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Regrets

The dining room was buzzing with chatter, the smell of fresh coffee and cinnamon rolls hanging in the air. Katie sat across from me in a flowy sundress, fork circling lazily through her fruit salad. She’d been quieter than usual all morning, which only made the knot in my stomach tighten.

By the time we’d walked the deck back toward our suite, the sun was already heating the railings. Couples strolled past, bronzed and laughing, some already dressed for the pool, others still in last night’s glow. Katie slipped her hand into mine but didn’t say much, her sandals clicking against the deck until we reached the door to our cabin.

Inside, the cool air hit us. She let go of my hand, shrugged off her sundress, and tossed it onto the bed without a word. Her bikini thong was a flash of pink against her tan skin, the kind of thing that always made my throat tighten.

As she bent over to dig through her beach bag, her voice finally broke the silence. “Nate, we are not doing another night of nothing. You get me? We didn’t spend all this money to watch TV in the cabin while everyone else is out there actually having fun.”

I pulled on my swim shorts, watching the way the straps of her top pressed into her shoulders. “I know, Katie. I get it. Tonight’s different. I swear. No excuses this time.”

She turned, arching a brow at me. “Mm-hm. I’ve heard that before.”

“I mean it,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt. “Look at the way people watch us when we walk by. It’s not like we’re going unnoticed. We’ll have options. I just... I won’t screw it up this time.”

She squirted sunscreen into her palm, smirking as she started rubbing it across her chest. “Options aren’t the problem, Nate. The problem is you finding your balls when it actually counts.”

Nate let out a slow sigh, fully aware his wife had every reason to be frustrated. This wasn’t just any vacation—they’d picked this cruise months ago after stumbling across it online. The official website had been almost coy about it, with glossy photos of couples in swimsuits clinking champagne glasses and vague wording about “adult freedom,” “sensual experiences,” and “rediscovering passion.”

It was only when they dug deeper—into travel forums, hidden reviews, and whispered recommendations—that the truth started to show itself. Couples talked openly about what really happened: hot tubs that weren’t just for soaking, late-night deck parties that turned into group play, and private cabins that rarely stayed private for long. One post Katie read had made her blush so hard she’d had to close her laptop—some woman bragging about being bent over the ship’s anchor platform and taken by two men at once while a crowd cheered her on.

By the time they’d actually boarded, there was no more doubt. They’d seen enough with their own eyes: a brunette bobbing her head between two strangers in a steaming jacuzzi while her husband watched from the side; a playful blonde draped over a sunbed, laughing as men competed to rub oil over her; couples slipping into alcoves after dinner, returning with flushed cheeks and damp hair. It was bold, unapologetic, and completely intoxicating.

And yet, here they were on the final day, still on the sidelines.

At thirty-one, Katie and Nate were among the youngest passengers, and certainly among the most striking. From Los Angeles, their toned bodies and movie-star smiles drew looks everywhere they went. They both knew it, too—the attention, the double takes, the casual stares when Katie leaned over the bar in her thong bikini. They thrived on it. It was half the reason they’d booked in the first place. Being desired felt good. Being the center of attention felt even better.

Katie was the kind of woman who drew stares without even trying. At five-foot-seven, with long legs and a lean, toned frame, she carried herself with an easy confidence that came from knowing exactly how good she looked. Her chest wasn’t the fullest, but nobody ever seemed to notice—her tight waist and the perfect curve of her ass more than made up for it. Hours of squats at the gym had sculpted it into something that turned heads on every pool deck they’d ever visited.

Normally, she was laid-back, playful, quick to laugh—the kind of woman who could make strangers feel like old friends within minutes. Nate loved that about her, loved how effortless she made it all seem. But right now, there was an edge to her, a sharpness in her tone that left little doubt about what was at stake. For once, her easygoing charm was overshadowed by frustration. They hadn’t come here just to look pretty and sip cocktails.

Nate complemented her perfectly. At five-nine and around one-seventy, he still carried the athletic build from his college days, the kind that turned into a carved six-pack through hours in the gym with Katie at his side. His medium-length brown hair always looked just a little tousled, his blue eyes quick to crinkle at the edges when he smiled. Together, they looked every bit the young, enviable couple—fit, attractive, and approachable in a way that drew people in.

Normally, they leaned into that image, laughing easily, feeding off each other’s energy, the kind of couple everyone wanted to be around. But here, now, that lightness had shifted. The tension between them was hard to ignore, Katie’s easy charm edged with impatience, Nate’s usual relaxed confidence weighed down by the pressure of promises he hadn’t yet delivered on.

On the very first night, it had seemed like everything was falling into place. Katie and Nate had barely found their footing on the ship before they were approached by an attractive couple from Georgia. Both in their forties, they carried that kind of Southern polish—warm smiles, easy conversation, the kind of drawl that made even their dirtiest jokes sound charming. There was a confidence about them, the kind that came from years of knowing exactly how to navigate this lifestyle.

Drinks turned into hours at the pool bar, their laughter carrying over the music. The Georgian husband had that salt-and-pepper look, solid and broad-shouldered, and the kind of natural authority that made women lean in when he spoke. His wife was striking in her own way—tall, sun-kissed blonde hair tumbling over her shoulders, with a sultry smile that hinted at trouble. She didn’t bother hiding how her eyes lingered on Nate’s abs, or how she leaned just a little too close to Katie when she laughed.

Over the next two nights, they kept finding Katie and Nate—sliding into barstools beside them, waving them over at the buffet, making sure the connection stayed alive. Katie felt drawn to the woman in a way she hadn’t expected. There was something about her boldness wrapped in Southern charm that was impossible to resist.

One evening, when Nate had stepped away to grab another round, the blonde leaned in so close Katie could smell the tang of her margarita on her breath. Her voice dropped into a husky whisper.

“Sugar, I can’t wait to wrap my lips around your husband’s cock,” she murmured with a wicked grin. “And while I’m doin’ that, my man’s gonna bend you right over. He’ll take such good care of you, darlin’. He knows exactly how to make a woman beg.”

Katie’s pulse spiked. The words were shameless, raw, and yet rolled off her tongue like honey. Heat bloomed in Katie’s cheeks, excitement thrumming through her veins as she forced a playful smile and whispered back that she couldn’t wait to taste her too.

By the third night, the invitation finally came. The Georgians led them down the hallway toward their stateroom, their hands brushing, their voices low with anticipation. Katie’s nerves fluttered, but underneath was nothing but eagerness—this was why they had booked this cruise. This was the chance they’d been waiting for.

But the moment the door closed, everything shifted. Nate’s shoulders tensed, his face paling as if all the air had been sucked out of the room. He laughed nervously, muttered something about not feeling ready, his blue eyes darting like a trapped animal’s. The Georgians exchanged a glance, used to hesitation, but the wife’s smile dimmed just a fraction. Katie felt her own excitement wither into frustration, disbelief hardening in her chest.

No coaxing worked. No reassurance helped. The nerves had locked Nate in place, and in the end, he pulled them away before anything began.

Katie managed a polite smile, thanked them, and walked back to their own cabin with her husband at her side. But inside, she was boiling. He’d flaked at the exact moment that mattered most, leaving her wound up, unsatisfied, and angrier than she could admit out loud.

The door to their suite clicked shut behind them, and Katie’s patience snapped. She tossed her beach bag onto the chair, turned, and stared at him with her arms folded tight across her chest.

“Nate. What the hell was that?” Her voice was low, clipped, more dangerous than if she’d shouted.

He ran a hand through his hair, pacing toward the window as though the endless black sea outside might offer an excuse. “I just... I don’t know. I froze. It felt too real all of a sudden. I couldn’t do it.”

Katie let out a sharp laugh, the kind that carried no humor. “Too real? That’s the point! That’s literally why we’re here.”

“I thought I was ready,” he said, his voice tight, defensive. “I wanted to be. But once we were actually in that room—”

“You panicked,” she cut in, finishing it for him. “Again.”

The word hung heavy in the air. Nate winced, shoulders slumping as though the truth of it crushed him.

Katie stepped closer, jabbing a finger against his chest. “Do you have any idea what it felt like, hearing her whisper about sucking your cock while her husband bent me over? Do you know how badly I wanted that?”

Nate’s throat bobbed. His lips parted, but nothing came out.

“You’ve talked the talk all week,” she went on, her voice rising, “and when the moment comes, you leave me standing there like an idiot. Do you know how embarrassing that was? How turned on I was?”

He swallowed hard, eyes flicking down as though he couldn’t stand to see the fire in hers. “I’m sorry, Katie. I swear, I didn’t mean—”

“Sorry doesn’t cut it,” she snapped, spinning away from him. She grabbed the sunscreen bottle off the counter and slammed it down. “We’re on a goddamn swingers’ cruise. Last night of the trip, and we’ve got nothing to show for it but awkward drinks and broken promises.”

For a moment, the only sound was the hum of the ship’s engines beneath them, steady and relentless. Nate’s jaw clenched as he stood there, torn between shame and frustration. Katie’s back was to him, her shoulders rigid, her body still humming with the kind of need he couldn’t seem to match.

It wasn’t just that first couple from Georgia. The same pattern kept playing out, night after night. Attractive pairs of every shape, age, and background seemed to gravitate toward them. Some were young and adventurous, others seasoned and confident, all of them making it clear that Katie and Nate were in high demand.

One night it was Jess and James, a sexy married couple from Chicago. Jess was curvy with dark hair, quick-witted and playful, while James had the kind of calm, commanding presence that made Katie’s stomach flip the second he spoke. They hit it off instantly—drinks by the pool, easy conversation, a spark that was impossible to miss.

When Jess invited them back to their suite, Katie’s heart had raced. She’d barely gotten through the door before Jess was already stripping down, tossing her dress aside, reclining back on the bed like she’d done it a thousand times before. Her thighs parted slowly, deliberately, the curve of her hips framed by the soft lighting. She looked right at Nate and said with a wicked grin, “Come here and taste me.”

For a moment, Katie thought it was finally happening. The air in the room was thick with arousal, Jess ready and waiting, James already sliding behind Katie with his hands on her hips. Katie’s body buzzed with anticipation, her mind racing with the reality of it.

And then Nate froze. Again.

The color drained from his face, his confidence collapsing in on itself. He stammered something about not feeling right, about needing more time. Jess’s playful smirk faltered, James’s hands stilled, and the moment crumbled into an awkward silence. Katie wanted to scream. Instead, she forced a smile, muttered some polite excuse, and tugged Nate back out the door.

It became the theme of the week. Hot couples from all over the country, night after night, showing interest, making offers that would have been impossible to dream up back home—and every time, Nate panicked. Every time, Katie’s frustration grew sharper.

They had planned this cruise for months. Talked about it endlessly. Booked it with the promise that this would be the adventure they’d been craving. They weren’t strangers to kink or to pushing boundaries, and dipping their toes into the lifestyle had felt like the next thrilling step. But somehow, once the chance was staring them in the face, Nate couldn’t follow through.

By the final night, Katie’s patience was gone. She wasn’t leaving this ship empty-handed. She was getting action, with or without Nate.


Wearing Thin

Nate grabbed the bottle of sunscreen, spraying a cool mist across his chest and shoulders before rubbing it in. His eyes drifted back to Katie and lingered there, unable to help himself. She’d chosen her most revealing bikini for the day—the flimsy top straining to cover her nipples, the thong bottoms cutting into a perfect V that clung to her hips and left her ass on full display. She wasn’t just dressed for the sun; she was dressed to be noticed.

A lump formed in Nate’s throat as he watched her, butterflies swirling in his stomach. She looked absolutely incredible, every inch of her making it clear she was ready to draw attention. Tonight, he realized, there was no escaping it. Tonight was going to be the night.

He stepped toward her, sliding his arms around her waist and pulling her against him, his palms cupping and squeezing the firm curve of her ass. She smelled like salt air and coconut lotion, her skin warm under his touch.

“Katie,” he murmured, his lips brushing her neck before trailing soft kisses up to her mouth. He kissed her deeply, a rush of guilt and longing surging through him. When he finally broke away, he pressed his forehead against hers. “I’m sorry, baby. I’ll make this right. I promise.”

His voice cracked slightly, the admission heavier than he’d meant it to be. “I know I’ve been a mess. Nervous. We spent all this money, planned for this, and I’ve ruined it by freezing up. It’s just... I’ve been feeling insecure, and I hate that it’s been holding me back.”

Katie blinked, pulling back just enough to search his eyes. “Wait—what? Insecure?” Her brows knitted in disbelief. Nate had always been the confident one, the steady one. Seeing him falter like this didn’t make sense. “About what?” she asked, almost scoffing, as though the idea was impossible.

“I’ve just...” Nate faltered, his voice quiet, his cheeks heating. “I’ve seen some of the other guys. In the gym showers, at the nude pool. And they’re... they’re big, Katie. Really big. And I keep thinking, what if I disappoint someone? What if they compare me and laugh?” His shoulders slumped, and the words tumbled out faster now, like he’d been holding them in all week. “It makes me so nervous I can’t think straight.”

Katie blinked at him, stunned. She’d expected almost anything else—stage fright, guilt, even nerves about seeing her with another man. But this? She shook her head slowly, stepping closer. “Oh my god. Baby... is that what this has been about this whole time?”

He tried to look away, but she caught his chin in her hand, forcing him to meet her eyes. His were clouded with embarrassment, his lips pressed tight.

“Nate,” she said softly, her tone firm but laced with warmth. “Your cock is perfect. Perfect. Do you hear me? I’ve never complained. Not once. Not ever.”

She kissed him quickly, just a brush of lips, then pushed gently on his chest until he sat down on the edge of the bed. Her gaze never left his as she tugged at the tie on his bathing suit, slipping it loose with a slow, deliberate pull. The shorts slid down his thighs, pooling at his feet.

Katie smiled when she saw him, already half-hard despite his nerves. “See?” she whispered, her voice low and teasing. “He knows I’m right.”

She wrapped her hand around the base, stroking him slowly, her thumb brushing over the sensitive head. “I love this cock,” she murmured, her eyes locked on his as her voice dropped to a husky purr. “It’s mine. And it’s perfect.”

Nate let out a shaky breath, his body tensing under her touch. He looked torn between shame and desire, the blush on his cheeks spreading down his neck.

Katie leaned forward, pressing a kiss to the tip before tracing her tongue over it, slow and deliberate, savoring the salty taste of him. “Mmm,” she hummed, letting the sound vibrate against his skin. “No one else matters, Nate. Just me. And I want this.”

Her lips closed around him, warm and wet, as she took him into her mouth inch by inch. She kept her eyes on him, watching the way his chest rose sharply, the way his jaw slackened when her tongue swirled under the ridge of his head.

She pulled back with a wet pop, stroking him with her hand, her lips glistening. “Do you feel how hard you are for me? How much I turn you on? That’s what matters. Not some stranger in the showers. Not some guy in the pool. This. Us.”

Nate swallowed hard, his breath uneven. His fingers tightened in the sheets as if grounding himself. “Katie...” he whispered, his voice raw.

Katie smiled wickedly and slid her mouth back over him, this time faster, deeper. She bobbed her head slowly, her hand twisting at the base, each movement calculated to make him gasp. His thighs trembled under her, the tension in his body shifting from nerves to pure need.

When she pulled off again, a strand of saliva stretched between her lips and his cock. She licked it away, still stroking him, her tone playful but laced with conviction. “Baby, you have nothing to be insecure about. Not one damn thing. If anything, you’ve been holding me back. And I’m done waiting.”

Then she took him again, deeper this time, her throat flexing around him. His hips twitched forward, a groan escaping his lips before he could stop it. Katie moaned around his cock, the sound vibrating against him as if to drive the point home—this wasn’t pity, this wasn’t duty. This was pure, hungry desire.

Nate’s hands finally reached for her, one brushing through her hair, the other curling against her shoulder as though he couldn’t believe she was really doing this for him. The last of his resistance melted away, leaving only need.

Katie smiled to herself even as she sucked him deeper, knowing she’d found the crack in his armor. She’d shown him the truth in a way words never could.

Nate’s thighs trembled, his hands clenching the sheets as the pressure inside him built too fast to hold back. His breath hitched, his head falling back as his orgasm surged through him. With a ragged groan, he spilled into Katie’s mouth, thick, hot spurts pulsing against her tongue.

