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Part One

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...


Part Two

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.

Stuart’s breath quickened as he watched her move. Her hips. Her ass. Her submission. He couldn’t tear his eyes away. His hand drifted to his lap, his body reacting on its own.

The fear and guilt he’d felt earlier melted away, replaced by a raw, electric need. He closed his eyes, imagining himself in the video — not as the man standing in the background, but as the one in the spotlight. The one she was twerking for. The one she was worshipping.

“Stuart?”

His eyes snapped open. Rebecca stood in the doorway, her arms crossed, her expression a mix of confusion and hurt.

“What are you doing?” she asked softly.

Stuart’s heart stopped. He closed the laptop quickly, his face burning with shame. “Uh, nothing. I just… couldn’t sleep.”

Rebecca, wearing a tee-shirt (advertising the charity 5K she ran last month) and panties, walked closer, her eyes searching his. “Is there something you’re not telling me?”

Stuart swallowed hard. He wanted to tell her the truth. He wanted to explain the thoughts that had been consuming him. But the words wouldn’t come.

“Rebecca, I… I don’t know. I think I need some time to figure things out.”

Rebecca’s eyes welled with tears. “Figure what out, Stuart? Is it… is it me? Am I not enough for you?”

"No, Jesus babe, it's definitely not that... it’s not that at all,” Stuart said quickly. “It’s just… work. Everything’s just… different now.”

Rebecca nodded slowly, but the hurt in her eyes didn’t go away. “Okay,” she whispered. “Just… don’t shut me out, okay? I’m here for you. And I know how stressful it has been for you to adjust at The BBC Network, I know, babe.”

Stuart nodded, but he couldn’t meet her gaze. He knew he was lying to her. He knew he was lying to himself.

As Rebecca walked back to the bedroom, Stuart sat in the darkness, the weight of his interracial desires pressing down on him. He knew he couldn’t ignore them anymore. He knew he had to confront them. But how?


Part Three

The next morning, Stuart woke up with a pit in his stomach. Rebecca was already in the kitchen, humming softly as she poured herself a cup of coffee. A real morning person, she was already dressed for her long day of Saturday errands, her creamy white skin glowing with a natural radiance.

A fitted white tank top hugged Rebecca’s curves, the soft fabric clinging just enough to hint at the shape beneath. The deep scoop neckline revealed the smooth expanse of her collarbones and offered a teasing glimpse of her décolletage. Paired with the top, she wore high-waisted denim shorts, snug in all the right places, accentuating the curve of her hips and the toned length of her legs. The frayed edges brushed against her thighs, making each step seem just a little more enticing. A pair of flawlessly white sneakers kept the look relaxed, but the way she moved — graceful, confident, with a sway that was completely unintentional yet mesmerizing — made her impossible to ignore.

With her perfectly shaped derriere to him, Rebecca's thick brunette hair tumbled over her shoulders in a way that made Stuart’s heart ache. He loved his BBC rap girls, but he also loved women like Rebecca: classy, highly intelligent, down to earth, real, 3D, personable, funny, familiar. He wanted to reach out to her, to pull her close and tell her everything – how editing rap videos all day for The BBC Network was warping his perverted little mind – but the words stuck in his throat like a lump of guilt.

“Morning,” she said brightly, her smile warming the room. She handed him a cup of coffee, her fingers brushing against his for just a moment. “Sleep okay, babe?”

“Yeah,” Stuart lied, taking the cup. He avoided her gaze, focusing instead on the steam rising from the liquid. He could feel her eyes on him, searching, probing.

Rebecca tilted her head, her expression softening. “Stuart… you’ve been distant lately. Did something happen at work? Is everything okay at The BBC Network, babe”

He hesitated. How could he tell her? How could he explain the growing twerking obsession he couldn’t shake? “No,” he finally said. “Just… stressed. You know how it is.”

Rebecca nodded, but the worry in her eyes didn’t fade. "I won't be gone too long. We're still doing that thing with your boss tonight, right?"

"8 P.M., yeah," Stuart said, slumping his shoulders. "He said he just likes to meet all of his employees' families. If that's okay with you."

"That's okay with me, but did Mr. –"

"Washington," Stuart said, supplying the name of his new boss. "Mr. Washington."

"Okay, is Mr. Washington bringing his wife?"

"No, I don't think so."

She opened her mouth to say something, then seemed to think better of it. Instead, Rebecca turned and grabbed her bag from the counter. “I’ll see you tonight,” she said softly, planting a quick kiss on his cheek before heading out the door.

Stuart stood there for a long moment; he needed answers. He needed to know why he felt this way, why he couldn’t stop thinking about the music, the videos, the… fantasies.

He grabbed his laptop and sat at the kitchen table.

With trembling fingers, he typed “BBC rap videos” into the search bar. The screen filled with thumbnails of sultry twerking queens, their gorgeous white bodies moving in perfect rhythm to the beat. He clicked on one of DJ Reparation's videos, and the familiar sounds of heavy bass and commanding lyrics filled the room.

As he watched, the white man's eyes widened. There, in the center of the screen, was one of the sexiest women on the planet. Her blonde hair was short, her face sexy and determined.

The woman's body was sheathed in an outfit of a sexy cowgirl. It fit her like the Halloween costume of a sorority girl: a cropped plaid shirt tied above her pierced bellybutton, tiny denim shorts, cowboy boots, and a pink flirty cowboy hat.

Her country-western outfit left nothing to the imagination, with most of her breasts spilling out of her top and at least 2/3s of her tawny cheeks hanging out the bottom of her shorts. The blonde's hips swayed in perfect rhythm to the heavy urban beat, her bubble butt jiggling with every movement. She was every man’s fantasy, and she was not looking at Stuart. Her eyes were locked on DJ Reparations, her lips parted in a sultry smile that made Stuart’s skin crawl.

The blonde moved with a confidence that nearly overwhelmed Stuart, her curvy hips swaying, her body submitting to the looming black rapper with an ease that made Stuart’s heart break while something else – something between his legs – stir with uncomfortable eroticism.

"I need to stop watching this shit," Stuart muttered to himself, but kept watching, transfixed.

Currently DJ Reparations dominated the screen, his imposing frame draped in a silk purple-and-gold robe that threatened to slip from his broad African-American shoulders. His presence was electrifying, a force that demanded attention, and as Stuart watched, a tight knot formed in his stomach.

"Why are you even watching this?" Stuart muttered to himself, his voice barely audible over the booming bass.

But he couldn’t look away. His jaw clenched as the scene unfolded. Around the pair, a dozen white men – around the same age and build as Stuart – stood in a semicircle, their pale faces a mixture of envy and humiliation. They were powerless, just like Stuart

The lyrics hit next, sharp and cutting. “Reparations due, pay up now, bow down.”

DJ Reparations’ voice was deep, smooth, and filled with a confidence that Stuart could only dream of. The rapper stepped forward, his hand sliding possessively over the blonde’s tiny waistline as she dropped into a low twerk, her ass bouncing hypnotically. Stuart’s breath caught in his throat. He felt a rush of anger, humiliation, and something else. Something he didn’t want to acknowledge.

The blonde’s hands slid up her body, her fingers brushing over her breasts before she turned to face DJ Reparations. She dropped to her knees, her eyes never leaving his, and Stuart felt a jolt of arousal that he immediately tried to suppress. “This is bullshit,” he growled, his hand twitching over the mouse pad. But he didn’t click out of the rap video.

The camera zoomed in on DJ Reparations’ big dark face as he smirked down at the blonde, his ebony hand gripping her pale chin, like he was examining a recently purchased mare. “You know who’s in charge now,” he said, his voice dripping with authority. The blonde nodded, her lips parting as she looked up at him with a mix of submission and desire.

Stuart’s stomach churned. He wanted to look away, but he couldn’t. His eyes were glued to the screen, his body betraying him as his arousal grew.

At the same time, the white men in the video exchanged uneasy glances, their hands clenching into fists, but none of them stepped forward. They just stood there, watching as if DJ Reparations was claiming what had once been theirs — the sexy white woman. The black alpha claiming access to the betas’ wives, as nature intended. Stuart’s mind raced, continued racing. Why was this so arousing? Why did it feel like a punch to the gut and a rush of heat all at once? He hated it. He hated himself.

Unless this really is just a natural reaction, he thought, distraughtly, which would mean, that I really am a beta and want to watch my mate with an alpha...No, please god! Don't let it mean that...

The blonde’s fingers traced the hem of DJ Reparations’ robe, her nails teasing the fabric as she leaned in closer. The rapper’s smirk widened, and he slid his hand into her hair, tilting her head back. “Good snowbunny," he purred, his voice low and husky. Stuart’s heart pounded in his chest. He felt a surge of jealousy, of inadequacy, and he hated himself even more for it.

The camera cut to a close-up of the gorgeous features of the blonde’s face, her lips moving as she whispered something to DJ Reparations. Her words were lost in the rap music, but the look in her eyes was undeniable. She wanted him, the black guy. Not the white guys. She wanted the black man instead.

The scene shifted again, and now the blonde was on all fours, her ass jiggling as she crawled toward DJ Reparations. The white men in the background looked away, their faces bright red with shame, but Stuart couldn’t tear his eyes away.

DJ Reparations stepped forward, his hand sliding over the blonde’s bouncy ass as she looked back at him over her shoulder. “You like that, snowbunny?” he asked, his voice playful but with an edge of dominance. The blonde nodded, her lips curving into a seductive smile. Stuart’s stomach churned. He wanted to throw something, to scream, to do anything but sit there and watch.

But he didn’t. He just sat there, his eyes glued to the screen, his body betraying him as his arousal grew. He hated it. He hated himself. His hands trembled as he gripped the armrests of his chair. He felt sick, but he couldn’t stop watching. And he hated DJ Reparations most of all.


Part Four

That night, Stuart sat at the dinner table, holding a full glass of water, while Rebecca hummed to herself, swaying her hips as she tidied up the kitchen. She was always so upbeat, so effortlessly radiant, even after a long day. The way her auburn waves cascaded down her back, the way her dress clung to her full, curvaceous frame — it was a sight that never ceased to amaze him.

But tonight, Stuart could barely appreciate her beauty. His mind was elsewhere — trapped in the labyrinth of anxieties surrounding his job at The BBC Network. As one of the few white employees at The BBC Network, he constantly felt out of place. It wasn’t just the cultural differences — it was the way he shrank under the weight of his boss’s presence.

Mr. Washington had the kind of presence that could fill a room and demand respect without a single word. Stuart, pale and wiry, had always felt minuscule in his shadow. And now, with his black boss inviting himself over for dinner, the knot in Stuart’s stomach twisted even tighter.

Rebecca finally turned around, sensing her husband’s moody depression. “You’re worrying too much,” she said, placing her soft hands on his tense shoulders. “DJ Reparations is just a man. And besides, you've been saying that you want to move up in the company — this is your chance to get in his good graces.”

Stuart sighed. “I know, I know. It’s just… I always feel like I have to prove something to Mr. Washington. Like I’m not good enough.”

Rebecca cupped his face, her blue eyes shining with warmth. “Well, I think you’re amazing.”

Before he could respond, the doorbell rang. Stuart stiffened. Rebecca gave his hand a reassuring squeeze before bouncing toward the door, her dress flowing around her in a way that made Stuart momentarily forget his nerves.

