasons. The first was that it was a $50/night Ramada Inn, certainly not the sort of hotel that a person like Ms. Nicole was accustomed to patronizing. Secondly, and even more shocking, she wanted him to go inside with her!

		Was this a test? Was this some kind of cruel joke? Would big black Boss be waiting on the other side of the door, ready to laugh or beat Scooter to a bloody pulp for his insolence?

		Scott's heart pounded every step of the way. Nicole had already paid for the room. The entire time she gave no indication that she was leading him to a trap. On the contrary, she seemed as friendly and solicitous of his feelings as possible. Then the door closed, and Scott found himself in the rather improbable position of being with his ex-wife in a locked hotel room.

		"You're probably wondering what this is about?" she said, looking out the peep hole and then walking across the room towards her ex-husband.

		"Sure Ms. Nicole."

		"Scott, no."

		"I'm sorry," he said automatically. "What did I do wrong?"

		"This business of calling me Ms. Nicole, I hate it."

		"You do?" he said perplexed.

		She nodded. "I don't know who started it, but it wasn't me."

		"Sorry."

		"And stop apologizing," she said, looking down at him now with an expression that was warm and sincere. "I don't think that that place has been very good for you. I think someone has been playing games with you, trying to change you. But just for the record, I was never part of that. At least, not willingly. Do you understand?"

		Scott nodded obediently. "I understand."

		Frustration caused her to throw her hands in the air. "That's exactly what I'm talking about!"

		Scott cringed a little. "I'm sorry Ms. —"

		She looked at him, causing him to freeze up.

		"Nicole," he said slowly, like a child learning one of their first words.

		"That's better," she said, sitting down next to him on the bed so that now their shoulders were almost touching.

		Then she began to tell him how unhappy she was.

		At first, life with a hip-hop mogul was incredibly exciting. Reggie had plucked Nicole out of her ordinary life and tossed her into a world of private jets, televised award shows, celebrity friends, and chauffeur-driven cars. But even at the height of her pleasure, she'd always recognized that there was something lacking. Nicole still missed parts of her old life, even the boring and tedious parts. And more than anything, she especially missed spending time with him. Scott! The man she'd agreed to marry all those years ago!

		"Which is why," she said, hesitating while she gnawed the bottom of her lip, "I want to leave Reggie. But I don't want to leave alone. And I certainly don't want to leave you behind, especially not at that place."

		Hearing the words, but not understanding the message, Scott shook his head. "Leave?"

		She looked back towards the door, waited. "Yes dear, leave."

		"Where are you going?" he said.

		"It doesn't matter," she said, turning, gripping him by the wrists as she looked into his eyes. "Just someplace far away. I don't care, I don't really care. That is, I don't care where I go as long as you come with me Scott."

		For a moment Scott felt nothing but confusion. Leave with her? Did she need him to drive her someplace? Did she want him to come along so that she had a cook and maid? And what did Boss think of this? Surely Boss wouldn't have been too happy with Scooter taking Ms. Nicole someplace too far? Boss was sort of the jealous type.

		"Scott? Dear? Do you understand what I'm saying?"

		Slowly, like a dense morning fog starting to clear, Scott began to comprehend what was going on here. For an instant he even entertained the notion that he was still in his bed dreaming. After all, he'd fantasized about being with Nicole so many times over the past several months.

		"With me?" he said, nodding carefully, still trying to figure out whether or not he was being cleverly manipulated. "You want me to go with you? Run away with you?"

		"I do!"

		"You want to leave your new husband? You want —"

		She interrupted him. "And be with you, my one true love, Scott!"

		A large goofy grin broke out on Scott's face.

		Nicole saw this and smiled back at him. A mischievous light began to dance in her green eyes, and a flirtatious smile titled her lips.

		"I'm sorry," Scott said, suddenly getting off the bed. "I'm so excited, so surprised! I'll be right back! I just need to use the bathroom first!"

		"Sure," she said, "of course."

		"I'll be right back," he said, gesturing for her to stay put on the bed. "Just a couple of seconds!"

		For whatever reason, it turned out to be much longer than a couple of seconds. In fact it was a good thirty minutes before Nicole finally heard the toilet flush and the bathroom door handle jiggle open.

		Poor guy, Nicole thought. He has gone through so much lately. His nerves must be running amuck!

