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Chapter One

Billy Dolan used to think he had life figured out. At 28, he had a job he liked, a gorgeous college-educated wife who adored him, and a reputation as a solid, dependable man. And yet, in the past few years, something had started creeping in—a quiet, nagging doubt, a feeling that he was slowly losing control of the things that once defined him.

Emily Dolan, his wife, was still as breathtaking as the day he met her.

People loved to remind Billy of that—how he had married up, how he was punching above his weight class. It was always said with a laugh, a playful elbow in the ribs, but it settled into him like a slow burn. Emily, with her striking mix of European ancestry, her warm, golden skin, and the kind of curves that could start wars, was the kind of woman who turned heads. And yet, she remained humble, unaware—or perhaps too aware—of the way men’s eyes lingered just a little too long when she walked by.

Billy had once been bold, cocky even. Now, he was turning into his father.

His hair was thinning, his back ached in the mornings, and the metabolism that once let him eat three burgers in a sitting was now content to store every calorie on his midsection. The confidence that used to come so easily was slipping away, leaving behind something unfamiliar: insecurity.

For years, there was one thing Billy had wanted—a small but significant mark of devotion. A tattoo, placed discreetly on the bottom of Emily’s left buttock, reading Property of Billy Dolan, encased in a simple green shamrock, to celebrate their ancestral connection to Ireland.

It was a stupid, primal desire, he knew that.

The Property of Billy Dolan tattoo wasn’t about actual ownership—it was about reassurance, about staking a claim in a world that often felt like it was eroding beneath his feet. He had begged, playfully at first, then more seriously. Emily had always laughed it off, dismissing it as ridiculous. Until one night, on his 28th birthday, over candlelight and wine, she slid a small white box across the table.

"Happy birthday, Billy!"

Inside was a mockup of the tattoo, showing the shamrock and the Property of Billy Dolan in print that wasn’t very big, but very legible.

"Do you like your gift babe?" she said, biting her lip, her hazel eyes dancing with something between mischief and affection. "I finally booked the appointment."

For the first time in a long time, Billy felt that old spark of confidence surge through him. "This is the best gift ever," he said, his voice thick with emotion.

Emily shrugged, her fingers lazily tracing the rim of her wine glass. "I know how much it means to you. And it's not like I'll ever see it... or anyone else, for that matter."

Billy forced a laugh. "Yeah, funny."

"I mean, maybe you and my doctor," she teased, her voice a sultry murmur, her lips glistening as she took a slow sip of wine.

His smirk tightened, the thought of anyone else seeing her bare skin flickering through his mind like a flame licking at dry wood. But before he could speak, she leaned closer, her perfume intoxicating, her breath warm against his ear as she whispered, "Relax, baby. It’s just for you."

But that night, they never made it to the tattoo shop.

On the way there, a distracted driver ran a red light, sending their car spinning into a lamppost. No one was hurt, but by the time the paperwork was sorted and the insurance nightmare began, the appointment had long passed.

Over the next few months, the couple kept meaning to reschedule, but life had a way of piling distractions on top of distractions. A burst pipe. A sudden change in Emily’s school curriculum. Billy’s JV baseball team making the playoffs. One thing after another until, nearly a year later, the tattoo remained nothing more than an unfulfilled promise.

Instead, Billy and Emily found themselves pouring their energy into a new project: converting the space above their garage into a studio apartment that they could rent online.

The married couple had never wanted to be landlords. But they needed the money. Badly.

The situation was getting dire.

The couple's finances had taken a serious hit after the car accident, and renting out a space they never used seemed like the perfect solution to ease the strain on their budget. Billy had mixed feelings about having a stranger living on their property, but Emily, ever the optimist, saw it as an opportunity.

"It'll be fun!" she said, stretching in the morning light, her oversized sweater slipping off one shoulder, exposing the delicate curve of her collarbone.

She moved with effortless sensuality, her body an intoxicating blend of soft curves and toned elegance. The hem of her sweater lifted slightly as she reached for her coffee, revealing the smooth dip of her lower back, the tantalizing swell of her womanly hips — hips that were made to place babies on, despite the fact that right now Emily's only children were the 30 kids she took care of as a 3rd grade teacher. Presently she yawned, arching slightly, and the sweater rose higher, teasing a glimpse of the lacy pink panties she had worn to bed.

Billy watched her from across the room, his fingers tightening around his coffee mug. She made it sound so easy, so light. But deep down, he knew—things were shifting between them.

The shamrock tattoo had been his way of grounding their relationship, of solidifying something in an ever-changing world. Now, as he looked at his wife, all effortless beauty and kindness, Billy couldn’t help but wonder: was he losing her — or was he just losing himself?


Chapter Two

The "studio" listing had been up for only a few days when Billy and Emily started conducting interviews. Most of the potential tenants were immediate no’s—young guys who looked like they’d turn the space into a revolving door for late-night visitors, older men who gave off unsettling vibes, and one guy who had actually asked if "420-friendly?" was part of the rental agreement.

Vernon Hutchinson, however, stood out.

Vernon was an older African-American gentleman who worked at a nearby strip mall.

The older black man arrived on time, which Billy appreciated. Vernon dressed like he cared—black slacks, a crisp polo shirt tucked in neatly, a watch that wasn’t flashy but suggested he valued professionalism. His frame was on the thinner side, shoulders a little narrow, hair balding but combed over in a way that suggested he hadn’t quite accepted that fact yet.

But Vernon had an undeniable warmth to him, an easy confidence. His overall countenance was the opposite of threatening. He smiled—a big smile, the kind that put people at ease. He laughed easily, made eye contact, asked questions about the space.

“I’ve been with Verizon for almost ten years,” the older black man said, when they asked about his job. “Store manager at my current location. It’s steady. Good benefits. I like the work.”

That impressed Billy. A stable job, responsible demeanor—this was the kind of tenant they needed. The last thing they wanted was someone who’d be late on rent or bring trouble to their doorstep.

But Emily had hesitated.

Later that evening, as they went over their options, she chewed her lip and admitted, “I don’t know… something about him makes me uneasy.”

Billy frowned. “What? Because he’s —"

Emily interrupted her husband, shaking her head vehemently. "No, it has nothing to do with the color of his skin. You know I don't feel like that."

"So why don't you like him?" Billy continued to press. "Because he's so nice?”

Emily sighed. “It almost... Like, he’s too nice. Like, I don’t know. It feels… performative?”

Billy had laughed at that. “So because the guy’s polite, that’s a red flag?”

Emily explained she had no real argument. Nothing concrete. Just a vague feeling. But their financial situation didn’t allow for vague feelings. And so Vernon moved in the next week, changing Billy and Emily's life in ways that the white couple could never begin to imagine.


Chapter Three

At first, Vernon was the perfect tenant. He paid his rent early. Never asked for favors. Never had loud guests. Honestly, Billy and Emily barely saw him. Often Vernon left for work early, came home late, only stopping at the grocery store on the way back. Sometimes, on weekends, Billy saw him sitting outside on the little patio space above the garage, sipping a beer, staring off into the trees behind the house.

But then there were little things.

The first time Emily wrinkled her nose, Billy barely noticed. She didn’t say anything, just sat there with that little crease between her brows, like something was off. He might have ignored it entirely if she hadn’t nudged him the second time.

“Do you smell that?” she asked one evening as they sat on the back porch.

Billy inhaled, more out of obligation than curiosity. If he really focused, maybe there was something—earthy, faint. But it wasn’t much.

“I mean… I don’t know,” he said with a shrug. “Could be coming from anywhere.”

Emily didn’t push. And that was the end of it. Or at least, it should’ve been. But Billy's wife started to get weird after that. Wary.

Not in any big, obvious way.

Just little things. The white wife's eyes darting toward the garage when she thought Vernon wasn’t looking. The way she’d stiffen when the older skinny black man came home late, her smile a little too tight when she greeted him. She never said anything outright—nothing that made it seem like a real problem—but there was something in the way she carried herself, a quiet tension.

Billy didn’t get it. Vernon was the perfect tenant. Paid early, kept to himself, didn’t leave beer bottles in the grass. What more could they ask for?

And yet, Emily seemed on edge. Sometimes, she’d glance out the kitchen window like she expected to see something. Or she’d rush across the yard at night like she was afraid to linger.

Billy wasn’t blind—he noticed these things. But what was he supposed to say? That his wife was being paranoid? That she was looking for something that wasn’t there?

So when she finally brought it up, hesitantly, like she already knew he’d dismiss it, he just sighed.

“Babe, if you’re looking for reasons not to like him, you’ll find them.”

Emily hesitated, then gave him a small, forced smile. “You’re right. I’m overreacting.”

Initially, it felt like a win.

Emily stopped jumping at shadows. Stopped tensing when Vernon walked in the room. One night over dinner, she even sighed, poking at her pasta with her fork before glancing up at Billy. “I think I overreacted about Vernon.” She gave a small, almost embarrassed laugh. “I don’t know what got into me.”

Billy smirked, swallowing a mouthful of beer. “Told you.”

And just like that, the weirdness between the Dolan family and Vernon was over.

Except — it wasn’t.

In a cruel twist of irony, just as Emily let go of her unease around their black tenant, Billy soon found himself picking it up in a different way.

It started as a nagging feeling—something the white husband couldn’t quite name. The way Vernon always seemed to find reasons to linger when Emily was around. The way his deep voice softened when he spoke to her, casual but warm, like they shared some kind of quiet understanding.

Then there were the looks. Not just Vernon. But Emily too.

Billy, who never considered himself the jealous type, started watching for them, little looks, and once he did, he saw them everywhere. When Emily laughed, tossing her hair back, eyes crinkling at the corners — Vernon watched. When she walked across the yard in a sundress, fabric clinging to her curves —Vernon watched. It was subtle. A flick of his gaze, a small, appreciative glance before he looked away. But Billy saw it. Again and again.

She’d never admit it, of course.

Emily was too good, too kind, too loyal for that. But Billy knew his wife. He knew the way her posture changed when she was being watched, the way she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear when she was flustered, the way she smiled just a little too much when she felt self-conscious. And lately, she had been smiling a lot.

One evening, for example, it was getting late, and the sky washed in the deep blue of twilight. Emily was outside watering the flower beds, barefoot in the grass, wearing an old white t-shirt of his and a pair of her old cheerleader shorts—the ones she could still fit into, but barely. The elastic gripped her hips tightly, the fabric short enough that most of her backside was on display with every step she took, every small movement. The shirt, loose and thin, slid off her shoulder, the dim glow of the porch light making it nearly sheer.

Billy had just stepped onto the porch with a beer when he saw movement near the garage.

Vernon.

The man stood near his car, hands in his pockets, posture loose. But his eyes—his eyes were locked on Emily. Not just a glance. Not just casual appreciation. Vernon was hungry.

Billy watched the older skinny black man ogle his wife.

It was a look that Billy had had never seen in Vernon's eyes before, a look that contrasted greatly with his friendly "harmless" strip mall store manager demeanor. Watching Emily prance around in her booty shorts, Vernon licked his big lips. Then a slow, dragging gaze traced the shape of Emily's soft firm legs, the dip of her waist, the full curve of her white ass as she bent slightly to reach a row of flowers. The older African-American's breathing visibly deepened, his narrow chest rising and falling in slow, measured inhales, as if he were steadying himself. His fingers twitched at his sides, hands flexing into loose fists.

Then, just for a second, Vernon's lips parted. His jaw clenched.

Billy's chest went tight with jealousy. He knew that look. That feeling. And he hated that he could recognize it on another man’s face while looking at his wife. Especially a face as ugly and dark as Vernon's.

Billy set his beer down harder than he meant to, the thud sharp against the wood of the railing. Emily didn’t notice, but Vernon did.

Their black tenant's head jerked up, big bulging eyes meeting Billy’s. For a second, neither of them moved. Then Vernon gave a slow, knowing smirk—small, almost imperceptible—but Billy caught it.

He felt the heat rise to his face, his fists clenching at his sides. But before he could say anything, Emily turned off the hose, stretching her arms with a little sigh.

“All done,” she murmured, turning toward the house with a bright smile. She didn’t even glance at Vernon, didn’t even see him standing there. She had no idea. And that made it worse.

Billy told himself he was imagining things. That he was being paranoid.

But a couple of days later, he caught Vernon talking to his wife in the driveway. Again.

It had been innocent enough—Emily was unloading groceries, and Vernon had come outside at the same time. A coincidence. Nothing more. But then Billy had seen the way Vernon reached for a fallen bag, the way his fingers brushed against Emily’s hand. It had lasted only a second, but Emily had paused. Not pulled away. Not stepped back. Paused.

Billy had gritted his teeth, forcing himself to act normal. But the unease was there, settling in his stomach like a stone.

And then there was the straw that broke the camel’s back. There was that truly fucking terrible scene in the garden, the scene that finally pushed Billy's jealousy over the edge.

The sun was still high in the sky when Emily bent over to pull weeds from the garden, wearing cowboy boots with her little yellow sundress. It was one of Emily's signature looks. But the sundress was riding up just enough to reveal the curve of her thighs now. Vernon, sitting on an old lawn chair in the garage doorway, sipped his iced tea casually, though his eyes lingered a little too long on her silhouette. Billy noticed it first— the way Vernon’s dark gaze seemed to trace the lines of her body, the way he leaned forward slightly, as if drawn to her like a moth to a flame.

“Vernon,” Billy called, his voice tight, “you need something?”

Vernon blinked, feigning innocence, and leaned back in his chair. “Nah, man. Just enjoying the day. You got a good thing here, Billy. Real good.”

Billy’s jaw tightened. He didn’t like the way Vernon said that, the way his eyes flicked back to Emily as she straightened up, her breasts straining against the fabric of her low-cut sundress.

Emily turned, her radiant smile lighting up her face. “What’s up, you two? Vernon, you want some lemonade? I just made a fresh pitcher.”

“That’d be real nice, Emily,” Vernon said, his voice smooth, almost too smooth. “You’re always so thoughtful.”

Billy’s stomach churned as Emily walked past him, her hips swaying gently, her ass bouncing with every step. Vernon’s eyes followed her, not even trying to hide his appreciation of Emily's fertile-looking form; and Billy felt a hot surge of jealousy. He wanted to say something, to call Vernon out, but he hesitated. Was he being paranoid?

It was fucking with his mind.

That night, in bed, Billy couldn't sleep.

He pulled Emily closer, burying his face in her hair. She smelled like lavender, like home, like his.

But as he held her, hubby's mind kept replaying the way she had smiled at Vernon. For the first time in their marriage, Billy felt like he was losing her. Unable to stop the doubts, he stared up at the ceiling, his mind racing. He could still see it — Emily’s smile. That small, knowing curve of her lips when she had locked eyes with Vernon. It played in his head on an endless loop, taunting him.

Beside him, Emily breathed evenly, lost in sleep.

Billy turned onto his side, watching her. She looked so peaceful, so angelic, so untouched by the weight pressing down on his chest.

How could she sleep so easily? Did she not see what was happening? Or worse… did she like it?

Something inside Billy snapped.

“Emily.” His voice was sharp, slicing through the quiet.

She stirred, mumbling something incoherent before blinking up at him in confusion. “What… what’s wrong?”

Billy sat up, gripping the sheets. “You think I’m an idiot, don’t you?”

Emily frowned, still groggy. “What are you talking about?”

Billy’s pulse pounded in his ears. “I see the way you act around him.”

Emily’s face went blank for half a second—so quick that if he hadn’t been looking for it, he might have missed it. Then she let out a tired sigh. “Billy, not this again. Do you really think a woman like me would be interested in a man like Vernon?”

“No, not this again,” he snapped. “Just tell me the truth. Do you like the attention?”

Emily sat up, rubbing her eyes. “This is ridiculous.”

“Do you?” His voice came out harsher than he intended.

Emily looked at him then—really looked at him. And there was something in her expression that made his stomach twist. Pity.

“Billy…” Her voice softened, like she was speaking to a child. “I love you. You know that.”

That wasn’t an answer.

She reached for his hand, but he pulled away.

Her lips pressed into a thin line. “You’re being paranoid. Vernon is our tenant. That’s it. I—” She hesitated. “I don’t know what you’re so afraid of.”

Billy let out a sharp, bitter laugh. “You don’t?”

She sighed. “Billy, I married you. You’re my husband. You don’t have to prove anything.”

That hit harder than if she had slapped him.

Because what she really meant was: You’re insecure. This is your problem, not mine.

And maybe she was right. But that only made it worse. Billy shoved the blankets off.

Emily’s eyes widened. “Where are you going?”

He didn’t answer. He was already storming toward the door.

“Billy—wait!” Emily scrambled out of bed, but he was already in the hallway, already heading for the stairs.

By the time he reached the front door of his house, he was shaking. Physically shaking. He didn’t know exactly what he was going to say to Vernon, but he knew one thing—he wasn’t going to sit around and let this happen.

He stepped outside, the night air cool against his overheated skin.

Vernon’s studio had one light on. Billy’s fists clenched. Without hesitation, he raised his hand and banged on the door.

Silence.

Then, slow footsteps. The door opened, and Vernon stood there, squinting like he had just woken up. His T-shirt was wrinkled, his face groggy. “Billy?” His voice was thick with sleep. “What’s—”

Billy shoved the door open and stepped inside.

Vernon took a step back. “Hey, man, what the hell—”

Something crashed to the floor. A heavy thud. Silence. The studio stayed dark for several minutes. Then, the door opened again.

Billy stepped out, breathing hard, his knuckles red. His shirt was slightly rumpled, but otherwise, he looked composed.

Emily was standing on the porch, covered in a knee-length pink satin robe, her arms nervously wrapped around herself. Her eyes darted past Billy, toward the darkened studio. Her voice was small — deeply concerned. “Is he okay?”

Billy exhaled sharply. “Don’t worry about that guy.” He brushed past her, heading for the front door. “That asshole won’t be bothering you anytime soon.”


Chapter Four

For the next few weeks, life was a dream. No, better than a dream. It was as if Billy and Emily had been rewound to the start of their relationship—their hands constantly finding each other, their bodies tangled together at every opportunity, their whispered conversations laced with teasing and heat.

Emily had always been affectionate, but now it was something else entirely. Every time she looked at him, her bright liquid hazel eyes were alight with admiration and respect, her touch filled with something deeper, almost primal.

Every chance she got, Emily called Billy her big, strong man or her protector or, when she was feeling especially playful, her own personal UFC fighter.

The first time, they were out grocery shopping, standing in the middle of the frozen foods aisle when Emily suddenly pressed herself against him, sliding her hands up his chest with an impish smile.

“What would I do without my big, strong man?” she purred, her fingers tracing the muscles of his arms.

Billy smirked, loving the way her body melted into his. “Probably get yourself into trouble.”

She bit her lip. “Mmm. Guess I’m lucky you’re here to protect me, then.”

His blood ran hot at the way she looked up at him—like he was the only man in the world.

And then, there were the nights.

Emily had always been a passionate lover, but now she was insatiable. Every evening, she found new ways to tempt him, whether it was stretching lazily in nothing but one of his old T-shirts, or slipping into bed and pressing her body against his, whispering, “Come take what’s yours, baby. Claim your property.”

One night, after a particularly heated session, she lay sprawled across his chest, her skin glowing with the aftermath. She sighed, nuzzling against his neck.

“I never knew you were so… violent.”

Billy smirked, running a possessive hand down her back, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip. “Only when I have to be, babe.”

She sighed dreamily. “Mmm. My protector.”

Billy had never felt more like a man. More like her man.

Yeah, maybe he still felt a little guilty about what had happened with Vernon. But the guy had deserved it. Guy code. You don’t eye-fuck your landlord’s wife. That was just common sense.

And besides, Emily had never been this into him before. Every moment was charged with electricity, every touch setting off sparks between them.

Everything was perfect.

Until Vernon came back.

Billy had assumed that after what happened, Vernon would slink away, maybe move out, lick his wounds somewhere far away. It would have been the smart thing to do.

Instead, the old skinny black man came back different.

Much different.

At first, it was subtle. A few weeks after the fight, Billy noticed Vernon skulking around the property again—first just coming and going, then lingering outside more often. He wasn’t as chatty as he used to be, but there was something… focused about him now. Not in the easygoing way he used to be, but in a way that made Billy’s stomach twist.

And then came the physical changes.

Vernon clearly started hitting the gym. Clearly.

His narrow shoulders filled out, his frame thickening with muscle. The once-balding man had shaved his head completely, his dark ebony skin now smooth and gleaming. His jawline had sharpened, his entire body transforming into something lean and powerful. The loose-fitting clothes were gone, replaced with muscle shirts that clung to his ripped physique, veins standing out against his skin.

And Emily noticed.

She didn’t say anything at first, but Billy saw it in the way her lips pressed together whenever Vernon walked by. The way her eyes flicked toward him, then quickly away.

Then, there was Vernon’s new girlfriend.

Natalie.

Emily especially hated Vernon’s little white girlfriend.

Natalie was young, blonde, fit—always in skin-tight leggings that hugged every curve. A cute 'slim-thick' blonde gym bunny with a bubble butt and big tits that she took every opportunity to show off. She worked the front desk at Vernon’s gym and looked at him like he was a god. She draped herself over him in public, giggling at everything the older black man said, her delicate white hands always somewhere on his well-muscled ebony chest, his big bulging black arms.

One night, Billy and Emily sat on the porch, watching as Vernon and his new girl pulled into the driveway. She was laughing, her body pressed close to Vernon’s as they walked toward the studio apartment.

Billy chuckled, shaking his head. “Man, it’s funny how much he’s changed.”

Emily didn’t laugh. She just watched. Her jaw was tight, her fingers gripping her wine glass a little too hard.

Billy turned to her, brow furrowing. “You okay?”

She blinked, forcing a smile. “Yeah. Just… tired.”

But Billy wasn’t stupid. Something was off. And for the first time since their second honeymoon began, a familiar pit of unease settled in his stomach.

Then came the day when Emily announced that it was time for her to get back into shape — which her husband thought was odd since Emily's body had never looked better to him. But Billy told himself not to overthink it. Emily had always been into fitness—well, sort of. She’d done yoga, gone on morning runs when she was feeling extra motivated, but she’d never been serious about it. So when she suddenly announced she was getting back into the gym, Billy had no reason to question it.

Until the results started showing. Her body changed fast.

Her arms, once soft and delicate, took on a subtle but defined shape. Her legs, already thick and curvy, now had an athletic sculpt to them, her calves firmer, her thighs more powerful. And her ass—Jesus. Emily had always had a figure that turned heads, but now? Now, she looked like one of those Instagram fitness models, especially when her hair was braided and she wore her new leggings, her once-soft curves now toned and much fuller, her waist just a little bit tighter. But still soft and feminine.

Billy noticed it the most in bed. The way his wife's body moved differently, more confidently, with just the hint of a brand-new assertiveness. The way her endurance had increased. The way she’d grab him, pull him closer, almost demand more from him than before.

It should’ve been a good thing. But something about it made his stomach twist.

Then, one night, after months of these changes, Emily casually dropped the bomb.

“Oh, I saw Vernon at the gym today.”

Billy, who had been scrolling through his phone on the couch, stiffened. His eyes flicked to her.

“What?”

Emily shrugged, peeling off her gym hoody, her toned arms on full display. “Yeah. He goes there too. Did I mention that before? I thought I mentioned that. Anyway, I guess his little so-called girlfriend works the front desk or whatever. I’ve seen them around a few times. It must be terrible to be so insecure as her. That's the reason why she has to flaunt her goods every time she goes out. That’s the only reason.”

Billy’s blood ran cold.

He kept his expression neutral. “ Emily? How long have you known that Vernon goes to the same gym you go to?”

His wife tilted her head, thinking. “I don’t know. A while.”

His jaw clenched. “And you’re just telling me now?”

She rolled her eyes, walking past him toward the kitchen. “Oh, come on, Billy. It’s a gym. People work out there. It’s not that deep.”

But it was that deep. And she knew it.

Billy watched her from the couch, watched the way her body moved, the way her toned thighs flexed beneath her leggings as she reached for a glass of water. His wife—his beautiful, curvy, married wife—was now parading around a gym where Vernon was. Hair in a ponytail. Ass wobbling. Tits bouncing. Probably loving the attention she was getting from all the meatheads at the gym.

Like Vernon, who had bulked up overnight. (Billy felt himself being pulled into a jealousy spiral again.) Vernon, who had a cocky swagger now, always smirking like he knew something you didn’t. Vernon, who had already been caught looking at Emily before. Vernon, who clearly had a thing for curvy young white woman.

Billy’s stomach twisted, his grip tightening around his phone.

He wasn’t stupid. He’d seen this kind of thing before. Not in his own marriage—not yet—but in others. He’d seen how it started. The slow, casual mentions. The innocent interactions that turned into inside jokes. The harmless “gym buddies” that turned into long, sweaty training sessions together. And Emily—his Emily—was getting sexier by the day.

