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Nervously, Stuart Harrington stepped into the sleek, modern offices of The BBC Network, still feeling intimidated by his first corporate job. Headquartered in Atlanta, Georgia, The BBC Network was essentially a cable news channel that provided high quality entertainment and news to a predominantly African-American audience. When they hired Stuart last month, they said he was only the fourth white worker in the entire company. 

Stuart shuffled down the fluorescent-lit hallway, his arms straining with a briefcase that seemed to grow heavier with every step. The hum of office chatter buzzed faintly in the background, but his focus was on the dull ache in his shoulders and the anxiety of trying to fit into The BBC Network. 

As he approached Nicole Murphy’s desk, he slowed, his eyes instinctively flicking toward her. The secretary was a force of nature in the office — confident, red headed, and entirely out of his league. Today, she was bent over her desk, rifling through a drawer, her gray slacks hugging her curves in a way that made Stuart’s throat dry. His footsteps faltered as his gaze lingered, drawn like a moth to a flame.

There it was — a flash of black lace. Her thong peeked over the waistband of her slacks, the delicate fabric a stark contrast against the smooth, creamy skin of her lower back. His breath hitched, and he felt his cheeks flush with heat. The briefcase in his hand suddenly felt like a precarious shield, something to hide behind, though it was far too late for that.

Stuart froze, his eyes lingering for a second too long. Just as he realized what he was doing, a burst of cruel female laughter erupted from the side.

“Caught you staring, whiteboy!" teased Lisa, another secretary, and one of only four white employees at The BBC Network, her voice dripping with amusement.

“Wow, you weren’t even subtle about it,” added Vanessa, the fourth and final white BBC worker, smirking condescendingly as she crossed her arms. "What's your deal, whiteboy?"

Unlike Stuart, who worked as a video editor, the three buxom immaculately dressed Caucasians at BBC were secretaries, never showing up to work in the same outfit twice – their professionally styled clothing choices as revealing as their makeup was perfect. Nicole straightened abruptly, her lips curling into a knowing smile. “Stuart, wow, didn’t take you for the type.”

Stuart’s face burned crimson. Nicole's proximity was overwhelming. He could see the faint shimmer of her lip gloss, the way her blouse clung to her figure, hinting at the curves beneath. His mouth went dry, and he swallowed hard, his mind struggling to form a coherent thought. “I wasn’t — I mean, I just —”

Nicole leaned back against her desk, her hips cocked to one side, and crossed her arms beneath her chest. The movement accentuated her already impossible curves, and Stuart felt his resolve crumbling. "Relax, whiteboy," she drawled in her thick Southern accent. She studied him for a moment, her expression unreadable, before a slow smile spread across her face. "I ain’t offended. Happens all the time. But, just so you know, I ain't never met a whiteboy yet who can handle what I got... It's like my body built a natural defense against small dick energy men, ha!”

Lisa and Vanessa laughed so hard they let out small snorts of mirth.

Stuart chuckled nervously, but inside, he who felt like sinking through the floor. "Well, good luck today, ladies! I better be getting to my desk, lots of, um, cool videos to edit today!"

The trio of sexy white secretaries barely noticed the pencil-necked whiteboy scurry off, disappearing down a hallway.

A moment later, Stuart sat at his desk, staring at the monitor. His headphones were on, but the bass from the rap video he was editing still rattled his chest. His dream had always been to work in the news division of a major television station. But since he started, they had him working mostly with the entertainment division at The BBC Network, paying him a fair salary to use his high-level video editing skills on their barrage of in-house produced rap music videos, which frequently got millions of new views each day on the internet.

On screen, a very pale, voluptuous, Norwegian blonde with a bubble ass that defied gravity twerked in slow motion for a famous black rapper, DJ Reparations. 

First Stuart looked around anxiously, afraid that one of his black colleagues would think the new whiteboy was watching porn at work. But once he saw the coast was clear, he leaned closer to the screen, suddenly losing track of time.

The blonde woman's creamy hips swayed hypnotically, her leopard-print thong barely containing her bouncy Caucasian cheeks as she dropped low, her hands gripping her knees, her lips parting in a sultry smile. DJ Reparations stood over her, a picture of raw African-American masculinity, his gold chains glinting, his grin wide and predatory. Stuart’s pulse quickened. He shouldn’t be feeling this way. He shouldn’t be so... fascinated.

But he was. He couldn’t help it.

He leaned back in his chair, running a hand through his thinning brown hair. The air-conditioning in the BBC office was cranked up, but beads of sweat still dotted his forehead. He glanced around the open floor plan, feeling out of place as usual. Everywhere he looked, there were confident, charismatic black coworkers — men and women who moved with a rhythm and energy he could never match. Stuart was a fish out of water here. A pale, pasty fish in a sea of melanin.