		And yet, no sooner had Scott stepped out of the bathroom, then there was a heavy thudding sound on the hotel door. Nicole jerked her head towards the door, then back at Scott, who was already running to open the door.

		A moment later and the large figure of a black man came rushing into the room. Nicole gasped. Boss was wearing khaki pants and a purple Polo shirt that stretched across his huge biceps and wide shoulders. Apparently he'd come straight from the golf course. In a different context, Boss might have looked as virile, handsome, and sexy as he ever had.

		The tension in the room was palpable. For a second all three of them just stood there, staring at one another, nobody saying a single word.

		Boss was the first to break the silence. "What's going on here? Nicole? What is this?"

		Instead of responding, Nicole looked over at Scott.

		His expression, while quiet, told her everything she needed to know.

		"Bastard," she muttered under her breath.

		Boss snapped one of his heavily bejeweled fingers. "Nicole!"

		Being snapped at like that caused Nicole to only bristle. She turned to look at her black husband. Standing erect now, she crossed her arms over her chest and gave him a challenging look. "What does this look like?"

		Boss's lips pulled back over his large white teeth, briefly making him look like an animal about to go on a killing spree. "Scooter? I'm only going to ask you this once, Scooter! Did you touch her?"

		Swallowing his timidity, Scott flashed a quick disbelieving look at his employer before saying, "Who? Ms. Nicole? No way!"

		"You sure, Scooter? You better not be lying to me, boy!"

		"I'm not lying, sir!" Scott pleaded. "I'm the one who called you! Remember?"

		Again Nicole glanced at her ex-husband with a look of 100% revulsion.

		Boss seemed to calm down, albeit very slightly. He took a deep breath, and waited a few moments. "Okay, okay. Let's all just relax."

		"I am relaxed," Nicole said, the hairs on the back of her neck still raised.

		Boss tried to soften her up with one of his famous smiles. "What's this about, Nicole? Talk to me. What's going on in your head right now? Huh, girl?"

		That's when Nicole lost it.

		She sank down onto the bed, buried her face into her hands, and began to cry. Boss didn't waste any time. He sat down next to her, put his arm around her shoulders. Eventually, as she kept sobbing, Nicole told her story. She told Boss that she knew about his "other women." She told Boss that she tried not be the jealous type, but eventually it just got to her. Which is why she wasn't going to tell him about the baby she was currently carrying, his baby!

		What?!?

		Baby???

		Boss's reaction was one of immense joy when he heard that Nicole was pregnant with his child! He was so deliriously happy that he even jumped up, pumped his arm in the air several times, and gave Scooter a big high-five!

		Meanwhile Scooter was doing his best to stay out of the married couple's problems. Part of him couldn't believe that Nicole hadn't told him earlier about her pregnancy, but at the same time the revelation only enforced the idea that he'd done the right thing by alerting Boss right away.

		Now, as Scooter stood there, lurking in the corner, he couldn't help but to notice that Nicole's sobs had turned into fluttering little laughs as she wiped her eyes clean and listened to Boss whisper consoling things into her ear.

		Obviously the couple were in the early stages of making up. Boss had already moved his hand from Nicole's knee to her bare thigh, so that a couple of his big black digits were now resting just under the hem of her denim skirt. Every few minutes he would shake his head with something like disbelief and say, "I can't believe I finally put that black baby in you! I can't wait to see that big full tummy! I love you, Nicole! I love you so much!"

		At this point, Scooter realized that his presence was no longer necessary. He had already started skulking away towards the door when he heard Boss snap his fingers.

		"It's okay, Scooter," Boss said, keeping one of his huge hands protectively over Nicole's tummy, which for the moment was still quite flat. "We want you to stay and watch. You earned this. You finally proved yourself worthy of watching me and Ms. Nicole together."

		Surprisingly, Scooter seemed reluctant though. "I don't know. I'm not so sure that's a good idea, sir. I think something like that should be between a man and his wife."

		"Oh shut up and sit your bony white ass down!" Nicole interjected loudly, flashing her ex-husband a false smile.

		"It's okay, Scooter," Boss said a little more levelly. "Take a seat, boy. Things are going to get fun up in here."

		Scooter's mind was a vortex of strong, conflicting emotions. But at the same time, the day had been a roller coaster of emotion. And he was already quite tired. And simply obeying their request and sitting down in one of the chairs facing the bed seemed to require much less energy than anything else.

