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​“It’s a thirty-minute
drive to the hood, and I gotta test yah’ wife out on the way there.
So, you the one drivin’ us, white man.”

Brock’s knuckles were pale, gripped fists around
a leather steering wheel. Glancing in the rearview mirror of the
Explorer he saw his wife, Brittany, bundled up in a loose-fitting
trench coat that spread wide at the top. It was obvious she didn’t
have much on underneath. Next to her, stretching his long black
arms out and kicking his feet up, was Smokey.

“Keep yah eyes on the road, don’t be getting’
into no accidents. We got niggas waitin’ for us. Waitin’ for
Brittany, here.” Smokey snaked an arm around her shoulders and
pulled her closer. Brittany’s eyes were nervous, glancing from her
husband in the driver’s seat to the thug sitting next to her.
“Which reminds me, you ain’t gonna be Brittany when you turnin’
tricks. Your name gotta be something short, something sweet.”

“Strawberry?” Brittany asked, her voice a
nervous whisper.

“Nah, too long. Something with punch…Kiwi. Your
name gon’ be Kiwi, white girl. That OK with you Mr. Brock?” Smokey
taunted from the backseat, his tattooed fingers twirling through
Brittany’s mess of blonde hair.

“It’s actually not OK,” Brock said through
gritted teeth, flicking his blinker on and merging into traffic.
“None of this is OK.”

“That right, whitey?” Smokey laughed. “Guess
what? I don’t give a fuck. Matter of fact, I think Kiwi is
perfect for yo’ bitch. Now, get up out them clothes, Kiwi. Let me
see what we workin’ with today.”

Kiwi bit her lip and nodded. She shrugged her
soft white shoulders out of the coat and shimmied it down to her
tummy.

“Goddamn,” Smokey said, rubbing his ashy palms
together. “All sorts of cake on this white bitch!”

Kiwi wore a flimsy purple bikini top, at least
one size too small for her creamy, voluptuous tits. They burst at
the sides and threatened to fall through the bottom, comically
large in the tiny swimsuit.

“Go on, take it all the way, white girl. Don’t
be shy. I gots to see what I’m selling before I can put it on the
streets. Know what I’m sayin?”

Kiwi looked tensely at the rearview mirror,
scanning the reflection of her husband’s troubled eyes for a sign
of what to do. She hesitated.

“Don’t look at yah fuckin’ husband, look at me,”
Smokey grabbed her by the chin and pulled her face to his. “Yo’
husband is just the fuckin’ driver today, my eyes and ears on the
ground. But I’m yah fuckin’ Daddy today. You got that?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she said, getting into
character.

“Good. Now take the fuckin’ robe off and show
me.”

Kiwi slithered out of the oversized wool,
letting it drop in a pile on the Explorer floor. She scooted
against the door and spread her legs a little, allowing Smokey to
see her in full.

“Now we fuckin’ talkin,” Smokey filled both
hands with Kiwi’s jiggling, fleshy tits. He squeezed roughly and
she winced, squeaking out a nervous sigh.

“This wasn’t part of the deal,” Brock said
angrily from the front, doing his best to keep his eyes on the
road. “You said three grand from a day’s work and we were clear.
You didn’t say shit about getting your rocks off.”

“Shut the fuck up, white man!” Smokey yelled,
rubbing Kiwi’s taut nipples over the top of the bikini. “I don’t
put nothin’ out on the street I ain’t tried yet. Whether it’s coke,
weed, or your fuckin’ wife! I gotta check it for quality
assurance.”

Brock snorted in disgust, accelerating south on
the highway.

“You like that, Kiwi? You like when I play with
your tits?” Smokey’s hands explored her chest, flipping the bikini
top up so her boobs spilled across her chest. Kiwi’s pink,
irritated nipples stood tall, and Smokey snatched one between thumb
and forefinger, twisting it.

“Ow! Yes, ow! Yes, Daddy!” she sputtered to the
thug fondling her. Smokey was slender and tatted, with a single
tear drop tattoo on his cheek. He was shirtless and his black,
chiseled frame showed his prison yard frame. A mop of short
dreadlocks sat on top of his head, and his soft brown eyes searched
her nervous body.

“Good girl, open up,” he said, snaking two
fingers into her lush mouth. Her lips were fat, especially the
bottom one, and it stuck to his digits as he explored her. He
rubbed the top of her tongue, pushing towards the back of her
throat. She wrapped lips around them and sucked. “Good, Kiwi. Good,
white girl. That’s how you fuckin’ do.” With his free hand Smokey
pushed aside the tiny purple thong clinging to her delicious thighs
and got a palm against the wet folds of her cunt.

“Ohhh,” she moaned into his fingers.

Brock’s view shifted relentlessly from the road
to the rearview. The air conditioning in the car blasted cool but
he was covered in sweat, his leg shaking against the gas pedal. The
woman he loved was being degraded in the backseat of a thug’s car,
right before his very eyes. Of all the men in the world to be using
her like that, Smokey was far and away the last one he wanted doing
it.