Katie moaned softly around him, swallowing eagerly, her eyes locked on his the whole time. She didn’t flinch, didn’t look away, not even as the last of him pulsed against her lips. A proud, satisfied smirk curled at the corners of her mouth as she gave his cock one final kiss, planting it right at the tip before she pulled back with a wet pop.

She licked her lips slowly, deliberately, letting him see she’d taken every drop. “This cock,” she whispered, her voice husky and certain, “is perfect just the way it is. Any woman on this ship would kill to have it in her mouth. You don’t need to be afraid of being compared, Nate. You’re enough. More than enough.”

Her hand trailed along his thigh before cupping his softening cock gently, possessively. “Now come on, baby,” she added, her tone softening into something playful and coaxing. “Let’s have some fun tonight, alright? Please?”

Nate sat there breathing hard, his chest rising and falling, his skin slick with sweat. He looked down at his wife—this gorgeous woman who had just sucked him dry with such devotion, such pride—and shame gave way to a different kind of heat. His confidence began to stir again, embarrassed that he’d ever doubted himself, embarrassed he’d let his insecurity steal so many moments from them.

But as Katie leaned up to kiss him, tasting himself on her lips, Nate realized she’d given him more than release. She’d given him back the strength he’d lost. And this time, he was determined not to let her down.

“You’re right, Katie,” Nate said, still catching his breath, a sheepish grin tugging at his lips. “I’m sorry for being such a wimp. No more of that. Let’s hit the pool and steal the spotlight like we always do.”

He stood, offering her his hand, and when she rose, he pulled her straight into a hungry kiss. Their mouths opened, tongues tangling, and for a moment he tasted the faint, salty trace of himself on her lips. Instead of recoiling, it only made the kiss more intense, more binding.

Katie smiled against his mouth and whispered, “That’s my confident man.”

Fingers laced together, they left the cabin with a new charge between them, striding down the corridor and out into the golden Caribbean sunlight. The top-deck pool stretched wide and glittering ahead, laughter and music floating in the air, bodies already draped across loungers. Heads turned as they walked past—Katie’s thong bikini catching eyes, Nate’s toned body earning nods of approval. They didn’t just walk to the pool; they owned it, every step announcing that tonight, things were finally going to change.

The air was alive with laughter and music, the faint tang of chlorine mixing with the sweet scent of rum cocktails carried on the warm breeze. The top deck pool was as crowded as ever, a tangle of sun-kissed skin and skimpy swimwear, bodies glistening with sweat and water as everyone squeezed the last drops of indulgence out of the final day.

Katie’s pulse quickened the moment she stepped onto the deck. This was it—the last chance. She slid gracefully into a lounge chair positioned right in the middle of the action, claiming her spot where no one could miss her. Stretching out, she arched her back just enough to make her thong bottoms cling tighter and let the tiny triangles of her bikini strain over her nipples. Her long brunette hair spilled down her shoulders as she clasped her hands behind her head, the picture of casual seduction. Every move said: look at me.

Nate dropped into the chair beside her, trying to match her composure but acutely aware of every hungry glance being thrown their way. His chest thumped with a mix of pride and nerves—Katie was the most stunning woman at the pool, and he knew it. He also knew it was only a matter of time before someone made a move.

Katie let her knees drift apart, her thighs angled shamelessly while her eyes roamed the crowd. She wanted to be seen, and she wanted Nate to see her being seen. She traced her nails lightly along his arm, soothing him, reminding him to breathe, even as her own nipples pressed hard against the thin fabric of her top. The sun, the heat, the buzz of energy in the air—it all had her body thrumming with anticipation.

And then she found them. A couple across the pool, already watching her. Their eyes met, a spark passing in the space between, and Katie’s lips curved into the faintest knowing smile. This wasn’t a coincidence. They were interested—and she was more than ready to give that attention right back.

“Look over there, baby,” Katie murmured, leaning just close enough for her breath to tickle his ear. “That couple by the bar. They’ve been eyeing us all week. Maybe tonight’s the night we finally play with them.” Her lips curved into a sly smile, eyes gleaming with mischief as she gave the faintest nod in their direction.

Nate followed her gaze, his pulse quickening the instant he saw who she meant.

The woman was Mediterranean in every sense of the word—sun-bronzed skin with a natural glow, long dark hair tumbling down her back, and a graceful frame that made her stand out without towering over anyone. She looked late thirties, her curves full and unapologetic, her breasts straining against the thin fabric of her bikini, her waist soft but sensual. Even seated on a stool she radiated confidence, her body language languid but deliberate, like she was used to being noticed and adored.

Her partner was impossible to miss. A tall, broad-shouldered Black man, easily six-five and well over two hundred pounds, his muscles thick and sculpted as though carved from stone. He carried himself with a quiet dominance that made other men instinctively glance away. When he shifted, even casually, it was with a presence that sucked the oxygen from the space around him.

Nate’s stomach dropped. His insecurities came flooding back in an instant, his mind circling the same humiliating thought it always did—how big must he be? He didn’t need to see to imagine, and the image made his throat dry.

He grabbed his drink, taking a long swallow to steady himself, but it didn’t stop the heat climbing up the back of his neck. Katie was still watching them, her posture relaxed, her expression playful, while he found himself unable to hold the couple’s gaze for more than a second. When the man’s dark eyes caught his, Nate turned away too quickly, his nerves betraying him as his heart hammered in his chest.

“Katie, maybe we should just... I don’t know... stick with someone more like us tonight?” Nate muttered, his voice tight. His eyes flicked nervously around the pool deck, scanning for a safe distraction, a white couple he could point out to shift her focus away from the pair at the bar.

Katie’s head snapped toward him, her smile vanishing. “More like us?” she repeated slowly, her tone edged with steel. “What’s that supposed to mean, Nate?”

He hesitated, already regretting the words, but it was too late.

Her eyes narrowed, searching his face for the truth, her voice dropping into something sharp she almost never used with him. “Are you being racist right now? Seriously?”

Katie’s chest tightened with disappointment. After everything she’d done to build him up, to strip away those insecurities, he was right back where he’d started—nervous, shrinking into himself, lashing out with excuses. This wasn’t what she expected, not from Nate, not after their talk, not after she’d put herself out there to reassure him. And the sting of it cut deep.

“No, no, no, baby, that’s not what I meant!” Nate stammered quickly, panic in his eyes as he realized how badly his words had landed. “It’s just... I don’t know. They look so... experienced, and intimidating. And we’re first-time swingers. I don’t want us to be in over our heads.”

Katie let out a sharp breath, dragging her fingers through her hair as she fixed him with a look of exasperation. “If they’re experienced, that’s a good thing. They can show us the ropes, right?” She gave his arm a squeeze that was equal parts comfort and warning. “What’s so intimidating about them, Nate? Because they’re bigger? Because they’re darker than us? You’re better than that.”

“Baby, it’s not that... it’s just, uh...” Nate’s voice trailed off, grasping for a reason that didn’t sound weak or prejudiced. Nothing came.

Katie leaned closer, her eyes flashing with annoyance now. “You’re not seriously telling me you’re too scared to do this just because he’s Black, are you?” Her tone had sharpened, carrying across the pool more loudly than Nate would’ve liked. His stomach knotted as he realized heads could easily turn.

She shook her head, biting back a bitter laugh. “God, Nate—do you know how many times I’ve sucked you off this week while we’ve talked about me on my knees for a big Black cock? And now, when the chance is right in front of us, you’re going to freeze again?”

Nate’s face burned. He sat rigid in the lounge chair, shame boiling in his chest, wishing the ground would swallow him whole as Katie’s words cut through his last excuse.

“Look, if you can’t get over this hang-up, then maybe you should just go back to the cabin,” Katie snapped, her eyes narrowing as she locked onto him. “I’ve been dying to get some action all week, Nate. And if you won’t step up, I’ll go alone. That couple has been eyeing us since day one—they’re practically begging to play with us!” Her voice carried louder than she intended, but she didn’t care.

Nate shifted uncomfortably under her glare, his heart pounding. “I’m sorry, baby. It’s just nerves, that’s all. I didn’t mean it like that.” He swallowed, trying to soften his tone. “I just thought maybe... we look around a little more first, you know? See our other options before jumping in so quick? Wh-what’s wrong with that?”

Katie’s laugh came out sharp, bitter. “What’s wrong with it? You’ve had six nights to get over your nerves, Nate. Six! And now, when one of the hottest couples on this entire ship is practically waiting for us, you want to stall again?” She stepped closer, her voice rising, the bite in it unmistakable. “And don’t you dare pretend this is about anything other than skin color. That’s not nerves, that’s cowardice.”

Nate opened his mouth, but nothing came. His excuses were gone, stripped bare by her words.

Katie straightened, her body glistening under the sun, every curve of her bikini on display as she rose from the lounge chair. Heads turned instantly, drawn to her the way they always were. She knew it, and in that moment she used it.

“Fine,” she said coldly, tossing her hair back over her shoulder. “If you’re too chicken, then I’ll go talk to them myself.” She turned toward the bar, her half-naked body swaying deliberately with each step. “You can stay here.”

“Katie, wait!” Nate called after her, his voice cracking with desperation. But she didn’t even turn her head.


Frozen

He sat frozen in his chair, helpless, as he watched his wife strut across the pool deck. The sway of her hips in that skimpy thong, the confidence in every step—she was a vision of temptation, and everyone’s eyes followed her. His stomach knotted, equal parts arousal and dread.

At the bar, the Mediterranean woman glanced up from her cocktail, her lips curving into a knowing smile as Katie closed the distance. Her dark eyes swept slowly over the younger wife’s nearly bare body, openly appreciative. Beside her, her towering partner followed her gaze, his broad chest rising as his expression shifted into one of quiet approval. He gave Katie a nod, then a subtle gesture to join them, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

From where he sat, Nate felt his pulse hammering in his throat. Every instinct screamed at him to get up, to drag Katie back before this went too far—but his body wouldn’t move. He was stuck, rooted in place, his nerves tangled with a sick rush of adrenaline.

Katie, on the other hand, felt her own heart racing for an entirely different reason. Each step closer, her confidence swelled under the weight of their attention. She knew she looked incredible. She knew she had their full interest. And for once, she wasn’t going to let Nate’s nerves ruin the moment.

“Welcome, little one,” the woman said warmly, her accent carrying a musical lilt. “We were just about to come over and introduce ourselves, but it seems you beat us to it.” She smiled, her hand extending with confidence. “I’m Dani, and this is my husband, Kenton.”

Katie’s gaze flicked up at the towering man as Dani spoke. Kenton’s dark eyes swept over her body, slow and deliberate, the kind of look that made her skin prickle with awareness. It wasn’t just a glance—it was an appraisal, a silent claiming—and it sent an involuntary shiver racing down her spine.

Forcing her voice steady, Katie returned Dani’s smile and slipped her hand into hers. “It’s... really nice to finally meet you both. I’m Katie.”

Kenton shifted smoothly, sliding over a seat and patting the empty spot between them. The gesture was simple, but the weight of his gaze made it feel like a command. Katie hesitated for only a heartbeat before lowering herself into the space, her legs brushing against theirs as she settled in. The heat of their bodies on either side was immediate, their presence crowding her in the best possible way.

Both pairs of eyes lingered on her, openly drinking her in—the barely-there bikini, the flush creeping up her chest, the nervous rise and fall of her breathing. She felt it, the current of desire sparking between the three of them, and it made her pulse race. Sitting so tightly pressed between them, Katie felt alive in a way she never had before.

" “Katie, you’re even more stunning up close,” Dani said, her voice low and powerful, the kind that sent a ripple of heat down Katie’s spine. Her hand dropped to Katie’s bare thigh, a single finger tracing an unhurried path along her skin. “We’ve had our eyes on you for quite a while now.”

Katie’s chest tightened, her heart hammering in her ears. “Th-thank you,” she said, the words tumbling out clumsily. “We’ve... noticed you both too. You’re a very... striking couple.” Her voice cracked slightly, the nerves impossible to hide with Dani’s hand drawing those lazy patterns against her leg.

Dani’s smile turned sly, her dark eyes locking on Katie’s. “So you have noticed us. That’s flattering. But come on, a couple as hot as you two? I’d bet half this ship has tried to fuck you by now.” Her fingertip pressed a little firmer, sliding higher, sending sparks dancing through Katie’s belly. “How many adventures have you had so far, sweet thing?”

Katie’s breath caught. She hesitated, the truth burning on her tongue, then let it slip out in a whisper. “None. Not yet. We’ve had offers, plenty... but my husband gets nervous. We haven’t actually... indulged.”

Dani’s eyes lit up at the confession, her smile sharp and hungry. “Untouched,” she purred, tasting the word. “That makes you even more delicious.” Her fingers crept higher still, brushing the edge of Katie’s bikini bottom, a teasing promise of more.

Katie’s body clenched with anticipation, her nipples stiff under the thin fabric of her top. She shifted slightly, thighs parting without thinking, her breath growing shallow.

Across the pool, Nate sat rigid in his chair, a sick twist in his gut as he watched. His wife, sandwiched between that Mediterranean goddess and the towering Black man, already being touched, teased. He couldn’t hear their words over the hum of music and chatter, but the sight alone was enough. Katie leaning in, Katie blushing, Katie opening her legs while another woman’s hand wandered higher. His cock stirred traitorously, tightening in his shorts even as his stomach churned with nerves.

Katie didn’t look back at him. For the first time, she let herself sink fully into the moment—surrounded, wanted, devoured by two people who weren’t her husband—and it made her feel electrified in a way she never had before.

“Yeah,” Katie admitted, her voice catching as Dani’s fingertip toyed with the edge of her bikini line. “I’m pretty disappointed, especially since my husband and I have been planning and looking forward to this trip for so long.”

Dani’s smile widened knowingly, while Kenton leaned in for the first time, his deep voice rumbling like thunder. “Is that your hubby over there? The one sitting all by himself?” His eyes flicked toward Nate, who was stiff in his lounge chair, drink in hand, trying too hard to look casual. Kenton’s hand slid down and came to rest on Katie’s other thigh, his broad palm hot and firm as it began to stroke slowly upward. “He does look awfully shy, doesn’t he?”

Katie’s breath caught, a tiny moan escaping before she could stop it. “Yes... that’s him.” She bit her lip, trying to focus through the electric thrill of being touched on both sides. “I don’t know what’s gotten into him on this trip. He’s never usually this shy. Honestly, before we even booked this cruise, Nate was the one pushing for it. He’d been talking about swinging for years, dropping little hints, showing me sites online. He said the idea of seeing me with someone else drove him crazy.”

Dani’s finger traced a teasing circle just under Katie’s waistband, while Kenton’s big hand pressed more firmly into the inside of her thigh. Katie’s head swam as she pushed on, almost confessing.

“We never wanted to risk it at home—our town’s too small, too many people who might recognize us. Nate said a cruise was perfect. Anonymous. Discreet. We could finally try what we’d only talked about.” She let out a shaky breath, her lips parting as Dani’s nail scratched lightly over the thin fabric covering her mound.

“But now that we’re here...” Katie’s voice trailed off into a soft moan, her eyes fluttering. “Now he’s the one freezing up. I told him tonight I’m playing, no matter what. With or without him.”

Katie’s breath came quicker, her chest rising and falling as warmth spread through her body. Dani’s nails teased her skin, light and deliberate, while Kenton’s broad palm lingered on her inner thigh, edging closer with every stroke. She couldn’t believe how intoxicating it felt—being sandwiched between them, wanted so openly, touched so confidently. It wasn’t just arousal; it was power. Power turned on her, making her feel more alive than she ever had before.

Over Katie’s shoulder, Dani and Kenton exchanged a knowing glance, their smiles almost conspiratorial. Dani leaned closer, her voice like honey as her hand inched higher. “Don’t worry, darling. We’ve coaxed plenty of shy husbands out of their shells. This isn’t new to us.”

Kenton bent forward, his lips brushing Katie’s ear as he whispered, his breath hot against her skin. “And if he never comes around?” His hand squeezed her thigh firmly, deliberately. “We’ll happily have you all to ourselves. But if he does...” His deep chuckle rumbled against her. “We’ll find plenty of ways to make good use of him too.”