		Which is how Scott Schaller found himself in a hotel room, sitting down in a chair, getting ready to watch the beautiful woman he'd once been married to about to receive her new black lover.

		Boss had already worked Nicole's tank-top off so that she was sitting on the bed wearing only her little denim skirt which was now pulled up high enough to show the front of her white lacey panties.

		"Oh baby," she was saying as the black man's thick lips worked along her neck and under her earlobes. "Fuck, that feels good."

		"My sweet, sweet Nicole," Boss said in his deep masculine voice, placing one of his hands gently to the side of her face, feeling that soft white skin under his rough touch. "Do you love me?"

		"I love you," she whispered back, obviously getting more and more turned on by the combination of kisses and skin on skin contact.

		"Good girl."

		"I love you so much."

		Then Boss's big black hand accidently brushed against the front of Nicole's panties and she gasped.

		He chuckled. "I love the way you smell, Nicole. You always smell so fucking good. It's like you're made out of nothing but candy and fresh fruit."

		Nicole flirtatiously grabbed one of Boss's big dark fingers and slid it into her mouth, batting her pretty green eyes at him. "Do you want to taste me?"

		"After all the trouble you've given me today," Boss said, "I got a better idea."

		Then he stood up and told Nicole to get on the floor. Nicole seemed a little apprehensive, perhaps due to the sudden change in the tone of his voice, which now almost sounded angry. But clearly there was no chance that she was going to ignore his command. With her skirt bunched up all the way around her tapered waist now, she lowered herself in front of the powerful man. She sank down, sticking her big firm butt out, as she sat down on the balls of her feet, so that her pretty white face was perfectly level with Boss's zipper.

		A huge grin spread across his heavy features. "You look so fucking good like this. You like this, don't you?"

		Nicole looked up at the man and nodded slightly. She reached out, placing her two small hands on his wide hips for support. "I do, actually."

		"You like serving your man, don't you?"

		Again Nicole nodded a little. "I do."

		"Nicole? What am I about to put in your mouth?"

		Nicole paused. She bit her tongue and her eyes fell down his waist until they were staring directly at the huge bulge in front of his pants. The bulge was already quite visible and seemed to be getting bigger by the second. "That... your thing."

		Boss smiled, stroked and patted her head for a few seconds. "Be more specific, Nicole. I like it when you are specific."

		She paused again, her big green eyes still staring at the bulge in Boss's pants. It looked like there was an animal struggling to get out of there now. "Your cock, baby. I'm about to put your cock in my mouth."

		"What color is my cock?" he said, still stroking and patting her head.

		"It's black," she said.

		"You like being on your knees to suck a big black cock? Is that what you like, Nicole? Is that what makes you happy? Using that pretty mouth to suck cum out of black cock?"

		Nicole was still staring wild-eyed when she finally started to unbuckle his pants and pull the object of her desire out. She felt a thrill of excitement run down her spine when Boss groaned. She squeezed it and the thing was as hard and unyielding as a baseball bat.

		"I still can't believe how big you are," Nicole said, holding it by the middle of the shaft, letting it pulse under her fingers. "It shocks me every time."

		"Don't tease me, baby!"

		Nicole grinned a little goofily and ran her hand back up to the tip which was already quite sticky. Real quickly, she looked over her shoulder at her ex-husband who was watching the whole thing with unabashed curiosity. "Would you look at this thing? Damn! I'm one lucky girl!"

		"Sure Ms. Nicole," Scooter mumbled to himself, feeling uncomfortable from her attention.

		But she was still looking at him, not letting go of the big black dick in her hands. "I've never seen you cum as much as he pre-cums! Can you imagine that? That's crazy, huh?"

		Boss chuckled a little more. "Honey, leave Scooter alone. I think he knows his place now. Don't you, Scooter?"

		Scooter nodded.

		Boss said, "What do you think so far? Do we make a pretty cute couple?"

		Scooter nodded again. "I can see why Ms. Nicole was interested in you. You guys are pretty sexy together. I'm just glad that she's happy, that Ms. Nicole has found a —"

		Nicole interrupted him. "A real man?"

		Scooter looked at the ground and shrugged. "I guess."