When she opened the door, Mr. Washington stood there, imposing as ever. Dressed in a crisp, dark suit, he looked every bit the executive powerhouse. But there was something else in his gaze — an intensity that lingered on Rebecca for a fraction too long.

“Mr. Washington, welcome!” Rebecca beamed, stepping aside to let him in. The scent of his expensive cologne filled the space as he strode inside, towering over both of them.

“Call me Hank,” he said, his deep voice carrying an effortless authority. His eyes flicked to Stuart. “And you must be the lucky man who gets to come home to this beautiful woman every night.”

Stuart chuckled awkwardly, feeling the sweat bead at his temples. Rebecca, ever the social butterfly, took it in stride. “That’s me,” she said playfully, nudging her husband. “Stuart’s a lucky guy, huh?”

Mr. Washington's smirk lingered, but he said nothing. Instead, he surveyed the house with quiet approval. “Nice place you’ve got here.”

“Thank you! We’re hoping to expand soon,” Rebecca said, glancing at Stuart. “Start a family, you know, eventually.”

Stuart shifted uncomfortably. The topic of children had become a recurring theme in their marriage — one that Rebecca always brought up with excitement, and one that Stuart always found a way to delay. “When we’re more financially secure,” he would say. But Rebecca’s patience was wearing thin.

Mr. Washington arched a brow. “Smart man. Kids are an investment.”

“Exactly,” Stuart said quickly, relieved to have someone on his side.

Rebecca rolled her eyes good-naturedly. “Well, let’s eat. I made salmon.”

They settled in at the table, conversation flowing easily — at least between Rebecca and Mr. Washington. She had a way of drawing people in, her warmth and charm making even the most reserved individuals open up. And Mr. Washington, for all his usual stoicism, was no exception.

Stuart watched as Rebecca laughed at something Mr. Washington said, her eyes twinkling. He wasn’t sure why, but something about the sight made his stomach twist. It wasn’t jealousy, exactly. More like… something primal, something he couldn’t quite name.

As the night went on, Stuart found himself shrinking further into the background, watching as his wife and his boss shared stories, jokes, and glances that lingered just a second too long. And though Rebecca remained her usual, bubbly self, there was an undercurrent of something else in the air — something electric, something charged.

By the time Mr. Washington finally stood to leave, Stuart felt utterly exhausted. “Thanks for dinner,” the boss said smoothly, his eyes flicking to Rebecca. “You’re an incredible hostess.”

Rebecca smiled, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Anytime. Hank.”

Mr. Washington turned to Stuart, clapping a heavy hand on his shoulder. “You really outkicked your coverage, whiteboy... We’ll talk soon.”

"Yes sir."

"You did a good job, whiteboy."

Stuart nodded mutely, his throat dry. As he watched Mr. Washington step out into the night, something inside him told him that this evening had changed things. For good. He just wasn’t sure how yet.


Part Five

The next Saturday morning, as soon as Stuart heard the door closed, followed by the sound of Rebecca's Volkswagen starting up, he grabbed his laptop. It was becoming an obsession. He'd been thinking about BBC rap videos all week. He'd even started listening to DJ Reparations' music. It was actually pretty good.

Stuart stared at the screen, his stomach churning as the opening beats of the new song blared through his speakers. The title of the track flashed across the screen in bold, neon letters: "Say No to Whiteboys!" The video had received over 40 million views since being released three weeks ago. Several major music websites labeled it as a "certified banger."

Stuart's jaw clenched involuntarily, his fists tightening at his sides. The track was already at the top of the charts, and Stuart knew why. It wasn’t just the beat, the lyrics, or even the sheer audacity of the title. It was her. The blonde twerking in the video. She was even hotter than the previous white woman twerker, from last week, which seemed impossible.

The camera panned to her as the music built, and Stuart’s breath caught in his throat.

Her long, platinum-blonde hair cascaded down her back in perfect waves, and her crimson lips were parted, a look of pure primal seduction in her eyes. As the beat dropped, she began to twerk, her ass jiggling hypnotically with every movement. The camera zoomed in, capturing every bounce, every ripple of her flesh. Stuart’s chest tightened, his mind racing with a mix of emotions he couldn’t quite untangle. He was furious, humiliated, and yet, he couldn’t look away. He hated how much he wanted to see more, how much he wanted to see him — DJ Reparations — step into the frame and take what Stuart knew he never could.

The rap artist appeared moments later, his towering ebony figure casting a shadow over the blonde. This time the black rapper was dressed in a sleek, tailored suit, but the top buttons of his shirt were undone, revealing a big, wide, muscular chest. His evil-looking eyes bore into the camera as he began to rap, his voice deep and commanding.

“Say no to whiteboys, they ain’t got the flow. They ain’t got the stroke, they ain’t got the show.”

The words hit Stuart like a punch to the gut. He wanted to turn it off, to walk away, but his body refused to obey. Instead, he leaned forward, his eyes glued to the screen as the blonde continued to twerk, her movements growing more provocative with every second. She arched her back, her ass jutting out toward DJ Reparations as she looked back at him over her shoulder. Her lips curved into a sultry smile, and for a moment, it felt like she was looking directly at Stuart — mocking him, teasing him, daring him to do something about it.

Again, not unlike the previous rap video, the camera cut to a group of white men standing in the background, their faces twisted with a mix of anger and shame. They were dressed in plain, ill-fitting clothes, their postures slouched as they watched the scene unfold. One of them looked away, his face red with embarrassment, while another clenched his fists, his jaw tightening as if he wanted to intervene but couldn’t. Stuart felt a surge of rage, but it wasn’t directed at them. It was directed at himself. He was no better than them. He was just as powerless, just as weak.

"What the fuck is wrong with me?" the worried hubby asked, his ability for intelligent thought starting to disappear.

The blonde turned to face DJ Reparations, her hands sliding up her body as she danced for him. She moved with a confidence that was both mesmerizing and infuriating, her hips swaying in time with the music. The bodysuit’s neckline dipped dangerously low, revealing the tops of her full, round breasts. It looked like she had natural D-cups. Every movement she made seemed designed to taunt Stuart, to remind him of everything he wasn’t, everything he could never be.

DJ Reparations stepped forward, his hand sliding over her hip as he pulled her closer. “You know what they can’t give you,” he murmured, his voice low and husky. The blonde nodded, her eyes never leaving his as she pressed her body against his.

Stuart’s heart pounded in his chest, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. He wanted to scream, to punch something, to do anything to stop what was happening on the screen. But he couldn’t. He could only watch as the blonde reached up, her fingers trailing down DJ Reparations’ chest as she undid another button on his shirt.

“Say no to whiteboys, they ain’t got the flow. They ain’t got the stroke, they ain’t got the show.”

The blonde sank to her knees, her hands sliding up DJ Reparations’ thighs as she looked up at him through her lashes. The camera zoomed in on her face, capturing the way her lips curved into a seductive smile.

As the blonde leaned forward, her lips hovering just inches away from DJ Reparations’ belt buckle, Stuart’s entire body tensed from the rage boiling inside him. He wanted to see it. He wanted to see her take him, to see her submit to him in a way she would never submit to Stuart. The thought filled him with a sickening mix of jealousy and desire, and he hated himself for it.

“Say no to whiteboys,” DJ Reparations repeated, his voice ringing out like a taunt. The blonde’s hands moved to his belt, her fingers fumbling with the buckle as she looked up at the scary-looking big black man.

Stuart fumbled with his zipper, his cock straining against the confines of his boxers as he finally freed himself. He told himself he’d just take the edge off, that he’d stop before it went too far. But the video was too much, the sight of the white woman and the heavily muscled rapper too raw and intoxicating.

The blonde’s hands slid up DJ Reparations’ thighs, her fingers hooking into the waistband of his boxers. With one swift motion, she pulled them down, revealing that DJ Reparations was wearing a pair of bright blue Lycra swimming briefs that did little to conceal his enormous bulge.

Watching this, Stuart's much smaller cock sprang free. The white man's eyes widened, his own pale fingers wrapping around his length (just over 5 inches, so pretty decent) as he stared at the screen, his breathing shallow. He couldn’t look away. He didn’t want to. She’s enjoying this, Stuart realized, his stomach churning with a mix of jealousy and arousal. She wanted this.

DJ Reparations’ hand tightened in her blonde hair, guiding her movements as she bobbed her head, simulating the act of oral sex at what looked like a public pool. The camera zoomed in on her All-American face, capturing every flick of her tongue, every sinful bat of her long eyelashes. Stuart’s hand moved faster, his hips bucking into his own grip as he watched. He hated her. He hated the black guy. But god, he couldn’t stop.

The camera panned back to DJ Reparations’ face, his lips curling into a smirk as he looked directly at the camera, as if he could see Stuart watching. “Say no to whiteboys,” he taunted, his voice dripping with mockery.

“Oh god,” Stuart moaned, his voice barely a whisper as he felt himself nearing the edge. His hand moved faster, his grip tightening as he watched DJ Reparations dominate the sexiest woman on the planet.

“Say no to whiteboys, they ain’t got the flow. They ain’t got the stroke, they ain’t got the show.”

"Oh fuck..." Stuart cried, his hand tightening even more around his own tiny cock, his strokes growing more erratic as he felt himself nearing the edge, until a great explosion of animal pleasure seemed to rip from the bottom of his grape-sized balls. The first squirt was the thickest: very white, gooey, and visible on the carpet, where it landed harmlessly.

“Say no to whiteboys..."

"Stuart! What the hell are you doing?" Rebecca’s voice cut through the room like a whip, sharp and accusing.

He froze, his laptop screen slamming shut with a loud click as he yanked his hand out of his pants. He yanked his shorts and boxers back up. The room suddenly felt suffocating, the air thick with guilt and the faint, lingering scent of his arousal. His heart pounded in his chest, his face burning with embarrassment. How long had she been standing there?

"Nothing," he stammered, his voice cracking. "Just… working on something."

"Working on something?" Rebecca crossed her arms, her eyes narrowing. "Really? Because it looked like you were doing something completely different."

Stuart swallowed hard, his mind racing. He couldn’t tell her. He couldn’t. But the way she was staring at him, her eyes piercing through his lies, made him feel like she already knew. She always knew.

“Show me,” she demanded, stepping closer. Her voice was low, dangerous, and it made his stomach twist. “Open the laptop. Let me see what you were ‘working on.’”

"Rebecca? I thought you were out doing –"

“Open it.” Rebecca’s voice was firm, unyielding. She was standing directly in front of him now, her arms crossed, her eyes locked on his.

Stuart hesitated, his mind racing. He couldn’t let her see. He couldn’t. But the way she was looking at him, her expression a mix of suspicion and hurt, made him feel like he was already caught. She knew. Or at least, she suspected.

“It’s nothing,” he said again, his voice barely above a whisper. “Just… work stuff.”

Rebecca raised an eyebrow. “Work stuff,” she repeated, her tone flat. “Right. Because you always jerk off to work stuff.”

Stuart’s face burned. He opened his mouth to respond, but no words came out. He was trapped, caught in a lie he couldn’t escape.

Rebecca reached for the laptop, her fingers brushing against the edge of the screen. “Last chance,” she said, her voice low. “Tell me what you were doing. Or I swear to God, Stuart…”

He hesitated, his heart pounding in his chest. What could he say? How could he explain something he barely understood himself?