Katie let out a trembling sigh, spreading her legs a little wider, surrendering to their touch. “That... uhm... that sounds great to me,” she said, her voice soft, needy. “I’ll talk to him. See if he’ll come around.”

Across the pool, Nate sat frozen in his lounge chair, his drink untouched in his hand. His chest felt tight as he watched his wife lean into them, her thighs opening, her lips parting as their hands roamed higher. He couldn’t hear their words over the music and laughter, but the sight alone gutted him—Katie flushed and breathless, her body yielding to their touch.

Jealousy twisted in his gut, sharp and hot, but beneath it pulsed something darker, something he hated to admit: arousal. His cock stirred uncomfortably in his shorts, straining against the fabric as his stomach churned. He wanted to look away, but he couldn’t. Every glance back at her was another knife—and another spark of forbidden desire.

Katie didn’t look his way once. Her attention was theirs, all hers, all now, and it made her pulse with excitement she couldn’t hide.

Katie shivered with a thrill at the thought of being claimed by Dani and Kenton. Their sheer presence was overwhelming, radiating the kind of power that explained exactly why Nate found them so intimidating. And yet, even as her body hummed with desire, she couldn’t forget the man sitting across the pool. Nate was the love of her life, her partner through more than a decade of ups and downs. She didn’t want to leave him behind, not truly.

Her eyes flicked toward him. Nate was watching, his gaze darting back and forth, his expression torn between panic and hunger. He looked flustered, yes—but also undeniably aroused. The bulge in his swim shorts gave him away, no matter how tightly he gripped his drink.

Dani noticed the shift in Katie’s attention and her smile curled wider, predatory but warm. “Don’t worry about him, darling,” she said smoothly. “If he wants to miss out on all the fun, that’s his choice. But you—” her nails dragged lightly up Katie’s thigh, sending sparks racing under her skin, “—why don’t you tell us what you’re into?”

Katie’s cheeks flamed. She took a shaky breath, forcing the words out. “Well... we’re pretty open-minded. Or... at least, I thought we were.” Her voice wavered, but the heat in her belly only grew as she continued. “We’ve talked about so many things—threesomes, swapping, even a little... BDSM. But we’ve never actually done any of it. Not until now.”

The confession poured out of her before she could stop it, her nerves twisting with excitement. “No one knows this but us. We’ve kept it secret because... we’re from California, and people back home...” She trailed off, shaking her head, her pulse thudding in her ears. “It’s just not something we could ever try locally. Too risky.”

Kenton’s hand slid higher, his knuckles brushing against the thin band of her bikini bottom. Katie squirmed, her breath catching as anticipation coiled inside her. She could barely believe she was saying all this out loud—to strangers, on a cruise ship, while her husband sat watching—but the danger of it only made the thrill sharper.

“Oh, how funny,” Dani said, her smile widening as her nails traced lazy circles higher up Katie’s thigh. “We’re from California too—born and raised down in San Diego. Sounds like the universe lined this up on purpose.”

Katie blinked, her stomach dropping for just a moment. “California?” she echoed. Her pulse stuttered as a sudden fear struck her. What if they knew someone? What if word got back home? She leaned in, her voice dropping to a whisper as though it could contain the danger of the truth. “I... I’m a teacher. Back home. If anyone at school ever found out I was spending my weekends sucking some random dad’s cock...” She trailed off, her cheeks burning. “I’d lose everything.”

Kenton’s deep laugh was low and smooth, rumbling against her ear as his hand pressed firmer into her thigh. “Relax, sweetheart. California’s a big place. We’re SoCal, you’re NorCal. We’re not about to start swapping PTA gossip.”

Dani’s eyes glinted, her tone shifting into something commanding yet reassuring. “Besides, we’re used to breaking in newbies. We love teaching couples how to enjoy the lifestyle. That’s why we work so well—he and I, we’re a power couple. We like to run the show.” Her nails scraped lightly over the edge of Katie’s bikini bottom, enough to make her shiver. “Which means for you, darling, it’s simple. You don’t even have to think too much. Just do what we tell you, and everything goes very smoothly.”

Katie’s breath hitched as a wave of heat shot through her body. The idea of being guided, of surrendering control to them, sparked something deep inside her she’d never felt before. The longer Dani’s hand lingered, the more that submissive urge curled through her veins, melting her into their touch.

“Well, we are... I mean, I’m definitely eager to learn how this lifestyle works,” Katie admitted, her voice softer than she intended. “That’s the whole point of this cruise... right?”

She shifted slightly in her seat—and then froze, her breath catching. Her eyes had dropped without meaning to, and there it was: the thick, unmistakable outline pressing hard against Kenton’s swim trunks. His cock strained against the fabric, huge, swollen, the sheer girth of it looking more than twice the size of Nate’s. Heat rushed to her cheeks, and she quickly looked up again, but not before Dani caught the flicker of shock in her face.

Dani’s smile turned wicked, savoring the way Katie blushed. “Mmm, I see you’ve noticed,” she purred, her hand sliding higher up Katie’s thigh. Her lips brushed Katie’s ear as she whispered, her voice intimate and teasing. “Tell me, Katie... have you ever been with a Black man before?”

Katie’s heart skipped, her pulse thudding in her ears. The closeness of Dani’s breath, Kenton’s heavy hand inching ever closer to the thin strip of fabric covering her pussy—it made it almost impossible to think. She swallowed, her voice barely audible.

“No... only white guys,” she whispered, each word trembling with both nerves and excitement.

“Oh, that’s a shame,” Dani teased, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “So you’ve never had a big cock before, then?”

Kenton let out a deep snort of amusement, his chest rumbling as he glanced knowingly at his wife.

Katie’s cheeks flamed as the words tumbled out before she could stop them. “Well... nothing more than five inches, unfortunately.”

Kenton’s grin widened, his voice dripping with smug confidence. “Ahh. Now it makes sense. That’s why he’s too scared to join us.”

Their laughter rang out together, rich and unrestrained, loud enough for Nate to hear clearly from across the pool. He shifted uncomfortably in his lounge chair, trying to pretend he wasn’t listening. His drink sat untouched in his hand, his eyes fixed on the rippling water ahead—but every few seconds, they betrayed him, darting back to the sight of his wife pressed between them, their hands creeping higher beneath her bikini.

Each glimpse twisted a knife of humiliation in his gut, but at the same time, a hot rush of arousal surged through him, tightening his cock against his shorts. He hated that he couldn’t look away. Hated it almost as much as he craved it.

Dani finally composed herself, her laughter fading into a sultry smile. She leaned in close, her lips brushing Katie’s ear, her voice dropping to an intimate whisper.

“Well, my husband is just over eight inches,” Dani whispered, her tone deliberately casual, though her eyes gleamed with mischief. “Do you think you could handle that, darling?”

Katie’s breath hitched, and she let out a dramatic gasp before she could stop herself. Her cheeks flushed crimson, and the couple’s smiles widened at her reaction.

“Eight... inches?” she stammered, her head spinning as she turned her gaze toward Kenton’s lap again. The thick outline pressing against his trunks looked every bit as intimidating as the number suggested. “Oh my god... I—I don’t know if I could...” Her voice trailed into a nervous laugh, her thighs squeezing together involuntarily.

Then she bit her lower lip, her eyes flicking between them, the admission slipping out in a husky whisper. “But I’m... willing to try.”

Dani and Kenton shared a look, their smiles slow and knowing. The hunger in their eyes was unmistakable, a silent agreement passing between them. They could already picture it—Katie stripped bare in their cabin, moaning and begging as they led her deeper into every dirty, forbidden corner of the lifestyle she’d only dared to fantasize about.

She was the prize of the ship, the hottest piece of ass either of them had seen on this cruise, and now she was right on the hook. The anticipation of breaking her in, of showing her just how far she could go, made their pulses thrum with excitement.

“We love a girl who’s willing to try,” Dani purred, her nails grazing lightly against Katie’s thigh. “You’d be surprised how many women are too scared to even attempt Kenton’s size. But the ones who do—and let us take our time, easing him into them—they never regret it. Trust me, darling. It’s life-changing.”

Katie’s entire body flushed hot, her face burning red as her pulse thundered in her ears. She couldn’t find words, not with both of them pressing in so close, their confidence swallowing her whole. She had never been this turned on in her life, not even close. It was as if her body had already surrendered, even while her mind spun in disbelief.

Dani and Kenton exchanged a quick, silent look above her head, the kind of glance that said they knew exactly where she was—teetering right at the edge. They wouldn’t push too far here, not yet. The night would belong to them.

“We’re in Cabin 480,” Dani said, her voice slipping into something firmer, more commanding. “Come at seven. With or without your shy little husband. Be ready to listen. Be ready to learn. And most of all...” Her lips brushed Katie’s cheek in a feather-light kiss. “...be ready to do what you’re told.”

Katie’s breath came in shallow gasps as she finally managed to nod, her voice shaky but sure. “Cabin 480. Seven. I’ll be there. I... I wouldn’t miss it for anything.”

“Good,” Dani whispered, her smile elegant yet edged with hunger. “We’ll be waiting.” Her words lingered like a promise—and a threat—as Katie sat trembling, blushing, caught between terror and the most powerful arousal she had ever known.

Dani and Kenton each gave Katie’s thighs one last firm squeeze, claiming their possession with a touch, before standing in perfect sync. Their smiles were wide, triumphant, as they laced their fingers together and strolled off toward the dining area, leaving Katie trembling in their wake.

She sat frozen for a moment, her chest heaving, her skin flushed, her bikini bottom soaked and clinging tightly to her pussy. Her legs quivered as if she’d just run a marathon, though she hadn’t moved an inch. They had reduced her to a breathless, submissive mess with nothing more than words and teasing hands, and now her mind spun wildly with what awaited her that night. Would they devour her alone? Would Nate have the courage to follow and watch—or join?

Katie finally pushed herself to her feet, her thighs shaky, trying desperately to hide the way her body betrayed her. She walked back to Nate’s chair, her pulse still hammering, her whole body humming with guilty excitement. She’d just set a date with another couple without even asking him.

Nate shifted as she approached, pretending to be casual, though his eyes gave him away. His drink was still untouched. He hadn’t moved a muscle. “So... how did it go?” he asked, forcing his voice to sound light, as though he hadn’t been staring the entire time.

Katie lowered herself onto the lounge chair beside him, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Babe, we’re invited to their cabin tonight. Seven o’clock.” She let the words hang in the air, pretending nonchalance even as her cheeks still burned.

“Oh. Really?” Nate swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he shifted in his seat. “That... sounds great.”

Katie leaned over, her bikini brushing against his arm as she pressed her hand flat against his chest, her nails dragging lightly down over the ridges of his abs. “It’s going to be more than great,” she whispered, her touch seductive, almost taunting. “It’s going to be unforgettable.”

“I want you to go,” Katie whispered urgently, her hand sliding across his chest, her eyes wide with pleading. “Please, Nate. I need you there with me.”

Nate sat stiff in his chair, his drink forgotten, his emotions tangling in his chest like a storm. Jealousy bit at him, sharp and bitter—the memory of Dani’s nails grazing Katie’s thigh, Kenton’s huge hand spreading across her skin. Anger followed close behind, hot and defensive, aimed at them but also at himself for sitting frozen while it happened. And beneath it all, pulsing and undeniable, was arousal. The image of his wife sandwiched between them had made his cock twitch in his shorts, no matter how much he wished it hadn’t.

His voice came out rougher than he intended. “Well, it looked like you were already having fun over there without me. The way they were touching you. The way you were smiling and giggling. Are you sure you even need me anymore?”

Katie shook her head, leaning in until her hair brushed against his shoulder, her voice low and insistent. “Of course I need you. You’re my husband, Nate. We promised we’d do this together, remember? I can feel it—they’re good people. They said they’d guide us, teach us, help us find our way in this lifestyle.” Her eyes shone with excitement, her words tumbling out as though she couldn’t hold them back.

“Teach us, huh?” Nate muttered, his throat tight. The word tasted bitter on his tongue. Still, the way her hand stroked his chest sent sparks racing through him, and he felt the inevitable swelling in his shorts, the heat rushing between his legs betraying him.

“Yes,” Katie breathed, her smile turning sly. “I know they might look intimidating, but they’re actually so sweet.”

Her gaze dropped, and she spotted the small but growing bulge straining against his bathing suit. Her lips curved into a knowing grin as she reached down and brushed her fingers over him. Nate let out a sharp gasp, his hips twitching despite himself.

“See?” she teased, giving him a gentle squeeze. “You’re getting all excited. You can’t hide it.”

Nate groaned, his face flushing hot with embarrassment even as pleasure surged through him. He looked down at her hand stroking his cock, so much smaller than Kenton’s obvious bulge, and shame twisted with lust in his gut. His eyes closed, and in the darkness behind his lids he saw it—Kenton’s massive frame bent over Katie, her perfect ass bouncing as that huge black cock drove into her. The image tore a ragged moan from his throat.

Katie’s hand kept working him, her nails dragging lightly against the thin fabric. “Mmm, I know exactly what you’re thinking about,” she teased, her voice sing-song with delight. “And it’s turning you on even more, isn’t it?”

His breath shuddered out of him, and suddenly the fight drained away. “Okay,” Nate whispered, then said louder, surrendering to the inevitability. “Okay. I’ll do it. I’ll go.”

Katie’s eyes lit up instantly. She leaned over, giving his ass a playful spank before climbing into his lap, her arms wrapping tight around his neck. Her breasts pressed against his chest as she kissed him hungrily, her tongue sweeping into his mouth.

“Oh, Nate, you’re the best,” she whispered against his lips. “I knew you’d come around.”

Her kiss deepened, her excitement vibrating through her body as she held him close. “You’re going to love it, baby,” she promised, her voice giddy, almost breathless. “I swear. This is just the beginning.”

Nate kissed her back, his cock straining hard under her hand, but his stomach twisted with unease. She had no idea what she had set in motion—or just how far this night might go.


Time Flies

The rest of the afternoon drifted by in a haze. Katie and Nate stayed poolside, but the air between them was thick with unspoken tension. Katie’s mind kept racing ahead, playing out scenes of what the night would bring—her body already tingling with anticipation. Nate, meanwhile, sat with a stomach full of nervous butterflies, every laugh from across the deck, every stray glance from another couple, tightening the knot inside him.

He couldn’t shake it—the gnawing sense of inadequacy. The thought of stripping down in front of Kenton, that towering wall of muscle, made his palms sweat. He kept picturing the size of the bulge in Kenton’s trunks, comparing it endlessly to himself. The intimidation was crushing. And yet, beneath the dread, was the unshakable knowledge that he couldn’t flake again. Not tonight. If he let Katie down one more time, he’d lose her trust—and maybe more.

By the time they returned to their cabin, the sky outside was streaked with fading gold. Hours blurred together in showers and careful grooming, a ritual that felt less like preparation and more like a countdown. At 6:45, the digital clock by the bed glowed a soft blue, marking the last few moments before the inevitable.

Katie stood in front of the mirror adjusting the straps of her black mini dress, the fabric hugging her body like it was painted on. The neckline plunged low, the hem barely covering her ass, her curves displayed with unapologetic intent. She looked like temptation incarnate, and she knew it.

Nate, in contrast, had gone simple—black gym shorts and a fitted t-shirt, his boxer briefs beneath suddenly feeling more like a prison than protection. He dreaded peeling them off, dreaded the comparison he knew was coming, but when he looked at Katie, his breath caught.

“My god, baby,” he whispered, stepping behind her and cupping her ass through the clingy fabric. “You look unreal in that dress...” He kissed her shoulder, then her neck, pulling her close, his erection pressing against her thigh even through his shorts.

Katie blushed, turning in his arms to kiss him back, lingering, hungry. “Thank you,” she murmured. “I want to make sure I look good for our... lesson tonight.” The word left her lips half-teasing, half-serious, and the effect on Nate was immediate. His cock twitched against her body, betraying him again.

She ran her hand slowly up his chest, her nails grazing lightly over his shirt. “Are you nervous, babe?” she asked, her eyes holding his, soft but searching. “It’s okay to admit it if you are.”