Billy had never been more attracted to her, never wanted her more. But for the first time in their marriage, he wondered: Was she starting to want something else? Or worse—someone else?


Chapter Five

After another long day of teaching, Billy trudged through the front door his briefcase feeling heavier than usual, his lower back aching from hours of standing next to a chalk board.

His shoulders slumped as he toed off his worn dress shoes, sighing at the sight of his own reflection in the hallway mirror—grayer at the temples, his once-athletic frame softening beneath his ill-fitting button-down — giving him more of the classic pear shape that many of his fellow male teachers had now.

He loosened his tie with the same exhaustion he remembered seeing in his father after work, a tired ritual of a man past his prime. His libido had been the first casualty, fading like a distant memory, replaced with grumbling about slow students and aching joints. He knew that he should make some changes. He should go to the gym, should do something, anything, but the couch was calling him louder than anything else right now. A beer and the nightly news—that was about as much as he had energy for anymore.

But as he tossed his keys onto the counter, something caught his eye—a folded note, placed neatly in the center of the granite surface.

Come outside, baby. But first put  your swimsuit on! I have a surprise for you.(If you don’t put on your swimsuit first, you don’t get your surprise.)

His brow lifted, curiosity pushing away the fatigue. He could already feel his pulse quickening as he walked toward their marital bedroom, where he saw that Emily had already pulled out his swim trunks. They were red. They were laying on the corner of their bed. Billy hadn’t worn them since last summer.

He  peeled off his stiff button-down and khakis, remnants of his long day teaching, and reluctantly tugged on his faded red swim trunks—baggy, unflattering, and hanging awkwardly around his soft, pear-shaped frame, accentuating his pale, out-of-shape body in a way that made him feel anything but desirable.

But he didn’t have time to think about that now. Billy was already marching towards the back door. Emily wasn’t usually the type for surprises—at least, not spontaneous ones. She liked planning things in advance, keeping things orderly.  So…

So whatever this was, it was different.

Billy slid open the glass door and stepped onto the warm wooden deck. The late afternoon sun bathed the backyard in gold, glinting off the calm surface of their pool. And there, standing by the water’s edge, was Emily.

Wearing it.

The American flag string bikini. A thong. Her first thong bikini.

Billy nearly lost his footing.

For months, years, he had been teasing her about that thing. Ever since Billy saw it online—tiny, patriotic, barely-there in all the right places—he had begged, joked, and half-seriously pleaded for his gorgeous gym-visiting wife to wear it, knowing full well that Emily, with her conservative upbringing, would never dare to wear something so bold in public.

But this wasn’t public. This was their backyard. Their private little oasis. And God help him, his wife looked incredible — so different from the normal classy, conservative outfits she normally wore as a 3rd grade teacher.

Old Glory had never looked better too.

The white stars stretched across Emily's generous curves, the blue triangles barely containing her, the red-and-white stripes hugging her wide, perfect hips. The material was tight, emphasizing the softness of her body, the way she moved. And oh, she moved—a slow, confident strut across the poolside, her toned thighs flexing, her waist dipping just enough to highlight the contrast between her trim stomach and the fullness below.

Billy swallowed, his throat suddenly dry, his penis instantly getting stiff and needy. He wondered what their friends would say if they knew that a woman as respectable as Emily was also wild enough to parade around her backyard looking like a real life porn star. Even better. It was all just for him. She wanted him. She dressed like a slut for him. He was in heaven.

Emily stopped a few feet away from her hubby, one hip popped, a knowing smirk curling at her lips. "I figured it was time I finally gave you what you wanted. A reward. For all your hard effort lately."

Billy's eyes flickered up and down her body, his brain struggling to function properly. "Uh, yeah—yeah, I—wow. Fuck, I can't talk!"

Emily chuckled, shaking her head. "You’re ridiculous."

Then, with an exaggerated seriousness, Billy straightened his back, pressed his feet together, and saluted.

"God bless America," he declared, voice full of nerdy reverence.

Emily burst out laughing, the sound full and rich, her body jiggling in all the places Billy had dreamed of seeing in that bikini. "You're such a dork," she said, stepping forward and draping her arms around his shoulders. "Enjoying the view, soldier?" she teased, her voice like warm honey.

Billy grinned and, in his usual geeky whiteboy way, raised a hand in a mock salute. "Ma’am, yes ma’am."

Emily giggled, rolling her eyes, but he saw the way she bit her lip after. She liked being admired. She liked knowing she had this effect on him. It felt like them again. The tension that had been creeping into their marriage, the unease, the distance—it felt like it had evaporated under the sun, leaving only this. Just the two of them, alone, wrapped in heat and want.

"What's that?" she asked, feigning innocence as she pointed at the small tent in the front of her husband's baggy red swim shorts.

"This?" said Billy, sounding cocky as he reached down and grabbed his five inches of punishing manhood. "You think you can handle all of this, babe? You sure you ready for something this big?"

"For the record," said Emily, her eyes full mischievous fun now, "if you wanted to go into the bedroom right now and remove this ridiculously cute bikini, I wouldn't have any major objections."

But before Billy could make a move, the gate creaked open, and Billy’s head snapped toward the unmistakable metallic groan.


Chapter Six

"What the fuck?" Billy and Emily said at the same time.

Vernon strutted into the backyard, his presence commanding immediate attention. Jesus. The man was a walking tank—his broad shoulders, chiseled abs, and thick arms were impossible to ignore. And then there were the Speedos. Bright green, with a jungle print that looked like it had been painted on. The bulge… Billy couldn’t stop staring at it. It was obscene, a blatant display of raw masculinity that made his own insecurities flare up like a wildfire.

Practically naked herself, Emily’s body stiffened immediately. Her eyes flickered toward the noise, then back to Billy. Like an animal seeking protection in the wild, her husband jumped into the water, hiding his raging whiteboy hard-on.

“Hey, guys,” Vernon said, his voice deep and smooth, like he knew exactly what kind of effect he had on people. “Mind if we join you?”

“We?” Billy thought, his stomach dropping as Natalie stepped into view.

Natalie was dangerous.

Platinum blonde hair spilled over her bare shoulders in long, silky waves, framing a face that was almost doll-like—except for the way she smirked, like she knew exactly how much power she held. She wasn’t just pretty. She was devastating. Her skin was sun-kissed, very tan, dewy, glowing, and her body—God, her body. She was built for attention. Her curves weren’t just there—they demanded to be noticed. Her jungle-print string bikini (obviously selected to match Vernon's bulging Speedos) looked like it had been designed to defy gravity.

The top? Tiny. Thin triangles of fabric barely contained her. It looked like the strings holding it together could snap with a single wrong move.

The bottoms? Worse. High-cut, scandalous, the kind that didn’t hide anything. When she moved, the little golden charms attached to the straps at her hips jingled, drawing the eye exactly where she wanted it.

And Natalie clearly knew it.

Emily’s smile faltered for a split second before she recovered, though Billy could see the tension in her shoulders. “Of course,” she said, her voice a little too bright as she joined her husband in the protective waters of the swimming pool. “The more the merrier.”

"Finally thought I'd take ya'll up on the offer," explained Vernon, who was running his big black hands all over Natalie's bottom, presumably applying suntan lotion to her curvy white buttocks. But there was something evil in his eyes, especially when he glanced over at Emily and Billy, as if making sure that they were seeing this. Seeing how different of a man he was compared to before.

And Vernon was—different. Much different. The gym (and probably lots of steroids, lots of testosterone shots, lots of shots and pills) had almost turned him into a completely different person.

Bigger. Bulkier. Even blacker. The man who had once been scrawny, balding, with a ridiculous comb-over now owned his space in a way that made Billy’s soft pale stomach tighten. The black man's shoulders were broader, his arms thick with muscle, his chest sculpted like someone who had spent years in the gym. His skin, dark and glistening, looked polished under the afternoon sun.

"Offer?" asked Emily. Her arms were crossed now, covering her own way-too-small-bikini-top, as if shielding herself from the situation.

"Remember? When I first moved in," said Vernon, "that was part of the deal. Use of the swimming pool included."

"Right, right," said Emily, splashing water as she waded next to her husband, using his pear-shaped pale body to hide behind until they could politely extract themselves from such an awkward social situation.

"Fuck," Billy muttered underneath his breath. He hated that this moment—their moment—was suddenly being rewritten, stolen by the presence of these two interlopers.

Walking over to the edge of the pool, glancing down at the married couple, Vernon stretched, his biceps flexing. “Man, it is hot today,” he groaned, obviously giving Billy and Emily ample opportunity to admire his tiny pair of jungle-print Speedos, hugging his athletic hips, leaving very little to the imagination. It looked like Vernon had literally taken several socks and stuffed them into the front of his briefs. It didn’t' look real.

Billy turned to see if Emily had noticed also and he found her staring down at her own fingernails, frowning.

"Are you okay?" he whispered so that only she could hear. "We could leave now. I'll go get you a towel."

"Let's give it a few moments," said Emily. "I don't want to seem too obvious."

"Good idea, babe."

But Billy’s throat tightened as Natalie soon descended into the pool, every step an opportunity for one of those nipples to break free and pop out into the fresh air of the backyard.

Vernon's little white girlfriend was a walking cartoon of exaggerated sensuality—thick blonde hair that cascaded in perfect waves down her tanned back, enormous breasts spilling out of the minuscule triangle top of her jungle-print bikini, hips that flared wide before narrowing into toned, gym-crafted thighs.

Watching from above, Vernon’s presence seemed to fill the space, his confidence radiating like heat off pavement. A third party might have guessed that the big black man owned the house and everyone else was a browbeaten visitor. Billy tried to ignore the other man, moving casually through the water until he was blocking Vernon’s unobstructed view of Emily’s cleavage. Natalie, meanwhile, floated lazily, her hourglass-shaped white body on full display, her movements deliberately slow and sensual. She’s doing this on purpose, Billy thought, his heart pounding. They both are.

“So,” Vernon said, bending down at the edge of the pool, his legs spread wide as he smiled at the white couple down below. “How’s it going?”

“Good,” Billy managed, his voice cracking slightly. Why did he sound so weak? He cleared his throat, trying to muster some semblance of confidence. “Just, uh, hanging out.”

Vernon chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that sent a shiver down Billy’s spine. “Nice.” His gaze flicked to Emily, and Billy felt a hot surge of jealousy as the man’s eyes lingered on her. “You look great, Emily. You make me want to go join the damn Army. Fight for Uncle Sam. Goddamn. Been hitting the gym?”

Emily blushed, and Billy’s stomach twisted. She liked the attention. He could see it in the way she smiled, the way she subtly shifted her posture to show off her body. “Thanks,” she said, her voice soft. “I’ve been trying.”

"It’s paying off,” Vernon replied, his tone leaving no room for doubt. His eyes roamed over her openly, and Billy had to fight the urge to get between them again.

"So how's the job? In the strip mall? Verizon?" asked Billy, thinking it might be nice for everyone to remember that at the end of the day, Vernon was still a failure in life.

"Couldn't tell you," said Vernon, smiling from across the pool, his arm resting around Natalie's shoulder. "Got into the personal trainer game. Should have made the change years ago... I guess, in a weird way, I have you to thank for that?"

Billy cringed as Vernon's grin widened, oozing dominance, his teeth flashing in the light. It wasn’t just a smile—it was a reminder, a flex of control.

Vernon, of course, was referencing what happened a year ago, the moment everything had shifted.

Back then, Vernon had been weak, timid, a man barely worth noticing. But after Billy had lost his temper and swung at him for looking at Emily a little too long, something had awakened in him. That beating had been the catalyst for Vernon's transformation, forging himself into the chiseled, confident figure now lounging effortlessly in Billy’s pool, next to a woman who practically dripped off his sculpted frame.

Now, the tables were reversed. And both men knew it.

Vernon was powerful, confident, a force of nature that exuded strength, while Billy had never felt smaller, never felt weaker, never felt more vulnerable, never felt more threatened in his own home.

Billy's stomach clenched as he told himself he didn’t care, that it didn’t matter, but the burn in his chest, the tightening in his throat, betrayed the lie. He hated this. Hated how Vernon seemed to dominate the backyard, how his presence alone made Billy feel like an afterthought.

Billy's thoughts were interrupted as Natalie climbed the pool stairs, her skin glistening as water streamed down her body in slow, tantalizing rivulets. She adjusted the thin straps of her jungle-print thong bikini, the minuscule fabric barely clinging to her curves. Each step she took sent a fresh cascade of droplets sliding down the smooth arch of her back, tracing the contours of her toned legs, rolling off the roundness of her hips. The evening sun caught the moisture on her skin, making her glow with an almost hypnotic sheen.

Billy swallowed hard, his chest tightening with something raw and ugly.

He felt trapped, suffocating beneath an unfamiliar mix of arousal and shame. He couldn't tear his eyes away, but at the same time, he hated himself for looking, for feeling this way. He was supposed to be above this, supposed to be better. But as Natalie ran a hand through her wet platinum hair, flashing a lazy, satisfied smile in Vernon's direction before sauntering toward her towel, Billy felt a terrible, aching hollowness open inside him—one he couldn't even begin to name.

A sharp voice cut through his daze. "Really, Billy?" Emily's tone was laced with irritation, and when he turned, he saw her standing next to him, arms crossed over her chest.

The American flag bikini left just as little to the imagination as Natalie’s jungle-print; and yet all Billy could focus on was the way his wife's eyes burned into him.

"You're seriously just standing here, ogling Natalie like some perv? Right in front of me?"

Billy stammered, his face burning. "I—I wasn’t—"

Emily scoffed. "Oh please. You looked like a starving man staring at a steak."

Billy shrank under her gaze, feeling smaller than ever. "I wasn’t trying to… I mean, it’s not like… I just—" He exhaled sharply, shoulders slumping. "I don’t know, okay?"

Emily rolled her eyes, shaking her head. "God, Billy."

Vernon, still reclined in his chair, chuckled under his breath. "Careful, man. Wouldn’t want to lose what you’ve got at home." His grin widened as he took another sip of his drink, his arm still lazily draped around Natalie, as if he owned the world.

Billy felt like the ground was caving in beneath him.

And then—

Natalie giggled. "Hope you don't mind?"

The platinum beauty stretched languidly, her arms arching above her head, her back arching just enough to make the jungle print on her bikini top strain against her curves. She let out a soft, almost imperceptible sigh, and then her fingers drifted behind her back. The movement was slow, deliberate, almost hypnotic. Too slow. She was teasing Billy, he realized, his breath hitching as her fingers found the tie of her bikini top.

Billy's eyes widened. She couldn’t possibly. But she was. Her fingers tugged at the knot, unraveling it with agonizing slowness. He could see the straps loosening, the fabric slipping ever so slightly. She’s going to do it. His heart pounded in his chest, his mouth suddenly dry. He couldn’t look away even if he wanted to.

The bikini top fell away, and there they were—her breasts, spilling out, full and round and perfect. Her 34DDs were everything he’d ever imagined and more. The sunlight kissed her skin, highlighting every curve, every dip. Her nipples were pale pink, soft yet perked, the tips hardening slightly in the warm air. They were just the right size, not too big, not too small, sitting atop her breasts like the crown jewels. He could see the faintest hint of veins beneath her skin, a delicate network that only made her seem more human, more real.

Natalie leaned back, her arms resting on the lounge chair, her big white breasts exposed for the world to see.

Billy's eyes were glued to her hands as they moved over her skin, tracing the curve of her breasts, circling her nipples. She was teasing him, making him wait, making him ache. And it was working. Every touch, every movement sent a jolt of electricity through him, leaving him dizzy with desire.

Natalie’s fingers finally found her nipples, and she pinched them lightly, eliciting a soft moan from her lips. The sound was enough to make his breath catch, his body reacting in ways he couldn’t control. She looked at him, her eyes dark with desire, and said, "Oh, sorry, I forgot I wasn't alone. Sorry about that. Blonde moment."

Then, just as quickly, Natalie retied her leopard-print bikini top. And it was over: the show, her little performance.

But for what reason?

Emily’s breath hitched. “Oh my God,” she whispered under her breath, obviously disgusted by what she just witnessed. "Whore. Slut. Disgusting behavior."

Billy didn’t know if she was talking to him – or just grousing to herself.

Natalie smirked, flipping her long blonde hair over one shoulder. “Gotta make sure it’s tight,” she said innocently.

"It used to be," smirked Vernon. “Not no more.”

Billy felt a muscle in his jaw tick.

Emily leaned toward him slightly, her voice low. "This is weird, so weird,” she muttered, visibly annoyed by the intrusion of Vernon and his gym slut blonde girlfriend. "Those two are honestly so weird."

Billy could feel the weight of the moment pressing down on him, thick as the humid afternoon air.

The backyard, once a private paradise meant only for him and Emily, had been invaded.

And yet—he couldn’t look away.

The water lapped gently at his chest as he stood in the shallow end, watching. Across from him, Vernon dove into the deep end, then grabbed the edge of the pool and flirted with Natalie, telling her to abandon the string bikini on the chairs and come join him in all of her curvy Caucasian glory.

Then, after a few moments of bothering Natalie, Vernon pulled himself out of the water, his black muscles rippling like a Greek statue come to life. Vernon’s whole body (that is, his new body) was like something out of a heavyweight boxing match—except sharper, denser, more controlled. A body that had been built for speed and power.

Emily noticed. Billy could see her noticing. It was subtle—the way her lips parted slightly, the way her hazel eyes flickered over Vernon’s broad chest, then lower, lingering for just a fraction too long before she caught herself and looked away.

It was the first time Billy had ever seen her look at another man like that. Like he was art. A masterpiece. A statue carved from living stone, designed to be admired.

And then—Natalie moved. And Billy didn’t care if anyone caught him gawking now.

Every step she took was bounce, bounce, jiggle. Her ass was huge, but in a good way—the bikini bottom barely covering anything, dipping between the thick curves of her cheeks, making every movement a show.

Billy should have looked away. But he didn’t. Not until Emily’s voice cut through the moment – again:

"Hey, babe, can you get out for a second? I need your help with something."

Billy blinked, feeling caught. He knew that this was his cue — that it was time for the married couple to excuse themselves from the likes of Vernon and Natalie.

But, unfortunately, Billy could only clear his throat and flash a sheepish grin. "Uh… Babe? I can’t exactly leave the water right now."

Emily’s brows furrowed for a second—until realization dawned on her. She didn’t say anything. But she knew. A tacit understanding passed between them. Her husband couldn’t stand up right now. Because he’d been watching her. Not Emily. Natalie.

Emily turned away, brushing her fingers through the water, her expression unreadable.

But Billy figured that his wife wasn’t exactly innocent in all this, either. Because Emily looked insanely good too.

That American flag bikini clung to her in all the right ways—highlighting the tightness in her stomach from months of gym work, the fuller shape of her legs, the perfect, round curve of her ass. Her body had changed too. Not unlike Vernon, she had improved a great deal. And now, standing just a few feet away from him, Emily looked like she belonged in a magazine. She looked like one of them — like she was better suited now to hang out with Vernon and Natalie than with pudgy pasty-skinned Billy.

After a moment, Emily forced a laugh, breaking the tension. "You know," she said, looking over at Vernon and Natalie, "you two are kinda cute, matching like that. Even if your swimsuits are way too damn small for both of you."

Vernon grinned, flashing his signature thousand-watt smile. "You like 'em?"

Natalie giggled, sliding an arm around his thick, muscular bicep, pressing her body into his side. "We figured, why not? You know… show off a little."

Billy clenched his jaw. That was an understatement.

Emily smirked, her teasing nature returning. "Maybe I should get Billy a matching American flag Speedo. So when I wear this—" she gestured down at her own barely-there bikini, "he can match me."

Billy’s stomach dropped. He knew she was just joking. But the thought of himself standing next to that man, wearing that ridiculous excuse for a swimsuit, made his insides churn. It was like a cruel joke. Like standing next to an Olympian and pretending you were in the same league. Not all men were created equal.

And Emily had just reminded everyone of that fact in front of everyone. Natalie giggled. Vernon smirked. Billy stayed silent. He was almost getting used to feeling humbled.


Chapter Seven

Nobody left. The ad hoc swimming pool party continued. And long shadows began to caste across the swimming pool’s watery surface, and Billy couldn’t shake the feeling of discomfort that had been lingering since the moment their guests arrived.

He glanced at his wife again, wishing they could just leave, retreat, get away from Vernon and Natalie, and return to the safety of their home with locked doors. He could sense how dangerous their scantily-clad presence was—how unpredictable they could be, how they seemingly had weaponized their hypersexual natures against Billy and his conservative wife. Yet, every time Billy thought they were ready to go, Vernon had a way of drawing everyone back in. Whether it was a joke or a question, something about Vernon’s magnetic charm kept everyone hanging on his every word, even Billy.

His own body, freckled and flabby, felt so out of place next to the lean, sculpted figures around him.

Billy’s red swimming trunks hung loosely, not just too big but a reminder of the weight he’d gained in the past year—the weight that had made him feel more like a middle-aged man than the confident, athletic person he once was. He could feel the sag of his belly beneath the fabric, and the way his chest, no longer firm, barely filled out the loose T-shirt he had worn earlier. It was hard to ignore how small and weak he looked next to Vernon’s black god chiseled frame, or how his own self-doubt and manhood seemed to swirl downward with each passing second.

Vernon and Natalie, on the other hand, had slipped into their own version of carefree, with Vernon still in his jungle-print Speedos and Natalie in a matching bikini.

Billy couldn't help but to stare and pathetically admire from his deck chair. He still couldn't believe that a woman who looked like her was dating some old black guy. What was going on with the world today?

In some ways, many ways, Natalie and Vernon were the most mismatched couple on the face of the planet. But in other ways... they made the perfect picture of confidence, almost too much confidence for Billy’s liking.

Then, Vernon stood up from the pool, his muscular ebony frame glistening with water.

Billy cringed, an uncomfortable knot forming in his stomach as he caught sight of the older black man's Speedos again. This time in profile.

That bulge looked even more ridiculous and ersatz from the side, the leopard-print bulge now cartoonishly visible in full as he strutted around the pool. The presence of the man only seemed to grow with each passing moment, and Billy couldn’t shake the feeling that Vernon was slowly encroaching on everything that was his—his house, his wife, even his sense of self.

He looked over at his wife, hoping for a distraction, but to his dismay, Emily was deep in conversation with Natalie, standing on the far side of the pool, water coming up to the top of their thongs.

Billy had always admired his wife’s beauty, but today, it was as though she had shed all her earlier hesitations.

The longer she wore her little bikini in front of other people, the less Emily seemed to realize how naked she was. Her body language had changed; she was relaxed, comfortable in her bikini, the sort of confidence Billy wished he could feel himself. Emily stood tall, her curves on full display, the small fabric of the American Flag bikini highlighting her rounded hips and fuller chest. The way she moved, her laugh, the way the sunlight danced on her skin—it was mesmerizing. The two women were talking animatedly, and though he couldn’t hear their words, it was clear they were enjoying each other's company.

It was then that Emily and Natalie revealed they were both former competitive swimmers, an old connection that seemed to reignite some kind of playful energy between them.

"Swimmers, both of you?" Vernon laughed, knees bending along the edge of the pool so that his low-hanging Speedos were practically eye level with Emily and Natalie now. "Fantastic."

"Yeah, pretty random," Emily said.

"I'm up here, Emily..." Vernon teased when he caught those hazel eyes lingering a moment too long on his bulging African-American virility. "Eyes up here, please."

Vernon and Natalie exchanged looks and their laughter filled the air around the swimming pool.

Emily, meanwhile, looked like she was going to die of humiliation on the spot. While Vernon's deep voice laughed, Emily's head instinctively dipped below the surface of the water, as if trying to escape from her current reality of unadulterated shame. When she resurfaced, Natalie was beaming a big pretty smile at her.

“We should race! You and me!” Natalie suggested, a smirk on her face. "Unless... you're chicken, girl!"

Emily’s competitive nature flared instantly.

The two gorgeous full-figured female athletes made their way to one end of the 20 meter pool, and Billy watched, feeling a mix of pride and trepidation as Emily surged ahead. The race was close, but in the end, Emily triumphed, winning 3-2.

Natalie, never one to back down from a challenge, wasn’t content with just one defeat. “Let’s have a chicken fight,” she suggested with a grin, clearly eager to redeem herself. "Unless... you're chicken, girl!

This time Billy hesitated, unsure if this was something he really wanted to take part in, but Emily’s competitive spirit was undeniable. She practically pushed him into the pool, determined to make sure Natalie had her chance to “even the score.”

The match was fierce, the water splashing around them as the two pairs fought for dominance. But in the end, Vernon and Natalie won 5-0, leaving Emily visibly frustrated. “I’m not going down like this,” she said with a determined look. “We’re switching partners.”

Billy was reluctant, but the idea of having Natalie on his shoulders, her body close to his, was tempting.

