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Chapter One

The all-inclusive Caribbean resort brochure lay discarded on the rumpled bed like an advertisement for paradise in 4K.

"Honey, can you please hurry up!" his wife snapped.

The entire trip was a gift. A ridiculously, obscenely generous gift from Tara Roberts, Nikki’s oldest friend—a woman whose emerald eyes held a permanent, icy disdain for Nikki's beleaguered husband.

"Danny!!! ARE YOU READY YET?"

His wife swept out of the bathroom in a swirl of perfume and confidence—hair glossy, curls bouncing, a towel stretched across her impossible curves.

Danny Dawson forgot to breathe for a full second.

Her breasts strained against the terrycloth in a way that made his pulse throb, and every time she spun past him he caught another soft, maddening whiff of her shampoo. Coconut, vanilla, and something warm and female he could never name.

"I'm moving as fast as I can, Nikki." Danny watched his wife drop a seventh or eighth pair of high heels into one of the Louis Vuitton suitcases. There was a collection of suitcases now.

"Dear? Is four suitcases enough?" he asked facetiously. "After all, we'll be gone for an entire week!"

"Damn, you're right," she replied, snapping the lid shut with a female grunt of satisfaction. "Can you grab my other suitcase in the closet? It's the hard-shelled metallic pink one."

He swallowed and tried to act normal, but the way her body moved when she bent over a suitcase—good God. The towel gaped, her large God-given breasts jostled, and Danny felt the low burn of desire flicker through him. "Seriously?"

She breezed by him again, hips swaying, towel riding dangerously low. "Now!"

Danny’s eyes followed helplessly.

His wife looked like a goddess who’d misplaced her throne, and he looked like the guy who mopped the marble around it.

But they weren't in a castle, they were in their marital bedroom, which was pure chaos: clothes flung everywhere, half-zipped bags strewn across the floor, the constant hum of Nikki’s hair dryer.

And in the middle of all that mess stood Danny with his one modest suitcase that he packed in fifteen minutes. It contained his few pairs of cargo shorts, his polos, his swim trunks, which seemed to shrink every passing year.

"What's wrong, Danny?" she asked. "Why are you so..."

He was already sweating, though the house was cool.

It wasn’t the heat; it was Nikki’s voice — sharp, quick, impatient — cutting through the rooms as she packed her empire of luggage. He scurried behind her carrying stacks of swimsuits, sunscreen bottles, sandals, hair tools, all while praying she wouldn’t notice the tremor in his hands.

She noticed.

“Danny, honey…” Nikki said, watching him try — and fail — to lift one of her larger suitcases. “Use your legs, not your… whatever those little arms are.”

He flushed. “I—I am.”

Nikki tilted her head, genuinely confused. “Oh. Really?” She walked over, placed two fingers on the handle, and lifted the suitcase with effortless grace. “Huh. Maybe this one got lighter in past five seconds."

He wilted.

She rolled the suitcase into the hallway, tossing a casual, devastating, “You’re adorable when you try,” over her shoulder.

Danny stumbled after her. Adorable was not a word he wanted from his wife. Not today. Not when she looked like a sun-kissed goddess, her plump bouncy curves moving in a way that made him both dizzy and painfully self-conscious.

"Okay, I put the other suitcase thing on the bed, Nikki," he said. "It's next to the large, wheeled one."

Nikki was checking the time, obviously displeased. "Great."

"That's what I'm here for."

She didn't respond.

He watched, mesmerized, as Nikki bent over another open suitcase, her phenomenal backside straining to burst free from the towel.

"Nikki?"

It was a sight that never failed to short-circuit his brain. The perfect, round curve of her gym-enhanced booty, the way her waist narrowed above it, the hint of her heavy, magnificent breasts swaying as she moved… God. He was a moth to her blazing supernova.

“Danny, did you fold your shirts the way I told you?” she called, already walking past him again. She didn’t even look up—she didn’t need to. Nikki never doubted he’d do what she said, not when her voice had that bossy, stressed edge that made his stomach flip.

Danny nodded too quickly. “Y-yeah. All folded. Rolled. Whatever you said to do.”

"Good boy."

His voice cracked—high, thin—and he winced.

His wife didn’t seem to notice. Or maybe Nikki did and had chosen not to react, which was somehow worse.

A few moments later, and he was pulling the monstrosity of a suitcase toward the front door when his wife strode past him, a blur of intoxicating energy and the scent of coconut sunscreen. Her bare arm brushed his, and a jolt of pure, desperate want shot through him. It overrode his constant anxiety.

Hubby's small, soft, pale hand darted out, sneaking around her waist, his fingers splaying across the warm, smooth skin of her stomach. He pressed his body against the incredible softness of her backside, his voice a reedy whisper near her ear. “Dear… technically, we’ve got twenty minutes. We could… you know, real quick... A quickie!"

She didn’t even break stride. "Nope. Forget it. Behave."

"But –"

"If we miss this flight, Danny, we're screwed!"

Her own hand, strong and capable, smacked his away with a sharp, stinging precision that was more dismissive than painful. “Danny.” The word was a sigh of supreme annoyance. “Let me elaborate. If we miss this flight, rebooking will cost a fortune. Thousands. Literally. And it’s not like you’re in a position to be wasting thousands of dollars, now are you?”

The humiliation was a physical blow, hot and familiar.

He shriveled, shrunk back, his narrow shoulders slumping.

Of course. She was right.

Nikki was always right.

He was a mid-level data analyst with a salary that seemed to shrink next to hers, next to the sheer cost of maintaining a goddess like Nikki. He looked down at his hands. Small, with slender, almost delicate fingers. Almost feminine. His shoes, a manly size 8.5, looked like a child’s next to her strappy sandals.

She finally straightened, brushing hair from the soft, delicate features of her angelic face. She saw something in her hubby's expression then—maybe guilt, maybe longing—and her irritation softened slightly.

“Oh, babe,” she said with a sigh, cupping his cheek with her warm, soft hand, “we’ll have plenty of time for fun on the island. But right now I need you to help me. Okay? Can you be my big helper? Now, be a good boy and keep us on schedule.”

He nodded immediately. “Okay, dear. Yeah. Of course, you're right. Sorry.”

She kissed his forehead—affectionate, patronizing, devastating. "Don't be sorry, just help me get ready."

He obeyed.

He always obeyed, knowing that life was just much easier that way.

And so, Danny hurried to zip, fold, lift, carry—whatever she pointed at, he handled with frantic eagerness. Meanwhile, Nikki glided around the house like a voluptuous hurricane, barking orders between humming to herself and checking her iPhone.

It buzzed with a message. She glanced at it and smiled.

“Tara says she hopes we have fun,” Nikki said lightly.

Danny nearly tripped on his own shoes.

Tara Roberts. The voluptuous redhead who had told him on their second meeting that he looked like a middle schooler with a five o'clock shadow. The woman who had spent years sneering at him behind wine glasses. The same Tara who had paid for this entire Caribbean getaway.

He frowned. “I still don’t understand why she’d give us a trip like this.”

Nikki emerged from the walk-in closet, triumphantly holding a wide-brimmed sun hat. She looked like a movie star. "Why not?"

"She hates me, Nikki."

His wife shrugged. “Oh, that's silly. Besides, Tara's dating that NBA guy now. Money doesn’t mean anything to her anymore.”

"Really?"

"According to Tara."

The image materialized in Danny’s mind unbidden: Tara, with her fiery red hair and a body that rivaled Nikki’s, draped over the arm of a gigantic, hyper-masculine athlete. A man who was everything Danny was not. The thought was a cold knot in his soft doughy stomach. He didn't know why it unsettled him so deeply, but it did.

And Nikki?

She certainly hadn't married a professional athlete.

No, she married down, he thought, the old, corrosive insecurity rising like bile. She married me for jokes. Because I’m a harmless, amusing pet. He remembered her saying it once, laughing that gorgeous, tinkling laugh, “I married you because you’re the funniest person I know, dear. You never bore me.” It was supposed to be a compliment, but it always felt like a life sentence. His entire worth, hinging on his ability to perform, to dance, to... amuse.

Grabbing his SPF 65, he kept packing.

Nikki kept commanding.

And every time she brushed past him—breasts bouncing under the towel, hips swaying with unconscious confidence—Danny felt a hopeless mix of desire and inadequacy swirl in his ever-expanding gut.

The way her ample bottom moved was a work of art, each cheek defined and perfect. He felt a familiar, aching throb in his groin, a desperate need to connect, to prove he was more than just a court jester. To lose himself in the only thing that made him feel, for a few fleeting minutes, like a real man.

In the kitchen, he saw his chance as she leaned over the marble top island, now wearing just bra and panties, to scribble a note for the cat-sitter.

The pose was breathtaking, an outright invitation. Her lace-trimmed French cut panties tightened, showcasing the glorious, full expanse of her posterior.

"Jesus Christ, Nikki!"

Driven by a clumsy surge of lust, he closed the distance. His small hands reached out, this time settling on the magnificent curves of her ass. He squeezed gently, marveling at the perfect, yielding firmness. He pressed his growing erection against her, a pathetic, five-inch plea for attention buried in his chinos. “Nikki, please…” he whined, his voice pitching even higher with need. “Just a minute or two. That's all I need."

She scoffed. "I know, don't remind me!"

"I'm being serious?" he pleaded. "So can we?"

This time, her reaction was swift and absolute.

She straightened up, spinning around with a fury that made him stumble back. Her beautiful face was a mask of impatient anger. “Danny! What did I just say?”

She grabbed his wrists, her grip surprisingly strong, and forcibly removed his hands from her body. “The plane. The money. Focus. Now take your little suitcase and my makeup case and put them by the front door. Then come back for the second-largest garment bag. I hope someone brought his Big Boy Muscles. Move!”

The heat of emasculation and shame flushed his entire gymphobic body, from his hairless chest to his small toes. He was panting slightly, utterly defeated. He looked at her—the intelligent fire in her eyes, the set of her jaw, the incredible body he ached to worship—and felt like the tiniest, most insignificant organism on the planet.

He dropped his gaze, a obedient dog who’d been scolded. “Yes, honey,” he squeaked. "Of course."

“The makeup case." She turned toward the mirror by the foyer to check her hair, adjusting it with a practiced flick. "Now, Danny.”

"Sorry."

Nikki studied herself, lips pursed. “Ugh, I look so frazzled. I need this trip more than anything."

"Sorry, honey."

"Quit saying that!" his beautiful wife snapped. "You know I hate it when you sound so whiney, Danny!"

"I know, I know, I'm –" he said, barely catching himself in time. Then Danny stood there, surrounded by her massive luggage — a tiny, thin, anxious man dwarfed by the physical evidence of his wife's life, her world, her needs, her grand expectations.


Chapter Two

After the long commercial flight to Florida, Danny already felt wrung out—his nerves frayed, his confidence thin. The airport lounge where they waited for the charter plane was small and exclusive, all white leather seats and quiet murmurs. When their boarding call came, it wasn’t for a jet but for a sleek, compact aircraft that looked more like a private toy than a serious plane.

There were only four passengers.

Danny and Nikki took their seats across the narrow aisle from the other couple, and at first it felt strangely like looking into a warped mirror.

The woman had Jet-black hair, and her white face only looked vaguely Latina. Or was she Italian? She was striking, polished—tall, well-built, dressed in expensive clothes that fit her perfectly without trying too hard. Her accessories were subtle but unmistakably costly. She looked relaxed, confident, accustomed to luxury.

Her husband, meanwhile, could have passed for Danny’s cousin. Same age range. Same polite smile. Same soft posture that leaned subtly toward his wife, as though he were always waiting for approval.

Once the plane leveled off, the other couple leaned forward slightly.

“I’m Claire,” the woman with Jet-black hair said warmly, offering a smile that was easy and disarming. “And this is my husband, Evan.”

“Nikki,” she replied instantly, smiling back. “And Danny.”

Danny nodded, perhaps a bit too eagerly. “Nice to meet you.”

The conversation that followed was polite, stiff, and just a little awkward—safe topics exchanged carefully, like people feeling each other out without quite knowing how. Neither of the men were natural socialites. Danny noticed immediately how eagerly Evan laughed at Claire’s comments, how quickly he nodded along, how often he glanced at her for reassurance. Danny recognized the behavior with a wince—it was uncomfortably familiar.

As the plane hummed steadily through the air, the women fell into easier conversation, comparing flights, travel mishaps, and favorite vacation spots. Danny half-listened, nodding at appropriate moments, while his attention drifted.

His eyes kept returning—unbidden—to the other woman. The other wife.

She was sexy as fuck–and she knew it!

He imagined the island heat, the sun, the beach. Danny imagined her confidence translated into a swimsuit. A bikini. A string bikini. He felt a flicker of shame for the thought, quickly followed by a rush of curiosity he didn’t quite understand.

Snapping back to reality, Danny glanced across the aisle.

The other husband, the Evan guy, was looking at Nikki.

Rudely. Openly.

Danny knew the look. It was a look that was unmistakable—a quick appraisal, a lingering curiosity, the same half-hidden anticipation Danny felt himself.

Their eyes met, mano y mano.

For a brief, deeply uncomfortable moment, the two men in the plane recognized something mirrored between them. Danny looked away first, heat crawling up his neck.

The plane droned onward, the air thick with palpable excitement and unspoken tension.

Off to the side, Nikki’s voice softened the more she spoke; warmth and kindness always came naturally to her.

At one point, Claire leaned closer and gently placed her hand on Nikki’s knees to get her attention. The touch was casual, friendly—almost sisterly.

“First time?” Claire asked.

Nikki tilted her head. “At Black Bull Island? Yeah, it’s my first. Yours?”

Claire smiled and tugged at the neckline of her airy sundress, the fabric dipping low to reveal the generous curves beneath. With each bump of the plane, her figure shifted subtly, the motion impossible to ignore. “Same. But I’ve been reading a lot about Black Bull Island since we decided to give it a try. Well, less reading, more videos, ha!"

Nikki laughed along with the other woman, oblivious to the woman's scandalous meaning.

"This one," the woman said, nodding to her milky-white husband, "got me hooked on all those Black bull videos. Didn't you honey?"

Evan's entire face and neck turned bright red. He glanced at Danny and Nikki, then turned away before anyone could make eye contact. "Sure, dear."

"Anyway," Claire continued with Nikki, adjusting the large sunglasses on her pretty face, "modern times demand modern solutions, am I right, girl?”

Nikki laughed innocently, nodding with easy agreeableness. “Totally. You’ve got to stay open-minded these days.”

"Glad I'm not alone." Claire’s smile widened, clearly pleased. The two women shared a brief, conspiratorial look—warm, inclusive, friendly in a way that felt instinctive rather than flirtatious.

Across the aisle, Danny watched the exchange without hearing a word.

All he saw was the other woman leaning close to Nikki. The hand on her knees. The smiles. The way Nikki nodded along, laughing quietly.

His chest tightened.

They’re talking about me, his mind leapt stupidly.

They’re talking about… going to bed with me.

The thought sent a confusing surge of heat and panic through him. He straightened in his seat, smoothing his shirt, suddenly hyper-aware of his posture, his hands, his voice.

As the island came into view—lush, green, ringed with impossibly blue water—the pilot’s voice crackled over the intercom.

“Ladies and gentlemen, we’ll be landing on Black Bull Island in just a few minutes. Please make sure your seatbelts are fastened.”

Nikki leaned toward the window, excited. “Black Bull Island,” she said with a laugh. “That’s a funny name.”

Danny chuckled weakly. “Yeah. Guess they ran out of… you know… normal names.”

Across the aisle, the other couple stiffened.

The dark-haired beauty's cheeks flushed a deep pink. She tucked a strand of silky black hair behind her ear, suddenly very interested in the view outside. Her husband cleared his throat, adjusting in his seat.

Danny noticed immediately. Then he looked at the husband and wondered if he could beat him up in a fistfight. Then he decided that he could definitely beat this dweeb up in a fistfight.

He looked at her again. And Danny's heart gave a stupid, hopeful little lurch.

She’s blushing, he thought. Because of me. My masculine... essence.

He straightened slightly, smoothing his shirt, misreading the moment entirely. He smiled at her, tentative and eager, the way he always did when he thought he might be wanted.

She didn’t meet his eyes.

Instead, she glanced briefly at Nikki, then back out the window, her blush deepening.

Danny felt a strange thrill—confusion tangled with pride—utterly unaware that he was misunderstanding everything.

The plane began its descent.

And neither Danny nor Nikki had any idea what kind of resort awaited them beyond the runway.

"Black Bull Island? What a dumb name," said Danny loud enough for his wife to hear. "I don't even see any bulls down there!"


Chapter Three

The moment the plane’s wheels touched the runway, Danny felt a strange swell of excitement—like something important was about to begin. The island stretched out beyond the windows in vivid color: deep green hills, bright sunlight, and water so blue it almost looked artificial. Everything about it felt oversized, cinematic, unreal.

As they disembarked, warm air wrapped around them like a blanket. Claire walked just ahead of Danny, her sundress catching the breeze, her movements confident and easy. Just like Nikki. She glanced back once, smiling politely, and Danny felt an irrational surge of pride bloom in his chest.

She was married. He was married.

And yet… she was smiling at him.

They exchanged a few quiet words as they followed the path from the small terminal—nothing overt, nothing improper. Just light comments about the heat, the view, how surreal everything felt. Still, Danny found himself leaning in a little too eagerly, laughing a little too hard, convinced that there was something playful in the way Claire met his eyes.

He told himself it was harmless. Friendly. Innocent.

But deep down, it felt like proof—proof that maybe he wasn’t as invisible as he feared. That maybe, here, in this place, he could be someone else.

They kept walking.

At the edge of the runway, a line of resort employees–all of them obvious natives of the Caribbean–waited beneath a shaded awning. They wore immaculate white uniforms, crisp and formal despite the heat. Smiles were wide, voices warm, movements practiced. Their black skin was deep and shiny in the island sunlight.

“Welcome to our island!” one of them called out cheerfully.

Gifts were pressed gently into their hands—cool towels, bottled water, small woven tokens tied with ribbon. One of the women stepped forward and lifted a floral necklace toward Nikki.

Nikki dipped her wavy blonde head instinctively, her smile radiant as the flowers were settled over her shoulders.

“It’s so beautiful,” she said, awe slipping into her voice without effort.

Danny watched her for a moment, struck again by how easily she commanded attention without trying.

They were guided toward waiting vehicles—sleek, spotless vans with tinted windows. Claire and Evan climbed into the one ahead of them, and Danny caught one last smile from Claire before the door closed... It lingered in his mind longer than it should have.


The road from the airport wound gently through lush landscape, palm trees blurring past, the air humming with insects and distant surf. A staff member sat up front, calmly narrating points of interest as if this were the most natural place in the world.

Danny half-listened, his thoughts drifting.

He imagined the resort at night. Soft lights. Music in the distance. He imagined Claire laughing again, closer this time—imagined her confidence turning playful, her attention narrowing on him, choosing him. The fantasy was brief, vague, and immediately filled him with both excitement and guilt.

He shifted in his seat, embarrassed by his own thoughts.

Nikki, beside him, stared out the window, visibly thrilled. “This place looks unreal,” she murmured.

“It does,” Danny agreed, though his voice sounded faint even to himself.

The van slowed as they approached towering stone gates carved with intricate patterns. Vines climbed their surfaces, flowers blooming in impossible colors. Guards waved them through with easy familiarity.

Inside, the road curved toward the main building—and Danny felt his breath catch.

The resort rose before them like a palace.

Enormous wooden doors stood open beneath sweeping arches. Columns wrapped in greenery supported a vast overhang, and water flowed gently down stone channels into reflective pools. Everything gleamed—polished stone, glass, bronze accents catching the sunlight.

They stepped into the atrium, and cool air washed over them.

As Nikki turned toward the desk, her gaze began to wander.

She noticed it then—the pattern that had been forming all around them. Every member of the staff was native to the island, their dark skin sharply contrasted by immaculate white uniforms. They moved with quiet confidence, professional and attentive, while the guests milling through the atrium were uniformly pale, affluent, and polished, dressed in linen and resort wear that spoke of money and leisure.

“There are no kids,” Nikki murmured, spotting a discreet sign near the desk.

Danny smiled. “Honestly? I kind of love that.”

“Me too,” she said. “This is exactly what we need.”

As they waited, Nikki talked softly about everything she was looking forward to—long days stretched out on the beach, doing nothing but letting the sun warm her skin. Afternoon naps. Cool drinks. Elegant dinners by the ocean. Evening walks along the shoreline, the sand cool beneath their feet, waves whispering nearby. She mentioned, with a playful smile, how she’d brought something special for each night—little surprises meant just for him.

Danny felt his chest tighten with anticipation.

He didn’t know it yet, but Nikki herself felt different too. Since stopping her birth control, her body had been waking up in subtle ways—sensations sharper, emotions closer to the surface. She felt more alive in her own skin, more aware of touch, of warmth, of being desired. She assumed it was just the vacation excitement.

While Nikki chatted with the concierge, Danny’s eyes drifted again.

The male staff members were impossible not to notice—tall, athletic, broad-shouldered, their movements effortless and sure. They carried luggage as if it weighed nothing, stood with easy confidence, and spoke in calm, measured tones.

Danny glanced down at himself—soft around the middle, shoulders sloped from years at a desk, skin pale from fluorescent office lighting. He shifted uncomfortably, suddenly aware of how small he felt standing beside his wife.

And Nikki… she was stunning.

Back home, people often assumed she spent hours in the gym, sculpting herself into that perfect hourglass shape. In truth, it was mostly genetics—narrow waist, full hips, generous curves she’d always tried to downplay. In her professional life, she dressed conservatively, wanting to be known for her intelligence and discipline, not her body. Her medium-length dirty-blonde hair was neatly styled now, catching the light as she laughed politely at something the concierge said.

Danny watched how easily eyes were drawn to her, how attention followed her without effort. Pride mixed uncomfortably with anxiety.

He looked around again.

The space was vast and luminous, with high ceilings and hanging fixtures that looked like sculpted shells. White marble floors reflected the light from above. Tall palms grew from massive planters, their leaves brushing the upper levels. Staff members moved smoothly through the space, always nearby, always attentive.

Everywhere Danny looked, there was quiet luxury.

From the moment they stepped inside, there was always someone there to guide them—a very Black man or very black woman in pristine white uniform, calm and professional, ready to assist with bags, directions, or reassurance. The men wore long white shorts with pressed socks and polished black shoes; the women wore white dresses accented by black silk-lined aprons. Every interaction was courteous, seamless.

At one point, a staff member offered a gentle but firm reminder.

“For your safety,” she said warmly, “guests must remain on the property unless accompanied. Outside the resort, there is a high risk of kidnapping and extortion. Inside our gates, you are completely secure.”

Nikki nodded, unfazed. Danny felt a small chill, quickly swallowed by the overwhelming sense that everything—everything—was under control.

The sun was shining.

The air smelled of flowers and salt.

Their bags were taken.

Smiles surrounded them.

The first day on Black Bull Island was perfect–so far.


Chapter Four

A staff member gestured for them to follow, taking their bags and leading them away from the atrium, through quiet hallways lined with art and soft lighting. The further they went, the more Danny felt as though they were being ushered into something unreal.

When the door to their suite opened, Nikki stopped short.

“Oh my God,” she breathed.

The room was expansive, elegant, and serene—far beyond anything they’d imagined. Light poured in from floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the ocean. The furnishings were luxurious without being flashy, every detail carefully chosen. It felt less like a hotel room and more like a private retreat.

Danny stepped inside slowly, overwhelmed.

“This is… incredible,” he said quietly.

Nikki turned to him, eyes shining. “This trip is already worth it. You gotta admit it, Tara hooked us up! See, I told you that she likes you, honey.”

"Sure, maybe."

As the door closed behind them and the sounds of the resort faded, Danny felt a strange mix of excitement and unease settle in his chest.

Everything was perfect. Almost too perfect.

He looked around.

Inside the suite, the balcony doors were open, letting in warm ocean air and the distant hush of waves. Danny was still standing near the window when the bathroom door clicked open behind him.

“Okay,” Nikki said lightly, “don’t laugh.”

He turned.

And promptly forgot how to breathe.

Nikki stood there wearing the most scandalous bikini Danny had ever seen on her—or on anyone, for that matter. The fabric was minimal, daring, and utterly unlike anything she would have worn back home. It clung to her curves as if it had been designed specifically to show off everything she usually kept hidden.

She glanced down at herself, then back up at him with a grin. “I swear, this has to be because I’m off the pill. I feel like I’m suddenly very… in touch with my inner love goddess. If you know what I mean.”

“You mean you want to get fucked all the time?”

“Don’t be crass. Know what I mean, honey?”

Danny swallowed hard. “I—I think I do."

She laughed, clearly pleased. “Good. Because this one is only for us.” She raised a finger. “I would never wear this in public. I brought it just so we could enjoy it here, in the room.”

His mouth was already watering as she took a slow step forward, the tiny straps framing her voluptuous body in a way that made his head spin. Then she turned around.

Danny nearly had a heart attack.

The back of the bikini was barely there—not a thong, but close enough to make him dizzy. Her full, jutting, round backside filled the frame completely, the hot pink string of her suit perilously close to being eaten up by Nikki’s curves.

“Oh wow!” Danny blurted out. “Hot pink bikini! Extra hot! I didn’t even know you had such a bathing suit!”

“Really?” Nikki said, glancing over her shoulder with an innocent smile. “Funny. Someone else must have been sending me all those thong bikini links–while using your email address...Ha. That’s too funny.”

He blushed instantly. "Okay, maybe I sent you a few suggestive shopping links..."

After a moment of sheepish hesitation, he cleared his throat. “W-would you… maybe… model it?”

Nikki pretended to consider, then nodded. “Alright. But remember—hotel room only. Don’t get any big ideas.”

She moved slowly, confidently, like she knew exactly what she was doing. She turned, shifted her weight, stretched just enough to show off the lines of her body. There was no awkwardness, no self-consciousness—just a natural, radiant confidence that made Danny feel like he was witnessing something sacred.

She looked like a lioness—powerful, sensual, completely at ease in her own skin.

Danny sank down onto the edge of the bed, overwhelmed. “I can’t believe my luck,” he whispered, half-laughing. “Thank you. Thank you so much.”

Nikki laughed and joined him, and soon they couldn’t keep their hands off each other.

"Babe, can you, um, put it in your mouth?" Danny nervously gulped.

But his wife didn’t take him in her mouth. Not yet. Instead, Nikki’s hot, wet tongue lashed out, a single, deliberate stripe from the base of his small, hairless pink shaft all the way to the flushed pink head. Danny’s entire body convulsed, a choked gasp tearing from his throat. The sensation was electric, overwhelming, made more intense by the sheer visual of her—this voluptuous goddess—servicing his most insecure part.

“You taste good,” she murmured, the words vibrating against his sensitive skin. Then she opened her mouth and took him in.

It wasn’t deep. He was only five inches, maybe less, and her mouth was generous. But the heat, the wet, velvet suction was absolute. Her tongue swirled around the head, then pressed firmly along the tender underside as she began to bob, her movements slow, deliberate, and devastatingly expert. Her eyes stayed locked on his, watching every twitch of his face, every helpless shudder.

This is power, Danny thought deliriously. Her power. She’s showing me what she can do. He was already embarrassingly close. His small hands fisted in the white duvet, his knuckles white. “Ni-Nikki… I’m gonna…”

She pulled off with a soft, wet pop. “Not yet.” Her voice was firm, brooking no argument. She crawled back up his body, her heavy breasts dragging across his stomach, his narrow hairless chest. She settled her weight over him, her knees pinning his hips, her damp, swollen sex hovering just above his aching pale penis. The scent of her arousal, musky and sweet, filled the air.

She reached between them, her fingers wrapping around his shaft. He felt so tiny in her grasp. She guided him to her entrance, the broad, soft head of him nudging against her slick folds. She paused, letting him feel the incredible heat, the promise of tight, wet velvet.

“Look at me,” she commanded.

He dragged his eyes from where their bodies were about to join, up the stunning landscape of her torso, to her face. Her expression was fierce, possessive, hungry.

Then she sank down.

It was a slow, inexorable descent. An engulfing, perfect tightness that stole the breath from his lungs. She took all of him, every last inch, until his pelvis was pressed flush against the apex of her thighs. A low, guttural moan ripped from her throat as she seated herself fully. “Fuck.”

For Danny, it was heaven and hell. The physical sensation was beyond anything—the hot, clinging grip of her inner muscles, the way her body accommodated him so completely. But the psychological blow was just as potent. She has all of me. There’s nothing left to give. He was buried inside a woman who could have had anyone, and he was already spent, already at his limit.

She began to move. Not with frantic passion, but with a rolling, grinding rhythm that emphasized the full, glorious weight of her ass rising and falling in his lap. Each downward stroke mashed her clit against his pubic bone. She braced her hands on his chest, her head falling back, her dirty blonde hair cascading down her back, wavy. The afternoon sun gilded her skin, highlighting the sheen of sweat already forming in the valley between her breasts.

“Touch me,” she panted, her eyes closed in concentration. “My tits. You always stare at them! So touch them, fucking touch them! Now.”

His hands flew to obey, palming the heavy, soft orbs, his thumbs finding her rock-hard nipples. He pinched and rolled, and she rewarded him with a sharp, breathy cry, her internal muscles clamping around him in a sudden, vicious squeeze that made him see stars.

“Yes… just like that… you have such clever little hands,” she moaned, her hips never breaking their sensual, circular grind.

The praise, so rare and so directly tied to his physical service, ignited something desperate in him. He bucked his hips up, meeting her downward stroke, trying to thrust deeper, to prove he could contribute. The angle changed, and the head of his cock dragged against a spot inside her that made her cry out, her eyes flying open, wide and dark.

“There!” she gasped. “Oh, god, Danny, right there.”

He did it again, focusing all his effort on that shallow, upward nudge. Her rhythm fractured, becoming erratic, desperate. Her moans were loud, uninhibited, echoing in the luxurious suite. She was using him, riding him with a single-minded focus on her own pleasure, and the sheer honesty of it was the most potent aphrodisiac he’d ever known.

He could feel the tension coiling in her body, feel her inner walls beginning to flutter and spasm around him. Her beautiful face was a mask of primal need. “I’m close… don’t you dare cum yet… you wait for me…” she ordered, her voice ragged.

He nodded frantically, biting his own lip until he tasted blood, fighting the tidal wave of his own orgasm. He was a hair trigger, and she was pulling it with every roll of her hips.

With a final, shuddering cry, Nikki came. Her body arched, rigid, her back a taut bow. Her internal muscles clenched around him in a rapid, milking series of pulses that were utterly irresistible. The visual, the sensation, the sound of her climax—it was too much.

“I can’t… I’m sorry, I’m—” he babbled.

Her eyes snapped open, blazing with command even through her own pleasure. “Now.”

It was permission and order fused into one. His orgasm erupted, a white-hot surge of release that felt more like a surrender. His small body jerked beneath hers, his penis pulsing wildly inside her as he emptied himself with pathetic, helpless whimpers. The intensity was short, sharp, and over too soon, leaving him gasping and hollow.

She collapsed forward onto his chest, her full weight pressing him into the mattress. They lay there, slick and tangled, the only sound their ragged breathing and the distant sigh of the ocean.

Slowly, the world came back.

The feel of her sweat-slicked skin against his. The diminishing aftershocks in his groin. The creeping, familiar chill of insecurity.

She rolled off him with a contented sigh, stretching like a satisfied cat. “I needed that,” she said, her voice back to its normal, melodic tone. “I’m going to shower. Don't go anywhere, Romeo!"

She padded, naked and magnificent, toward the bathroom without a backward glance.

He couldn't get the grin off his face.

Danny lay on the ruined bed, his small, softening penis already shrinking against his thigh. The scent of sex was thick in the air. He felt used. He felt glorious. He felt terrified.

Later, after Nikki came out of the bathroom among her clouds of billowing steam, they lay tangled together on the bed, the ceiling fan spinning lazily above them. For nearly two hours, they talked softly about the future—about names they liked, about what their first child might be like, about how strange and wonderful it felt to be at this point in their lives.