“Rebecca, please,” he began, his voice trembling. “Just… don’t.”

But it was too late. Her fingers found the latch, and with a flick of her wrist, the screen opened.

The video was still playing. The bass-heavy rhythm of the song pulsed through the speakers, and Stuart could see his wife's chest rise and fall with each beat, her breathing shallow but deliberate.

Stuart swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I… I don’t know what came over me,” he stammered, his hands fumbling as he tried to close the laptop. But Rebecca’s hand stopped him, her fingers pressing firmly against his.

“Wait,” she said, her tone sharp but curious. “Let me see.”

He froze, his stomach twisting in knots. She’s going to think I’m disgusting, he thought. She’s going to walk out and never look at me the same way again.

But Rebecca didn’t move. Instead, she leaned closer to the screen, her expression unreadable. Stuart could see the faint flush in her cheeks, the way her lips parted slightly as she watched the white woman’s phat ass bounce in perfect rhythm to the beat, displaying her body to the public for the pleasure of the thuggish-looking black man.

“You were… masturbating to this?” Rebecca asked, her voice steady but laced with something Stuart couldn’t quite place.

He nodded, his face burning with shame. “I’m sorry. I just… I couldn’t help it.”

Rebecca exhaled slowly, her eyes still locked on the screen. “You couldn’t help it?” she repeated, her tone softer now, almost contemplative.

Stuart hesitated, his mind racing. Should I tell her the truth? Should I explain what’s been going on in my head?

“Lately, I’ve been…” he started, his voice trembling. He glanced at Rebecca, searching her face for any sign of judgment. “Since I started at The BBC Network, I’ve been… thinking about things. Things I’ve never thought about before.”

Rebecca finally tore her gaze away from the screen, her green eyes meeting his. “What kind of things?”

He swallowed hard, his heart pounding. “I don’t know. It’s like… I’ve been feeling this… this pull. Like there’s something I’m missing, something I’ve never allowed myself to explore.”

Rebecca’s brow furrowed, but she didn’t interrupt. Instead, she reached out and gently closed the laptop, the room suddenly quiet.

“Stuart, do you have… fantasies?” she asked, her voice softer now, almost tender.

He felt his stomach drop. Here it comes, he thought. She’s going to call me a pervert, a freak.

But instead, Rebecca leaned back against the desk, crossing her arms over her chest. “Because if you do, I’d rather you be honest with me about it.”

Stuart blinked, stunned. “What?”

“I’d rather you watch this kind of porn than any other kind,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact. “At least it’s… real. At least it’s not some fake, plastic fantasy.”

His mouth fell open, his mind reeling. “You’re… okay with this?”

Rebecca shrugged, a small, almost imperceptible smile playing on her lips. “I’m not saying I’m thrilled about it. But if this is what excites you, I’d rather know about it than have you hiding it from me.”

Stuart felt a mix of relief and confusion wash over him. Is she serious? Is she really okay with this?

“Rebecca, I don’t know what to say,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

She stepped closer to him, her eyes searching his. “Say you’ll be honest with me. Say you’ll stop hiding things from me.”

He nodded slowly, his heart pounding in his chest. “I will. I promise.”

For a moment, they stood in silence, the tension between them palpable. Then, to Stuart’s surprise, Rebecca reached out and placed a hand on his chest, her touch warm and reassuring.

“You know,” she said, her voice tinged with a hint of playfulness, “if you had told me sooner, maybe we could have… explored this together.”

His eyes widened, his breath catching in his throat. “What do you mean?”

Rebecca’s smile widened slightly, her green eyes sparkling with a mix of mischief and curiosity. “I mean, maybe we could have found a way to incorporate your… fantasies into our relationship. Anyway, I just came back because I forgot my phone. I'll be back later tonight, okay, dear?”

"Sure, Rebecca, of course."

She flashed one of her million-watt smiles at her husband, a look of playful teasing in her eyes now, "And try not to spend all day masturbating to rap videos, okay?"

His heart still racing, Stuart sank into the chair, his mind spinning as his gorgeous wife kissed him on the cheek, turned, and walked out of the house again, leaving him alone with his thoughts. What just happened? he wondered. Is she really open to this? Or is she just saying that to test me?


Part Six

Monday morning at The BBC Network and Stuart found himself walking into the office still weighed down by the tension from his boss's visit last week. As he passed by the break room, he caught the sound of laughter — Nicole, Lisa, and Vanessa, the only other white employees at BBC, huddled together, excitedly chatting about their girls’ night out.

“The Snowbunny Ranch was wild last night,” Nicole said, flipping her red hair over her shoulder. “Best decision we ever made.”

Lisa grinned. “I don’t even know how we made it home.”

Vanessa giggled. “Barely. I think my legs still hurt.”

Stuart hesitated, unsure if he should engage, but before he could slip away, Lisa noticed him. “Hey, Stuart,” she called. “Wanna see a picture from last night?”

He forced a polite smile. “Uh, sure.”

Vanessa turned her phone toward him, displaying a social media post. The photo showed the three women dressed in chic black mini-dresses, standing close together with dazzling smiles. The energy of the club was evident — vibrant lights, a crowded dance floor. It was a fun, carefree snapshot, and yet something about the way they spoke about the night made Stuart feel slightly uneasy.

Just as he tried to formulate a response, Jamal Delroy strode over, his usual confident swagger on display. “Man, last night was something else,” he said, addressing the group but pointedly ignoring Stuart. “Snowbunny Ranch never disappoints.”

Stuart shifted, wanting to be included but knowing Jamal didn’t respect him. He had tried, more than once, to get on Jamal’s good side, but it always felt like an uphill battle. Every interaction left him feeling like an outsider, a feeling that gnawed at him now more than ever.

Jamal finally glanced at him, smirking. “You ever been there, Stuart?”

Stuart swallowed. “Uh, no, not really my scene.”

Jamal chuckled. “Well, there's always a few whiteboys like you in there. Whiteboys love to watch that shit – never figured out why."

"Watching what exactly?" Stuart said, regretting his comment before he could complete the sentence.

"Snowbunnies being snowbunnies," Jamal said, winking at the three voluptuous white women who knew exactly what he was talking about. "Or I guess you could say, snowbunnies in their natural habitat."

"Wait? What's a snowbunny?" Stuart asked, trying to catch up, hating how this conversation was making him seem even lamer and more pathetic. "Is that a certain type of girl, or something?"

"You should know what a snowbunny is," Lisa said to Stuart, then gesturing at Nicole's gym-earned bubble butt, "You've been caught staring at one before!"

All three white women burst into a chorus of laughter, Jamal nodded his head appreciatively.

"But there's a reason why you never see that kind of couple," Vanessa said, sounding like she was trying to be scientific. "I mean, in my experience, you never see whiteboys and PAWGS."

"Definitely not," said Lisa.

"I can't think of seeing that either, funny," said Nicole.

"And what's the reason?" Jamal said, grinning evilly now at all three women, daring them to say it out loud, in detail, enjoying the turn of the conversation immensely.

"Um, you know why, Jamal," Vanessa said. She then raised her eyebrows in Stuart's direction. "Guys, we all know why, so we don't need to get into details."

"Wait, what?" Stuart said, scratching his head. These types of puzzles were too much before he'd had his morning coffee.

Jamal shot the whiteboy a smirk, said, "She's saying that you gotta be packing down there... if want to have a shot at pleasing women like these. There's a lot of women here. So you need a lot of equipment."

Nicole added, "Yeah it's like DJ Reparations says: No Whiteboys Allowed!"

While everyone else chuckled, Stuart forced himself to grin along, though inside, the knot in his stomach tightened. Another day at The BBC Network, another reminder of where he stood.


Part Seven

Before Stuart could retreat to his desk, his name crackled over the office intercom. "Stuart Harrington to Mr. Washington’s office. Now."

Taking a deep breath, Stuart made the long walk down the hall, arriving at the massive glass doors of Mr. Washington’s office. He knocked hesitantly before pushing them open.

Mr. Washington sat behind his grand mahogany desk, looking up from his paperwork with a smirk. "Stuart, come in, sit down."

Stuart obeyed, perching on the edge of the chair like a schoolboy awaiting scolding.

"Rough morning?" Mr. Washington asked, leaning back in his leather chair. "You look a little tense."

Stuart forced a smile. "Just… a lot on my plate."

Mr. Washington chuckled. "Yeah? Or is it that you’re still thinking about Friday night?" He tapped his pen against the desk. "Your wife is something else. Charming, warm, and that laugh of hers — it lights up a room."

Stuart swallowed hard. "Yeah, Rebecca’s great."

Mr. Washington grinned knowingly. "I bet she is." He let the words hang in the air before continuing, "You know, a man’s confidence at work often reflects what’s happening at home. You seem… unsettled. You sure everything’s good?"

Stuart felt heat creeping up his neck. "Everything’s fine."

Mr. Washington exhaled, eyeing him for a moment before nodding. "Alright then. Let’s hope so. I expect my employees to be at their best, Stuart. I don’t need distractions."

Stuart nodded quickly. "Understood."

Mr. Washington waved a dismissive hand. "Good. Get back to work, whiteboy."

"Yes sir."

Stuart stood, his legs feeling unsteady as he left the office, Mr. Washington’ words echoing in his head. Something about the conversation left him feeling smaller than ever.


Part Eight

The sound of the front door clicking shut echoed through the quiet house. Stuart sighed, loosening his tie as he stepped inside. His shoulders sagged under the weight of another grueling day at the BBC.

The job was supposed to be his dream — editing videos, crafting stories, being part of something bigger. But the constant deadlines, the nitpicking editors, the endless stream of revisions, the barrage of attractive white women throwing themselves at muscular black men — it was all wearing him down.

Maybe I’m just not cut out for this, he thought, rubbing his temples. His small frame felt even more fragile today, as if the stress was physically shrinking him.

“Stuart?” Rebecca’s voice carried from the living room, sweet and inviting, but with a hint of something else — something playful. It pulled him out of his spiraling thoughts. “In here, babe.”

He followed her voice, his dress shoes squeaking slightly on the hardwood floor. When he turned the corner, he froze. His jaw dropped. His tie slipped from his fingers, forgotten.

There she stood — Rebecca, his wife, but… not his wife. The conservative, stylish woman he’d married was gone. In her place was a vision straight out of one of DJ Reparations’ music videos.

Her curvy body was encased in the tightest, most revealing outfit he’d ever seen. Hot pink booty shorts clung to her hips, the words “DJ Reparations” emblazoned across her firm-but-wobbly ass cheeks in big, bold, black letters. The shorts were so short, so tight, that they barely covered anything. Her round, creamy ass seemed to be spilling out of her booty shorts, making Stuart's heart race. Her top was equally scandalous — a cropped tank top that left her toned midriff bare, her cleavage spilling over the top. Her long auburn hair was pulled up in a high ponytail, and her makeup was daring, sultry, unfamiliar. She looked like a fantasy. His fantasy.

Stuart’s mouth went dry. His small, thin frame seemed to shrink even more under the weight of his arousal. “M-Rebecca… what… what is this?”

She smirked, her full lips curling in a way that made his knees weak. “What does it look like, baby?” She sauntered toward him, her hips swaying with every step. “I thought you could use a little stress relief after the day you’ve had.”