“I’m a little nervous, yeah,” Nate admitted, his voice low, his eyes flicking away from hers. “I mean... that woman is gorgeous. And that Black guy...” He shook his head, the image of Kenton’s massive outline in his trunks still burned into his mind. “He’s huge, Katie. I just don’t want to disappoint them. Not with... my size.”

Katie’s heart skipped as her own memory flashed—Kenton’s cock straining against his bathing suit earlier by the pool. It had been impossible not to notice, impossible not to imagine. For the briefest moment she wondered how the couple would react to Nate’s smaller frame once the clothes came off. But she shut the thought down, pushing it aside. This was her husband. The man who had brought her here.

“Baby,” she said firmly, cupping his cheek so he had to meet her eyes, “we’ve been over this. You’re average. Normal. There’s nothing wrong with that, and nothing to be ashamed of.” She kissed him softly, letting her lips linger. “They’re a power couple, sure. But that’s the point—they want to guide us. All we have to do is listen, trust them, and just... let it happen. We’ll be fine.”

Nate swallowed hard, his chest tight, but when she kissed him again—tender, insistent—he let some of the tension slip. She took his hand, squeezing it firmly as she pulled him toward the door.

Hand in hand, they made their way through the ship’s dimly lit corridors. The hum of voices and distant music echoed around them, but Katie could feel Nate’s pulse pounding in his palm, matching the rhythm of her own heartbeat. Every step closer to Cabin 480 made the air heavier, hotter, charged with possibility.

Other couples passed them in the halls—some offering knowing smiles, others playful whistles, a few turning their heads to admire Katie’s skimpy dress or Nate’s athletic build. But none of it mattered. Tonight, only one couple would claim them.

The lighting along the walkway cast a soft, eerie glow, throwing shadows across their faces. Katie’s lips parted slightly, anticipation rushing through her veins, while Nate’s stomach tightened with dread and arousal all at once. Neither of them spoke as they finally stopped in front of Cabin 480, the numbers gleaming faintly on the door.

Neither of them knew just how far the night would take them.

Katie drew in a deep breath, her knuckles hovering for a moment before she summoned the nerve to knock. The sound echoed louder than she expected in the hushed corridor, each rap against the wood sending a shiver down both their spines. Nate’s palm was slick against hers, his grip tight and trembling—not the steady clasp of a husband leading his wife, but the nervous clutch of a boy afraid to let go. Katie squeezed his hand firmly, a silent promise that she wasn’t going to back out.

The door swung open almost at once.

There stood Dani.

She filled the frame like a vision, dressed in a black overbust corset that cinched her waist and thrust her breasts high, the glossy fabric hugging every curve with sinful precision. Her mocha-brown skin seemed to glow under the dim cabin light, her long dark hair cascading down her shoulders in soft waves. In her tall heels, she loomed well over six feet, her shadow stretching across the hallway as her perfume—rich, heady, intoxicating—wrapped around them like smoke.

Her lips curved into a wide, predatory grin the moment her eyes fell on Katie. She drank her in greedily—the tiny black dress, the nervous excitement in her flushed cheeks—and then her gaze slid to Nate. His posture was stiff, his face tight with nerves, his submissive energy rolling off him in waves. Dani’s smile widened further, sharp with delight.

Delicious, she thought. A couple already half-undone before even stepping inside. She could feel it in her bones—their mixture of hunger and fear. Her mind began to race, already teasing at the boundaries she would test, the limits she would push.

“Welcome,” she purred, her voice rich and smooth as velvet. “We’ve been waiting for you.”

“Oh Dani, you look... stunning. Oh goodness!” Katie gasped, her eyes widening as she took in the woman’s goddess-like figure, corset gleaming in the low light.

Dani’s smile curved wider, her gaze sweeping over Katie’s body like a caress. “Ah, darling—and don’t you look absolutely delicious yourself. Mmm.” Her eyes lingered, unapologetic, before flicking toward Nate. “And I see your little hubby has decided to join us after all. How delightful.” She stepped aside with a graceful sweep of her hand. “Do come in. Don’t be shy.”

Katie’s heart hammered as she led Nate across the threshold, her heels clicking softly against the floor. The air inside felt thicker, warmer, the walls pressing in around them. The sharp click of the door closing—and locking—made her spine tingle. It wasn’t just anticipation anymore; it was the realization they had crossed into a point of no return.

“Thank you for having us,” Katie said, her voice unsteady with excitement. “We’re... really looking forward to this lesson.” She glanced back at Nate, who was trying for nonchalance but failing. His jaw was tight, his shoulders stiff, his eyes darting nervously around the room. Katie gave his hand a reassuring squeeze, but his sweaty palm told her it wasn’t enough.

Dani’s gaze fell on their joined hands. The sight of it seemed to amuse her, her grin twisting into something darker. She stepped in close, her towering frame overwhelming Katie’s smaller one, her corset pushing her breasts forward until they almost brushed against Katie’s dress. Leaning down, her lips hovered just beside Katie’s ear.

“Why don’t you two have a seat on the bed,” she whispered, her voice low, smooth, and commanding. “My husband is still in the bathroom, finishing his shower. Getting ready for you.”

Her words vibrated against Katie’s skin, soft and sultry, but laced with a charge of authority that made Katie’s knees weaken.

Katie shivered as Dani’s breath lingered hot against her ear. Obediently, she laced her fingers with Nate’s and guided him toward the bed that dominated the cabin. It was a showpiece—plush and wide, covered in red satin sheets that shimmered under the light, velvet pillows piled high at the headboard. Everything about it screamed decadence, seduction, danger.

Katie lowered herself onto the edge, her heartbeat thudding in her chest. The hem of her black dress rode up as she sat, exposing the thin strip of her panties, the damp fabric clinging tight against her skin. Her thighs pressed together, trying to contain the ache that was building, but the anticipation only sharpened it. The air itself seemed to crackle, heavy with sexual energy, every breath thick with perfume and steam.

That steam drifted lazily from the crack beneath the bathroom door, carrying with it the hiss of running water. The sound filled the cabin, constant and steady, marking each second as they waited for Kenton to emerge.

Nate perched stiffly beside her, his hand still clutching hers, though his grip had loosened under the weight of his nerves. His eyes darted to the door, his stomach twisting. He couldn’t stop picturing what was on the other side: Kenton’s massive, muscled frame, fresh from the shower, toweling off his powerful body as he prepared to step out. The thought of being naked in the same room with a man like that—especially one who had already had Katie trembling under his touch—sent a wave of intimidation crashing over him.

He swallowed hard, his throat dry, dreading the inevitable moment that door would open.

“You’re both absolutely adorable,” Dani purred, her tone a delicious mix of mockery and praise. She sauntered toward the bed with predatory grace, her heels clicking softly against the floor. Her hips swayed beneath the tight pull of her corset, every step deliberate, every sway a promise. The sight alone made Katie’s breath catch—and made Nate shrink a little further into himself.

Dani stopped in front of them, towering, her perfume thick in the air. She reached down, her fingers trailing over Katie’s cheek with a deceptively tender touch before giving her chin a playful pinch. Katie flushed crimson, her thighs pressing together at the intimacy of the gesture.

Then Dani’s gaze slid to Nate, sharp and appraising. “Your husband’s a cutiepie,” she said with a grin that bared just enough teeth to feel dangerous. “But he really is quiet, isn’t he? Poor boy hasn’t said a single word. Is he always this shy?”

Katie giggled nervously, her cheeks warming even more. She nudged Nate’s shoulder gently, her voice coaxing. “Introduce yourself, baby.”

Nate’s pulse thundered in his ears. He looked up at her—at this six-foot goddess looking down at him with the full weight of her dominance—and instantly regretted it. Her gaze was too much, like staring into the sun. He dropped his eyes, swallowing hard, forcing a few shallow breaths before he could speak.

“H-hello, m-ma’am,” he stammered, his words trembling. “I-I’m... Nate. Uh... Katie’s husband. N-nice to meet y-you.”

Dani’s grin widened, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “Ahhh. So he can speak after all.” Her laughter was low, sultry, though edged with delight at his weakness. She reached out, laying her hand on his shoulder, and felt the involuntary shiver that rippled through him. The power rush was intoxicating.

She straightened, her hips rolling with every step as she crossed to the minibar. “How about some drinks?” she asked casually, though her tone made it sound like a command rather than a question. Her ass jiggled with each sway, the tight fabric of her corset straining as if it could barely contain her curves.

Katie exhaled shakily, squeezing Nate’s hand beneath the sheets. She could feel how clammy his palm was, how taut his body sat beside her. And yet, between the nerves, she could also feel the twitch of his growing erection pressing against his shorts.

Dani poured two small glasses, the liquid fizzing faintly as she carried them back across the room. She handed one to each of them, her voice smooth but edged with command. “You two need to relax, darlings. Drink this. It’ll help.” It wasn’t a suggestion—it was an order.

“Ohh, uh... th-thank you,” Nate mumbled, his stutter betraying him again as he accepted the glass. He hesitated before taking a timid sip, his eyes flicking nervously up at her then darting away just as quickly.

Katie, on the other hand, brought the glass straight to her lips, her eyes locked on Dani’s as she swallowed. The bubbles tickled her nose, the sweetness coating her tongue, but it wasn’t the drink that sent the rush through her body—it was the way Dani had told her to drink it. Firm, certain, unshakable. Katie felt something stir deep inside her, an overwhelming urge she had never known before: the desire to please, to obey. It was intoxicating.

She let out a small giggle as she lowered the glass, warmth already spreading in her chest. “Another, please,” she said quickly, surprising even herself with the eagerness in her voice.

Dani’s smile widened into something hungry. “My pleasure, kitten.” The word rolled off her tongue like silk, and Katie’s cheeks flushed hot at the pet name.

Katie watched in a daze as Dani swayed back toward the minibar, the sway of her hips almost hypnotic. Every step radiated power, confidence, control. When Dani returned with two more generous pours, Nate was still nursing his first glass, but Katie snatched hers eagerly, downing it in quick gulps that left her lips damp and her head buzzing.

Dani’s eyes flicked to Nate, then narrowed. Her voice cut through the air, louder, sharper, authoritarian. “Finish your drink, Nate.”

The command made Katie’s thighs press together. Hearing her husband ordered around like that, and watching him freeze under Dani’s gaze, only deepened her own arousal. She realized, with a mix of shock and hunger, that she liked this—being told what to do, giving in to someone stronger, letting someone else steer. The submissive urge unfurled inside her, powerful and undeniable.

“Ohh, uh... sorry,” Nate mumbled, heat rushing to his face. The sharpness in Dani’s tone shouldn’t have turned him on—but it did. A strange, low tug of arousal curled in his stomach, his cock twitching in his shorts as he quickly tipped back the glass. He drained it in one go, the champagne fizzing down his throat before he set it back into Dani’s waiting hand. She immediately replaced it with another, her dark eyes daring him not to obey. He swallowed that one just as fast, the pressure to comply overwhelming.


Taking The Plunge

The alcohol hit both of them hard—neither Katie nor Nate were heavy drinkers. The room began to hum with a soft blur, the edges of their vision softened, their bodies warm and pliant. Dani gathered their empty glasses with a satisfied smirk, placing them neatly on the nightstand before stepping closer, her shadow falling over them.

“Now,” she purred, her voice low but commanding, “how about we get you two undressed? You both have incredible bodies, and these clothes...” She clicked her tongue. “They’re only getting in the way.”

She slid onto the bed beside Katie, so close their thighs brushed. With slow, deliberate fingers, she reached for the zipper on Katie’s little black dress. Katie didn’t flinch, didn’t hesitate. Her chest rose and fell quickly, her eyes locked on Dani’s as the zipper was tugged down inch by inch, the sound loud in the quiet cabin.

“Katie, darling,” Dani cooed, her lips curling into a smile, “stand up for me. Let’s get this little number off of you.”

Katie rose instantly, legs wobbling slightly—not just from the champagne, but from the sheer excitement coursing through her veins. She stood before Dani like a student awaiting instruction, her obedience so quick, so eager, it made Dani’s smile sharpen with delight.

In one fluid motion, Dani gripped the fabric and peeled it down, sliding the dress over Katie’s hips, her thighs, until it pooled at her feet. She stood there in nothing but her panties and bra, her body flushed, her skin tingling under Dani’s touch.

Nate’s throat tightened as he watched. His wife—his Katie—stripped bare not by him, but by another woman. A woman who had taken control so effortlessly, who had made Katie obey with barely more than a word. His cock pressed hard against his shorts, swelling with shameful excitement. He should have been furious. He should have stopped it. But instead, all he could do was stare, transfixed, as his wife let herself be undressed for someone else.

Dani’s laugh was low and hungry. “Oh my god, what a perfect, round, delicious ass,” she murmured, then reached out and seized Katie’s wrist. Before Katie could blink she was pulled back until her cheeks were almost level with Dani’s face.

Dani leaned in, inhaling like a woman tasting something prized. Her nose buried into the thin fabric of Katie’s thong, and she let out a little, satisfied sound as she rubbed her face up and down those soft cheeks. The contact was intimate, animal — an ownership that made Katie’s breath stutter.

Then, sudden and sharp, Dani bit down. The sting was unexpected, bright against the warm flesh, and Katie gasped, a sound that was half shock, half raw delight. The bite was quick, not cruel, more of a claim than anything else, and it set something electric racing through Katie’s body.

Dani’s hands didn’t stop there. One grabbed the thong and snapped it free in a single, practiced move, the fabric tearing away and leaving Katie utterly exposed. Dani’s teeth met skin again, softer this time, tracing little marks along the curve of her ass like punctuation — possession written in tiny, heated bites. Each nip was firm enough to leave a memory but careful enough not to bruise, and when she pulled back she wore a grin that was all appetite and intent.

Katie’s pulse hammered. She was flushed head to toe, trembling not from pain but from the intoxicating crush of being seen, taken, marked. In the back of her mind a rational voice reminded her that this was Dani’s game, Dani’s rules — but in her body there was nothing but surrender, a delicious, dizzy obedience that made her want more.

Across the bed, Nate watched as if from underwater. Every movement Dani made landed like a punch to his gut and a spark to his cock at the same time. He felt humiliation flare hot and immediate at seeing another woman claim his wife, and beneath that shame a hateful, helpless arousal that tightened him painfully. He wanted to step forward, to pull Katie back into himself, and yet another part of him — the part that had been waking all week — burned with the image of Dani’s mouth on Katie, of those small bites that marked ownership.

Dani kissed the tender skin where she’d bitten, then tapped Katie’s hip with a mocking, possessive little motion. “Such a good girl,” she purred. “You belong to us tonight.” Her voice held no question. It was a promise and a plan. Katie’s knees went weak with the certainty of it.

“Oh my god!” Katie cried out, her voice breaking into a trembling gasp as Dani’s teeth sank into her flesh again, just enough to sting, just enough to make her whole body jolt. She had never felt anything like it before. The heat, the sharp bite, the strange mix of pain and pleasure—it left her trembling, her legs barely holding her.

Across the room, Nate sat frozen, his chest tight as he watched. Disbelief tangled with a sick rush of arousal. He had imagined Katie fooling around with another woman before, sure—but always as a playful tease, something meant to excite him or maybe the other man. Not like this. Not with Katie flushed and gasping, her body melting into Dani’s grip as if the woman had unlocked something she hadn’t even known was there.

Dani’s grin spread wider as she pulled back, admiring the faint marks her teeth had left on Katie’s ass. She loved the way Katie’s body trembled, how quickly she’d yielded, how shocked she looked at her own reaction. Testing her limits was half the fun. With a smooth flick of her fingers, Dani reached behind Katie and unhooked her bra. The straps slipped down her arms in one practiced motion, and suddenly she was completely bare, exposed under Dani’s hungry gaze.

“Awww, look at these,” Dani cooed, her tone dripping with mock sweetness as she leaned closer. “Adorable... delicious... pink little nipples.”

Before Katie could catch her breath, Dani’s mouth closed over one. The suction was immediate and fierce, her tongue swirling before her teeth grazed the tender flesh. Katie’s back arched off the bed, a loud moan tearing from her throat.