Eventually, Nikki drifted off to sleep, warm and content in his arms.

Danny stayed awake a while longer, smiling to himself.


Chapter Five

Feeling confident—manly, even—he pulled on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, he slipped out onto their private deck, then through a side gate that led to the resort’s main pool area.

It was early evening now, the sky a deep indigo streaked with orange. Tiki torches were being lit, casting dancing shadows.

That’s when he saw them.

Through a wall of floor-to-ceiling glass that separated a lounge area from the main pool deck. Danny stopped dead in his tracks. Then he stood just far enough back that he knew he wasn’t visible, yet close enough that every gesture felt uncomfortably intimate.

By the pool stood Evan and Claire.

Evan looked exactly as Danny remembered from the plane—his Bermuda shorts a size too big, sitting low on his hips, his pale stomach rounding softly over the waistband. He was animated, gesturing with his hands, clearly trying to be charming, funny, useful. Danny recognized the behavior instantly. He’d done it himself a thousand times.

Claire, by contrast, looked unreal.

Glossy black hair piled high in a messy, sexy bun. A heart-shaped face, pale and perfect. And her body… God. She was wearing a yellow thong so minuscule it was more a suggestion than clothing. It vanished between the tremendous, round hemispheres of her ass, which she held proudly, one hand resting on a full, womanly hip. Her breasts were massive, barely contained by the tiny triangles of her bikini top. Yellow too. She had sunglasses on–the same big pair she wore in the small plane–despite the growing dark, which only added to her aura of unattainable, model-like cool.

Meanwhile, her hapless pale hubby, Evan, gestured wildly at something, his round face pleading for a smile. Claire simply stared ahead, aloof, her expression unreadable behind the dark lenses. She took a slow sip from a cocktail, the movement languid, utterly bored. There had never been a woman on the planet who loathed boredom more than Claire did right now.

Danny felt a flicker of something ugly in his chest as he watched. Part envy. Part recognition. Part relief that, for once, once, he wasn’t the man standing there hoping his wife would laugh. Hoping she would find him amusing enough to justify his company.


Danny's eyes, against his will, dragged over Claire’s spectacular body. The lush curves, the powerful thighs, the twin titans of her chest, the sheer, overwhelming femininity of her. A dark, shameful thought clawed its way up from his office park soft belly.

I hope she turns around. All the way. I need to see how little that thong is hiding. That bitch owes me that.

As if she heard him, Claire shifted her weight. She turned slightly, presenting a three-quarter view of her phenomenal backside to the window. To Danny. The yellow fabric was a mere string bisecting the deep, glorious crease of her ass. It was almost nothing. It was everything.

Evan said something else, his voice a muffled buzz through the thick resort glass. Claire didn’t even look at him. She just took another sip of her drink, her gaze fixed on some distant point, a voluptuous statue of utter indifference.

Danny’s hand drifted to the front of his shorts. He was still soft, spent from Nikki.

And what was that earlier? I've never seen her like that before. Had she ever been so horny before? Is it baby fever? Is it me?

And very soon a different kind of heat was building in him—a thick, sour mix of pity, self-loathing, and a sharp, voyeuristic lust.

He was staring at his own fate, and he couldn’t look away.

The glass felt cold under his fingertips.

Then the loving, carefree moment between husband and wife was shattered.

A shadow crossed the pool deck.

The Black man was a giant.

A god amongst men.

A man amongst boys, little weak boys.

Like Danny. He stood frozen behind the glass, his earlier voyeuristic thrill curdling into something cold and sour. He watched Claire’s languid boredom evaporate in an instant, replaced by a startled, breathless attention as the Black man approached. She lowered her sunglasses, her dark eyes wide with something wild, something playful and sadistic as hell.

The Black man wasn’t just tall; he was enormous. Only Black men had his kind of genetically enhanced physique. It was a primitive alpha gene that terrified guys like Danny and Evan–and at the same time, it did something else to guys like them... Every muscle of the swaggering Black man was a defined, bulging hill under ebony skin the color of polished night. He moved with a loose-hipped, big-cat, confident swagger that spoke of pure physical power–being accustomed to not taking no for answer.

Danny's eyes dropped in a shameful way.

The Black man's swimwear was a pair of bright yellow Speedos, so tight they seemed painted on, clearly chosen to show off his enormous bulge that looked like something you would find in a barn. Like Claire, his suit was bright yellow. The yellow fabric strained over the meaty African slabs of his ebony thighs and, most prominently, over the substantial, semi-hard bulge that wobbled and bounced with every step.

Even Danny had to admit it: The Black man's bulge commanded attention.

It was a thick, unmistakable outline, a heavy weight resting against his thigh. Danny saw both Claire and Evan’s eyes snap to it also. Evan’s performative smile faltered, died. Claire’s lips parted slightly. There was no mistaking the effect the Black man's Speedo bulge was having on the young white couple by the pool.

Danny swallowed, kept watching, losing awareness of his surroundings.

The Black man loomed over their loungers, his shadow engulfing them. He said something, his voice a deep, rumbling bass Danny still couldn’t hear through the thick glass. He was smiling, a flash of white teeth in a handsome, confident face. He held out a sleek, expensive-looking cell phone.

Claire, after a heartbeat of stunned silence, took it. Her fingers, with their manicured nails, tapped quickly on the screen. She was giving him her number. Or her room number. Evan just sat there, a pallid, shrinking figure in his sagging shorts, saying nothing. Doing nothing.

Evan wasn’t angry. He wasn’t objecting. He wasn’t even confused. He was just.. watching. And that realization unsettled Danny far more than the man’s size ever could.

A hot spike of indignation shot through Danny. You pathetic worm, he thought, glaring at Evan. Stand up! Say something! That's your fucking wife, man!

But the scene deteriorated further.

The Black interlocutor took his phone back, then, without a hint of hesitation, his massive coal-black hands—hands that could probably palm Evan’s entire head—settled on Claire’s wide, baby-bearing hips. The contrast of their skin tones was on full display. His fingers nearly spanned their entire width. In one fluid, shockingly easy motion, he lifted her, he lifted Claire in her tiny yellow thong.

The dark haired beauty let out a silent gasp, her own hands flying to his broad, granite shoulders for balance. He crushed her white body against his, her pale, womanly curves flattening against the hard planes of his dark-skinned chest and stomach. One of his big, dark hands slid down to cup the full, round underside of her ass, his fingers digging into the soft flesh spilling from the sides of her yellow thong. Her legs, long and pale, instinctively wrapped around his waist, her ankles locking at the small of his back.

That fucking bitch thinks this is a game, Danny angrily thought, confused by how hard his small dick was getting from this scene of voyeuristic delight.

No longer thinking of his gorgeous wife upstairs, Danny couldn't look away.

The contrast was obscene.

Claire's delicate, porcelain skin against his deep, blemished, stubbly black. Her soft, generous curves molded to his unyielding muscle that screamed incredibly high testosterone levels. He held her aloft effortlessly, like she was made of air, and for a few suspended seconds, they were a statue of pure, primal possession. Black alpha claims white pool slut.

And the way their tiny yellow swimwear matched made everything seem... off.

Finally the big black brute set her down gently. Claire stumbled back a half-step, her angelic face flushed. She fumbled with the strings of her bikini bottom, trying to cover herself, but the gesture was useless. Everything had been on display. And it was painfully, blatantly obvious that the bulge in the man’s yellow Speedos had grown from their physical contact. It was now a thick, prominent ridge, tenting the fabric, dangerously close to "getting free," and leaving nothing to the imagination.

Filthy animal, Danny seethed, his own hands curling into impotent fists. He can’t even control himself around a woman like Claire!

The Black man said something else, gesturing toward the glowing turquoise water of the main pool.

Claire nodded, a quick, nervous motion.

Then, to Danny’s utter disbelief, she took the giant’s offered hand and let him lead her to the pool’s steps. Evan remained on the lounger, a forgotten accessory.

They descended into the water. It was shallow at the steps, only waist-high on the man, chest-high on Claire. He pulled her into the deeper water, toward the center, where a waterfall feature cascaded down a rock wall, providing a veil of noise and semi-privacy.

Danny’s feet carried him closer to the glass, drawn by a morbid, horrified fascination.

Why did he want to see this happen so badly now? Why was his anger being replaced by a type of defeated arousal?

In the water, the Black man’s hands were everywhere. One large palm settled on the small of Claire’s back, pulling her close. The other drifted up her side, his thumb stroking the sensitive skin just beneath the curve of her breast. Claire’s head fell back, a laugh or a sigh—Danny couldn’t tell—escaping her. Her hands were on his chest, not pushing away, but exploring, tracing the defined ridges of his ebony pectorals.

Then the man dipped his head. He was kissing her neck. Claire’s eyes slid shut. Her hands crept up to tangle in the short, tight curls of his shiny black hair.

The water obscured the lower halves of their bodies, but the movement was clear. The man shifted, pressing Claire back against the rough, natural stone of the waterfall wall. Her legs floated up, then wrapped around his hips again, under the water this time. His hands went to her exposed ass, gripping, kneading the full globes through the flimsy fabric of her bikini. He began to move against her, a slow, rhythmic grinding. The water churned around their connected hips.

Danny noticed that Evan was nervously adjusting himself on the lounger, but doing absolutely nothing to put a stop to this... this scene in the pool.

Claire’s mouth opened in a silent cry.

The Black man still held her by the hips, their bodies churning in the pool's water.

One of Claire's hands left his hair and slapped against the wet stone behind her for support. The other clutched at his broad dark chocolate shoulder. Her body undulated, meeting his slow, powerful thrusts. The man’s head was buried in the curve of her neck and shoulder, his own movements becoming more urgent, more pronounced.

Danny could see the man’s back and shoulder muscles bunching and rolling with each forward press of his hips. He could see Claire’s breasts, barely contained by the yellow triangles, jiggling with the motion. He could see the sheer, desperate need on her face—a face that had been a mask of bored indifference just minutes before.

Evan was still on the lounger. He had picked up his cocktail again. He took a long, slow sip, his eyes fixed on some distant point in the palm trees. He was letting it happen. He was watching. He seemed to be almost enjoying.

A torrent of conflicting emotions ripped through Danny. Disgust. White-hot anger at the stranger’s arrogance. A sick, shameful twist of arousal at the raw, public carnality of it. And a crushing, debilitating empathy for Evan. That could be me. That will be me. When Nikki gets bored of my jokes, when she sees a real man like that…

His own inadequacy felt like a physical weight, a cold, hairless, pink-and-pale failure in his shorts. He thought of the seven-foot-tall NBA center dating Tara. He thought of his own five inches, now soft and useless.

In the pool, the scene intensified.

The Black man’s hand slid from Claire’s ass, around her hip, and dipped between their bodies, under the water. Claire’s back arched violently, her head slamming back against the rock. Her mouth formed a perfect, soundless ‘O’. The man’s hand was moving, working between her legs, his fingers hidden by the churning water but their purpose devastatingly clear.

Claire’s free hand flew to her own mouth, biting her knuckle. Her hips began to piston against his hand, a frantic, losing rhythm. The man watched her, a predator observing his capture, his own hips still pushing his considerable bulge against her thigh.

It was too much. The violation. The submission. The spectacular, humiliating display of one man’s absolute physical dominance and another’s total surrender.

Danny turned away from the glass, his heart hammering.

Danny couldn’t watch Evan’s humiliation anymore. He couldn’t watch Claire come apart in a stranger’s dark hands. The image was seared into his brain: the big Black man's hands on pale skin, the crushing strength, the sheer size of the man, the best.

Danny panicked.

He needed to get back to Nikki. He needed to be near her, to touch her, to prove—to himself, to the universe—that he still belonged to that world. That he hadn’t already become Evan, a ghost on a lounger, watching his future dissolve in a turquoise pool. 


He took a step toward the path back to their suite, then stopped. A new, dangerous thought slithered into his mind.

What if she’s not alone?

The fear was irrational, instant, and paralyzing. What if, while he was gone, a guy like this Black man appeared on their private deck? What if Nikki, still buzzing from her powerful orgasm, her libido raw and untamed, had answered the door?

Hubby's small hands trembled. The sound of the waterfall and Claire’s muffled cries seemed to follow him.

He stood at the crossroads, shadowed by palms, the humid night air suddenly feeling like a prison.

He couldn’t turn away.

The thrashing in the pool wasn’t frantic; it was purposeful, powerful. The water churned around the couple, a frothy white contrast to the man’s glistening, ebony back. Claire’s thin, pale arms were locked around the impossible width of his shoulders, her fingers digging into the dense, corded muscle. Danny’s mind, reeling, supplied the grotesque, grandiose comparison: a distant warrior claiming one of the conquered wives for himself, for the seed of Africa to be planted in the womb of Europe and America!

He shuddered, disgusted by his own sick thought, yet his blue eyes remained glued.

Claire was rising and falling, riding her new Black conqueror, where he stood in the chest-deep water. Her strong white legs were wrapped around his narrow waist, her ankles locked at the small of his back. Her yellow thong was wrenched to the side, a pathetic scrap of fabric, and her bikini top dangled by its strings, her massive, pale breasts bouncing freely with every powerful lift of the man’s hips. Her jet-black hair, still in its messy bun, jerked with each deep, penetrating drive. Her head was thrown back, mouth agape in a silent scream of ecstasy.

Oh, fuck.

Danny had just looked up, seen some signage for the resort: Black Bull Resort.

Fuck, fuck, fuck!

The realization hit Danny like a physical blow.

A hot, tight pressure was building in his groin. He was hard!

He was achingly, shamefully erect, his small whiteboy penis straining against the front of his shorts. A wave of self-loathing washed over him. It’s just Claire. You’re just turned on by watching her. But it was a weak lie. There was something about the submission, the sheer scale of it. Claire, a goddess of curves and cold indifference, was being handled. She was being fucked by a man whose physique was built for exactly this—to dominate, to impale, to utterly consume a woman of her extravagant femininity. It was obscene. It was mesmerizing.

His small hand drifted down, and he rubbed his tiny bulge, once, twice. The friction was electric. He gasped and snatched his hand away, horrified at himself.

His eyes darted to Evan.

The pale man hadn’t moved from the lounger. But his sagging shorts were now pooled around his ankles, revealing skinny, pale legs and white Old Navy socks.

"Oh my God! What a loser!" Danny said, unable to believe his own eyes now.

Evan had it out! In public!

Evan's small hand was wrapped around his own penis, stroking desperately. Even from this distance, Danny could see it was pink, hairless, and pitifully thin—a mirror of his own humbly endowed manhood. The kinship was a dagger to his gut. They were the same. Two small, pink, inadequate things, watching a real man take what was rightfully his: tight white married pussy.

The sight of Evan, openly jerking off to his own wife’s ravishing, broke something in Danny. The last shred of propriety vanished, burned away by a perverse, consuming heat. He pressed his hips forward, grinding the trapped, aching length of himself against the cool, rough stucco of the half-wall he hid behind. He couldn’t tear his eyes from the pool.

The Black man’s pace increased. His hands, each larger than Claire’s head, gripped the sweeping curves of her ass, his dark fingers sinking deep into the soft, pale flesh. He was lifting her entirely now, using his tremendous strength to drive her down onto him with each upward thrust of his hips.

Water sloshed over the pool’s edge.

Claire’s body was a blur of motion, her breasts jiggling wildly, her face a mask of mindless rapture.

Danny’s breathing came in short, sharp pants. He rutted against the wall, the rough texture sending sparks through the fabric. He was a voyeur, a pathetic cuckold by proxy, getting off on another man’s humiliation and another woman’s defilement.

The shame was part of the fuel.

He pictured Nikki.

He pictured the random Black guy at the grocery store who was checking her out the other day, his big, wood-chopping hands on her curves. He pictured a stranger with a back like this one, fucking his wife with that same brutal, effortless power.

The fantasy, fused with the vivid reality before him, was too much.

A choked, strangled sound escaped his lips. His body stiffened, his back arching. Pleasure, white-hot and searing, ripped through him, utterly divorced from joy. It was a release of tension, of fear, of pathetic, simmering envy.

"Oh fuck me!"

He came in his shorts, a wet, warm patch spreading quickly, staining the fabric like a child’s accident.

His legs trembled.

He slumped against the wall, spent and hollow.

As the haze cleared, he looked back to Evan.

The other man was already finished. Evan sat slumped on the lounger, his small, spent penis—now a shriveled, lifeless thing—resting against his soft, muscle-less thigh. His hand lay limp in his lap. He was just staring, empty-eyed, at the water.

But the spectacle wasn’t over.

The Black man was moving Claire. In one fluid motion, he spun her around in the water, pushing her toward the submerged steps at the pool’s edge. Her back was to him now. He guided her forward until her hands slapped against the top step, her body bent at the waist, her phenomenal ass breaching the surface of the water, presented to the night air.

Danny’s breath hitched.

His own orgasm was a distant, shameful memory.

This was new.

The man moved in close behind her. With one massive arm, the Black man pinned both of Claire’s wrists against the cool stone behind her back, trapping her completely. His other hand fisted in her jet-black hair, wrenching her head back, stretching the pale, elegant column of her throat. He used his grip on her hair like reins on a horse, controlling her, arching her back.

From this angle, Danny had a perfect view. The yellow thong was still pulled to the side, revealing the slick, pink folds of her sex, glistening in the pool’s underwater lights. The man’s free hand guided his big black cock—a thick, dark, terrifyingly immense sight—to her entrance.

He was not gentle.

He shoved himself into her with a single, deep, conquering thrust.

Claire’s body jolted. A cry, finally audible as a sharp, carrying gasp, tore from her stretched throat.

Then he began to fuck her in earnest.

Each drive of his hips was an ultra-violent piston stroke, a brutal, efficient claim. Her entire body shook with the force. Her big, round ass, now completely out of the water, wobbled and jiggled with every impact, the sound of flesh smacking against flesh now audible—a wet, rhythmic slap that cut through the night. Her legs, braced on the steps, began to tremble violently.

She was cumming–again.

Danny could see it in the uncontrollable clenching of her pale thighs, in the way her back arched impossibly further, in the silent scream that contorted her beautiful face. The Black man didn’t slow. Claire's new lover fucked her through it, using her perfect Jet-black hair to hold her steady, his own face a mask of fierce, tribal, focused concentration.

“Oh god… again… you’re… you’re too deep!” Claire’s voice, ragged and high, finally reached Danny’s ears. "I didn't know it could feel this way!"

The Black man’s deep, rumbling laugh was a sound of pure dominance. “You take it,” he grunted, his voice thick and resonant. His pace became punishing, a relentless, deep drilling. “You take all of it. Show me you’re grateful, you came here for seed, you get seed!”

He released her perfect silky hair, letting her head fall forward. Both of his hands now gripped the generous swell of her hips, his dark fingers nearly meeting around her waist. He used the leverage to pull her back onto him with each thrust, the muscles in his arms and back knotting with the effort. The violence of the act was breathtaking. This wasn’t making love. This was taking. This was breaking in.

Danny watched, his own sticky shame forgotten, replaced by a stunned, horrified awe. He looked at Evan. The man on the lounger had drawn his knees up to his chest, hiding his face. He was just a pale, quivering ball of misery.

The Black man’s movements grew jagged, frantic. A guttural roar built in his chest. With one final, seismic drive, he buried himself to the hilt, his body locking, shuddering. Danny could see the powerful clench of his ass, the corded tension in his neck. He was emptying himself inside her, claiming her in the most primal way possible.

The tall Caribbean lover held there, buried deep, for a long moment, his broad chest heaving. Then, slowly, he pulled out, the long fat sleek black eel materializing with a plop sound.

Claire collapsed forward onto the steps, her body limp, trembling. "OMG, I can feel it leaking down my legs!"

Danny had never seen a woman look so ruined and happy at the same time. He watched as the conquering Black man stepped back, running a hand over his rugged face. He looked down at her, a satisfied, possessive smile on his thick African lips. He said something too low for Danny to hear, then turned and walked out of the pool, adjusting his used-but-thick manhood underneath the too-small yellow Speedos, water streaming from his magnificent athlete's physique. He looked like a Greek God. He didn’t look back at Evan. He didn’t even glance at the broken woman gasping on the steps. He simply picked up a towel, slung it over his shoulder, and strode away, disappearing into the shadows of the resort, presumably to find another white wife who needed to be filled.

Silence descended, broken only by the trickle of the waterfall and Claire’s ragged, sobbing breaths.

She slowly, painfully, pushed herself up. She didn’t look at Evan. She fumbled with her bikini, trying to cover herself, her movements clumsy and weak.

Danny knew he should leave. He had seen too much. He was complicit. But as he made to turn, Claire’s voice, cracked and raw, cut through the night.

“Evan,” she whispered, not looking at him. “Get my cover-up. And… get me a towel. I’m… I’m still leaking pretty badly.”


Chapter Six

Trying to block out the last few minutes of his life, Danny stumbled back into the suite, the door clicking shut behind him like the seal on a tomb.

The air-conditioned chill raised goosebumps on his skin, a stark contrast to the humid, lust-charged night he’d just fled.

Nikki was sitting propped against the headboard, scrolling on her phone.

She’d changed. A thin, worn gray T-shirt that read “UCLA” in faded letters hung loose on her, doing nothing to hide the heavy, bra-less sway of her breasts underneath. A pair of simple black cotton panties peeked from beneath the hem. It was her uniform, her “off-duty” look, and it never failed to make his heart stutter. She looked up, a curious, amused glint in her eyes.

“Have a good time?” his wife asked, her voice light.

The casual question was a trap. He felt his face flush. “Yeah, just… needed some air. The pool area is nice.”

Her eyes, sharp and miss-nothing, didn’t leave his face. They traveled down, slowly, deliberately, and zoomed in on the front of his khaki shorts. A dark, damp patch, unmistakable in the suite’s soft light, stained the fabric.

Danny’s breath hitched. He followed her gaze and his stomach plummeted. Oh, god. The evidence. In his panicked retreat, he’d forgotten the cold, sticky shame clinging to his skin and clothes.

“Oh, yeah, this?” he stammered, forcing a laugh that came out as a squeak. “I guess I didn’t shake enough at the urinal. I’ll go change.” He took a step toward the bathroom, a desperate escape.

“Wait!”

Her voice wasn’t loud, but it was a command. His heart froze mid-beat. He turned back, feeling like a specimen pinned to a board. “What? What’s wrong, honey?”

“You know what’s wrong, Danny!” she said, her playful tone gone, replaced by a steeliness that made his knees weak. She set her phone down. "Don't play dumb with me, whiteboy!"

“I really don’t,” he whispered, the world tilting.

A long, dramatic pause stretched between them. He could hear the hum of the mini-fridge, the distant pulse of resort music. He was drowning in the silence. Then, Nikki’s expression relaxed, the stern lines melting into something like relieved amusement. She let out a soft sigh.

“Good to hear. For a moment, I was afraid that you were in on it too.”

“In on what, Nikki? What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about this place,” she said, gesturing vaguely at the opulent room. “I mean, I had no idea, but I think it’s supposed to be some sort of resort for swingers or something."

The whiplash made him dizzy. "Swingers?"

"Yeah, I finally looked at the Google reviews and… wow.” She shook her head, a wry smile playing on her lips. “I had no idea that places like this, um, a swingers club, even existed.”

Swingers club. The words crashed into him with the force of a revelation. Of course. That’s what had happened with Evan and Claire. The little weirdo hadn’t just failed to defend his wife; he’d paid for the privilege. He’d brought her here for that. The reality was so absurd, so grotesque, it momentarily overshadowed his own guilt. Holy fuck.

Nikki, seemingly oblivious to his internal earthquake, prattled on, listing clues with the detached air of a detective. “There was this very glossy brochure in the dresser drawer. Not the usual spa menu. Tips for "Finding Your Perfect Black Bull" and "Overcoming Insecurities: Strategies for First-Time Hubbies Pulling Chair Duty." I thought it was a weird typo at first. Then I turned on the TV.”

She picked up the remote and aimed it at the flat screen mounted on the wall.

It blinked to life.

One channel was just a welcome screen with Danny & Nikki Dawson in elegant script. She flipped. A professionally shot scene of a luxurious bedroom. A stunning blonde in a lace negligee was on her knees before a muscular, Black man with long braids and a silk robe. The camera lingered on her reverent expression as she undid the Black man's belt.

Nikki flipped again. Another channel. A brunette with a big round PAWG backside was bent over a couch, her white husband meekly holding her hand while a taller, darker man in brown construction boots and a basketball jersey moved behind her.

“Holy fuck!” Danny breathed, the curse ripped from him. Tara. That fucking bitch. This was her masterpiece. Her vicious, expensive joke on him. The anger was a clean, hot wire in his chest. I’ll get her back. I will.

“Yeah, that’s what I was sort of thinking,” Nikki said, her voice dry. She landed on another channel. A beautiful blonde in an antebellum-style gown was on her knees in a manicured garden, bowing before a grey-haired Black man dressed in tattered slave clothes—a deliberately provocative, role-reversed tableau. The image was searing. Then Nikki killed it, plunging the room into a sudden, profound silence.

The only light came from the bedside lamp, painting Nikki in gold and shadow. She looked ethereal, and utterly in control.

“I guess we won’t be watching much TV during our stay,” she said, finally, her tone thankfully normal.

“I guess we won’t!” Danny echoed, the laugh that followed too loud, too brittle. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to burn the TV or study every frame.

The silence returned, thicker now. The unspoken thing—the wet spot, what he’d seen, what she might suspect—hung in the air between them, more potent than any filmed fantasy.

Nikki’s eyes found his again. The amusement was back, but it was darker, more focused. She shifted on the bed, the movement making the T-shirt strain across her chest. “So,” she said, her voice a low purr. “You needed air. At the pool.”

“Y-yeah.”

“See anything interesting?”

His mouth was desert-dry. “Not really. Just… people.”

“Hmm.” She patted the space on the bed beside her. “Come here.”

It wasn’t a request. He moved, his skinny legs clumsy, and sat on the edge of the mattress, facing her. The damp patch on his shorts felt like a brand.

She didn’t touch him. She just looked at him, her head tilted. “You’re all wound up, Danny. Even more than usual.” Her gaze drifted back to the stain. “Did something… excite you out there?”

“No!” The denial was too fast, too sharp. He saw her eyebrow arch, a silent call on his lie. He deflated. “I mean… I saw… a couple. Arguing. It was uncomfortable.”

“Just arguing?” she pressed, a knowing smile touching her lips. She leaned forward, and the neck of her T-shirt gaped, giving him a breathtaking view of the deep, shadowed valley between her breasts. The scent of her—coconut sunscreen and clean, warm woman—wrapped around him. “Because you came back looking like you’d seen a ghost. Or,” she paused, her eyes gleaming, “something that got your blood pumping.”

She reached out then. Not for his face, but for the button of his shorts. Her fingers, cool and sure, popped it open. He sucked in a breath, frozen.

“Let’s see what all the fuss was about,” she murmured, her voice barely audible.

She tugged the zipper down. The sound was obscenely loud. She didn’t pull his shorts off, just pushed the fabric aside. His small, soft, pink penis lay exposed against his thigh, looking utterly pathetic. A baby shrimp left out in the sun... And there, stark against the pale skin of his inner thigh and the hairless base of his shaft, was the sticky, translucent proof of his recent pool-side orgasm.

Nikki didn’t recoil. She didn’t laugh. She studied it with intense, clinical curiosity. Then she looked up at him, and her expression was a mix of triumph and something hotter, hungrier. “You did see something. And you touched yourself. You came, watching.” She stated it as fact, her thumb stroking the sensitive skin just beside his limp penis, making him twitch. “Was it the arguing that did it? Or was it something else?”

He was trembling. Shame and a terrible, creeping arousal warred inside him. She knew. And she wasn’t angry. She was… interested.

“There was… a man,” Danny choked out, his high-pitched voice barely a whisper. “With Claire. The woman from earlier. He was… big."

"Black? Was he also black, dear?"

"Yeah... I guess so."

"So Claire was with a Black man?" said Nikki, amused. "Interesting."

"And he… they…”

“They fucked,” Nikki finished for him, her thumb moving in slow circles. “And you watched. And you got hard. And you came in your little shorts like a teenage boy... Not a man.” Her other hand came up to cup his cheek, forcing him to meet her eyes. Her gaze was dark, absorbing his humiliation, feeding on it. “My poor, sweet, pervert husband.”

She leaned in then, her lips a breath away from his. “Did you imagine it was me?” she whispered, the words hot against his mouth. “Did you imagine I was the one bent over, taking some giant, black stranger’s cock while you watched? Did that make you cum, Danny? The thought of me being taken by one of these Caribbean hunks? I mean, these guys grow on trees around here.”

A broken sound escaped him. It was a confession. Her words were painting the very fantasy that had tipped him over the edge.

Nikki smiled, a slow, devastating curl of her lips. “Good.” She released his face and pushed him back onto the mattress, her strength effortlessly overwhelming his. She straddled his hips, her weight settling on him, the damp cotton of her black panties pressing against his exposed, sensitive skin. Her T-shirt rode up, revealing the soft, pale skin of her stomach.

“You’re mine,” she said, her voice dropping to a possessive growl. “And your little perversions are mine, too.” Her hand slid between her own legs, rubbing over the black cotton. He could see the fabric growing damp with a different moisture. “You got yourself off watching another woman get dominated. Now you’re going to get hard for me again. And you’re going to watch me get myself off, thinking about what you saw. Thinking about what it would feel like.”

She hooked her thumbs into the sides of her panties and, with a slow, deliberate shimmy, peeled them down her thick thighs and off, tossing them aside. She was bare now, her sex glistening in the low light, swollen and full. She settled back over him, her wet folds grinding against his still-soft micro-member, coating him in her female heat.

"Get hard for me, Danny,” she commanded, her own hands moving to her breasts, kneading them through the thin T-shirt, her thumbs circling her nipples until they were hard peaks against the fabric. “Can you get hard? I want to feel you inside me while I think about that big black stud's hands on Claire’s ass. I want to cum feeling your cute little penis, and imagining what it would feel like to be stretched by a big black Caribbean stud like..."

Danny's head was promptly grabbed and shoved between Nikki's legs–so that the last thing he heard before her thighs clamped around the sides of his head was the TV being turned on again.

"That's my good boy, my perverted little hubby! I love how easy it is to control you these days!" she laughed. "Just kidding! I'm just teasing my favorite whiteboy!"


Chapter Seven

The next morning, sunlight streamed into the suite, bleaching the strange, feverish colors from the night before. Danny woke feeling clear-headed, resolute. The shame of his voyeurism and subsequent… handling by Nikki felt like a bad dream. In the sobering sunshine, he was a man again. A husband. He could fix this.

While Nikki stirred, stretching her glorious, sleep-warm body under the sheets, he sat up. “We need to talk,” he said, his voice firm.

Nikki propped herself on an elbow, her hair a wild, beautiful dark-blonde halo. “Okay…?”

He laid it out. The discomfort. The sickness of the place. The need to leave. Today. They could catch a flight, spend a night in Miami, have a nice dinner, walk along the water like a normal, respectable couple. He saw his old life, his real life, shimmering just on the other side of this perverse island.

To his immense relief, Nikki nodded vigorously before he’d even finished. “God, yes. A thousand times yes. I would have never come here if I’d known. Tara Roberts is a total fucking bitch for this. I’m going to give her hell.”

A weight lifted from Danny’s chest. By tonight, he thought, giddy, I’ll have my life back.

They showered quickly, purposefully. Danny dressed in crisp khakis and a polo, trying to project normalcy. Nikki pulled on a simple but devastating sundress that clung to every curve. They packed their essentials into a single carry-on, a united front.

The walk to the front desk felt like a march to freedom. But the resort hallway had other plans.

They passed an older white couple.

The wife, a statuesque blonde in a tiny silk robe, giggled as she was steered by the hand. The man guiding her was a mountain of gleaming black muscle in a staff polo, his other hand possessively cupping the full swell of her ass. Her husband, a balding florid-faced man with a defeated slump, trailed several feet behind, carrying her beach bag, his eyes fixed on the floor.