He gulped, his eyes darting between her face and her body. “But… but why…?”

She stopped in front of him, her hands resting on her hips. “Well, after I found your little secret, I started thinking. Maybe my hubby wants me to look like one of those girls in the DJ Reparations videos?" Her voice was teasing, but there was a glint of mischief in her blue eyes. "But don't expect this every night, dear!"

"No..." His face flushed bright red. “I… I didn’t think you… I mean, I didn’t mean to — ”

She cut him off with a laugh, soft and melodic. “Relax, babe. I’m not mad. In fact… I thought it might be fun to try something new. For you.” She turned around, giving him a full view of her ass. The words “DJ Reparations” seemed to taunt him, mocking him in the most delicious way. “You like what you see?”

“Y-yes,” he stammered, his voice barely a whisper. His small hands trembled at his sides. There was no way that his wife knew what kind of messages she was sending the world by wearing that outfit.

“Good.” She glanced over her shoulder, her smirk growing wider as she looked for a rap song to play through her laptop speakers. “Then let’s see if I can dance like those girls in your videos.”

He knew that she had a much better natural sense of rhythm than him, but Stuart had no idea how much better Rebecca was at dancing...

She moved to the center of the room, her hips already swaying to a beat only she could hear. Stuart stood frozen, his heart pounding in his chest. Then the sound of a deep bass line filled the room, and Rebecca began to twerk.

It was a DJ Reparations song called "BBC Spring Break." Rebecca's ass jiggled with every movement, the words on her shorts bouncing hypnotically. She bent over, her hands on her knees, and shook her hips in slow, deliberate circles. Stuart’s small, pink penis stirred in his pants, hardening in a way it rarely did. He felt both excited and terrified, as if he was witnessing something he had no business seeing.

“Come on, baby,” she purred, straightening up and turning to face him. “Don’t just stand there. Come closer.”

He obeyed, his legs moving on their own. She reached out, grabbing his tie and pulling him toward her. Her body pressed against his, and he could feel the heat radiating from her. Her breasts pressed against his chest, her curves overwhelming his frail frame. She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’ve been watching those videos for a reason, haven’t you? You like seeing white girls like me shaking their asses for a big, black man?”

He shuddered, his small hands gripping her waist. “I… I don’t know… I just… I thought it was… sexy…”

“It is sexy,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. “And I’m going to show you just how sexy it can be.”

She stepped back, her hands sliding down her body. Slowly, teasingly, she began to pull off her tank top, revealing the lacy black bra underneath. Stuart’s eyes widened, his breathing shallow. She let the top fall to the floor, then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her booty shorts. With a slow, deliberate motion, she slid them down her legs, revealing the matching lace thong beneath. Her cleavage and ass jiggled as the shorts hit the floor, and Stuart’s small penis twitched in his pants.

“Rebecca…” he whispered, his voice shaking.

She turned around, her ass on full display. “Touch me, Stuart,” she commanded, her tone both soft and firm.

His hands trembled as he reached out, his small fingers brushing against her soft skin. She leaned back into his touch, her body warm and inviting. His hands wandered, exploring the curves he’d only ever dreamed of. Her ass was softer than he’d imagined, the skin smooth and warm. He squeezed gently, and she moaned, the sound sending a jolt of electricity through him.

“That’s it,” she purred, glancing over her shoulder. “Don’t be shy. We’re married, remember? This is what married people do.”

He swallowed hard, his hands growing bolder. He cupped her ass, pulling her closer. His small, pink penis was fully hard now, straining against the fabric of his pants. “Rebecca…” he whispered again, his voice filled with need.

She turned around, her hands sliding down his chest. “Let me take care of you, baby,” she murmured, her fingers working his belt buckle. “Let me show you how much I love you.”

His pants hit the floor, and she gasped softly. Her eyes dropped to his small, pink penis, barely the size of her thumb. She hesitated for a moment, her expression unreadable, but then she smiled. “It’s perfect,” she whispered, her voice reassuring. “Just like you.”

He blushed, his hands covering himself self-consciously. “I… I’m sorry…”

“Don’t be,” she said, her hand wrapping around him. “You’re my husband, Stuart. And right now, you’re all I want.”

She led him to the couch, her body guiding his. She straddled him, her warm skin pressing against his. Her hands explored his body, his small frame trembling under her touch. His small penis was hard, but he could feel the pressure building already. He tried to push it down, to focus on her, but it was no use.

“Rebecca… I… I’m going to…”

She leaned in, her lips brushing against his. “It’s okay, baby,” she whispered. “We have all the time in the world."

But they didn't. He didn't. With a soft gasp, Stuart came, his small penis twitching in her hand. His body shook, his mind going blank. When he opened his eyes, she was staring at him, her expression a mix of surprise and disappointment.

“Stuart…” she said softly, her voice tinged with sadness. “That… that was it?”

He looked down at his small, shrunken penis, his face burning with shame. “I… I’m sorry…”

She sighed, slipping off his lap. “I thought… I thought we’d have more time…”

“I’m sorry,” he whispered again, his voice barely audible.

Rebecca sighed, the sound heavy with disappointment. She turned away from her hubby, her shoulders still slumped, but then something seemed to shift in her. Her posture straightened, and a small smile began to form on her lips. “You know,” she said, her voice soft but with a hint of mischief, “I bought something... something to help us.”

Stuart’s brow furrowed, his small hands fidgeting nervously. “What do you mean?”

She didn’t answer immediately. Instead, she walked over to the closet, her hips swaying slightly with each step. Stuart’s eyes followed her, his heart pounding in his chest. He couldn’t help but notice how her body moved, even now, even after their awkward moment. She bent down, her hot pink booty shorts pulling tighter against her round, wobbly ass, and pulled out a large, unmarked box.

“This,” she said, holding it up with a sly grin. “I thought it might... spice things up.”

Stuart’s stomach churned with a mix of curiosity and dread. “What is it?”

Rebecca’s smile widened as she opened the box, revealing something large, black, and very, very lifelike.

Stuart’s eyes widened, his breath catching in his throat. It was a dildo — massive, hyper-realistic, and unmistakably modeled after the kind of anatomy featured in the rap videos he’d been secretly watching. The words “The Snowbunny Hunter” were printed in bold letters along the base.

His face was still flushed a deep red. “What the — Rebecca, what is that?”

She giggled, a sound that was both playful and teasing. “Isn’t it obvious? It’s for us. For you.”

“For... me?” His voice cracked, his small frame trembling as he stared at the black dildo.

“Yes, Stuart,” she said, her tone softening as she stepped closer to him. “I know how much you admire DJ Reparations. How much those videos mean to you. I thought... maybe this could help you feel more like him. Like the man you want to be.”

Stuart’s heart raced, his mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. He felt exposed, vulnerable, but also strangely... excited. The idea of being compared to DJ Reparations, even in this way, sparked something deep inside him.

Rebecca placed the dildo on the bed and turned to him, her eyes gentle but filled with determination. “I want us to have fun together, Stuart. I want you to... explore. To be the man you’ve always wanted to be.”

He hesitated, his small hands shaking. “I don’t know if I can...”

She reached out, cupping his face in her hands. “You can. And I’ll be here to guide you. To support you.”

Stuart swallowed hard, his eyes darting between Rebecca and the black dildo. Slowly, he nodded.

Rebecca’s smile widened, and she leaned in to kiss him softly before stepping back. “Good. Now, why don’t you pick it up? Get a feel for it.”

Stuart reached out, his fingers trembling as they wrapped around the base of the dildo. It was heavier than he expected, the texture smooth but lifelike in a way that made his stomach twist. He held it awkwardly, unsure of what to do next.

Rebecca laughed softly, the sound encouraging rather than mocking. “That’s it. Now... why don’t you try using it on me?”

Stuart’s eyes widened. “On... on you?”

She nodded, her expression playful but firm. “Yes, Stuart. On me. Let’s see what you can do.”

His hands shook as he moved closer to her, the dildo feeling impossibly large in his grip. Rebecca lay back on the bed, her body relaxed but her eyes focused on him, filled with anticipation.

“Go ahead,” she murmured, her voice low and inviting.

Stuart hesitated; the sight of the black dildo against Rebecca’s pale skin was almost too much to process. But then, something shifted in him. The weight of the dildo in his hands, the way Rebecca looked at him with such trust and encouragement, ignited something he hadn’t felt in a long time.

He positioned himself between her legs, her husband's heart pounding so loudly he was sure she could hear it. Slowly, carefully, he guided the dildo toward her, his hands trembling less with each passing moment.

Rebecca closed her eyes, her chest rising and falling with steady breaths. “That’s it,” she whispered. “Just... take your time.”

Stuart pressed the tip of the dildo against her entrance, the sight of it stretching her open sending a jolt of heat through his body. He pushed in slowly, his eyes fixed on the way her body responded, the way she gasped softly, her hands gripping the sheets.

He was transfixed, his small, pink cock twitching with excitement as he watched the dildo disappear into her, inch by inch. It was surreal, almost hypnotizing, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away.

Rebecca’s breath quickened, her hips arching slightly to meet the dildo. “Oh, Stuart,” she moaned, her voice barely above a whisper. "This is... wow."

Hearing his name on her lips, seeing her like this, completely overwhelmed him. His hands moved on their own now, pushing the black dildo deeper, faster, his arousal building with each thrust.

Rebecca’s moans grew louder, her body writhing beneath him. “Yes, just like that,” she gasped. “You’re doing so good, baby.”

Stuart’s heart soared at her words, his insecurities melting away as he focused on her pleasure. He felt powerful, in control, like the man he’d always wanted to be.

“I’m... I’m doing it,” he whispered, more to himself than to her.

Rebecca’s eyes fluttered open, her gaze locking with his. “You are,” she breathed. “And it’s amazing.”

Their eyes held for a moment, the connection between them electric. Stuart felt a surge of confidence, his hands moving with more purpose as he continued to thrust the black dildo into his wife's most intimate area.

Rebecca’s moans grew louder, her body tensing as she neared the edge. “Stuart, I’m... I’m so close,” she gasped.

He nodded, his movements becoming more frantic as he focused on her pleasure, on bringing her to the peak.

Rebecca’s back arched, her body trembling as she climaxed. Both of her feet were in the air now, small pink toes curled from her first black dildo orgasm. “Oh, Stuart! Thank you, thannnkkkkyooouuuu, babbbbyyyy!” she cried, her voice filled with ecstasy.

He watched her, completely enthralled, his small cock twitching with excitement as he realized what he’d done. He’d brought her pleasure, real pleasure, in a way he never had before.

Rebecca’s body relaxed, her breathing slowing as she opened her eyes to look at him. Her smile was soft, filled with warmth and satisfaction. “That was... incredible,” she said, her voice still breathless.

Stuart felt a surge of pride, his cheeks flushing as he looked at her. “I... I did that,” he whispered, almost in disbelief.

She reached out, her hand gently caressing his cheek. “You did, baby. You pounded me so good with that black dildo. You were amazing!”

Their eyes met, and for the first time in what felt like forever, Stuart felt a deep connection to his wife.


Part Nine

About an hour later, Stuart stepped out of the shower, towel wrapped loosely around his waist, his skin still damp and his mind swirling with thoughts. The water had been hot, almost scalding, as if it could wash away the lingering tension that had coiled in his chest. He wiped the steam from the mirror, catching a glimpse of his reflection — his slender frame, his pale skin, his soft features. He sighed, running a hand through his wet hair. It’s just a dildo, he told himself. It’s not real. It’s just about trying something new.