“Jesus, ohh!” Katie gasped, her eyes flying wide. She had never, not even with Nate, felt her nipples worshipped like this—sucked and bitten with such passion it made her head spin. The teasing scrape of Dani’s teeth was maddening, pulling sounds from her she didn’t recognize as her own.

Her knees buckled, her balance gone, and she stumbled. But Dani was already there, pressing her down, forcing her onto the bed with a strength that left Katie dizzy. The weight of her body pinned Katie to the sheets, her lips never leaving those aching, swollen nipples. Katie whimpered helplessly, her moans caught between pleasure and shock as Dani bit down again, harder this time.

“Ohhh—oh my god—” Katie cried, her thighs clamping together instinctively as heat rushed through her body. She couldn’t believe it—this wasn’t for Nate, this wasn’t for show. This was real, raw, and it was turning her on more than she had ever imagined another woman could.

Nate’s mouth went dry. His wife—his Katie—lay pinned under Dani, writhing, moaning, completely consumed by the other woman’s mouth. He had no words, no control. Just a stiff cock pressing painfully against his shorts and the humiliating realization that Dani was making his wife moan in ways he never had.

Nate sat rigid at the edge of the bed, his hands clutched in his lap as though anchoring himself. His eyes were glued to the scene unfolding only inches away—his wife spread out beneath the towering woman, her face lit with a giddy, almost delirious smile. Katie looked ecstatic, lost in it, and the sight carved a sharp ache into Nate’s chest. Jealousy burned hot in his gut, but so did something else—an unwanted pulse of arousal that made his cock strain against the fabric of his shorts. The mix left him dizzy.

Dani’s gaze never wavered from Katie’s flushed face as she slid lower, her tongue trailing a wet line down the flat plane of her stomach, over the quivering muscles of her belly, until she reached the smooth, bare mound between her thighs. Katie cried out, her hips tilting upward instinctively, her legs falling open, one thigh brushing hard against Nate’s as she parted for another. Nate’s breath hitched at the contact, the reality of how close he was to watching his wife taken pushing him further into his own conflicted haze.

“You have the prettiest little pussy I’ve ever fucking seen,” Dani murmured, her voice husky with hunger. She hovered just above Katie’s swollen lips, close enough that Katie could feel her breath ghosting over her skin. “God, look how pink it is... absolutely delicious.”

Katie moaned, her whole body heating at the words. No one—not even Nate—had ever praised her like this. Her chest flushed with a deep blush, pride and lust tangling as she whimpered, “Ohhh, thank you, Dani... you’re so sweet.”

Dani’s fingers traced lazy patterns, brushing across Katie’s slick clit before sliding lower, parting her folds with ease. She studied the wetness coating her fingertips, then brought them to her lips, sucking them clean with exaggerated delight. “Mmmm. Delicious,” she purred, eyes glittering with mischief.

Katie’s thighs trembled. She felt utterly exposed, utterly claimed, and she couldn’t help but bask in it.

Then Dani’s patience snapped. With a growl, she shoved her face down into Katie’s pussy, her tongue plunging deep, relentless. Katie arched violently off the bed, a strangled cry bursting from her lips as the goddess devoured her without mercy.

Nate’s jaw dropped, his chest heaving. His wife’s moans filled the room, raw and helpless, and every sound twisted the knife of jealousy deeper—even as his cock throbbed harder than it ever had in his life.

“Ohhhh FUCK!” Katie screamed, her voice raw and unrestrained, her head pressing back into the velvet pillows. Her eyes fluttered shut, then rolled back as her whole body jolted under the relentless attention of Dani’s mouth. The woman’s tongue worked with merciless precision—swirling around her clit, then plunging deep into her entrance with a hunger that felt almost feral.

The cabin filled with the wet, obscene sounds of Dani devouring her, each sloppy suck and eager slurp only amplifying the cries pouring out of Katie’s lips. Her hands clawed at the sheets, her thighs trembling, her chest flushed scarlet with arousal. She had never, not once, been eaten like this. Not by Nate, not by anyone. The passion, the control, the skill—it was too much, too good, and it terrified her how badly she wanted more.

Nate sat rigid at the edge of the bed, his eyes wide, his mouth dry. He couldn’t tear his gaze away from the sight of his wife’s pussy glistening under another woman’s tongue. His cock throbbed painfully inside his shorts, straining, leaking against the fabric as humiliation and arousal twisted violently together in his gut. He had gone down on Katie countless times—but never, never had she screamed for him like this. The truth of it sliced into him, leaving him feeling small, inadequate, yet impossibly turned on.

The air grew heavy, charged, as Dani’s tongue flicked faster, circling Katie’s swollen clit with expert rhythm. Her breath burned hot against the drenched flesh, her low hums vibrating through Katie’s core. Katie’s body arched higher, her legs spreading wider in desperate surrender, her moans climbing higher and higher.

Her eyes rolled back again, her mouth falling open in a silent scream as her body stiffened. Every nerve in her body screamed that she was right there, right on the brink of something explosive.

Katie was right there—her body taut as a bowstring, teetering at the very edge of release. Dani’s tongue worked her clit with merciless precision, and she could feel that first wave of pleasure surging, ready to crash through her. Her moans pitched higher, breath breaking in ragged bursts.

Then, suddenly, the steady hiss of the shower cut off.

The silence that followed was deafening. The only sounds left were Katie’s whimpers and the obscene, wet slurps of Dani’s mouth as she sucked greedily at her pussy. The air in the cabin thickened, every breath weighted with anticipation. Even Dani paused, just for a fraction of a second, her lips still pressed to Katie’s slick folds as all three of them registered the change.

Nate’s heart lurched. His head snapped toward the bathroom door, dread and arousal twisting like knives in his stomach. His wife lay trembling beside him, on the cusp of an orgasm another woman had pulled from her body, and now—now the man he had feared all along was about to enter.

The door handle clicked. Slowly, almost ceremoniously, the bathroom door swung open.

Katie’s breath caught as the bathroom door opened wider, steam curling out around the massive figure that stepped through.

Kenton filled the doorway like a force of nature. Water still clung to his ebony skin, catching the dim light in rivulets as it traced over his shoulders, his chest, the deep grooves of his abdomen. Every inch of him radiated strength and raw masculinity.

But it was his cock that froze them both.

For days they’d only stolen glimpses—an outline under swim trunks, a heavy bulge pressing against fabric, enough to fuel their imagination. But this was different. This was real.

Half-hard, it hung from him obscenely, thick and pendulous, already more than twice Nate’s size without being fully erect. It swung slightly as he stepped forward, water dripping from its swollen head, veins beginning to rise along the shaft as blood surged into it.

Katie’s lips parted on a sharp gasp. “Oh... my god...” The words slipped out before she could stop them, her eyes wide, locked on him. Heat flooded her chest and neck, her pussy clenching around nothing as awe and desire ripped through her. She had thought she was prepared—after all, she’d seen him outlined before. But this? Seeing the sheer reality of him, heavy and alive, made her dizzy.

Nate couldn’t breathe. His stomach dropped, humiliation slamming into him with the force of a punch. He’d been dreading this moment, imagining it in fragments, but imagination hadn’t even come close. Next to that, he felt invisible. Small. Irrelevant. And yet, to his horror, his cock twitched hard against his shorts, stiffening even more. He wanted to look away, but his eyes kept dragging back, helplessly drawn.

Kenton’s gaze found the bed, and when he saw Dani still feasting on Katie’s pussy, his grin spread wide. His cock responded instantly, swelling, thickening, rising higher with every throb until it was fully erect, pointing proudly at the sight of the trembling wife laid out before him.

Katie whimpered, her whole body flushed as she stared, caught between fear and desperate arousal. Nate sat frozen beside her, his chest heaving, the humiliation burning even as his cock strained painfully hard.

It was the first time they’d seen him fully revealed, and it was everything they had feared—and everything they secretly wanted.

“OH MY FUCKING GOD!” Katie moaned, her voice cracking with disbelief as Kenton emerged from the steam. He was magnificent—dark skin glistening, muscles rippling with each step, and between his thighs, his cock stood proud and fully erect. Dani had told her at the pool it was eight inches, but seeing it in the flesh made her doubt every measurement she’d ever known. It looked impossibly thick, impossibly long—bigger than anything she could have imagined. Her pussy clenched at the sight, wetness spilling freely down her thighs.

Kenton smirked as he stepped into the room, water still dripping from his broad shoulders. “Looks like you guys got started without me, huh?” His voice rumbled with casual confidence, as though he already owned the room.

Then his eyes shifted, landing on Nate.


Frozen Again

Nate froze. For a split second he tried to hold Kenton’s gaze, but the weight of it broke him. His eyes fell, almost against his will, to the massive black cock jutting out proudly in front of him. It was his nightmare made flesh, larger even than the dark images he’d tortured himself with in his head. Waves of fear and intimidation flooded through him, cold and hot all at once. He felt his cock twitch, stiffen in betrayal, even as every last shred of confidence drained from his body. His head dropped in defeat, shoulders slumping under the crushing truth—he couldn’t compete. Not now. Not ever.

“Ah, my love,” Dani purred, her lips glistening with Katie’s arousal as she pulled back from between her thighs, giving her clit one last deliberate suck that made Katie yelp. She turned her face toward her husband, her eyes alight with pride and hunger. “I was wondering if you were ever going to get out of that damn shower.”

Her gaze slid down his body, lingering openly on his cock, her smile widening. She licked her lips like a woman who’d just been presented with her favorite meal.

“Kenton, darling,” she said, her voice rich with authority, “I’ve got our little kitten Katie nice and ready to be fucked.” She let her nails drag teasing trails up Katie’s trembling thigh, watching goosebumps rise in their wake. Katie whimpered, her body arching into the touch, helpless under Dani’s control.

“And as you can see,” Dani continued, her eyes cutting back to Nate, her tone sharp with amusement, “she brought her little hubby Nate along, too. I think it’s time we got him ready for his role.”

Her words hung in the air like a verdict, final and unquestionable, as she stroked Katie’s soft, pale skin like she was presenting her to be devoured.

“Hey there, Nate,” Kenton rumbled, his voice deep but almost disarmingly warm. He stepped forward with unhurried confidence, his cock swinging heavily with the motion, still rock-hard and gleaming under the cabin light. “It’s nice to finally meet you. We were worried you’d be a no-show tonight. I’m Kenton.”

He extended his hand—an easy, natural gesture, as if being naked and fully erect in front of another man was the most comfortable thing in the world.

Nate’s eyes stayed locked on the floor. He couldn’t bring himself to look up, not at the towering figure before him, not at that massive cock pointing straight at him like a taunt. His pulse thundered in his ears. He took one shaky breath, then another, trying to still the tremor in his hands. Finally, hesitantly, he lifted one to meet Kenton’s waiting palm.

The instant their skin touched, Nate felt it—power, size, dominance. Kenton’s hand engulfed his, warm and firm, and the contrast was humiliating. Nate’s fingers looked narrow, his grip weak in comparison. His whole body flinched with the realization, and an involuntary whimper slipped out of him, so quiet he hoped no one had heard it.

But Kenton had. And the smile that curved across his lips told Nate he enjoyed it.

“I-it’s n-nice to meet you as w-well, sir,” Nate stammered, his voice breaking as he tried to form the words. He couldn’t make eye contact, couldn’t lift his gaze past Kenton’s broad chest. His hand shook in the other man’s grasp, trembling with nerves that made him feel exposed, pathetic.

And yet—his cock twitched in his shorts. As much as fear knotted his stomach, as much as humiliation burned in his chest, arousal bled into it, undeniable. He couldn’t stop staring at the massive cock jutting from Kenton’s hips, impossibly thick, impossibly long. It was everything he had dreaded—and seeing it in front of him now made his body react in ways his pride never would have allowed.

Katie watched the exchange with her pulse still racing, her body quivering from Dani’s mouth on her pussy moments earlier. She could see the tension in Nate’s shoulders, the way his eyes kept darting down, avoiding Kenton’s gaze. He was scared, yes, but she also knew that part of him—the submissive part he never admitted aloud—was being lit up in ways neither of them had ever imagined. And god help her, the thought of it made her even wetter.

“Can you tell he’s nervous, Kenton?” Dani teased, her lips curving into a wicked grin as she traced lazy patterns along Katie’s thigh.

“Oh, I can tell,” Kenton chuckled, his deep voice rolling easily through the room. “Look at him—so stiff, like he doesn’t know where to put his hands. Don’t worry, Nate, you’ll loosen up. Happens to everyone their first time.” His grin softened just enough to make the words sting less, though the glint in his eye made it clear he enjoyed Nate’s discomfort.

Katie giggled, the champagne buzzing in her veins, making her feel looser, lighter. “He definitely couldn’t keep his eyes off you, though,” she said, nudging Nate with her elbow and giving him a playful smile. “I think he’s just... impressed.”

Kenton barked a laugh, shaking his head as though amused by a nervous rookie on the team. “Impressed, huh? I’ll take that. Nothing wrong with being a little starstruck, Nate.” He winked, his tone teasing rather than cruel, though the weight of his cock bobbing between his thighs made the words land with a thud in Nate’s gut.

Nate swallowed hard, heat crawling up his neck. The laughter, the jokes—it should have cut him to the core. In any normal moment, he’d have bristled, snapped back. But here, in this surreal cabin, with Katie still trembling beside him and this colossal man standing over him, he stayed quiet, staring at the floor, his chest rising and falling with shallow breaths.

The feeling of being outmatched, of being seen straight through, only deepened with each passing second.

“Nate, sweetie,” Dani purred, her voice carrying a velvet edge of command, “we have a special role for you to fulfill tonight. So why don’t you be a good boy and get up... take off all your clothes for us.”

The words struck him like a physical blow. Nate’s stomach twisted, his chest tightening until it felt hard to breathe. Strip? Here? In front of them? His gaze flicked to Kenton’s looming body, that monstrous cock still standing proudly erect, and terror rushed through him in hot waves. The thought of peeling off his shirt, his shorts, his briefs—exposing himself next to that—made bile rise in his throat.

He swallowed hard, his voice cracking as he tried to speak. “Uhh, actually, I-I was thinking... m-maybe I could just... watch? I mean, if—if that’s okay?” His cheeks burned crimson, his words tumbling out in broken stammers, desperate for escape.

Dani’s smile vanished. She leaned forward, eyes narrowing, and her voice snapped like a whip. “Oh no, no, no, sweetie. That’s not how this works. Absolutely not. You don’t make the rules here.” Her tone sharpened with every word, final and unforgiving. “You do what I tell you. Now get up... and undress.”

Katie’s breath caught in her throat. She sat frozen for a beat, then her thighs pressed together, her pussy throbbing as a rush of forbidden excitement coursed through her. She had never seen Nate like this—small, hesitant, trembling under another woman’s command. The sight made her wet in ways she couldn’t admit. Her hand slid instinctively down between her thighs, fingertips brushing her clit as Dani’s nails continued to drag lazy circles up her leg.

“I... uh... uhm, well...” Nate stammered, his throat tightening until the words barely came out at all. His hands twitched in his lap, fluttering uselessly, his mind racing for any excuse, any loophole to save himself. But Dani’s stare pinned him in place, unblinking, patient, predatory.

And Katie—his Katie—watched him crumble, her chest rising and falling with quickened breaths, her eyes wide, part horrified but even more... aroused.

Kenton didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t need to. He simply moved.

The floor seemed to tremble under his slow, deliberate steps as he closed the distance, every muscle in his towering frame flexing with casual strength. His cock was fully erect now, thick and heavy, jutting from his body like a declaration of power. Nate’s throat went dry, his eyes darting down to it before snapping away again, only to fall back helplessly.

Kenton stopped at the edge of the bed and leaned down, the clean scent of soap and the heat of his damp skin overwhelming. With one smooth motion, he draped a massive arm around Nate’s shoulders—not rough, not threatening, just impossibly firm and sure. The gesture alone carried all the authority in the world.

“Come on, man,” Kenton said, his voice low, almost friendly. “Let’s not make this harder than it needs to be. On your feet.”

Nate’s heart pounded so hard it hurt. His legs obeyed before his mind caught up, pushing him upright under Kenton’s guiding arm. He felt small—pathetically small—pressed against the side of this naked, sculpted giant, as though his body was being measured and found lacking simply by proximity.