Danny looked away, a cold stone settling in his gut.

Then he saw them.

It was Claire. And another woman, just as stunning, with long, dark hair. They were dressed identically: black lace bras straining over heavy breasts, matching panties, sheer stockings clipped to a garter belt, and impossibly high heels. But the shock didn't stop there. Each gorgeous white woman had a slender, gleaming golden collar around her throat, attached to a thin leather leash.

And the Black men holding the leashes… they weren’t the chiseled ebony Adonises from the pool. These two were massive, yes, easily over three hundred pounds each, with thick necks and powerful, barrel-chested builds. Their bellies were round and firm, like prosperous African warlords. Their faces were broad, scarred, unhandsome, but radiated a calm, absolute authority. Enormous lips and bulging eyes. They walked slightly ahead, the leashes taut, leading their charges like prized show horses down the plush corridor.

Claire’s angelic face was flushed, her eyes downcast, a stark contrast to her bored indifference of the day before. She moved with a careful, submissive grace, the click of her heels a rhythmic counterpoint to the men’s silent tread.

Several feet behind, shuffling, came Evan and another pale, thin man—the other woman’s husband. They were dressed in resort casual, but looked like ghosts, utterly insignificant.

Danny’s feet stopped. His eyes bulged. He felt a confusing, dizzying lurch in his stomach—disgust, pity, and a treacherous, unwelcome flicker of heat.

He felt Nikki’s gaze and tore his eyes away. She was watching the grotesque procession too, her lips parted slightly. But in her eyes, Danny didn’t see horror. He saw… amusement. A sparkling, fascinated light.

It felt like a punch to the heart.

“Wow!” Nikki enthused as the group turned a corner and disappeared. “Some people will do anything for attention, huh?”

“Yeah, I guess so,” Danny chuckled, the sound tight and nervous in his high-pitched voice. He desperately wanted to look back down the empty hallway, but he wasn't sure why.

“And to think, we actually shared a plane with them,” Nikki said, a sassy, knowing tilt to her head. “I mean, we actually considered them equals?”

“Ha, yeah, equals!” Danny’s response was too loud. “Not anymore, I guess.”

“You guess right!” Nikki laughed, hooking her arm through his and pulling him toward the lobby. Her touch, usually a comfort, felt charged, alien. "Keep that freaky weird shit away from me!"

"Hey I see the desk!"

The front desk was a slab of polished dark wood. A few Black staff members in immaculate uniforms chatted behind it. As Danny and Nikki approached, and Nikki began trying to explain their request for the earliest flight, a younger man with brightly decorated dreads, glanced their way and muttered to his colleague, just loud enough to catch, “…couple of Karen-ass motherfuckers, fucking my shit up, for no damn reason!”

Danny’s face burned. Nikki either didn’t hear or chose to ignore it, her expression steeling into polite, determined fury. "Can I speak to the manager?"

An older Black man emerged from a back office. He was in his fifties, with a graying, close-cropped beard and a kind, weary face. He wore a manager’s blazer. He looked like a middle school principal, utterly ordinary next to the physical specimens prowling the resort.

“Hi, my name is Jean-Jacque,” he said, his voice a smooth, calming baritone. “How may I help you on this beautiful morning?”

Nikki launched into her explanation. She was magnificent—articulate, firm, dripping with offended propriety. She detailed the “mistake,” their ignorance of the resort’s true nature, and their urgent need to depart. Immediately.

The resort manager listened with profound, empathetic attention, nodding his balding ebony head, his expression one of deep concern. “I see, I see,” he murmured. “Most unfortunate. A terrible misunderstanding.”

Danny stood a little straighter. Yes. He gets it. We’re not like them.

“However,” Jean-Jacque continued, spreading his hands in a gesture of profound regret, “this is the weekend. The island’s small airport… the last flight for today departed an hour ago. The next available is not until Monday morning, I am afraid.”

The floor seemed to drop away. “Monday?” Danny squeaked.

"Two days from now Monday?" asked Nikki. "That Monday?"

“Monday,” Jean-Jacque confirmed. “I can, of course, reserve a car service for you first thing that morning. The resort will cover the cost, as a gesture of goodwill for your… discomfort.”

Nikki’s polished facade cracked for a second, revealing sheer frustration. She exchanged a look with Danny—a look of shared, trapped despair. They nodded, defeated. “Yes, please,” Nikki said, her voice tight. “The first flight out.”

“Of course.” Jean-Jacque made a note on a tablet. “Is there anything else the resort can provide to make your remaining time more comfortable? A different suite, perhaps?”

“No,” Danny said quickly, imagining a different room with an even clearer view of the pool. “Our suite is fine.”

“Very well.” Jean-Jacque gave a small, polite bow. “Enjoy the rest of your day.”

They walked away from the desk in stunned silence. Their march to freedom had ended at a cliff’s edge. They had two more nights. Two more days in this place.

Back in the elevator, the mirrored walls trapped them in a silent, tense cube. Danny stared at his own reflection—the pale, anxious face, the slight build swallowed by his polo shirt. He looked like a boy playing dress-up.

Nikki stared ahead, her jaw set. But as the floors ticked by, he saw her eyes, in the reflection, drift. Not to him, but to her own image. Her gaze traveled down the slope of her sundress, over the pronounced swell of her breasts, the nip of her waist, the lush curve of her hips. A slow, thoughtful look.

The elevator dinged on their floor. The doors slid open.

They walked to their suite. Danny fumbled with the key card, his small hands clumsy. The lock clicked.

The moment the door shut behind them, the atmosphere changed. The polite, determined frustration evaporated, replaced by something thick and charged.

Nikki didn’t move toward the bedroom. She leaned back against the door, blocking it, and looked at him. Her earlier amusement was back, but darker now, more focused.

“Two more days,” she said, her voice low.

“Yeah,” Danny mumbled, unable to meet her eyes.

“All that… spectacle downstairs,” she mused, pushing off the door and taking a slow step toward him. “Those women. On leashes.” Another step. The dress whispered against her thighs. “Did you see their faces, Danny? They weren’t ashamed. Claire wasn’t ashamed.”

He remembered Claire’s flushed, downcast face. It hadn’t looked like shame. It had looked like… absorption. “I… I don’t know.”

“I do.” Nikki was in front of him now. She reached out and took his hand—his small, soft, hairless hand—and lifted it. She didn’t place it on her breast or her hip. She placed his palm flat against the hotel room door. Then she pressed her body against his back, her magnificent breasts crushing against his shoulder blades, her mouth at his ear.

“They looked owned,” she whispered, her breath hot. “They looked like they finally didn’t have to think. Or decide. Or be in charge.” Her free hand slid around his waist, her fingers splaying low on his stomach. “Does that sound terrible to you, Danny? Or does it sound… simple?”

He was trembling. Her heat, her scent, the press of her body, and the vivid, humiliating memory of the men in the hallway collided in his mind. “Nikki, I…”

“Shhh.” Her hand drifted lower, over the front of his khakis. He was already half-hard, a traitorous response he couldn’t control. Her fingers found the shape of him, so small beneath the fabric, and curled around it, not stroking, just holding. Possessing.

“That big Black man last night,” she murmured, her lips brushing his ear. “The one with Claire. You watched him use her. You got hard.” She squeezed him gently, and a pathetic gasp escaped his lips. “You came in your shorts thinking about his hands on her big, round ass. Didn't you, baby?”

She pushed him forward slightly, his palm still flat on the door, pinning him there with her body. Her other hand went to the hem of her sundress. He heard the soft rustle as she gathered it, then felt the warm, bare skin of her thighs against the backs of his legs.

“I thought about it too,” she confessed, her voice a husky vibration against his neck. “After you fell asleep. I thought about what it must have felt like for her. To be so… filled. To feel so helpless against so much strength, and blackness, Caribbean heat.”

Her hand on his small, twitchy penis began to move, a slow, torturous rub through his pants. Her other hand guided his, still pressed against the door, downward, until his fingertips brushed the cool wood at the level of his hips.

“Stay right there,” she commanded softly. “Don’t turn around. Don’t look.”

He heard more movement, the sound of her dress being pulled up further. Then he felt her press against him again, but differently. The bare, hot, slick flesh of her sex ground against the base of his spine. She was naked from the waist down.

“Think about them, Danny,” she ordered, her voice losing its softness, turning hungry and sharp. “Think about those two big black men leading their wives down the hall. Think about the leashes.” She rocked her hips, smearing her wetness against his back. “Now imagine it’s my collar. My leash.”

A moan was torn from him. His forehead rested against the cool door. He was fully hard now, painfully trapped in his boyishly baggy khakis.

“And you’re watching,” she hissed, her own breathing becoming ragged. Her hand on his cock tightened. “You’re following behind, just like those other husbands. And you’re watching a Black man like that lead me.” She punctuated the word with a sharp grind. “A Black man who doesn’t ask. A Black man who just takes. Because he can. I have no choice but to obey. You too.”

Her free hand clamped on his shoulder, her nails biting into his skin. “And you know what you are while you watch, Danny? You’re nothing. You’re just the husband. The little, pink, sexless, hairless hubby who gets to see what a man–a real one–does to his wife.”

The humiliation was a fire in his veins, mixing with a searing, unbearable arousal. He could see it. The powerful, anonymous hand on the small of Nikki’s back. The leash taut. Her obedient steps. Her face, not amused, but utterly, devastatingly submissive.

“Oh, god,” he whimpered, his hips bucking pathetically against her gripping hand. "Nikki? What's going on? What are you doing to me?"

“Yes,” Nikki breathed, her own movements becoming frantic. She was rubbing herself against him, using his body for friction. “That’s it. Think about it. See it.”

Her climax hit her suddenly. She stifled a cry against his shoulder, her body seizing, her inner thighs clamping against his sides as she shuddered. The warmth of her release seeped against his skin.

She went limp against him for a moment, panting. Then her hand slid from his penis to the button of his pants. With quick, efficient motions, she undid them, pushed them and his boxers down. His small, erect baby mushroom head sprang free, jutting out, pink and hairless and desperately needy.

Still pressed against him from behind, her damp heat on his back, she reached around and took him in her hand. Her grip was firm, knowing.

“You like this? When I squeeze your little guy? Well, this is all you get,” she whispered, her voice raw with spent passion and cruel promise. She began to stroke him, fast and rough. She was obviously getting off on pushing their boundaries, teasing him. “This is all you’ll ever have. This, and the sight of what you can’t be.”

The imagery, her words, her expert touch—it was too much. With a choked, strangled cry, Danny came, his release jetting against the hotel room door in helpless, shameful spurts. His vision whited out.

As the pulses subsided, leaving him weak and hollow, Nikki released him.

Danny gasped, "What the fuck? Where did that come from?"

But his wife didn't respond; and all he heard was the soft sound of her dress falling back into place.

"Nikki?"

She stepped back. "I dunno, just sort of got lost in the moment. Must be this damn resort. Are you okay, dear?"

He sagged against the door, his forehead still pressed to the wood, his pants around his ankles, his small flaccid penis spent and shriveled, yet again, leaving him looking about as harmless as any person imaginable.

Her hand touched his shoulder, not gently. “Clean that up. If you're going to sleep in my bed tonight I don't want you wearing stained clothes,” she said, her voice now cold, distant as she reached for the TV remote. "Dear, can you see if there's anything fun in the mini bar?"

"Fun?"

She turned on the TV, eyes widened with mischief. And then she quickly turned the TV off and turned back to her pale-faced hubby. "Booze, silly boy."


Chapter Eight

The Saturday afternoon wine buzz hummed pleasantly behind Danny’s eyes, a golden haze that softened the sharp edges of the world and, more importantly, his own insecurities. Nikki’s light teasing over their room service lobster and exorbitantly priced Chardonnay had felt normal, domestic. It was the familiar rhythm of their marriage—her playful barbs, his eager-to-please laughter. They’d decided, with relieved solidarity, to become hermits. The suite was their fortress. They wouldn’t risk another hallway encounter with the… spectacle. Tara could foot the bill for their self-imposed exile.

This is better, Danny thought, watching Nikki lick butter from her thumb. This is us.

Now, sprawled across the king-sized bed amidst discarded plates, the second bottle nearly empty, he felt a surge of something resembling confidence. It was liquid courage, warm and deceptive in his veins. Nikki was giggling at something he’d said, her body loose and pliant against the pillows, her sundress riding high on her thighs. The sight of her creamy skin, the shadowed hint of her lace panties, made his head swim with a possessive, masculine urge.

She's mine, he reminded himself. At the end of the day, I'm the only one who gets to put his paws on this gorgeous specimen of female beauty.

“C’mere, you,” he slurred, his voice a bit louder, a bit lower than usual. He rolled towards her, intending to capture her mouth in a kiss that would reassert his dominant role. Her husband. Her man.

Nikki laughed, a sound like bubbling champagne, and turned her face, so his lips merely grazed her cheek. “Danny, we’re a mess,” she giggled, but her eyes were bright, watching him. "How much did you drink? I can't remember for me."

“Don’t care,” he muttered, nuzzling the gentle pale slope of her neck, inhaling the scent of coconut and wine. His small hand found the curve of her waist, sliding down to the glorious swell of her hip– a hip that was meant to support the weight of baby, his baby. She didn’t smack it away. Emboldened, he tried to shift his weight over her, to pin her playfully to the mattress.

It was a clumsy, wine-slowed move. As he hoisted himself up, his elbow slipped on a silken pillowcase. He lost his balance, lurching sideways, and landed with a soft thump directly on the TV remote, which had been buried in the duvet.

The large screen on the wall blinked to life with a silent, electric blue flash before resolving into an image.

Both of them froze, mid-motion, and looked up.

The scene was jarringly cheap. Pastel pink and green walls, clearly a set. A blonde woman, voluptuous and tanned, college age, knelt on a faux-wood floor. She wore a bikini—a Confederate flag bikini, the stars and bars stretched taut over the enormous swell of her breasts. The golden blonde head bobbed energetically in the lap of a man standing before her.

The man was Black, muscular, with a bored, regular-looking face. He looked… oddly familiar. A maintenance guy? Delivery driver? Someone from the airport? Danny’s wine-fogged brain fumbled for the connection.

Then the Black man on screen moved. He tangled a hand in the blonde’s big, bleach-blonde hair, not roughly, but with an absolute, casual authority. He guided her head forward, then pushed, shoving her face deeper onto his cock. The camera zoomed in—the cock was thick, purplish-dark, shockingly large. Why were black ones always so much bigger than their white counterparts? Cultural karma? The blonde gagged, a wet, choking sound erupting from the TV’s speakers. Her mascara began to run in inky trails down her pore-less cheeks.

“That’s right, my little southern belle,” the older Black man drawled, his voice a low rumble. “Show yo’ ancestors what they daughters doin’!”

“Oh my God!” The gasp tore from Danny and Nikki in unison, a perfect harmony of shock.

The scene was appalling. It was crude, dark, a brutal parody of history and desire mashed into something viscerally compelling. The woman’s choked sounds, the man’s casual dominance, the garish flag… it was a visual car crash they couldn’t look away from.

Danny’s intended dominance evaporated, replaced by a freezing, sobering jolt. His hand, which had been on Nikki’s hip, went slack.

Nikki didn’t move either. She was propped on her elbows, her mouth slightly open, her eyes wide and unblinking, glued to the screen. The playful light was gone, replaced by a deep, fascinated intensity.

On TV, the Black man began to move the woman’s blonde head with more force, establishing a rhythm. Gag-gulp-gasp. The sounds were obscenely wet. The woman’s hands, which had been resting on her own thighs, now fluttered weakly, then came up to clutch at the Black swordsman's powerful hips, not to push away, but to steady herself. To take it. To submit to him.

Danny felt a traitorous, immediate hardening in his shorts. Fuck, not again!

It was a reflex, a primal response to the raw display of power and submission that shamed him even as it thrilled him. He glanced at Nikki. She was staring, wide-eyed and eager. Her chest was rising and falling faster. The neckline of her sundress had slipped, revealing the upper curve of one heavy breast. She made no move to adjust it.

“Nikki,” Danny whispered, his high-pitched voice cracking. “The… the remote.”

He reached for it, fumbling beside his leg. His fingers brushed the plastic.

“Wait.”

Her command was soft, but absolute. Her hand shot out and closed over his, stopping him. Her skin was hot.

“Just… wait a second,” she breathed, her eyes not leaving the screen.

The Black man pulled the woman off his shiny ebony of his cock with a slick, popping sound. Saliva and pre-cum gleamed on her lips and chin. Her eyes were glazed, unfocused. He didn’t speak. He simply turned her around, bent her over a cheap, floral-print loveseat that matched the walls. The flag bikini bottom was a thin strip of fabric buried between the massive, round cheeks of her ass. He gripped her hips, his dark hands stark against her pale skin, and without ceremony, not even removing the flimsy garment, he pushed the fabric aside and thrust into her.

The blonde woman cried out—a sharp, piercing sound that was not pain, but shocking, undeniable release. The camera moved, pulled back until both of their ecstatic faces were in frame, highlighting the age gap of two or three decades, easy.

A small, shuddering sigh escaped Nikki’s lips.

Danny watched, hypnotized, as the man on screen fucked the woman with deep, piston-like strokes. It was not love-making. It was taking pussy. It was dominating what needed to be dominated. It was a physical assertion so complete it rendered the blonde's previous identity—the southern belle parody—utterly meaningless. She was just a body, holes and bouncy tits, being used to bring relief to the huge veined black cock going in and out of her.

Meanwhile, Danny forgot where he was. His own arousal was a painful, throbbing knot in his khakis. He was acutely aware of Nikki’s heat beside him, of her quickened breath. The fantasy she’d forced into his head at the door—the leash, the anonymous man—was now playing out in garish, high-definition color right in front of them.

Nikki’s hand was still on his, but her grip had changed. It wasn’t restraining him anymore. Her fingers were lacing through his, squeezing. Her palm was damp.

On screen, the Black man’s pace increased, his jaw tightened and lengthened.. The slap of ebony skin on tanned white skin filled their silent suite. The blonde woman’s cries became sobs, pleas mixed with moans. “Yes… god, yes… please… more…”

Nikki moved. "Hm..."

Slowly, as if in a trance, his wife shifted on the bed.

She turned onto her side to face Danny, her eyes still locked on the TV.

With her free hand, the one not clutching his, she reached out and placed her palm flat on the front of his shorts.

He jerked at the contact, a gasp hissing through his teeth. He was fully, achingly hard.

She didn’t look at him. Her gaze was still on the screen, on the mesmerizing, brutal rhythm. Her fingers traced the length of him through the fabric, a slow, curious exploration. Her touch was not the commanding, possessive grip from before. It was… contemplative. Comparative.

“Look at him,” Nikki murmured, her voice husky and distant.

Danny looked. The Black man’s back muscles rippled with each thrust. His ass was clenched, powerful. The sheer scale of him, the effortless strength, made Danny feel like a ghost, an assemblage of bones and nerve-endings with no substance.

Nikki’s fingers found the button of his shorts. She popped it open. The sound was deafening in the room, louder than the pornographic moans from the TV. She drew the zipper down, the metallic teeth separating with a sigh.

Cool air hit his feverish pasty skin. Then her small, warm hand slid inside his boxers and wrapped around him. Her touch was firm, real. He was so small in her grasp. So pink. So hairless. So harmless-looking.

A sob caught in Danny’s throat. It was a sound of utter humiliation, and of unbearable arousal. "Wh-what are you doing, dear?"

On the TV, the man grunted, a final, guttural sound, and slammed into the woman, holding himself deep as he emptied into her. The woman shuddered, her own climax wracking her body, her painted nails clawing at the cheap upholstery.

The screen cut to a still image, a menu for other videos.

The sudden silence in the suite was a physical presence.

Nikki’s hand around him didn’t move. She finally turned her head, her eyes meeting his. They were dark, bottomless pools. The playful wife was gone. The annoyed travel companion was gone. The woman looking at him was a stranger, one who had just seen a secret unveiled.

“He didn’t ask,” she whispered, her thumb rubbing a slow circle over the slick head of his penis. “He just saw what he wanted. And he took it. Yikes.”

Her eyes flicked back to the dark TV screen, then to his face, holding his gaze with a terrifying intensity. “Don’t ask. Just… take what you want from me. Right now.”

The silence after Nikki’s command was thick, broken only by the hum of the air conditioner and Danny’s ragged breathing.

Her words—don’t ask, just take—echoed in the space between them, a direct line from the grotesque fantasy on the screen to their rumpled bed.

Danny’s small hand, still linked with hers, trembled against the lace of her panties. The fabric was damp. His mind was a screaming static of inadequacy, but his body, drunk and humiliated and unbearably aroused, obeyed. He hooked his fingers into the waistband. He didn’t ask. He pulled.

The lace stretched, then slid down the incredible swell of her hips, over the lush curve of her ass. He had to shuffle closer on his knees to get them past her thighs. The scent of her, musky and sweet, flooded his senses. He finally pulled them free, a tiny, flimsy scrap of white in his fist. He stared at it, then at her, now naked from the waist down, her legs slightly parted, her sex glistening in the lamplight.

Her gaze wasn’t on him.

It was locked on the dark TV screen, as if Nikki could still see the phantom images playing behind her eyes.

Then, as if moving on a cue only she could hear, Nikki’s body shifted. She copied the motion from the video exactly. She rolled onto her stomach, then pushed herself up onto her knees. She presented herself to him, the round, perfect hemispheres of her white curvy ass lifted in the air, her face turned to the side on the pillow, her dirty blonde hair spread across the pillow, her eyes still fixed on the blank screen. This is how a man like that likes his women.

The pose was an invitation, a command, a mockery. It was the “perfect phat white ass” offered up.

Danny’s mouth went dry. He was positioned directly behind her, their bodies aligned just like the man and the woman on the TV had been. The comparison was a physical blow. He looked down at his own erect penis, jutting from his open shorts. Pink. Hairless. Five inches. A child’s toy compared to the weapon he’d just witnessed.

“Well?” Nikki’s voice was muffled by the pillow, but impatient. “You heard him. Do it.”

Swallowing hard, Danny placed his small, sweaty hands on her hips. Her skin was so hot, so soft over the firm muscle underneath. He tried to mimic the man’s confident grip, but his fingers didn’t span the same territory. He fumbled, adjusting his stance, his own knees sinking into the soft mattress.

He guided himself to her. The thumblet pink head brushed against her slick folds. A jolt of electric pleasure shot through him. She was so wet, so ready. He pushed forward.

The tiny tip slipped inside. Just the very tip.

On the TV, the blonde had winced, her body bowing at the intrusion of that massive, dark organ of African man-meat. Nikki, feeling just the baby helmet of Danny, made a similar expression—a slight tightening around her eyes, a quick intake of breath. But it wasn’t a wince of overwhelmed sensation. It was a pantomime. A hollow copy. Her body didn’t clench around him. It didn’t gasp. It merely… accepted–like an inquisitive pinky from a very distant cousin.

Danny tried to thrust, to bury himself the way the man had. He pushed with his hips. He felt himself slide in another inch, then the familiar, frustrating instability. His grip on her hips wasn’t secure. His stance was weak. As he pulled back for another thrust, he slipped out entirely.

“Oh, for God’s sake,” Nikki muttered into the pillow.

“Sorry! Sorry, I—” Danny’s face burned. He groped between her cheeks, his fingers slippery, trying to find his way back. He found her opening again, pressed the head back inside. This time, he got a little deeper. He managed three, four frantic pumps, the slap of his own thighs against her ass a pathetic, soft sound. Each thrust was a battle for purchase. On the fifth, his sweaty hand slid from her hip, his balance faltered, and he slipped out again with a soft, wet plop.

“Danny.”

“I’m trying!” he whined, the high pitch of his voice making him flinch. He was hard, desperately so, but his body was betraying him, a clumsy mechanism unable to execute the simple, brutal physics of the act he was trying to replicate. He re-entered her, a shallow, frustrating penetration. He thrust, a rapid, jackrabbit motion that did nothing but make his own thighs ache. He was chasing his own pleasure, knowing he wouldn’t last, knowing he was failing her.

Nikki let out a long, exasperated sigh. It was the sound of a teacher watching a student repeatedly fail a basic test.

In one fluid, irritated motion, she rolled onto her back. The movement dislodged him completely. She didn’t look at him. Her face was flushed, her beautiful features set in a mask of pure frustration. She spread her legs, bending her knees, planting her feet flat on the mattress. Her sex was fully exposed, pink and glistening and utterly neglected.

“Here,” she said, her voice flat. She reached down, grabbed his hips—her hands so much stronger, more capable than his—and pulled him forward, over her. She guided him, her fingers wrapping around his swollen little shaft, aiming him. There was no tenderness in it. It was a docking procedure.

The angle was better. Deeper. As soon as he was fully sheathed inside her, a broken groan escaped him. This was what he needed. This familiar, missionary safety. He began to move, rocking into her, his pace quickening immediately. The tight, wet heat was overwhelming. His five inches were finally fully engulfed, finally home.

He lasted six thrusts. Maybe seven.

On the final one, a tidal wave of sensation crashed over him. His back arched. A strangled, girlish cry tore from his throat. His narrow hips stuttered, then slammed against her as he came, a short, intense burst that left him shuddering, emptying himself deep inside her with helpless, pulsing jets.

He collapsed onto her, his weight slight, his face buried in the crook of her neck, panting. The smell of her perfume and their sex filled his nostrils. For a few seconds, there was only the sound of his ragged breaths.

Then Nikki shifted beneath him. She pushed at his shoulders, not roughly, but with definitive firmness. “Get off.”

He rolled to the side, his spent, softening penis slipping out of her with a wet sound. He lay on his back, staring at the ceiling, the afterglow already curdling into shame. He hadn’t even touched her. Hadn’t kissed her. Hadn’t done anything but use her body to chase his own pathetic, quick finish.

He heard the rustle of sheets. He turned his head.

Nikki was sitting up, pulling the rumpled duvet over her magnificent, naked body, covering the large, heaving bosom he’d just been pressed against. Her expression was icy. Disappointment radiated from her in waves.

“Oh, great,” she said, the words dripping with contempt. She didn’t look at him. She stared at the wall, at the ghost of the TV screen. “What about me?”

The question hung in the air, sharp and accusing.

“Sorry,” Danny mumbled, the word instantly pathetic. “I couldn’t help it. You’re so sexy!” It was his default excuse, a weak offering he knew would be rejected.

“Jerkface!” she spat, the childish insult somehow carrying the weight of a profound betrayal.

Hubby's mind scrambled for an escape, for anything to deflect the crushing weight of his failure. His stomach growled, a traitorous, mundane sound. “I’m hungry,” he blurted out, sitting up. “What should we get from room service? My treat!”

Nikki finally looked at him, one perfect eyebrow arched. A cruel, knowing smile touched her lips. “I doubt that.”

“Well, it’s Tara Roberts’s treat,” he countered weakly, forcing a chuckle. “But who’s counting?”

The mention of food, of someone else’s money, worked. It always did. Danny saw the calculation in his wife's eyes. The sexual frustration was still there, a banked fire, but a new, practical need surfaced. If she couldn’t get an orgasm today, she could at least get a meal.

Nikki sat up straighter, the sheet pooling around her waist. The icy anger was replaced by a brisk, decision-making energy. “Fine. French toast. Extra powdered sugar. And an avocado smoothie. The expensive one with the chia seeds and all that shit.” She swung her legs over the side of the bed, her back to him, her round, perfect ass briefly mooning him before she stood, wrapping the sheet around herself like a toga. “Order it. I’m taking a shower. I feel… sticky.”

She padded toward the bathroom without another glance.

The door clicked shut.

A moment later, he heard the hiss and drum of the shower.

Danny lay alone in the wreckage of the hotel bed, the smell of sex and failure thick in the air. He looked down at his own naked body, at his small, soft, pink penis lying limp against his thigh. He looked at the TV remote, still buried in the sheets. He thought of the man on the screen, of his effortless power, of the woman’s sobbing pleasure.

He thought of Nikki’s sigh. Her extra icy “What about me?”

A new, sickening thought slithered into his mind, cold and clear amidst the post-coital haze. She wasn’t just copying the woman on TV. She was wishing. Wishing it was him. Wishing she was getting that.


Chapter Nine

By mid-Saturday night, whatever excitement the trip had once promised was gone. Long gone.

They were still in the same immaculate hotel suite, the same soft lighting, the same ocean murmuring beyond the balcony doors—but now it all felt staged, like a set designed to trap them in their own discomfort. They had learned enough, overheard enough, pieced together enough to understand that the resort catered to something deeply strange, something neither of them had knowingly signed up for.

The rest of the evening curdled slowly.

Danny lay back against the pillows, scrolling through a new Sci-Fi/Fantasy book on his phone, pretending to read while his thoughts looped.

Nikki paced, fidgeted, then—accidentally, she claimed—hit the remote. The television burst to life, loud and jarring, filled with intertwined white and black bodies; and collective tribal ritualistic movement that made Danny flinch instinctively.

“Oh—God, sorry,” Nikki said too quickly, already turning it off. “I forgot what channel it was on.”

The silence afterward felt louder than the noise had been.

They took separate showers that night.

When Nikki emerged, dressed in soft, closed-off sleepwear, Danny knew without asking that nothing was going to happen between them.

They climbed into opposite sides of the king-sized bed, the space between them feeling just as vast as a desert, and just as cold.

Sleep came in pieces.

Morning, at least, brought relief.

Sunday.

Just one more full day!

They woke lighter, buoyed by the Knowledge that only about 24 hours remained before they could leave. Civilization. Normalcy. Escape. They ordered an extravagant breakfast—too much food, too many mimosas—and for a while, they even laughed again. Nikki disappeared into the bathroom for one of her long baths, steam curling under the door.

Danny lay on the bed afterward, oddly calm, convinced—briefly—that this would someday become a story they told with humor. A bad vacation. A terrible mistake. A cruel joke. A lesson learned.

Then Nikki appeared in the doorway, wrapped in a towel.

“I was thinking,” she said carefully, studying him. “Maybe we should get out of this room for a bit. Just… sunlight. Water. Normal things.”

“You know why we’ve been staying in,” Danny replied.

“I do. I just mean—we can say no to these freakazoid weirdo men downstairs. Fuck them! And fuck their weird perversions! But, like, we’re still allowed to exist, right?”

Danny nodded, relieved by the way she said it—like she needed reassurance too.

Then she dropped something–something that changed everything.

When the towel slipped from Nikki’s hands and fell softly to the floor, the room seemed to pause with it.

The bikini underneath was unmistakable.

The same one she’d sworn would never leave the room.

She stood there unguarded and radiant, her body a study in generous, unmistakable womanhood. The tiny bikini did little to conceal her generous fertility-goddess curves; it merely traced her, sketching the naturally golden tanned-skinned curves that defined her so completely. Her skin caught the light with a warm, golden glow—the unmistakable sheen of an all-American beauty, healthy and luminous, as if sunlight itself lingered on her shoulders and along the smooth plane of her stomach.

The fabric at her chest strained politely, shaped into small bright pink triangles that could barely contain the fullness beneath them. Her breasts rose and fell with her breath, proud and abundant, the kind of curves that announced life and warmth rather than fragility. Below them, her waist narrowed before blooming outward again into wide, graceful hips—hips that spoke of balance and strength, of a future that could hold a great litter of children easily against her side, steady and sure of her role in this world.

Her legs were long and softly powerful, grounding her presence, while the thick strands of her blonde hair spilled over her shoulders in loose, glowing waves. Her face carried the same arresting contradiction as always: plush red lips curved in quiet amusement, freckles dusted lightly across the bridge of her nose, and a single dimple appearing in her left cheek when she smiled. Her blue eyes—bright, clear, almost Nordic in their intensity—caught Danny’s and held them, innocent and knowing all at once.

She was both approachable and overwhelming. Familiar and untouchable. A woman entirely aware of her beauty—and entirely comfortable within it.