But as he left the bathroom, the sound hit him like a wave.

"What the fuck?" he thought. "Rebecca?"

The bass was deep, reverberating through the walls, and the lyrics were unmistakable.

“Say no to whiteboys, they ain’t got the flow..."

Stuart froze in the hallway, his heart suddenly pounding in his chest. He recognized the song immediately — it was one of DJ Reparations’ biggest hits. His stomach twisted as he crept toward the kitchen, his bare feet silent on the hardwood floor.

"...They ain’t got the stroke, they ain’t got the show.”

The sight stopped him dead in his tracks.

Still in her post-orgasm bliss, Rebecca stood next to the kitchen island, her back to him, her long auburn hair cascading down her shoulders now.

She had pulled up her hot pink booty shorts with “DJ Reparations” emblazoned across her perfectly round ass cheeks. The shorts were so tight, so short, they left almost nothing to the imagination. Never before had her ass look so deliciously plump and exposed, white and feminine, exactly like those twerking rap music vixens.

Stuart couldn't get over his wife's transformation. Rebecca was the type of girl who owned a bikini, but would have GLADLY wore her navy blue one piece instead. Now her curvy hips swayed in time with the music, her movements fluid and hypnotic as she twerked to the beat, like her body was moving on its own accord. Her hands rested on the kitchen counter, her fingers tapping lightly as she sang along, her voice seductive and teasing.

“Say no to whiteboys, say no to the weak…”

Stuart’s breath caught in his throat. He wanted to speak, to call out to her, but the words stuck in his mouth. He couldn’t look away. She was mesmerizing, her body moving with a confidence and sensuality that left him awestruck. And yet, there was something about the way she sang those lyrics, the way she moved to that song that made his narrow chest ache.

She doesn’t know I’m here, he thought. She’s just… into it.

Rebecca’s hips rolled, her ass bouncing and jiggling with every beat. She leaned forward slightly, accentuating the curve of her back and the fullness of her rear. The music grew louder, more intense, and so did her movements. She was lost in it, her body responding to the rhythm as if it was a part of her.

Stuart swallowed hard, again, his towel now feeling uncomfortably tight around his waist. He took a hesitant step forward, his voice finally breaking free in a whisper. “Rebecca?”

She didn’t hear him. The music was too loud, her focus too consumed by the dance. She twerked harder, her ass cheeks clapping together with a soft, rhythmic sound that sent a jolt of heat through Stuart's body. He could see the way her muscles clenched and relaxed, the way her skin glowed under the kitchen light.

What was a woman like her doing with a shrimp-dicked whiteboy like him? He was just starting to appreciate how unbalanced their relationship was. He could see that perfectly now: he'd bitten off more than he could chew. Rebecca was stunning, electrifying, an alpha female in every way, and for a moment, he forgot about everything else.

“Rebecca!” he said louder, his voice cracking slightly.

This time, she heard him. She froze mid-move, her head turning over her shoulder to look at him. Her cheeks flushed red, but her eyes sparkled with a mix of mischief and defiance. “Oh, hey, Stuart,” she said nonchalantly, as if she hadn’t just been twerking to a song about rejecting men like him. “I didn’t hear you come in.”

Stuart shifted uncomfortably, his eyes darting between her face and the words on her shorts. “I, uh… I just got out of the shower,” he stammered. “What are you… doing?”

Rebecca turned to face him fully, her full hips still subtly swaying to the fading beat of the song. She gave him a coy smile, her hands resting on her hips. “Just having a little fun,” she said. “I thought it might… I don’t know, keep the energy going.”

“But that song…” Stuart trailed off, unable to finish the thought.

Rebecca’s smile softened, and she took a step toward him. “It’s just a song, Stuart. It’s not like it’s about us.”

“Isn’t it, though?” His voice was barely above a whisper, his eyes downcast now. “I mean, the whole thing with DJ Reparations… the videos… the way you dressed earlier… and now this.”

She reached out, her fingers grazing his cheek and tilting his face up to meet her gaze. “Hey,” she said gently. “Listen to me. This isn’t about comparing you to anyone. It’s about exploring something exciting together. It’s about us. Okay?”

Stuart searched her eyes, looking for any sign of doubt or insincerity, but all he found was warmth and sincerity. He nodded slowly, his shoulders relaxing slightly. “Okay.”

Rebecca’s smile widened, and she stepped even closer, her body pressing against his. Closing his eye shut, he felt the heat of his wife's skin against his own. “Good,” she murmured, her lips brushing against his ear. “Because I have a better idea than just dancing.”

Her hands slid down his chest, her fingers tracing the line of his soft midsection, before moving lower. She removed his towel, leaving him feeling a little too exposed, like a little boy getting manhandled by his beleaguered mother. And Stuart’s breath paused as she took him in her hand, her grip firm but gentle. “Does this feel good?” she whispered, her lips grazing his neck.

“Yes,” he breathed, his body trembling under her masterful touch.

She smiled, her other hand reaching up to tangle in his hair. “Then stop worrying so much, silly boy,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “Let me take care of you. Okay, babe?”

Rebecca guided him backward until his legs hit the edge of a wooden chair, and she pushed him down onto it. His heart raced as she knelt before him, her eyes locked on his as she took him into her mouth. The sensation was overwhelming, and he couldn’t suppress the soft moan that escaped his lips.

“Rebecca,” he gasped, his hands gripping the edge of the counter, DJ Reparations pounding loudly in the background. “I… I can’t… We already did this tonight, remember?”

Rebecca's hips were swaying slightly as she adjusted the waistband of her pink booty shorts, which had nearly disappeared between the generous curves of her ass cheeks like panties. “Yes, you can,” she said, her voice filled with confidence and encouragement. “Just relax, let me take the lead. Trust me, okay?”

Without waiting for a response, she dropped to her knees, blowing some of her dark hair out of her eyes. Stuart’s breath hitched as the cool air hit his skin, but it wasn’t long before the warmth of his wife's lovely small hands replaced it. She glanced up at him, her twinkling eyes locking with his as she took him into her mouth, as easy as sucking on a baby carrot.

Rebecca's full lips wrapped around him, warm and wet, her tongue swirling in slow, deliberate circles. Stuart’s hands gripped the edge of the wooden chair, his knuckles whitening as he tried to steady himself. The sensation was overwhelming, her mouth working him with a skill that always left him breathless.

But then, just as he began to lose himself in the pleasure, she stopped.

"Babe?"

Rebecca pulled back, a sly smile playing on her lips as she looked up at him. “I’ve got a surprise for you,” she said, her voice husky with promise.

Stuart blinked, his mind still foggy with arousal. “A surprise?”

Rebecca stood, her fingers trailing along his arm as she stepped back. “Stay here.”

She disappeared down the hallway, leaving Stuart standing in the kitchen, his heart pounding in his chest. He glanced down at himself, his arousal still evident, and shook his head. Whatever she had planned, he wasn’t sure he was ready for it.

A few moments later, Rebecca returned, holding something in her hands.

Stuart’s eyes widened as she stepped closer, revealing the foreign object she carried.

It was the dildo — the big, black, lifelike dildo, its surface still covered in intricate veins that made it look alarmingly real. But there was one noticeable difference. Attached to it, presently, was a harness, the black straps dangling from Rebecca’s fingers as she held it up for him to see.

“What… what is that now?” Stuart asked, his voice shaky. "I thought we could just..."

Rebecca’s smile widened. “It’s our little experiment, baby!” She stepped closer, her hips swaying with each step. “I thought we could try something new. These are straps so you can wear it."

"Wear it?" He shook his head no way, no fucking way.

"Yeah, spice things up a little. Cute, huh?”

Stuart stared at his wife, his mind racing. “Rebecca, I’m not sure this is a good idea.”

She ignored his hesitation, her fingers brushing against his chest as she leaned in close. “Oh, come on, Stuart. Don’t you trust me?”

Her breath was warm against his skin, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Don’t you want to see what it’s like to be the one in control – for once?”

Stuart’s heart pounded in his chest, his body responding to her words despite his protests. He swallowed hard, his eyes flicking down to "The Snowbunny Hunter" in his wife's dainty grasp.

“I…” His voice trailed off, unsure of what to say.

Rebecca stepped back, holding the harness up for him to see. “Let’s just try it, okay? If you don’t like it, we’ll stop.”

"You mean, I try it on you?"

"Of course, silly boy," she giggled. "That's why I bought it!"

He couldn't believe that his wife had spent some of her own money on purchasing a fake black cock. Stuart’s face flushed as he stood there, completely exposed, his over five inches of manly arousal still evident. Rebecca’s eyes flicked down, a smirk playing on her lips as she knelt in front of him. "Let me help you put it on."

She began to strap the fake black cock harness around her husband's hips, her fingers brushing against his skin as she adjusted the straps. Stuart’s breath hitched as the dildo came into contact with his skin, the weight of it foreign and strange.

“Rebecca…” His voice was barely a whisper, his eyes locked on hers. He was petrified.

She ignored him, her fingers working diligently to secure the harness on her husband. When she was finished, she stepped back, her eyes raking over the "new version of her husband" with a look of pure satisfaction.

“There, the perfect man!” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Now, let’s see how this feels.”

She turned around, presenting her back to him, and began to sway her hips in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Stuart’s eyes traced the lines of her body, the way the pink booty shorts hugged her hips, the way her bare thighs seemed to glow in the soft kitchen light. His throat tightened as she continued to grind her ass, as she moved, her ass brushing against the his new black dildo strapped to his hips.

“Rebecca…” His voice was strained, his body responding to the sight of her, to the feel of her against him.

She glanced over her shoulder, a wicked smile on her lips. “What’s the matter, Stuart? Don’t you like it?”

He stuttered and tried to slow his breathing.

"Just remember," she added. "You're DJ Reparations and I'm one of your rap music video dancers... Geez, I hope my parents don't see this. They would disown..."

"I'm DJ Reparations," he said shakily, looking down. Her hips moved faster, her ass pressing against the black phallus with each twerk. Stuart’s hands clenched at his sides, his body trembling with a mix of arousal and humiliation. He had to admit that a big black cock looked SO MUCH BETTER against his wife's plump white ass than his little Vienna sausage ever would.

“I… I…” His voice faltered, his mind unable to form coherent thoughts.

Rebecca laughed, the sound low and throaty. “Relax, Stuart. Just enjoy it.”

Her hips moved faster, the sound of her skin slapping against the dildo filling the kitchen. Stuart’s face burned with embarrassment, but he couldn’t deny the heat pooling in his stomach, the way his body responded to her every movement.

“Rebecca…” His voice was a plea, a mixture of desperation and desire.

She turned to face him, her eyes dark with lust. “Do you like it, Stuart? Do you like seeing me like this?”

Her hands reached for her own hips, her nails digging into the fabric of her shorts as she peeled them down. Stuart’s breath caught in his throat as she stepped closer, her bare skin glowing in the soft light.

“Rebecca…” His voice was barely a whisper, his body trembling with need.

She reached for the tip of the black dildo strapped to her husband, her fingers wrapping around the mushroom head as she guided it toward her. Stuart’s eyes widened as he felt the pressure against his hips, the sensation of the dildo pressing into his wife.