		This time, Nicole was about to say something else, but Boss had other ideas. As her mouth parted a few inches, he suddenly plunged the big purple head of his monster cock inside, making her eyes go wide, and then narrow intensely as she looked up angrily at the black man for being so disrespectful.

		"Sorry baby," he said, placing one of his hands on the back of her head, keeping her from spitting his massive dick out of her mouth, "but I had to. You're one of the most intelligent women I know. But sometimes you just need a cock in your mouth."

		Funnily enough, Nicole tried to say something back, but the words were intelligible because her mouth was so filled.

		As Boss started working his hips back and forth, pumping his giant tool in and out of her mouth, Nicole's beautiful white breasts began to sway. It was incredible how Boss was able to keep from cumming already. Scott knew how great Nicole's wet, hot mouth felt; and he knew that he would have already shot his load and started pulling up his pants. End of story.

		But not Boss.

		As the black man looked down at Nicole on her knees, he seemed like someone who was magnanimously feeding another person, like he was saving Nicole from a great and terrible hunger. As she struggled to take such a large member, drool ran down her chin and onto the hotel carpet. Boss kept gently patting her head and saying things like, "Good girl, you're doing such a good job! That's right, baby! I'm so proud of you right now! That feels good, Nicole. You're making quite a mess though, aren't you, baby?"

		Her mascara was already starting to run. And some of the sticky saliva had gotten on both of her cheeks too as she fought to make the black man's cock cum in her mouth.

		Boss looked over at Scooter and smiled. "We have a little ongoing bet. Did she tell you about our bet, Scooter?"

		Scott shook his head no.

		"If Nicole can make me cum in five minutes with just her mouth, then I'll give her $100,000. Cash."

		"Wow," said Scott. "That's pretty cool. And very generous."

		"What can I say? I'm a very giving person," the black man said, ramming his cock back down Nicole's throat.

		Then Boss suddenly reached down, grabbed Nicole by the back of her slender neck, and pulled her face into his crotch, forcing her to deep-throat him until his over-sized balls were literally touching her chin. She started squirming, trying to get away. But his grip was far too powerful for her skinny little arms. "So far she's never come close though. But I'll say this for our Nicole. She's persistent! She keeps trying!"

		Nicole grunted in affirmation.

		In truth, she was barely paying attention to what the two guys were saying. His cock felt enormous in her mouth. He often gloated about what a little cocksucker he'd turned her into and he was right. Nicole liked wrapping her lips around that living, throbbing thing. There was something so erotic, so affirming of her own feminine nature, about having this man's cock, the thickness of his flesh, sliding over her tongue. She'd never thought that she liked to be treated rough or even slightly humiliated. But when her and Boss were together it just felt natural. He was both playful and dominant about it, and her instincts seemed to compel her to play the submissive one like she never had before.

		After that they went straight to doggy. Boss was surprisingly gentle when he helped Nicole onto the bed. As though Nicole was in a hypnotic trance, she got on her hands and knees and spread her plump white butt-cheeks wide open.

		Boss kicked off his pants and boxers. Then he looked down and smiled at the beautiful sight of Nicole spreading her curvy ass for him. He pulled off her skirt and panties with the sort of grin you see on someone about to open a big Christmas present. His huge cock had swelled even more from face-fucking Nicole. The fat tip, coated with saliva and pre-cum, bobbed out in front of him as he gave her little waist a squeeze, and then bent down to lightly kiss each of her butt-cheeks, first the left, then the right.

		Nicole started to moan a little, her body already writhing as she felt her lover move behind her. She could already start to feel her first orgasm starting to build up when Boss started licking her pussy from behind. That was one of his things: eating her from the back. He was a skillful lover too. His tongue licked up and around her clit before he sucked it up between his lips. He started working one of his fingers inside her drenched pussy. Nicole was on the bed, her ass high up in the air, shaking. Just one of Boss's fingers could stretch her out more than Scott's penis ever had.

		But even Nicole was surprised when she started to have her first orgasm like this.

		My God, she thought. He made me cum with just his cock in my mouth and his lips on my pussy! But now I need to be fucked! I need to feel that big black cock inside me, filling me up, penetrating me, his thick meat jerking inside me and rewarding me with all that prized seed!

		Lucky for Nicole, she soon got her wish.