And standing there in that impossibly small bikini, Nikki seemed to embody every tension Danny had ever felt: love and awe, desire and doubt, devotion and fear—all wrapped in one breathtaking, unmistakably feminine form.

Danny sat up sharply. “Nikki. You can’t wear that here.”

She tilted her head, almost apologetic. “I forgot the others, my other swimwear. I swear. I'd kill for my one-piece, trust time. This, sadly, dear, is all I’ve got.”

He didn’t believe her—not entirely. There was something rehearsed in her regret, something performative. "Fine, whatever."

“Now. You’ve got five minutes,” she added lightly. “Or I’m going without you.”

As she turned away, she bent just enough to make the message unmistakable—teasing, challenging, overwhelming. Danny felt small in a way that was becoming way too normal lately.

Trying to distract himself, he fumbled with the remote and accidentally turned the TV back on. This time it was a rap music channel—pulsing rhythm, confident voices, imagery that made him uncomfortable for reasons he couldn’t fully articulate.

When he looked up, Nikki was swaying faintly to the beat, adjusting her bikini strings, lost in her own thoughts—or maybe performing without realizing it.

And to Danny’s quiet horror, he felt his foot tapping along too.

Not with desire.

With surrender.

Something in the room had shifted.

And he wasn’t sure which of them noticed first.

"Are you okay, honey?" his wife asked. "Something on your mind?"

Danny retreated into the bathroom and locked the door behind him with more force than necessary.

The mirror greeted him cruelly. Pale skin, narrow shoulders, growing belly like all the other office drones at his work–everything he’d learned to catalog and resent over the years. He changed quickly, avoiding his own reflection as much as Nikki’s imagined gaze. Oversized Bermuda shorts, loose enough to hide what he’d spent most of his adult life trying not to think about. He hated undressing in front of her–always had. It wasn’t that she mocked him. It was worse. She didn’t seem to care.

By the time he stepped back into the suite, his mood had soured completely.

Nikki stood near the window, now draped in light pool wear over the bikini—sheer, casual, deceptively modest. For one brief, foolish second, Danny felt relief. At least she wasn’t going to walk out like that.

Then the realization landed.

She would take it off.

Outside. By the pool. Among the very people he was trying not to think about.

The relief evaporated, replaced by a bitter clarity. Of course she’d shown him the bikini in private first. A controlled reveal. A way to soften the shock. To make sure he didn’t “freak out” later, when it would be inconvenient.

The thought unsettled him deeply.

For the first time in their marriage, a question surfaced that made his chest tighten: Had she always been managing him like this?

The television was on again.

He followed the sound and found Nikki watching intently. The screen pulsed with color and movement—a rap music video filled with exaggerated confidence, bodies orbiting a central figure who seemed to command attention without effort. Nikki nodded faintly to the beat, distracted, absorbed.

“Nikki? Sweetie pie?” Danny asked sharply. “What the hell are you watching? When did you listen to rap?”

She glanced back at him, surprised. “What? The song’s catchy. I kind of like it. I want to download it later.”

The casualness of her tone made something inside him sink.

Shaking her rump with the thud of bass, she reached for her wide-brimmed sunhat, slid on oversized sunglasses, and swung a matching bag over her shoulder. At the moment, she looked like the perfect pool bunny. With a practiced motion, she adjusted the cover-up at her hips—not to hide herself, Danny noticed, but to make sure it fell just right.

She didn’t ask if he was ready.

As she walked out, her hips swayed naturally, confidently, filling the hallway ahead of her like nothing could possibly go wrong today. Danny stood frozen, watching her go, feeling as though something essential was slipping just out of reach—not abruptly, not dramatically, but with quiet, deliberate steps.

The door closed softly behind Nikki as she pretended to briefly twerk for her frazzled-looking hubby.


Chapter Ten

The elevator ride down was mercifully short—but not quiet.

A muscular Black man who stepped in with them was broad-shouldered and self-possessed, his presence filling the small space. He appeared to be a guest, not an employee. Bearing a striking resemblance to one of those black rappers in the music video, he wore a black wife-beater and very dark jeans. He held a single rose, twirling it absently between his fingers. His dark-eyed gaze slid to Nikki, lingered a beat too long, then settled there with intent.

He said something casually suggestive—too casual, too practiced—his tone implying familiarity where none existed.

Nikki flushed immediately. “No, thank you,” she said, quickly, politely. Too politely.

The tank-topped Black man chuckled, leaning back against the wall as the elevator hummed upward. He spoke again, lower this time, glancing at Danny only briefly, dismissively, as if Danny were part of the furniture.

Danny’s soft jaw clenched. His hands curled into fists he didn’t yet trust.

The doors opened before Danny could respond.

The white married couple stepped out together, both exhaling at once.

Nikki laughed nervously and squeezed Danny’s arm. “Hey. You did great. I’m proud of you for not losing it.”

“Thanks,” Danny said, though his voice sounded far away to his own ears. "That guy almost got an earful."

She beamed at him then—genuinely—and jumped into his arms, wrapping herself around his neck. The affection was real, spontaneous, warm. Danny felt it ripple outward. He noticed heads turn. He noticed eyes linger. And for a fleeting moment, pride surged through him.

She chose me, he told himself. She’s still mine. Mine, mine, mine.

The men and women lounging around the pool shattered that illusion.

"Jesus."

The pool looked unreal to Danny, like something lifted from a brochure he never should have believed. The water was an impossible blue, flat and glossy, reflecting the sun so brightly it made him squint. Heat pressed against his skin, and he was suddenly aware of how soft he felt, how exposed.

Everyone around the pool seemed carved rather than born. Or made in a factory that created ideal masculine and feminine forms.

The men were enormous—black, very black, deeply black, gleaming, their muscles and washboard abs catching the light as they moved through the water or sprawled on loungers. Their swimwear was minimal to the point of distraction, and Danny found his eyes snagging on details he immediately told himself not to notice.

By contrast, the women, were almost exclusively white. They lounged beside the Black man or drifted between chairs in impossibly small bikinis, all estrogen-enhanced curves and female confidence, thongs and French-cut bottoms riding high, tops several sizes too small for their large breasts.

It was like stepping into the nightmare of a racist.

The white women were all laughing easily, coconut smells rising off their huge ivory breasts, stealing glances at the bulges of the Black men, exchanging knowing smiles everytime some ebony stud strutted by his micro swimsuit.

It was then Danny noticed the other white men.

The men weren’t lounging so much as hovering, many of them holding towels, oversized purses, or sweating glasses of neon-colored cocktails, standing a step behind their wives like attendants rather than equals. Their expressions varied—some laughed too loudly, playing along; others stared at the ground with tight smiles; a few wore unmistakable scowls, resentment barely contained.

Watching them, Danny felt a cold recognition settle in his chest. This was the third category, and he fit it perfectly: pale, pudgy, harmless-looking husbands–present but peripheral. Second class citizens at Black Bull Island.

Standing next to his wife, he lingered at the margins, acutely aware of his doughy stomach, his legs too white, his shoulders sloped and thin. Back at the office, he was a man of some authority and respect. Out here, he was on the bottom of the food chain. That's what hurt the worst, what made Danny wish that him and Nikki could be transported back to the comfort zone of their office park.

Under umbrellas, the threesome arrangements only deepened his unease—single sculpted dark-skinned men stretched out like they owned the place, white couples flanked by another powerful Black body, and sometimes just the Black studs and strawberry daiquiri-sipping white women, completely comfortable and unselfconscious. The whole scene reeked of indulgence and primal hedonism, and Danny couldn’t shake the feeling that this resort was going to transform his marriage into something previously unthinkable. Unwanted.

And then his wife slipped off her cover-up.

"Jesus, Nikki," he grumbled. He felt his stomach twist. "Really?"

"What?" she said, playing dumb, adjusting her bikini top, trying to make sure that her entire nipple was covered by the tiny scrap of hot pink cloth that struggled to conceal the full circumference of her areola.

Danny was about to lose his mind. In the sunglight, her bikini beneath was even brighter than he remembered. Smaller too. The skimpy string in the back half-obscured by Nikki's jiggly shelf-like ass cheeks. Heads turned, men and women. Conversations paused.

“Can you—can you please put something else on?” Danny whispered urgently.

“What’s wrong with it?” she asked. "It's just a bikini dear. It's not even the smallest suit around here."

“Everyone’s staring.”

“So?” She shrugged lightly. “Staring isn’t touching.”

"Staring is staring!"

"Shouldn't that be a compliment?"

He blinked his eyes at his wife. "Who are you? And what happened to Nikki?"

She leaned in and kissed his cheek. “Only you get to touch. See? No one else.”

He nodded, forcing a smile. It helped. A little.

"Let's just try to make the best of the situation, okay, honey?" Nikki said with a big toothy grin.

It didn't take long before the women and men (and even some of the defeated white husbands) started coming over.

Introductions. Handshakes. Too-friendly smiles. Questions about origins. Questions about length of stay. Proposals cloaked as jokes. Each Black man seemed larger than the last, more confident, more dismissive of the small hubby next to the bombshell, more certain of why Danny and Nikki were here.

Danny’s patience thinned (faster than his hair) with every interruption.

Then he appeared.

The same man Danny had seen before—the one who seemed carved from something heavier than flesh, the one who looked like an African warlord, with his huge belly, and deep laugh, and big scarred hands, and enormous facial features which were now curled around Cuban cigar instead of a leash connected to Claire's gold-clasped throat.

He looked like he was bulletproof. Shirtless, he only wore a pair of sandals and long camo swimming trunks. The African warlord-looking man approached as if invited, speaking to Nikki with an American accent, northern, using easy familiarity, praising the voluptuous blonde woman, gesturing expansively, ignoring Danny’s presence entirely. "Name is Alfonso. NYC, baby. Born and bred. Bedsty, you heard of it?"

Nikki and Danny shook their heads no.

Alfonso didn't care. He complimented the intricate braid in Nikki's silky blonde hair, his dark eyes lingering just a beat too long on the deep V of her cleavage... Danny had offered a stiff hello, then retreated into his phone, the small muscles in his jaw working.

"That's why I had to come over here and holla at you, whitegirl. I didn't know they were giving out peaches over here," the rotund man said, placing both massive hands on his hips, jutting out the stark outline of his swimming trunks for Nikki's appraisal. "You giving a brother a sweet tooth! And now I gotta have me a little nibble, baby girl. What's yo name, my queen?"

Danny tried to interject. Tried to redirect.

The rotund Black man didn’t even look at him.

Something inside Danny snapped without sound.

"Nikki," his wife answered.

"So, baby, where's your bull at? Can't have all that cake unguarded."

That was it. Danny stood up so fast his chair scraped loudly across the stone. His heart hammered. His vision narrowed. Both tiny pale fists balled up into weapons. His heart was going a million miles per minute. He took a step forward—reckless, furious, outmatched—and for a split second, the outcome seemed inevitable. Somewhere deep in his DNA he knew that if he didn't put his foot down now his marriage–and life–would never be the same after today.

Nikki gripped his arm tightly. “Hey?” she whispered. “Hey. It’s okay. Danny. Maybe we should go back up into the hotel room, dear? Dear?"

Danny closed his eyes, saw a world painted in red.

Just then—at the very peak of tension, when Danny’s fists were tightly clenched and the Alfonso's grin had hardened into something ugly—a calm, authoritative voice cut through the noise.

“That’s enough," said a deep male voice, cutting through the tension.

The resort manager, Jean-Jacque, was the newest addition to their poolside scene. The older resort manager stepped between them with surprising ease, one hand raised, the other lightly touching Danny’s shoulder—not restraining him, just grounding him.

Deep in his 50s, Jean-Jacque wore creased slacks and a white polo with the resort's logo: a bucking black bull. And his masculine presence had an immediate effect. The nearby men quieted, both black and white.

Even camo-wearing Alfonso took a half step back, as if some invisible line had been drawn. "Yo, JJ, I was just playing. Being friendly as all." The burly African-American man laughed dismissively and backed off, giant palms raised, already bored. "You feel me, brotha?"

"You know the rules," said Jean-Jacque. "We play nicely around here."

Still smiling at Nikki, Alfonso stood there a moment longer until a Latina with an enormous ass (the biggest tawny cheeks Danny had ever seen in real life) that seemed to swallow her thong waddled past, and a heartbeat later the big-bellied Black man was striding beside her, his big ebony hand settling possessively on the soft curve of her backside as if it belonged there.

"What the hell is going on around here?" was all Danny could say. He was still trying to control his heart. He stood there shaking, adrenaline roaring, suddenly aware of how close he’d come to something irreversible. Something that probably would have landed him in the hospital. All because his wife decided to become a whore at the worst possible moment.

The oldest man in sight, Jean-Jacque, spoke evenly, almost conversationally, explaining that what Danny was seeing wasn’t personal. The well-muscled Black studs lounging around the pool—he gestured to them one by one, stretched out confidently in their too-tight swimwear—were here for a reason. The resort, he explained, curated its “bulls” or "marital aids" through an exhaustive process: physical health, genetic markers, psychological screening, financial stability, etc.

“They’re marketed,” he said plainly, “as premium masculine companions for young and old, experienced and inexperienced, couples, such as yourselves, who come here looking to… expand their personal horizons.”

Danny bristled.

Nikki, disturbingly, listened.

Even more shockingly, the resort manager went on, almost casually, adding that there were exceptions.

Sometimes powerful Black men—businessmen, athletes, celebrities—paid extraordinary sums to experience the resort from the other side. “Performance,” he called it. A role. A fantasy.

Danny hated how reasonable it sounded.

"So they pay to be bulls? Is that the right word?" Nikki said, leaning over like she was at some historical site and wanted to learn about new cultures.

"Yes, you are catching on quickly, Nikki," the resort manager nodded. "And if I said some of their names, the bulls, you would not only recognize them, you'd be shocked!"

"Who was that fat guy?" Danny asked, sneering at the memory of the impudent Black man with the cigar. "What's his deal? No way he was picked for his physical fitness, or whatever."

"You're a quick one, Danny," Jean-Jacque said, smiling, laughing. "But you didn't recognize him? You really don't know who were just talking to? That's Fonzo Prime, he's the #1 Rapper in the U.S. and U.K. He's one of the men who paid, not selected. Fonzo Prime says he don't do coke or heroin, because snowbunnies are his real addiction. Sorry if that sounds crass."

"No, no, not at all!" Nikki said, interest a source of annoyance for Danny. "So he's famous? For real?"

"Very famous," said the manager.

Danny hated–hated– this conversation for some reason. And when asked how they were enjoying their stay, Danny finally snapped that they didn’t belong here, that this was all a mistake. Jean-Jacque nodded as if he’d heard this many times before. Nikki said they were leaving.

“Let’s not let fear chase you off,” Jean-Jacque replied smoothly. "Can I entice you two with a small, friendly wager?"

"Wager?!?"

"Hm. What kind of wager?"

Then the resort manager smiled—not wide, not friendly, but measured, as if he already knew the answer—and calmly proposed his wager: if he could personally ensure that no one, absolutely no one, would approach Nikki for the rest of the afternoon—no matter how revealing her outfit became, no matter how openly she was seen—would they be willing to stay by the water a little longer? It would be shame for them to waste all of this lush Caribbean beauty by hiding out in their suite like scared little mice.

Every instinct Danny had flared in warning, a tight knot forming in his gut, yet before he could give voice to it, the decision was made, and somehow, impossibly, they found themselves agreeing.

"But the first guy–the first fucking guy–who bothers us, bothers my wife, we're out of here!" said Danny, trying to put his size 8.5 down with an emphatic thud. "We would like a modicum of privacy."

"No problem at all!"

Nikki glanced at her husband and said quickly, "Deal!"

Only then did it become clear how the guarantee would work.

The sly resort manager pulled up a lounge chair beside them, positioning himself squarely as their visible buffer.

Danny simmered. "Seriously, man? This is your idea of privacy?"

Nikki seemed oddly amused by the innocuous resort manager. "There's plenty of room for everyone, I guess."

"Couldn't agree more," said Jean-Jacque, removing his resort-issued white polo–and the illusion of harmlessness vanished.

He was a man in his fifties only by the calendar, his age betrayed by nothing except the calm authority in his eyes.

His skin gleamed like polished ebony, stretched over dense, deliberate muscle: a chest broad and commanding, arms thick with hard, roped strength, shoulders that filled space without effort. His abdomen was sharply cut, each plane precise, the kind of definition that spoke of discipline, hunger, high testosterone levels, and an unbroken sense of virility rather than vanity.

He moved with an unhurried ease, every step grounded, every gesture economical, radiating a quiet, almost predatory masculinity. Danny couldn’t decide whether the man was chemically enhanced or simply blessed—with unreal African genetics, one of those Black men who seemed to grow more formidable with age instead of softer, more dangerous instead of diminished.

"Seriously?" Danny repeated himself. "What about our privacy?"

Jean-Jacque didn’t raise his voice. That was the most unsettling part. "I’m very serious,” he said calmly, as if explaining weather patterns to a tourist. “Places like this work on instinct. You don’t fight it head-on—you redirect it. You give the crowd a signal.”

The older man sat down, gestured vaguely toward the pool, where Speedo-wearing athletic Black men lounged with casual confidence, ebony sculpted bodies arranged with intention, eyes drifting without apology. The white women and white husbands seemed to be grasping onto tall colorful alcoholic drinks. Danny followed the motion and felt his soft stomach tighten–again. Was he going to be sick? He felt like he was being evaluated without ever having agreed to the test.

Jean-Jacque’s gaze returned to Nikki's voluptuous ivory contours which were ludicrously covered in such a small pink Japanese bikini—not leering, not apologetic. Assessing. Professional. “And right now,” he added mildly, “your wife is a signal.”

Nikki shifted on the lounger, suddenly aware of herself in a way Danny hadn’t seen before. She crossed her firm-but-silky smooth legs, uncrossed them, adjusted her sunglasses. Danny noticed every movement, hated that he noticed, hated more that others clearly did too.

“This wasn’t… planned,” Danny said, too quickly. His voice sounded thin to his own ears. “The swimsuit. The attention. This resort. Everything.”

“Nothing ever is." Still sitting, Jean-Jacque smiled, not unkindly. "Damn, it's getting hot. Hot, hot, hot. I guess... when in Rome."

The older man rose as if stepping onto a stage, stretching with the lackadaisical ease of someone utterly at home in his body and commanding the space around him, the hard planes of his dark chocolate-toned abdomen flexing as each muscle tightened and released beneath taut skin. Danny felt it immediately—the shift in attention, the way time seemed to pause—as Jean-Jacque slipped out of his shoes and socks and set them neatly aside, deliberately, almost ceremonially. Then, with excruciating slowness, he reached for his belt buckle.

Nikki’s breath caught; her mouth fell open before she seemed aware of it.

When the belt slid free and the fabric followed, it became clear that the resort manager wasn’t wearing the skimpy swimwear most of the other men favored. No, it was worse, much worse.

Instead, Jean-Jacque revealed bright pink pouch briefs, the kind designed to cling and contour, molding to his sculpted dark frame and leaving nothing to the imagination about his formidable endowment. The color was shocking, theatrical, impossible to ignore—like a spotlight aimed directly at him.

Now, Jean-Jacque was standing, stretching with a languid, feline grace that made the cords of muscle in his abdomen ripple beneath smooth, dark skin.

Skin already turning pink from the sun, Danny had the unmistakable sensation of watching a performance he was never meant to see up close.

With a slow, deliberate motion, Jean-Jacque reached for his pants...

The air left Danny’s lungs in a silent rush.

Jean-Jacque’s physique was everything Danny's wasn't.

A laborer’s broad shoulders tapered to a narrow waist. His chest was a defined map of pectorals, the dark areolas prominent against the muscle. Every ab was a separate, hard-packed slab, leading down to the deep V of his hips that pointed like an arrow…

Down.

Jean-Jacque's swimwear was a stark, shocking bright pink. It was a minimal pouch brief, the kind that left little to the imagination, cut high on the hips and clinging to his form like a second skin. The central pouch wasn’t just a suggestion; it was a pronouncement. A taunt, a taut rounded bulge of vibrant fabric that cradled and displayed the heavy weight of his genitals with obscene clarity.

Danny’s own modest swim shorts, loose and patterned, suddenly felt like a childish costume.

“Oohhwooow,” Nikki breathed out, the sound so soft it was almost lost in the pool’s filter hum.

Her lips parted. Her eyes, wide and a deep shade of blue, were locked on the center of that pink pouch that looked like it was struggling to contain a coiled serpent. She couldn’t look away. The pouch revealed an unmistakable outline—the thick, long shaft resting along his thigh, the pronounced, rounded head—all rendered in high relief against the tight fabric. A BBC bulge her mind probably supplied, a term she’d only ever encountered in the whispered, forbidden corners of the internet. It was real. And it was enormous. A flush of heat, sudden and intense, bloomed across her chest and climbed her throat.

Danny saw it all. He saw her lips part, saw the tip of her pink tongue dart out to wet them. He saw the way her breathing hitched, making her breasts rise and fall dramatically. A cold, sick knot twisted in his gut. He followed her gaze, against his will, and his own eyes widened in a mixture of horror and awe.

Jean-Jacque seemed utterly at ease. and then–as if just noticing their stares–asked, “Something wrong, you two?” A knowing smirk playing on his thick lips as his thumbs hooked into the band of the bright pink fabric.

He wasn’t undressing further. He was just… adjusting. Settling himself. But the movement shifted everything within that taut pouch. The outline changed, the length and girth seeming to rearrange into an even more impressive, softer yet still massive configuration. It was a casual display of ownership, of a body so potent it needed its own specialized casing.

Danny’s mouth went dry. I'm a decent guy, he thought. I love Nikki, my Nikki, in ways nobody will ever understand. But in that moment, faced with the sheer, unapologetic maleness of Jean-Jacque, he felt puny. Inadequate. His own body, soft around the middle, his own endowment… modest… shriveled in a phantom sense of shame. He hated this. Hated the older man’s confidence. Hated the way the sun gleamed off his oiled shoulders.

But most of all, he hated the color.

A new, more profound wave of nausea washed over him.

Jean-Jacque’s swimsuit wasn’t just pink. It was the exact same fluorescent, hot pink as the tiny strings and minuscule triangles of Nikki’s scandalous Caribbean-only bikini. From a distance, it would look like they had coordinated. Like they were a pair. A matched set. The young, voluptuous blonde with her barely-there suit, and the older, hyper-sculpted Black man in his revealing pouch briefs, both clad in identically vibrant pink.

It painted a picture. A brutal, humiliating picture. In it, Jean-Jacque and Nikki were the stunning, sexually-charged couple. And Danny? He was the pudgy, pale friend. The awkward third wheel. Lucky just to be in their orbit.

Nikki’s teeth sank into her full lower lip, hard enough to leave a temporary white mark. The heat in her core was a throbbing, insistent pulse now, completely separate from her will. Danny saw the bite. Saw the shiver. His heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic bird in a cage of bone and insecurity. He wanted to shout. To throw a towel over her. To demand they leave.

But he couldn’t move.

He was paralyzed, forced by some cruel voyeuristic instinct to keep staring.

“Relax you two,” the resort manager said, catching Nikki and Danny staring at the big thing bobbing between his powerful dark legs. “I’m doing exactly what I promised. I'm keeping both of you safe from these predators.”

"Thanks, Jean-Jacque, but actually, I think we're all good. You can leave now." Danny felt himself shrinking as Jean-Jacque lingered, every second stretching his nerves thinner.

Saying they were “all good” had taken everything Danny had, and now that the words were out, they sounded hollow even to him. He sat there stiffly, aware of how small and uncertain he must look beside the older man’s six-pack abs, his deeply etched pecs.

Jean-Jacque didn’t rush. He shifted his weight, relaxed and unhurried.

And Nikki...

Danny caught it out of the corner of his eye: the way her gaze still lingered, just a beat too long. She was still looking. Taking in the strong lines of Jean-Jacque’s exotically dark-skinned body, the way his swimwear sat on him with unapologetic boldness, drawing the eye whether one wanted it to or not... The pronounced shape between his legs—impossible to ignore, the way it promised fertility and pleasure and female fulfillment—made Danny’s soft white underbelly twist.

Jean-Jacque noticed. Of course he did. A faint, knowing smile crossed his face—not mocking, not aggressive, just quietly assured. "You sure you want me to leave? You two look like you need some protection from these animals."

"Very sure," said grumpy Danny.

“Suit yourselves,” Jean-Jacque said at last, his voice smooth, unbothered. His eyes flicked once more to Nikki, then away.

When the resort manager finally walked off, Danny realized his pale hands were clenched tight at his sides. Without Jean-Jacque there, the pool felt more exposed, more hostile—full of bodies and glances that suddenly had nowhere to be deflected.

Nikki shifted beside him, adjusting her towel, her expression unreadable. "Was that a good idea?"

"Um, what?" Danny watched her, jealousy burning hot and sour in his chest, tangled with shame and confusion. He didn’t know what frightened him more: the well-hung Black studs strutting around the pool now, using their pecs and triceps and biceps and bulges like billboards for white wives; or the growing sense that he was losing ground inside his own marriage.

Around them, laughter–black males and white females–splashed across the pool.

But nobody bothered the couple.

Nobody.

For a while.

They leaned back in their chairs. And Danny eventually floated in that lazy, sunlit half-doze where the world felt soft around the edges. Nikki lay beside him, mostly exposed in her string bikini, knees drawn up, sunglasses tipped toward the pool. He liked watching her like this—unguarded, glowing, her shoulders loose with ease.

But then another shadow came again, longer this time.

Much longer.

When Danny looked up, there was a 30-something Black man standing over them, looking like a male model from Africa. Pronounced jaw, big smile. Broad chest, sharply defined arms, thighs thick and powerful. And the jungle-print Speedos did nothing to soften the effect; they clung boldly, outlining everything without apology. Danny felt his eyes uncontrollably pause there before he could stop himself—and then he noticed Nikki.

She had gone still.

Her gaze flickered over the Black man’s body with a kind of startled curiosity, as if her eyes didn’t quite know where to rest. He was younger than Jean-Jacque, and more handsome. Much more handsome. Nikki's lips parted. Color bloomed across her cheeks, warm and unmistakable. Danny saw her glance at his shoulders, then back at the interloper's well-defined arms, the way the ebony muscles shifted as he leaned closer, confident and easy.

“Hello,” the strange man said, smiling directly at her, ignoring Danny completely. "I'm Kairo."

Nikki laughed—a small, breathy sound Danny hadn’t heard in a long time. “Hi. Yes, it’s… very nice here,” she said, eyes dipping briefly, then lifting again, drawn back to the pronounced lines of his V-shaped torso, the bold shape (it looked like he had the handle of a professional baseball bat stuffed in his Speedos) pressed against jungle-patterned fabric tautly.

Danny turned his head away, staring at the pool’s glittering surface. Jesus, are these the horniest fucking men on the planet? Haven't they ever seen a white woman in a bikini?

“Beautiful afternoon, huh?” the Kairo said, his voice a deep rumble. His large-eyed gaze traveled from her painted toes, up her smooth legs, over the tiny scrap of pink fabric stretched taut over her hips, lingered on the rise and fall of her breasts, and finally met her wide eyes behind the sunglasses. “That’s a hell of a view a man could get used to.”

“We’re fine, thank you,” Danny said, sitting up straighter.

Kairo didn’t even glance at the husband this time. He took another step, his big long black foot brushing the leg of Nikki’s chair. “You look… thirsty.”

Nikki’s heart hammered against her ribs. Fear, yes. But also a strange, thrilling current that made her skin prickle. She’d never been looked at like this, not even on her wedding day. It was consuming.

“I… I’m not,” she managed.

Kairo leaned down, placing a hand on the armrest of her chair, caging her in. She could smell the chlorine on his skin, mixed with something earthy and male. “Let me be your drink, then.”

His free hand came up, a single finger tracing a line from her knee, up the inside of her thigh. The touch was electric, a brand through the thin fabric. Nikki gasped, her legs trembling. She should clamp them shut, scream, something. But her muscles wouldn’t obey. The finger stopped just where her thigh met the bikini bottom, applying the gentlest, most maddening pressure.

“Stop that!” Danny barked, getting to his feet.

“Or what, white bread?” the Black suitor said, finally looking at Danny with amused contempt.

“Jean-Jacques!” The name tore from Danny’s throat, a desperate, panicked shout. "He's watching after us! Maybe you should speak with him first."

It was instantaneous. The younger man straightened up, his smirk vanishing as he took a quick step back.

And like a movie, Jean-Jacques was there, like a real hero, having moved with a startling speed for a man his age.

The older man stood between the younger Black stud and the embarrassed white couple, a towel slung over his shoulder, wearing only his sandals and pink pouch, his expression dangerously calm.

“Problem here, Kairo?”

“No problem, J.J.,” Kairo said, holding up his hands in surrender, though his eyes still smoldered as he looked past the manager at Nikki. “Just admiring the local wildlife.”

“The wildlife is under my protection today,” Jean-Jacques said, his voice low and final. “Go find your own damn watering hole.”

With a last, lingering look at Nikki, Kairo turned and sauntered away.

Jean-Jacques turned to them. Danny was shaking with impotent rage. Nikki was breathing fast, one hand pressed to her chest, her thighs still slightly parted from where Kairo’s finger had been. The tiny triangle of her bright pink bikini bottom was visibly damp, and not from the pool.

“See?” Jean-Jacques said softly, his eyes on Nikki’s trembling form. “I told you. You need a keeper.”

“This is insane,” Danny spat. “We’re leaving.”

“Are you?” Jean-Jacques asked, but he wasn’t looking at Danny. He was looking at Nikki. “Are you ready to leave, little snowbunny? Go back to your safe, quiet room? Snack on some baby carrots? ...Or do you want to see what happens when you stop running your mouth and start using it for something else?”

The crude question hung in the air.

Nikki’s blush returned, fiercer than before, heating her from her chest to her hairline. She should be horrified. She should agree with Danny immediately. But the memory of that single finger on her thigh, the possessive heat in Kairo’s eyes, the sheer power radiating from Jean-Jacques as he stood over her… it coiled in her belly, hot and heavy.

She didn’t answer.

“Nikki, for God’s sake, say something!” Danny pleaded.

Jean-Jacques ignored him. He sat on the edge of Nikki’s lounger, the movement bringing his bright pink pouch to her eye level. He reached out, his large, dark hand surprisingly gentle as he took her chin, turning her face toward him. He slid her sunglasses off, folding them and setting them aside. Her blue eyes were huge, pupils dilated.

“You’re playing with fire, dressed like that in a place like this,” he murmured, his thumb stroking her lower lip. “Your pretty pink mouth says no, but there is another part of you, a hidden part, that is screaming yes... I can smell it.”

Nikki whimpered. It was the most shameful, undeniable truth. She was soaked.

“Let her go!” Danny moved to grab Jean-Jacques’s arm, but the older man caught his wrist in a grip of iron, holding it effortlessly.

Danny finally snapped, the words tearing out of him before he could stop them. “Let go of her—now,” he shouted, his voice cracking as he stepped forward, heart hammering so hard it made him dizzy. His hands were clenched into useless fists, his face hot with humiliation and fury, every instinct screaming that he was losing control of the scene, of his marriage, of himself.

“You don’t touch my wife. You don’t talk to her like that. You don’t get to stand there and act like this is some kind of joke.” He could hear how small he sounded even as he yelled, could feel the eyes of the pool turning toward him, but he didn’t stop. “Back away from her. Right now,” he repeated, louder, desperate to reclaim ground.

Jean-Jacque’s smile stayed fixed, smooth and unreadable. “Of course, sir. Of course,” he said, the words landing with a politeness so exaggerated it felt like mockery.

The older Black man took a half step back, giving them space—but not relief. Danny noticed, to his quiet horror, that Nikki’s eyes followed the resort manager's jutting pink pouch for just a second too long before she looked away, adjusting her sunglasses as if she’d been caught doing something wrong.

"Wow, you two really are new at this," Jean-Jacque grinned.

Silence stretched. The heat pressed down. Nikki reclined again, her body impossible to ignore, the bright pink bikini turning her into a focal point whether she wanted it or not.