“Stuart…” Her voice was a low moan, her eyes locked on his as she slowly lowered herself onto the black dildo. "You feel so good inside me, god, you're so big now..."

He could feel her weight, the way she took him into her, her body moving in slow, deliberate motions. Stuart’s hands gripped her hips, his body responding to every movement, every sound she made.

“Rebecca…”

She reached for his hand, her fingers intertwining with his as she moved faster, her body taking him deeper with each thrust. Stuart’s eyes locked on hers, his body responding to her every movement, every sound she made.

“Oh, Stuart…”

He kissed her and felt the aggression of lips against his. She was riding him, cowgirl, while he sat in the chair, naked, except the fake cock his wife bought for him. He'd never seen her so turned on, so unhinged. Now he could feel her tightening around him, her body responding to every movement, every sound he made. Stuart’s hands gripped her hips, his body responding to every thrust.

"Yes, yes, yes, like that! I love that big cock!"

“Rebecca…”

She reached down for his hands, her fingers intertwining with his as she moved faster, her body taking him deeper with each thrust. Stuart’s eyes locked on hers, his body responding to her every movement, every sound she made.

“Stuart… Your cock, your big cock...”

He could feel her tightening around him, her body responding to every movement, every sound he made. Stuart’s hands gripped her hips again, slamming her down onto him, his body responding to every thrust.

“Rebecca…” His voice was a low growl, his body trembling with need as he happily fed his wife more big black cock.

Rebecca leaned in close, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Don’t stop, Stuart. Don’t you dare think about fucking stopping. Baby, please give me your big black cock, I need it in my little white pussy so badly, I need it baby!”


Part Ten

The presence of the big black dildo in his marriage — in his life — soon became an unshakable shadow. Three weeks ago, Rebecca had brought that damn thing into their bedroom play and ever since, his wife's big black dildo had become a mainstay for the couple. And it wasn’t just the physicality of it, though that was jarring enough. It was the way Rebecca had insisted, her words ringing in his ears: “It’s safer this way, baby. Less risk. And… well, it’s just better.” Better. The word stung more than he cared to admit.

That morning, as Stuart got on the highway and drove downtown and walked into The BBC Network’s office, his wife's black dildo felt like an invisible weight strapped to him, as if he was getting physically smothered by the weight of the black man's phallus, even though he’d left the sex toy back in the suburbs.

Stuart's thoughts were jumbled, a mess of humiliation and arousal he couldn’t quite untangle. He’d barely made it to his desk when Mr. Washington appeared like a storm cloud on the horizon.

“Stuart,” Mr. Washington said, his deep voice carrying a tone that brooked no argument. “You’ve been wallowing in that editing bay long enough. Time you saw how the magic happens out on set.”

Stuart swallowed hard. Magic. He wasn’t so sure. “Uh, yeah, sure thing, Mr. Washington. What’s on the schedule today?”

Mr. Washington's grin was wide, almost predatory. “We’re shooting a rap video. DJ Reparations’ new track — ‘Queen of Spades Barbie.’ It’s gonna be big. Real big. And you’re gonna see it go down.”

Stuart followed Mr. Washington to the set, his stomach knotting with every step.

The studio was buzzing with activity — lights, cameras, people darting about with purpose. And then he saw them. Nicole, Vanessa, and Lisa — his coworkers — stripped of their usual professional attire. Instead, they were dressed in outfits that left little to the imagination: skimpy lingerie, thigh-high boots, and heavy makeup that accentuated their features in a way that was both alluring and unsettling.

Nicole, the redhead, usually so composed in her pencil skirts and blouses, now wore a red thong and a barely-there corset that pushed her ample chest forward. Vanessa, the office’s resident tomboy, wore bunny ears and a pink bodysuit that clung to her every curve. Lisa, the shy one, was in a translucent mesh dress that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. She also had bunny ears on. The three gorgeous women were laughing nervously, clearly out of their element but trying to play along.

And then DJ Reparations himself stepped on set. As always, he was tall, muscular, with a confidence that radiated off him like heat waves. His gold chains glinted under the lights, and his fitted jeans and tank top showed off a physique that made Stuart feel… emasculated.

The rapper sauntered over to the trio of white women, his presence demanding their attention right away. “Alright, ladies,” he purred, his voice smooth as silk. “Let’s show the world what the Queen of Spades really means.”

The director (a short, stout, curly-haired black guy with glasses) called for action, and the music started. Right away you could tell that "Queen of Spades Barbie" was going to be a hit in America. The beat was heavy, pulsing, and the women began to move, their bodies swaying in time with the rhythm. DJ Reparations stepped in, his hands roaming over them with a possessiveness that made Stuart’s throat tighten.

The lyrics kicked in, and Stuart felt his face heat up. The words were explicit, graphic, and filled with bravado. DJ Reparations was singing — no, taunting — about his dominance, his control over “the finest white girls.” The women played along, their movements becoming more exaggerated, more provocative, as the song went on.

Nicole was on her knees now, looking up at DJ Reparations with a mix of awe and submission. Vanessa was bent over, her hands on her knees, while he stood behind her, miming a thrusting motion. Lisa was sandwiched between them, her body pressed against the rapper’s as he ran his hands over her curves.

Stuart, who noticed that two black male janitors had also frozen to watch the spectacle of the rap video, couldn’t look away. His body was reacting in ways he didn’t want to acknowledge — his heart pounding, his breath quickening. He felt humiliated, aroused, and completely out of his depth.

DJ Reparations leaned over, his voice low and amused. “Something bothering you, Stuart? You look a little… tense.”

Stuart forced a laugh, though it sounded hollow even to his own ears. “I’m fine. Just… taking it all in.”

DJ Reparations’ grin widened. “Good. Because this is the future of music, my man. This is what people want. They want this.” He gestured to the set, where DJ Reparations was now thrusting against Lisa in a way that left no doubt what the song was about. "Funny how quickly things change, huh?"

Stuart couldn’t stop thinking about Rebecca, about how his wife looked at him when she’d suggested they use a big black dildo in their marital bedroom. There was something in her eyes — something hungry, greedy, animalistic. And now, watching this video, he couldn’t shake the feeling that she’d been hinting at something more. Something deeper. Something that she needed taken care of – and he wasn't coming anywhere close.

The shoot wrapped, and the women stumbled off set, laughing nervously and adjusting their outfits.

DJ Reparations stayed behind, chatting with the director and crew. "You snowbunnies are hilarious! Now get your PAWG asses out of here before I really do put a black baby in yo' tummy! Shit, we can make that shit the next album cover!"

Stuart felt rooted to the spot, his mind spinning. But he did feel better that his boss was still here.

Mr. Washington clapped him on the back, jolting him out of his thoughts. “So? Whiteboy? What’d you think?”

Stuart hesitated. What did he think? The truth was, he didn’t know. He felt… exposed. Vulnerable. “It’s… intense,” he finally managed.

“That’s one way to put it," Mr. Washington chuckled, spending the next 30 or 40 minutes explaining all of the big ways The BBC Network is going to promote DJ Reparations' new album. This was followed by another hour of Mr. Washington letting Stuart know all of the ways that The BBC was going to take over the global markets.

"But isn't it confusing?" Stuart had asked. "We're BBC and over in England they have BBC there also. No?"

Mr. Washington chuckled at the whiteboy's concern before assuring him, "Trust me, everyone knows that we're the real BBC. Ain't no way we not!"

When it was finally time for Stuart to leave, his mind was still reeling from the chaotic energy of DJ Reparations’ set. He could already imagine himself wearing the black dildo and fucking his wife while playing "Queen of Spades Barbie" through the speakers. It was strange how quickly these things become normalized.

His footsteps, not very big, echoed down the dimly lit hallway as he made his way toward the exit. Mr. Washington had already gone back to work.

Stuart couldn't stop thinking about the music video. Seeing Nicole, Vanessa, and Lisa like that had been amazing, but Stuart knew that his new job was affecting him in strange and fundamental ways.

Still on the same floor, the 26th, he figured, the bass from the music faded, but Stuart's pulse thrummed in his ears, a relentless reminder of the tension coiled in his chest. What am I even doing here? he thought, running a hand through his hair. But, just as he finally approached the elevator bank, he heard it.

A low moan, unmistakable and guttural, carried through the air like a whisper that wasn’t meant to be heard.

Stuart froze.

His hand hovered over the elevator buttons, his breath catching in his throat. That’s… no. It can’t be. Another moan, louder this time, followed by the rhythmic slap of skin against skin. His body stiffened, his heart pounding so hard it felt like it might burst out of his chest.

“Don’t.” The word was a warning, a command he gave himself. But his size 9 feet moved anyway, carrying him toward the sound like a moth drawn to a flame. This is a terrible idea, he thought. Terrible. And yet, he couldn’t stop.

The hallway twisted and turned, the sound growing louder with every step. His breath came in shallow gasps, his palms slick with sweat. This is wrong. This is so wrong. But curiosity gnawed at him, a hunger he couldn’t ignore. Stuart rounded the final corner, and the sight before him made his knees buckle.

It was the ultimate nightmare for a racist: DJ Reparations stood in the center of the room, his gold chain glinting in the dim light, his massive African-American frame towering over Nicole, who was bent over a table, her ass sticking up in the air, her red thong pushed to the side of one of her pale plump ass cheeks. Her green eyes were rolled back in her head and her little lily hands gripped the edge for support as the thuggish black man took her – in front of several people – pounding into Nicole with an intensity that was ruthless, savage, and hostile.

And they weren't alone. In addition to Stuart's gawking figure, there were six people. Besides Nicole and DJ Reparations, two muscular African-American men, very imposing, their janitor uniforms hanging loosely around their waists, as they pinned Vanessa and Lisa against the wall, their bodies moving in sync, their hips slamming forward with a force that made the room echo with the sound of their hot sticky interracial collisions.

What made it worse, from Stuart's perspective, was that he knew that all three women were married. To white men. Like Stuart.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” DJ Reparations growled into Nicole's red hair, his deep voice thick with a lust to mate. He grabbed a fistful of Nicole’s thick hair, yanking her head back as he drove into her harder. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To be used?”

Nicole whimpered, her eyes fluttering closed as she nodded. “Yes, yes, use me. Please.”

Stuart's hands trembled as he reached for the wall to steady himself. He couldn’t tear his eyes away. Meanwhile, Vanessa’s moans filled the air as one of the older janitors thrust into her, his hands gripping her hips so hard it looked like they might leave bruises. “You like that, don’t you, whitegirl?” he sneered, his voice rough and taunting. “You love taking black cock. I seen you staring at my crotch, I seen you flaunting that body around me in the parking lot.”

Vanessa’s response was a broken cry, her head falling back as her body shuddered with pleasure. Lisa, pinned between the other janitor and the wall, gasped for air, her hands clawing at his broad ebony shoulders. He was the youngest, but biggest of all three black men. “Please, harder,” she begged, her voice trembling. “I love my husband, but this big black cock feels amazing! Don't cum inside me again though! Last time I sort of forgot; and before I know it, hubby has his face between my legs and asking why I taste so much better, ha!"