“Lemme see what that mouth do, Kiwi,” Smokey
said, tearing at the button on his jeans and shuffling them down to
his ankles. Lying there between sweaty black thighs was a
half-hard, quickly lengthening black cock with a fat bush of curly
pubes at the base. He grabbed hold of it stroking, letting Kiwi see
how serious the size of it was.

“You suck nigga dick before, Kiwi?” he asked,
expertly filling his free hand with her dirty blonde hair.

“Once, Daddy,” her eyes were wide and lustful,
curious, anxious.

“Good thing I asked,” he chuckled, guiding her
by the head towards his smooth ebony dick. “You need some practice
before I put yo’ ass on the streets.”

“For fuck’s sake,” Brock grumbled.

Kiwi, formerly known as Brittany, checked the
rearview one last time as she bent over to take Smokey into her
mouth. Her husband stared back.
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​Brock and Brittany
met Smokey by accident.

They were celebrating a friend’s birthday at a
dance club downtown. Around midnight their friend group ran out of
blow, prompting the discussion to try and find more. Through some
texting and friends of friends, Brock was able to track down a
number.

“This guy’s name is Smokey and he said he can do
two balls for four hundred bucks,” Brock told the unit, his arm
wrapped tight around his skimpily clad wife. “We doing it or we
doing it?”

Brock’s first mistake, as far as he could figure
it, was bringing Brittany with him to pick up the coke. He often
thought about the fact that if just he had gone, Smokey
would have been generally unimpressed and moved on to other
nefarious endeavors. But drunk and high, Brock begged and convinced
his stunning wife (who wore only a small piece of sparkling black
polyester) to accompany him on a drug deal with a stranger.

“This is sketchy as fuck, Brock,” Brittany
carped, wrapping her bare arms about her shoulders. In the dim
light of the alley her dress looked more like shadow than
cloth.

“Just chill, babe. He’ll be here any
minute.”

“I want to go back inside,” she said.

The bass of the nightclub shook the night
through brick walls, and a moment later headlights appeared high
and bright at the end of street. The Explorer edged down the
alleyway, the broken beat of trap music coming from its open
windows. It stopped in front of Brock and Brittany, sandwiching
them between the SUV and two dumpsters.

“You Brock?” asked the young black thug behind
the wheel. Next to him in the passenger seat was a broad, severe
looking black man.

“Sure am. Thanks for coming guys,” Brock made to
handshake the man in the window, hoping to pass off the cash for
the drugs the way he’d seen in the movies.

“Look at this white boy,” the black man
chuckled, shaking his head. “You out yo’ damn mind.” This brought
snickers from the dark passenger, and a smirk from Brittany. “Get
in the car, we take you round the block.”

Brock paused, taking his wife’s hand.

“Hmm, can’t we just do it here?” Brock
asked.

“You want the blow or not, white boy?” the man
brokered.

The married couple consulted with stares.

“Maybe we should go back inside?” Brittany said
delicately.

“Damn little lady,” the black driver chuckled,
flashing white teeth, “I ain’t gon’ hurt yah. What you got to be
scared of?”

Brittany bit her lip and shrugged her
shoulders.

Brock opened the back passenger door for his
wife, and the two of them got in.

“You can give my man the money now,” the driver
said as they idled out of the dirty alleyway. Brock passed the wad
of cash to the large African man who immediately counted it. After
a moment he nodded his head and passed a baggie filled with white
rocks to the backseat.

“Holy shit,” Brock said. “This looks fire!”

“Shit, it’s better than fire. It’s gasoline,”
the driver smiled.

“Thanks for hooking us up,” Brock’s dilated
pupils roamed the contents of the plastic bag. “You cool if I hit
you up again in the future? We don’t get it like this.”

“What’s yah’ names?” the driver asked.

“I’m Brock and this is my wife, Brittany.”

“Brittany,” the driver drawled.

While Brock was enraptured with the cocaine, he
failed to notice the way the drug dealer was staring at his wife.
It was as if the man drove with one eye on the road, and the other
glued to the rearview mirror.

Brittany noticed, too. She’d crossed her legs in
modesty, fully aware that more than half of her tits hung out the
top of her black party dress. When she tried to look away from him,
she felt his stare. When she glared back, so did he.

“Brock and Brittany. You can call me
Smokey.”

“Would it be OK if we bumped here real quick,
Smokey?” Brock asked shamelessly.

“Brock!” Brittany slapped his shoulder.

“Shit yea, white boy,” Smokey winked at the
rearview mirror. “Go on get ya’ self a bump. I’ll drop you two up
here on the corner.”

Brock dug around in the powdery bag, gathering
it onto the end of his house key. He brought the small mountain of
white to his left
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