Danny felt strangely detached from her, like he was looking at something already slipping out of his hands. His wife looked beautiful—radiant, effortless—but also distant.

Then a high-pitched female voice cut through the tense moment.

"Oh my God—don’t move. This is perfect.”

The photographer appeared as if summoned by awkwardness itself.

She was a classic blonde bimbo: young, mid-twenties, overflowing with confidence, her long bleached-blonde hair cascading down her back. Her American-flag string bikini looked decorative rather than practical, clinging precariously to exaggerated curves and a tiny waist, the fabric shifting with every step she took. She already had her camera raised, already in control.

“You two look incredible together!” the bimbo photographer said, as though stating a fact no one could dispute. "Where'd you find this one, Jean-Jacque? Another notch on the headboard, I see."

Danny opened his mouth to object, but before the words escaped, Jean-Jacque offered Nikki his big black hand.

Nikki hesitated. It was brief—so brief Danny wondered if he imagined it—but it was there. Then she took it.

That small decision landed like a blow to her husband's stomach.

“Okay, blondie, let's see if you can pose as well as you can dress like a little snowbunny slut," the bimbo photographer said, circling them. “Stand here. Yes. Turn your little shoulders just a little. Have you modeled before? You look like a model. Chin up, blondie!”

The shutter clicked.

“Jean-Jacque, step closer. You afraid of whitegirls all the sudden? No, I didn't think so either. Now, not touching—just close. Like you’re guiding her.”

Danny’s stomach tightened more. The resort manager complied with ease, positioning himself beside Nikki, close enough that the space between them felt deliberate. Nikki followed directions quietly, almost automatically. Her posture softened under the attention, her expression uncertain—half aware, half detached. She wasn’t smiling exactly, but she wasn’t pulling away either.

“Beautiful,” the bimbo photographer murmured. “Hold that.”

Another photo. Then another.

“Nikki, look back over your shoulder. Like you’re checking something behind you.”

Click.

“Jean-Jacque, stand just behind her. Protective. Strong. Masculine.”

Danny felt himself fading from the frame of life, from the moment, from relevance.

When the photographer waved at him—“Hey, whiteboy? Can you move over a bit? You’re blocking the light”—he obeyed before he could stop himself. The humiliation settled in his narrow chest, thick and hot. From the side, all he could do was watch as his wife was arranged beside another man, their bodies (so different, yet complimentary to one another) composed into something intentional, something that didn’t seem to require Danny at all.

The poses grew more charged—explicit, and unmistakably intimate in suggestion.

Jean-Jacque was positioned close behind Nikki, angled so it looked natural, almost expected. Nikki shifted her weight unconsciously, her body language reading as practiced confidence even as her fingers twisted briefly at her side, betraying something else—nerves, doubt, or maybe the awareness of Danny watching.

Danny’s thoughts raced. Say something. Stop this. But every second he waited made it harder. Every photo made him feel smaller.

The bimbo photographer tilted her bleached blonde head, studying the shapes they made together. “Okay—hold on,” she said, excitement creeping into her voice. “Let’s try something playful. Nikki, turn around just a bit. Bend forward slightly—yeah, like you’re about to hike a football back to him. It’ll look sporty. Fun.”

Danny’s breath caught. The words hit him before the image did, and by the time his mind caught up, Nikki was already moving.

She hesitated—just enough to be noticed if someone was watching closely—but then she adjusted her stance as instructed, her feet shoulder width apart, her knees bent, then her torso bending forward at the waist. It wasn't sport or fun. It was overt, obscene, and the implication was unmistakable.

What are you doing? Danny desperately wanted to ask his wife.

Nikki's posture had changed, her body angled in a way that suddenly pushed her soft round white ass up in the air and her tits were hanging down, smacking into her chin. The bright pink bikini stood out against the pale stone beneath her small pale feet.

Jean-Jacque didn’t touch her.

He didn’t need to.

He stood behind her, his massive pink pouch visibly twitching with excitement, his ebony hands reaching for Nikki's dainty waist as a slow grin spread across his heavily lined black face. It wasn’t leering—it was worse. Amused. Confident. As if this moment confirmed something he’d already known.

The shutter clicked.

Danny felt heat rush to his soft face, a mix of anger and shame so sharp it made him dizzy. He wanted to shout, to interrupt, to pull Nikki away—but his feet stayed rooted. From where he stood, he couldn’t tell whether Nikki was aware of how it looked, or whether she was choosing not to think about it. Her face was turned away from him now, her sunglasses hiding her eyes, her expression unreadable as the older Black man pulled her exposed white buttocks back into his enormously swaying pouch that was twitching with warm low-hanging African man meat.

“Perfect,” the bimbo photographer said brightly.

Jean-Jacque’s grin lingered long after the camera lowered.

"Alright blondie you can stop pretending that you're not totally loving this 100% right now, girlie!"

Finally, Nikki straightened, adjusting her top, then the strings riding high on her wide hips, stepped forward, breaking the composition. “Okay,” she said, her voice firmer now, though her face was flushed with excitement and her eyes didn’t quite meet Danny’s. "I think that should be plenty..."

Relief washed through her husband—quick, sharp—followed immediately by resentment that it had taken this long.

"These are super hot." The bimbo photographer checked her camera, clearly pleased. “I’ll send a few options to you, Jean-Jacque, and also Blondie. You two can decide what you want to keep."

"You remember my email address?" the man asked.

The blonde bimbo giggled. "MisterCarribeanBBC_God@blackbullisland.com. How could a girl ever forget that?”

"Then send me the best photos!"

Danny wasn't sure he could believe his ears. What the fuck was happening? Was this real life?

Jean-Jacque nodded calmly, as though nothing unusual had occurred.

When the photographer finally walked away, Danny stood there, hands clenched, pulse pounding. Nikki adjusted her sunglasses again, avoiding his gaze for a moment too long. Her cheeks with flushed with meaningful color. Standing there, he didn’t know what hurt more: that complete strangers had seen her like that; or that his wife had looked so uncharacteristically composed, so luminous, bending over while another man held her hips in an obvious simulation of sexual intercourse. In public. Fucking public.

He heard his wife giggle.

When Danny looked up he saw Jean-Jacque standing too close to Nikki, again, one hand hovering near her waist as if it belonged there. Danny felt a cold disbelief settle into his underdeveloped chest. The older man wasn’t doing anything overt right now—nothing Danny could point to and accuse—but the grin on his shrewd ebony mug made it feel worse, like the situation was unfolding on terms Danny didn’t understand.

"Thanks for the help, man,” Danny asked, forcing his voice to stay steady. "But we're good now, Jean-Jacque. You can leave. I got this. Actually, we sort of have to leave now anyway because we sort of have these plans for the rest of the afternoon. I'm sorry about that, man. Fuck, this really sucks... I just wish we could stay out here with you all day, J.J., shucks."

Jean-Jacque turned, all warmth and ease, as if nothing unusual were happening. "Oh, that’s exactly what I wanted to talk to you about,” he said. “There’s a place nearby—something special. You’ll both love it. You really should see it before you leave.”

Nikki hesitated.

“How far?” Danny asked, not thrilled with the suggestion.

“Ten minutes,” Jean-Jacque replied smoothly. “No more. Or if you want, me and your wife can walk it alone. We'll be right back.”

"Sounds interesting," said Nikki.

Danny didn’t like the way people around the pool were now watching them go–Nikki and Jean-Jacque looking like they were a couple in matching skimpy hot pink swimwear. And Danny didn’t like how easily the scene could be misconstrued by onlookers as another black bull successfully making progress with a new white couple. That wasn't just a lie. There was literally nothing further from the case. Danny and Nikki were still normal people. They weren't into that weird freaky shit.


Chapter Eleven

As a trio, they left the manicured calm of the resort and stepped onto a stretch of blinding white sand that reflected the sun like glass. It was like walking through a screensaver. Danny followed a pace behind the other two, irritation tightening his soft white jaw line. He hated the awareness prickling along his skinny neck—the sense that people back by the pool were still watching them go, drawing those terrible conclusions, inventing a whole story about his marriage that felt both insulting and wildly wrong. This was not who they were. It would never be. Never.

Impudently, Jean-Jacque reached for Nikki’s hand as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Nikki reacted instantly, swatting his dark fingers away with a sharp flick of her wrist. A few nearby women noticed and snickered, the sound floating after them like punctuation. Danny allowed himself a thin, fleeting smirk.

The path away from the resort narrowed until it led to a crude opening in a chain-link fence.

Danny’s unease deepened. He watched his wife carefully as she squeezed through, his mind racing with anxious, humiliating possibilities—snagged fabric, torn straps, attention she didn’t want. He clenched his teeth, angry at Jean-Jacque, angry at the situation, and angry at himself for agreeing to any of this.

On the other side, the world felt suddenly different.

Shoes left behind, sand warm beneath their feet, the noise of the resort dulled to a distant murmur. The whole time, Danny knew enough to understand the risk of being outside the gates, but nothing happened. No shouts, no footsteps—only wind and surf.

They made an odd procession along the shoreline.

The blonde woman walked in front, basking in the sunlight and male attention, afternoon rays catching on the pink of her thong bikini, her skin glowing against the pale sand. Jean-Jacque strode beside her with effortless ease, his matching pink pouch–bouncing with every step–almost playful against the sheer power of his African build.

Nikki was surprisingly comfortable with Jean-Jacque. He leaned toward her as they talked, his deep laughter punctuating her lighter voice, and Nikki seemed animated, smiling up at him, gesturing with her hands as if the world were nothing but sea, sky, and the powerful Black man at her side.

Several steps behind, Danny followed, shoulders tight, eyes down. Each footstep felt heavier than the last. He watched the way Jean-Jacque’s shadow fell over Nikki, how naturally close they walked, and felt himself shriveling in comparison.

Then Nikki yelped softly and stopped. “Oh—ow! The sand’s burning my feet! We need... to turn back.”

Before Danny could even react, Jean-Jacque reached out, as though he’d anticipated the moment. One smooth motion—strong black arms slipping under Nikki’s smooth ivory back and knees—and she was lifted off the ground. He held her easily, securely, like a groom carrying his blushing white bride across a threshold.

Danny wanted to vomit. It would have been bad enough to watch Jean-Jacque carry Nikki like that if she was fully clothed, but carrying her in his arms while she only wore a thong was more than he could take!

Secure in the Black man's arms, Nikki laughed, startled and breathless, one arm instinctively looping around his bull-like ebony neck.

Danny halted several yards back.

He stood there, miserable, watching the sight of his scantily clad wife cradled against another man’s bare, powerful body. The contrast of their skin tones, the contrast of soft and curvy with hard and etched was striking, beyond striking.

Jean-Jacque adjusted his grip without effort, unfazed, while Nikki’s laughter drifted back over the sand.

Danny felt the heat now too—but it wasn’t from the beach beneath his feet. His fucking pouch thing is probably rubbing against her ass and she's just laughing about it, what the fuck, Nikki? I’m standing right here! Your husband! Remember our wedding? Both our families watching as we…

Every time he looked ahead and saw his wife in the older Black man's arms, a little bit of him seemed to fall off.

Still holding Nikki in his arms, like a captured prize, Jean-Jacque guided the naive white couple off the open beach and toward a narrow trail where palm fronds arched overhead and the air cooled. The path dipped and twisted, the light breaking into dappled patterns that moved across their skin.

Then the jungle opened.

They emerged into a hidden hollow that felt untouched by time.

Towering trees rose like cathedral columns, their roots braided and exposed, wrapped in moss the color of deep emerald. Vines draped from branches in slow, looping arcs. The air was thick with the sound of water—constant, layered—until the source revealed itself: a waterfall spilling from dark rock into a clear pool below, mist lifting like breath. Ferns crowded the edges, leaves broad and glossy, and shafts of sunlight pierced the canopy to illuminate motes of drifting pollen and spray.

For a moment, Danny forgot everything else.

The place felt ancient, secluded, as if they’d stepped backward into a world that existed long before resorts, fences, and expectations.

Jean-Jacque finally put Nikki down back on her feet, holding her by the hips while she regained her sense of equilibrium. She smacked those black hands away and stepped forward. And then Nikki stood still, eyes wide, taking it in.

Even Jean-Jacque seemed quieter here, his voice lowered by the gravity of the setting.

Nikki and Jean-Jacque stood at the edge of the secluded pool like figures posed for a ritual, the jungle pressing in on all sides, lush and dripping, the air vibrating with the constant roar of the waterfall spilling down black stone.

They looked like a couple already.

Mist clung to their skin, beading and sliding, softening the hard lines of the world into something intimate and unreal. Nikki looked luminous in the filtered light, her hot pink thong and teeny-top bikini almost glowing against her sun-warmed skin, the color bold and defiant, her hips wide and fertile, her back small but well-toned. Beside her, Jean-Jacque was impossibly striking in a statue of African masculinity sort of way, his matching pink pouch briefs clinging to his sculpted athletic hips and powerful black thighs, the pronounced shape below his waist impossible not to notice, a deliberate, unapologetic display of masculine confidence that bounced with each step he took. Together, they looked coordinated, intentional—like an ideal interracial couple who had stepped into the scene knowing exactly how they would be seen.

The moment felt tight, suspended, as if the waterfall itself were holding its breath.

Jean-Jacque leaned in slightly as he spoke, his presence easy, assured, his attention fixed on Nikki alone. She tilted her head toward him, lips parted, blue eyes bright, her body language open in a way that made the air seem charged. Nothing overt was happening, and yet everything about the scene suggested a line being tested, the quiet thrill of standing just before it was crossed.

A step behind them stood Danny, already slick with sweat, his pale skin flushed and beginning to burn, his stomach heavy against the waistband of his shorts. He stared at them in disbelief, heart pounding, watching another man speak to Nikki as if Danny weren’t even there at all. The jungle noise swallowed any thought of interruption, leaving him stranded in the background, unseen, while the tension at the water’s edge coiled tighter by the second.

He watched.

And watched, just watched.

It was all he could do.

Moments later and Nikki floated on her back in the translucent pool, her bright pink bikini clinging to every lush curve. Water droplets jeweled her stomach, her cleavage, the pale skin of her inner thighs. Her eyes were closed, but her lips held a soft, absent smile. Jean-Jacque stood near her, the water lapping at the pronounced V of his ebony hips. His dark, sculpted physique was a statue of pure dominance against the vibrant green foliage, the shocking pink of his pouch briefs a blatant, dripping flag of ownership.

“The water is good, no?” Jean-Jacque’s voice cut through the mist, deep and intimate, meant only for Nikki.

She opened her eyes, her gaze drifting past Danny as if he were part of the scenery. “It’s amazing,” she murmured, her voice husky.

“It is better,” Jean-Jacque said, moving closer, “when shared.”

With a smooth motion, he sank into the water beside her. The movement caused the water to ripple against Nikki’s body, making her gasp softly. He was close now. So close his broad shoulder nearly brushed her arm. Danny saw his wife’s breath catch, saw her nipples harden into distinct points against the wet pink fabric.

“You have the body of a goddess, a beautiful white goddess,” Jean-Jacque stated, no flirtation in his tone, just a cold, assessing fact. His eyes traveled over her, slow and possessive. “Such generous curves. A man could get lost in them.”

Nikki let out a shaky little laugh. “You’re too kind.”

“I am honest.”

His hand, large and dark, surfaced near her hip. He didn’t touch her. Not yet. He just let it rest there, a promise in the water. Danny’s fists clenched at his sides, his knuckles white. Say something. Do something. But his feet were roots in the soft mud.

Jean-Jacque’s other hand came up, trailing a single fingertip along the arch of Nikki’s submerged foot. She jolted, a sharp, pleasurable shock that made her back arch, lifting her breasts from the water for a breathtaking second.

“Sensitive,” Jean-Jacque observed, his smirk predatory.

“Jean-Jacque…” she breathed, a weak protest that held no conviction.

He ignored it. His fingertip traced up her calf, over the smooth skin of her knee, leaving a trail of fire on her water-cooled skin. He took his time, his eyes locked on hers, watching every flicker of panic and desire that crossed her face. Danny saw it too—the way her lips parted, the darkening of her blue eyes, the faint tremor in her thighs.

“You stare at me by the pool,” Jean-Jacque said, his voice dropping to a rumble that vibrated in Danny’s own chest. “You stare at what is in my suit. Do you wonder, little blonde goddess? Do you lie awake at night and wonder?”

Nikki’s mouth worked, but no sound came out. Her gaze dipped, helplessly, to the front of his briefs. The water made the bright pink fabric sheer, clinging to the monstrous outline beneath. It was even more defined now, a long, thick shape resting heavily against his thigh.

“Look at it,” Jean-Jacque commanded, his voice soft but leaving no room for refusal. "BBCs are made for women like you to stare at. It's an evolutionary thing, white goddess."

It didn't matter. Nikki was already looking. She couldn't help but to look, there was no pretending otherwise now. Her teeth sank into her plump lower lip. A soft, whimpering moan escaped her.

That sound was a knife in Danny’s expanding gut.

Emboldened, Jean-Jacque moved. In one fluid motion, he closed the distance between them. The water swirled as his powerful arms slid under her—one behind her knees, the other behind her shoulders. He lifted her from the water as easily as he had on the sand, cradling her against his chest. Nikki gasped, her arms instinctively looping around his neck, her full, wet body pressed flush against his.

“What are you doing?” Danny finally choked out, his voice a pathetic squeak.

Jean-Jacque didn’t even glance his way. Hubby didn't matter. Little white man didn't matter. The resort manager was looking down at Nikki, at the way her soaked pink triangles were smashed against the hard ebony wall of his chest. “Showing her what she wants to see.”

He carried her to a smooth, flat rock that sloped into the water, half-submerged. He sat, settling her onto his lap so she straddled him, her back to Danny. The water covered them to their waists. From behind, Danny could only see the expanse of Jean-Jacque’s back, and the spill of Nikki’s wet blonde hair over his shoulder.

But he could see everything else.

Jean-Jacque’s big hands came up to frame Nikki’s face. He tilted her head up, forcing her to meet his eyes. “You want this,” he stated. “You have wanted it since you saw me. Your eyes do not lie.”

Nikki trembled. A full-body shiver that rocked her against him. She didn’t deny it. She just stared, mesmerized, at the man holding her.

“Tell me,” he growled.

“I…” Her voice was a thread. “I’m curious.”

“Curious,” he repeated, the word a dark caress. One hand left her face and drifted down, over the slope of her shoulder, along the side of her breast. He palmed its full weight, his dark fingers splaying against the pale, pink-framed flesh. Nikki’s head fell back with a sharp cry, her back arching, pushing her breast more firmly into his hand.

Danny felt a white-hot tear track down his cheek. He was invisible.

Jean-Jacque squeezed, gently at first, then with more firm, possessive pressure. He kneaded her soft flesh, his thumb finding her nipple through the fabric and rubbing slow, deliberate circles. Nikki’s hips bucked against his lap, a frantic, involuntary grind. A low, ragged moan tore from her throat, swallowed by the waterfall’s roar.

"How curious, beautiful white goddess?"

"Just a little curious, Jean-Jacque."

“You feel how hard you make me?” Jean-Jacque whispered into her ear, his lips brushing her soft ivory skin. He shifted her weight slightly, grinding her down against the rock of his lap. The bright pink pouch of his briefs was strained to its limit, a swollen, terrifying mound pressed against the thin, soaked seat of Nikki’s thong.

She could feel it. The impossible, rigid length. The staggering girth. Her eyes flew wide with a mix of fear and raw, desperate hunger. “Oh, God…”

“Not God,” Jean-Jacque corrected, his other hand finally moving. It slid from her waist, over the curve of her hip, and dipped beneath the water. Danny saw the movement, saw the muscles in Jean-Jacque’s arm flex. He was reaching behind her. Grabbing.

Nikki gasped, a sharp, shocked sound that cut off into a choked whimper.

Jean-Jacque’s hand had found the thin string of her thong where it bisected her buttocks. He didn’t pull it aside. He simply cupped her entire right cheek, his large ebony hand swallowing the plump, pale flesh. He squeezed. A hard, claiming, owning squeeze that made her body jolt against his. He held her there, kneading the soft globe of her ass, his fingers digging into her flesh while she writhed on his lap, impaled on the vision of his big black cock and the reality of his grip.

“So soft,” Jean-Jacque murmured, his voice thick with lust. “So much for a man to hold. You were built for holding."

"Oh really? I bet you say that to all the girls," said Nikki, giving one last try at getting out of the intense situation with her twin powers of mockery and humor.

"In the day, holding you up," the older Black man said, licking his thick lips right at the blonde goddess. "In the night, holding you down!"

He leaned in, his mouth hovering over hers. “Your husband watches. Does that excite you, blonde goddess? Does it make this wet little cunt of yours throb, knowing he sees me claim what is his? Sees you with your first black bull?”

Nikki was beyond words.

Her hips were rolling in tiny, desperate circles now, grinding the soaked fabric of her thong against the formidable bulge beneath her. Her breaths came in short, sharp pants. She was lost, consumed by sensation—the rough mastery of his hand on her ass, the tantalizing pressure against her core, the feel of his hard chest against her breasts.

Danny stood, water dripping from his clenched fists, his heart a shriveled, aching thing in his chest. He saw the dark fingers gripping the pale flesh of his wife’s ass. He saw the way her body moved, seeking friction, seeking more. He saw the triumphant, predatory gleam in Jean-Jacque’s eyes as the older man looked over Nikki’s shoulder.

Right at him.

Jean-Jacque smiled, a slow, vicious curl of his lips. His hand on Nikki’s ass tightened once more, a punctuation mark of absolute victory.

“Now,” he whispered, his voice a dark promise that carried over the water, “let us show your little hubby what a real cock looks like. Let's show him who you really are. That little slut you need the right man to let out. Well, you found him! I'm going to bring out the little white slut hidden deep inside you, Nikki. I'm going to make her cum on this big black cock."

Jean-Jacque’s smirk deepened, a predatory gleam in his dark eyes.

To emphasize his point, the much older Black man began to gyrate his pelvis. A slow, hypnotic roll of his hips that made the bright pink pouch swing and sway, the enormous BBC bulge within tracing a tantalizing arc through the humid air.

Nikki’s blue eyes, wide and fixated, followed every movement. She bit down on her lip, the pressure turning the flesh white.

Finally, with a fluid motion that spoke of absolute control, Jean-Jacque reached out. His large, dark hand encircled her dainty wrist, his fingers warm and firm. He didn’t ask. He simply brought her trembling hand down, pressing her palm flat against the front of his pink pouch.

The heat. The solidity. It stole her breath.

Her fingers instinctively curled, meeting the thick, unyielding length beneath the slick fabric. A soft, involuntary gasp escaped her. She blushed, a fierce heat flooding her cheeks, but she didn’t pull back. The curiosity was a physical ache now, a throbbing need between her own legs.

“There,” Jean-Jacque rumbled, his voice a low vibration. “Feel what you have been dreaming of, my sweet and beautiful goddess.”

He guided her touch, his hand over hers. He showed her where to squeeze, applying gentle pressure that made him let out a gratified hum. Then, he moved her hand, sliding her fingers up and down the pronounced shaft. Through the thin pouch, she could trace every devastating inch—the long, straight line of it, the pronounced, flaring head at the tip. It was real. It was immense.

“And here,” he murmured, guiding her hand lower, to the heavy, rounded swell beneath the shaft. “A man’s foundation.”

He pressed her fingers into the soft, dense weight of his cum-filled black balls through the fabric. Her small, pale hand disappeared, cupping the incredible fullness. They felt like ripe fruit, heavy with potent African seed, a potent promise that made her core clench with sudden, shocking wetness.

Then, he let go.

But Nikki’s hand didn’t fall away. It stayed.

Her fingers, now moving of their own volition, continued to massage, to explore the shape of him. She rubbed up and down his strange meaty ebony shaft, then palmed his heavy sac, her touch growing bolder, more curious. Her eyes lifted, locking with his.

The connection was electric, intense. A silent understanding passed between them on that misty rock.

She was no longer just looking. She was claiming her curiosity.

Danny watched, a strangled sound dying in his throat.

His wife’s slender white hand, moving with such intimate purpose on that man's obscene pink bulge. He couldn’t believe it. But a deeper, shameful part of him did believe. He’d fantasized about this, hadn’t he? In the dark, secret corners of his mind, he’d jerked off to the idea of her wanting something… more. Something he could never be. Something bigger. Something blacker. He'd found websites and online social network platforms dedicated to the taboo erotic nature of a gorgeous white woman getting pounded by dominant Black men. He'd downloaded cuckold movies and deleted them right after he came–only to return soon after and download them again, and then delete them again. He’d manifested this. The thought was a cold, sickening splash of reality. His role now was just to watch. To accept. To support.

Jean-Jacque’s hands moved to Nikki’s bikini top. With a deft flick, he untied the strings at her neck and back. The soaked pink triangles fell away, and her full, heavy breasts spilled into his waiting hands. She cried out, arching into his touch as his thumbs swept over her stiff, pink nipples.

“Beautiful,” he breathed, before capturing her mouth in a deep, consuming kiss. "And all mine."

It was nothing like Danny’s tentative pecks. This was all tongue and heat and dominance. Nikki melted into it, her hands leaving his crotch to clutch at his broad shoulders, her nails digging into the hard muscle. Their mouths fused, hungry and wet, a messy, passionate tangle that went on and on.

Jean-Jacque's big broad fat nose pushed into Nikki's pert dainty nose.

Danny’s hand drifted to the front of his own shorts. He felt the pathetic, traitorous hardness there. He didn’t know if he wanted to find a stone and cave in the back of Jean-Jacque’s skull, or if he wanted to rip his pants open and stroke himself to completion. The conflict was a torment.

As if sensing the exact fracture in Danny’s soul, Jean-Jacque broke the kiss. He looked down at Nikki, her lips swollen, her eyes glazed with lust. “On your knees, goddess,” he commanded softly. “Let me feel that pretty mouth. You gonna look so good with some BBC in yo' lips.”

Nikki, her body humming with submission, slid off his lap into the water. She turned, placing her hands on the sun-warmed rock between his spread thighs. She looked up at him, her blue eyes wide with a mix of fear and fervent anticipation.

Jean-Jacque’s hands went to the clasp of his pouch briefs. He undid it with a quiet snap. He peeled the bright pink fabric down, just enough to free himself.

And then it was there.

Nikki’s mouth fell open in a silent ‘O’ of pure awe.

Jean-Jacque’s massive ebony cock sprang free, thick and heavy and impossibly real. It was a masterpiece of intimidating African male masculinity.

The shaft was a deep, dark ebony, like polished cordovan, and it was a latticework of prominent, ropy veins that pulsed with his heartbeat. It had to be nine inches long, if not more, and the girth was staggering—as thick as her wrist. The head was a darker, plum-colored mushroom, glistening with a bead of clear pre-cum, the contrast against the shaft stark and brutally erotic. It curved upwards slightly, a proud, aggressive arch.

At its base, a thatch of wiry, salt-and-pepper pubes framed the root, and below that hung a truly astounding pair of balls. They were large, the skin a shade darker than the shaft, and they hung heavy and full against his inner thighs, swinging slightly with his movement like two weighted orbs of pure potency.

“Go on,” Jean-Jacque urged, his voice thick.

Tentatively, she leaned in. She opened her mouth, trying to take just the head. The width stretched her lips into a tight, burning ring immediately. She tasted salt and clean skin. She managed to take an inch, her tongue flattening against the veined underside.

Jean-Jacque let out a pleased groan. “More, chérie. Relax your throat. Be a good girl now. Don't you want to be a good girl?”

He placed a guiding hand on the back of her head, not forcing, but suggesting. She tried to obey, pushing forward. The sheer size hit the back of her throat. Her gag reflex triggered instantly. She choked, pulling back with a wet cough, tears springing to her eyes.

“Shhh,” he soothed, his hand stroking her hair. “Again. Look at me.”

Tearfully, she looked up, her lips red and wet.

She opened her mouth again, and he guided himself back in. This time, she focused on his dark, commanding eyes above her. She focused on the thrill, the taboo of it. She willed her throat to open as he pushed deeper, inch by impossible inch. The stretch was breathtaking, a burning, full feeling that somehow sparked a violent throb of need in her own clit. She gagged, but didn’t pull away. Drool dripped from her chin, mixing with the pool water.

From his vantage point, Danny finally saw it– saw it all.

The full, horrifying, magnificent reality of Jean-Jacque’s equipment. He saw the veined, black monolith his wife was trying to swallow. He saw the older man’s face, a mask of concentrated pleasure and absolute control. There was something tribal and eternal about the Black man's face now. Such focus and determination. And Danny saw the moment Jean-Jacque slowly turned his big head, breaking his gaze from Nikki’s upturned pale face to look directly at... him, poor hubby.

The eye contact was menacing. Triumphant.

See? that look said, as clear as if he’d shouted it. See how she kneels for it? See the true slut she really is?

With a choked sob that was part despair, part unbearable arousal, Danny’s trembling fingers obediently unbuttoned his shorts. He pushed them down just enough to free his own erection. It was hard, painfully so, but so small and pink in comparison, like a child’s toy. He wrapped his hand around it and began to stroke, his eyes glued to the scene.

On the rock, Jean-Jacque pulled Nikki’s mouth off him with a slick pop. “Turn around,” he growled. “Put your hands on the rock.”

Breathless, she obeyed, presenting her rounded white backside to him, the tiny pink thong a mere string buried in the cleft of her ass. Jean-Jacque spit into his palm, slicked his colossal cock, and then used his fingers to push the skimpy bikini bottom aside. He didn’t enter her. Not yet. He just rubbed the broad, plum-shaped head through her soaked folds, coating himself in her arousal.

“So wet for me already,” he mocked gently, his eyes still on Danny. “Your little goddess pussy is dripping for this black cock, isn’t it?”

Nikki could only nod, shuddering as the fat head nudged against her entrance, promising a stretch she couldn’t even comprehend. She was panting, her knuckles white on the rock.

Danny’s hand moved faster on his own small whiteboy shaft, his breath coming in ragged gasps that matched his wife’s. He was going to cum. He was going to cum watching this. The shame was molten, but the arousal was stronger.

Jean-Jacque leaned over Nikki, covering her body with his, and finally spoke directly to Danny, his voice cutting through the waterfall’s roar. “Watch closely, little man. This is how you fill a woman.”

Jean-Jacque’s words hung in the humid air, a command and a curse.

Danny’s hand, wrapped around his own small, shameful erection, froze. How did he get to this point in his life? Was she the most pathetic person the planet? If so, he didn't care. Not now. Intently, he watched, his heart a frantic drum against his ribs, as the older man positioned himself. The broad, plum-dark head of Jean-Jacque’s BBC monster pressed insistently against Nikki’s soaked, pink entrance.

Nikki gasped, her fingers scrabbling against the wet rock. “Wait, it’s… it’s too big,” she whimpered, her voice thick with a fear that was utterly entwined with want. "Wait, no, I can't! Sorry! Too big, it's too–"

“It is the perfect size,” Jean-Jacque corrected, his tone leaving no room for argument. He pushed, a slow, relentless invasion.

The stretch from the BBC was immediate and brutal. Nikki cried out, a sharp, pained sound that morphed into a choked sob as her body resisted. She was tight, virginal in her inability to accommodate him. Jean-Jacque didn’t force it. He held still, letting the blunt pressure of just the tip stretch her pink pussy lips wide, a burning ring of fire that made her thighs tremble.

“Breathe, chérie,” he murmured, his hands gripping her hips. “Breathe and let it in. Your body knows what it needs. Let the earth heal you, American goddess.”

He was right.

The initial shock of pain began to melt, replaced by a deep, throbbing ache of fullness that sent sparks shooting through the married white woman's nerves. Her core, already dripping, seemed to pulse in time with his heartbeat. She felt herself softening, opening, a warm, willing slickness beginning to ease the impossible stretch. She took a shuddering breath, and on the exhale, she pushed back against him, just a fraction.

It was all the invitation he needed.