His fingers fumbled with the hem of his shirt, clumsy and slow. He peeled it off, revealing a frame that was fit, yes—defined from years at the gym—but next to Kenton’s godlike physique, it looked boyish. Diminished.

Nate kept his eyes fixed on the floor, the humiliation burning hot in his chest. He didn’t dare glance at Katie, knowing she was watching, knowing she wasn’t stepping in to rescue him. He felt utterly exposed, already reduced to a spectacle for their amusement—and they hadn’t even touched him yet.

Dani’s fingers wrapped around Katie’s wrist, tugging her smoothly onto her lap. Katie landed with a soft gasp, her bare thighs pressed against Dani’s corset, her body instantly caged by the woman’s strength. Dani leaned in, her breath hot against Katie’s ear.

“You see how your husband responds to a true alpha male?” she whispered, her laugh low and predatory. Her free hand slid effortlessly back between Katie’s thighs, fingers finding her slick heat and teasing her folds. Katie shuddered, a helpless moan spilling from her lips as Dani’s touch sent ripples of pleasure coursing through her body.

Katie tilted her head back, resting it against Dani’s shoulder, her chest rising and falling in shallow gasps. The champagne still buzzed in her veins, leaving her flushed and lightheaded. The mix of Dani’s fingers, her commanding words, and the sight of Nate stripped down and trembling was overwhelming. A storm of emotions whirled through her—shame, desire, disbelief—and deep down, an almost guilty sense of satisfaction. After all the times Nate had chickened out and ruined their chances, wasn’t this exactly what he needed?

Kenton’s deep chuckle cut through the tension. “Look at him,” he said, eyes fixed on Nate. “Like a rabbit caught in the headlights.”

Nate froze, standing awkwardly in just his tight briefs, sweat glistening on his forehead. His chest rose and fell in uneven breaths, his hands twitching at his sides.

“Underwear too, man,” Kenton added, his tone firmer now. “Come on—we don’t have all day.”

Katie felt Dani’s fingers dip deeper as the words landed. Her thighs clenched, her pussy tightening around nothing as her eyes locked on her husband. Nate hesitated, his face burning, his shoulders slumping under the weight of inevitability. Every instinct screamed to run, to protest, to beg off—but there was no way out.

His hands finally hooked into the waistband. He took one last, shaky breath, then dragged the briefs down to his ankles. His cock hung soft, shriveled from nerves, his balls tight as if his body itself was trying to hide from the humiliation.

For a moment the room was silent, everyone’s eyes on him. Naked, exposed, every vulnerability laid bare, Nate stood before them with nowhere left to retreat.

Katie moaned softly into Dani’s shoulder, her cheeks flushed with arousal as she watched the scene unfold, Dani’s fingers curling inside her at just the right moment.

“Yup!” Kenton barked out, laughter booming off the cabin walls. “Little dick whiteboy! Just as I suspected!” His broad chest shook as he laughed harder, shaking his head in disbelief at the sight before him.

Katie winced instinctively on Nate’s behalf, but the flush spreading across her chest and cheeks told another story. Dani felt it—saw it—and pulled Katie tighter into her arms, one hand cupping her breast while the other kept stroking her wet pussy.

“Ohhh my goodness,” Dani cooed with mock sympathy, tilting her head toward Nate as though she were studying a rare, pitiful creature. “Look at that tiny little pink thing.” She leaned in close, her lips brushing Katie’s ear, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper meant just for her. “Oh, you poor woman... having to put up with that for so long. But don’t worry, sweetheart. We’re going to take such good care of you tonight.”

Katie shivered, her breath catching at the cruel tenderness in Dani’s tone.

Kenton snorted, still grinning. “What are you even supposed to do with a cock that small?” His laughter rolled over Nate like thunder, each word cutting deeper.

“Nothing,” Dani said smoothly, her nails grazing Katie’s thigh as she purred the word. “Completely useless.” Her grin widened, her eyes glittering with mischief. “All it’s good for is being ignored... or maybe locked up.”

Nate’s face flamed hot with humiliation. His chest heaved, his soft cock hanging limp between his thighs, mocked openly while his wife squirmed in another woman’s lap, moaning at every cruel word.

Katie’s body betrayed her. She bit her lip, her hips rocking unconsciously against Dani’s hand, arousal spiking at the sight of her husband’s humiliation even as a pang of guilt tightened in her chest.

Katie couldn’t stop the smug little smile that curled at the corners of her lips. The champagne had loosened every inhibition, blurring the lines between guilt and arousal, and what she felt now was nothing short of intoxicating. A delicious shiver ran through her as she watched her husband reduced to silence and nerves, standing naked and trembling while Dani and Kenton effortlessly pulled the strings.

The contrast was brutal, and Katie knew it. Nate’s soft, pink cock looked almost boyish under the harsh light, especially with Kenton standing so close, his thick black shaft jutting proudly, heavy and alive. The sheer difference between them made her laugh out loud—sharp, breathless, unplanned.

Dani caught it instantly. Her lips curved, her fingers never pausing as they worked deeper into Katie’s slick folds. She leaned in, her breath warm against Katie’s ear, her words low and laced with poison-sweet seduction.

“Do you see it now, my sweet little princess? What you’ve been missing all these years by never taking a black man? Look at him—look how my husband stands, tall and unshaken, his cock hard and proud... while your little man can barely stand still, trembling like a leaf.” Her tongue traced the shell of Katie’s ear as her fingers pressed harder against her clit. “Tell me, darling—should we lock that pathetic little cock up and make him watch while you finally get fucked the way you deserve?”

Katie moaned softly, her head tipping back against Dani’s shoulder, her body betraying her with every quiver of need. Her eyes flicked between the two men—her husband, shrinking with every breath, and Kenton, towering, throbbing, unashamed.

“Mhm... Dani...” she murmured, the words spilling out before she could stop them, “that sounds like a very fun night... for everyone.” She licked her lips, her chest heaving as another wave of arousal washed over her. “I love Nate, but... he’s been so demanding, so controlling lately. It’s... refreshing to see him humbled.”

Her gaze settled on Kenton’s cock again, hanging thick and impossibly hard, then back at Nate’s shrunken length. The contrast made her stomach flip and her pussy clench around Dani’s fingers.

And Katie laughed again—soft this time, but genuine—as she realized just how much she was enjoying it.

Katie couldn’t stop the smug little smile that curled at the corners of her lips. The champagne had loosened every inhibition, blurring the lines between guilt and arousal, and what she felt now was nothing short of intoxicating. A delicious shiver ran through her as she watched her husband reduced to silence and nerves, standing naked and trembling while Dani and Kenton effortlessly pulled the strings.

The contrast was brutal, and Katie knew it. Nate’s soft, pink cock looked almost boyish under the harsh light, especially with Kenton standing so close, his thick black shaft jutting proudly, heavy and alive. The sheer difference between them made her laugh out loud—sharp, breathless, unplanned.

Dani caught it instantly. Her lips curved, her fingers never pausing as they worked deeper into Katie’s slick folds. She leaned in, her breath warm against Katie’s ear, her words low and laced with poison-sweet seduction.

“Do you see it now, my sweet little princess? What you’ve been missing all these years by never taking a black man? Look at him—look how my husband stands, tall and unshaken, his cock hard and proud... while your little man can barely stand still, trembling like a leaf.” Her tongue traced the shell of Katie’s ear as her fingers pressed harder against her clit. “Tell me, darling—should we lock that pathetic little cock up and make him watch while you finally get fucked the way you deserve?”

Katie moaned softly, her head tipping back against Dani’s shoulder, her body betraying her with every quiver of need. Her eyes flicked between the two men—her husband, shrinking with every breath, and Kenton, towering, throbbing, unashamed.

“Mhm... Dani...” she murmured, the words spilling out before she could stop them, “that sounds like a very fun night... for everyone.” She licked her lips, her chest heaving as another wave of arousal washed over her. “I love Nate, but... he’s been so demanding, so controlling lately. It’s... refreshing to see him humbled.”

Her gaze settled on Kenton’s cock again, hanging thick and impossibly hard, then back at Nate’s shrunken length. The contrast made her stomach flip and her pussy clench around Dani’s fingers.

And Katie laughed again—soft this time, but genuine—as she realized just how much she was enjoying it.

“Ohhh f-fuck...” Nate groaned, his voice cracking as his cock betrayed him, twitching to life in their hands. Dani’s grip was firm, Katie’s touch softer, stroking almost experimentally, and together they coaxed it out of hiding. His shaft hardened by degrees, swelling against their palms until it stood shyly, pathetically eager for their attention.

“Well, well,” Kenton drawled as he returned, a wide smirk splitting his face. In his massive hand gleamed a bright pink metal contraption, polished so it caught the cabin light. “Looks like someone’s getting excited for his little cage.”

The sight of it made Nate’s stomach drop. His half-erect cock pulsed once in their hands, then shriveled, retreating again as though it could sense its fate. The contrast was brutal—Katie and Dani’s fingers still stroking, but his body refusing to rise to it now that the cage loomed before him like a threat.

Katie blinked, her lips parting as she stared at the pink metal. “Dani... it’s not going to, you know... hurt him, right?” Her voice carried genuine concern, even as her thighs pressed together at the thought.

“Awwh, don’t worry, sweetheart,” Dani purred, her smile sharp as she tightened her grip around Nate’s cock, making him flinch. “Your hubby is so small he’ll slip right inside with no trouble at all. No pain—just a little pinch to his fragile ego.” She gave him a deliberate squeeze, enough to make him gasp, her eyes glinting with amusement. “That’s sort of the point, isn’t it? To remind him how... insignificant he really is, while he watches you take what you deserve.”

Katie let out a shaky breath, torn between sympathy and arousal, her hand still stroking her husband almost absentmindedly as she drank in the scene.

Kenton leaned down and kissed Dani full on the lips, his cock brushing against her thigh as he pressed the cage into her hand. “Here you go, my queen,” he rumbled.

“Ahh, thank you, my love,” Dani said, breaking the kiss with a satisfied smile. She turned her focus back to Nate, who stood trembling, his cock caught between arousal and retreat. She held up the cage with a flourish, her tone sweet as poisoned honey.

“A little pink cage,” she said, tilting her head as though admiring it. “For a little pink dick. Perfect.”

Katie’s cheeks flushed crimson, and despite herself, a soft laugh slipped from her lips.


Closing In

The walls felt like they were closing in on Nate, the air hot and suffocating as his eyes stayed fixed on the gleaming pink cage in Dani’s hand. His heart pounded in his chest, each thud echoing louder than the last. The reality of his situation pressed down on him—there was no escape. No protest would matter. His fate was sealed.

His cock seemed to know it too, shrinking back further, drawing tight against his body as if it could somehow vanish. Dani’s and Katie’s hands slipped away, leaving him naked, limp, exposed before them all. The absence of their touch was almost worse, a spotlight cast on his inadequacy.

“Come on, baby dick,” Dani purred, her voice sweet but sharp enough to cut. Her eyes glittered with delight as they lingered on his soft, pink shaft. She reached out and caught his wrist, tugging him closer until his thighs bumped the edge of the bed. Nate stumbled, the heat of their gazes burning into his skin.

Katie leaned forward slightly, her lips parted, her breath quick and shallow. She hadn’t expected Dani to push so hard, so fast, but the sight of her husband being led, trembling and small, sent a thrill straight through her.

“You see, Katie,” Dani said, lifting the cage higher so the light glinted off the pink metal, “it’s actually quite simple. But you’ll want to pay close attention.”

Her voice vibrated with excitement, and Katie found herself nodding almost instinctively, her eyes flicking between Nate’s shrinking cock and the cold, gleaming contraption waiting to swallow it.

“First,” Dani said, her voice smooth and deliberate, “we slide the base ring over his little balls and along his shaft until it’s snug against his body. You have to be gentle—one ball at a time—otherwise they’ll fight you.”

Katie leaned forward, breathless, as Dani demonstrated with practiced ease. Nate gasped sharply as her fingers worked him, pulling each testicle through the cold metal ring. His chest rose and fell in frantic, shallow bursts, every nerve in his body alive with humiliation.

“There we go,” Dani cooed. “Now bend his tiny little head down, just a touch. That helps ease him through.”

Nate let out a broken whimper as his cock was guided downward, forced through the circular opening. The cold press of the metal against his skin made him shudder, his body betraying how helpless he was.

“Now for the cage itself,” Dani continued, her tone calm, confident, instructional. She held up the gleaming pink tube for Katie to see, the light bouncing off its polished surface. “This part’s always easier when the cock is small—so this might be our simplest fit yet.”

Katie bit her lip, her eyes wide as Dani positioned the cage.

“Watch closely,” Dani said, guiding his shrunken shaft into the device. “We tuck the little tip against the inside first... there... and then push him all the way down until it meets the ring.”

There was a pause, then the sharp, final click of metal locking into place.

Dani smiled with satisfaction, reaching into the pocket of her corset and drawing out a tiny silver key. With one smooth twist, she turned it into the lock. The sound of it clicking shut echoed in Nate’s ears louder than anything he’d ever heard. His cock was sealed—helpless, caged.

“See?” Dani purred, holding it up so Katie could admire. “So simple. And doesn’t he just look adorable in his little cage? Awwhh, precious.” She gave it a playful shake, the metal rattling, and Nate whimpered out loud, his cheeks burning with shame.

Katie’s breath hitched. She couldn’t look away, the sight of her husband’s cock locked away, pathetic and small, next to Kenton’s thick shaft only feet away, making her wetter than she thought possible.

Katie couldn’t stop the giggle that bubbled out of her as her eyes lingered on the bright pink cage locked snugly around her husband’s cock. The sight was surreal—her manhood reduced to something so small, so vulnerable, yet somehow the vulnerability itself turned her on. She leaned forward, slipping gracefully off Dani’s lap, and crouched in front of Nate.

“Aw, baby...” she whispered, her lips curving into a wicked little smile. She tilted her head, then pressed a soft, lingering kiss against the cold bars of the cage, her breath fogging the polished metal. The intimacy of the gesture was almost tender, but her eyes gleamed with mischief.

“How does it feel?” she asked in a low, coaxing voice. Her hand came up to stroke his trembling thigh, her gaze locked on his face. “Tell me the truth, baby.”

Nate’s throat worked as he swallowed. His cheeks burned, his whole body shaking under the weight of their stares. “It’s... uhm... cold,” he stammered, voice cracking. “But... it... it doesn’t feel too bad. I-I guess.” His eyes flickered to hers, wide and searching, filled with shame yet threaded with something else—something dangerously close to excitement.

Katie’s lips parted, her chest fluttering with a strange mix of pride, pity, and lust. She knew. Deep down, she knew he was secretly turned on by this, even if he couldn’t admit it out loud.

“You see, honey?” Dani’s smooth voice purred behind her. Katie felt strong arms wrap around her again, tugging her back onto Dani’s lap as though she were a prized possession. Dani’s lips grazed her neck, planting slow, hungry kisses that sent shivers down her spine. “Your hubby loves it. He’s a natural in that cage. Such a good boy.”

Katie moaned softly, sinking into Dani’s embrace, her eyes never leaving her husband’s flushed face and caged cock. The thrill of it all buzzed in her veins, hotter and sharper than anything she’d ever felt.

Nate stared down in disbelief, his breath coming in shallow, uneven pulls as the reality sank in—his cock was locked. The bright pink metal clung tightly to him, unforgiving and cold, and the weight of it pressed into his mind as much as his flesh. In an instant, the last scraps of resistance he’d been clinging to dissolved. Something inside him broke... and gave way.

A rush of submission surged through his veins, dizzying and absolute. He’d always suspected there was a side of him that craved this, but never had he imagined it could feel this extreme. He thought of himself—the man who spent hours in the gym, the man who prided himself on his strength, his control, his confidence. That man was gone. In his place stood someone stripped bare, caged, humbled, completely at the mercy of another couple. And the worst—or maybe best—part? The thrill of it was undeniable. He could feel it radiating through him, an excitement so sharp it almost hurt.

Katie saw it too. So did Dani. So did Kenton.

