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CHAPTER ONE

​ I Love the Theater

 


​ The Frederick
County Community College theater program consisted of fourteen
white people and one Taiwanese girl. So when we decided to
do The Doves of Babylon, we
knew we'd need to find a black guy. There was no way to make the
play work otherwise, but it was great because there were precisely
fifteen other parts, with an appropriate mix of genders for us. The
only flaw was the lack of a black man.

We all agreed to ask around and see if there
were any takers. A bit of an awkward situation, of course, hunting
for a black man in a rural town. It was a small school, with only a
few hundred enrolled, so chances were good we'd have to find
someone off-campus. That wasn't technically allowed, but the
theater department director, Art Winslow, had a loophole ready for
this very situation -- a free nonce class anyone could sign up for
mid-semester.

The only reason I remembered Ebony Pain was
because I passed him on the street. He was out for a jog. I noticed
him from a block away as "oh look, an insanely sexy shirtless black
guy out jogging. I wish I could get him in the play". Then as I
actually drove past him, and he smiled at me, showing off that
distinctive chipped-front-tooth grin, I thought, "Do I know
him?"

Oh shit, the stripper from
Becca's bachelorette party! He's black, outgoing, a good performer
and godawful handsome! And I actually do know him! We did bong hits
together in the backyard!

So I went around the block and met him a
couple corners down, glad he hadn't made any sudden turns. He
didn't seem surprised to see me, as though he expected me to turn
around to find him.

"Hey," he said, out-of-breath as he came to a
stop. I pulled over and rolled my window down.

I had been so excited to realize he'd be
perfect to play Dwayne, I hadn't really thought over how to ask
him. Do I just blurt it out? Do I make it obvious him being black
was essentially the only reason he was being invited?

But his eyes drilled into me, as though he
was trying to claw his way into my brain to find out what I wanted
on his own. He smiled at me again.

"I'll do it if you go on a date with me," he
said. He batted his handsome eyes at me.

"I... uh, I didn't say anything, I was-" I
blushed as I stammered over my words like some prepubescent
gawkette meeting her crush for the first time.

"I know," he said. His grin showed off that
sexy row of teeth, the chip in the front tooth making it so much
hotter. I felt myself growing moist, his words sinking deep into my
spine and flowing through me. He had a smooth, sultry voice as
though his lungs were full of melted butter. "You want to ask me to
do something," he said. "You want me to come to a party, right?
Something like that. Do you want me to take my clothes off?"

I was still too embarrassed to really answer,
especially as I had noticed the large bulge in his running shorts.
He looked to be wearing a jockstrap, I though, a perfect round
bulge showing through the satin shorts, the outline of his
cockshaft barely visible. "Not a party... A play."

"A play?"

"The Doves of
Babylon, it's a theater thing, it's a great play, and
we need a sixteenth actor. It's a big part, but it has to be
played... well, it has to be, y'know..."

"A black guy?"

"Yeah."
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