		As soon as she recovered a bit, she found that Boss was standing above her now, holding his big member by the shaft as he started to rub the head against her outer lips. Her pussy was beyond soaked, but even still he always needed a few moments to work himself into her. Nicole had one of the tightest pussies, which he loved and figured it had something to do with her race.

		Then he was inside her. A stricken expression crossed Nicole's face as the bulbous purple head slowly worked into her tight canal, inch by inch, sending signals of pain and pleasure shooting through her brain.

		"Damn, baby! Damn Nicole! I love this pussy!"

		"Oh fuck, you're inside me, you're already so deep!"

		Boss was keeping his huge hands on her waist as if he was afraid she might suddenly try and crawl away from him. "Baby, I still got a ways to go. You fucking with a real man now. And this beautiful white pussy is about to get fucked."

		"Yes, yes baby!" she gasped, pounding the bed several times as he worked more of his cock into her. "I'm so fucking wet!"

		Boss put a hand on each cheek of Nicole's soft butt and started to pull back, pulling her onto his rod now, closer to him. Her pink pussy lips were forming a tight seal around his dark member. There was something so wonderful about cumming inside a pussy as white and pink and perfect as Nicole's. Many times, while they were fucking, Boss would have to find something else to stare at because seeing how good Nicole's pussy looked getting stretched out by his black cock would make him start to shoot way too soon.

		As he was fucking her, he liked to spank her to see how quickly her ass would turn pink and hot from his spanking.

		"Yes, yes!" Nicole yelped when his bare hand landed on the globe of her ass, sending a stinging chill throughout her whole body.

		"Work that ass, whore!"

		"Okay baby!" she said, trying to work her hips as much as possible.

		"Do it white bitch!"

		"Please..." she mumbled as a second slap made her whole ass jiggle. "I'm trying."

		"Try harder! If you're going to raise my kids I want to see real effort! Are you worthy of my black seed?"

		"Yes... I'm... worthy..."

		"Show me then, white bitch! Work that big white ass on this big black cock! I'm going to nut so fucking hard inside you!"

		"Yes, yes, yes baby! Please, I'm trying!"

		"Try harder," he said, increasing his tempo so that now he was slamming into Nicole from behind with a great force.

		"I'm... trying...yes! Fuck that's amazing!"

		"Who's pussy is this?" Boss said angrily.

		"It's your pussy, baby!"

		"You ever going to leave me, Nicole?" he said, reaching over and grabbing her by the scruff of the neck, forcing her face into the pillows while he continued to roughly fuck her from behind.

		Nicole was moaning. But the pillows kept her words from being heard. So Boss wrapped her golden blonde tresses around his hand, violently jerked her head back, so that her neck was stretched out, her arms were locked at the sides, her butt was high up in the air, and her tits were jutting forward, continuing to sway as she suffered his merciless strokes over and over again.

		He rode her pussy hard, pumping into her, grabbing her hips, guiding her, sticking his meat into her hole and she screamed in delight, pushing back, accepting the defilement. "You like getting fucked like this, don't you Nicole?"

		"I love it, baby!"

		"Damn right, baby. Damn fucking right you do. That's my girl, that's my good girl. You've been acting crazy though. So when white girls act crazy it means they probably just need some big black dick in them to chill them the fuck out, huh?"

		"That's right baby, I need you to calm me down!"

		By now his black meat was well-lubricated in Nicole's juices. The wet cock slipped out of her pussy and got rammed back inside, going all the way to the hilt. His thick hands gripped her hips from behind, guiding her roughly, pulling her back hard against him as they both grunted in unison with animal pleasure.

		They continued on for the next 15 minutes, him roughly fucking Nicole so that she had two more orgasms. It was unbelievable watching them together. There was this perfect mixture of race, sex, love, domination, and submission.

		A few minutes later they were both approaching orgasm and Boss was telling Nicole that he was about to unload in her. Then they started to cum together, their bodies covered in a sheen of sweat. As Boss's cock spasmed inside Nicole, filling her pussy up with more of his seed, he pulled her hair back and leaned forward so that he could own her mouth while he came in her pussy. Nicole's eyes still looked like she was in a trance. Finally the big black cock slid out of her spasming pussy, causing her to make a fart sound, followed by a tremendous amount of thick white fluid oozing down her thighs and onto the soiled bed.

		When they had both finished he rolled off of her and asked if she wanted room service. It was only then that the realized that Scooter had already left.
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