With a low, gratified groan, Jean-Jacque sank another inch inside the gorgeous hourglass-shaped dirty blonde. Nikki’s head snapped back, a raw, guttural moan torn from her pale throat. It was too much. It was everything. The feeling of being split open, filled beyond her capacity, was a terrifying, exquisite bliss. Danny watched, his own clenched pink fingers moving again in a pathetic, frantic rhythm, as his wife’s body was claimed by a dark and dominant invader.

“See?” Jean-Jacque grunted, his eyes locked on Danny’s horrified face. “See how she opens for me? My little American flower. See how her little white pussy begs for it? This is a lesson, little American boy. Watch and learn. Nature.”

He began to move. Short, shallow thrusts at first, just enough to make Nikki whimper with each penetration. Her moans were high-pitched, desperate little squeals that were swallowed by the jungle. “Ohgodohgod…”

“Who?” Jean-Jacque demanded, pulling almost all the way out before pushing back in, deeper this time.

“You! You!” she cried, her knuckles white.

“Who am I?” His thrusts grew stronger, each one punching a gasp from her lungs.

“Daddy!” she squealed, the word foreign and thrilling on her tongue.

"Try again, goddess!"

"Sir!"

"Again!"

Nikki's blue eyes rolled back as she panted, struggling to focus on a correct answer... “Black master!”

The degradation was a potent aphrodisiac for them both. Jean-Jacque’s hips pistoned faster, his low-hanging balls slapping against her ass with wet, meaty smacks. Nikki’s world narrowed to the violent, perfect friction of him stretching her, filling her, reaching places Danny’s modest penis had never even brushed. Jungle fever–in the jungle. A coil of pure, undiluted pleasure tightened low in her flat soft belly.

“This big black cock driving you crazy, goddess?" he growled, his voice ragged with effort.

“Yes! Fuck, yes! Oh my god, GODDAMN!” she screamed, the profanity bursting from her like a prayer. Her back arched, her full breasts swaying with the force of his pounding. “Don’t stop! Please, don’t stop!”

Danny, sadly, was close. Close to cumming. Close to tears.

The sight of his own wife—his prim, sweet Nikki—transformed into a screaming, wanton creature, taking a massive veiny black schlong that looked like it belonged in a pornographic myth, was too much. The jungle environment made it more intense. He came with a strangled cry, his release hot and sticky over his fingers, a wave of shame and ecstasy that left him lightheaded. He slumped against a tree trunk, spent, but his eyes remained glued to the scene.

It wasn’t over.

Jean-Jacque shifted their position.

He pulled out, making Nikki whine at the sudden emptiness, and laid her on her back on the rock. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, driving back into her with a single, deep stroke that made her eyes roll back. He fucked her like this, her body jolting with each impact, her moans constant and mindless. He flipped her onto her hands and knees, taking her from behind, one hand fisted in her blonde braid, using it as a rein to pull her head back as he slammed into her, riding her, breaking her in.

“Whose pussy is this?” he snarled, his breath hot on her neck.

“Yours! Yours, black master!”

“And who is the worthless little wimp watching his wife get what she truly needs?”

“Danny!” she cried, the name a betrayal and a truth. “My husband, Danny!"

Each word was a knife in Danny’s self-worth, but they also stoked a sick, dying ember of arousal. He felt himself hardening again, a traitorous response to his own genetic annihilation.

Nikki’s climax hit her suddenly, a convulsive, screaming wave that clenched around Jean-Jacque’s shaft like a vise. Her Caucasian body bowed, her pink toes curling, as pleasure detonated through every nerve. Jean-Jacque chuckled, a dark, victorious sound. “Good girl. Good white goddess. See, you can take a real man. Now you know for sure! Now–again.”

And she did. Again. And again. He played her body like an instrument, finding angles and rhythms that sent her careening over the edge until she was sobbing, her throat raw, her mind blank with sensation. She came so many times she lost count, each orgasm a surrender, a branding between two people who barely knew each other.

Finally, Jean-Jacque’s own control began to fracture.

His thrusts became erratic, deeper, more possessive. He pulled Nikki up against his chest, her back to his front, his arms like iron bands around her. He buried his face in her neck, his hot, hoarse whisper barely audible over their ragged breathing and the waterfall.

“I’m going to fill you, goddess," he rasped. “I’m going to pump my seed so deep inside this pretty white pussy, it’ll never wash out. You’re going to carry me in you.”

Nikki heard him.

A distant part of her mind screamed about consequences, about marriage, about right and wrong. But her body, drunk on pleasure and submission, overruled it. She didn’t pull away. Instead, she spread her pale ivory legs wider where they dangled over his, hooking her ankles behind his thighs, trapping him against her. She pushed back, taking him even deeper, her internal muscles fluttering around his shaft in a silent, welcoming plea.

That was all it took.

Jean-Jacque’s composure shattered.

A guttural, animal grunt ripped from his throat. His hips bucked wildly, a final, violent series of thrusts that crushed her against the rock. The voluptuous white woman felt the first hot jet, a startling, intimate heat (very intimate heat) flooding her depths. Then another. And another. It seemed to go on forever, each powerful pulse a claim, a conquest, a genetic stamp deep in her womb. He held her locked tight, grinding into her as he emptied himself, his big, heavy balls draining completely.

Nikki came again, a soft, overwhelmed shudder, triggered by the feeling of being filled so utterly, so exotically.

They collapsed together in a heap on the rock, a tangle of slick, sweat-sheened limbs. The only sounds were their heaving breaths and the eternal rush of water. For a long moment, there was nothing but the aftermath, the physical memory of the last hour pounding through their veins.

Slowly, the world seeped back in.

The mist on the skin.

The chill of the rock.

The lone figure standing twenty feet away, pale and trembling.

Nikki turned her head, her movements sluggish. Her blue eyes, glazed and satisfied, found her husband’s. Danny. The man she walked down the wedding isle with in front of all those people, the man she swore allegiance to for the rest of their lives. Now she blinked, as if surfacing from a deep, wonderful dream. A cheerful, utterly normal smile spread across her flushed, well-kissed face.

“Oh, hi baby! Did you, um, enjoy the little show?”


Chapter Twelve

The walk back was a silent, surreal procession through the dying light of the primitive jungle. Danny trailed five paces behind, his feet dragging through the warm sand, each grain feeling like a shard of glass. Ahead, blissfully unaware of hubby's despair, Nikki and Jean-Jacque moved with a synchronicity that was newly forged. It was like they'd known each other their entire lives. Their clasped hands swung gently between them.

Every step was a spectacle.

Nikki’s full, heavy, ivory breasts, freed from the ruined bikini top she now carried, bounced with a hypnotic rhythm. The pale orbs were tipped with rosy, well-sucked nipples that stood taut in the evening air. Below, the hot pink thong, the only garment she’d bothered to retie, was a mere scrap of lace swallowed by the cleft of her bouncy ass, leaving the full, rounded moons of her ivory buttocks completely bare. They clenched and released with each stride, still flushed from the relentless pounding they’d received. Her neck was marked with the fresh blossoms of lovemaking hickeys.

And beside her, Jean-Jacque moved with a powerful, leonine grace. The matching hot pink pouch of his briefs was dark and damp in the center, stained with the evidence of their union. With each step, the heavy, spent weight within swung and jostled, a blatant reminder of what had just been inside her. The fabric, stretched thin from the earlier containment of his erection, now struggled to hold the substantial softness.

Danny’s mind was a white-noise hum of agony. This is my fault. I imagined this. I wanted this. The logic was twisted, sick, but it anchored his shame. He watched the way Nikki’s womanly hips swayed, a new, looser rhythm in her walk, born of being thoroughly opened. He saw her glance up at Jean-Jacque, her smile not the cheerful, vacant one from the rock, but something softer, more intimate. Awe.

They reached the tiled pool deck, the last of the sunbathers packing up. A few lingering couples—an ultra-muscular Black man whispering to a giggling redhead, a pale, nervous-looking man watching his wife chat with a group—paused. All eyes tracked the trio.

That’s when it happened.

A dozen feet from the resort’s glass doors, Jean-Jacque stopped. He glanced down, then over at Nikki. A slow, unbothered smile spread across his face. His free hand gestured downward.

Danny’s gaze followed.

The damp pink fabric had slipped. The elastic waistband was folded over, and emerging from the left leg hole was the thick, dark root of Jean-Jacque’s cock. It was soft, a state of profound satiation, but its size was undiminished. It was a fat, heavy trunk of Caribbean flesh, resting against his inner thigh, glistening with a mix of Nikki’s juices and his own drying release. The plum-colored head was partially visible, a dark, exotic fruit against his skin.

A public exposure. An accident.

But Jean-Jacque’s expression held no accident. It held amusement.

“Ah, merde,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble. He squeezed Nikki’s hand. “My lower back, chérie. It stiffens up after such… exertion. A hazard of age and enthusiasm.” He licked his plush lips, his eyes drilling into hers. “Be a good girl. Help an old man. Tuck it back in for me.”

The request hung in the air, crisp and obscene.

Nikki didn’t hesitate. Her angelic smile didn’t falter; it deepened. She released his hand and, without a glance at the gathering, silent audience, she sank to her knees on the cool tile.

Danny’s heart stopped. No. Not here. Not like this.

But it was happening. Nikki, on her knees before the older Black man, her pale, gym-toned body a stark offering. Her dainty hands, the ones that had kneaded his own modest shoulders a thousand times, reached for the massive, exposed flesh.

Her fingers, so white and small, wrapped around the base. It was still warm, incredibly so, and the skin was silken and loose over its formidable girth. She could feel the sheer weight of it, a dense, living thing in her palm. A soft, appreciative sigh escaped her as she tried to guide it back through the leg hole.

It wouldn’t fit.

The softness was deceptive. The circumference was too great. She pushed, her brow furrowing in intense concentration, her lips parted. She used both hands, one to hold the pouch open, the other to coax the thick black shaft. The head, broad and dark, caught on the elastic. She had to manipulate it, her thumbs stroking the sensitive skin as she worked.

Jean-Jacque looked down, his expression one of benevolent mastery. He placed one large hand on the blonde head, not pushing, just resting, a casual claim of ownership. His other hand was on his hip.

From the loungers, a low whistle cut the silence. A murmured, “Damn, brother! She can't keep her hands off you!” A feminine giggle, quickly stifled.

Danny saw it all. He saw every bull, every confident alpha male, smirking. Fucking smirking. He saw every hot wife watching with avid, hungry eyes. He saw the other “whiteboys,” their own quasi-masculinity and inadequacy mirrored in his colorless, frozen horror. They were all witnessing his final, complete cuckolding. This wasn’t a hidden jungle sin. This was a public service. A very public display of shifting power dynamics.

Nikki’s fingers worked diligently. She was struggling, but there was a tender, wifely care to her actions. She leaned closer, her full breasts swaying, her breath ghosting over the skin she was trying to contain. Finally, with a gentle, twisting push, she managed to guide the heavy softness back into the bright pink pouch. She smoothed the fabric over the monumental bulge, her hand lingering, giving the outlined shape a gentle, possessive squeeze through the material.

“There,” she said softly, looking up at him from her knees, her blue eyes shining. Satisfied. Proud. “All better.”

Jean-Jacque’s hand moved from her head to under her chin, tilting her face up. “Merci, mon trésor,” he said, his voice thick. He leaned down and placed a slow, deliberate kiss on her forehead, a benediction.

As Nikki began to rise, Jean-Jacque’s eyes found Danny’s over her bent head. The older man’s gaze was iron. It held a question, a challenge, and a profound, pitying contempt.

Danny’s legs gave way. He didn’t collapse, but he stumbled back a step, catching himself on a vacated lounger. The metallic taste of bile filled his mouth. The image was seared into his brain: his wife, on her knees, worshipping the soft, used cock of the black god who had just ruined her for him, in front of everyone. The matching pink of their swimwear wasn’t a coincidence anymore; it was a uniform. Their uniform.

Nikki stood, brushing her knees, and turned. She saw Danny’s ashen face, his trembling form. Her smile didn’t vanish, but it changed. It was no longer the cheerful, oblivious grin from the waterfall. This was different. Softer, yet infinitely more devastating. It was a smile of understanding. Of pity. Of a door closing forever.

She reached for Jean-Jacque’s hand again, lacing her fingers with his. “Ready?” she asked him, her voice sweet.

Jean-Jacque didn’t answer her. He kept his eyes on Danny, his voice cutting through the buzzing in Danny’s ears. “You coming, little man?” he asked, the ‘little’ dripping with meaning. “Or do you need a minute?”

"I'm coming," Danny gritted through his teeth, hating all that patronizing tone, as if taking his wife wasn't enough of a prize, now this old black bastard was going to humiliate Danny even more for sport.

"Actually," Nikki said mercifully, as if she could sense that her husband was close to his breaking point, as if she didn't want to subject her husband to too much change in one day, "we both need to go upstairs, me and my husband. Thank you for your hospitality, Jean-Jacque. You are quite the... well, you know. Thanks, thanks, thanks! It was a lovely afternoon."

The older black resort manager winked at Danny, "No problem, my pleasure being at your service. Just let us know if you need any room service. Call 24 hours a day. Ask for the manager."

"Thank you, Jean-Jacque."

"No, thank you, Nikki. Beautiful white American goddesses like you need to be protected at all costs."

Danny looked away after seeing how much his wife was blushing at the crude compliment.

Finally, they departed in different directions, Nikki and Danny silently walking towards the elevators. The married couple didn't exchange a word, or a look, until they were in the privacy of their hotel room–and Danny was enjoying his second or third cocktail while Nikki showered alone.

Thanks to the AC and booze and empty stomach, Danny was already feeling better.

For a while, the only sound in the plush hotel suite was the crunch of ice between Danny’s teeth and the lurid, silent ballet on the flat screen TV. Nikki excused herself and disappeared into the marble bathroom.

The TV showed: three muscular Black men, their bodies gleaming, moved between three long-legged, big-breasted white women with practiced, athletic rhythm. High-fives were exchanged over milky-white backsides, fist bumps punctuated deep, rhythmic thrusts. The men seemed to be feeding off the spectacle of group sex, challenging each other to fuck their white bitch harder and harder. Danny stared at his drink, avoiding the screen, listening to the movements of his wife in the bathroom. She did it right in front of me. She knew I was watching and she didn't care, she didn't fucking care!

“You set me up,” he finally said, loud enough to be heard through the closed bathroom door, the words tasting sour in his mouth.

Nikki’s sigh was heavy with exasperation, audible from the bathroom. “Danny, don’t be ridiculous. How could I possibly have ‘set up’ a chance meeting with a stranger at a pool?”

“You picked this resort. You wore… that.”

The shower hissed off.

A moment later, the bathroom door opened, and steam billowed out, carrying her scent.

Nikki emerged, a vision wrapped in a fluffy white robe. Her skin glowed, golden from the sun, damp tendrils of blonde hair clinging to her neck. The robe’s belt was cinched, but it did little to contain the swell of her breasts or the curve of her hips. 


She moved to the mirror, ignoring him, and began to apply lotion to her long legs.

“I wore a bikini. At a pool. Forgive me for committing the crime of existing,” she said, her voice flat.

He watched her hands glide over her calves, her thighs. A flicker of desire, sharp and unwelcome, cut through his anger. “You were looking at him. From the second he took his shirt off.”

“And you weren’t?” She turned, her hand pausing on her hip. “You know what I think? I think you liked it, watching me and Jean-Jacque together. Do you deny that? Let me ask you that first.”

The question hung in the air, charged and dangerous. On the TV, a woman with breasts even larger than Nikki’s arched her back, her mouth a perfect ‘O’ of whorish pleasure as a thick, dark cock pushed deeply into her.

Danny threw his hands up. “Do I deny enjoying watching you with another man? Yes, of course. How could you ask me that question?”

“It’s easy.” She put a hand on her wide hip, the robe gaping slightly to reveal the shadowed valley between her breasts. “I saw the way you were watching us. The intensity in your eyes. The hunger. I know when you get really, um aroused, dear.... And, wow, how turned on you were. Jesus, Danny. There’s only one time you ever make that face. You were more turned on watching me and him together than you are when you and I are together. Do you deny this?”

“That’s not fair, Nikki,” he stammered, his face heating. “I was just trying to figure out… I mean, I never wanted this to happen. This wasn’t my plan.”

“I know, I know,” she said, her tone softening into something unbearably condescending. She padded over, the robe whispering against her skin. “I know that being a cuckold wasn’t your plan.” She reached out and tipped his chin up with a finger. “Cheer up, honey. You know I get really turned off by guys who are pouting and insecure.”

Danny stiffened, trying to school his features into something neutral. He failed. Completely.

Nikki’s expression softened further, a practiced, wifely concern settling in. She came behind his chair and began to rub his shoulders. Her hands were strong, kneading the tension. Then they slid down, rubbing over his chest, his arms, a tactile attempt at rebuilding. Her body pressed against the back of the chair, her heat seeping through the robe and his thin shirt.

“Don’t worry, I still love you. That’s the important thing. We have each other. This doesn’t change that, dear. Hell, this might just make us closer, you know?”

“Closer?” he barked, a bitter laugh escaping. “I just watched you with another man. How does that make us closer, Nikki? How can we possibly pretend that this didn’t happen?”

“That’s the trick,” she murmured, her lips close to his ear. Her breath was warm, sweet. “We don’t pretend that it didn’t happen. We acknowledge it, like the two adults that we are.” Her hands slid down his pale white chest, over his convex stomach. “Hell, and maybe when the pity parties are over, we simply celebrate it.”

“Celebrate? You can’t be serious, Nikki,” he said, shaking his head, but his body was betraying him. A low thrum of arousal was building under her touch, stoked by the memory of her cries, the sight of her submission. “You’re my fucking wife. Did you forget that?”

“Come on, dear, stop being so old fashioned. We both know you’re not really like that. You're not one of those narrow-minded, old fashioned, knuckle-dragging brutes. That's why I love you, silly! So, stop pretending.” Her fingers found the waistband of his shorts, teasing underneath. “Besides, did you forget that our sex life has really stalled out lately? When was the last time you even touched me in bed? Without me initiating?”

"You mean yesterday?"

"That was different. You got all horny because you saw me getting ready for the trip."

"Well, fuck. You know I’ve been really stressed with work,” he said weakly, his hips shifting as her fingertips brushed his lower abdomen. “...Trying to build a better life for us.”

“Yeah, well,” she chuckled, a low, dark sound. “I’ve spent more on batteries for my vibrator than I have on condoms. Know what I mean?”

Her hand slipped fully into his shorts. He was soft, shrunken with shame and anxiety. She wrapped her fingers around him, her touch knowing, patient.

“So I’m supposed to just accept that you’re allowed to be with other men?” he breathed, the argument leaving him as her hand began a slow, coaxing stroke. “Do you have any fucking idea how crazy you sound right now?”

“I sound like a woman who just had the best sex of her life,” she whispered, her other hand sliding over his chest, pinching his nipple through his shirt. “And I sound like a woman who knows her husband better than he knows himself.”

On the screen, the scene changed. A close-up. A glistening, black, veined shaft plunged into a slick, pink opening, stretching it wide. The visual was a sledgehammer to Danny’s resistance. He was getting closer to accepting defeat, of accepting his new role in their marriage.

But not quite there–yet.

He moaned, his head falling back against her. Under her skilled ministrations, he began to swell. It was a pathetic growth compared to the monument on the screen, compared to the memory branded behind his eyes, but it was happening. His breath hitched.

“That’s it,” Nikki cooed, her strokes becoming firmer, faster. Hubby was fully hard now, a very modest length filling her small palm. “You do like it. You like thinking about it. About him. In the jungle. With me. Together. On the rock.” She leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. “Do you remember the sound it made when he fucked me? That wet, slapping sound his big black balls made against my ass? I certainly didn't have black dick on my bingo for this year, ha!”

A full-body shudder wracked Danny. A strained, helpless sound tore from his throat. He was fully erect now, painfully so, his baby carrot throbbing in her fist.

“Do you remember how full I looked?" Her voice was a husky purr, dripping with corrupted innocence. “How I screamed for him? How I called him... black..."

“Stop,” Danny whimpered, but he was thrusting up into her hand, his eyes glued to the TV where a similar act played out in high definition.

“Why? It’s the truth.” She released him suddenly. He groaned in frustration. “Stand up.”

He obeyed, shakily getting to his feet. She pushed his shorts and boxers down in one motion, letting them pool at his ankles. His erection stood out, pink and hairless and needy. She sank to her knees before him, mirroring her pose from the pool deck, but now her eyes were full of wicked intent. Not arousal.

“See?” she said, looking up at him, her blue eyes gleaming. “This is what it does to you. This is who you are now.” She didn’t touch him with her hands. Instead, she leaned forward, her mouth hovering an inch from the head of his pink penis. Her breath was hot. “You’re the perverted silly hubby who loves his wife so much that he gets off on watching her being a real slut for a real man. For a Black man. For a BBC.”

The acronym, crude and direct, was a final surrender. Danny whimpered, his pink knees buckling.

“Watch,” she commanded, nodding toward the TV. Then, she took him into her mouth.

It was nothing like the struggle, the gagging, the drooling mess she’d been with Jean-Jacque. She took his modest length with nonchalant ease, her lips forming a perfect, tight seal. Her tongue swirled around the head, her cheeks hollowing. It was expert, loving, wifely… and it felt like a consolation prize. A participation medal.

His eyes flicked to the screen. The superior Black men were swapping partners again, mounting their new white partners, thick white goo already dripping out of the bedraggled, sweaty women, who seemed to be bursting with gratitude.

His eyes flicked down.

Nikki’s robe had fallen completely open. He could see the full, heavy weight of her breasts swaying with her movements, her nipples tight and pebbled. He could see the soft, golden curve of her stomach. And between her thighs, barely visible, the swollen, pink lips of her pussy, still tender and used from her afternoon riding the older Black man by the waterfall.

The cognitive dissonance was euphoric. The shame was molten lava in his gut, but it fueled the fire. He watched the resort's interracial porn. He watched his gorgeous wife. He remembered him, Jean-Jacque, strutting around the pool with that BBC bulge like a peacock, an alpha peacock, successfully drawing in Nikki's attention before she was ready to throw away her marriage just for some big black dick in the jungle.

“Is everything okay, honey?”

The words, muffled by her mouthful, were a soft vibration against his skin.

Danny’s eyes snapped down. Nikki was looking up at him, her big blue eyes wide with concern, her plump lips stretched around his pale, slender length. He could see the confusion there. She doesn’t understand.

He felt it happen. He couldn't believe it was happening... A cold, sinking rush in his gut, like a stone dropped in a well. The image was back, vivid and brutal: Nikki, on her knees just like this, but not for him. Her lips, those lips, stretched obscenely wide around a thick, dark, veined column of flesh. A mouthful of man, not this… this thing. The contrast was a physical strike to the gut, a squeeze of his tight pink balls.

This is what she wants. A real man. A real cock. A Big Black cock. A man who drips with confidence and takes what he wants. My wife, Jesus, really wants BBC.

He could feel the strength leave him.

The warmth that had been building, the tight coil of pleasure low in his belly, just… dissolved. His flesh, which had been firm and eager moments before, softened. It wasn't gradual. It was a surrender.

He watched, horrified, as his pink, five-inch erection wilted in his wife's perfect mouth. It looked pathetic. He felt pathetic. He was pathetic. A tiny, shriveled thing against the phantom vision of the glorious, monstrous BBC he’d conjured.

Nikki pulled back with a soft, wet pop, her brow furrowed. “Danny? Dear? You okay? Talk to me, honey. Did I do something wrong?”

He couldn’t speak. Shame, hot and acidic, flooded his throat. Humiliation burned his cheeks. She was sucking it, loving it, and all I could think about was how small he was. How unequipped he was to deal with a woman with so much vitality. How she deserves more.

“N-no,” he stammered, his voice tight. “It’s… it’s not you.”

He backed away from her, from the sight of her kneeling, from the damning evidence of his own inadequacy lying limp against his thigh. It looked like a little pink worm. A baby shrimp. Utterly defeated.

“I… I need a minute,” he choked out, and before she could respond, he was stumbling for the sanctuary of the room’s bathroom, fumbling with the ornate brass handle.

The door clicked shut behind him.

The lock sliding home with a final, heavy thunk.

He was alone.

He sank onto the closed lid of the toilet, his head in his hands. The cool marble of the vanity pressed against his knees. He was naked, exposed, and broken.

How did we even get here?

Suddenly he remembered....

It started weeks ago, initially whispered in the dark after too much wine. A fantasy, she’d called it. A shared fantasy. Nikki, his beautiful, vivacious wife of seven and a half years, curled against him in their bed.

“I’ve been reading things,” she’d murmured, her finger tracing circles on his chest. “Watching things.”

“What kind of things?” he’d asked, already feeling a strange, nervous thrill.

“About… couples. Where the wife… explores. With other men.”

The air had changed. Become charged. “And the husband?”

“He watches,” she’d said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “He encourages it. It makes their own sex… explosive. There was actually a big article about it in Vogue. It's a modern thing, a phenomenon, I guess. It’s about trust. The ultimate trust.”

He’d been hard instantly, pressing against her thigh. The idea was terrifying. And intoxicating.

“What kind of man?” he’d forced himself to ask.

She’d paused, nuzzling into his neck. “I don’t know. Someone… different. Someone powerful. An experienced man. Maybe…” Another pause, loaded and heavy. “… I guess some women tend to favor Black men, you know, for the contrast... I’ve never been with one. But I’ve heard… you know.”

Yes. He knew. Everyone knew. The myth. The legend. Black men were built different. Especially down there. It was the source of every whiteboy's biggest fear. The cause of so much anger and frustration. The Big Black Cock. A famous Hollywood actress recently announced her great love for BBC during a televised award ceremony. BBC. It was a cultural specter, a pornographic punchline, and now it was the star of his own wife’s hottest fantasy. Fantasy had finally caught up with reality and Danny wasn't sure how to start processing this.

They’d talked about it for days, the fantasy growing richer, more detailed. It became their secret project. Until one day Danny turned to his wife and asked her if they could choose a different fantasy to explore because this one made him feel uncomfortable. She'd said yes, of course, and he'd believed her acceptance. But now, now he wasn't so sure.

Was he here because of Tara Roberts, Nikki, or had both women colluded to hasten his degradation as a man?

Still sitting on the commode, Danny tried to push these serious doubts away, to focus on the task of leaving this resort with all of the dignity and self-respect he still clung to. Which wasn't much.

Then the image had erupted, unbidden and complete: Nikki, on her knees downstairs at the pool, but for a stranger. A tall, muscular Black man, his skin a deep, shiny Caribbean ebony against her paleness. His hands, large and possessive, gripping her blonde head. And between her lips, the thick, obsidian reality of him, stretching her mouth into an ‘O’ of blissful strain. The sheer size of it. The dominance. The raw, racial, primal difference.

And in that moment, Danny saw his own reflection in that imaginary man’s eyes: a spectator. Not a man. Not a woman. A cuckold.

The fantasy wasn’t about them sharing an experience. It was about him providing his wife, his soul-mate, the one person he couldn't live without on this planet, with a superior experience. It was about his inadequacy being the foundation of her pleasure.

The realization had been a cold splash of truth.

Earlier with Nikki, his body had reacted before his mind could censor it. Defeat. His erection, that fragile symbol of his so-called manhood, had simply given up. Retreated. It had softened so completely in her mouth that it must have felt like a deflating balloon.

Now, sitting on the cold toilet, alone, safe, he looked down at himself. His penis lay limp against his thigh, small and pale and utterly unimpressive. Two point nine inches soft. He'd measured it before. He’d never thought much about it before. It worked. She said she came. But now, measured against the imaginary standard now living in his head, it was a joke. A tiny, smooth clit. A pink pinky that stuck out straight where men like Jean-Jacque had enormous pleasure-giving black trunks enticingly dangling and jostling for the visual delight of breedable females. What a cruel joke Danny's tiny nub was–just something for his adulterous wife to pity-suck to make him feel better.

A soft knock on the door. “Danny?” Nikki’s voice was gentle, worried. “Please talk to me. Come back out.”

He couldn’t. He was a broken whiteboy, hiding in a bathroom during his vacation while his perfect wife waited in a boudoir built for a fantasy he could never physically fulfill. The humiliation was a living thing, squirming in his gut. But beneath the shame, under the layers of defeated pride, something else flickered. It was new, unfamiliar. It was a dark, warm, terrifying heat. Terrifying.

The image wouldn't leave. Nikki, filled. Nikki stretched to her ultimate capacity. Blue eyes deep in the back of her head. Nikki, used by a man who was built to please women. Nikki, coming back to him, in the jungle, smelling of sex and sweat and him, her eyes glazed with a satisfaction Danny’s little pink shrimp could never provide.

His breath hitched. To his utter shock, he felt a tiny, traitorous twitch in his shriveled flesh.

Oh god.

The knock came again. “Danny? I’m coming in, okay?”

He heard the slight jiggle of the handle. He hadn’t locked it. He’d just… closed it. The door began to swing open.

Nikki stopped when she saw her husband sitting there.

His pants and boxers were pooled around his ankles. His small pinky, all five hard inches, stood rigid, hard as a pencil, pointing accusingly at the ceiling. A flush of heat, unrelated to anger, swept through him. Impossible. A moment ago he went soft in her mouth, but now he was able to get nice hard? All five inches?

"What are you doing, mister?" Nikki asks, covering a smile that spread across her face. "I see someone has recuperated nicely."

"GET OUT! GET OUT OF HERE!"

"Okay, okay, silly, calm down," Nikki laughed, still giggling as she closed the door at her husband's irate request. "Let me know when you want to talk about this whole cuckold thing? I think we should at least discuss it, honey."

Cuckold thing. The words echoed in the sterile, luxurious silence. He’d just watched his wife get fucked by a Black man her father’s age. It was degrading, animalistic, primal… and…

Languishing in the shame, the images flooded back to Danny, vivid and unbidden: Nikki’s big, milky tits flopping up and down as she rode Jean-Jacque. The older man’s dark, veiny, powerful hands gripping her wrists, pinning them behind her back as his hips savagely pounded into her heart-shaped, Caucasian ass. Each thrust creating ripples across her pale flesh, each impact wrenching those high, desperate moans from her throat.

Danny groaned, a sound of pure defeat.

He was already past the point of turning back. He looked down and realized he was jerking himself off at a furious rate. He squeezed his eyes shut, his fist closing around his modest erection. The grip was tight, almost punishing. In his mind’s eye, he saw it: Nikki’s small, tight white pussy, stretched obscenely wide around the enormous, fat, long black cock. The visual was so potent it made his entire body burn with a need to empty his small balls... The bathroom’s marble tiles were cool against his flushed skin. Danny stared at his trembling hands, furious at how aroused he was by his new fucked up world of cuckold fantasies.

His gaze drifted, landing on a discarded scrap of fabric on the vanity stool.

Nikki’s panties.

Pink satin with delicate white lace. He’d always loved these. Unable to help himself, he reached for them, the silk cool and sinful against his fingers. He brought them to his face, inhaling her scent—jasmine and sex and something new, something musky and foreign. Fuck. Jean-Jacque.

He tried to imagine it. Jean-Jacque, peeling these very panties down Nikki’s thighs while Danny watched, accepted, approved. Wouldn't things be better for everyone if Danny could just accept this new arrangement? The fantasy was crystal clear. Danny, silent and compliant in a corner, as the older man revealed his wife’s glistening pussy, already wet and eager for the BBC she truly craved. The mental movie played on a loop, each frame meticulously detailed. The way Jean-Jacque’s thick, dark fingers would part her lips. The way Nikki would bite her lip, her eyes rolling back as the broad, plum-colored head nudged against her. Invaded. Spread. Re-sized.

His strokes became frantic, atavistic, desperate.

The satin of her panties brushed against the head of his penis, the contrast of textures driving him wild. He wasn’t just jerking off to his wife anymore. He was jerking off to the idea of his wife. To the transformation. To the birth of a white American goddess anointed by some Caribbean BBC.

“Oh god… yes… take it… take his big black cock…” he muttered to the empty bathroom, his voice a broken whisper. "You look good riding BBC, Nikki! Damn you look good, honey!"