He felt an embarrassing rush of excitement at the thought. But the more he thought about it, the more he realized how ridiculous he probably looked next to Vernon—how weak, how out of shape, how small. The idea of seeing Emily on Vernon’s shoulders, her legs wrapped around his neck, made his stomach churn with jealousy, but at the same time, it was hard to deny the slight thrill of being paired with Natalie. But no matter what, Billy couldn’t escape the gnawing feeling that he was losing control of the situation, and perhaps even losing Emily.

The match resumed, and this time, they split the rounds. Emily and Vernon won three out of six, and Natalie suddenly cried out, clutching her leg. “I think I have a cramp!” she exclaimed.

Billy’s training as a lifeguard kicked in, and he swam to her side, carefully supporting her as he guided her to the pool’s edge. He helped her sit on the deck, massaging the muscle, all the while trying to ignore the distant sound of Emily and Vernon talking softly together by the pool.

As he tended to Natalie, Billy couldn’t help but reflect on the tension that had built throughout the afternoon. It was clear that Vernon and Natalie were an unpredictable force, and it wasn’t just the physical competition that had made him uneasy. Like he just couldn't compete. There was something in the air that made him feel like an outsider, a sense that he couldn’t quite shake. As Natalie smiled gratefully at him, Billy found himself wishing the afternoon would end, hoping he could take Emily away from it all—back to the safety of their home, where things made more sense.

But to his horror and shame, when Billy glanced at his wife, he realized she was just as lost in the spectacle as he was.

Emily’s eyes were glued to Vernon, her lips slightly parted, her chest rising and falling with rapid breaths.

The American flag bikini she wore suddenly seemed to amplify her own beauty, her curves more pronounced, her confidence radiating in a way Billy rarely saw. But it wasn’t him she was looking at. It was Vernon. And the way Vernon was looking back at her—like she was the only woman in the world—made Billy’s stomach churn. The great contrast of their skin complexions was thrilling.

“You okay, man?” Vernon’s deep voice broke through Billy’s thoughts, and he turned to see the older man smirking at him, his dark eyes glinting with amusement.

“Uh, yeah,” Billy stammered, his voice sounding higher than he intended. “Just… uh… thinking.”

Vernon chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that sent a shiver down Billy’s spine. “Thinking, huh? Looks like you’re doing more than that.”

Billy’s face burned as he realized he was holding one of Natalie's breasts, who was now floating on her back, her tits proudly on display. She caught his gaze and winked, her lips curling into a devilish smile.

"Fuck, that's bold," Vernon laughed.

Emily’s voice cut through the tension, sharp and accusatory. “Billy, are you seriously feeling up Natalie right now? Right in front of me? You do realize you're married, correct?”

He whipped his head toward his wife, white guilt written all over his face. “What? No! I mean…” He trailed off, knowing there was no way to explain himself without sounding like a pervert.

Emily crossed her arms over her chest, her tone icy. “You were. I saw you. Licking your lips and everything. How pathetic.”

Billy’s shoulders slumped, his confidence—what little he had—crumbling under her words. But before he could respond, Vernon stepped in, his voice smooth and commanding.

“Relax, Emily. It’s natural. Natalie’s a beautiful woman. Even I can’t help but look.”

Emily’s expression softened at Vernon’s words, her eyes flicking back to him. “You think she’s beautiful?”

Vernon and Emily were standing next to each other in waist-high water, offering a perfect profile shot to her husband at the end of the pool still, where Natalie floated along happily, her tits jutting in the air.

Vernon grinned, stepping closer to Emily, his presence overwhelming. “Oh, she is. But so are you. In fact…” He reached out, his fingers brushing a strand of wet hair from her face. “I think you’re the most stunning woman here.”

Emily’s breath hitched, her cheeks flushing as she looked up at Vernon, her lips parting slightly. Billy felt like he was watching a train wreck in slow motion, powerless to stop it. What the hell is happening?

Natalie’s laughter interrupted the moment, her voice dripping with playful mischief. “Looks like someone’s got a crush, Vernon.”

Vernon turned to her, his smirk widening. “Can you blame me? Look at her.”

Billy was having a difficult time reconciling the fact that Vernon was talking about his own wife right now. His eyes darted back and forth between Vernon and Emily, his jealousy and insecurities clawing at his chest. He wanted to say something, to assert himself, but the words stuck in his throat. What could I even say? He was nothing compared to Vernon, and he knew it.

Natalie swam over to Billy, her movements fluid and graceful, like a predator stalking its prey. She stopped right in front of him, her body so close he could feel the heat radiating off her. “Don’t worry, Billy,” she purred, her fingers trailing down his chest. “I think you’re cute.”

"Cute?" he said. "Just cute?"

"What's wrong with cute?" Natalie giggled. "Cute's cute."

"Nothing," Billy mumbled, miserably. "I'll take it."

"Cute in sort of an old grumpy man way. How big is your little thing down there? You have not big hands," she giggled. “No offense.”

Her touch sent a jolt of electricity through him, his body responding in ways he couldn’t control. This is wrong. So wrong. But he didn’t stop her as her hand drifted lower, her nails lightly scratching his skin.

“Natalie…” he breathed, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Shh,” she said, her lips brushing against his ear. “Just let me make you feel good, cutey pie.”

Across the pool, Vernon’s deep voice carried over the water. “Emily, why don’t you come here? I think we need to talk.”

From the looks of it, Emily had just broken free from Vernon's magnetic appeal. But she'd only gotten several feet away, wading through the water with those wide baby-birthing hips, when she heard herself being beckoned. By Vernon. Looking over her shoulder, she saw the older black man bending a single black digit, calling her. Beckoning her. The gleam of his smile was amazing, friendly but full of threat in a good way.

Emily hesitated, her reluctant hazel eyes flicking to Billy, who was currently being attended to by Natalie, before she nodded and swam back toward Vernon, her chest thrust out in the water as he grinned down evilly at his gorgeous flag girl, admiring the size of her black baby feeders.

Billy watched as his wife approached the older man, her movements hesitant but curious. This can’t be happening. But it was. And there was nothing he could do to stop it.

Vernon reached out, his large ebony hand resting on Emily’s waist, pulling her closer. “You’ve been staring at me all ever since we got to this pool," he said, his voice low and intimate. “Why? Tell me, beautiful.”

Emily’s breath caught, her hands resting against Vernon’s chest, her fingers splayed against his muscles. “I… I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice trembling.

“I think you do,” Vernon said, his other hand cupping her chin, tilting her face up to his. “You’re curious. You want to know what it would feel like… to be with a man of color?"

Emily’s eyes widened, a mixture of shock and arousal flashing across her face. “Vernon, I…”

“It’s okay,” he murmured, his lips brushing against hers. “I won’t tell... Hell, I even know a man of color who has a thing for sexy white wives.”

His grin was from ear to ear. He was proud of that one.

It was too much.

Billy’s heart pounded in his chest as he watched his wife lean into Vernon’s kiss, her body melting against his. No. No, no, no. But he couldn’t look away, his mind a whirlwind of emotions—anger, jealousy, but also… something darker. Something he didn’t want to admit.

Natalie’s voice pulled him back, her hands now firmly gripping his shoulders as she pressed her body against his. “Don’t worry about them,” she whispered, her lips trailing down his neck. “Focus on me.”

He wanted to resist, to pull away, but her touch was intoxicating, her body a temptation he couldn’t deny. “Natalie…” he groaned, his hands instinctively gripping her waist.

“That’s it,” she purred, her lips brushing against his. “Just let me take care you, Billy. I promise you’ll like it.”

Across the pool, Vernon and Emily were still locked in their embrace, their passion palpable even from a distance. Billy felt another great surge of anger and betrayal, but it was quickly drowned out by the overwhelming desire Natalie’s touch sparked in him. What the hell am I doing? What is it about this girl?

"So, I have this Instagram page. You should follow me. I have over 100K followers. But I just started."

"Wow, a 100K, congrats," Billy said. "How long?"

"I started last month."

"No way. And over 100k already, that's crazy, Natalie."

"Well, I was featured on this really popular account called PAWGS_Lives_Matter. And I guess, people liked my photos because I started getting all of these followers, it was crazy. I was going to post my art, but Vernon says I should just keep posting my ass online because that's what everyone wants to see: my ass. Although sometimes I show my tits. Actually, I show my big tits off maybe more, probably more. But people like my ass too so I post a lot of thongs, bikinis, short skirts, leggings, cut-off shorts, stuff like that. Want to follow me? Do you know what a PAWG is?"

“I know what a PAWG is,” Billy said, then smirking in his wife’s direction. “I’m married to one.”

Natalie’s eyes focused on the fullness and curves of Emily’s backside, which was eating up that thong like crazy. “Yeah, you are. Want to follow me?”

"Of course, I’d love to follow you," Billy gulped, not believing his luck. "Yeah, I mean, totally, Natalie. You don’t even have to follow me back.”

She smiled at him warmly, genuinely. "You are cute."

"Thanks."

"For a whiteboy," said one of Instagram's most promising PAWGs.

Across the pool, Vernon’s hands moved with a deliberate slowness, his fingers tracing the edges of Emily’s American flag bikini. She shivered under his touch, her breath hitching as his thumbs brushed over her nipples through the thin fabric. “Vernon…” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of uncertainty and desire. He smirked, his dark eyes locking onto hers, and leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear. “Relax, Emily. You’re safe with me. I got you. You’re not going anywhere.”

Natalie’s hands were still on Billy, her nails lightly scratching his chest as she guided him toward the pool’s edge, where the baby steps were. Her lips brushed against his ear, her breath warm and teasing with full snowbunny seduction. “Let me show you what a real woman can do, a woman who follows her instincts, takes what she wants,” she purred, her voice low and sultry.

Billy’s heart raced, his eyes darting toward Emily and Vernon. He felt a surge of jealousy, his stomach churning as he watched Vernon’s hands roam freely over his wife’s body. “Stop,” he muttered, his voice barely audible. Natalie tightened her grip, her lips pressing against his neck. “Don’t fight it, Billy. You know you want this.”

Billy’s voice rose, high-pitched and desperate. “Emily! Stop!” But his words were swallowed by the sound of water splashing as Vernon pulled Emily closer, his thick, muscular arms wrapping around her… The black man didn’t hesitate. His full lips crashed down on hers, claiming her with a raw, primal intensity that left Billy frozen. Emily’s hands gripped Vernon’s dark ebony shoulders, her body pressed against his as her initial resistance melted away. “Vernon…” she moaned into the kiss, her voice trembling with longing.

Natalie’s eyes narrowed as she watched the scene unfold, a sly smile spreading across her lips. She turned back to Billy, her hands moving to his chest as she stepped closer. “Don’t be jealous, Billy,” she whispered, her voice soft and soothing. “Let’s enjoy this moment together. We’re all friends, aren’t we?” She batted her big, blue eyes up at him, her expression innocent yet filled with a dangerous promise. Billy’s gaze dropped to her chest, his mouth going dry as he took in the way her bikini barely contained her voluptuous figure. “I—I…” he stammered, his resolve crumbling under her magnetic presence.

Natalie’s hands moved lower, her fingers brushing against the waistband of his swim trunks. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice dripping with seduction. “Just relax, Billy. Let me take care of you. You're going to love my Instagram account. I got all this big sexy shots of my ass. And these big tits, these big baby feeders…Most of my followers are whiteboys like you who are attracted to PAWGS even though they might not be ideally suited to satisfy a PAWG's womanly needs. Know what I mean by that?”

He nodded sadly. No reason to lie now. “I know what you mean, Natalie.”

She giggled. “No offense."

Natalie's hands moved with practiced ease, sliding his baggy red trunks down just enough to reveal his small, pink erection. He could tell that she was judging him, making a mental note of where he stood on the masculinity hierarchy. There was even a little smile that cropped up on her lips, but she managed to push it down, not being the sort of person who just hurt people's feelings for no reason.

Billy’s face flushed with embarrassment, but Natalie didn’t seem fazed. She sank to her knees in the shallow water, her lips wrapping around him with a soft, wet heat that made his knees buckle.

"Hm, feed me that big fat dickie! Hm, tastes so good," she said, sucking on it like a baby carrot, batting her eyes up at him, being both submissive and weirdly dominant at the same time — causing a cocktail of emotions that Billy could were already becoming addictive.

Vernon’s eyes flicked toward them, his lips curling into a predatory grin as he watched Billy’s reaction. "Uh-oh! We got some horny little whiteboys running around this place!"

Emily followed his gaze, her breath catching as she saw Natalie’s head bobbing between Billy’s legs. “Honey?”

“That’s right, baby,” Vernon murmured, his hands gripping Emily’s hips. “Look at them. See? Everyone is friends now.” His lips trailed down the soft gentle slope of her ivory neck, his big white teeth grazing her sensitive skin as one midnight-black hand slipped beneath her bikini bottom, pulling the American flag to the side. “Aren’t we friends?”

“Vernon,” she gasped, her body wiggling into his touch.

Billy’s mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions—jealousy, guilt, and an overwhelming desire that he couldn’t suppress. “Natalie…” he groaned, his hands tangling in her platinum blonde hair. She looked up at him, her lips still wrapped around him, her eyes filled with a sultry challenge. “That’s it, Billy,” she murmured, her voice muffled but no less provocative. “Let go. You deserve this.”

Natalie could tell that the whiteboy wasn’t going to last very long. It was basically like sucking on your thumb: harmless, easy, forgettable. Her pace quickened, her tongue swirling around Billy’s sensitive tip as her hands gripped his thighs. “Billy,” she whispered, her voice a sultry promise, “let me make you feel like a king. Let me serve you. Let me serve my king.”

Hubby’s breath came in short, shaky gasps, his hands tightening in her hair as he teetered on the edge of ecstasy. But something caught his eye. And when he looked over he saw that Vernon had both of his arms around Emily’s shoulders, towering over her, the front of their tiny swimsuits practically rubbing against each other. Once again his jealousy flared, but Natalie’s mouth was relentless, driving him closer to the edge.

“Natalie, I… I…” he stammered, his body tensing as he fought to hold on. She pulled back slightly, her lips still wrapped around him as she looked up at him with a mischievous glint in her eyes. “It’s okay, Billy,” she purred. “Let it go. I want to feel it. I bet the king has such a big load.”

With a guttural moan, Billy gave in, his body shuddering as he released into her mouth. Natalie’s eyes fluttered closed, a soft, contented hum vibrating against him as she savored the moment. Billy’s legs gave out, and he slumped against the pool’s edge, his chest heaving as he struggled to catch his breath.

He almost couldn’t watch them now, his wife and that man.

Then Vernon’s eyes met Natalie’s, and a silent understanding passed between them. “Looks like we’ve all had a good time,” he said, his voice low and filled with satisfaction.

Natalie stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand as she glanced down at Billy. “Feeling better?” she asked, her tone teasing yet genuine. Billy looked up at her, his face flushed and his mind still reeling. “Natalie…” he began, but she silenced him with a finger pressed to his lips. “Shh… no need to talk, whiteboy. It was fun. The small ones are so much easier to suck. No offense.” she murmured. “Let’s just enjoy the moment.”

Vernon released Emily, his hands sliding to her waist as he pulled her back close. “What about you, Emily?” he asked, his voice soft but filled with unspoken promises. “Ready for more?”

Emily hesitated, her eyes darting toward Billy, but the deep female hunger in her gaze betrayed her. “Vernon…” she whispered, her voice trembling with both fear and desire. “I… I don’t know…”

Natalie stepped closer to Billy, her hand resting on his chest as she leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. “Don’t worry, Billy,” she whispered. “She’s in good hands. This should be an honor. Do you know how many whiteboys would give every cent they had to be in your position right now? This is every whiteboy’s fantasy coming to life.”

“Trust me,” said Billy. “It’s not.”

“We’ll see about that,” Natalie said with a challenging smirk that she made sure whiteboy saw.

Billy stood frozen at the edge of the pool, his fingers gripping the cool metal of the lounge chair until his knuckles turned white.

The sun beat down on his pale skin, but the heat was nothing compared to the fire burning in his chest.

His eyes were locked on Emily and Vernon, their bodies intertwined in a way that made his stomach churn. Emily’s American flag bikini still clung to her curves, precariously so, the red and white stripes stretching over her generous breasts, the blue stars barely covering her hips. Billy couldn’t believe that the same day he finally gets his wife to spice things up she ends up in another man’s arms. It seemed… like a nightmare. A fucking nightmare.

Vernon’s jungle-print Speedos left little to the imagination, the fabric straining against the unmistakable bulge that Billy couldn’t help but stare at. It was huge. Ugly.

“You okay, Billy?” Natalie’s voice cut through the tension, her tone light, almost teasing. She sat cross-legged on a pool float, her sunglasses hiding her eyes, but he could feel her watching him. “You’re looking a little… tense.”

Billy didn’t answer.

His attention was fixed on his wife and the older black man.

They were still on the other side of the pool. Smiling at each other, their swimsuits somehow making them look more naked than if they hadn’t been wearing anything at all. But the contrast between Emily’s soft, pale skin and Vernon’s dark muscular chiseled features was impossible to ignore. Even for Billy. You had to admire it on some level.

Vernon’s eyes locked onto hers dark and intense. “You’ve been teasing me all day,” he said, his voice low and gravelly. “Every time you bent over, every time you adjusted that bikini… you knew what you were doing, didn’t you?”

Emily’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t deny it. The truth was, she had been teasing him, and she’d been teasing herself, too. Because now, standing here with Vernon, she felt a pull she couldn’t resist.

“I… I didn’t mean to,” she stammered, though the words felt hollow even as she spoke them.

Vernon stepped closer, closing the distance between them. His hands hovered at her hips, not quite touching, but close enough to send a shiver down her spine. “You’re lying,” he said, his tone teasing but firm. “You wanted this. You’ve been thinking about it for a while now, haven’t you?”

“Billy?” Natalie tried again, her voice sharper this time. “Earth to Billy. You’re just standing there like a statue. What’s going on in that head of yours?”

“Nothing,” Billy muttered, though his voice sounded distant, even to himself. His eyes flicked to Natalie for a moment, but they were drawn back to Emily and Vernon like magnets. Why can’t I look away? he thought, a wave of nausea washing over him.

“Doesn’t look like nothing to me,” Natalie said, tilting her head as she studied him. “You’ve got that whiteboy stiffy again, don’t you? What is it about watching your wife with Vernon that gets you so worked up?”

Billy’s face burned, but he couldn’t deny it.

Already his shorts were growing uncomfortably tight again, a physical reaction he hated himself for. He wanted to scream, to run, to do something—but his feet felt rooted to the spot. Vernon’s deep laugh cut through the air, and Billy’s eyes snapped back to the scene unfolding in front of him.

"Answer the question!" Vernon said, snapping his fingers in front of Emily's face. "You've been curious? You've been thinking about this? Haven't you, baby?"

Emily’s breath hitched. She couldn’t deny it any longer. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “I’ve been thinking about it.”

Vernon’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “Good,” he said, and in one swift motion, he pulled her American flag thong to the side, exposing her damp pussy to the warm evening air.

Emily gasped, but before she could protest—not that she wanted to—Vernon lifted her effortlessly, his strong hands gripping her ass cheeks as he positioned her against the poolside wall.

Her legs instinctively wrapped around his torso, her perfect white skin pressing against  his ebony masculinity. She could feel the heat of him, the power in his muscles as he held her up without breaking a sweat. And then she felt it—the thick, hard length of his cock pressing against her entrance.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her fingers digging into his shoulders. Vernon’s eyes never left hers as he guided the tip of his cock to her opening, the size of him making her pulse race with both anticipation and fear.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice steady and reassuring, even as she felt the stretch of him beginning to fill her. “Let me take care of you.”

Emily’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as Vernon slowly lowered her onto his big black cock. The initial stretch was uncomfortable, almost too much, but as the older black man eased Emily down, her body began to adapt, the tightness giving way to a deep, primal pleasure. She could feel every inch of his black rod as she sank deeper, her pussy stretching to accommodate his enormous size.

“Fuck,” Emily moaned as two large black hands lowered her haunches down upon the enormous African-American phallus that seemed to take her to very limits as a woman. She cursed loudly this time, her head falling back as Vernon bottomed out inside her, the tip of his cock brushing against her cervix. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pain and pleasure that left her trembling in his arms. “It’s too big! Get it out of me!”

“Just relax, Emily. I got you.”

“It’s too big!” she screamed.

But after a few moments, the pain started to ebb.

Vernon didn’t rush.

He held her there, letting her adjust to the feel of him, his hands still firmly gripping her white bubble butt as he supported her weight. When he finally began to move again, it was with a slow, deliberate rhythm, lifting her up and down on his cock with ease. Each stroke was calculated, controlled, and Emily could do nothing but cling to him, her legs tightening around his waist as he filled her over and over.

"Oh Vernon, oh baby, this isn't fair!" she was already saying, clinging to his neck, thinking it was like clinging to the neck of a bull, a big black bull.

"What's not fair, baby girl?" said Vernon,  watching her eyes so that he knew how much more black cock she could take for the moment.

Emily had never felt so... impaled.

She couldn't believe this was happening. The older black man was fucking her in a way that she'd never experienced and Emily was losing control of her own thoughts. Her nails dug into his sexy dark chocolate skin as he began to move faster and faster, her curvy white body rising and falling with each thrust.

“That’s it,” Vernon murmured, his voice a low rumble that sent vibrations through her body. “Take it. Take all of me. I got you. Your fine white ass ain't going nowhere."

Emily’s moans grew louder, her nails leaving faint marks on Vernon’s broad black shoulders as he continued to fuck her. The sensation of his coal-black schlong stretching her, filling her completely, was unlike anything she’d ever experienced. Her husband had never come close to making her feel like this—like she was being claimed, owned in the most primal way possible.

“You like that, don’t you?” Vernon asked, his breath hot against her ear. “You like feeling my cock stretching that tight little pussy of yours.”

“Yes,” Emily gasped, her voice breaking as Vernon’s thrusts grew harder, deeper. “Yes, I love it.”

Vernon’s hands shifted, gripping her round white buttocks even tighter as he controlled her movements, lifting her up and then slamming her back down onto his cock. Impaling her over and over again.The sound of their bodies meeting filled the air, a steady rhythm that matched the pounding of Emily’s tumultous heart. She could feel herself beginning to unravel, the pleasure building to a crescendo that threatened to consume her.

“Look at me,” Vernon commanded, and Emily obeyed, her eyes meeting his as he continued to fuck her with relentless intensity. “I want you to remember this. I want you to remember who’s making you feel like this.”

“Vernon,” Emily moaned, her voice trembling with need. “I… I’m going to—”

“Come for me,” he growled, cutting her off as he slammed her down one final time, his cock burying itself deep inside her.

Emily’s orgasm hit her like a wave, crashing over her with such force that she cried out, her body trembling as Vernon held her in place, his cock still pulsing inside her. The pleasure was overwhelming, all-consuming, and for a moment, Emily forgot everything—her husband, her guilt, the world around her. All that mattered was the man holding her, fucking her, making her feel alive in a way she hadn’t in years.

Billy’s mouth went dry. He couldn’t look away. How is this happening? How is he doing that? His mind raced, comparing himself to Vernon in every possible way—Vernon’s strength, his confidence, his size. Billy felt small in every sense of the word.

“You’re just gonna stand there and watch?” Natalie’s voice was closer now, her breath warm against his ear as she stepped up beside him. “You’re not even gonna try to stop them?” she said with a giggle that implied it was a joke, just a harmless little joke she was making at his expense.

“What am I supposed to do?” Billy snapped, his voice trembling. “Look at him. Look at her. She’s not even trying to stop him!”

“Maybe she likes it,” Natalie said, her tone dripping with insinuation. “Maybe she’s been waiting for someone who can actually take charge for once. Face it, Billy—you’re not exactly the dominant type. Everybody can see that clearly.”

Billy’s chest tightened, her words hitting him like a punch to the gut. He wanted to argue, to defend himself, but the evidence was right in front of him. Emily’s moans filled the air, her body completely surrendered to Vernon’s control.

“You’re wrong,” Billy said, though the words sounded weak even to him. “She’s just… confused. She doesn’t know what she wants.”

Natalie snorted, her laughter sharp and dismissive. “Oh, I think she knows exactly what she wants. And it’s not you.”

“Shut up, Natalie.”

“Once you go black…” Natalie had to stop because of the laughter.

Billy felt his knees go weak, but he managed to stay upright, his eyes still glued to the scene. Vernon’s movements were deliberate, his rhythm unrelenting as he drove into Emily over and over. Her legs trembled, her toes curling as she clung to him, her face a mask of ecstasy. Billy had never seen her like this. He’d never made her like this. It was like Vernon had some special key that could unlock the deepest, most primal parts of Emily.

“You’re really just gonna let him have her, huh?” Natalie said, her voice soft now, almost sympathetic. “You’re not even gonna fight for her?”

“What’s the point?” Billy whispered, his voice breaking. “Look at him. He’s… he’s everything I’m not.”