Stuart’s stomach tightened, a wave of heat flooding his body. This is too much. This are the women he'd been lusting after. So if they were going to cheat on their husbands, then it only made sense that they'd do so with a guy like him, a white guy. Not three big black man. Stuart couldn’t move. He couldn’t look away. His eyes flicked down to the tent in his jeans, his cock straining against the fabric. Shit. He was hard. So hard it hurt. These cuckold boners were always the most intense things ever.

DJ Reparations glanced over his shoulder, his sharp eyes locking onto Stuart’s. For a moment, time seemed to stop. Then he smirked, a predatory glint in his dark gaze. “You gonna stand there and watch, whiteboy, or you gonna join in?” he taunted, his voice dripping with amusement.

Stuart’s shoulders slumped, the weight of his humiliation pressing down on him like a lead blanket. The sterile fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting a harsh glow on the three interracial pairs. He avoided eye contact with his coworkers. Hating himself for not being able to just turn around and leave the scene.

"Come on, whiteboy! Make up your mind!"

Stuart’s throat went dry. “I… I shouldn’t be here,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

DJ Reparations chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that sent a shiver down Stuart’s spine. “But you are here,” he said, his tone insulting.

Stuart’s face burned. He wanted to deny it, to turn and run, but his body betrayed him. His cock throbbed, the ache unbearable. He couldn’t move. Couldn’t think.

Soon the three black men and three white women appeared to forget that Stuart was in the room. They were too busy enjoying the pleasure of each other's body. And Stuart too lost track of time, overwhelmed by the rawness of seeing the two black janitors and DJ Reparations fuck in ways that didn't seem real... At some point, all three black men began making grunting sounds that only meant one thing. And just like that, one by one, big slimy black cocks were being pulled out of white pussies that were now filled with African-American DNA.

"You came in me!" Lisa wailed. "Bastard! I said don't cum inside me!"

"Sorry, my bad," the black janitor said, trying (and failing) to not look so damn amused.

After DJ Reparations pulled out of Nicole with a wet pop, he turned to face Stuart fully. His massive eggplant-colored cock glistened in the dim light, veins bulging as it stood at attention. “You want a turn?” he asked, stepping closer. “You want to see what this tight white pussy feels like? Or are you afraid that I already stretched her out too much for your little whiteboy pecker? Ha, tell the truth, whiteboy!”

Stuart shook his head, his heart pounding while the two black janitors pulled their uniforms back on and exited the room, claiming they had to 'get back to work.' Lisa and Vanessa, slumped on the floor, white goo oozing out of their bodies, seemed too 'out of it' to budge a muscle. “I… I can’t.”

DJ Reparations laughed, a deep, throaty sound that sent heat pooling in Stuart’s gut. “Suit yourself, whiteboy. But you're going to want to stick around and see this!”

The rapper turned his attention to the women, his smirk widening as his cock stiffened, again, as if by magic. “Alright, ladies. Let’s get back to where we were. Remember, you're not just sucking big black cock because you love sucking big black cock. You're sucking big black cock because you're apologizing for your ancestors, okay, my little snowbunnies!"

The women nodded, their expressions fatigued, but eager. Stuart’s heart pounded in his chest as all three white secretaries were beckoned to kneel down next to each other, their pale shoulders nearly touching, their impressive cleavage on perfect display.

Everything felt so visceral, raw.

DJ Reparations stepped back up to Nicole – presumably his favorite – the black man's rough grip handling her chin as he glared down at her. “You know what you are, don’t you?”

Nicole’s lips parted, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and arousal. “I’m… I’m a Queen of Spades Barbie.”

“Damn right you are,” he growled, his grip tightening. “And what do Queen of Spades Barbies deserve?”

“Big… black… cock,” she whispered, her eyes wide, her body trembling.

Stuart’s stomach twisted, his face burning with shame and arousal. This can’t be real. This can’t be happening.

The rapper didn’t stop there. He moved to Vanessa, his hands roaming over her body. She gasped, her cheeks flushing, but her bright blue eyes were locked on the giant cock swaying like a pendulum between the man's dark black thighs. It was like a kitten had discovered an entire mountain of catnip.

“You see this, whiteboy?” the black man called out, his eyes darting to Stuart. Then the rapper turned to the side, laying down most of his 11 inch black cock on Vanessa's gorgeous upturned face, so that you could barely see the blue eyes divided by black man's heavy phallus. “This is what they want. This is what they need.”

Vanessa moaned, her body arching into his touch, her small pink nostrils flaring with the man's masculine musk. A creamy liquid trickled from the opening his cock, while the dark shaft shimmered with the sheen of Nicole's juices. The blue eyes blinked up at him as she said in a respectful tone, "Yes… please…”

Lisa was next, her dress completely ripped away as DJ Reparations loomed over her. “You’re just a toy, aren’t you? A little white toy for us to play with.”

Lisa nodded, her eyes glazed with desire. “Yes, sir… I’m your toy, sir.”

As Lisa felt a gentle hand stroking her head, she slowly parted her lips. The faint taste of salt lingered on her tongue. The rapper's glistening phallus went deep, deeper, its weight sliding over her tongue, and she fought the urge to gag, tears streaming down her cheeks, making her look even more beautiful than ever.

Stuart couldn’t look away, his body betraying him as he watched his coworkers — no, these women — submit completely to the rapper’s dominance.

“You see this, Stuart?” DJ Reparations said, his voice low, almost a whisper. “This is the world we live in. White women? They crave this. They need this. And you? You’re just a spectator. Whiteboys are just spectators in today's world. It's a black man's world now. That's what my music is about, that's my motherfucking music, man!”

Stuart’s breath came in short, shallow gasps. His mind was a whirlwind of emotions —  extreme shame, extreme arousal, extreme humiliation. He wanted to look away, to run, but he couldn’t. His eyes were glued to the scene before him, his body responding in ways he didn’t want to admit.

The rapper's deep chuckle rumbled through the room as he turned to Stuart, his eyes glinting with a mix of amusement and cruelty. “You still here, little man? Thought you’d run out of here by now.”

Stuart's throat went completely dry, his feet rooted to the spot. He couldn’t look away, his eyes flicking between DJ Reparations towering frame and the three women — Nicole, Vanessa, and Lisa — shivering under the bright studio lights, their bodies exposed in ways that made his chest tighten with pure anguish.

“You see this?” the black man said, gesturing to the women. "White women are so submissive. Well, around black men they are."

Stuart wanted to speak, to say something, anything, but the words caught in his throat.

DJ Reparations didn’t wait for a response. He stepped forward, his presence looming over Stuart like a storm cloud threatening his entire existence.

“You’re gonna watch,” DJ Reparations said, his voice low and commanding. He raised a finger. Beckoned.

Nicole was the first to step forward, her wide white baby-birthing hips swaying as she approached DJ Reparations.

Nicole's red lips curled into a wicked smile, her confidence undiminished despite the situation. “You gonna give us what we deserve, sir?" she purred, her voice dripping with sultry defiance. DJ Reparations’ grin widened as he reached out, his large dark-skinned hands gripping her hips possessively. “Oh, I’ll give you exactly what you deserve, snowbunny. That's why God put me on this Earth. To fuck as many snowbunnies as possible."

Stuart’s breath hitched as DJ Reparations’ hands slid down Nicole’s body, covered only in her thong and matching red heels. He watched, transfixed, as DJ Reparations’ ebony fingers trailed along the smooth, pale skin beneath. Nicole didn’t hesitate, her hands brazenly gripping DJ Reparations’ wide ebony shoulders as she leaned into him, her chest pressing against his.

“You’re gonna make me beg for it, aren’t you?” Nicole whispered, her voice a challenge. DJ Reparations chuckled, his hands roaming her body with a familiarity that made Stuart’s stomach twist. “Oh, you’ll beg, all right, snowbunny. But not yet. First, snowbunny, you’re gonna show your little friend here what a real man can do.”

Nicole’s eyes flicked to Stuart, and for a moment, their gazes locked. There was something in her expression — pity? Amusement? Stuart couldn’t tell, but it didn’t matter. She turned back to DJ Reparations, her hands sliding down his chest until they found the thick and lengthy organ, which was at least twice the size of Stuart's penis.

“Jesus,” Stuart muttered under his breath, unable to look away from the ebony monster.

Nicole’s lips curled into an evil smirk as she knelt before DJ Reparations, again, her hands wrapping around his shaft. She said, her tone mocking, “Think you can handle watching this, Stuart? You're not one of those baby-dicked whiteboys who freaks out when they see one of them 'their women' with a black man?”

She leaned forward, her lips parting as she took DJ Reparations’ cock into her mouth, her movements slow and deliberate. Stuart’s knees went weak as he watched Nicole’s head bob up and down, her lips stretched obscenely wide (reminding Stuart of a taxidermied fish) around DJ Reparations’ girth. DJ Reparations groaned, his hands tangling in Nicole’s fiery red hair as he thrust his hips forward, forcing his black manhood himself deeper into her hot Texas mouth.

“That’s it, baby. Just like I showed you,” DJ Reparations growled, his voice thick with pleasure. “Take it all, suck on that BBC like a good snowbunny.”

Nicole’s eyes fluttered shut as she obeyed, her throat working to accommodate DJ Reparations’ enormous size, a size which members of her own race never had. Stuart’s much, much smaller penis twitched in his pants, his arousal warring with his shame. He wanted to look away, to flee the room, but he couldn’t. He was frozen, his eyes glued to the scene before him.

Vanessa and Lisa stepped forward, their movements hesitant but eager. They watched Nicole with a mix of awe and desire, their bodies trembling with anticipation. DJ Reparations noticed and grinned, his eyes dark with predatory lust. “You girls want a turn?” he asked, his voice dangerously low.

Vanessa and Lisa nodded, their cheeks flushed, their breaths coming in short, shallow gasps.

DJ Reparations pulled his BBC from Nicole’s mouth, a thick, gooey string of saliva connecting them as he stepped back, his gaze sweeping over the three women. “All you white bitches. On your knees,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument. The women obeyed without hesitation, dropping back to their knees before him, their bodies trembling with need.

Stuart’s heart raced as DJ Reparations stepped forward, his cock glistening in the light as he approached the women. He grabbed Vanessa by the hair, forcing her head back as he guided his cock to her lips. “Open up,” he ordered, and Vanessa obeyed, her mouth widening as DJ Reparations thrust his black schlong forward, filling her throat once more.

Nicole and Lisa watched, their hands trembling as they reached for DJ Reparations’ hips, their fingers brushing against his sexy ebony skin. He didn’t stop them. As regal as a king, his dark eyes were half-lidded with pleasure, fucking Vanessa's mouth like it owed him money. Stuart’s own penis throbbed painfully, his body betraying him as he watched these beautiful women submit to DJ Reparations’ dominance.

“You see this, Stuart?” DJ Reparations asked, his voice rough with arousal. “This is what they want. What they need. And you’ll never be able to give it to them.” Stuart’s stomach churned, his humiliation complete, but he couldn’t deny the truth of DJ Reparations’ words.

Vanessa looked amazing on her knees with a BBC sticking out of her mouth.

"Hey, don't hog all the BBC bitch!" whined Lisa.

Reluctantly, Vanessa spit the black cock out of her mouth, her lips glistening with the man's salty precum.

Seizing the opportunity, Lisa grasped the ebony shaft under her pert nose and started kissing all over it as a way of showing obedience and appreciation. Then she leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick at the base of DJ Reparations’ cock, her movements tentative but eager.