The orgasm hit him with a surprising, sharp intensity. It wasn’t the full-bodied release from before. This was a tight, almost painful spasm, a single, weak jet of white semen that arced through the air and landed with a soft, damning splat on the pink satin, right over the lace trim.

The moment it was over, post-nut clarity descended like a cold shower. A bitch slap to his face.

He stared at the stain, a galaxy of shame on the delicate fabric. Nikki’s rule. She didn’t mind him using her panties for masturbation purposes if she wasn't around. She’d even found it endearing, once. But she’d been clear: No cumming on them. It was a boundary. A line. And he’d just crossed it, defiling this intimate garment with the physical proof of his corrupted desire.

Guilt, sharp and acidic, burned his throat.

What the fuck is wrong with me? What is happening?

He felt like he’d introduced a disease into their marriage, a virus of his own making.

With a strangled sound, he lunged for the remote he’d left on the sink counter and stabbed the power button. The hotel-supplied interracial porn flickered and died, the screen going black, silencing the fake moans that had been the soundtrack to his sin.

He had to fix this. He had to talk to her. To tell her… what? That he accepted it? That he was… what she said he was? Not yet. He couldn’t say that yet. But he could tell her he loved her. That she meant everything. That they were partners. Life partners. He would cling to that, the last scrap of normalcy.

Fumbling, he pulled up his pants, not even bothering to tuck himself in, his soft, spent mini-sausage a miserable reminder. He wiped his hand on a towel, avoiding his own reflection. He stumbled out of the bathroom, the words already forming on his lips—apologies, promises, pleas for them to just be them again.

“Nikki, honey, listen…”

The suite was silent.

His wife's fluffy white robe lay in a heap on the floor by the chair. The TV was a dark monolith. The balcony doors were open, letting in the warm, tropical night air, but the space beyond was empty.

“Nikki? Hey, honey? Where are you, dear?”

He checked the bedroom. The king-size bed was still impeccably made. He checked the walk-in closet. Her sundresses hung undisturbed. His heart began a frantic, panicked drum against his ribs.

“Nikki, this isn’t funny!”

He rushed to the suite’s door. It was unlocked. He yanked it open, staring down the empty, opulently carpeted hallway. Nothing.

She was gone.

His eyes fell to the small table by the door where they kept keys and resort passes. His keycard was there. Hers was missing. And beside it, neatly folded, was a single sheet of hotel stationery. With trembling fingers, he picked it up.

In Nikki’s looping, girlish handwriting, it read:

Danny,

Hi, babe! Don’t wait up. Room service is 24 hours. Order yourself something nice.

You know where I am. :)

Be a good hubby. I love love love you more than life itself!

– M

The note fluttered from his numb fingers. He stood there, paralyzed in the doorway, the hum of the hallway’s climate control the only sound. The implication was a physical blow. You know where I am.

He did.

The image was instant, unavoidable: Jean-Jacque’s private villa. Nikki, wearing nothing but leopard print panties, kneeling before him. Or maybe not even those. Her full, All-American body offered up again, ready to be used, to be filled, defiled, to scream for the big black cock she now belonged to. And he was supposed to… what? Order a chicken nuggets? Watch a football game? Watch men like Jean-Jacque compete in front of millions of people?

Be a good hubby.

The door across the hall opened. A couple emerged—a tall, athletic Black man in a linen shirt and a beautiful, willowy blonde who glanced at Danny’s pale, stricken face with a flicker of knowing amusement before they walked hand-in-hand toward the elevators.

Danny slowly backed into his suite, closing the door with a soft, final click. He slid down the back of it until he was sitting on the floor. He looked down at his lap. Again. Impossible.

Through the thin fabric of his shorts, a tiny, traitorous bulge was already beginning to form. He'd never been so horny in his life and it was killing him.


Chapter Thirteen

The hotel door clicked shut, a soft, final sound that did nothing to quiet the storm in Danny’s chest.

He’d just spent the last hour in a cold sweat of shame, his mind replaying the vivid, Technicolor fantasies he’d used to get himself off. Nikki. So lovely, so innocent. Black men. Jungle. The raw, tribal imagery that felt both poisonous and intoxicating. It was just a fantasy. Only a fantasy. He repeated it like a mantra as he straightened his crisp crimson polo, the fabric feeling like a pathetic costume over his trembling frame.

The lobby was all soft jazz and low lighting, but it felt like a judgmental gaze. Where was she? He’d promised they’d have a drink before dinner, a normal couple doing a normal thing. The bar was his next guess—a dim, wood-paneled cavern at the back of the resort.

He was halfway across the room, eyes scanning for her dirty blonde hair, when the voice stopped him cold.

It was low. A bass rumble that vibrated in the floorboards. “Where’s yo master, boy?”

Danny froze. His polite smile felt plastered on. He turned toward the sound, but could only see a thick, fragrant cloud of cigar smoke hanging in the air like a curtain.

“Excuse me?” Danny’s own voice sounded thin, reedy. “What did you say?”

The smoke seemed to pulse. “Where’s your master at, boy? Is that so hard to understand?”

A cold flush spread from Danny’s neck to his hairline. He felt himself physically shrinking, his shoulders hunching involuntarily. “I think you have me confused with someone else.”

“I don’t though.” The voice was calm, factual. “You’re at this resort, correct? Which means you and your wife either have a master already, or you are looking for one. So tell me, boy. Which one are you?”

The word boy landed like a pimp's backhand each time. Danny’s mouth went dry. “Um,” he stammered, the sound embarrassingly weak. “Look, I’m just looking for my wife right now.”

“Maybe she’s with her master, boy.”

A jolt of something—panic, anger, a terrifying thrill—shot through him. “What? No, no, it’s not like that. I told you, I think you have me confused.”

The cloud of smoke darkened, coalescing. There was a long, heavy pause. Then, from within it, a face materialized.

It was magnificent. A sculpture of polished ebony. Ancient and primal. A broad, flat nose. Lips full and commanding. A jaw line so sharp and heavy it looked like it could break stone. Deep-set eyes glinted with an intelligence that was both amused and utterly predatory. The man was huge; even seated, the sheer scale of his shoulders and chest seemed to dominate the space.

He took a slow drag from his cigar, the ember glowing like a warning beacon in the dim light. “I like you, boy,” he said, the words rolling out on a plume of smoke. “I’d love to meet your wife and—”

“Great!” Danny blurted, the word too loud, too fast. His heart hammered against his ribs. “I’ll let her know you feel that way. Have a good day, man!”

He turned on his heel, desperate to escape, but the cloud of cigar smoke parted with a lazy wave of the man’s massive hand. His grin was a white slash in the dark, knowing, amused. “Stop,” he rumbled with a heavy New York accent, the single word a physical barrier. “Don’t be rude. We’re talking. I can’t stand motherfucking rude motherfuckers.”

Danny’s mouth worked. A weak, strangled noise escaped. “I… I’m not… I just…”

“See? Nothing of consequence,” the man finished for him, taking another slow pull from his cigar. The smoke curled around his head like a crown. His eyes, dark and piercing, never left Danny’s. “Now. As I was saying. I like you. I like the look of your wife, from what I’ve heard. You two seem like perfect candidates.”

“Candidates?” Danny managed to croak.

“For my stable,” the Black man said, as if discussing a beloved wine collection. He leaned back, the leather of the barstool creaking under his immense weight. “I’ve got a few young, attractive, white-collared couples. Fun to break in. Even more fun to… cultivate.” He chuckled, a deep, volcanic sound. “Put a black baby in the wife. Just for fun. For the aesthetic. You understand.”

Danny’s stomach lurched. “No. Absolutely not. We’re not… we’re not like that. Nikki is my wife.”

“Was your wife,” the man corrected, his tone gentle, almost pitying. “Seems to me she’s someone else’s something tonight. But suit yourself. Denial is part of the flavor.” He shrugged his monumental shoulders. “The offer stands. Think about it.”

“I don’t need to think about it,” Danny spat, a surge of defiant anger cutting through the fog of fear. “We’re leaving. This resort, this world, this… whatever this is. We’re done.”

The big man’s smile didn’t falter. He simply raised his hand, the remote control looking tiny in his grasp. “A demonstration, then. To show you what you’re refusing. To show you the peace that comes with surrender around here.”

He snapped his fingers. The sound was like a gunshot in the hushed bar.

From the deep shadows near a potted palm, two figures shuffled forward. Danny’s breath hitched.

Claire. Evan.

His friends from the flight. Claire with her sharp wit and jet-black hair. Evan, quiet, kind, unassuming.

They were barely recognizable.

Claire stood first, her movements eerily synchronized with Evan’s beside her. She wore what could only be described as a sheer black mesh bodysuit, the fabric doing nothing to conceal the heavy, pale swell of her breasts, the dark circles of her areolas, the soft triangle of pubic hair at her junction. Her voluptuous body, once hidden beneath conservative blouses, was on blatant, glorious display. Hickey marks, dark and possessive, dotted her throat and the upper curves of her breasts. A simple black shock collar, its red LED light blinking steadily, was locked around her slender neck.

Evan was in matching black mesh shorts, very short, like women’s shorts, his pale, frail body looking even smaller next to Claire’s lush curves. His own shock collar was identical. His eyes, wide and glassy, were fixed on the floor a few feet ahead of them. His arms hung limp at his sides. There was no defiance there, only a hollow, vacant acceptance.

“Claire? Evan?” Danny whispered, the names tasting like ash. "Hey, it's me. Are you okay?"

The big man at the bar chuckled. “You know them! Small world. My latest additions. Still in the… conditioning phase, but they’re coming along nicely. Aren’t you, pets?”

Neither reacted. They simply stood, breathing softly, waiting.

“What did you do to them?” Danny’s voice trembled with a rage that felt pitifully small.

“Nothing they didn’t want to happen,” the man said, his thumb stroking the remote. “I just showed them the truth of their desires. The truth of their place.” He gestured with the cigar. “Why, don’t you think they look particularly good? Healthy? Content?”

Danny’s eyes dragged over Claire. Her body was a masterpiece of submission. The mesh clung to every curve, every dip. Her nipples were hard, pebbled against the sheer fabric. Her gaze, when it finally flickered up for a split second, wasn’t one of terror. It was distant, glazed, her pupils dilated. A faint, dreamy smile touched her lips before her eyes dropped again. It was the look of someone deeply, profoundly sated.

Or profoundly drugged.

“You’re using shock collars on them?” Danny accused, the moral outrage a weak shield. “Is that even fucking legal, man?”

The big man’s laughter boomed, drawing a few glances from other patrons who quickly looked away. “Naw, boy. You got me all wrong.” He leaned forward, the intensity in his eyes locking Danny in place. “This ain’t about punishment. It’s about focus. About turning their hedonistic impulses against them. Yes, they wanted pleasure. Yes, they got pleasure—more than their little white-bread minds ever dreamed of. No, they probably didn’t figure that getting that pleasure would require giving up everything else. But look at them.” He gestured again, a king presenting his treasures. “They are standing there, ready to serve me, their new master, their new black bull, under their own free will. The collars… are just a reminder. A guide. To keep their minds from wandering back to their old, inconsequential, meaningless, boring lives.”

He let that sink in, the horror of it seeping into Danny’s bones. Their own free will.

“To prove my point,” the man said, his voice dropping to a intimate, commanding purr. He looked past Danny, directly at Claire. “White slut.”

Claire’s body gave a slight, eager tremble. Her head lifted a fraction.

“I want you to come over here,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for anything but obedience. “Get down on your knees. Right here.” He tapped the polished floor between his spread legs. “Then I want you to unzip my pants. And then…” he paused, savoring the moment, his eyes flicking to Danny’s pale, frozen face, “…then I want you to ask your master for your next orders.”

A soft, shuddering sigh escaped Claire’s lips. It didn’t sound like fear. It sounded like relief.

Without a glance at Evan, without a look of pleading at Danny, she stepped forward. The sheer mesh whispered with her movement. She walked with a new, submissive grace, her hips swaying gently, until she stood before the seated black giant. The top of her head was level with his broad chest.

She didn’t hesitate.

She sank to her knees on the hard floor, the position fluid, practiced. Her hands, delicate and pale-brown, came to rest on her thighs. She looked up at him, her dark eyes wide and waiting.

The man held Danny’s gaze, a challenge and a lesson. Slowly, deliberately, he brought the remote up and pressed a button.

A low, electronic buzz hummed from Claire’s collar. She gasped, her back arching slightly, a flush spreading across her chest. But her expression wasn’t pain. Her lips parted, her eyes fluttered closed for a second. It was a thrill.

"See?” the man murmured to Danny. “She thanks me for it. Now watch.”

He gave a slight nod to Claire.

Her hands lifted. They were trembling, but not from fear. From anticipation. They went to the buckle of his belt, her fingers working with a deft, reverent familiarity. The leather hissed as she pulled it free. Then her fingers found the button of his linen trousers, popping it open.

Danny couldn’t look away. His heart was a frantic bird trapped in his ribs. His own traitorous body was responding, a tight, hot coil of arousal pulling taut in his gut alongside the crushing humiliation.

Claire’s fingers hooked into the zipper tab. She looked up at the man’s face once more, seeking permission. He gave a slow, regal blink.

She pulled the zipper down.

The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet bar.

The fabric fell open. And there, nestled in dark cotton briefs, was an undeniable, massive bulge. It was a heavy, thick weight, straining against the confines of the material, outlining a shape that made Danny’s mouth go dry. It was even larger than Jean-Jacque’s. Fatter. Impossibly fatter.

Claire let out a soft, worshipful breath. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips.

She looked up, her voice a breathy, obedient whisper. “Master… what are your next orders?”

The Black man’s laugh was a deep, rolling sound of pure amusement. He didn’t push Claire away, but his large hand came down in a firm, dismissive smack on her knuckles. “I meant the other white slut, white slut!”

Claire’s face exploded with a red, blotchy humiliation so intense it looked painful. Her hands flew back to her own chest, as if burned. Her wide, dark eyes darted to her husband, Evan, who stood frozen a few feet away, his glassy stare fixed on the floor. A silent, desperate question hung in the air between them: is this really happening?

Then, Evan moved. Not to intervene. Not to protest.

With a defeated slump of his shoulders that seemed to collapse his very spine, he shuffled forward and sank to his knees beside his wife on the hard floor.

Danny watched, a cold stone of dread in his gut, as another man—a stranger, a predator—looked down at the kneeling couple with amused hostility.

"Good boy, boy,” the Black man at the bar purred, taking a leisurely drag from his cigar. He gestured with the remote in his other hand. “Now. I want you to reach into my pants and pull your master's cock out. Then I want you to inspect my cock and balls and when you think it’s ready, I want you to tell your master that his cock is ready for the other white slut’s mouth and pussy and ass.” He blew smoke toward the ceiling. “Now hurry up. I got some more motivation with your name written all over it. It's electric motivation!”

Evan’s entire body was trembling. His pale, slender fingers looked like fragile twigs as they hovered near the open fly of the other man’s linen trousers. He didn’t look at Claire. He didn’t look at Danny. His gaze was locked on the shadowy fabric. With a shuddering breath, he pushed his hand inside.

Danny’s own breath caught. He was disgusted, horrified… and yet he found it impossible to look away. What fucking planet am I on right now? He watched, mesmerized by the sheer degradation, as Evan’s hand fumbled, then closed around something. Evan’s arm strained as he began to pull. Slowly, inch by impossible inch, a thick, veined shaft of deep, russet-brown flesh emerged into the dim bar light. It was already swollen, semi-erect, a fat, heavy weight that curved slightly upward. The bulbous, plum-colored head was already glistening with a bead of clear moisture. It was a weapon. A monument. It made Jean-Jacque’s formidable member seem almost… manageable.

Evan held it limply in his hand, his own tiny, pink penis visibly tenting the front of his mesh shorts, like a frozen Vienna mini-sausage. He leaned forward, his face inches from the other man’s groin. He stared, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “M-Master,” Evan whispered, his voice cracking. “Your… your cock is ready for the other white slut.”

“Good,” the man rumbled, his free hand coming to rest on Evan’s head, not in comfort, but in ownership. “Now why don’t you work on master's balls, while the other white slut works on the head and shaft. Just remember. Teamwork is dream work, you two!”

It was a synchronized, obscene ballet of submission. Claire, her humiliation momentarily swallowed by a dazed, eager hunger, leaned forward. Her pink lips parted, and her tongue darted out, lapping at the bead of pre-cum from the tip with a soft, kittenish lick. At the same moment, Evan, his eyes squeezed shut, bent lower and took one of the heavy, black testicles into his mouth, his cheeks hollowing as he began to suckle gently.

The Black man groaned, a sound of deep satisfaction. He spread his legs wider on the barstool, a king on his throne. “That’s it. Use those pretty little white mouths. Show master how grateful you are. This is freedom for you two sluts!”

Danny watched, his own body reacting in strange and terrible ways.

A hot, shameful tightness pulled in his groin as he saw Claire’s expert tongue swirl around the broad crown, as he heard the wet, sucking sounds Evan made. Claire’s nipples were hard pebbles against the mesh, and a dark, wet patch was spreading at the junction of her thighs. She was enjoying this. They both were. Their arousal was a palpable, humiliating scent in the air.

The man began to fuck Claire’s face with slow, controlled thrusts, guiding her head with the hand in her hair. “Take it deep, slut. You were born for this, to be master's slut. Now get it nice and wet for your little white friend.” Claire gagged softly, tears springing to her brown doe-like eyes, but she didn’t pull away. She pushed forward, taking more, her throat working. Evan continued his devoted attention below, his hands now braced on the man’s powerful thighs.

After a few minutes of this, the man pulled Claire off his massive cock with a soft, wet pop. “Switch,” he commanded.

Without a word, they swapped. Evan, his mouth slick with saliva, took the thick shaft into his own mouth, his eyes bulging at the girth. Claire, her makeup smeared, nuzzled and licked at the heavy sac with a fervent dedication. The man chuckled, his hand now petting Claire’s head. “Look at you two. A perfect matched set. My good, good pets.”

He then shifted, standing up from the barstool, his enormous erection jutting out proudly. He acted as if this was the most natural thing in the world to do in a public area. “On the floor. On your hands and knees. Both of you. Asses in the air. Hurry, white sluts!”

They scrambled to obey, their movements clumsy with eager haste. They got into position side-by-side, their pale, submissive forms presented. Claire's rump was a gorgeous inverted heart of soft white flesh–and Evan's, next to hers, looked oddly feminine and plump because of how small and smooth his waist was when he bent over. Side by side, hips touching, the main difference was that one had pink lips, where the other had a small throbbing thumb-sized love stick. The man stepped behind Claire first. He spat into his hand, slicked his black python, and without ceremony, guided the head to her dripping entrance. With one powerful, relentless thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

Claire screamed, a sound of sheer, overwhelming fullness that echoed in the bar. Everyone looked over. Danny's face turned bright red. Claire's back arched violently, her fingers scrabbling against the polished floor. The man didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a brutal, machine-like rhythm, each forward slam driving a choked cry from her lips. Her pussy was making wet squelching sounds. Her Latin-voluptuous body jiggled with the force, her breasts swaying heavily beneath her. Evan watched from inches away, his own small boy-clit leaking onto the floor, his face a mask of agonized androgynous arousal.

After pounding Claire relentlessly for a minute, the man withdrew with a slick, wet sound. He moved to Evan. “Your turn, boy. Show master you can take it like your wife does. I like my sluts to be equal opportunity sluts.”

Several deep male voices sniggered in the background, everyone in the bar unable to turn away from the sight of the big man kneeling behind the newest editions to his stable.

Evan whimpered, but he pushed his hips back higher in invitation. Just like a woman. The man spat again, pressed the broad head against Evan’s tight, hair-free, pink hole, and pushed. Evan’s cry was higher, sharper, a sound of pure, shocking penetration. Even his voice sounded more feminine compared to earlier. The man fucked him with the same ruthless efficiency, gripping Evan’s surprisingly feminine-looking hips, the slapping sounds of dark black flesh on supple white flesh filling the air. Claire, her own pussy throbbing and empty, turned her head and began to lick and suck at Evan’s dangling, tiny girl-cock, trying to give him some pleasure to counterbalance the pain of being ravaged by such an enormous African-American tool.

Danny felt bile rise in his throat, mixed with a dizzying, unwanted throb of heat in his own shorts. This was evil. It was pure, unadulterated evil. And it was the most sexually charged thing he had ever witnessed. The complete surrender. The raw, animalistic power dynamic. The way Claire and Evan, his friends, were not just enduring it, but participating, their bodies alight with a shameful, sinful, humiliating, all-consuming animal pleasure.

Was this really what they wanted? Or had they been somehow duped? Drugged? Tortured? Brainwashed?

He couldn’t watch anymore. He had to find Nikki. His wife, his lovely, high IQ wife. He had to save her from this… this place. This corruption. A modern-day Gomorrah. This had to be a nightmare. He took a stumbling step backward, then another.

The Black man saw the white man's nervous movement even as he continued to pound into Evan. He threw his head back and laughed, a booming sound of triumph. “Leaving so soon, boy?” he called out, not even breaking his rhythm. “Bring that fine ass wife of yours back when you return! Both of you gonna look good in one of my collars! I've got plenty. We’ll get both of you straightened right the fuck up! Teamwork is dream work!”

Danny fled, heart pounding, his penis full retreating into his body for warmth and safety. This was too far, way too fucking far.

He turned and practically ran from the bar, the sounds of grunting, slapping, and wet, sucking kisses chasing him out into the resort hallway. He leaned against a cool, tiled wall, his heart hammering, his breath coming in ragged gasps. He was somewhere in the middle of flustered and traumatized, his mind reeling with the images of his friends’ debasement.

He tried to block it out, to focus on the mission.

Find Nikki.

Save her.

But the other part of his brain, the sick, corrupted part, replayed the scene on a loop. Claire’s ecstatic scream. Evan’s submissive whimper. The sheer, monstrous size of the man… The shocking sight (beauty?) of Evan's feminized rear (better than some of Danny's female colleges, much better) rippling with each thrust of the swollen BBC.

Pushing off the wall, Danny started walking, then jogging, through the resort. He didn’t know where to go. Back to the suite? To the pool? To the… the villa. Jean-Jacque’s villa. A cold certainty settled over him. That’s where she would be. Where she wanted to be.

He moved through the lush, manicured grounds, the scent of night-blooming jasmine now feeling cloying and sinister. He reached the secluded path that led to the private villas. His steps slowed as he approached the one he knew was Jean-Jacque’s.

The lights were on inside, spilling soft gold through the slatted blinds.

And then he heard it.

The sound.

Floating on the warm, still air.

Not screams of pain.

Not cries of protest.

It was the sound of unrestrained, guttural, pleased masculine groans from multiple men. And woven between them, high and desperate and utterly wanton, were the ecstatic moans of many women. They were the same sounds Nikki had made by the waterfall, but louder, wilder, more animalistic, more abandoned. They were the sounds of a sexy white women being thoroughly, completely, and joyfully used by their superiors. Their masters.


Chapter Fourteen

Danny’s knuckles were white where they pressed against the cool glass. His breath fogged a small circle on the window, blurring the obscene tableau before it cleared, leaving the vision in cruel, hyper-real detail.

An interracial orgy. It was a writhing sea of flesh and desire, a symphony of moans pitched against the low thrum of bass from hidden speakers. An orgy. The word, clinical and ancient, felt utterly inadequate. This was pure, unapologetic bacchanalia.

Nikki's husband's eyes darted, unable to settle, taking in fragmented scenes of impossible decadence. To his left, a Black man built like a heavyweight boxer, his shaved head gleaming with sweat, had a willowy blonde bent over a low leather ottoman. He held her by the hips, his enormous, coal-black cock loudly thrusting into her from behind with such force her entire body slid forward with each thrust. Her face was turned to the side, eyes rolled back in ecstasy, her tongue tracing the neck of a champagne bottle held by another woman—a curvy redhead who was herself being fucked missionary on the floor by a lean, heavily tattooed, athletic Black man. The redhead’s large, pale breasts jiggled wildly as she was penetrated, her fingers tangled in the blonde’s hair, their lips meeting in a sloppy, wine-flavored kiss over the ottoman.

In the center of the room, a Black man with a comfortable paunch and salt-and-pepper chest hair sat regally in a wide armchair. A button-nosed brunette with a dancer’s body and perfect, perky breasts straddled him, riding his thick, upward-curving shaft in a reverse cowgirl position. The small of her pale back was arched dramatically, her dark shiny head thrown back against his shoulder as she impaled herself again and again, his hands gripping her narrow waist, guiding her ferocious pace. The sight of her pink-white pussy, that pink ring stretched to its max, stretched taut around the dark, glistening girth of her black lover, swallowing him whole dark-skinned manhood with each downward plunge, made Danny’s own modest penis twitch pathetically in his shorts.

Everywhere. They were everywhere. Against the wall, on the rug, on the bar. Black men, all shapes and ages, from 20-80-something, but united by a single, devastating trait: cocks of monumental proportion, ebony tools of pure pleasure and domination. And the women… all white, all gorgeous in their varied ways—slim and elegant, voluptuous and soft, athletic and toned—all utterly consumed, their faces masks of rapturous submission. Their moans were not sounds of pain, but hymns of worship to the dark, pounding gods who claimed them.

The door to the villa swung inward.

Danny jerked back into the shadows, his heart hammering against his ribs. A figure was guided—no, pushed—inside with a familiar, laugh-filled familiarity.

Nikki.

She looked like someone who arrived late to a party and was now just profoundly confused.

She stood there, blinking in the brighter light, a deer in the headlights of interracial and inter-generational depravity. She wore the same outfit from the hotel room earlier this evening: a little black dress that clung to every one of her lush curves, the hem riding high on her thick thighs, the neckline offering a tantalizing view of her full cleavage. She looked breathtaking. A perfect creamy angel. She looked single. She looked available.

A part of Danny’s mind, the part still clinging to normalcy, felt a bizarre surge of relief...

The Black man moving toward Nikki with a genial smile and two glasses of red wine wasn’t just some random brute. Danny recognized the silver-flecked hair, the intelligent eyes, the easy confidence. He was Elias Vance, the celebrated Hollywood film director, the man who’d won Oscars for films that “grappled with America’s racial soul.” A famous person. A civilized person. This wasn’t the anonymous horror of the bar. This was… different.

His relief lasted exactly three seconds.

Elias handed Nikki a glass. She took it, a nervous, flattered smile touching her lips. He leaned in, said something that made her laugh, a high, tinkling sound that was swallowed by the room’s carnal noise. Then, his friendly smile never wavering, his hand shot out and grabbed the thin strap of her dress at the shoulder. He yanked.

The delicate fabric tore with a sound like a gasp. The dress slid down Nikki’s body, pooling at her feet in a puddle of black silk. She stood there in only a matching black lace bra and a tiny thong, her voluptuous form pale and stunning under the lights. Her mouth fell open in shock, her hands flying up to cover herself.

Elias laughed, a warm, rich sound. He took her wine glass from her limp hand, set both glasses aside. Then, in one fluid motion, he gripped her wrist, spun her, and sat heavily on a plush chaise lounge, pulling her across his lap. Her round, full ass, barely covered by the flimsy thong, was presented to the room.

“No! Stop!” Nikki’s cry was sharp, but it lacked conviction, muffled by the other noises. She kicked her legs, her high heels scuffing the air.

Elias’s large, dark hand came down in a sharp, echoing crack! on the swell of her right cheek. The lace of her thong did nothing to dampen the sound. Nikki yelped, her pale needy body jolting.

Crack! The left cheek this time, a perfect, stinging match. A rosy bloom appeared beneath the lace.

“You came to the party, darling,” Elias said, his voice a calm, amused purr that somehow carried over the din. “Now you follow the house rules.” Crack! Crack! "Hear those? Cracks for your big white cracker ass!"

Crack! Crack! Crack!

"OWWWW!"

"This is too much ass for your husband. Tell me I'm wrong."

Crack!

"Ow, you're not wrong."

"This ass was made for Black men. Men like me."

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

With each spank, Nikki’s protests grew weaker. Her kicks slowed. A low, shuddering moan escaped her lips on the fifth strike. Her body, instead of fighting, began to relax over his knee, her ass tilting up, accepting the sharp, burning pleasure-pain. Danny could see the damp patch darkening the lace at the apex of her thighs.

Satisfied, Elias stopped.

He didn’t let her up.

Instead, the Black movie director shifted, sitting back fully on the chaise. His hands, strong and sure, gripped her hips and hauled her upward, turning her in his lap until she was straddling him, facing him, her knees sinking into the cushions on either side of his powerful thighs. Her big, beautiful breasts, barely contained in the bra, were now inches from his face. His arms wrapped around her, and his huge hands settled on the full, spanked curves of her ass, kneading the warm flesh possessively.

He looked up at her dazed face and smiled. Then he pulled her down into a deep, consuming kiss.

Danny watched, paralyzed, as his wife’s arms snaked around the older Black man’s neck. Her back arched, pushing her chest against him. Her mouth opened under his, her tongue meeting his in a slow, sensual dance. It was a kiss of total surrender, of eager welcome.

Elias’s hands moved from her ass to the clasp of her bra. With a deft flick, it came undone. The garment fell away, and Nikki’s full, heavy breasts spilled free, pale and tipped with hard, pink nipples. Elias broke the kiss only to lower his head and take one peaked bud into his mouth, suckling deeply.

Nikki cried out, her fingers tangling in his silver wiry hair. She began to move, a slow, instinctive grind of her hips against the hard ridge of his erection straining against his trousers. Elias chuckled against her breast, the vibration making her whimper. One hand returned to her ass, guiding her rhythm, while the other worked at his own belt and fly.

Danny saw the flash of dark, thick flesh as Elias freed himself. He didn’t guide it to her entrance. He simply let it spring up, a formidable, veined tower of deep ebony, its broad, purplish head glistening, nudging against the soaked lace of Nikki’s thong.

Nikki looked down between their bodies. Her breath hitched. She bit her lip, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and undeniable hunger. Then, with a desperation that shattered the last of Danny’s illusions, she hooked her thumbs into the sides of her thong and wiggled it down her thighs, freeing herself completely.

Elias’s hands clamped back onto her hips. He didn’t ask. He lifted her, as if her voluptuous frame weighed nothing, and then lowered her, impaling her in one smooth, relentless descent.

Nikki’s head snapped back. A strangled, guttural scream tore from her throat, a sound of being filled beyond all capacity. Her eyes were wide, unseeing, her mouth a perfect ‘O’ of shock and overwhelming sensation as the veiny black invader stretched her elastic pink ring out.

For a moment, she was still, speared completely, taking every impossible inch.

Then, Elias began to move her. His ebony hands on her ivory hips set the pace, lifting her up until just the head remained inside, then pulling her down hard, sheathing himself to the root inside her welcoming, clenching heat.

Up... The thick, glistening dark purple shaft emerged, slick with her arousal.

Down... It vanished, buried in the pale, soft flesh of her body.

Nikki found her voice again. Not screams. Broken, rhythmic sobs of “Ohgod… ohgod… yes…” Her own hands braced on his shoulders, her nails digging into the linen of his shirt. Her breasts bounced with each powerful bounce, her body no longer her own, but a vessel for his pleasure, her pleasure, a beautiful, degrading engine of ecstasy.

Danny’s own face was wet. He didn’t know if it was from the humidity or tears.

Even worse. He was hard, painfully so, a coil of self-loathing and electric arousal twisted tight in his gut. He watched his wife, his Nikki, become a thing of pure, wanton need, riding the celebrated, powerful Black Hollywood director with a desperate, addictive hunger, her big white ass slapping against his extremely hard thighs, her cries joining the symphony of the damned and delirious around her. Elias Vance looked over Nikki’s shoulder, his eyes scanning the window, and for a terrifying second, Danny thought he saw the director’s gaze lock with his own in the dark.

A slow, knowing smile spread across Elias’s heavily lined dark-skinned face as he drove up into Danny’s voluptuous wife, stretching her out completely with his angrily throbbing BBC meat, and he mouthed a single, silent word:

“Watch.”