Natalie stepped in front of him, blocking his view of Emily and Vernon. She reached up, her fingers brushing against his cheek, forcing him to meet her gaze. “Maybe you’re not everything he is,” she said slowly, her eyes searching his. “But that doesn’t mean you’re nothing. You’ve got to believe that, Billy. Or else you’re just gonna keep letting people walk all over you.”

For a moment, Billy hesitated, Natalie’s words sinking in. But then he heard Emily’s sharp gasp, followed by Vernon’s deep masculine groan, and his resolve crumbled. He stepped around Natalie, his eyes finding Emily and Vernon again. Vernon’s hands were gripping Emily’s ass tighter now, his thrusts growing more urgent and possessive. Emily’s head was thrown back, her body arching as she cried out, the sound sending a shiver down Billy’s spine.

“Billy,” Natalie said, her voice firmer now. “Look at me. Look at me.”

But Billy couldn’t.

His eyes were locked on Emily, on the way her body moved in Vernon’s black grasp, on the way Vernon’s ebony muscles rippled with every thrust. He felt like he was watching a massive fucking train wreck, unable to tear his eyes away no matter how much it hurt.

After Emily came on her first black cock, Vernon didn't let up, his thrusts continuing even as Emily’s body began to relax, her orgasm ebbing but not quite gone. The older black man was relentless, obviously incredibly turned on by such a curvy white woman, his stamina seemingly endless as he kept her on the edge, his BBC never leaving her pussy for long.

“You’re not done yet,” Vernon said, his voice rough with desire. “You’re going to take every last inch of me, Emily. Every. Last. Inch.”

Emily’s eyes widened as she realized he wasn’t going to stop. The thought should have been terrifying, but instead, it only fueled her desire. She wanted more. She wanted everything he had to give.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of their bodies meeting. “Give it to me. Give me all of it.”

Vernon’s pillow lips curved into a predatory smile, and without a word, he began to move again, his pace faster, harder, as if he’d been holding back before. Emily’s moans turned into cries of pleasure, her body trembling as she was pushed closer and closer to the edge once more.

“That’s it,” Vernon growled, his ropey muscular black hands tightening on her white ass as he fucked her with primal intensity. “Take it, Emily. Take all of me.”

Emily’s eyes fluttered shut, her body arching as she felt herself being pushed over the edge again. The pleasure was too much, too intense, but she didn’t want it to stop. She wanted to stay there, in that moment, impaled on the man's enormous pleasure-giving cock, with Vernon buried deep inside her, claiming her in a way no one else ever had.

“Vernon,” she moaned, her voice breaking as her second orgasm hit her, more powerful than the first. Her body convulsed around his African-American manhood, tightening as if trying to hold him inside her forever.

But Vernon wasn’t done. He continued to fuck her through another orgasm, his thrusts becoming more erratic as he chased his own release. Emily could feel it building, the tension in his powerful body, the way his ebony monster pulsed inside her, and she knew he was close.

“Cum inside me,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from crying out. “Please, Vernon, I like to feel it. I want to feel it.”

Vernon’s movements stuttered, and with a low growl, he buried his cock as deep as it would go, his release flooding her in hot, pulsing waves. Emily gasped, feeling the warmth of it spreading through her, filling her in a way that made her feel claimed, owned in the most intimate way possible.

For a moment, neither of them moved, their bodies still joined as they caught their breath. Then, slowly, Vernon lowered her to her feet, his hands lingering on her hips as he steadied her.

“Well?” he said, his voice teasing but with a hint of something more serious underneath.

"Holy fuck!" Emily giggled, her hair sticking to her angelic face as fresh hot gooey strings of cum started to leak out of her lips. Somehow the man's cock was still hard enough for her to feel completely impaled and filled up. "Holy fuck Vernon! That was so crazy!"


Chapter Eight

Twenty or thirty minutes later, after some awkward small talk between the four adults around the pool, Vernon grabbed Emily’s hand and asked for the big tour.

It was clear something had changed. And as soon as Vernon walked into the Dolan’s marital bedroom for the first time ever, he climbed onto the white comforter and started to jack his massive black cock, encouraging everyone to watch him while he readied himself for round two.

Billy wasn’t sure about any more rounds. He’d just experienced some of the biggest post-nut regret of his life. And now he sat slumped in the corner chair, his hands gripping the armrests like they were the only things keeping him from floating away.

The bedroom was thick with tension, the air heavy with the scent of chlorine and lust.

Billy’s heart was pounding, his mind racing as Emily sauntered into the bedroom, rejoining the other three. His wife was smiling, scanning the room. She almost looked like she’d forgotten that moments earlier she’d allowed another man to cum inside her pussy while Billy watched in stunned traumatizing silence.

Now Vernon was on the other side of the bed with Natalie, their bodies mashed and writhing together like they were already lost in each other. Emily, holding a glass of orange juice, a sarong wrapped around her waist, covering the bottom half of her American flag bikini, looked radiant. She was positively glowing. She leaned down and kissed her husband, her lips soft and familiar, yet something felt... off.

Miserably, Billy couldn’t shake the image of Vernon’s hand on her ass, the way she hadn’t pulled away, the way she sunk down on him that final time while Vernon roared with his orgasm, shooting straight up into Billy’s wife. No, she’d let him. She’d wanted it, wanted me to see her wanting it. And what about Natalie? Wasn’t she dating Vernon? Why hadn't Natalie got upset?

And now...

“Emily,” Billy whispered against her lips, breaking the kiss for a moment. His voice was shaky, uncertain. “Are you okay with this?”

She hesitated, her eyes darting to the bed, which was currently occupied by Vernon and Natalie, before meeting his. “I... I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice barely audible. “But... I want to see where this goes.”

Billy’s stomach churned. “Emily, I don’t think—”

“Relax, Billy,” Vernon interrupted, his deep voice smooth and commanding. “You’re overthinking this. Just enjoy the moment.”

Billy glared at him, his jaw tightening. “This is my wife, Vernon. I’m not overthinking anything.”

Vernon chuckled, the sound low and mocking. “Your wife? Looks like she’s enjoying herself just fine.”

Billy turned to see Emily’s cheeks flush, her eyes downcast. She didn’t deny it. His heart sank. What the hell is happening? He looked back at Vernon, who was now sliding Natalie’s bikini bottom down her hips, her breath hitching as he exposed her to the room.

“Emily,” Billy said again, his voice firmer this time. “We don’t have to do this. We can stop.”

She hesitated, her eyes flicking to Vernon and Natalie once more. “I... I don’t want to stop,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “I want to see what it’s like. With him.”

“With him?” Billy echoed, his voice rising. “You mean... Vernon?”

Emily nodded, her cheeks burning with embarrassment, but her eyes... her eyes were filled with something else. Desire. Billy felt like he’d been punched in the gut. His wife, the woman he’d loved for years, the woman who had always been so conservative, so his, was now looking at Vernon with that look.

“Emily, no,” Billy said, his voice firm now. “This is too much. I’m drawing the line. You’re not ‘available’ for him. Not today, not ever.”

For a moment, the room went silent. Then Vernon laughed, the sound deep and rich, like he’d just heard the funniest joke in the world. Natalie joined in, her giggles high-pitched and mocking. Even Emily let out a nervous laugh, her eyes wide as she looked at Billy like he’d lost his mind.

“You’re serious?” Vernon asked, his voice dripping with amusement. “You’re really going to step in now? After everything she just said?”

Billy’s tiny fist tightened. “I’m not letting you touch my wife.”

Vernon smirked, his eyes glinting with challenge. “Then how about this? I’ll take Natalie, and you take Emily. Unless... you’re too scared you can’t keep up with me?”

Billy’s blood boiled. Scared? He wasn’t scared. He was... he was... fuck. He looked at Emily, her eyes pleading with him, and then at Natalie, who was watching him with a smirk of her own. He had no choice. He couldn’t back down now.

“Fine,” Billy said, his voice low and steady. “Let’s do it.”

Vernon grinned, his teeth flashing white against his dark skin. “Good. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

The couples rearranged themselves, Billy and Emily on one side of the bed, Vernon and Natalie on the other. The men were standing up and the women were positioning their bodies on the bed to present their white pussies for doggystyle. Billy kissed Emily again, but this time it felt different. There was no warmth, no tenderness. Just desperation and a need to prove himself. His hands roamed her body, his touch rough and hurried as he tried to ignore the sounds coming from the other side of the bed.

Vernon and Natalie were already fully immersed in each other, their bodies moving together in a rhythm that was both mesmerizing and maddening. Natalie’s moans filled the room, each one sending a jolt of jealousy through Billy. She’s not mine, he reminded himself, but it didn’t help. The way Vernon was touching her, the way she was responding... it was too much.

Billy focused on Emily, his hands sliding under her bikini top to cup her breasts. She gasped, her back arching into his touch, but he could tell her mind was elsewhere. She’s thinking about him, he realized, his stomach twisting. He kissed her harder, his hands moving down her body to her hips, then lower. He needed to make her forget about Vernon, needed to make her his again.

But as he pulled her bikini bottom down, his confidence wavered. His erection was already flagging, his insecurities creeping in. What if I can’t satisfy her? What if I’m not enough? He glanced at Vernon and Natalie, their bodies moving together with an ease that made his stomach churn. Vernon’s size, his stamina, his masculinity and blackness... it was everything Billy wasn’t. Couldn’t be.

“Billy,” Emily whispered, her voice breaking through his thoughts. “It’s okay. Just... just focus on me.”

He nodded, his hands trembling as he positioned himself between her legs. He kissed her again, trying to lose himself in the moment, but the sounds from the other side of the bed kept pulling him back. Natalie’s moans were growing louder, more intense, and Billy couldn’t help but look.

Vernon had her pinned to the bed, his large hands gripping her hips as he thrust into her with a power and precision that left Billy in awe. Natalie’s head was thrown back, her blonde hair splayed across the sheets as she cried out in pleasure. It was like watching a scene from a pornographic movie, or a horror movie, and Billy felt himself shrinking in comparison.

“Billy,” Emily said again, her voice more urgent this time. “Please.”

He nodded, his heart pounding as he pushed himself into her, his movements awkward and unsure. He tried to focus on her, on the way her body felt around him, but his mind kept drifting to Vernon and Natalie. I’ll never be able to compete with that, he thought, his confidence crumbling.

Emily’s nails dug into his back, her breath hitching as she whispered his name. “Don’t stop,” she pleaded, her voice trembling with need.

But Billy felt like he was falling apart. His penis was suddenly numb and he couldn’t tell if he was freaking out mentallyor if Emily’s pussy was now too big after one time with Vernon. Will I ever feel her again? Did that motherfucker resize my wife? And then… Billy realized that his penis was definitely in contact with some of the older black man’s sperm, since everyone saw Vernon cum inside Emily while he fucked her standing up next to the pool. The weight of his insecurities, the sounds from the other side of the bed... it was too much. He thrust into her again, his movements desperate and uneven, but he could feel himself losing it. I’m not enough. I’ll never be enough.

And then it happened. With a strangled groan, he came, his body shuddering as he spilled himself inside her. It was over too soon, far too soon, and he felt the shame wash over him like a tidal wave. I’m such a failure.

Emily’s eyes widened in surprise, her body still trembling beneath him. “Billy...” she whispered, her voice filled with a mix of confusion and disappointment.

He couldn’t look at her. He couldn’t bear to see the disappointment in her eyes. Instead, he turned his head, his eyes landing on Vernon and Natalie. They were still going at it, their bodies moving together with a passion and intensity that left Billy feeling sick. Natalie’s cries of pleasure filled the room, each one driving a dagger into the carcass of his masculinity.

“Is that it?” Vernon asked, his voice mocking. “You’re done already?”

Billy’s cheeks burned with humiliation. He couldn’t even bring himself to respond. Instead, he rolled off Emily, his body trembling with shame. I can’t do this. I can’t compete with that motherfucker.

Emily sat up, her eyes darting between Billy and Vernon. “Billy, it’s okay,” she said, her voice soft and soothing. “It’s just... nerves, right?”

He shook his head, his eyes downcast. “No,” he whispered, his voice breaking. “It’s not nerves. It’s... I can’t.”

Vernon chuckled, the sound deep and rich, and Billy felt the weight of his failure pressing down on him. I’m not a man. I’m nothing compared to him, that fucking asshole. Emily will never look at me the same. Today is a disaster.

“Looks like it’s my turn again,” Vernon said, his voice dripping with confidence. “Emily, why don’t you come over here?”

Billy’s heart stopped. No. No. No. He looked at Emily, his eyes pleading with her to say no, to stay with him, to not give in to Vernon. But she hesitated, her eyes flicking to Vernon before meeting Billy’s.

“Emily, please,” Billy whispered, his voice trembling with desperation. “Don’t do this.”

She hesitated, her lips parting as if to speak, but then she stood up, her body trembling as she stepped toward Vernon, this man who clearly only wanted one thing from Emily. Billy’s heart shattered as he watched her go, the woman he loved slipping through his fingers. How was this even possible?

“Emily, no!” he cried, his voice breaking. “Don’t do this!”

But she didn’t stop. She walked over to Vernon, his big black dong obscenely jutting forth from the athletic lines of his body, her much softer body trembling as she stood before him. Vernon grinned, his eyes filled with evil triumph as he reached out and pulled her into his arms. She submitted – again. Billy felt like he was dying as he watched Vernon kiss his wife now, his hands roaming her body with a confidence and ease that Billy could never hope to match.

“Emily!” Billy cried, his voice filled with despair. “Stop! Please! This isn’t like you!”

But she didn’t stop. Instead, she moaned into Vernon’s kiss, her body melting against his as he lifted her onto the bed. Billy’s eyes filled with tears as he watched Vernon position himself between Emily’s legs, his large hands gripping her hips as he—

“Stop!” Billy screamed, his voice raw with anguish. “Emily, don’t do this! I’m begging you!”

But she didn’t stop. Instead, she looked at him, her eyes filled with something he couldn’t quite place. Is it regret? Is it pity? Or is it something else? And then she closed her eyes, her body arching as Vernon pushed into her, and Billy felt the final piece of his heart shatter.

He couldn’t breathe.

His world was over.

His chest tightened, his vision blurred, and all he could hear was the sound of Emily’s soft moans contrasting richly with Vernon’s deep, guttural grunts. It was too much. Too much.

Too damn much.

He stumbled backward, his feet catching on the rug as he turned and stormed out of his own goddamn bedroom, slamming the door behind him.

SHUT!

"You guys are fucking weirdos!" he screamed from the safety of the hallway. "I’m out of here, creeps! Sorry. This is too fucking weird!"

Billy's little heart pounded in his ears, and he leaned against the hallway wall, sliding down until he was sitting on the floor, his head in his hands.

The door creaked open almost immediately.

Billy took a long moment before he could look up. How had such a great day turned into such a fucking nightmare?

Emily stood there, her American flag bikini clinging to her damp skin, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Her expression was a mix of confusion and something else—maybe guilt?

“Billy,” she said softly, her voice trembling. “What just happened?”

He didn’t look up. He couldn’t. “I don’t know,” he muttered, his voice cold and distant. “But I don’t think this is a very good idea. I mean…”

Emily crouched down in front of him, her hands reaching for his, but he pulled away. She sighed, her frustration bubbling to the surface. “Well,” she said sharply, “you seemed to think it was a good idea when that little gym slut was jerking you off. In the pool. I saw. We all did.”

Billy’s head snapped up, his eyes wide with shock. “Emily,” he whispered, his voice cracking. “How could you say that?”

Her gaze softened, but only slightly. “I’m just saying,” she replied, her tone less biting but still firm, “you were all for this when Natalie was touching you. But now that it’s me with Vernon, suddenly it’s a problem?”

Billy opened his mouth to argue, but the words caught in his throat. She was right, wasn’t she? He’d been undeniably turned on when Natalie’s hands were on him, when her lips were so close to his, when her body pressed against his in the pool. But seeing Emily like that, with Vernon—it had undone him. Broken him.

Emily grabbed his wrist, her grip surprisingly strong. “Come on,” she said, standing and pulling him to his feet. “When you’re ready,” she added, glancing down at his flaccid penis, “just join us. It’ll be fun.”

“Fun?” Billy repeated, his voice barely audible. He felt like he was in a nightmare, one he couldn’t wake up from.

“Why are you pouting?” Emily asked, her tone almost teasing now. “Don’t you always beg me to put on sexy little shows for you? Isn’t that what this is? It’s not serious, dear.”

“Yeah,” Billy admitted, his throat dry, “but not like this!”

Emily tilted her head, her lips curving into a sly smile. “Vernon is nice,” she said defensively. “And I already know you have a thing for that little gym bunny slut, the one who jerked you off in the pool... So, you may as well enjoy her while you can!”

Before Billy could respond, his wife turned and walked back toward the bedroom, her big bouncy ass still eating up that American flag thong, leaving him standing in the hallway, his mind racing, his sense of masculinity shattered.

Hubby's poor body felt heavy, like it was being pulled in two directions at once. Part of him wanted to run, to get as far away from this madness as possible. But another part—a darker, more primal part—was curious. He hated himself for it, but he was.

He heard laughter from the bedroom, low and throaty, and he knew it was Vernon. His stomach churned at the sound, but he found himself moving toward the door anyway. He pushed it open slowly, his heart pounding as he stepped inside.

The sight that greeted him made his knees weak.

Vernon was lying on the bed, not a care in the world, his massive African-American frame dwarfing the mattress, his jungle-print Speedos barely containing his arousal. Natalie was straddling him, her platinum hair cascading down her back, her hands on his broad chest. She was leaning down, her lips hovering just above his, teasing him.

Emily was standing beside the bed, watching them with a look of… what was it? Awe? Desire? Billy couldn’t tell. She glanced over at him as he entered, her lips curving into a small, knowing smile.

“There you are,” she said softly, holding out her hand.

Billy hesitated, his eyes darting between Emily and the scene on the bed. Vernon’s hand was on Natalie’s hip, his fingers digging into her flesh as she ground against him. The sound she made—a low, breathy moan—sent a jolt of electricity through Billy’s body.

He took Emily’s hand, letting her pull him toward the bed. She leaned in close, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Just relax. We’re all friends now. It’ll be fun.”

But Billy couldn’t relax. His heart was racing, his palms were sweating, and he couldn’t take his eyes off Natalie. She glanced over at him, her blue eyes locking with his, and she smirked—a cocky, confident smirk that made his stomach flip.

“Come here, Billy,” she said, her voice sultry as she reached for him.

He hesitated again, but Emily gave him a gentle push, and he stumbled forward. Natalie’s hands were on him in an instant, pulling him down onto the bed beside her. She kissed him, her lips soft but insistent, and Billy’s body betrayed him, responding immediately.

He could feel Vernon’s eyes on him, watching, and it made him even more nervous. But Natalie didn’t seem to care. Her hands were everywhere—his chest, his stomach, his thighs, his groin—and before he knew it, she was straddling him, her jungle-print bikini barely containing her.

“Relax,” Natalie murmured against his lips, her hips grinding against his. “Just enjoy yourself. You always try too hard, I bet. No offense."

Billy closed his eyes, trying to block out everything else—Vernon’s presence, Emily’s voice, the sound of their laughter. But it was impossible. He could feel Natalie’s body moving against his, her hands tugging at the waistband of his red swimsuit, and then—

He gasped as her hand wrapped around him, her fingers warm and firm. He was hard again, impossibly hard, and she chuckled softly, her breath hot against his ear.

“See?” she whispered. “I knew you’d like it.”

Billy’s eyes flew open, and he looked up at her, his heart pounding. “Natalie,” he started, but she cut him off with another kiss, her tongue slipping into his mouth.

He could feel Emily’s eyes on him now, and he glanced over, his stomach twisting at the look on her face. She was watching him with Natalie, her lips parted, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

“Emily,” he said, his voice pleading.

But she just smiled, her hand reaching out to touch Natalie’s back. “It’s okay, Billy,” she said softly. “You two look cute together, sort of.”

And then, he watched as Emily leaned over and kissed Natalie, her lips moving against the younger woman’s with a hunger that made his stomach churn. Vernon laughed again, a deep, rumbling sound, and Billy felt like he was falling apart.

“Billy,” Natalie whispered, her lips brushing against his. “Do you want me?”

He opened his mouth to answer, but no words came out. Instead, he nodded, his body trembling as Natalie’s hands moved lower, her fingertips teasing him until he thought he might explode.

“Then take me,” she said, her voice a low, sultry purr.

And as Billy’s hands moved to her hips, as he felt her body pressing against his, he couldn’t help but glance over at Emily. She was watching him, her eyes dark with desire, and he knew there was no turning back.

“Emily,” he whispered again, his voice breaking.

But she just smiled, her hand reaching out to touch his cheek. “It’s okay, Billy,” she said softly. “We're good. Everything is all good.”

And as Natalie’s body moved against his, as Emily’s lips found Vernon’s, Billy closed his eyes in shame. He tried to pull away, but Natalie’s grip was unrelenting. Her lips found his ear, and she whispered, “You’re going to watch this, Billy. Every fucking second of it.”

“Huh?”

“Got it, whiteboy?”

On the other side of the bed, Vernon was still lost in Emily, his massive frame moving with a primal rhythm. Emily’s moans filled the air, her body writhing around as Vernon’s hands roamed over her bare skin. Billy’s stomach churned, his eyes darting between his wife and Natalie, who was now straddling his lap. Her warmth pressed against him, and he could feel her wetness through the thin fabric of her bikini bottom.

“Kiss me,” Natalie demanded, her voice firm. Billy hesitated, his mind racing, but Natalie didn’t give him a choice. She grabbed his face with both hands and crushed her lips against his. Her tongue forced its way into his mouth, and he tasted the faint sweetness of wine and something else—something wild and untamed. His hands hovered awkwardly at his sides, unsure of where to go, but Natalie grabbed them and placed them on her hips.

“Touch me,” she whispered against his lips, her breath hot and heavy. Billy’s fingers trembled as they moved over her skin, tracing the curve of her waist. She ground against him, her movements slow and deliberate, and Billy felt a surge of shame as his body responded against his will.

Vernon’s voice pierced the silence, rich and authoritative. “Billy, get over here. I want you to see this up close.”

Natalie pulled away, her lips curling into a wicked smile. She took his hand and led around the foot of the bed, where Vernon was still thrusting into Emily.

Billy’s breath caught in his throat as he watched his wife’s face, her eyes closed, her lips parted in ecstasy. Her body moved with Vernon’s rhythm, her hips lifting to meet his every thrust. It was hard to believe that not that long ago, this was the same woman who didn't want Vernon moving into the studio. And if there was any built-up frustration towards his hosts, Vernon seemed to be taking it out on Emily right now.

Vernon’s grin was feral as he locked eyes with Billy. “You see this, man? This is how you please a woman.” He grabbed Emily by the waist and lifted her off the bed, his hands almost swallowing her entire frame. Emily gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist as he impaled her on his cock. Her body bounced with every thrust, her moans growing louder, more desperate.

Billy felt sick. His stomach twisted into knots, his mind screaming at him to look away, look away, look away. Now! But he couldn’t. His eyes were glued to the scene in front of him. Vernon was laying on top of Emily, his sculpted glutes flexing visibly beneath the ebony skin as he pushed himself in and out of the willing white wife, her athletic pale legs wrapped around her black lover’s torso as the couple began making wet and squishy sounds down there.

Natalie’s voice was a low purr in hubby’s ear. “Isn’t she beautiful when she’s like this? Look at her, Billy. Look at what your wife really wants.”

Vernon’s lips found Emily’s neck, and he sucked at her skin with a hunger that made Billy’s stomach turn. Then the older black man stood up, bringing his new female with him, his big cock inside her the whole time – never slipping out. And then they were just staring in each other’s eyes, the older man holding Emily by the ass while he fucked her standing up again. Emily’s hands clawed at Vernon’s dark chocolate back, her nails leaving red marks in their wake. She was moaning now, her feminine high-pitched voice breaking with every thrust, and Billy realized that he had never heard her sound like this. So overwhelmed with pleasure. So owned.

“She’s never come like this with you, has she?” Natalie whispered, her voice dripping with mockery. Billy’s chest tightened, his heart pounding in his ears. He wanted to scream, to pull Vernon off his wife, to do something, but he was frozen, paralyzed by the sickening reality in front of him.

Vernon’s voice was a growl as he spoke, his eyes never leaving Billy’s. “You’re pathetic, whiteboy. Look at you—just standing there, watching me fuck your wife. Is this what you wanted, Billy? To see her like this? To see her begging for my cock?”

Emily’s voice broke, her words coming out in a desperate whimper. “Y-yes, Vernon… please… don’t stop…”

Billy’s vision blurred as tears filled his eyes. He felt Natalie’s hands on his shoulders, her body pressing against his back. She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “It’s okay, you can cry, whiteboy. We won’t judge you. I mean, I won’t judge you, but I can’t speak for your wife.”