"GRRRRmmmmpphhh," said Lisa, her hands gripping DJ Reparations’ thighs as she pressed her lips to his bulging black shaft, her tongue swirling around the thick vein that ran along the underside. DJ Reparations groaned, his hips thrusting forward as he overwhelmed Lisa, her throat literally bulging with the size of his black cock.

Stuart’s hand crept down to his own pale member, his tiny fingers trembling as he unbuckled his belt. He couldn’t help himself. The sight of DJ Reparations’ dominance, the way the women submitted to him, was too much to bear. He needed release, even if it came at the cost of his pride. All of his pride.

“That’s it, Stuart,” DJ Reparations said, his voice dripping with mockery. “Show us how much you enjoy watching. Show us how much you love seeing your women with a real man.”

Stuart’s face seethed with red-hot humiliation, but he didn’t stop. His hand wrapped around his cock, his fingers pumping as he watched DJ Reparations dominate the women.

Lisa gagged as DJ Reparations pulled out of her mouth, his cock glistening with her saliva.

He turned to Vanessa, his hands gripping her shoulders as he forced her to her feet. “Your turn,” he growled, his voice rough with need. Vanessa’s eyes widened like a little kid on Christmas, her lips parting as DJ Reparations spun her around, bending her over as he lined himself up with her entrance.

“Please,” Vanessa whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation. DJ Reparations didn’t hesitate. He thrust forward, his cock sinking into her with a single, powerful stroke. Vanessa cried out, her body arching as she grabbed DJ Reparations’ big cock and guided it into her pussy from behind, her free hand gripping the edge of the nearby table for support.

Stuart’s tiny pink penis twitched in his hand, his arousal spiking as he watched DJ Reparations fuck Vanessa, her body bouncing with every thrust. She turned to look over her shoulder, smiling at the dark skinned

black man fucking her from behind. It almost looked like a prison inmate was fucking the hottest female lawyer in the country. Meanwhile, Lisa knelt beside them, her hands roaming Vanessa’s body as she whispered words of female encouragement, her own need evident in the flush of her cheeks, the stickiness of lips.

“You like watching, don’t you, Stuart?” DJ Reparations asked, his voice taunting. “You like seeing how much better I am? How much bigger?” Stuart didn’t answer, his hand moving faster, his breaths coming in short, shallow gasps.

DJ Reparations’ hips snapped forward, his cock pistoning in and out of Vanessa with relentless force. She moaned, her body trembling with pleasure as she took everything he gave her. Nicole and Lisa watched, their hands roaming each other’s bodies as they waited for their turn, their need for BBC evident in their trembling forms.

Stuart’s eyes flicked between the women, his cucked arousal reaching its all-time peak. He couldn’t hold back any longer. His hand moved frantically, his hips thrusting into his fist as he watched DJ Reparations dominate Vanessa, her cries of pleasure echoing through the room.

“That’s it, baby,” DJ Reparations growled, his voice harsh with pleasure. “Take it all.” Vanessa’s body shuddered as DJ Reparations’ thrusts grew faster, his cock slamming into her with unforgiving force. She cried out, her body arching as she came, her pussy clenching around DJ Reparations’ cock.

Stuart couldn’t hold back any longer. His body tensed, his tiny cock throbbing in his hand as he came, his release painting the floor beneath him. His breaths came in ragged gasps as he watched DJ Reparations pull out of Vanessa, his massive midnight-black shaft clearly glistening with her juices.

“Now who’s next?” DJ Reparations asked, his gaze sweeping over Nicole and Lisa. The women glanced at each other, their eyes filled with a mix of desire and fear. Stuart’s heart pounded as he pulled his pants back up, watched all three secretaries step forward, their white bodies trembling with impatient desire.

“Me, please!” Nicole said, her voice husky with need. “I want you next. I'm so proud that I can even ride that BBC!” DJ Reparations grinned, his hands gripping her hips as he pulled her close. “That’s what I like to hear,” he said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. Stuart’s breath caught as DJ Reparations bent Nicole over, his cock pressing against her entrance.

“Please,” Nicole whispered, her voice trembling with need.

DJ Reparations didn’t hesitate. He thrust forward, his cock sinking into her with a single, powerful stroke. Then his deep, resonant laugh echoed through the studio as he drove into Nicole with relentless force. Her cries of pleasure mingled with the rhythmic slap of skin against skin, each thrust sending shockwaves through her body.

Stuart stood frozen, his own spent cock still in his hand, as he watched the wretched scene unfold.

“You see, Stuart,” DJ Reparations growled, his voice thick with dominance, “this is what a real man can do. You’ve been watching long enough. It’s time you joined in.”

Stuart’s eyes darted between DJ Reparations, Nicole, and the other women — Vanessa, still recovering from her own turn, and Lisa, who stood watching with a predatory gleam in her eye. “I-I can’t…” Stuart stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

DJ Reparations’ grin widened, dark and inexorable. “Oh, you can,” he said, withdrawing from Nicole with a wet pop. He turned to face Stuart fully, his massive frame towering over him. “And you will.” He gestured toward Vanessa, who was still on all fours, her pale skin glistening with sweat. “Start with her. Show me what you’ve got.”

Stuart’s hands trembled as he approached Vanessa. It was so much more difficult now that he'd already shot his load. Just getting hard again this quickly might be impossible... He was extremely nervous now. Her back was arched, her body still trembling from DJ Reparations’ earlier treatment. She glanced over her shoulder at him, her cheeks flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and anticipation. “Go on, whiteboy” she whispered, her voice soft but laced with need. “Don’t keep me waiting. Are you getting on, or not?”

Stuart fumbled with his pants, again, his cock already half-hard again despite his earlier release. Sweating lightly, he positioned himself behind Vanessa, his hands gripping her hips as he clumsily pressed against her entrance. The contrast between his pale, thin body and her lush curves was stark, a visual reminder of his inadequacy. He hesitated, his breath shallow, as he glanced up at DJ Reparations, who loomed over them like a predatory tutor.

“Do it,” DJ Reparations commanded, his voice low and unyielding. “Show her what whiteboys are made of.”

Vanessa's pussy was gaping open and the little pink rosebud of her anus stared at him invitingly and his penis got hard again. Stuart had to smirk at how different things were now. Maybe, he thought, Vanessa is going to be looking at me in a completely different light now that I'm about to fuck her brains out.

Stuart thrust forward, his small mostly-hard penis barely sinking into Vanessa’s tight heat. She gasped, her body tensing for a moment before relaxing into him. Stuart’s breath came in ragged gasps as he began to move, his thrusts hesitant and unsure. Vanessa moaned softly, her hands gripping the floor for support. “Faster,” she urged, her voice trembling with need. "Deeper too, come on, whiteboy."

Stuart obeyed her commands, his movements growing more frantic. The room was filled with the sound of their bodies slapping together, punctuated by Vanessa’s soft cries of pleasure. But even as he fucked her, Stuart couldn’t shake the feeling of severe inadequacy. His cock felt small and insignificant compared to DJ Reparations’, and he knew he couldn’t give Vanessa the same level of satisfaction.

Still, any straight man on the planet would have busted at the sight of Vanessa's ass spreading itself on the floor... But just as Stuart started working his hips again to pick up the speed, he would inevitably "slip out" breaking the momentum long enough for him to say "Sorry, I'm sorry" again and awkwardly try to fit his little Vienna sausage back into her tight pink hole.

DJ Reparations watched with a self-satisfied grin, his arms crossed over his broad chest. “Pathetic,” he muttered, his voice dripping with disdain. “You call that fucking? Looks more like a damn toddler trying to hump a grown woman. Let me show you how it’s done.”

Before Stuart could react, DJ Reparations stepped forward and shoved him aside. Stuart stumbled, falling to the floor as DJ Reparations took his place behind Vanessa. The white women’s eyes lit up with carnal anticipation, their bodies trembling with need. DJ Reparations gripped Vanessa’s hips and thrust the business end of his big black cock into her with a single, powerful stroke, eliciting a sharp cry from her lips.

Stuart watched, his pee-pee twitching with a perverse mix of thrilling lustfulness and gnawing humiliation, as DJ Reparations drove into Vanessa with relentless force, filling her up with as much black meat as she could handle.. She didn't try to hide her excitement. Her body bucked against him, her cries of pleasure filling the room. Lisa stepped forward, still wearing her dress and bunny ears, demurely kneeling beside Vanessa, her hands roaming over her body.

“My turn,” Lisa purred, her voice sultry and demanding. DJ Reparations grinned, withdrawing from Vanessa and grabbing Lisa by the waist. He spun her around, pressing her against the wall as he tore her dress open, exposing her lace lingerie beneath. Lisa’s breath hitched as DJ Reparations’ hands roamed over her body, his fingers slipping beneath the fabric to tease her nipples.

Stuart could only watch, his cock throbbing with a mix of shame and desire. His eyes darted between Lisa, Vanessa, and Nicole, who was now kneeling beside him, her hands trailing over his chest. “Poor Stuart,” she whispered, her voice dripping with mock sympathy. “You look so… lost.” Her lips curled into a wicked grin as she reached down to stroke his cock. “Let me help you.”

Stuart’s breath hitched as Nicole leaned forward, her swollen red lips wrapping around his penis. Her tongue swirled around the tip, sending shivers of pleasure through his body. He groaned, his hands tangling in her heavy red hair as she took him deeper, her mouth warm and wet around him.

The room was a raucous discord of moans and cries, the air thick with the musky scent of sweat and arousal, both men and women. DJ Reparations’ deep masculine grunts mingled with Lisa’s high-pitched cries of pleasure, while Vanessa’s soft whimpers filled the background. Stuart could barely think, his whiteboy mind overwhelmed by the sensations coursing through him.

But just as he felt himself nearing the edge, DJ Reparations’ voice cut through the haze. “That’s enough,” he said, his tone commanding.

Nicole pulled back, leaving Stuart throbbing and desperate, five inches of angry cuck.

DJ Reparations stepped forward, his massive frame towering over him. “You’ve had your fun, whiteboy. Put that little thing away. It’s time to talk business.”

Stuart blinked, looking away from the man's BBC, his mind struggling to process the sudden shift. What was going on? Stuart had never needed to cum so badly in his life. How was this happening? "W-what?” he stammered, his voice trembling.

DJ Reparations’ grin widened, his eyes glinting with a dangerous gleam. “We’re going to shoot my next rap video," he said, his voice deep with satisfaction. “It’s called 'Whiteboy Island.' And you, Stuart, are going to be our star.”

The room fell silent, the white women’s eyes wide with curiosity. Stuart’s heart jolted, his face burning with a mixture of fear and anticipation. “W-what do you mean?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

DJ Reparations leaned in closer, his breath hot against Stuart’s ear. “You’ll see,” he said, his voice low and menacing. “But don’t worry… you’re going to love it.” He straightened, his grin widening as he turned to the women. “And you three? You’re going to be his co-stars.” The women exchanged glances, their eyes filled with a mix of excitement and apprehension.

Stuart’s mind raced and raced and raced, his body trembling with a perverse mix of arousal and dread. He knew there was no escape, no way to avoid whatever DJ Reparations had planned. And yet, deep down, a part of him couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.

End of Book 1.
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