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1.

​ “You’ve heard of the Buck Buck, right? The dance sweeping the
nation? Well, like many of you, my March Madness bracket went
downhill in a hurry this year, and I lost, badly. We asked you, the
viewers at home, what dance I should learn as a result. The answer
was overwhelming: the Buck Buck. So, we found the guys who
invented it, and that’s
where we went to learn it. So come along for the ride and let’s
learn… the Buck Buck!”


2.

​ Taylor and her crew got into Dalton around noon on a Thursday.
It was a small town, a few hours outside of Atlanta, and she and
the rest of the NLN crew would be spending the night at a Holiday
Inn if the shoot ended up taking too long. Her contact was a man
named Bizzy.

It was going to be a livelier shoot
than usual, and Taylor had come prepared. Instead of her usual
clothing for an NLN segment, she wore a white t-shirt with
‘Atlanta” inscribed across the bust, tucked into a pair of black
slacks that gave her a little bit of room to move around. She’d be
learning a dance after all, and she wasn’t about to wear a dress
for that. The clothes she had on hugged her curves, framing her C
cups and tight ass in a provocative form.

The dance studio was inside a plaza in
downtown Dalton. While the crew unloaded equipment from the van,
Taylor went inside to find Bizzy.

Mirrors lined the walls of the studio,
with shiny hardwood making up the floors. Bright fluorescent lights
illuminated everything. Music played at a low volume over speakers
attached to the ceiling, hip-hop – trap beats and sharp verses,
profanity laced and lude. There were four black men, early 20s,
kids Taylor assumed were locals or from the streets of Atlanta, and
they were running through athletic warmups. They stood straight
when Taylor caught their eye.

“Hey there guys,” Taylor
said, approaching with her patented ivory smile. “I’m Taylor Whent,
I’m looking for Bizzy?”

His face lit up, a warm grin spreading
across it. Bizzy was tall and skinny, dressed in a white t-shirt
and jeans with a backwards cap on over his shoulder-length
dreadlocks. He wore glasses, though Taylor doubted they were
prescription. He had a swagger about him, a cool confidence, and
when he spoke his voice was like butter on Taylor’s
ears.

“I’m Bizzy,” he said,
reaching out his hand. “Can’t believe we got Taylor Whent all the
way out to the studio.”

“It’s my pleasure,” Taylor
said, perky and excited. “Thanks for taking the time to let us do
the segment. I’ll do my best not to embarrass myself!”

The boys laughed, and
Taylor couldn’t help but notice the way they stared at her. She was
used to men checking out her body, but most were discreet about it.
Bizzy and his friends didn’t seem to understand the meaning of the
word tact.

Bizzy took a moment to introduce the
rest of his crew. Lonzo, the largest and blackest of them with a
high hairdo. Troy, who could have been Bizzy’s twin in hair and
dress if it were not for the lighter shade of black on his skin.
And Chainz, a wiry young black man with face tattoos and jewelry.
They looked about how you’d expect a rap and dance group to look,
Taylor thought. Not to mention she could feel the testosterone
coming off them in waves, lacing their every word and
movement.

With all four of them well over six
feet, and Lonzo who was closer to seven, Taylor felt very much like
a fairy in the presence of giants.

“You ever dance before?”
Troy asked, his voice more nasally than the others. “Like
professionally?”

A snicker from Lonzo the
giant.

“No actually,” Taylor said,
keeping up with politeness. “But I’ve been told I have rhythm, so I
guess we’ll see?”

Chainz smiled and nodded at her.
“Don’t worry girl, we’ll teach you. You in good hands.”

“Great!” Taylor replied.
“Let me go get the crew already to go and hopefully we can start
filming here soon.”

Taylor walked away, but she could hear
their whispers clear as day. Years of using the IFB at NLN had
trained her ears to decipher even the most static-laced
instruction.

“The news lady got booty
though.”

“How bout dem’
titties?”

“She too small. Wouldn’t
fit.”

“You could make it fit,
nigga.”

Taylor sighed as she pushed through
the front door. It was going to be a long day.


3.

​ When they were finally ready to shoot Taylor was relieved to
find that Bizzy and his boys weren’t camera shy. They lined up
about her in a box formation so that she could see their dance
moves from all angles, mimicking them the best she could as they
walked her through each step.

“You count it one, two,
three, four,” Bizzy explained, kicking his leg out and then hopping
to the opposite. “Now you try.”

Taylor attempted the move, not
ungracefully, but on the kick found herself losing balance and
going sideways.

“I got you,” Chainz said,
catching Taylor in her fall. His arms cradled her briefly, his
fingertips grazing the side of her breast as he righted
her.

Taylor cleared her throat before
addressing the camera again: “This is harder than it
looks!”

They moved on to a portion of the
dance where Taylor swung her hips side to side, inadvertently
shaking her ass for Lonzo who was right behind her doing the same
move. Raising her hand above her head, she imitated whipping, which
in turn caused her right breast to jiggle just so. She smiled the
whole time for the camera, doing her best to make the segment seem
fun and juvenile, but unable to totally ignore the way the four men
kept eyeing her up and down.

After two hours of teaching and
filming, she got through the whole dance without any mistakes, and
they had the segment.