Vernon’s thrusts grew faster, more intense, and Emily’s cries reached a fever pitch. Her body tensed, her back arching and her toes curling as she came, still impaled on Vernon’s BBC, her unfamiliar moans echoing through the maritel bedroom. Vernon let out a low, guttural groan, his hips slamming into hers with a final, brutal thrust. He held her there for a moment, her body suspended in midair, giving each other the biggest and sloppiest kisses, before lowering her back onto the bed, having been given her second load (not white babies…) of the day.

Emily collapsed onto the mattress, her chest heaving, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her release. She was completely spent, her eyes glazed over, her mind lost in a fog of pleasure. Without a word, she flipped onto her stomach, her hips lifting, her ass high in the air. She scooted to the edge of the bed, presenting herself to Vernon like an offering.

Natalie giggled, her fingers tracing patterns on Billy’s chest. “Look at her, Billy. She’s begging for more. Do you think she’s ever wanted you like that? No offense.”

Vernon smirked, his hands gripping Emily’s hips as he positioned himself behind her. “You want more, baby?” he asked, his voice thick with lust. “I usually limit my bitches to two loads a day. Don’t want to spoil them. Don’t want to make them greedy. But considering I’ve had my eye on you for a while, Emily, I can make an exception.”

Emily’s response was barely more than a whimper. “Please… don’t stop…”

Billy felt Natalie’s hands slide down his chest, her fingers brushing against the waistband of his swim trunks. “No offense, but  you can’t even compete, can you?” she whispered, her voice laced with cruelty. “I don’t care. You’re cute. I’m glad we’re all friends now.”

Billy’s heart pounded in his chest, a mix of adult male primate rage and indescribable amounts of humiliation boiling inside him. Natalie’s taunting words echoed in his mind, her cruel laughter cutting deeper than any blade. He couldn’t take it anymore. He couldn’t just stand there and watch, a passive spectator in his own home, while Vernon claimed his wife with such raw, unapologetic dominance. Something primal snapped within Billy. He’d had enough.

A fucking enough.

"Get the fuck off her! That’s my fucking wife! THIS SHIT IS OVER!"


Chapter Nine

With a guttural roar, Billy lunged forward, his pale pear-shaped body propelled by sheer desperation, by sheer white husband frustration.

“Get away from her! She doesn’t like…”

The silly white man crashed into Vernon with enough force to knock the larger man off balance, sending them both sprawling to the ground. And Emily – face dreamily on the pillow, ass hiked up as high as possible in the air –  was too out of it to realize whey Vernon hadn’t mounted her again.

Emily was even wiggling her hips, trying to entice the older black man to give her what she craved so badly right now, when the room erupted into chaos.

Emily screamed, rolling over, staring back at the two men as her hands flew to her mouth. Natalie let out a wild laugh, her eyes glittering with excitement (eyes that never took anything serious) as she clapped her hands together like she was watching a prize fight.

Vernon grunted, momentarily stunned, as Billy’s weight pinned him down. The smaller man’s fists swung wildly, landing a few half-hearted blows against Vernon’s chiseled chest. But Vernon’s surprise quickly turned to amusement, a feral grin spreading across his face as he easily deflected Billy’s flailing arms.

“Is this how you fight, little man?” Vernon scoffed, his deep voice dripping with mockery. “You’re gonna have to do better than that if you want to take me on these days.”

“Fuck you!” Billy growled, wishing he’d done this a lot earlier.

The older black man grinned down at the red-faced hubby. “My friend, things done changed. There’s a new sheriff in town! And he got a big ol’ black dick.”

Billy’s breaths came in ragged gasps, his face badly flushed with anger and exertion. “She’s my wife!” he shouted, his voice cracking under the weight of his emotions.

Vernon chuckled darkly, his muscles rippling as he shifted his weight. With a swift, powerful motion, he flipped Billy onto his back, pinning him to the ground with ease. Billy struggled, his limbs flailing, but Vernon’s strength was overwhelming.

“Calm down, boy,” Vernon warned, his voice low and commanding. “You don’t want your wife to see another grown man give you a whoopin’, do you? Are you trying to never get laid again?”

Billy’s eyes darted to Emily, who stood frozen, her hands still pressed to her mouth. Her gaze flicked between the two men, her expression equal parts shock and something else—something that made Billy’s stomach twist. Was that… admiration? he wondered, his heart sinking.

Vernon leaned down, his face inches from Billy’s. “You think you can handle her like I can? Look at her. She’s built for big cock, for speed and power. She’s built for African power. She’s burning for me. You’re just a weak little boy playing at being a man.”

Billy’s vision blurred with tears of frustration and shame. He thrashed against Vernon’s grip, but it was useless. The larger man’s body was a fortress, unyielding and immovable.

And then it happened.

As Vernon shifted his weight, adjusting his grip, swinging his big black leg around to get in a better position, the thin fabric of his Speedos stretched impossibly tight. With a sudden, almost comical motion, his enormous, girthy black cock slipped free, slapping heavily against Billy’s cheek. The sheer weight and heat of it stunned Billy into stillness. He was like one of those wives who just got slapped by their husbands in an old timey movie. He couldn’t move. He could feel the veins pulsing against his skin, the musky scent filling his nostrils.

“Oh my God!” Natalie squealed, her laughter ringing out. “Look at that! Vernon’s cock is bigger than Billy’s whole face!”

Billy’s stomach churned. He twisted his head, trying to escape the oppressive weight, but Vernon’s grip on his wrists held him firmly in place.

“Stay still, boy,” Vernon growled, his voice laced with amusement. “You wanted a fight, didn’t you? Well, here it is. You’re face-to-face with a real man.”

Emily’s breath hitched, her eyes wide as she took in the scene. Her hands slowly lowered from her mouth, and she took a step closer, her gaze fixed on Vernon’s massive, throbbing cock.

“Vernon…” she whispered, her voice trembling with something that sounded like awe.

“Look at him, Emily,” Natalie purred, circling the pair like a predator. “Your husband’s finally getting a taste of what a real man feels like.”

Billy’s body went rigid, his humiliation complete. He could feel the heat of Vernon’s cock against his skin, the sheer dominance it represented. And worst of all, he could see the way Emily looked at Vernon—like he was everything she had ever wanted.

“Vernon…” Emily said again, her voice barely audible. She took another step closer, her fingers trembling as they reached out, hovering just inches from his cock.

“Go on, baby,” Vernon urged, his tone soft but commanding. “Touch it. See for yourself what your husband can’t give you.”

Billy’s heart shattered as he watched his wife’s fingers finally make contact with Vernon’s member. Her touch was tentative at first, but then her hand wrapped around its girth, and she let out a soft moan.

“It’s… it’s so big,” she whispered, her voice filled with wonder.

Natalie laughed, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Bigger than anything Billy’s got, huh? You should thank Vernon for showing you what an actual real cock feels like.”

Vernon’s grin widened as he looked down at Billy, his cock still resting heavily against the smaller man’s face. “You see that, whiteboy? Your wife’s finally getting what she deserves. A real man to take care of her. Why are you so angry, whiteboy?”

Billy’s eyes filled with tears, his body going limp as the fight drained out of him. He could feel the weight of Vernon’s cock pressing against his cheek, a constant reminder of his own inadequacy.

Emily’s hand moved slowly up and down Vernon’s shaft, her eyes glazed with desire. “I… I need more,” she murmured, her voice trembling.

Vernon chuckled, his grip on Billy’s wrists loosening as he shifted his attention to Emily. “You want more, baby? You want me to show you what a real man can do? What a black man can do to that body of yours!”

Emily nodded eagerly, her body trembling with anticipation.

Natalie stepped forward, her hands on her hips as she looked down at Billy. “Looks like you’re not even needed anymore, whiteboy. Maybe you should just sit back and watch while Vernon takes care of your wife. No offense.”

Billy’s chest heaved with emotion, his mind a whirlwind of shame, anger, and despair. He wanted to scream, to fight, to do something. But he was powerless—utterly, completely powerless.

And then, as if to drive the point home, Vernon shifted his weight again, his cock sliding across Billy’s face before pressing firmly against his lips. “Open up, boy,” Vernon commanded, his voice low and full of authority. “Let’s see how well you can handle a real man.”

Billy’s eyes widened in horror, his body frozen with fear. He could feel the heat and weight of Vernon’s cock against his lips, the musky scent overwhelming his senses.

“Go on, whiteboy,” Natalie teased, her voice dripping with sadistic pleasure. “Show us how much of a man you really are.”

Emily’s hand stilled on Vernon’s shaft, her eyes flicking to Billy. For a moment, she looked conflicted, her lips parting as if she might say something. But then she looked back at Vernon, her desire overriding any hesitation. “Do it, Vernon,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

Vernon’s grin widened, his cock pressing harder against Billy’s lips. “You heard her, boy. This is what she wants. I’m doing this for her. Open wide.”

Billy’s body trembled, his mind screaming in protest. But under the weight of Vernon’s dominance, the mocking laughter of Natalie, and the pleading look in Emily’s eyes, he felt himself yielding. His lips parted slightly, a silent admission of defeat.

"Spit on it, whiteboy!"

"What?"

"If you keep acting like a little bitch, I'm going to start treating you like a little bitch."

Billy gulped, then leaned forward, spitting his saliva on the eye-level black cock, bouncing up and down in all of its veiny dark chocolate glory.

"Good girl."

Vernon chuckled darkly, his cock sliding forward. It was an inch or two from pressing against Billy’s tongue when Vernon stepped back a couple of feet, laughed. "Damn! Whiteboy almost did it too! He wanted that BBC as badly as his wife!"

"As badly?" Emily said, giving Vernon a seductive look, obviously getting turned on by the perversity of the scene. "Are we sure about that?"

Vernon pulled back, his cock gleaming with a slick sheen of Billy’s saliva.

Billy’s humiliation burned hot in his chest as he knelt there, trembling, his lips still slightly parted in shock. Vernon’s low, commanding chuckle cut through the silence like a knife.

“Look at you,” Vernon sneered, his voice dripping with superiority. “Pathetic. Can’t even man up enough to defend your own wife.” He turned his attention to Emily, who was standing nearby, her body tense with anticipation. “You, on the other hand… Come here. And if you ever fuck up and mistakenly wear this goddamn thong around me again be prepared to get fucked and I don’t care who’s watching.”

Emily hesitated for a fraction of a second, her eyes flicking toward Billy. But it was fleeting, barely noticeable. Her gaze quickly shifted back to Vernon, and Billy’s heart sank as he saw the hunger in her eyes. She stepped forward, her hips swaying with a newfound confidence he had never seen in her before. She knelt beside Billy, her knees sinking into the carpet, her face tilted up toward Vernon with an expression of pure submission.

“That’s it, whitegirl,” Vernon purred, his hand reaching down to cup her chin. “You know your place, don’t you?”

Emily nodded eagerly, her lips parting as she leaned in closer to Vernon’s massive cock. Billy’s stomach churned as he watched his wife, the woman he had vowed to cherish and protect, willingly submit to another man. Her lips brushed against the tip of Vernon’s shaft, and she let out a soft, almost tender moan as she wrapped her mouth around him.

Vernon groaned, his head tilting back as he ran his fingers through Emily’s hair. “That’s it, baby. Take it all. Show everyone how a king, a black king deserves to be worshipped.”

Billy’s hands clenched into fists, his nails digging into his palms. He wanted to look away, to close his eyes and pretend this wasn’t happening. But he couldn’t. He was transfixed, his body betraying him as a twisted mix of shame and arousal coursed through him. He hated himself for it, but he couldn’t deny the way his heart raced and his own small penis twitched in response to the scene unfolding before him.

Natalie’s laughter broke through the tension, sharp and mocking. “What’s the matter, Billy? Can’t handle seeing your wife get what she really needs?”

Billy didn’t respond. He couldn’t. His throat felt like it was closing up, his voice stuck somewhere deep inside him. Natalie sauntered over, her jungle-print bikini clinging to her curves like a second skin. She knelt beside him, her fingers tracing a line down his arm in a way that was both teasing and cruel.

“Poor little Billy,” she cooed, her voice dripping with false sympathy. “You’re not man enough to satisfy her, so she had to find someone who could. Isn’t that right, Emily?”

Emily moaned around Vernon’s cock, her eyes fluttering shut as she bobbed her head up and down. The sound sent a jolt of jealousy and shame through Billy, and he felt a surge of anger that quickly fizzled out as Vernon’s commanding presence filled the room.

Vernon’s hand tightened in Emily’s hair, guiding her movements with a firm but gentle touch. “That’s it, baby. Just like that. Show him what a real man feels like.”

Billy’s vision blurred as tears welled up in his eyes. He felt like he was being ripped apart from the inside, his heart torn between love for his wife and the crushing weight of his own inadequacy. He wanted to scream, to lunge at Vernon and beat him senseless, but he knew he didn’t stand a chance. Vernon was a mountain of muscle and confidence, and Billy was nothing but a trembling, pathetic shell of a man.

Natalie’s hand slid up his thigh, her touch igniting a fire in his veins that he hated himself for feeling. “You know you want this,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. “You’ve always wanted this. To be dominated, to be put in your place. Admit it, Billy.”

He shook his head, but the denial felt hollow even to him. Natalie’s lips curled into a wicked smile as she leaned in closer, her body pressing against his. “Don’t lie to yourself, sweetie. You’ve been dreaming about this for years, haven’t you? Watching your wife with a real man, feeling the heat of someone else’s dominance surround you. It’s intoxicating, isn’t it?”

Billy’s breath hitched as Natalie’s hand found its way to his groin, her fingers brushing against the fabric of his swim trunks. He wanted to push her away, to tell her to stop, but his body betrayed him once again, his cock hardening under her touch.

“That’s it,” Natalie murmured, her voice low and sultry. “Let go, Billy. Stop fighting it. You’re not a man, not really. You’re just a toy, a whiteboy, a plaything for people like us. The alphas.”

Her words cut deep, but they also stirred something dark and primal within him. He hated it, hated himself for it, but he couldn’t deny the way his body responded to her touch, to the humiliation of the situation. Maybe he really wasn't an alpha? Maybe he really was meant to be a submissive beta to people like Natalie and Vernon? Natalie’s hand slipped inside his trunks, her fingers wrapping around his throbbing cock, and he let out a strangled moan.

Vernon’s laughter rumbled through the room, deep and victorious. “Look at that, Emily. Your little husband’s enjoying himself.”

Emily pulled back slightly, her lips still wrapped around Vernon’s cock as she glanced over at Billy. Her eyes were glazed with lust, but there was something else there too—something that made Billy’s heart ache. Pity. Disappointment. The knowledge that she had chosen someone else, someone stronger, someone better.

“Let him watch,” Vernon growled, his hand tightening in Emily’s hair. “Let him see what it’s like to be with a black man."

Emily nodded, her lips returning to Vernon’s shaft as she obediently resumed her task.

Natalie’s hand moved faster, her grip firm as she stroked Billy’s cock with a ruthless efficiency. He hated himself for it, but he couldn’t stop the moans that escaped his lips, the way his body arched toward her touch.

“That’s it, Billy,” Natalie whispered, her voice dripping with malice. “Give in. You’re nothing without us, and you know it.”

Billy’s vision blurred as tears streamed down his cheeks, his body trembling with a mix of shame and pleasure. He wanted to scream, to fight back, but he was powerless against the tide of dominance that surrounded him. He was trapped, caught in a web of his own weakness, and there was no escape.

Vernon’s deep groan filled the room as he reached his climax, his cock pulsing in Emily’s mouth this time. Billy watched, his heart breaking as his wife swallowed every drop, her eyes locked on Vernon’s with an expression of pure adoration that bordered on worship.

“Good girl,” Vernon growled, his voice rough with satisfaction. “You did well.”

Emily smiled up at him, her lips swollen and glistening, and Billy felt a surge of jealousy so intense it nearly knocked him over. Natalie’s hand tightened around his pale member, her movements quickening as she brought him to the edge.

“Come on, Billy,” she taunted, her voice laced with mockery. “Let it all out. Show us how you whiteboys please your women.”

Billy didn’t cum. But the room filled with the sound of laughter—Vernon’s deep, triumphant chuckle, Natalie’s cruel, mocking giggle, and even Emily’s soft, almost pitying laugh.

Vernon, who was still chuckling, pulled out of Emily with a satisfied grunt, his massive frame towering over her as she lay on the bed, panting and flushed. He turned to Billy, a cruel smile stretching across his face. “Your turn, little man,” Vernon said, his voice dripping with mockery. “Show us what you’ve got.”

Billy’s heart pounded in his chest as he approached the bed, his small pink penis already beginning to shrivel under the weight of their stares. Emily, ever submissive to Vernon’s command, got on her hands and knees without a word, her round white ass on full display. The sight of her, so willing and eager, should have been enough to arouse him, but all Billy could feel was the crushing pressure of their eyes on him.

“Go on,” Natalie said, crawling onto the bed with a predatory grace. “Show us how a real man fucks his wife.” She positioned herself in front of Emily, gripping her face with both hands and forcing her tongue into Emily’s mouth. The two women kissed deeply, their moans filling the room, and Billy felt a mix of arousal and humiliation coursing through him.

Kneeling behind Emily, Billy could smell her arousal, the scent of her wetness driving him wild. He positioned himself at her entrance, his small, flaccid penis brushing against her pussy lips. He glanced up and saw Vernon and Natalie staring at him, their eyes filled with judgment and amusement.

“What’s the matter?” Vernon taunted, his deep voice booming. “Can’t get it up?”

Billy’s face burned with shame as he tried to push himself inside her, but his limp penis refused to cooperate. He kept bumping against her, hoping that the feeling of her warmth would bring him back to life, but it was no use. His confidence was shattered, and his body betrayed him.

Emily glanced over her shoulder, her eyes pleading. “Come on, Billy,” she whispered, her voice desperate. “Give me your big white cock.”

But when Billy looked down, all he saw was his semi-flaccid sausage, barely three inches long, bumping uselessly against the ass of a goddess. The more they stared at him, the more Billy felt like he was shrinking. He felt like a fraud, a joke, unworthy of the woman he called his wife.

“Here, I’ll help,” Vernon said, his tone laced with mockery. He reached over and spread Emily’s ass cheeks wider, his large black hands stark against her pale skin. The contrast was striking, and Billy felt a wave of insecurity wash over him.

“Oh my God,” Natalie giggled, breaking the kiss with Emily to glance back at Billy. “Is that it? That’s all you’ve got? No wonder Emily’s so eager for Vernon.”

Vernon laughed, a deep, rumbling sound that echoed in Billy’s ears. “Whiteboys,” he said, shaking his head. “Can’t even please their own women.”

Billy’s hands trembled as he tried again to enter Emily, but his body refused to cooperate. His penis shriveled further, and he felt his balls tighten, the humiliation overwhelming him.

“Pathetic,” Natalie said, her voice dripping with disdain. She turned back to Emily, kissing her deeply again, her hands roaming over Emily’s body as if to emphasize Billy’s failure. “Why do the cute whiteboys never do well in the sack? No offense.”

Vernon leaned in closer, his breath hot against Billy’s ear. “You’re not a man,” he whispered, his voice low and menacing. “You’re a joke. And she knows it.”

Billy’s ears rang with the truth of Vernon’s words. He looked at Emily, her body arching in pleasure as Natalie and Vernon lavished attention on her, and he felt a pang of jealousy so intense it made him sick.

“Come on, Billy,” Emily moaned, her voice filled with need. “I need you.”

But Billy couldn’t do it. He couldn’t compete with Vernon, couldn’t satisfy his wife, couldn’t reclaim even a shred of his dignity. He was trapped in a nightmare, forced to watch as the world he once knew crumbled around him.

“Let me show you how it’s done,” Vernon said, his voice confident and commanding.

Billy felt himself being pushed out of the way. He stumbled off the bed, but found his feet, looking up just in time to watch in absolute horror and awe as Vernon took his position behind Emily, his massive ebony frame dwarfing Billy’s as he reached down and grabbed his big black cock at the base, laying the veiny black meat down against the top of Emily's ass crack.

Emily had never looked sexier in her life; and her husband knew it.

Billy’s breath hitched as he stared at Vernon’s impressive cock, his weak white mind struggling to process the sheer magnitude of the other man's God-given equipment. How was he able to keep getting hard like that?

The shaft was a deep, dark ebony, the skin smooth yet etched with thick, throbbing veins that pulsed with every beat of Vernon’s heart. It was huge, easily double the size of Billy’s own modest length, and the girth was almost obscene—a grotesque yet mesmerizing display of raw masculinity. The tip was a deep purple, the mushroom head glistening with a mix of pre-cum, Emily’s juices, and even, to Billy’s shame, traces of his own saliva from earlier. It looked lethal, like a weapon designed specifically to destroy, to conquer, to dominate.

Vernon’s massive hand wrapped around the base of his cock, his fingers barely able to encircle the monstrous thickness.

The older black man pressed the tip against Emily’s pussy, her entrance, and Billy’s stomach churned as he watched his wife’s delicate pink lips spread around the massive purple head. Emily let out a sharp gasp, her head falling back against Vernon’s chest as she arched her back. Her hands clawed at the bed sheets, her knuckles white as she braced herself.

“Oh, fuck,” Emily whimpered, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and arousal. “Vernon, it’s… it’s so big. I don’t know if I can take it. Not from this angle.”

Vernon’s deep chuckle rumbled through the room, his feral grin widening as he leaned down to whisper in her ear. “You’ll take it, baby. You’ll take all of it. Just relax for me.”

His voice was calm, commanding, and Emily nodded shakily, her body trembling as she tried to obey. Vernon began to push forward, the tip of his cock slowly stretching her entrance. Billy felt sick, his stomach twisting as he watched his wife’s pussy yield to Vernon’s size, the lips parting wider and wider to accommodate the intruder. The room filled with the wet, squelching sounds of Emily’s arousal, mingling with the faintest hint of resistance as Vernon’s cock forced its way inside.

“Fuck,” Emily gasped, her voice high-pitched and desperate. “Oh God, it’s stretching me so much. It’s… it’s…”

She couldn’t finish the sentence, her words dissolving into a moan as Vernon pushed deeper, the thick veins of his cock pressing against her walls, rubbing against sensitive spots she didn’t even know she had. Her hands flew to Vernon’s thighs, her nails digging into his skin as she tried to anchor herself. The room was thick with the musky, heady scent of sex, the air heavy with the mingling aromas of their sweat, their juices, their need.

Vernon paused for a moment, letting Emily adjust to his size, his powerful hips holding still as he allowed her to catch her breath. But the pause was brief—soon, he began to rock back and forth, his movements slow, deliberate, controlled. Each thrust brought him deeper, stretching her further, the resistance gradually fading as Emily’s body began to open up for him.

“That’s it,” Vernon growled, his voice low and guttural. “Take it, baby. Take all of it.”

Emily’s cries grew louder, her moans turning into screams as Vernon’s cock plunged deeper, the thick length filling her completely, pressing against her cervix. Her body writhed, her hips bucking against his as she tried to escape the overwhelming sensation, but Vernon held her firmly in place, his powerful hands gripping her hips as he continued to thrust.

“Oh God, Vernon!” Emily screamed, her voice cracking with a mix of pleasure and pain. “It’s so deep! It’s so fucking deep!”

The room was in chaos with the wet, slapping sounds of their bodies crashing together, the rhythmic thud of Vernon’s hips against Emily’s ass echoing through the space.

Billy could only watch in horrified fascination as Vernon’s huge black cock disappeared inside his wife, the sheer size of it stretching her beyond anything hubby could ever hope to provide.

Emily’s cries grew more desperate, her hands clawing at the sheets as she begged for more, her tiny white fists pounding the mattress in a chaotic rhythm. “Fuck me!” the needy white wife screamed, her voice raw and desperate. “Fuck me harder, Vernon! Please! I need it! I need you! Fuck that feels so good way inside me.”

Vernon obliged, his powerful hips driving forward with renewed force, his cock pistoning in and out of her with a primal rhythm. The sound of their bodies slapping together was almost deafening, the wet squelches of Emily’s pussy echoing through the room as Vernon’s cock stretched her to her limits. The smell of sex was overpowering now, the musky, animalistic scent filling the air, a testament to the raw, unrestrained pleasure unfolding before Billy’s eyes.

Emily’s body convulsed as Vernon hit a particularly sensitive spot, her back arching pornographically, her head thrown back in ecstasy as she let out a guttural scream. “Oh God, Vernon! Right there! Fuck me right there! Don’t stop! Don’t fucking stop!”

Vernon’s rhythm didn’t falter, his powerful hips driving forward with relentless precision, his cock pounding into her with a force that left Emily trembling, her body unable to do anything but take it. Her moans grew louder, more frantic, her words dissolving into incoherent babble as Vernon continued to stretch her, to ruin her, to claim her in a way nobody had ever done before.