“Stuart, you good, man?” Mr. Washington’s deep voice cut through his thoughts. Mr. Washington was Stuart's supervisor, a towering figure with a shaved head, trimmed goatee, and a voice that could command a room. The imposing black man was leaning against the edge of Stuart’s desk, arms crossed, his tailored suit hugging his muscular ebony frame.

“Uh, yeah,” Stuart stammered, pulling his headphones down around his neck. “Just trying to get the timing right on this slow-mo shot.”

Mr. Washington glanced at the screen, his lips curling into a knowing smile. “Ah, Twerk for Black History Month. Classic. You know, man, I gotta hand it to you. You’re getting pretty good at this editing stuff. For a whiteboy, you got a decent ear for the beat.”

Stuart chuckled nervously. “Thanks, Mr. Washington. I’ve been... uh, trying to get more into the music. It’s growing on me.”

Mr. Washington's grin widened. “Oh, I’ll bet it is. You ever been to a video shoot, man? You should come with me sometime. See how the real magic happens.”

Stuart’s heart skipped a beat. “Uh, maybe. Where do they shoot the videos usually?”

"Hotlanta, baby. Right here!"

"Yeah, um, that sounds fun," Stuart stuttered.

Mr. Washington clapped him on the shoulder, the weight of his hand making Stuart’s knees feel weak. “Cool, man. I’ll set it up. You’ll love it. Trust me.”

As Mr. Washington walked away, Stuart’s eyes lingered on him. He couldn’t help it. His boss exuded a kind of confidence and masculinity that Stuart could only dream of. It wasn’t just his physique — it was the way he carried himself, the way he spoke, the way he commanded respect. Stuart felt small in comparison. Inadequate.

... He turned back to the screen, the blonde’s twerking filling his vision again. Twerk for Black History Month had been one of the most popular songs that summer. Stuart's stomach twisted with a mix of guilt and arousal. He shouldn’t be watching this so intently. He shouldn’t be enjoying it... But....butt...
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That night, Stuart drove home in silence, the bass from the rap music still echoing in his troubled head. 

A vision of understated beauty, his wife was waiting for him in the kitchen, wearing in an outfit that was unusually sexy for her — yet still effortlessly casual. 

"Hi Rebecca!"

A soft, off-the-shoulder sweater drapes over her creamy skin, slipping just enough to hint at the curves she so often kept hidden in public. Beneath it, a pair of crimson form-fitting workout shorts with a University of Alabama emblem hugged her hips, accentuating her flowery female fertile-looking figure in a way that felt both inviting and relaxed. Rebecca smiled when her husband walked in, but there was a hint of concern in her eyes.

“Hey, babe,” Rebecca said, kissing him on the cheek. “How was work?”

“Fine,” Stuart muttered, avoiding her gaze. He'd started the job last month and knew that their future was riding on whether or not he could "make this job work." His wife, who had a degree in education, worked as a teacher's assistant at an elementary school, so it was mainly up to him to pay all the bills. Both Stuart and Rebecca grew up in households where the husband worked and the wife served as homemaker. 

Rebecca frowned. “You’ve been acting... weird lately. Is everything okay?”

Stuart hesitated. He wanted to tell her. He wanted to confess the sinful thoughts that had been creeping into his mind. But how could he? How could he tell his beautiful, amazing, loving wife that he’d been fantasizing about other women — women who looked nothing like her? Women who worshipped black men in ways he could never compete with?

“It’s nothing,” he said finally. “Just... tired, I guess.”

Rebecca studied him for a moment, then nodded. “Okay. Well, dinner’s ready if you’re hungry.”

Stuart forced a smile. “Thanks. I’ll be right there.”

He sat down at the table, picking at his food. Rebecca chatted about her day, described this exciting new dance class she just joined, but Stuart barely heard her. His mind kept drifting back to the office. To DJ Reparations. To the music. To the blonde on the screen, her ass bouncing rhythmically as she submitted herself to a man who wasn’t Stuart.

Later that night, more troubled than ever, Stuart lay in bed, Rebecca sleeping soundly beside him. He stared at the ceiling, his heart pounding. He couldn’t stop thinking about it. The music. The videos. The power. He felt a heat building in his chest, a desire he couldn’t ignore.

Quietly, he slipped out of bed and made his way to the living room. He grabbed his laptop and opened it, his fingers trembling as he typed. He searched for the music video he’d been editing earlier, the blonde’s face appearing on the screen as soon as he hit play. He turned the volume down low, but the bass still pulsed through the room.
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