“Hell yeah girl you got
it!” Bizzy laughed, giving her a double high five that Taylor had
to jump for. Despite the sexual tension in the room, Taylor was
having a good time. She’d nailed the dance, and it wasn’t an
average day at work which gave an air of levity to the whole
thing.

“We saw you shakin’ that
thing,” Troy chuckled. “White girl got rhythm after all
huh?”

“I guess so!” Taylor said.
“You guys are great teachers.”

Lonzo came closer, his inky skin with
a light sheen of sweat. “What you and yah crew gettin’ into after
this? We was gonna have a lil’ post shoot celebration at the crib,
seein’ as we gonna be on national news now and all.”

“That’s so sweet,” Taylor
said. “I’ll ask the guys and see what they want to do.”

“Where yall stayin’?”
Chainz asked.

“The Holiday Inn,” Taylor
said. “By the highway.”

“Shit, we could bring the
party to yall,” Chain added. “How about dat?”

Taylor felt the force of their gaze on
her. She realized suddenly that the four of them had her at the
center of a sort of circle, with a wide enough berth so as not to
be rude, but certainly close enough to be up close and
personal.

“I think that’d be fine,”
Taylor said. “Maybe we could hang out at the hotel bar. How’s that
sound?”

When Taylor and her crew got back to
the Holiday Inn, they checked in, and found that there was no hotel
bar. But there was a pool, and that’s exactly where Bizzy and his
boys were waiting with a bottle of booze in hand.

4.

​ Taylor checked her phone, poolside.

ROBERT:
How’d the shoot go?

TAYLOR:
Great! It was a lot of fun. Everyone was really
nice. Stuck here for the night though. This Holiday Inn
sucks!

ROBERT: Damn! Was hoping you’d be back. What are you and the crew up
to?

TAYLOR:
Just hanging poolside for a bit. Then probably off
to bed early.

ROBERT:
Love you!

TAYLOR:
Love you more!

“Damn girl you gonna sit on
yah phone all night,” Lonzo said, his scratchy voice interrupting
Taylor’s focus. “Drink yah drink now, come on!”

Taylor giggled and put her phone away.
She was on her third drink, feeling more than a little tipsy
without having remembered to eat dinner. The rest of the crew had
gone to bed, so the entire pool patio belonged to Taylor and the
four dancers. They were flirty, sure. Had she left them out on
purpose in her texts to Robert? Of course. But it was also harmless
fun. If she had to be stuck in a shitty hotel for the evening, why
not make the most of it? It’s not as if things were going to go any
further.

“You should try and get our
album some airplay,” Bizzy said, taking a seat beside her on the
lounge chair. Taylor was laying back, half-reclined, her demanding
chest accented. She could smell Bizzy’s cologne.

“Hmm,” Taylor said. “I’m
not sure NLN wants to go to commercial break on a song about
bitches and hoes, but we’ll keep it in mind.”

“I’m serious,” Bizzy
said.

“So am I. I’ll give the
album a shout out when we air the segment but after that you’re on
your own.”

Bizzy laughed, rubbing his dry palms
together and looking Taylor up and down. The others were nearby,
drinking and talking, casting side glances at Taylor and Bizzy
every ow and again.

“How tall are you?” Bizzy
asked.

“5’3,” she said.

“Married?”

“Why do you ask when you
can see the ring on my finger?”

Bizzy smirked and sipped his
drink.

“Are you trying to flirt
with me?” Taylor asked, winking playfully.

Bizzy leaned in and pushed his lips to
Taylor’s.

“Whoa whoa,” she exhaled,
pushing him back. “I’m married! Didn’t you hear me?”

“You said I was flirting,”
Bizzy shrugged. “Thought I’d show you what real flirting looks
like.”

Taylor glanced over at
Troy, Lonzo, and Chainz. They’d seen it; were chuckling amongst
themselves and cracking jokes. She had pushed Bizzy off almost
immediately, but there was that fleeting moment when his thick
mouth was pressed against hers and somewhere in the daze of her
alcohol delirium, she had felt a pulse down there.

“I’m flattered,” Taylor
said. “But can we keep this respectful please?”

“Sho’ thing,” Bizzy said.
“Let me be a gentlemen and refill your drink.”

“Okay but only
one more,” Taylor
insisted. “I’ve got to get on the road early tomorrow.”

Bizzy picked up Taylor’s empty glass
and walked away with it. Her phone buzzed beside her, and she
checked her messages.

ROBERT:
I almost forgot. Will you be home in time tomorrow
for breakfast? I’d love to cook you a feast!

Taylor started to respond but was
interrupted by the fresh cocktail being shoved in her
face.

“Drink up,” Bizzy said, the
playfulness suddenly gone from his voice.

Taylor took her drink in her hands.
“I’m watching you, mister,” she said playfully. “No more funny
business.”

“Who me?” Bizzy feigned
surprise.

“Yeah you,” Taylor
said.

Then, she drank.


5.

​ The steam in the shower was so dense that Taylor struggled to
make out her own hand before her. A ritual she'd picked up during
her college years to alleviate the aftermath of excessive drinking.
She'd cap off the evening with a scalding shower, believing the
abundant steam would help expel toxins. At least, that was the
justification she gave herself.

She was drunk. Drunker than she’d
meant to be. Taylor had bid the four polite but forward young men
adieu and gone up to her room around midnight. Upon arriving
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