Gripping Emily by the scruff of her neck, like he was disciplining a wayward puppy, the older black man’s thrusts grew faster, more urgent, slamming against the curvy white wife’s ass with a force that left her screaming, the musky scent of their sweat and juices mingling in the air, a testament to the raw, unrestrained pleasure unfolding before Billy’s horrified blue eyes.

“Fuck me!” Emily screamed, her voice raw and desperate. “Fuck me harder, Vernon! Please! I need it! I need you!”

“That’s it, baby,” Vernon growled, his voice low and guttural. “Take it. Take all of that big black cock!"

"Oh Vernon! God, god, goddamn that's so big! Please don't rip me apart, please!"

"Say sir, bitch."

"Yes.. sir."

"Good girl."

"Thank you, sir," Emily grunted, making all sorts of unladylike noises now.

At one point, Vernon's eyes darkened and he leaned down to whisper into Emily's ear while he drilled her from behind. "I gotta warn you," the cunning older man growled, his voice low and steady as he hovered over the sweaty voluptuous white woman, their faces inches apart. "Every woman I creampie twice falls in love with me. It’s like a curse. So there, baby, you're warned."

Emily’s heavy 34DD chest heaved, her pale creamy skin glistening with sweat, her blonde hair splayed out like a halo on the crumpled sheets. She stared up at him, her hazel eyes wide, her lips parted as she tried to catch her breath. I won’t, I won’t fall in love with you, she thought, but the words caught in her throat.

Instead, Emily whimpered, a sound that was part protest, part surrender.

Vernon smirked, a flash of white teeth against his dark skin, and thrust into her again, hard and deliberate. Emily’s back arched, a sharp gasp escaping her lips as she clawed at his broad shoulders. What is he—oh God—what is he doing to me? Her mind was a whirlwind of confusion and pleasure, her body betraying her every rational thought.

"Okay, okay, sure," she finally managed to stammer, her voice trembling. "Let’s try it. See what happens."

"Let’s," Vernon agreed, his tone laced with amusement as he bottomed out inside her, his thick, veiny black cock stretching her to her to new limits.

Emily knew she was going to have a thing for black guys now for the rest of her life. Vernon was changing her. It wasn’t just about the older black man’s size. It wasn’ just about Vernon’s black monster. It was how he used his big black cock to fuck her into complete submission, tapping into an older and more primal part of Emily’s brain. Now her hazel eyes fluttered shut, her head tipping back as a moan tore from her throat. "Oh my God, this cock, this fucking cock, what are you doing to me with that thing?"

But Vernon didn’t answer. Instead, he moved with a rhythm that was both punishing and intoxicating, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. Emily’s nails dug into his broad ebony back, her soft pale legs wrapped tightly around his waist as she clung to him, her body burning with a feverish need she couldn’t explain.

Now, as Vernon moved inside her, his ebony shaft and purple tip filling her completely, Emily felt something shift inside her. This wasn’t just sex. It was… something more. Something real. Something that changes lives.

"Every woman I creampie falls in love with me," he repeated, his voice a low rumble in her ear. "You’re warned."

"I won’t," Emily whispered, her voice shaky but defiant. "I won’t fall in love with you."

Vernon chuckled, a deep, throaty sound that sent a shiver down her spine. "We’ll see."

And then he was coming, the enormous rupturing release of his heavy cum-filled black balls flooding her white womanhood with an intensity that made her cry out, her body trembling as she clung to him, scared by the intensity of the moment. Vernon kissed her deeply, his tongue tangling with hers as they both rode out the waves of pleasure, their heavily contrasted bodies still joined, their hearts racing in interracial unison.

When he finally pulled away, Emily could barely move. She felt… different. Changed. As if something inside her had been awakened, something she hadn’t even known was there.

"Vernon? You just filled me up," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper, her eyes starting to show signs that she was returning to reality. "Like crazy. Wow."

"I did, baby," Vernon replied, his tone equal parts smug and affectionate. "Wasn’t my fault. You were looking too good, too fine."

Emily laughed softly, her cheeks flushing. "Oh, so this is my fault?"

"I wouldn’t say that exactly, baby," he teased, brushing a strand of hair from her face. "Just saying we both responsible. Are you okay, sweet thing?"

"Besides feeling like someone dumped a pound of yogurt in my lady parts? Ha, no, I’m fine. I’m more than fine actually. I feel great."

Vernon grinned, his teeth flashing white against his dark skin. "You liked that, huh? You like that BBC action?"

"BBC?" Emily asked, her brow furrowing in confusion.

"Big. Black. Cock," he explained, his voice dripping with amusement. "It’s what you just had inside you. It’s what just filled your white pussy with DNA."

"Oh," Emily giggled, her face turning an even deeper shade of red. "Yeah, That’s funny. I definitely like BBC."

"Emily loves BBC, doesn’t she?" the older man teased, his eyes sparkling with mischief.

"She does," Emily admitted, still blushing. "Ha, yeah. God she does!"

And as she lay there, her body still humming with pleasure, Emily couldn’t help but wonder if Vernon had been right. If she was already falling for him.


Chapter Ten

The house wasn’t always like this. It used to be filled with warm light, the kind that made everything feel safe. But now, something lingered in the air—thick, unspoken. It had settled between Billy and Emily, shaping the way they moved, the way they spoke, or more often, the way they didn’t.

The day by the swimming pool – with Vernon and Natalie – that had changed everything between Billy and Emily: it was never discussed.

Never.

It was like that day had never happened.

There were no attempts to piece it together in hushed voices over coffee or under the covers in the dark. The silence about it was almost superstitious, like naming it would make it rise up again, as fresh and brutal as before.

But that didn’t mean that everything had returned to normal. Quite the contrary. Everything was different now.

Billy still loved Emily—he was sure of that—but she was moving at a different speed now, like a train he could barely keep up with. She still smiled at him, still touched his arm when she laughed, but something had shifted. Something that made his insecurities pulse under his skin like an infection he couldn’t cure.

Finally, one night at dinner, Billy snapped.

The tension had been building for too long, pressing against his ribs like a vice, and the words spilled out before he could stop them. "Are we just going to pretend that it never happened? Is that how we're playing this, Emily?"

She looked at him with something close to hostility, her jaw tightening as if she couldn’t believe he had dared to say it. Automatically, as if by instinct, she crossed her arms over her chest, her defenses locking into place. "Well? What would you like to discuss?"

"I don’t know," Billy said, his voice shaking with frustration. "Maybe we can discuss you and Vernon. Together. Outside in the pool. Inside in the bedroom."

Emily’s nostrils flared, her lips pressing into a thin line before she exhaled sharply. "Sure," she said, her voice deceptively steady. "We can discuss that. But maybe first, we discuss you and that little gym slut? Okay? Want to talk about that little gym slut who you were so happy to have jerk you off right in front of me? Want to maybe talk about how humiliating that was for me? And how maybe, just maybe, I was so upset that I fucked up and used sex, just the pure, raw nature of sex, as my release, my escape. Want to talk about that, sweetie?"

Billy opened his mouth, ready to lash out, to throw something cruel back at her, to inflict the kind of pain he felt burning deep in his chest. But then something terrible happened—something that changed everything.

Emily’s eyes welled with tears.

Big, hot tears that threatened to spill over, and that almost never happened. Emily never cried. And that meant this was real. This was serious. This was pain she couldn’t hide, couldn’t push down any longer.

Billy forgot about his wounded pride. His anger faded, replaced by something deeper, something more instinctual. He swooped in, gathering her in his arms before she could pull away. She was tense at first, rigid, but then she melted against him, her fingers gripping the fabric of his shirt.

He placed a hand against her cheek, tilted her face up, and reclaimed her with a kiss. The anger was still there, simmering beneath the surface, but so was something else—something raw and desperate.

When he pulled back, he searched her face. "Where do we go next?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Emily swallowed hard, her breath unsteady. "I don’t know," she admitted. "But I just want to be with you. Let's go to bed."

Billy didn’t hesitate.

He swept her into his arms, carrying her up the stairs with a renewed urgency. Emily gasped at the sudden movement, her fingers curling into his shoulders as he pressed his lips to her neck, trailing slow, deliberate kisses along her skin.

The bedroom door shut behind them with a quiet click, the weight of their emotions driving them together. Clothes fell away with a desperation that was both tender and feverish, hands rediscovering familiar curves, bodies pressing close, seeking solace in the heat of one another.

Emily’s breath hitched as Billy’s hands traced down her hips, gripping her with a possessiveness that sent a shiver through her. "I need you," she whispered, her voice thick with emotion.

"You have me," he murmured against her skin, his touch both reverent and hungry.

Their bodies met in a slow, aching rhythm, years of love and unspoken pain unraveling between them. Every touch, every sigh, was a promise—a silent vow to heal, to rebuild, to reclaim what had been slipping away.

As the night stretched on, the tension between them transformed into something else entirely, something raw and consuming. And in that moment, there was no past, no regrets, no lingering ghosts—only them, tangled together, desperate to hold on.

At one point, Billy was in the perfect position for a woman like Emily. Doggy style.

He was kneeling on the bed, reclaiming his woman, grinning down as Emily's round juicy natural bubble butt bounced off his hips, swallowing the full length of his hard swollen white prick. But then the worst thing happened. The longer Billy looked down and watched his prick, the smaller the prick seemed to get. It was shrinking. He was deflating. He was — losing his hard-on with his wife... for the first time ever.

Billy kept trying to fuck his wife doggy style, his breath coming in short, shallow bursts, his chest tightening with every passing second.

The sweat clung to his pale hairy white skin, his pear-shaped body betraying him in ways he couldn’t explain. But when he looked down and saw his wife's perfect ass bouncing on him, he couldn't get hard again. He felt defeated. His thoughts, uninvited and relentless, kept circling back to Vernon—specifically to Vernon and Emily together. The images invaded his mind, unbidden and unforgiving, feeding into the insecurities he had tried to bury, transforming them into something raw and jagged.

His mind couldn’t stop replaying the thought of them together—the way they looked when Emily smiled at him, the way her body had responded to Vernon. It haunted him, twisted inside him, like a poison spreading through his veins.

"Emily…" His voice was strained, almost desperate, as he pulled his floppy dick out of Emily's warm wet snatch, pushed himself off her, and collapsed next to her so that they were face-to-face, very sweaty, "I need to rest."

"What's wrong?" Emily looked worried. And disappointed.

"Nothing wrong," Billy lied. "I just need to rest."

"But you didn't cum yet?"

"I know I didn't cum yet. I just need to lay down for a few moments. Is that a big deal?"

"No, it's not a big deal. Are you okay? Is everything okay?"

"Everything is fine, Emily! Can we just drop it?"

She turned to him immediately, sensing the shift, the invisible wall that had gone up between them. Her eyes softened, but they were filled with something else—something fierce, protective. She didn’t need words; her body spoke volumes as she reached for him, her hands gliding over the tense muscles in his shoulders, pulling him toward her with a firm, deliberate motion.

"Hey," she murmured, her voice low and soothing, but also commanding in its own way. "Don’t shut me out."

Billy’s breath caught in his throat, the tension in his body unbearable as he struggled to push past the overwhelming thoughts swirling in his mind. His heart raced, and his body didn’t seem to respond the way it usually did. Every attempt to connect with her, to feel that familiar spark between them, was met with the image of Vernon’s broad shoulders, his deep voice, and the thought of him and Emily together.

"Please, Emily," he whispered, his voice cracking with the weight of his frustration. "I don’t know what’s happening. I can’t…"

Her hand cupped his face, pulling him to her as she leaned in, her lips brushing softly over his forehead. "Don’t worry about that," she whispered, her tone heavy with both love and something darker, something that spoke to her own raw need to hold on to him, to fight through this with him. "You’re not the only one struggling. But we’re in this together."

Her breath was warm against his skin, sending a shiver down his spine as she pressed her body closer to his, her hand sliding down his chest in a slow, deliberate motion. The contact sent a spark of heat through his body, but it was quickly tempered by the overwhelming sense of inadequacy that still clung to him.

"You think this is easy for me?" she asked softly, her lips grazing his earlobe, sending a rush of goosebumps across his skin. "I need you, Billy. I need you—not some image in your head, not anyone else."

He closed his eyes, feeling the weight of her words sink deep into him. Her lips moved along his neck, tender but firm, as if she were trying to erase the ghosts that had settled in his mind. He shivered, his body betraying him as his chest tightened with a mix of desire and shame.

"I don’t want to fail you," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion.

Emily’s hands were already moving, sliding under his shirt, her touch both soothing and electrifying. "You’re not failing me," she murmured, her lips finding his in a kiss that was slow at first, teasing, coaxing him back to her. "You never could."

Billy’s hands found her back, pulling her closer, his need for her growing stronger by the second. The kiss deepened, more desperate now, the air between them charged with an unspoken promise. As she kissed him, she made him feel every inch of the love they shared, the power of their bond, the strength of their history. It wasn’t about perfection—it was about connection, about finding each other in the messiness of life.

"Focus on me," she whispered between kisses. "Focus on us."

Billy’s breath hitched, and for the first time that night, the haze of doubt began to clear. His heart pounded in his chest, but now, it was for her, for them. His hands moved down her body, pulling her closer, feeling the warmth of her against him, the softness of her skin, the curve of her hips.

Emily’s hands moved over his chest, tracing his muscles, and then sliding lower, reigniting the fire that had been dampened by his own insecurities. Her touch was confident, a reminder that no matter what he thought, no matter what was in his head, she was here, with him, completely.

"Billy," she breathed, her voice full of need and passion, but also something deeper, something that spoke to the quiet promise of love that had never wavered. "Let go."

The words cut through his doubts, and for the first time in what felt like forever, Billy let himself sink into the moment, into her love. He let go of the images that haunted him, of the insecurities that had been eating away at him. He focused on the warmth of her body, the softness of her touch, the undeniable pull of their connection.

And when he kissed her again, it was different this time—no more ghosts, no more shame, just the two of them. Together.


Chapter Eleven

Over time, Billy tried to put the thoughts of Emily and Vernon together out of his mind. It was like a full time job. He thought it would get easier with time. But it didn't.

It was a nightmare.

Hubby was haunted by the animalistic and savage nature of Emily getting fucked and claimed by Vernon. The shame was as intense as any emotion Billy had ever felt before.

At first, all Billy could think of when he closed his eyes at night was the view from the back as his wife bounced up and down on Vernon's large ebony body, making Vernon's black rod disappear and reappear, their colors contrasting so much, and Emily's lovely pale skin, the generous contours of her gravity-defying bubble butt and tits.

But forgetting was impossible; and so was not running into Vernon in the driveway, it seemed.

It happened several times during the next few days, much to Billy's chagrin. He would have been happy to have never been forced to lay eyes on the black bastard again — but it seemed like fate had other ideas. Fate was fucking with Billy. He was running into Vernon more than ever, with Billy unable to meet Vernon's eyes now, and Vernon always with that big knowing grin of a man who got off on bending men and women to his will.

A typical driveway conversation between Billy and Vernon was:

"Billy! Sup' whiteboy!"

"Oh, hi Vernon, what's up."

"Naw, just coming back from the gym. So many snowbunnies up in that bitch today. Speaking of which, how's Emily?"

"She's fine, Vernon. She's napping right now."

"Damn. Well, tell her I said hello. You guys know where to find me if you need anything!"

Then one day, things went from bad to worse.

Emily was coming out of the front door of their house when she saw Vernon helping Billy out of the car and towards the front porch.

Emily’s eyes widened as she saw Billy leaning heavily against Vernon, his face bruised and his shirt torn.

"Billy! Are you okay?" she said, fearing to God that her husband hadn't decided to "test" a man like Vernon. Which would have been a death sentence for her hubby.

She rushed forward, her hands instinctively reaching out to touch him, but Billy recoiled slightly, his pride wounded far more than his body.

“Billy, what happened?” she asked, her voice laced with concern and a hint of frustration. She hated seeing him like this—weak, defeated. It wasn’t the Billy she married, the man she once thought could protect her, even if that thought had long since faded. Now, standing next to Vernon’s towering, muscular frame, Billy looked even smaller, more fragile.

“I’m fine,” Billy muttered, avoiding her gaze. His voice was tight, the kind of tone that suggested he was anything but fine. “Just a misunderstanding. Some kids thought I’d be an easy target.”

Vernon chuckled, the sound deep and rumbling. “Easy target my ass,” he said, slapping Billy on the back, which nearly sent the smaller man stumbling. “Billy here held his own for a bit. But you know how it is when they swarm. Doesn’t matter how tough you are when there’s ten of ’em.”

Emily’s eyes flicked to Vernon, her expression softening. “Thank you for helping him,” she said, her voice sincere. There was something about the way Vernon carried himself—confident, sure, dominant—that made her feel a strange mix of gratitude and something else she couldn’t quite name.

“No problem,” Vernon said, his grin widening. “Couldn’t let the young man get beat down too bad, right? Besides, I owed him one for letting me rent that place. It’s been good to me.”

Emily’s cheeks flushed at his words, and she quickly looked away, pretending to fuss over Billy’s torn shirt. But the mention of the apartment—and what had happened there—sent a shiver down her spine. She could still feel the ghost of Vernon’s hands on her, the way he’d filled her, changed her. She pushed the thought away, focusing on Billy.

“Come on, let’s get you inside,” she said, her tone gentle but firm. She looped her arm through his, guiding him toward the door. Vernon followed, his presence filling the small space as he stepped into their home.

Billy tensed as they entered the living room, his discomfort palpable. He hated this—having Vernon here, in his house, seeing his wife hover over him like he was some helpless child. It made him feel even smaller, even more insignificant. And the way Emily looked at Vernon—like he was some kind of hero—only made it worse.

“Sit down,” Emily instructed, leading Billy to the couch. She brushed her fingers over his bruised cheek, her touch light but firm. “I’ll get you some ice for this. You’re sure you don’t need to go to the hospital?”

“I’m sure,” Billy snapped, a little more sharply than he intended. He regretted it immediately when he saw the hurt flash in Emily’s eyes, but he couldn’t help it. He was tired of feeling like a failure, like he couldn’t measure up to the kind of man Emily seemed to admire. The kind of man Vernon was.

Emily straightened, her lips pressing into a thin line. “Alright,” she said, her voice cool. “I’ll get the ice.”

As she walked toward the kitchen, Vernon leaned against the wall, his arms crossed over his broad chest. He watched her go, his eyes lingering on the curve of her hips, the way her skirt swayed with each step. Billy noticed, his stomach twisting with a mix of anger and helplessness.

“She’s something else,” Vernon said, his voice low, almost to himself. But Billy heard it, and the words cut deep.

“Yeah,” Billy muttered, his tone bitter. “She is.”

Vernon’s eyes flicked to Billy, and for a moment, there was a hint of something in his gaze—something almost like pity. But it was gone as quickly as it appeared, replaced by that damnable smirk.

“So, you gonna tell me what really happened?” Vernon asked, his tone casual, like they were just two buddies chatting. “Or were you just in the wrong place at the wrong time?”

Billy hesitated. He didn’t want to tell Vernon anything, didn’t want to give the man any more reason to look down on him. But the words spilled out before he could stop them. “I was just coming back from the grocery store. They jumped me.”

Vernon nodded, his expression thoughtful. “Hate when that happens. You’ve gotta watch yourself out there, man. Especially in this neighborhood. People see someone like you—quiet, unassuming—they’ll take advantage.”

Billy bristled at the implication, his hands clenching into fists. “I can handle myself,” he said, his voice tight.

Vernon raised an eyebrow, his smirk growing. “I’m sure you can, man. Just saying—sometimes it’s good to have backup.” He paused, then added, “Speaking of which, how’s Emily been? She seems… different lately.”

Billy’s chest tightened at the question, his mind immediately going to the one place he didn’t want it to go. He thought about how Emily had been distant lately, how she seemed to have a new spark in her eyes, a new energy. He thought about the way she’d come home from collecting rent, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen. He thought about Vernon, and the way he looked at her now, like he knew something Billy didn’t.

“She’s fine,” Billy said, his tone clipped. “Happy.”

Vernon chuckled, the sound low and knowing. “I’m sure she is.”

Billy’s jaw tightened, but before he could respond, Emily returned, carrying a bag of ice wrapped in a towel. She knelt in front of Billy, her hands gentle as she pressed the ice to his bruised cheek. Billy flinched at the cold but didn’t pull away.

“There,” Emily said, her voice soft. “That should help with the swelling.” She looked up at him, her eyes searching his face for something—for what, Billy wasn’t sure. But whatever it was, he didn’t have it.

“Thanks,” Billy muttered, his voice quiet, defeated.

Emily stood, brushing her hands on her skirt. She turned to Vernon, her expression grateful. “Thank you again for helping him,” she said, her voice warm. “I don’t know what we would have done if you hadn’t been there.”

Vernon shrugged, his grin easy. “Just doing my part. You know me—always looking out for my neighbors.”

Emily smiled, and Billy felt something inside him crack. It was the way she looked at Vernon—like he was some kind of hero—that hurt the most. It was the way she didn’t look at him like that anymore, not in a long time.

“Well,” Vernon said, pushing off the wall. “I should probably get going. Let you two have some time.”

Emily nodded, but there was something in her eyes—a flicker of something—that made Billy’s stomach twist. “Of course,” she said. “Thank you again, Vernon.”

Vernon winked, his grin widening. “Anytime, Emily. Take care of that man of yours.”

And with that, he was gone, leaving Billy and Emily alone in the living room. The silence that followed was heavy, suffocating. Billy could feel Emily’s eyes on him, but he couldn’t bring himself to look at her. He didn’t want to see the disappointment, the pity, the longing for something he couldn’t give her.

“Billy…” Emily began, her voice soft, tentative. But Billy cut her off.

“I’m tired,” he said, his voice strained. “I’m going to bed.”

Emily frowned, her lips parting as if she wanted to say more, but she didn’t. Instead, she nodded, her eyes filled with something that looked a lot like sadness.

“Alright,” she said softly. “I’ll be up in a bit.”

Billy stood, his body aching as he made his way upstairs. He could feel Emily’s gaze on his back, and it made his skin crawl. He didn’t want her pity. He didn’t want her to look at him like he was broken. He just wanted things to go back to the way they were—before Vernon, before everything changed.

But deep down, he knew that was impossible. Because no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t compete with a man like Vernon. And worse, he wasn’t sure Emily even wanted him to.

As he reached the top of the stairs, he paused, his hand gripping the banister. He could hear Emily moving around downstairs, the sound of her footsteps soft but steady. And then, there was something else—the soft chime of a text message coming through, followed by the sound of Emily’s quiet laughter.

Billy’s chest tightened, and he felt the crack inside him widen. He didn’t need to see the message to know who it was from. And he didn’t need to hear Emily’s laughter to know that whatever was happening between her and Vernon, it wasn’t over...


Chapter Twelve

For Billy, the following weeks were nothing short of torment—pure, unrelenting torment. But then, like a sudden break of blue sky after a storm, things between him and Emily seemed to settle, almost as if life had gently nudged them back toward normalcy. The routine of their daily grind acted as a distraction, keeping them from dwelling too long on the unspoken tension that still simmered beneath the surface. Thank God for small mercies.

Then, one Saturday, a friend reached out with an invitation. He had extra tickets to a minor league baseball game that afternoon and insisted Billy and Emily should join. "It’s a big group, and everyone already knows each other. You guys should come!" he had said.

At the stadium, the afternoon was filled with the hum of the crowd, the crack of the bat, and the occasional bursts of laughter from their group. Billy and Emily, needing a release, let themselves unwind. They had a few beers—both of them. The drinks, coupled with the warmth of the sun, loosened their limbs and their moods. For the first time in what felt like forever, there was an easy, playful energy between them, something that had been sorely missed.

As the game ended, Billy flagged down a taxi to take them home.

The golden afternoon light draped the quiet neighborhood street in a soft, inviting glow as they stumbled through the front door of the house, their home, giggling like teenagers. Their cheeks were flushed, their bodies warm from the alcohol, and, for a fleeting moment, everything felt light again—like maybe, just maybe, they were finding their way back to each other.

Billy’s hand lingered on Emily’s waist as she leaned into him, her body pressing playfully against his. She turned her head just enough to meet his gaze, eyes sparkling. “You,” she said, poking a manicured finger into his chest, “are trouble.”

“Oh, you love it,” Billy grinned, his confidence boosted by the alcohol and the warmth of her touch.

She let out a teasing gasp, stepping away dramatically before spinning back toward him, her hips swaying in a way that always made his stomach flutter. Her gaze landed on the mantelpiece, and something caught her eye.

Pausing, she reached up and plucked a framed photo from its spot. It was an old picture, one taken nearly a decade ago, right out of high school. They were at a party, standing side by side, bodies still young and unburdened by time, faces full of hope. Emily’s hair was longer then, wild and free, and Billy—well, he looked different too. Less tired. Less unsure. More like the guy he used to be before life wore him down.

“Remember this?” Emily murmured, tracing the glass with her finger.