The humid night air clung to Danny’s skin as he stared through the glass, but the heat he felt came from within. A furnace of shame, stoked for hours, was reaching its critical point. His mind, a tangled mess of jealousy and horror, suddenly went quiet.

Too tired.

The thought drifted through him, clear and calm. He was just too damn tired to keep fighting it. The images—Jean-Jacque at the waterfall, Claire and Evan in the bar, Nikki now on Elias Vance’s lap—weren’t assaults anymore. They were… truths. Inevitabilities. A great, warm wave of fresh shame rose from the pit of his stomach, not cold and sickening, but a spreading, prickling heat that flowed to his fingertips and the roots of his hair. It was humiliation, yes, but it was a humiliation that tingled. That warmed his cheeks and made his breath catch for a different reason.

His hand moved of its own accord, slipping past the waistband of his shorts. Again. (Today was his new personal record.) His stubby little fingers brushed through the coarse thatch of pubic hair and found what they sought. His small, soft penis. He wrapped his fingers around it. It was maybe five inches, limp and pink, not much bigger than Nikki’s thumb. A fact they’d once giggled about in the safety of their own bed. Now, the comparison was a branding iron.

He looked past his own hand, through the window. Elias Vance, a titan of culture and intellect, was also a titan of flesh. His body was sculpted, powerful, a testament to a lifetime of discipline and dominance. And between his legs, now buried to the hilt inside Nikki, was a shaft of such thickness and length it defied belief.

It was ebony, veined, a primal instrument. The other men in the room were the same—Black gods with cocks like pillars, life-giving and brutal. And here he was, Danny, soft-bodied and pale, his most intimate piece of anatomy looking like a forgotten afterthought, a clit compared to the majestic, horse-like equipment claiming his wife.

Something clicked in his head. Not a sound, but a sensation. A detachment. A gear, long grinding in resistance, suddenly slipping smoothly into a new, perfect alignment.

The shame didn’t vanish. It transformed.

It melted into a deep, golden wave of pleasure that washed the tension from his shoulders. His grip on his penis tightened. It began to swell, to thicken in his hand, a pathetic imitation of the monuments on display but now, for the first time, a source of his own thrill. He wasn't a betrayed husband. He was a spectator. A connoisseur. A cuckold. He was a cuckold now, yes, it was true. It was fine. Fine. Cuckold, just another whiteboy cuckold.

And it was beautiful.

His eyes drank in the details. How Nikki’s tiny, pale feet, with their pink-painted toenails, kicked and jostled in the air over Elias’s strong, dark shoulders. How those little toes curled, a tight, desperate fist of pleasure, every time the director drove his hips up, sinking that impossible African girth into her small, Caucasian pussy. The way her lips, already stretched and glistening, clung to him as he withdrew. It was like watching her lose her virginity all over again, but better, because this was chosen. This was her superior.

“Oh, god… yes… don’t stop…” Nikki’s sob was a perfect, broken melody.

Danny’s hips began to stutter against his own hand. He jerked his small, hard penis in a frantic rhythm, his eyes glued to the point where his wife and the Black man joined. Split in two by BBC, he thought, the phrase not a horror but a prayer. She’s getting split in two by it. His breath came in short, hot gasps. A low moan escaped his lips, joining the chorus from inside the villa.

He was one of them now. Part of the symphony.

His climax built not as a raging fire, but as a quick, shallow tide. He’d already spent himself too many times today—in horror, in secret, in shame. What was left was a watery, desperate release. He bit down on his lip, stifling a cry as his body convulsed. A thin, clear arc of fluid spurted from his tiny pink head, pattering against the white stucco wall of the villa. It was a meager offering, a punctuation mark to the epic sentence of sex happening just feet away.

He shuddered, slumping slightly, his spent dicklet already softening, shriveling back into its protective nest of hair.

The fear and anxiety that followed the brief pleasure acted like a cold draft. It retracted. His penis seemed to pull into itself, disappearing into the thicket of brown pubic curls like a scared animal fleeing into a burrow. He was exposed, pants around his thighs, a damp spot on the wall, utterly vacant.

“Hey! You! Stop right there!”

The voice was sharp, authoritative, and came from his left. Danny flinched, his head swiveling slowly.

Two female resort security guards in crisp uniforms stood at the edge of the villa’s planted garden, flashlights cutting through the gloom. The lead guard, a busty blonde with big blue eyes, had her hand on his belt, near a canister of pepper spray. “Don’t take another step unless you want a face full of it!” she barked. “Hands where I can see them!”

Danny’s brain short-circuited. Paralyzed. His arms stayed limp at his sides. He couldn’t even muster the instinct to yank his pants up. He stood there, in the full beam of the flashlight, his lower half naked, his shriveled, insignificant penis completely hidden now by his own bush, a stark white contrast to the powerful, exposed black cocks just inside the window.

The warm pleasure of moments ago froze into a solid block of ice in his veins.

The second guard shone her light past Danny, through the window.

Her large green eyes widened, taking in the orgy. She whistled low, then looked back at Danny’s pathetic, exposed state. A smirk twisted her lips. “Well, look at this, Jenna,” she said, her voice dripping with contemptuous amusement. “We got ourselves a peeper. A little whiteboy peeper.”

"Damn," said Jenna. "Well, Katie. Guess we gotta send him to whiteboy jail!"

Danny laughed nervously. “I—I’m a guest. My wife—”

“We know who you are,” one of them said, smiling sweetly as she reached out and grabbed him. She adjusted her hold on his arm. Her fingers tightened—not painfully, but decisively. There would be no slipping free.

The other stepped in close, her presence overwhelming, her body solid as a wall. “You were observing a private event,” she added. “That’s not permitted.”

“I wasn’t— I mean— I didn’t—” Danny’s voice faltered as they turned him effortlessly, steering him away from the hedges. He realized, with a cold drop in his stomach, that he was already moving where they wanted him to go.

“Please,” he said, trying to sound calm, adult, in control. “If this is about security, we can go to the office. Or the station. Whatever you need.”

They exchanged a glance. A knowing one.

“Oh,” the first guard said, guiding him forward with a firm hand between his shoulder blades, “you’re not going anywhere like that.”

Danny noticed then where they were heading.

Not away from the villa.

Toward it.

Music pulsed faintly through the walls now. Laughter. The low hum of voices. The glow inside seemed brighter, more exposed. Danny’s stomach twisted as the realization hit him—sharp, humiliating, undeniable.

They weren’t escorting him out.

They were bringing him in.

“Wait—wait,” he stammered, struggling now, but it was useless. The guards were far stronger than they looked. One hooked an arm around his waist with effortless authority, lifting him just enough to remind him how little control he had. The other adjusted her grip, calm and practiced, her smile never fading.

“Sir,” she said gently, “please don’t make this difficult.”

They reached the front door.

One of the guards didn’t slow down. She simply lifted her foot—strong, elegant, sure—and kicked the door open.

Light, music, and noise exploded outward as the party inside spilled into view—and Danny was pushed forward, heart pounding, into whatever waited beyond:

Laughter.

The laughter was a physical force, hitting Danny like a wave... It was deep, male, and thick with condescension... The symphony of moans and wet slaps from the orgy stuttered, then resumed, but now with a new, amused audience.

All eyes in the villa’s lavish living room turned to the doorway, to the spectacle of him—pants tangled at his ankles, his small, soft penis lost in a thatch of brown pubic hair, being shoved forward by the two stunning, scantily-clad security guards.

“Look at this sad little whiteboy!” a heavily muscular Black man chuckled from where he knelt behind a brunette, his hands on her hips. “Security bringing us a snack?”

The two blonde guards stepped fully into the light, their exaggerated uniforms leaving nothing to the imagination. Each looked like she was wearing a Halloween costume titled "Sexy Stripper Security Guard."

The one on the left, Jenna, had her flashlight trained mercilessly on Danny’s undersized groin. “Found him outside the window,” she announced to the room full of entwined interracial lovers, her voice bright and professional despite the context. “Pants down, discharging fluids on the exterior wall. Appears to be a voyeur. Whiteboy style.”

"That's funny, whiteboy style!" said one woman who was currently pulling a train with two twin brothers in their late 50s.

"I like that, I'm going to use that!" said another white woman, who was being held by a giant black man in a standing 69 position. Her long brown hair fell into her smiling face as she held the large black cock in her hand and laughed at the absurdity of the entire situation.

The other guard, Katie, the slightly more wide-eyed one, bit her lip, her gaze darting between Danny’s pathetic exposure and the naked, powerful forms of the Black men in the room. “He says he was looking for his wife.”

A new voice cut through the chuckles. It was calm, cultured, and utterly in control. Elias Vance.

He was still seated on the chaise lounge, Nikki still impaled on his lap, his huge, swollen, vein-etched, purple-headed black baby maker buried inside her. He hadn’t even stopped moving; his hips continued a slow, possessive grind that made Nikki’s breath hitch with every tiny shift. One of his large black bejeweled hands rested possessively on her spanked, reddened whitegirl ass cheek. The other held a glass of wine. He took a slow sip, his intelligent eyes—so familiar from magazine covers—studying Danny with detached curiosity.

“His wife, you say?” Elias’s gaze drifted down to Nikki’s flushed, blissful face. She was panting, her big blue eyes hazy with pleasure, her full lips parted. She seemed only dimly aware of the interruption, lost in the sensation of being so completely filled. “And who might that be, young man?”

Danny’s mouth worked, but no sound came out.

His eyes were locked on the point where his wife’s pale, perfectly curvy body joined with the older Black man’s. He could see the stretched, glistening lips of her pussy clinging to the base of Elias’s midnight black shaft, see the way her inner muscles fluttered around the invasive thickness.

She’s not even looking at me.

“Cat got your tongue? Whiteboy?” Jenna the guard sneered, giving him another little shove. He stumbled another step into the room, the cool air-conditioning raising goosebumps on his exposed thighs.

“I… I think that’s her,” the other female guard said softly, pointing a timid finger at Nikki.

Elias’s smile widened. He looked down at Nikki, his voice a gentle rumble. “Is this your hubby, darling? The one you said was… inadequate for a woman of your appetites?”

Nikki’s eyes finally focused.

She blinked, looking over Elias’s shoulder. She saw Danny. A flicker of something—shame, maybe, or pity—crossed her face, but it was instantly washed away by a fresh, overwhelming surge of sensation as Elias deliberately flexed his hips upward, grinding his pelvis against her clit. She cried out, her head falling back. “Oh! Y-yes… that’s… that’s him.”

The admission, gasped mid-thrust, was the final nail. The room erupted in fresh, derisive laughter.

“No fucking way!”

“That little boy? And he’s married to that?”

“Damn, whiteboy. You been holding out on the world.”

Danny felt his face burn. He wanted to die. He wanted to disappear. But a treacherous, heated throb pulsed in his own shrunken little pickle. The humiliation was so total, so absolute, it circled back into a strange, dizzying arousal. They were all looking at him. The powerful Black men. Their beautiful, surrendered white women. And his own wife, who was confirming every one of his deepest fears while being fucked senseless.

Elias held up a hand, and the room quieted. His commanding presence was absolute. “Well,” he said, his tone shifting to one of mild, academic interest. “This presents an interesting opportunity. A teachable moment.” He looked at the two security guards. “Ladies, secure him. I want him to have an unobstructed view.”

“Yes, sir!” Jenna said briskly.

She and her partner moved with efficient strength. They each took one of Danny’s arms, forcing them behind his back. They didn’t bother pulling his pants up. Instead, they marched him forward, positioning him directly in front of the chaise lounge, no more than three or four feet away from where Nikki rode Elias.

Danny was forced to his knees, his pants still binding his ankles, his ass in the air, his small hidden penis resembling a baby mushroom cap lost in a wild brown thicket.

“Now, look up,” Elias commanded, his voice dropping to a intimate, terrible whisper. “Look at what your wife truly needs.”

Danny had no choice. His head was yanked up by a hand in his hair. His eyes were level with Nikki’s bouncing breasts, then lower, to the breathtaking, obscene join of their bodies.

Elias began to move in earnest again. No more gentle grinding. He planted his feet, his powerful thighs bunching, and started to thrust upwards in deep, deliberate strokes. Each one lifted Nikki’s entire body, her round, full ass rising off his lap only to be slammed back down, taking him deeper. The wet, slapping sound of their coupling was obscenely loud in the sudden quiet.

“Oh God! Elias! Right there!” Nikki screamed, her hands scrabbling at his broad shoulders. Her big, beautifully pale tits jiggled wildly, her hard nipples brushing the dark lines of his chest. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her mouth open in a continuous stream of broken praise. “So big! You’re so… fucking… BIG! I can feel you in my throat! Don’t stop! Please!”

Danny watched, hypnotized.

He saw every detail.

The way his wife's pink-white inner flesh was pulled outwards on each withdrawal, clinging to his dark, veined girth. The way her swollen clit peeked out from its hood, rubbing against his pubic bone with every brutal impact. A slick sheen of their combined arousal coated her inner thighs and his.

“You see how she takes it?” Elias growled, his composure slipping into raw, dominant lust. He wasn’t talking to Nikki anymore. He was talking to Danny. “You see how this bitch is gripping my shit? There’s no room for you in there anymore, whiteboy. I’ve stretched her wide. I’ve claimed this sweet, pink little married pussy. You mad? She belongs to Black cock now.”

To emphasize his point, he drove up particularly hard, holding her down, grinding his pelvis in a tight circle.

Nikki’s body went rigid. A guttural, choking sound tore from her lips. Her back arched like a bow, her toes pointed in her high heels. “I’m… cumming! I’m cumming on your black cock!” she shrieked, the declaration loud and clear for her husband to hear.

Her pussy clenched visibly, a rippling spasm around the monstrous intrusion. Elias groaned, a sound of deep satisfaction. “That’s it. Milk it. Come all over this superior Black dick.”

The orgasm seemed to go on forever, wracking her voluptuous body with tremors. When she finally collapsed against his chest, boneless and sobbing with pleasure, Elias looked directly into Danny’s eyes. His own gaze was fierce, malevolent.

He shifted Nikki’s limp form, laying her back on the chaise so she was sprawled before them, legs spread, her used, gaping pussy glistening under the lights. Elias stood up, his BBC erection—slick with her juices—still impossibly hard, curving up towards his stomach.

It was a terrifying, beautiful weapon of African dominance.

He took a step toward Danny, who flinched.

Elias ignored the whiteboy, instead addressing the two security guards who still held Danny in place. “Hold him steady,” he ordered. Then, to the room, his voice booming. “This is what happens when modern whiteboys can’t satisfy their women. They become spectators. They become fuel for our pleasure. Welcome to a new, better, modern-day America!”

He stepped closer, the thick, musky scent of sex and Nikki enveloping Danny. Elias reached down and grabbed his own heavy, formidable cock. He aimed it, not at Nikki, but at Danny’s face.

“Open your mouth, whiteboy,” Elias commanded, his voice leaving no room for refusal. “Your wife just tasted my seed. Now it’s your turn. You’re going to swallow what I give her. You’re going to learn your place in Today's America.”

It was getting closer.

Danny was paralyzed with fear.

The smell hit him first—a thick, musky, animal scent of sweat and sex and pure male essence. It was the smell of Elias, of the act Danny had just witnessed–of the dark, potent seed now leaking from his wife, leaking all over the place.

Danny’s eyes, wide with panic, were level with it. He felt helpless, mortified.

The massive, veined shaft of ebony flesh wobbled mere inches from his pale face, glistening under the villa lights with a slick sheen of Nikki’s arousal. The broad, purplish head was a hypnotic, terrifying bulls eye. He could see every throb of the powerful artery beneath the skin, could see the sticky strands of fluid connecting the tip to the thatch of coarse black hair at its base.

No. Not this. I can’t, I really can't. I'm not like this. She's watching me!

His mind screamed it, a last, desperate wall of resistance. Watching was one thing. Being a spectator to his own humiliation had become a dark, shameful thrill. But this… this was participation. This was submission of the most literal, degrading kind. His stomach churned, his throat constricting. A hot, pathetic tear welled in his left eye, broke free, and traced a clean line through the grime on his cheek before dropping to the polished floor.

Elias’s large, strong hand tightened in his hair, a vice of ownership. “Calm down, whiteboy,” the older man purred, his voice a blend of amusement and impatience. “Ain’t no thing. It’s just human skin.” He gave Danny’s head a little shake, forcing his gaze back to the intimidating barrel of flesh. “Now open up and show your wife who her husband really is!”

The command echoed in the hushed room. The other couplings had slowed, all eyes on this new, more intimate degradation. Danny’s lips trembled. He could feel the heat radiating from Elias’s enormous ebony schlong, could smell the pungent, primal musk of it. His own tiny, soft penis felt like a shriveled pea in comparison, a biological joke. He fought the urge to stare, but his eyes were dragged back to the hypnotic, up-and-down wobble of that enormous black tool.

Just skin. It’s just skin. The rationalization was a thin, breaking reed.

“That’s enough!”

The voice was sharp, female, and cut through the tension like a knife.

Nikki.

She pushed herself up from the chaise, her movements fluid despite the gooey strands of Elias’s semen that slicked the insides of her creamy pale thighs. She stepped forward, placing herself between Danny’s kneeling form and Elias’s looming presence. Her face was flushed, her body glowing from her climax, but her blue eyes were firm. “He doesn’t want to do that, Elias!”

"Huh?"

"Please don't make my husband suck your cock, please," begged Nikki, making it worse.

Elias’s grip loosened, then released entirely. He looked from Danny’s tear-streaked face to Nikki’s determined one, and a slow, knowing grin spread across his features. “Oh, I see,” he chuckled, the sound rich and condescending. “You want all this BBC for yourself, eh, bunny? I think someone is getting jealous, whitegirl!"

The man's laughter boomed, mixing with the resumed chorus of slapping flesh and ecstatic moans that filled the villa. He glanced around at the ongoing interracial orgy, then back at her, his expression turning mock-serious. “Alright, well one of you bitches is sucking my cock now. I don’t give a shit which one it is. This white bitch, that white bitch, it's all the same. And someone needs to suck on this BBC for me–now!”

Nikki blinked, her gaze dropping to his groin.

The acclaimed Black Hollywood director's erection was still rampant, thick and proud, showing no sign of softening after his powerful orgasm inside her.

“But you just… Really? Again, already?” Disbelief colored Nikki's voice, a kind of awe at the sheer, relentless virility of the man. She stared at his African-made cock for several long seconds as if it were a miraculous, alien artifact.

Then her shoulders squared. A switch flipped. “Fine, whatever, I’ll do it.”

She dropped to her knees beside her husband with a soft thud.

"Nikki?" Danny stammered.

She didn't pay him attention. Without hesitation, his wife gathered the silky strands of sweat-dampened, dirty blonde hair in both hands, twisted it into a messy knot, and secured it atop her head with a practiced efficiency. The transformation was startling. The dazed, submissive pleasure was gone, replaced by a focused, almost professional resolve. It was the look of a woman settling in to do a necessary job, and to do it well.

Danny, stunned, could only watch.

Nikki didn’t look at Elias’s face. Her eyes were on the prize.

She reached out, her small, pale hand wrapping around the base of his shaft. Her fingers couldn’t even close around its girth. She gave it two firm, priming strokes, spreading the slickness already there. Then, leaning forward, she opened her mouth.

Her soft, pink lips stretched into a wide, straining ‘O’. The contrast was obscene—the delicate ivory of her skin against the primitive, dark monument of flesh. She took the broad head into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing instantly with suction. A low, guttural groan of approval rumbled from Elias’s chest.

Glurk. Schlllup.

The wet, sucking sounds were loud in Danny’s ear. He watched, paralyzed, as his wife’s head began to bob. Her nose pressed into Elias’s pubic bone. The heavy, black testicles beneath the shaft swung and bumped against her chin with each eager forward plunge. She took him deeper than Danny would have thought possible, her throat working visibly around the invasive girth.

Then she glanced over. Her eyes met Danny’s.

For one frozen, eternal second, they connected. Him: kneeling, pants down, color-drained face a mask of shattered male confusion and hurt. Her: on her knees, lips stretched obscenely wide around another man’s monstrous alien-looking cock, a single strand of saliva webbing from her lip to its heavily veined underside. In her deep blue gaze, he saw no shame, no apology. He saw a carefree abandon, a blissful immersion in the moment. An acceptance of her role as pleasure-giver–not pleasure-receiver. But when she registered the sheer fragility in his eyes, a flicker of something like pity crossed her face. She closed her own eyes tight, shutting him out, and redoubled her efforts.

The sight of her willingly disappearing on that black pole, of her choosing this over his agony, was the final fracture.

Nope. Nope. Nope.

A strange, detached calm washed over him.

And then Danny rose to his feet, fumbling his pants up over his hips, his movements clumsy and automatic. He didn’t look at Elias. He didn’t look at the room. He just turned and walked, then ran, for the villa’s open door.

“Danny!” Nikki’s cry was muffled around a mouthful of meaty African dong, laced with confusion and frustration.

He didn’t stop.

The door closed just as Elias congratulated Nikki on her ability to touch his pubic bone with her nose. "Now look up, baby. Let me see those pretty blue eyes. Aw, you look so pretty with those tears."


Chapter Fifteen

Leaving behind Nikki and her mouthful of finely aged BBC, Danny burst out into the sultry island night and ran, his shoes slapping against the stone pathways. Crazy perverts. This whole island is full of crazy perverts! Sickos! Weirdos! Filthy animals!

But the island seemed determined to prove his point. Everywhere he fled, he ran smack into another primal interracial scene of gorgeous white women getting black dick.

By the infinity pool, a stunning redhead in a torn white sundress was bent over a lounger, her arms braced as a tall, snarling Black man hammered into her from behind, his heavy balls slapping against her thighs with a rhythmic thwap-thwap-thwap.

In one of the open-air restaurants, now closed, a blonde woman in a chef’s apron was lifted onto a prep table, her legs locked around the waist of a muscular Black lover in kitchen whites as he drove into her, the sounds of their coupling echoing off the stainless steel.

Down on the moonlit beach, he saw silhouettes—a pale, curved back arching against a darker, powerful form, the roar of the ocean drowning out everything but the universal language of their movement.

Even the hallways of the main resort offered no sanctuary. As he stumbled past, heart pounding, he saw through cracked doorways: a woman on all fours on a bed, taking two Black men at once; another kneeling before a seated man, her head bobbing eagerly in his lap. It was a relentless, ubiquitous tapestry of white female submission and Black male dominance, as natural and constant as the tropical breeze.

Danny felt smaller than ever. A ghost. An irrelevant speck in a world where this was the only sex that mattered, the only sex that was real, the only sex available in the world today... Soon his jealousy curdled into a numb, overwhelming perplexment. What was he supposed to feel?

His tired pale legs nearly gave out near a quiet courtyard. He looked around, pleased that everyone he saw had clothes on. It was a nice change. Danny sighed.

He slumped against a cool stone wall, gasping... That’s when he saw it—a discreet, tastefully lit placard on an easel.

Seminar Tonight: The Cuckold’s Peace. Embracing Your New Role in Modern Relationships.

9 PM. Orchid Pavilion. Dr. Aris Thorne.

A bitter, hysterical laugh caught in his throat. A seminar? On this? He should walk away. He should go back to the room, pack, drag Nikki to the first flight out.

But he was so tired. So impossibly confused. The weight of the night, of the entire vacation, pressed down on him. Just five minutes, he thought. I’ll give it five fucking minutes of this stupid bullshit, then I’ll leave. I'll tell Nikki that I looked into this shit and it's all bullshit for freaks.

The Orchid Pavilion was a serene, lantern-lit space.

About fifteen men, all white, of varying ages and builds, sat in comfortable chairs. They looked exceedingly… normal. Some wore resort wear, others regular weekend clothes. None looked happy, exactly, but there was a focused, intense quiet in the room.

Dr. Aris Thorne was a distinguished-looking Black man in his sixties, with wire-rimmed glasses and a soothing, melodic voice. He spoke not of kinky sexual perversion, but of biology. Of evolutionary psychology.

“The anxiety you feel,” Thorne was already saying, his gaze sweeping the room, landing on Danny, “is not a flaw. It is a dormant, ancient instinct recognizing a superior genetic match. Your heart races, your stomach clenches, not because you are weak. No, no, no! Not weak! It's because your primal mind is witnessing the upgrade of your bloodline.”

Amongst a chorus of affirmations in the crowd, Danny stared, his mouth slightly open.

Thorne clicked a remote.

A slide appeared, showing simplified DNA helices. “Studies of mating behaviors across species show a fascinating trend: lower-status males, when unable to compete physically, often adopt a strategy of vicarious reproduction. They gain evolutionary advantage by ensuring their mate is impregnated by stronger genes, while they provide protection and resources. The jealousy is the old program. The acceptance… is the brand-new software update.”

The renowned research scientist spoke of oxytocin releases in witnessing a mate’s pleasure with another. Of the profound marital bonding that can occur when a husband supports his wife’s sexual fulfillment, unconditionally. Of the relief of surrendering a burden one was never evolutionarily designed to carry.

“You are not surrendering your partner, your mate, your wife,” Thorne concluded, his voice softening. “You are claiming your true, vital role. The role of the enlightened partner. The guardian of her pleasure. The holder of her heart. The steward of superior genetics for your future children. The peace you seek doesn’t come from fighting this truth, but from flowing with it. It is, gentlemen, the ultimate act of love. The ultimate beauty.”

The words didn’t feel like an attack. They felt like a key sliding into a locked, tortured part of Danny's fatigued mind. The confusion didn’t vanish; it reorganized. The images that had haunted him—Jean-Jacque at the waterfall, Elias in the villa, all the scenes he’d witnessed tonight—shifted in his mind’s eye. They were no longer violations. They were…

Fulfillments.

Nikki’s fulfillment. And, if he allowed it, his fulfillment too.

When the seminar ended, Danny didn’t rush out. He stood slowly, a tremendous, crushing weight he’d carried for years simply… evaporating from his shoulders. He took a deep, clean breath of the salty ocean air blowing off the water.

He had finally accepted his role. Husband. Partner. Friend. Cuckold. He was a cuckold. Danny was a cuckold. A cuck. That was okay. It was fine. And for the first time in his life, being Nikki's cuckold didn’t feel like a death sentence. It felt… felt… like his marriage was on the right path for the first time in many uneventful years.


Epilogue

The walk back to the hotel suite felt like floating. The humid air, which hours before had felt like a suffocating blanket, now carried the scent of night-blooming jasmine and freedom. Danny’s steps were light, almost bouncy. Carefree? A grin he couldn’t suppress played on his lips. Dr. Aris Thorne’s words echoed in his mind, not as a haunting, but as a anthem of liberation.

A superior genetic match. Vicarious reproduction. Stronger marital bonds than ever. The ultimate act of love.

It all made a terrible, beautiful sense. The tight knot of jealousy and inadequacy that had lived in his gut since the pool, since Jean-Jacque first peeled off his polo, had finally unraveled. It wasn’t gone; it was transformed. The heat he felt now wasn’t the burn of shame, but the warm glow of acceptance. Of anticipation.

He thought of Nikki. Not with the possessive dread of a betrayed and manipulated husband, but with the excited curiosity of a… what had Thorne called it? A steward. A guardian of her pleasure. His mind replayed the highlights reel on a loop, but now through a new, clearer lens: Nikki’s breathy gasp when Jean-Jacque’s pink pouch had strained against his thigh. The way her back arched against Elias Vance’s chest as she came, screaming about his Black cock. The determined, blissful look on her face as she’d taken that same cock deep into her throat.

God, that was hot.

The thought, so simple and pure, shocked him for a second. Then he embraced it. He really did. He let himself feel the corresponding throb in his own small, soft penis, still shriveled and tucked away in his shorts. It wasn’t a throb of competition. It was a throb of appreciation.

...He was finally seeing his wife for the sexual creature she truly was, and he was… proud of her. And incredibly, unbearably turned on.

He reached the door to their suite, his keycard feeling like a ticket to a new life.

He slipped inside, the cool, conditioned air a welcome caress.

The room was dark, lit only by the faint glow of the moon through the sheer curtains.

And there she was.

Nikki was already asleep. A deep, exhausted, sated sleep. She lay curled on her side in the center of the king-sized bed, the sheets tangled around her legs. She wore a negligee—a silky, forest green-colored teddy with delicate spaghetti straps that had slipped down one smooth, pale shoulder. The fabric was thin, almost liquid, clinging to the full, ripe curve of her hip and the generous swell of her breast. A tiny scrap of matching lace panties peeked from beneath the hem, the fabric sheer enough to hint at the shadowy triangle beneath.

Danny stood there, just drinking her in. His heart swelled not with jealousy, but with awe.

She’s so fucking beautiful. More importantly. Mine.

And she was his. Not in the old fashioned, ultra-constrictive, clinging, desperate, boring way. But in this new, better way. He was the one who got to come home to this. The one who got to see her like this, soft and vulnerable and utterly spent after a day of being thoroughly, completely claimed by men who were his genetic superiors.

A warm, possessive pride washed over Nikki's hubby. He was so damn lucky. Lucky to have a wife this open-minded, this sexually adventurous, this naturally sexy.

He realized with crystal clarity that she would never look this radiantly satisfied, this deeply used and content, after a tame (apology-filled) night with him. His modest body, his gentle lovemaking… it was nice. It was safe. But it wasn’t this. It couldn’t create this aura of primal fulfillment that practically shimmered around her sleeping form.

The sight of her, so perfectly wrecked by a BBC, wasn’t a threat. It was a gift. Their gift.

A shiver of pure, unadulterated excitement raced down his spine.

He moved quietly, stripping off his clothes and heading into the bathroom. The shower was quick, perfunctory—a rinse to wash the salt and sweat and strange new peace from his skin. He dried off, his mind buzzing with possibilities. They could talk tomorrow. They could set rules, boundaries. He could watch. He could maybe even… help. The ideas came fast and thrilling.

Naked, he padded back to the bed. He lifted the duvet and slid carefully under the covers, the cool linen a shock against his skin. He settled onto his side, facing her back.

As if sensing his presence, even in the depths of her sleep, Nikki stirred. A soft, almost inaudible sigh escaped her lips.

Then she moved, not away, but into him. She pushed her backside firmly into the cradle of his groin, her lush, warm curves molding against his slimmer frame. She became the little spoon to his big spoon, a perfect, instinctual fit.

Danny’s breath hitched. He slowly, reverently, lifted his arm and draped it over her, his hand coming to rest protectively on the silky fabric covering her shoulder. She made a tiny, contented sound in her sleep and nestled deeper, her body seeking his warmth, his stability.

He held her. He, Danny, was her harbor. Her safe port after the storm of ecstasy those other men had wrought upon her. This was his role. His purpose. And it was everything.

He closed his eyes, inhaling the scent of her fruity shampoo and, faintly beneath it, something else—a musky, masculine scent that was not his own. The scent of Jean-Jacque. Of Elias. The scent of the thick, potent semen that was even now inside her, a biological invading army marching toward its ultimate goal.

The thought should have filled him with dread.

Instead, it filled him with a profound, humbling sense of wonder. How many women could take BBC like Nikki? Not many. She was built for it. Built.

Her and BBC.

Like PB&J.

His arm tightened around her, not in jealousy, but in a fierce, loving guardianship. He was protecting her while the Black men’s superior seed battled within the fertile depths of her body, competing to see which strong, dominant strand would win, would fertilize her egg, would create a Black baby in her stomach.

His own small, soft penis, nestled against the curve of her silk-clad bottom, gave a feeble, sympathetic throb. It was a salute. An acceptance. I love you, I want the best for you, even if that means you carrying another man's baby. A black baby! Well, I’m ready to step up and do my part as your devoted life-long partner!

A perfect, peaceful silence filled the room, broken only by the soft rhythm of their mingled breath. Danny smiled into the darkness, holding his sleeping, well-loved and well-fucked and well-seeded wife, and for the first time in his life, he felt completely, utterly at peace as a husband.

THE END
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