“Looking good, Natey!” Kenton’s booming voice filled the room, his grin wide, his tone dripping with amused dominance. He stepped closer, his towering frame blotting out the light as his eyes lingered on Nate’s caged cock. Then, with one massive hand, he reared back and delivered a firm, stinging slap to Nate’s bare ass.

The sound cracked through the cabin, sharp and unmistakable. Nate gasped, his body jolting forward from the impact, his pale flesh instantly blooming red beneath Kenton’s handprint.

Kenton chuckled, shaking his head with mock admiration. “Cute little cage... cute little ass. Perfect fit all around.”

Katie’s mouth fell open in a shocked laugh, half disbelieving, half aroused beyond reason, as she drank in the sight of her husband—naked, caged, branded with a slap—standing meekly in front of them.

Nate flinched at the sharp sting of Kenton’s hand, his body lurching forward before he could catch himself. The size difference between them was staggering—eight inches taller, more than seventy pounds heavier. Nate knew, deep down, there was no contest. No point even trying. His head dropped, his eyes fixed on the floor, his shoulders curling inward. He had never felt so small, so powerless, so completely stripped of his masculinity.

Behind him, Dani’s hand never stilled. Her fingers worked Katie’s soaked pussy with growing insistence, every moan spilling from Katie’s lips fueling her hunger. The sight of Nate—naked, trembling, caged—only heightened her arousal. She dragged Katie onto her back with surprising force, straddling her hips as her dark hair tumbled over her face.

“I’m going to get our sexy little kitten nice and ready for your cock, Kenton,” Dani purred, her eyes flashing with a wicked grin. She pressed her weight down on Katie, grinding against her as her fingers quickened. Then she looked back at her husband. “Why don’t you let Nate be useful in the meantime? Have him get you nice and wet.”

Katie’s eyes flew open, her chest heaving. The words sent a jolt through her—a blend of shock, disbelief, and a dark, pulsing heat between her thighs.

Kenton’s chuckle rumbled low in his chest. “Ah, an excellent idea, my love.” His hand came down heavy on Nate’s shoulders, the weight firm but not violent. He guided him down, step by step, until Nate’s knees touched the carpet.

Nate didn’t resist. His body moved easily under Kenton’s strength, his head bowed, his breathing shallow and ragged. He found himself kneeling—submissive, obedient—at the feet of the man he had most feared since stepping onto this ship.

Nate’s heart hammered so hard it felt like it might burst through his chest. Everything was moving too quickly—his thoughts a blur, his breath ragged—but as Kenton’s steady weight pressed him down onto his knees, a strange calm washed over him. Not relief, not safety—defeat. Pure, undeniable acceptance.

The bright pink cage clinging to his cock bit coldly into his skin, every shift reminding him of its presence. It was more than metal; it was a verdict. A sentence. A constant reminder that he wasn’t the man in control here. He wasn’t the man at all. His place in this room wasn’t beside his wife—it was beneath this black man who radiated dominance with every move. Resistance no longer even seemed possible.

He swallowed hard, forcing his eyes upward. The towering frame of Kenton loomed above him like a monument, muscles glistening under the low light, his cock thick and proud only inches from Nate’s face. Their eyes locked—blue to brown—and the silence between them grew heavy, thick with unspoken truth.

Nate saw it in Kenton’s gaze: a hunger for power, a raw, sadistic satisfaction at having brought him to his knees. And Kenton, in turn, saw everything in Nate’s wide, trembling eyes. Not just fear. Not just shame. But a quiet surrender. A man stripped bare, broken down, ready to be used. A man who, for all his gym hours and his pride, now looked every bit the defeated beta on his knees before a true alpha.

Kenton stepped in close, his shadow falling over Nate as he loomed above. His cock jutted out, thick, veined, rock-hard, hanging only inches from Nate’s face. The sheer presence of it was overwhelming—so close he could feel the heat radiating from it, smell the raw scent of soap and arousal. But there was no touch, no command—just the silent, unspoken reminder of power.

Nate swallowed hard, his throat tight, his whole body trembling. He dared not look directly at it for more than a heartbeat, yet his eyes couldn’t stop flickering back to it—staring at what hung so casually in front of him, a living embodiment of everything he wasn’t. His own cock, caged and useless, pressed coldly against his body while Kenton’s massive shaft stood proudly free, flaunting its dominance without effort.

“Look at him,” Kenton said, chuckling deep in his chest as he stroked the length of his cock lazily, not for Nate’s sake but simply because he could. “On his knees, trembling, while a real man stands right in front of him.” His tone carried no question, only amusement at the obvious.

Dani moaned softly from the bed, her fingers still working Katie’s pussy as she ground her weight down onto the younger woman. She dragged Katie’s face up toward hers, forcing her to watch the scene. “See your husband?” she purred into Katie’s ear, her breath hot and intoxicating. “This is who he is. Small. Locked up. Shaking in front of a man who doesn’t even need to touch him to own him.”

Katie whimpered, her chest rising and falling as her arousal spiked. Her eyes widened at the surreal image of her husband kneeling inches from Kenton’s cock, overwhelmed by it without a single order given. She felt Dani’s heavy breasts press harder against her face, the dark nipples teasing her lips until she opened her mouth instinctively, sucking softly as Dani moaned above her.

“Ohhh my god...” Katie’s voice trembled between her moans. The sight of Nate reduced like this, the sound of his shallow, nervous breaths, the gleam of Kenton’s cock dominating the air between them—it all twisted inside her, overwhelming and impossibly arousing.

“Good girl,” Dani cooed, stroking Katie’s hair as she forced her focus back and forth between Nate’s humiliation and the breasts smothering her lips. “Now... where were we?”

Katie’s tongue flicked nervously at first, tracing tentative strokes over Dani’s slick folds. She had always imagined this moment in the abstract—fantasies she entertained only for Nate, for the idea of putting on a show, of teasing another man while she did it. She had told herself that if she ever went down on a woman, it would be about the spectacle, not the feeling.

But this... this was different.

The taste was sharp, earthy, undeniably feminine. The musky scent of Dani’s arousal filled her nostrils, coating her tongue, saturating her senses until there was nothing else. Katie expected revulsion, or at least indifference. Instead, a heat spread through her, low in her belly, pulsing with every flick of her tongue. Each salty lick sent a jolt straight to her clit, leaving her thighs trembling under Dani’s weight.

Her hands gripped the goddess’s thighs, not to push her away but to pull her closer, as if some desperate instinct inside her wanted more. She lapped eagerly now, her lips sucking at Dani’s folds, her tongue darting deeper, hungrier. Each moan that spilled from Dani’s lips only spurred her on, her own body reacting with need.

Katie gasped against the flood of wetness, her breath catching, her face drenched in Dani’s heat. She realized, with a shock that made her moan into the pussy she was devouring, that this wasn’t about Nate anymore. This wasn’t for show. This was for her.

Her pussy clenched hard around nothing, slick and aching as Dani rode her face, grinding down with powerful, controlled motions. Katie’s hips bucked against the air, desperate for friction. She had never felt so alive, so overwhelmed, so turned on by another woman’s body.

“Ohhh, that’s it, kitten,” Dani groaned, rolling her hips and tightening her thighs around Katie’s face. “You’re a natural. You love this, don’t you?”

Katie whimpered her answer into Dani’s pussy, her tongue circling and plunging, her nose pressed tight into the dark folds. The realization hit her with dizzying force—she wasn’t pretending anymore. She was savoring every second of it.

“Mhhhhh fuck, yes. She knows how to eat pussy. Look at that tongue—god, that’s it, kitten, keep it right there. Good little white bitch, don’t you dare stop.” Dani moaned, grinding harder onto Katie’s face, her dark thighs tightening like a vice around the younger woman’s head.

Katie’s eyes fluttered closed, her tongue circling faster, her jaw aching but her pussy dripping as Dani rode her. She couldn’t believe how much she wanted this, how much the humiliation of being pinned and used was turning her on.

Dani’s moans grew louder, each sound dripping with approval. She threw her head back, hair cascading down her back, before glancing sideways at Kenton. He was standing tall just beside the bed, stroking his thick cock slowly, his eyes locked on the sight of Katie’s face disappearing into his wife’s wet folds. Nate knelt only a foot away, trembling, forced to watch every second, his little cage twitching as he stared at the monstrous cock dangling inches from his line of sight.

Dani purred and leaned down, her fingers clamping Katie’s chin, smearing her juices across the young wife’s lips. “Mmmmm, look at you. You said this would just be for show, didn’t you? But you’re fucking loving it. You can’t stop yourself. You’re hooked, aren’t you?”

Katie whimpered, nodding weakly, her tongue still darting against Dani’s clit. Her blush burned deep across her cheeks, her eyes wide as if begging for both release and permission.

“That’s my good little slut,” Dani teased, pushing Katie’s head back down into her pussy. “Get used to this taste, because from now on, you’ll be eating me every night I let you.”

Katie let out a muffled moan of pleasure into Dani’s folds, her whole body quivering as she licked faster, desperate to please, desperate to prove herself worthy of the goddess smothering her.

“What part of California are you two from?” Dani asked, her wicked grin never faltering.

“N-NorCal, ma’am... Bay Area,” Katie whispered, her voice trembling, overwhelmed by the intensity of the moment.

Dani and Kenton exchanged a slow, knowing smile before Dani ground her pussy harder against Katie’s lips. “Mmm, perfect. We’re SoCal. Not exactly neighbors... but we’re up north for work all the time.”

The revelation sent a shiver down both Katie and Nate’s spines. The idea that this intoxicating, dangerous couple might one day be in their hometown, walking the same streets, only heightened the fear and excitement thrumming through their bodies.

The air in the cabin grew heavier, the atmosphere thick with dominance and submission. Nate knelt trembling, Kenton’s towering body only inches from his face, the man’s cock jutting out like a weapon of flesh. Nate’s throat was dry, his chest tight, and every ragged breath only made him more aware of how powerless he was. The size difference alone was humiliating, the sheer length and girth of Kenton’s erection hanging in front of him like a constant reminder of his own inadequacy.

Meanwhile, muffled whimpers poured from Katie as Dani ground her pussy down onto her face. Katie’s tongue and lips worked instinctively, her cheeks hot, her mind reeling at the intensity of the taste and scent filling her mouth and nose. She had expected to play with a woman only to tease the men, but the wet, musky reality of Dani’s dominance was pushing her into an unexpected state of raw, aching arousal.

Nate’s eyes flickered upward and froze. Kenton was staring straight down at him, his dark gaze unrelenting, heavy with authority and control. That look alone sent a chill down Nate’s spine. He felt like a boy under inspection, every ounce of masculinity stripped from him. He wanted to look away, but he couldn’t. Kenton’s gaze pinned him to the spot, a wordless reminder of who ruled this room.

Katie, pinned beneath Dani’s thighs, caught the moment too. Between licks she saw her husband’s blue eyes locked in silent submission to the towering black man. The visual only heightened the heat between her legs, as if her husband’s humiliation was feeding her own arousal.

Nate’s whole body trembled as he stayed kneeling at Kenton’s feet, the man’s thick cock hanging inches from his face, radiating power without ever touching him. The size, the smell, the heat of it so close made Nate’s stomach churn with a mix of fear, envy, and a humiliating arousal that pressed painfully against the bars of his pink chastity cage. Every pulse of his cock inside the unforgiving metal sent sharp little shocks through his belly, leaving him breathless and weak.

Katie, meanwhile, was trapped between Dani’s powerful thighs, her face buried in the woman’s pussy. The taste was overwhelming—salty, musky, intoxicating—and though she had once imagined licking a woman only as part of a show for Nate, she found herself genuinely consumed by the act. Her tongue lapped desperately, chasing every moan from Dani’s lips. She was shocked by how much it was turning her on, how wet she was becoming, and how natural it felt to give in.

Dani’s grip tightened in Katie’s hair, forcing her closer, grinding harder against her face. “Good little slut... don’t you dare stop...” she growled, her voice low and commanding.

Nate could hardly breathe as he watched. His wife’s muffled whimpers, the slick sounds of Dani’s pussy being devoured, and the sight of Kenton’s cock looming above him all merged into a surreal, intoxicating nightmare that made his humiliation feel total.

Then Dani’s body suddenly arched. Her thighs clamped down, trapping Katie’s head, and a guttural cry tore from her throat. The woman came hard, grinding down as waves of orgasm rippled through her. Katie was flooded, her mouth filled with Dani’s release, and though she gasped in shock at the intensity, her throat worked instinctively, swallowing it down.


Real Power

When Dani finally relaxed, her powerful thighs loosened their hold, and she pulled Katie’s head back by her hair, forcing her to look up. Katie’s lips were wet, her cheeks flushed, her eyes dazed with arousal. Dani smirked. “That’s it, kitten. You’ve just had your first taste of real power.”

Kenton stepped forward, towering above Nate, his massive cock jutting out proudly, so close it cast a shadow across Nate’s trembling body. Nate knelt frozen, his face only inches from it, the heat and scent filling his nose, the sheer size an unbearable reminder of what he could never measure up to.

“Look at him,” Kenton chuckled, his voice low and smooth, “he can’t even breathe without staring at it.” He placed a heavy hand on Nate’s shoulder, squeezing firmly, not hurting him, but making it clear how easily he could. Nate flinched at the contact, his eyes fixed downward, his chastity cage throbbing painfully as if mocking him for being so utterly useless.

Katie, still dazed from Dani’s orgasm, lifted her head just enough to see her husband kneeling beneath Kenton’s cock. The sight made her blush hot, her pussy twitching at the obscene contrast between the two men—her husband locked up and trembling, Kenton rock hard and confident. A strange, guilty thrill shot through her chest.

“Such a pathetic little cage for such a pathetic little dick,” Dani teased, running her fingers lightly over the bars that held Nate’s cock prisoner. “He’s throbbing in there though, aren’t you, baby boy? Even when you know you’ll never have what he’s got.”

Nate’s face burned with shame as Kenton gave his hair a slow, possessive stroke, like petting an obedient dog. “That’s right,” Kenton murmured, his cock inches from Nate’s lips but never touching. “You stay right there, and you watch what it means to really fuck your wife.”

Katie’s breath hitched. The humiliation was so thick it was almost a second skin in the room, and Nate’s every twitch and stammer only deepened it. He couldn’t look away, couldn’t move, couldn’t even will his cock to shrink inside its cage—every humiliating pulse betraying how much this moment was undoing him.

Dani slid down the bed, her long nails teasing over Katie’s trembling skin until she reached her slick folds. She parted them lazily and dipped a finger inside, making Katie gasp, then pulled it out and brought it to her lips. “Mmm... soaked and begging. Just the way I like her,” she purred before licking her finger clean. “Mhmmm... delicious.” With a wicked smile, Dani slipped gracefully off the bed. “I’ll be right back, kittens. Don’t move.” The bathroom door clicked shut behind her.

Katie lay sprawled on the bed, her body still buzzing from being smothered beneath Dani’s thighs. Her lips were swollen, her face flushed, her jaw aching from nearly fifteen minutes of relentless pussy worship. Every throb between her legs reminded her how wildly aroused she still was.

Nate knelt at the foot of the bed, his head bowed, his pink cage pressing cruelly into his cock with every humiliating pulse. His throat was dry, his face hot, but he didn’t dare look up. The silence pressed in, broken only by Katie’s ragged breaths.

Then the mattress shifted as Kenton climbed onto it, his massive frame casting a shadow over Katie. Nate risked a glance—and froze. The towering man loomed above his wife, his ebony skin gleaming under the cabin lights, his cock still raging hard, thick and proud, as if carved from stone. Not softening, not needing time—just ready, waiting, insatiable.

Kenton brushed a strand of hair from Katie’s face with surprising tenderness, his dark eyes gleaming with hunger. “My wife tastes delicious, doesn’t she?” he murmured.

Katie’s breath hitched. Her cheeks flushed crimson as her mind replayed the raw, salty flavor of Dani’s pussy. “Mhmmm... yes,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “So sweet... I’ve never tasted anything like it.”