Billy stepped beside her, peering down at the frozen memory. “Yeah,” he said, his voice softer now. “Feels like a lifetime ago.”

She turned to him, her eyes searching. “Maybe it doesn’t have to.”

Before the weight of the moment could settle too deeply, Billy cleared his throat, shaking off the creeping sentimentality. “Want another drink, babe?” he asked. “I think we got more of that Pennsylvania IPA in the fridge.”

Emily grinned, setting the photo back on the mantel. “I could have another one,” she giggled. “But just one. That’s my limit. I’m already a little... tipsy.”

“Good,” Billy said, giving her a playful nudge. “I like you when you’re tipsy.”

She gasped dramatically, clutching her chest. “Bad boy! You better not get any ideas.”

Billy smirked, emboldened by the alcohol and the nostalgia. “Don’t you worry that round, round caboose you got,” he said with a wag of his eyebrows. “I got some ideas already. Just wait right here. I’ll be right back.”

As he turned toward the kitchen, a warm sense of hope swelled in his chest. Maybe they were coming back to themselves. Maybe things really could go back to how they used to be.

But then he heard it. The sharp, unmistakable thwack of a diving board.

Billy froze.

His stomach twisted as an unwelcome sense of dread settled in his bones.

Slowly, he moved to the kitchen window, peering out toward the backyard.

There, in his pool, was Vernon.

Billy’s jaw clenched as he took in the sight before him. The older black man was slicing through the water with the ease of someone who had been swimming his entire life. It was still pretty crazy how much Vernon had changed in such a relatively short time. The black man’s once-soft body had transformed into something powerful over the past year—broad shoulders, thick arms, rippling abs. And worst of all, once again he was barely wearing anything in the pool. Just his pair of tiny leopard-print Speedo briefs that clung to his muscular frame, leaving very little to the imagination.

Billy felt sick. Why does he have to swim like he owns the place? He gripped the counter, his knuckles turning white as a fresh wave of insecurity crashed over him.

Billy swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. The afternoon had felt so perfect, so normal—and now, in the span of seconds, it was slipping away from him again.

Vernon hoisted himself out of the pool, water cascading down his carved ebony torso, the sun glinting off his wet sleek coal-black skin. He ran a big hand over his shaved head, then down his thick, wiry beard, exuding the kind of effortless masculinity that made Billy’s stomach churn.

Billy forced himself to look away. He needed to get a grip. He needed to push these thoughts of extreme insecurity out of his mind before they consumed him whole… But things only got worse when Billy stepped into his marital bedroom.

Much worse.

"I’m going to join Vernon in the pool," Emily announced suddenly. She was in the master bathroom with the door closed. "Put your trunks on too! Let's have some fun."

Billy turned just in time to see the bathroom door open.

His heart skipped a beat.

He’d been sitting on the edge of their bed, absently scrolling through his phone, but now his attention was entirely absorbed by the figure stepping out. Emily emerged with a playful smirk, her bare feet padding softly against the hardwood floor. She was wearing something, but Billy’s brain took a full three seconds to process exactly what he was looking at.

When it hit him, his jaw dropped.

Emily stood there, her curvy frame barely contained by the skimpiest bikini he’d ever seen — skimpier than her American flag bikini, which she'd only wore twice since that first fateful day by the swimming pool.

It was hardly a bathing suit.

The strings of the bikini clung precariously to her wide hips, the fabric sliding dangerously low over her generous 34DD breasts. The white tan-skinned bubble butt was 99.9% exposed, the strings digging into her soft flesh as if they were one wrong move away from snapping. But it wasn’t just the size of the bikini that caught Billy off guard— it was the design.

The Pan-African flag was emblazoned across the three tiny triangles of fabric that were supposed to cover her. The bold red, green, and black colors were splashed across her barely-there top and the minuscule piece of cloth between her legs. Billy felt a confusing mix of arousal and discomfort as his eyes traced the patterns, his stomach twisting in knots. What sort of message was his wife trying to send him?

“Uh… Emily?” Billy managed to stammer, his voice cracking. “You’re not… you’re not actually thinking of wearing that outside, right?”

Emily looked radiant in her Pan-African bikini. She tilted her head, her smirk widening as she adjusted the strap of her bikini top, which was already threatening to slip off her shoulder. Her fingers lingered on the fabric, tugging it back into place with deliberate slowness. “Yeah, it’s a bikini, Billy. Last time I checked, people wear bikinis at swimming pools all the time. It's called getting some sun on your skin. Speaking of which, you're getting a little pasty yourself, dear."

Her tone was light, teasing, but there was a sharpness to it that made Billy wince. He could feel his face heating up as his eyes darted across her body, unable to focus on one spot for too long.

“But… why that bikini?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. “Why did you buy that particular one?”

Emily rolled her eyes, her hands landing on her hips. “Oh my God, Billy! Is that what’s got you so riled up? The African thing?”

Billy shifted uncomfortably on the bed, his eyes dropping to the floor. “It just seems… weird,” he mumbled, his voice small.

“Grow up,” Emily shot back, her tone dripping with disdain. She turned away from him, her hips swaying as she walked over to the mirror. She adjusted her bikini top again, her fingers brushing against the flag design. “I dunno, I just saw it online. Thought Vernon would like it. But I didn’t realize you’d have such a heart attack about a silly flag, Jesus.”

Vernon. The name seemed to hang in the air, a sharp reminder of the tension that had been building between them for weeks. Billy’s stomach churned as he watched Emily in the mirror, her movements confident and unbothered. She was gorgeous, there was no denying that, but the way she carried herself now— as if she didn’t care what he thought— made him feel small.

“It’s fine, Emily,” Billy finally said, his voice hollow.

Emily spun around, her eyebrows shooting up. “What?” she snapped, her hand on her hip again. She tugged at her bikini top, the fabric barely covering her breast. “What was that?”

“I said… it’s fine, that, um, bikini,” Billy mumbled, his shoulders slumping.

Emily let out a short, sharp laugh. “It’s fine? It’s fine he says? Oh, great, thanks so much, Billy. I really appreciate the permission to dress myself.”

Billy opened his mouth to respond, but no words came out. Instead, he just stared at her, his mind racing. He wanted to argue, to tell her that it wasn’t just the bikini— it was the way she was acting, the way she seemed to be enjoying his discomfort. But the words wouldn’t come.

Emily sighed, her expression softening slightly. She walked over to him, her hips swaying with each step, and placed a hand on his shoulder. “Look, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to snap at you. I just… I don’t know, Billy. You’ve been acting so weird lately. What’s going on?”

Billy swallowed hard, his eyes dropping to the floor again. “I… I don’t know. I guess I just haven’t been feeling like myself.”

Emily squeezed his shoulder, her touch gentle but fleeting. “It’s okay. We’ll figure it out, okay? But for now, why don’t you come join me and Vernon out by the pool? It’ll be fun.”

Billy nodded, but the thought of standing next to Vernon— tall, confident, effortlessly charming Vernon— made his stomach churn. He watched as Emily turned away, her Pan-African flag bikini shifting with each step. The strings of the bikini dug into her soft flesh, her round pale buttocks jiggling slightly as she walked. Once Billy had read an article explaining how women subconsciously always dress for the type of mate they most want to attract. Billy was really hoping that this wasn't the case for Emily.

Emily, now Africanized, was right there, her body on full display in that ridiculous bikini, and he couldn’t help but want her. Her underendowed hubby felt a surge of arousal, his small, pink penis hardening in his pants. He was starting to get used to arousal and humiliation hitting him at the same time with equal intensity. He tried to push the feeling of inadequacy down, but it was impossible.

Before he could stop himself, Billy reached out and grabbed her leg, his fingers digging into her soft thigh. Emily let out a surprised laugh as he pulled her closer, his body pressing against hers.

“Billy, what are you doing?” she asked, wiggling around in her African bikini, still laughing as he started pathetically dry humping her leg.

“I just… I can’t help it,” Billy mumbled, his face flushed as he moved against her.

Emily giggled, her hand resting on his head. “Stop it, you’re being silly,” she said, but there was no malice in her voice. "You're being a silly little boy, dear."

Billy’s movements grew more frantic, his body trembling with need. He could feel himself getting closer, his small little manhood throbbing in his pants. And then, before he could stop himself, he came, a low groan escaping his lips as he spilled into his pants.

Emily laughed again, her hand ruffling his hair. “Oh my God, Billy. You came in your pants after humping my leg? That's so hilarious. You’re such a mess. Go change your pants and come join us outside, okay, sweetie?”

Billy nodded, his face burning with humiliation as he watched Emily walk away. Her Pan-African flag bikini swayed with each step, her round buttocks jiggling as she headed toward the door, away from pesky leg-humpers who made her smile, but left her desiring more in the bedroom...

Her husband felt drained, defeated, helpless. And yet, despite everything, he was still horny. How was this possible? He couldn’t take his eyes off Emily as she disappeared into the hallway, his penis twitching in his damp pants.

“Don’t take too long,” Emily called over her shoulder, her voice light and teasing. “Vernon’s waiting.”


Chapter Thirteen

Anxiously, Billy stepped outside, the warm summer air hitting his face like a soft, mocking slap. He clutched his beer in one hand and his baseball biography in the other, trying to mask the sinking feeling in his chest. The scene unfolding before him was worse than he could have imagined.

Vernon was seated on the edge of the pool, his long, muscular legs dangling in the crystal-clear water. His deep black skin glistened under the sunlight, every ripple of his muscles a testament to his confidence and ease. He leaned back on his hands, his Speedo clinging to his body in a way that left little to the imagination. The bulge between his legs was impossible to ignore, a blatant display of everything Billy wasn’t. And could never be.

Vernon’s deep, rumbling laugh echoed across the yard as his eyes locked onto Emily, who was strutting toward the pool in her Pan-African bikini.

“Well, well, well,” Vernon said, his voice dripping with amusement. “Look who’s bringing a whole new meaning to the phrase African queen.”

Emily giggled, her cheeks flushing as she approached the pool. “Vernon, stop,” she said, though her tone suggested she didn’t mean it. She stood in front of him, one hand on her hip, the other brushing her hair back. The bikini clung to her curves like it had been painted on, the vibrant colors of the Pan-African flag accentuating every soft, rounded inch of her body.

“What? I’m just giving credit where it’s due,” Vernon said, his eyes raking over her. “You, Emily, are a black man’s kryptonite. You know that, right?”

Billy felt his stomach churn as he watched the exchange. He sank into a chair near the edge of the yard, trying to blend into the background. He cracked open his beer and pretended to focus on his book, but his eyes kept flicking up, drawn to the spectacle in front of him.

Emily’s laughter was light and carefree as Vernon reached out and took her hand, pulling her closer. “Come here, let me get a better look at this masterpiece,” he said, his voice low and teasing.

Emily obliged, stepping between his spread legs. Vernon’s hands rested on her hips, his thumbs brushing against the soft skin just above the high-waisted bikini bottom. Billy’s jaw tightened as he watched Vernon’s big, dark hands contrast against Emily’s pale, soft curves. It was a stark, undeniable visual—Vernon’s dominance, his confidence, his everything—that made Billy feel smaller than ever.

“You know,” Vernon said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, “I think this might be the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. And trust me, I’ve seen a lot. You’ve got great tastes, Emily.”

Emily’s cheeks turned pink, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she leaned in closer, their faces inches apart. “You’re such a flirt,” she said, her voice playful.

Billy’s grip tightened on his beer bottle. He wanted to look away, to pretend this wasn’t happening, but he couldn’t. It was like watching a car crash—horrifying, but impossible to ignore.

Vernon’s hands slid down to Emily’s thighs, his fingers brushing against the soft skin there. “Emily, you’re making it really hard for me to behave right now,” he said, his voice husky.

Emily laughed, a throaty, sensual sound that sent a shiver down Billy’s spine. “Who said I wanted you to behave?” she replied, her voice a teasing whisper.

Billy’s heart sank. He felt like a ghost, invisible and insignificant in his own backyard. He tried to focus on his book, but the words blurred together on the page. He couldn’t hear what Vernon and Emily were saying now, but their laughter carried across the yard, light and carefree and so, so intimate.

When Billy looked up again, his stomach dropped.

Vernon and Emily were in the water now, together, their bodies close. The pool water came up to Vernon’s waist, but Emily was floating in front of him, her legs wrapped around his hips. Billy’s breath caught in his throat as he watched Vernon’s hands slide up Emily’s back, his midnight black fingers tracing the curve of her spine.

Emily’s head tilted back, her lips parting as Vernon leaned in, their mouths inches apart. Billy’s heart pounded in his chest as he realized what was about to happen. He wanted to look away, to pretend he didn’t see it, but he couldn’t. His eyes were glued to the scene in front of him.

Vernon’s lips brushed against Emily’s in a slow, teasing kiss. Emily’s hands slid up Vernon’s chest, her fingers tracing the lines of his muscles. Billy’s stomach churned as he watched them, his heart sinking deeper with every passing second.

The kiss deepened, Vernon’s hands moving to Emily’s hips to steady her as their bodies pressed together. Billy’s breathing quickened, his chest tightening with a mix of humiliation and arousal. He wanted to look away, to pretend this wasn’t happening, but he couldn’t. He was frozen, helpless, unable to do anything but watch.

Vernon’s hands slid lower, gripping Emily’s thighs as he pulled her closer. Emily’s breath hitched, her hands tightening on Vernon’s shoulders. Billy’s heart pounded in his chest as he watched them, his stomach churning with a mix of jealousy and longing.

The sounds of their soft moans and the gentle splash of water filled the air, a symphony of intimacy that made Billy feel more alone than ever. He wanted to leave, to escape this nightmare, but he couldn’t. He was trapped, a spectator in his own life.

Finally, unable to bear it any longer, Billy dropped his book and reached into his shorts. His tiny, pale penis was already half-hard, a pathetic excuse for what Vernon was packing. He gripped himself tightly, his hand moving frantically as he watched Emily and Vernon.

Emily’s body moved rhythmically, her hips rocking against Vernon’s in a way that left no doubt about what was happening in the water now. He was fucking her. Vernon’s hands gripped her thighs, his muscles flexing as he held her in place. Billy’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as he watched them, his humiliation and arousal reaching a fever pitch.

When he came, it was quick and unsatisfying, a pathetic release that left him feeling emptier than ever.

He slumped back in his chair, his chest heaving as he stared at the sky.

Across the pool, Emily and Vernon were still wrapped up in each other, completely oblivious to Billy’s presence. Billy stood up, his legs shaky, and headed for the door. He needed to get out of here, to escape the nightmare his life had become. As he walked away, the sound of Emily’s laughter followed him, a cruel reminder of everything he had already lost as a man.


Chapter Fourteen

Billy’s hands were trembling on the steering wheel as he pulled into the driveway. The long drive had done little to cool him off. If anything, the silence had only amplified the chaos in his mind. The image of Vernon and Emily in the pool, their bodies entwined, her laughter echoing in his ears—it was all too much. He took a deep breath, hoping to steady himself, but the sight of Natalie’s Volkswagen parked in the driveway made his stomach drop. SN0WBUNY, the license plate read. Billy groaned. This was not a good sign.

He stepped out of the car, his legs still shaky, and approached the front door.

The house was eerily quiet from the outside, but as he stepped into the kitchen, the first thing he saw was Natalie. She was leaning against the kitchen counter, her bubble butt—a product of countless hours in the gym’s squat rack— and big breasts encased in a shiny black corset that clung to her curves like a second skin. But it wasn’t just the corset that caught his attention. Strapped around her waist was a huge black strap-on, the tip of it bobbing with every step she took. Billy froze, his throat dry, unable to look away as she sauntered toward him.

“Well, well, look who’s back,” Natalie purred, her voice dripping with mischief. She stopped in front of him, her hand resting on her hip, the strap-on pointing directly at him like some kind of obscene accusation. “You joining us, whiteboy?”

Billy swallowed hard, his eyes flickering toward the hallway where the unmistakable sound of grunting and moaning was coming from. It wasn’t the kind of grunting that suggested pleasure—it was raw, primal, almost animalistic. Emily’s wild shrieks of delight punctuated the rhythm, and Billy felt his stomach churn. She’s enjoying it too much, he thought bitterly. She’s never sounded like that with me.

“Naw,” Billy muttered, his voice barely above a whisper. “I think I’m just on audience duty tonight.”

Natalie’s eyes lit up, her lips curling into a mischievous grin. “Audience duty?” she repeated, her tone playful. “I like that! I’m going to steal that.”

“Steal away,” Billy said with a dismissive wave of his hand. He hesitated for a moment before asking, “Is my wife with Vernon?”

Natalie giggled, her hand moving to adjust the strap-on as if it were the most natural thing in the world. “You could say that,” she said, her voice tinged with amusement. “Those two are animals together. I’ve never seen such a thing.”

Billy’s blinked, taken aback. “Emily is a very… passionate woman.”

Natalie nodded, her expression shifting slightly as if she were considering something.

“No, I’m being serious,” Billy muttered, though his heart wasn’t in the conversation. His stomach was in knots as he followed Natalie out of the kitchen and down the hallway toward the master bedroom. The passionate jungle sounds grew louder with each step, and by the time they reached the doorway, Billy felt like he was walking into a living nightmare.

The sight that greeted him was both mesmerizing and devastating.

Vernon was kneeling on the bed, his muscular frame glistening with sweat as he thrust into Emily from behind. Emily was bent over, her wide, white baby-birthing hips and curvy, round ivory bottom raised high in the air, completely at the mercy of the older black man's powerful rhythm. Her massive milky breasts swayed wildly with each thrust, her nipples erect and flushed with complete female arousal. Her face was a mask of exhaustion and ecstasy, her eyes glazed, her lips swollen, her pale skin slick with sweat. Strands of her hair stuck to her heart-shaped face as she gasped for air, her body trembling, like the delicate muscles in her upper body could give out at any second, causing her to faceplant into the pillows while pushing her ass high in the air for her new black lover.

Vernon reached down and grabbed the Pan-African bikini top that had somehow found its way onto the bed. He wrapped it around Emily’s head, pulling it taut like a reign as he jerked her throat back. Emily let out a strangled moan, her mouth gagged with her own bikini, her body arching as Vernon continued to pound into her with relentless intensity. Each thrust sent ripples through her flesh, the sound of their bodies colliding echoing through the room.

“You like it when I ride you like that?” Vernon growled.He yanked on the bikini top, snapping Emily’s neck back as he drove himself deeper into her.

Emily’s response was a garbled mix of moans and whimpers, but the words were clear enough. “Yes! I love it!”

Vernon smirked, his hands gripping her hips as he leaned forward, his lips brushing against her ear. “You gonna be my little African princess from now on?”

Emily’s face contorted as she struggled to form the words, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “I’m… your African princess,” she managed to choke out.

“Damn, that’s sexy,” Vernon muttered, his thrusts growing more erratic. “That’s real sexy.”

Billy stood in the doorway, his chest tight, his fists clenched at his sides. He wanted to look away, to leave, to do anything but watch this, but he couldn’t. His eyes were glued to the scene, his mind racing with a mix of humiliation, anger, and something else—something he didn’t want to give any head space to. She’s mine, he thought desperately, though the words felt hollow. She’s supposed to be mine.

But as Vernon’s pace quickened, as Emily’s moans grew louder, as Natalie stepped forward with a wicked grin on her face, Billy knew one thing for certain: he was no longer in control. Not of Emily, not of his life, not of anything.

“You gonna just stand there, whiteboy?” Natalie teased, her hand reaching for the strap-on as she stepped closer. “Or you gonna join the fun?”

Billy didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His eyes remained fixed on the bed, on Vernon and Emily, on the woman who was supposed to be his wife, the woman who now seemed worlds away from him.

And as Vernon’s final thrusts sent Emily over the edge, her wild unhinged scream of pleasure echoing through the marital bedroom, Billy felt something inside him break. He'd never come close to bringing her so much pleasure. Not even close. She was breaking his heart, but he still loved her, loved her more than anything. And how could he limit to her to a pear-shaped guy like himself; when it took a big black man like Vernon to really bring out the sex kitten in Emily.

“Well?” Natalie pressed, her voice cutting through the haze. “What’s it gonna be?”

"Audience duty," Billy mumbled, defeated. "As long... as nobody has a problem with that."

Nobody seemed to care.

Emily stumbled toward the dresser, her legs trembling, her body still humming from the relentless attention she’d just received. She reached for the glass of water, her throat dry and her chest rising and falling with every labored breath.

"Oh no, sweetheart,” Natalie’s voice cut through the room like a sharp axe, smooth but icy. “You haven’t earned that yet.”

Emily froze, her hand hovering over the glass. She turned to face Natalie, who stood in the center of the room like a queen surveying her kingdom.

Natalie’s blonde hair was perfectly tousled, her blue eyes gleaming with mischief. She was dressed in an all-black corset that hugged her athletic frame, black silk stockings that accentuated her long legs, and a black thong that left little to the imagination. Strapped to her hips was the object that had become the center of attention: a massive black strap-on she affectionately called Shaq.

Natalie sauntered toward Emily, her hips swaying with every step. She stopped just inches away, her presence overwhelming. “You think you can just walk away after that performance? Pathetic,” she purred, her voice dripping with condescension. “You’re not done yet, Princess.”

Emily’s hazel eyes widened, a mixture of fear and something darker flickering behind them. She opened her mouth to protest, but Natalie was already guiding her back toward the bed with a firm hand.

“On. Your. Knees,” Natalie commanded, her voice low and authoritative.

Emily hesitated for a split second before complying, lowering herself onto the edge of the bed. Her heart-shaped ass was now perfectly positioned for Natalie’s next move. Without warning, Natalie brought her hand down with a loud, sharp smack that echoed through the room.

“Ah!” Emily yelped, the sting of the slap radiating through her skin. But as the initial shock wore off, something else took its place. A warmth spread through her, a tingling sensation that made her bite her lip. She liked it. She hated that she liked it, but she did.

Natalie smirked, clearly pleased with herself. “That’s better,” she said, running her hands over the red mark she’d left on Emily’s ass. “Now, let’s see if you can take this.”

Emily’s breath hitched as she felt the cold tip of Shaq press against her lips. She braced herself, her fingers gripping the edge of the bed as Natalie pushed forward, filling her inch by inch. Emily’s moans were soft at first, but they quickly grew louder, more desperate. She was completely at Natalie’s mercy, and for some reason, that thought only made her wetter.

Natalie grabbed Emily’s hips and started moving, her rhythm slow and deliberate at first, but quickly picking up speed. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with Emily’s moans. “You’re taking it so well,” Natalie taunted, her voice laced with admiration and mockery. “Who knew the goody-two-shoes bitch wife could be such a slut?”

Emily’s face burned with embarrassment, but she couldn’t deny the truth in Natalie’s words. She was being a slut, and somehow, that only turned her on more.

Natalie suddenly flipped Emily onto her back, positioning herself between her legs. Now, they were face to face, their eyes locked in an intense gaze. Natalie’s blue eyes were filled with dominance, while Emily’s hazel ones were clouded with submission. “Look at me,” Natalie demanded, her voice softer now but no less commanding.

Emily obeyed, her gaze never wavering as Natalie began to thrust again. This time, it felt different. More intimate. More real. Emily’s hands found Natalie’s hips, her fingers digging into the soft flesh as she held on for dear life. Their breathing synchronized, their moans blending together into a symphony of desire.

But then, something unexpected happened.

Vernon, who had been quietly observing from the corner of the room, couldn’t resist any longer. The sight of Emily’s ass bouncing with every thrust was too much for him to handle. He moved behind Natalie, his large hands gripping her hips.

“What the—?” Natalie started to protest, but it was too late. Vernon’s thick, black cock was already pressing against her entrance. With one smooth movement, he slid inside her, causing Natalie to let out a surprised moan as the black dick stretched her out slowly.

The room was now filled with the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh, moans, and gasps. Vernon and Natalie found their rhythm quickly, their bodies moving in perfect harmony. Natalie, in turn, continued to fuck Emily, her own moans joining the chorus.

Emily’s eyes fluttered shut as she was overwhelmed by sensations. Natalie’s thrusts, Vernon’s deep grunts, the way the bed creaked beneath them—it was all too much, and yet, not enough. She felt like she was being pulled in two different directions, each one more intense than the last.

Billy, who had been silently watching from the corner, couldn’t tear his eyes away. His heart was pounding in his chest, a mixture of jealousy and arousal coursing through him. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing. His wife, the woman he had vowed to love and protect, was being ravaged by two people who were everything he wasn’t.

Vernon’s deep voice broke through the haze of lust. “You like that, don’t you?” he growled, his hands gripping Natalie’s hips as he thrust into her harder, faster.

Natalie could only nod, her words lost in the waves of pleasure crashing over her. She was being fucked by the man she loved, while simultaneously fucking the woman she had been toying with. It was a surreal experience, one that she never wanted to end.

"Emily,” Natalie panted, her voice shaking with each thrust. “You’re such a good girl. Taking it so well.”

Emily moaned in response, her body trembling with the force of Natalie’s thrusts. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, but she didn’t want it to stop. She wanted this moment to last forever.

Vernon’s movements became more erratic, his breathing heavier. He was close, and he knew it. “Fuck,” he muttered, his voice gruff with need. “I’m gonna—”

Before he could finish, Natalie let out a loud, almost primal moan, her body convulsing as she reached her own climax. Vernon wasn’t far behind, his release hitting him with the force of a tidal wave.

Emily, caught in the middle, felt herself being pushed over the edge as well. Her body tightened, then shuddered, as waves of pleasure washed over her.

The room fell silent for a moment, save for the sound of heavy breathing. Then, Natalie collapsed onto the bed next to Emily, a satisfied smile on her face.

“Well,” she said, her voice still slightly breathless. “That was… unexpected.”

Vernon chuckled, his deep voice rumbling through the room. “Unexpected, but definitely not unwelcome.”

Emily, still trying to catch her breath, still tingling from the aftermath of their encounter, couldn’t help but laugh along with them. The absurdity of the situation struck her, and for a moment, she felt a strange sense of camaraderie with the two people who had just taken her to places she never thought she’d go.

She glanced at Vernon, who was still catching his breath, then at Billy, who looked like he was about to explode with unspoken emotions. Finally, she met Natalie’s gaze again, a small smile playing on her lips. "Wow, so I've officially been in a threesome now."

"Billy?" laughed Vernon, toweling off. “Did you see that shit? Me fucking Natalie while she fucked your wife? That was crazy, right. Damn, that was so crazy.”

Before Billy could respond, Natalie chimed in with a rather thoughtless, "Oh, damn, that's right! I forgot whiteboy was even in the room!"

"Come on," Emily said, jumping to her husband's defense, "he's doing pretty well, all things considered."

Then everyone burst out with laughter, wiping tears from their eyes, as Billy became nauseous while watching Emily remove Vernon's cum off her face, and out of her hair, and begin the process of putting clothes back onto her naked and abused body, smiling with a special kind of glow on her face, a female satisfaction that she'd never shown before.


Chapter Fifteen

Billy’s key turned in the lock, the familiar click of the front door opening signaling the end of another long day. He stepped inside, loosening his tie with one hand, his briefcase hanging limply from the other. The house was eerily quiet, save for the faint sound of… muffled moans? His stomach tightened.

He followed the sound, his footsteps heavy on the hardwood floor, until he reached the living room.

And there they were.

Again.

Emily and Vernon had been acting and fucking like teenagers lately.

Vernon was sprawled on the couch, his trousers pooled around his ankles, his thick, dark legs spread wide. Emily was perched atop him, her voluptuous body bouncing with a rhythmic desperation that made Billy’s chest ache. She was wearing nothing but a pair of white lace panties, her breasts bouncing freely, her skin glistening with sweat. Her hazel eyes were half-closed, her full lips parted as she let out a soft, breathy moan with every downward thrust.

Vernon’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements, his deep voice rumbling with approval. “That’s it, baby,” he said, his words dripping with authority. “Ride that dick. Show me who you belong to.”

Emily’s response was a whimper, her body obeying instinctively. She leaned forward, her hands resting on Vernon’s broad chest, her hair cascading down her back like a golden curtain. She looked… happy. Content. Like this was exactly where she was meant to be.

Billy’s throat went dry. He wanted to look away, to pretend he hadn’t just walked in on his wife fucking another man in their living room. But he couldn’t. His feet felt glued to the floor, his eyes locked on the scene unfolding before him. He could hear the wet slap of skin against skin, the creak of the couch as Vernon thrust up into Emily with a force that made her cry out.

Vernon noticed him then, his dark eyes flicking up to meet Billy’s. A slow, predatory smile spread across his face. “Well, well,” he drawled, his voice low and teasing. “Looks like the cuck’s home early.”

Emily froze, her movements stuttering as she turned to look over her shoulder. Her cheeks flushed a deep red, but she didn’t stop. If anything, she seemed to move faster, her body grinding against Vernon’s with renewed urgency. “Hi, honey,” she managed, her voice breathless and trembling. “We were just… um… you know…”

“Fucking,” Vernon finished for her, his tone matter-of-fact. He reached up, wrapping a hand around Emily’s throat and pulling her back down onto him. She gasped, her eyes fluttering shut as he began to thrust up into her with a ferocity that left her trembling. “Don’t stop now, baby. Your husband’s enjoying the show.”

Billy’s face burned with a mix of shame and arousal. He dropped his briefcase on the floor, the sound loud and abrupt in the otherwise quiet room. “I… I didn’t mean to interrupt,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Vernon chuckled, the sound deep and masculine. “You’re not interrupting, cuck. You’re just in the way.” He tightened his grip on Emily’s throat, his eyes locking onto Billy’s. “Why don’t you take a seat? Watch your wife get the fucking she deserves.”

Emily moaned, her body trembling as Vernon’s thrusts grew more erratic. “Billy…” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mixture of guilt and pleasure. “I… I need this. Please… just watch.”

Billy’s legs felt like jelly, but he managed to stumble to the armchair across from the couch. He collapsed into it, his eyes wide as he watched his wife ride Vernon with a passion he hadn’t seen in years. Her breasts bounced with every movement, her skin flushed and glowing. She looked… alive. More alive than she’d ever been with him.

Vernon’s hands moved to her hips, guiding her movements with a firm, commanding grip. “That’s it, baby,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “Take every inch. Let your cuck see what a real man feels like.”

Emily’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as Vernon’s thrusts grew more erratic. “Vernon…” she whimpered, her voice trembling with a mixture of pleasure and desperation. “I’m… I’m…”

“You’re going to come,” Vernon finished for her, his voice a low growl. “And when you do, I want you to scream my name. Let your husband hear who owns that pussy.”

Billy’s hands clenched into fists, his fingernails digging into his palms. He wanted to look away, to leave the room, but he couldn’t. His eyes were locked on Emily, on the way her body moved, the way she moaned Vernon’s name like a prayer.

Emily’s body tensed, her back arching as a loud, desperate cry tore from her lips. “Vernon!” she screamed, her voice echoing through the room. Her body convulsed, her thighs trembling as Vernon continued to thrust into her, his movements growing more erratic until he, too, let out a low, guttural groan, his body stiffening beneath hers.

For a moment, the room was silent save for the sound of their heavy breathing. Then Vernon chuckled, his hands sliding up Emily’s sides in a possessive caress. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “Now go clean yourself up. Your husband and I need to have a little chat.”

Emily nodded, her movements shaky as she climbed off of Vernon. She didn’t spare Billy a glance as she disappeared down the hallway, her hips swaying with a confidence that made Billy’s chest ache.

Vernon adjusted his pants, his eyes locking onto Billy’s. “So,” he said, his tone casual. “How does it feel, cuck? Watching your wife get fucked by a real man?”

Billy’s throat worked as he struggled to find the words. “I… I don’t know,” he admitted, his voice trembling. “It’s… it’s hard.”

Vernon chuckled, the sound low and menacing. “It’s supposed to be hard,” he said. “That’s the point. You’re not a man, Billy. You’re a cuck. And this?” He gestured to the couch, where the evidence of their encounter was still fresh. “This is your new normal. Get used to it.”

Billy’s stomach churned, but he couldn’t deny the truth in Vernon’s words.

This wasn’t just a one-time thing.

This was his life now. Emily wasn’t his anymore. He’d lost her. She belonged to Vernon. And deep down, in a part of himself he didn’t want to acknowledge, he knew she was happier this way.

Another evening.

Another marital incident.

Billy walked into the kitchen to find Vernon seated at the table, his phone pressed to his ear. Emily was on her knees in front of him, her lips wrapped around his black cock as he carried on a conversation like nothing was happening.

“Yeah, Taneesha, I hear you,” Vernon was saying, his voice calm and steady. “But you know how it is. I’ve got a busy schedule. Can’t just drop everything whenever you want.”

Emily’s cheeks were hollowed out as she sucked the older black man with a fervor that made Billy’s chest tighten. Her hands were resting on Vernon’s thighs, her eyes closed as she focused on her task: pleasing his black dick. Vernon’s free hand was tangled in her hair, guiding her movements with a firm grip.

Billy wanted to say something, to tell Vernon to stop, to tell Emily to get up. She was better than this! She was so much better! But the words caught in his throat. He just stood there, watching, his heart pounding in his chest.

Vernon noticed him, his lips curving into a sly smile. “Oh, look,” he said into the phone. “My little white slut’s husband is here. Say hi, Emily.”

Emily pulled back, her lips swollen and glistening.

“Hi, Billy,” she said, her voice soft and submissive. Then she turned her attention back to Vernon, her lips wrapping around him once more.

Billy’s stomach churned, but he couldn’t look away.

It was impossible not to look.

He watched as Emily bobbed her head, her hands moving to grip Vernon’s thighs as she took him deeper. The older weathered black man's hand tightened in her hair, his eyes locking onto Billy’s. “You hear that, cuck?” he said. “That’s the sound of your wife being put in her place.”

Billy and Emily shared a look that nearly broke both their hearts.

Weeks turned into months, and the scenes became more intense around the house.

One night, Billy walked into the bedroom to find Vernon pressing Emily into the mattress, his hand wrapped tightly around her throat. She was wearing a pink babydoll with matching pink garters and panties with a little satin bow on the front. Her face was flushed, her hazel eyes wide with a mixture of fear and pleasure as she gasped for air.

“Billy!” she choked out, her voice trembling. “He’s… he’s…”

“Shut the fuck up, cuck,” Vernon growled, his voice low and dangerous. “This is between me and my white slut. This is how she likes to give me that pussy, that tight white pussy. She likes me to take it. It turns her on to know that she can wake up the beast.”

Billy’s heart raced as he watched Vernon’s strong ebony hand tighten around Emily’s throat, squeezing the life out of her just because he could and nobody could stop him. “You’re… you’re hurting her,” he stammered, his voice trembling. “She doesn’t like that.”

Vernon’s eyes flicked up to meet Billy’s, his thick purplish African-American lips curling into a sneer. “You think you know what she wants?” he growled. “You think you know her better than I do?”

Emily’s hand reached up, grabbing Vernon’s wrist. But instead of pulling him away, she pressed his hand tighter against her throat. “I… I like it,” she whispered, her voice trembling but firm. “I trust him. That’s the important thing.”

Vernon’s evil grin widened, his eyes locking onto Billy’s. “You hear that, cuck? Your wife likes it when I choke her. She likes it when I remind her who’s in charge.”

Billy’s stomach churned, but he couldn’t deny the truth in Emily’s words. She liked it. And as much as it hurt to admit, he was starting to like it too.

Vernon’s thrusts grew more erratic, his black African grasp tightening around Emily’s throat as he drove into her with a force that left her trembling. Her moans grew louder, her body trembling as she reached the edge. “Vernon!” she screamed, her voice echoing through the room. “I’m… I’m…”

Billy’s hands clenched into fists, his heart pounding in his chest as he watched his wife come undone beneath Vernon’s touch. He wanted to say something, to stop them, but the words caught in his throat. Instead, he just stood there, watching, his own arousal growing with every passing moment.

And it was that moment, that exact moment, that Billy realized he had to leave Emily — leave this house — if he had any hopes of salvaging his masculinity and manhood and self-respect… So. One last time he jerked off and scurried away under the pretense of needing some water and a few days later he was making a bunch of trips to the car with all of his stuff in cardboard boxes. Goodbye Emily. Good Vernon. Goodbye weirdos.

They were just a bunch of weirdos and that's exactly what he would tell himself until he jumped into his next relationship, vowing to never think about what transpired in that bedroom ever again.


Chapter Sixteen

Billy stood at the side gate, the rusty hinges squeaking as he pushed it open.

It was amazing how different things were now. How fast life can change.

It had been several months since he moved out of the house, realized he couldn't afford to live on his own, moved back all of his stuff only to realize that Vernon had moved into Emily’s bedroom, forcing Billy to move into the studio above the garage – i.e.. the small room that they once rented to Vernon. Life was so strange. Needing to cool off, Billy often visited the swimming pool when he thought he was alone. This was one of those times. There was so little that pleased Billy these days.

The house was supposed to be empty.

Vernon and Emily were supposed to be out on one of their date nights—another one of their little excursions that left Billy alone in the cramped studio above the garage. But there she was, lying on a sun lounger in the backyard, her pregnant belly glistening in the sunlight, her curves still magnetic despite the changes her body had undergone.

Emily was wearing her Pan-American string bikini, which Vernon preferred, her skin tanned and glowing, her blonde hair braided and draped over one shoulder.

She looked like a goddess, even with the soft swell of her belly announcing the life growing inside her. Billy’s eyes lingered on her, tracing the lines of her voluptuous white body, the way her ass still managed to look perfect even as she carried Vernon’s child, his black seed. Billy couldn’t help it. Even now, after everything, he still wanted her. Even when Emily had allowed herself to get bred by a another man, a big black man.

"Billy," she called out, her voice soft but firm, cutting through the quiet of the backyard. She pushed herself up onto her elbows, her hazel eyes locking onto his. "You’re home early."

"Yeah," he muttered, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. His eyes darted around the yard, trying to avoid looking at her, but it was impossible. She was everywhere. Her presence filled the space, demanding his attention. "I didn’t think anyone would be here."

"Well, I’m here," she said, standing up with a grace that surprised him, her belly catching the light as she moved. She walked toward him, her hips swaying, the strings of her bikini barely holding her together. "And now you’re here."

Billy swallowed hard as she reached out, her fingers wrapping around his arm. Her touch was warm, familiar, but it sent a jolt through him. "Emily, I…"

"Stay," she interrupted, her voice firm but not unkind. "I don’t want you to leave, Billy. You’re still a part of this."

He wanted to argue, to tell her that he wasn’t sure where he fit anymore, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, he let her lead him along the side of the house, his eyes flickering to the reflection in the window as they passed.

The sight of her stopped him cold.

There she was, her pregnant body bathed in sunlight, her ass and tits wobbling just enough with every step she took. She was stunning, but it wasn’t just her beauty that caught him off guard. It was the tattoo.

Billy’s stomach dropped as he stared at it, his breath catching in his throat. The tattoo was on her left ass cheek, right where he had once imagined putting his own mark—a declaration of ownership, a claim that she was his and his alone. But this was something else entirely. The tattoo was a Queen of Spades, bold and impossible to ignore, covering half of her cheek. It was a statement, a declaration of her new identity, and it shattered something deep inside him.

"Emily," he whispered, his voice barely audible. "What the hell is that?"

She turned to look at him, her expression calm, almost serene. "It’s mine," she said simply, as if that explained everything.

Billy took a step back, his hands trembling at his sides. "But… why? When?"

Emily tilted her head, studying him with a mix of pity and amusement. "Vernon and I did it a few weeks ago. It’s just a little fun, Billy. Don’t overthink it."

“Queen of Spades?”

Emily looked at her husband innocently. “It means a woman who prefers…”

“I know what it means!” Billy exploded, catching himself a second too late, and then taking a moment to compose himself.

“It’s supposed to be fun, that’s all, Billy.”

"Fun?" he echoed, his voice rising. "Emily, that’s permanent. That’s… that’s not just fun. That’s…"

She reached out, her fingers brushing against his cheek. "It’s who I am now," she said softly. "And you need to accept that."

Billy stared at her, his mind racing. The woman he had married was gone, replaced by this new version of Emily—someone who had never looked more confident, who had never seemed happier and more full of life, who embraced her submission with Vernon, who wore her black lover's mark with pride. Billy didn’t know how to process it, how to reconcile the past with the present.

"Is that what you really want?" he asked, his voice trembling. "To be his… property?"

Emily’s lips curved into a small smile, her eyes softening. "It’s not about being property, Billy. It’s about being free. Free to embrace who I am, what I desire. Vernon… he understands that. He gives me what I need. And you…" She paused, her gaze lingering on his face. "You’re still here, to help, to help out, to help me, aren’t you?"

Billy didn’t know what to say.

He looked down at the ground, his chest tight, his heart pounding in his ears. He wanted to argue, to tell her that this wasn’t who she was supposed to be, but deep down, he knew it was pointless. She had made her choice, and he… he was still trying to figure out where he fit in.

"Come on," she said, her tone light, as if she hadn’t just shattered his world. "Let’s sit down." She led him to a chair, controlling him in that sweet silky way of hers, her hand still on his arm, her touch grounding him even as his thoughts spun out of control.

He sat down heavily, his eyes still fixed on her, unable to look away.

His wife settled into the chair across from him, her posture relaxed, her pregnant belly resting between them like a wall.

He couldn’t stop looking at her and thinking about that tattoo. Queen of Spades. No going back. That's who she was from now on.

"So how are you feeling?" Billy finally made himself ask if only because he didn’t know what else to say.

Emily rubbed her belly absentmindedly, a small smile tugging at her lips. "I’m good. Tired, but good. You know how it is."

"Yeah," he muttered, his eyes dropping to her stomach again. "I guess I do."

She leaned back in her chair, her gaze drifting toward the house. "Vernon’s been amazing. He’s so supportive, so… attentive. I don’t know what I’d do without him."

Billy’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t know what he was supposed to say.

"And the baby…" she continued, her voice softening. "I can’t wait to meet them. To hold them in my arms and know they’re ours."

Billy’s breath hitched at the word ours. He knew Vernon was the father. He had accepted that, as much as it hurt. Hell, he had literally been in the same room watching probably when Vernon knocked Emily up — so Billy knew better than to overreact. But hearing Emily say it out loud, with such certainty, was like a knife to the chest. He felt like a ghost in his own life, watching from the sidelines as someone else took his place. How was this possible? What if they'd simply selected a different tenant all those many months ago?

Before he could respond, the sound of a car door slamming shut cut through the silence. Emily’s face lit up in a way that made Billy’s chest ache.

"That’s him," she said, standing up with a grace that shouldn’t have been possible for someone so pregnant. "Vernon’s home."

Billy glanced as his wife turned around, his stomach churning as he saw Emily’s new tattoo, her declaration to the world that guys like him weren’t enough. She grabbed his hand and nearly sprinted inside the house. No sooner had they got inside did Billy see the bizarre sight of an elderly African-American man coming through the front door of Billy’s home like he owned the place. The older man’s gaze immediately found Emily, a slow, predatory smile spreading across his face as he took her in.

"Hey, baby, I missed you," Vernon called out, his deep voice carrying across the living room. "How’s my queen doing? How’s my African queen?”

Billy slumped down into a chair.

Emily smiled, her hand resting on her swollen belly. Apparently they were still fighting about whether to call it Vernon Jr. if he was a boy. "I’m good. Just catching up with Billy."

Vernon’s eyes flickered to Billy, his smile widening as he approached. "Oh yeah? What’s up, cuck? You look like you’ve seen a ghost."

Billy’s fists clenched at his sides, but he didn’t say anything. He couldn’t.

Vernon chuckled, his arm wrapping around Emily’s waist as he pulled her close. "Well, don’t let us keep you. Emily and I have some… catching up to do."

The way he said it, the way he looked at her, made Billy’s skin crawl. He wanted to say something, to tell Vernon to back off, but he couldn’t. He just sat there, watching as Vernon led Emily toward the living room, his hand resting possessively on her ass—right over the tattoo that marked her as his.

As they disappeared inside, Billy’s shoulders slumped, his head dropping into his hands.

He didn’t know how much more of this he could take.

Billy made his way to the sliding glass door in the back, then the side gate, and was about to veer off onto the little gravel trail that led to the steps of his garage studio. Another lonely night of playing video games and jerking off to Blacked.com. (He kept telling himself that he was just going through a phase, and that at any day he would stop being so aroused by the sight of gorgeous white woman riding big giant black cocks – the ultimate expressions, for him, of femininity and masculinity.)

But then, he heard it.

The sound of Emily’s laughter, soft and sweet, drifting through the open window.

And then Vernon’s voice, low and teasing, followed by a gasp that made Billy’s stomach twist.

He stood up, his legs shaking, his heart pounding in his chest. He knew what was happening inside. He didn’t need to see it to know. But he couldn’t help himself. He walked to the window, his hands trembling as he peered inside.

And there they were. The living room. Vernon had Emily pressed against the wall, his hands roaming her body, his mouth on her neck. She was moaning, her eyes closed, her hands clutching his big black bald dome.

Billy’s breath hitched, his body betraying him as he felt a familiar heat pooling in his gut. He hated himself for it, but he couldn’t look away.

"Vernon," Emily gasped, her voice trembling. "Please…"

"What do you want, baby?" Vernon growled, his hands gripping her hips.

Emily’s eyes fluttered open, her gaze locking onto Vernon’s. "You. I want you."

Vernon smirked, his hands sliding down to her thighs as he lifted her up, pressing her back against the wall. "Good girl. Didn't I promise you that you'd have all the black dick you could handle? Didn't I seriously promise you that, Emily?"

"Yes," she giggled, "I remember. You did."

"And what are white pussies for?" he asked, arching an accusatory eyebrow in her direction.

She hesitated, blushing."For… black cocks..."

"To do what?" he demanded. "What are white pussies for?"

"...For... " Emily cringed, hating herself for what she needed to say ,"white pussies are for black cocks to cum into, to make babies. Black babies. That's my job now. I make black babies."

"Oh fuck that's hot," growled Vernon. "You're going to make me cum, snowbunny."

Billy’s fists clenched at his sides, his body trembling as he watched. He wanted to look away, to run, but he couldn’t. He was rooted to the spot, his eyes glued to the scene unfolding before him.

They were kissing and feeling each other up by the couch, Emily’s small pale hand already wrapped around the ebony weapon that she’d excited.

"Billy," Emily moaned, her voice barely audible. She was now looking at a figure peeking into a living room window. "Are you… watching?"

Vernon chuckled, his hips grinding against hers on the couch. "Of course he is, baby. He can’t help himself."

Billy’s face burned outside the window, his stomach churning as he realized his wife was aware of his presence. He wanted to disappear, to sink into the ground, but he couldn’t. He was trapped, forced to watch as Vernon claimed what was once his.

"That’s right, cuck," Vernon growled, his eyes locking onto Billy’s through the window. "Watch. Learn. This is how you treat a queen."

“Don’t embarrass him,” Emily said, rushing to her husband’s defense. “He’s just a whiteboy.”

“I guess it doesn’t matter,” said Vernon, reaching around and grabbing a big handful of Emily’s new QOS tattoo. He gave her ass cheek several playful smacks. “This ain’t made for whiteboys. You’ve been claimed by black men, Emily!”

“Ha,” she laughed, leaning back into the man’s arms. “If you say so.”

And then her older black lover bent her over the couch, and immediately thrust into her, his movements slow and deliberate, his eyes never leaving Billy’s. Emily’s head fell back, her moans filling the air, her body trembling with pleasure.

Billy’s knees buckled, his body reacting in ways he didn’t want to acknowledge. He hated himself for it, but he couldn’t stop himself from reaching down, his hand sliding into his pants as he watched his wife come undone beneath another man’s touch.

"Billy," Emily gasped, her eyes fluttering open, her gaze finding his looking in through the window.. "Are you… enjoying the show?"

He didn’t answer. He couldn’t. Instead, he just stood there, his hand moving faster, his body betraying him as he watched the woman he loved give herself to someone else.

Vernon chuckled, his hips snapping harder, his grip tightening on Emily’s neck. "That’s it, cuck. Get off on it. You know you love this."

Billy’s breath hitched, his body trembling as he felt himself getting closer. He couldn’t stop himself, couldn’t fight it. He hated himself for it, but in that moment, there was no denying it.

He was enjoying it.

"Vernon!" Emily screamed, her body convulsing as she came.

And then Billy followed, his knees buckling as he spilled into his hand, his eyes still glued to the scene in front of him.

Vernon smirked, his movements slowing as he watched Billy. "Pathetic," he growled, his hips grinding into Emily. "But kinda hot."

Emily giggled, her head resting on the back of the couch. "Poor Billy," she whispered, her voice soft but teasing. "He’s trying so hard."

Billy’s face burned, humiliation washing over him as he realized what he’d just done. He stumbled back, his legs shaking, his heart pounding in his chest. He wanted to run, to hide, but he didn’t.

Instead, he just stood there, his body still trembling, his eyes still glued to the window.

Vernon chuckled, his hands sliding down Emily’s thighs as he let her down. "You know, cuck," he said, his voice low and taunting. "You’re welcome to join us next time."

Billy’s stomach churned, his mind racing as he processed Vernon’s words. He wanted to say something, to tell Vernon to go to hell, but the words wouldn’t come.

Instead, he just stood there, his body still trembling, his mind spinning out of control.

And then Emily’s voice cut through the silence, soft but firm. "Billy," she said, her gaze locking onto his. "We’re not done yet."

He swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest as he realized she was right.

They weren’t done.

Not even close.

THE END
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