Her eyes drifted lower, helpless to resist. She took in Kenton’s chest, his ridged abs, his sculpted thighs—but her gaze locked on his cock. Her pulse hammered in her ears. It hadn’t softened for a second. Thick veins throbbed along its length, each twitch a promise. The sight alone made her pussy gush, soaking the sheets beneath her.

Nate’s stomach twisted. From his knees, he saw his wife staring at Kenton’s cock with open hunger, her lips parted, her breath quickening. She looked at him like he was inevitable. And all Nate could do was kneel, caged and powerless, his small cock straining hopelessly behind unforgiving metal bars.

“Go ahead—touch it,” Kenton said, his voice low and casual as he watched Katie’s gaze glued to him. He settled himself on the edge of the bed, the dark head of him thudding against his pubic bone, fully proud and impatient. “Show me you want it.”

Katie’s breath hitched. With a trembling hand she reached out, small and pale against the huge, dark shaft. The contrast—the smooth, glossy ebony skin under her fingertips and the dampness at the slit—stole her for a second, a little thrill blooming through her chest. She wrapped her fingers around him and stroked, slow and reverent, feeling the heat and the firm, undeniable weight beneath her hand.

Nate knelt on the carpet, frozen and silent, the pink metal of the cage biting cold against his own throbbing cock. He watched, eyes on his wife’s hands as they rode Kenton’s length. Every time Katie’s palm slid up and down, a fresh pulse of shame and arousal hit him: his own erection pressed helplessly against unforgiving metal, pulsing in time with Kenton’s presence. Each throb inside the cage made him feel smaller—reminded him, cruelly and repeatedly, of his place below them.

Kenton’s mouth quirked into a satisfied half–smile as he watched Katie’s wonder. He didn’t need to speak to assert the moment; his posture, the way he relaxed while she handled him, said it all. Katie’s fingers explored the veins and ridges, mesmerized, and Nate’s breath hitched in the silence—equal parts humiliation, envy, and a dark, confusing desire that tightened him like a cord.

The bathroom door swung open, and all eyes snapped to Dani as she stepped out, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders, a wicked grin on her face. Around her waist gleamed a massive black strap-on, nearly identical in size to Kenton’s cock. In one hand she held a bottle of lube that glistened under the lights.

Katie gasped, covering her mouth with both hands. “Oh my god! That thing’s huge!” Her laughter bubbled out between the shock, almost hysterical.

Kenton chuckled deep in his chest, shaking his head as he glanced down at Nate, who was still kneeling obediently on the carpet. “Well, whiteboy, looks like it’s date night for you.”

Nate’s stomach dropped, his face blanching as he stared at the monstrous toy swinging from Dani’s hips. The cold metal cage around his cock seemed to tighten further, and for a second he thought his knees might just give out.

“Awww, look at him—poor thing looks like he’s about to faint.” Dani’s voice dripped mock sympathy, though the gleam in her eyes was merciless. She advanced slowly, letting the weight of the moment stretch out, the black strap jutting forward like a menacing promise.

Katie peeked from behind her fingers, then shot a glance at her husband kneeling there, wide-eyed, before looking back at Dani. “Well... I was hoping for a romantic evening—me and my husband side by side, just enjoying the view together. I didn’t quite picture... that.” Her laugh was nervous but genuine, her cheeks glowing pink.

Kenton threw his head back and laughed, the sound booming through the room. “Romantic, huh? Oh, sweetheart, don’t worry—you’ll be enjoying the view just fine. Front row seats for both of you.”

Kenton grabbed Katie’s ass with both hands, spreading her wide open until her slick pink pussy glistened in the cabin light. He let out a satisfied groan and lowered his mouth without hesitation, burying his face in her folds. His tongue worked her like he’d been starving, licking everywhere at once—her clit, her lips, dipping lower and teasing her entrance before swirling back up again.

Katie’s body jolted against the mattress, her hands clawing at the sheets. “Ohhh fuuuck! Oh god—y-you even eat pussy better than my husband!” she cried, her words spilling out raw and unfiltered.

Kenton lifted his head just long enough to flash a grin, his chin gleaming with her juices. “I do everything better than your little husband,” he growled, before dragging his tongue lower, spearing into her tight little hole. He moved with a rhythm, licking from her ass up to the dripping heat of her pussy and back down again, devouring her as though he owned every inch.

Nate’s eyes locked helplessly on the sight—his wife’s perfect ass spread wide, her pussy and ass devoured by the man she had been longing for all week. His chest tightened, his cock pressed painfully against its cage, each pulse humiliating him further.

Then came a sudden, stinging smack against his cheek. Nate flinched, jerking his head up to see Dani looming over him, the massive strap-on jutting from her waist. She grinned wickedly, tapping the heavy shaft against his face again like a teacher rapping a ruler against a desk.

“Such a scared little thing,” she purred, her eyes dancing with amusement as she watched the panic flood his expression. “You can’t even look at it without trembling, can you?”

Nate swallowed hard, his eyes wide, his breath coming shallow. Dani laughed, circling him slowly, letting the strap-on brush his shoulder and cheek—not hurting, just taunting. The devilish delight in her gaze told him exactly what she was thinking: she didn’t even have to touch him to make him crumble.

Dani tilted her head, the strap-on jutting from her hips like a weapon, her grin razor sharp. She tapped the thick shaft against Nate’s cheek one last time, harder this round, the smack ringing in his ears and nearly knocking him sideways. “Scared now, little man? Don’t be. What I want is simple—crawl up onto the bed, right beside your wife. I want you both exactly where I can see you.”

“Yes, goddess,” Nate breathed, the words spilling out of him in a daze. The resistance in him was gone, stripped away layer by layer. His body obeyed without thought, his legs trembling as he rose and clambered onto the bed. His arms shook as he positioned himself beside Katie, hands and knees sinking into the soft red sheets, his pale ass high in the air, exposed and vulnerable under Dani’s watchful gaze.

Katie’s eyelids fluttered open at the shift of the mattress. She turned her head and gasped softly when she saw him—his face flushed, his cheek still reddened from the slap of Dani’s strap-on, his blue eyes glassy with humiliation. Their gazes locked, and for a long moment everything else fell away.

The look they exchanged told the entire story. Neither had ever imagined things spiraling this far, neither had prepared for the dizzying loss of control they now found themselves drowning in. And yet—beneath the fear, beneath the shame—there was something else. A burning, undeniable charge running through both their bellies. The exhilaration of handing themselves over completely.

Katie leaned in, her lips trembling as they brushed against his. Nate kissed her back, tender and desperate, a shared surrender sealed in that moment. Whatever happened next, however deep this godlike couple chose to take them, they would face it together.

Kenton pulled back from Katie’s ass, his lips and chin glistening with her wetness, and took in the view laid out before him. Two pale, toned asses—side by side, raised high, offered up without question. The sight alone made his cock throb, his grin spreading as he flexed his fingers in anticipation.

He brought his hand down hard on Katie’s ass first, the sound of flesh cracking against flesh ringing out. She yelped, her body jerking against the sheets, but she stayed put. Another blow followed, and another—each one leaving bright red handprints across her cheeks. Then he turned his attention to Nate, whose whole body tensed before the first smack even landed. Kenton’s palm came down with equal force, drawing a strangled gasp from him, the pale skin of his backside quickly blossoming with red marks.

Dani climbed up onto the mattress, the heavy strap-on jutting from her hips, swaying as she moved. She slid in beside her husband, pressed a proud kiss to his lips, and then turned her eyes down to their kneeling pets. “My turn.”

Her hand was sharper, crueler. She rained down spanks on both of them with a vicious rhythm, each crack harder than the last. Katie squealed and buried her face in the sheets, her ass bouncing under the assault. Nate clenched his fists in the bedding, his shoulders shuddering with every stinging strike, unable to stop the pathetic whimpers slipping from his throat.

By the time Dani was satisfied, both of their asses glowed crimson, the heat radiating off them. She stood back, laughing darkly. “What do you think, my love? Red enough yet?”

Kenton ran his broad hand slowly over Katie’s sore flesh, squeezing firmly. “I think they’ve learned their place.” He tangled his fingers into Katie’s hair and yanked her head back, forcing her to arch. Her eyes fluttered shut, her lips parting in a desperate whimper.

“Have you had enough yet?” Kenton growled into her ear.

“Yes, sir,” she breathed, her voice trembling, submission dripping from every syllable. Her whole body burned—her ass stung, her thighs quivered, her pussy leaked against the sheets. She had never felt more alive, more desperate to be filled, her every nerve screaming for the thick black cock hovering behind her.

Nate’s whole body stiffened as he felt Dani’s hand settle firmly on his hip, her other hand pressing something slick and cool against his most private place. His eyes flew wide, his breath caught in his throat. “Oh god...” he whispered, not daring to move.

“Relax,” Dani purred, her tone equal parts soothing and mocking. The tip of her finger slipped past his tight rim, spreading him with agonizing slowness. The cold lube made the intrusion smoother, but no less shocking. His muscles clenched around her instinctively, his body betraying him even as his mind screamed at him to resist.

“There we go,” she crooned, pumping her finger in and out of him, the deliberate rhythm both stretching and testing him. Nate gasped, the pressure building until it was almost unbearable, his chest heaving with each labored breath. The sensation was foreign, invasive—but a dangerous thrill wormed its way through him all the same.

“You’re going to take it all, aren’t you? Every last inch I give you.” Her voice was dark silk, carrying both promise and threat.

“Yes... goddess,” Nate stammered, his voice trembling as his forehead pressed into the sheets. He hated how natural the words felt leaving his mouth, how much it sounded like submission was exactly where he belonged.

Dani’s smile widened. She slicked her fingers again, then pushed deeper, pressing past the initial resistance until he gave way with a muffled moan. Another finger joined the first, then a third, stretching him wider, fuller, than he had ever been in his life. Nate’s eyes fluttered back, his mouth forming a silent O, caught between the burn of pain and the strange, alien waves of pleasure that made his cock strain helplessly against the cage.

“Good boy,” Dani whispered, her voice low and satisfied. “Your ass is learning already.”

“I think they’re both ready, my love,” Dani said with a satisfied smirk. She gave Nate’s trembling ass one last twist of her fingers before slowly pulling them free. The wet pop that followed echoed in the cabin, making his face burn even hotter. He shuddered at her words, his muscles clenching instinctively in fear and anticipation, his cock straining uselessly against the cage.

Kenton let out a low laugh as he spread Katie’s cheeks wide, admiring the slick pink flesh glistening in front of him. “Three tight little holes laid out side by side... mhmmm, this cruise has already paid for itself.” His voice was rich with hunger, and Katie whimpered at the filthy praise, her pussy leaking onto the sheets.

The couple turned toward each other and shared a deep, messy kiss, their tongues twisting together in a display of ownership and lust. When they pulled apart, their eyes fell back on the submissive pair waiting on the bed.

Dani grasped the thick base of her strap-on, dragging the tip slowly along Nate’s crease, letting the pressure build as he squeezed his eyes shut. Kenton, meanwhile, pressed the broad head of his cock against Katie’s drenched pussy lips, circling her clit before nudging at her entrance.

Katie and Nate lay side by side, foreheads pressed into the sheets, their breaths shallow, their bodies trembling. The cabin was filled with the scent of sex, the sound of leather straps creaking and bedsprings shifting. Both of them knew what was coming—they were no longer husband and wife in this moment, but toys, pliant and waiting, offered up to their new masters.

Kenton took one last lingering look at Katie’s trembling body—her ass raised high, her pink pussy glistening and open for him—before he lined himself up and drove forward with a powerful thrust.

Katie screamed, the sound sharp and piercing, but it wasn’t pain—it was pleasure, deep and overwhelming. Her body jolted forward, her fingers clawing into the sheets as the thick head of Kenton’s cock spread her apart. The sheer force of it made her toes curl, her eyes roll back.

At the same moment, Dani clamped her hands firmly on Nate’s hips and pressed the strap-on against his ass. With deliberate, relentless pressure, she forced the thick length inside. Nate’s eyes flew wide, his mouth dropping open as a guttural moan tore free—a sound halfway between agony and surrender. His arms buckled, his forehead slammed down against the sheets as the burning stretch consumed him.

Kenton groaned above Katie, his teeth gritted, his hands gripping her hips with crushing force. “Fuck—mhmmm—you can tell she’s only ever had whiteboys before. This pussy’s tight as a fist. Perfect little fit for me.” His voice was raw with hunger, his cock pushing deeper inch by inch into her spasming heat.

Katie screamed again, her voice shaking the walls. “OH MY FUCKING GOD—YES! YESS! FUCK ME!!” The words ripped out of her throat, wild and uncontrollable, loud enough that anyone passing in the hallway would know exactly what was happening inside Cabin 480.

Her body shook violently as Kenton drove into her, each thrust stretching her in ways she had never known. The sensation was shocking, brutal, exquisite—her pussy clutching around his massive cock as it split her open, every nerve ending lit up like fire. She had never felt so completely filled, so utterly claimed.

Her orgasm began to build fast, impossibly fast, the pressure spiraling up from her core. Her clit throbbed, her walls squeezed around Kenton’s length, and tears pricked her eyes as the biggest climax of her life surged closer with every thrust.

Beside her, Nate moaned helplessly, Dani’s strap-on sinking deeper with every pump, his ass stretched wide and raw. He could hear his wife’s screams mixing with his own broken sounds, the contrast humiliating him to his core. His little cock throbbed uselessly inside its cage, every pulse reminding him that while Katie was being fucked into ecstasy, he was nothing more than a toy for Dani’s cruel amusement.

Right beside Katie, Nate’s moans spilled out in ragged bursts—lower, more pained than hers—as Dani’s strap-on drove relentlessly into him. She had both hands clamped tight around his hips, her nails biting into his skin as she pulled him back onto her cock with ruthless precision. At first her thrusts were slow, almost taunting, savoring the way his ass clenched desperately around the intrusion. But soon she picked up the rhythm, her movements sharper, her hips slamming against him with a brutal authority that left no room for escape.

“You’re taking it,” Dani growled, her tone dripping with satisfaction. “But don’t fool yourself—it’s not all in yet. And you will take it all. Just like your little wife is taking every inch of my husband’s cock right beside you.”

Her next thrust speared deeper, and Nate gasped—his body jerking forward, his eyes rolling back as shame and pain blurred with a terrifying pulse of unwanted pleasure. Each stroke stripped another layer of his pride, leaving only the sight of his wife convulsing on Kenton’s cock and the sound of Dani’s hips slapping against his ass.

Katie was barely holding on herself. Kenton’s thickness filled her to the brim, every thrust shoving her body forward into the sheets, her pussy stretched wide around his monstrous length. Her cries were wild, her face buried in the bedding as her whole body shook, on the edge of cumming harder than she ever had in her life.

And then, almost instinctively, their hands reached out across the rumpled sheets—husband and wife seeking each other. Their fingers locked tight, clinging together as if it was the only lifeline they had. Katie’s palm was slick with sweat, Nate’s grip trembling, but the desperate squeeze said everything: they were both in this, enduring, submitting, bound together even as their bodies were being used and claimed by another couple.

The sight made Dani and Kenton exchange a glance of wicked satisfaction. Watching the once-confident husband and wife reduced to moaning, grasping, sweating toys only stoked their hunger. Both began to fuck harder—Kenton driving his cock deeper into Katie’s spasming pussy, Dani forcing the last unforgiving inches of her strap-on into Nate’s tight ass, her thrusts now brutal, the sound of her hips cracking against his pale flesh echoing around the cabin.

Nate’s little cage rattled with each punishing stroke, his cock twitching helplessly inside, the humiliating metal reminder shaking in time with Dani’s thrusts. He felt every ounce of manhood he thought he had crumble away, leaving him nothing more than a trembling, fucked-out shell beside his screaming wife.

Nate’s chest tightened as the panic set in—Dani wasn’t going to stop until every last inch of her thick strap-on was buried inside him. His eyes squeezed shut, his teeth clenched as he fought to steady his breathing. “Relax,” she taunted, her nails digging into his hips. The thick tip pressed harder against his prostate, sending jolts of pleasure up his spine that betrayed him, mixing cruelly with the burn of being stretched wider than he thought possible.


Submission

His body shook under her grip, sweat dripping down his temples. Then, with one brutal, unrelenting thrust, Dani slammed forward and bottomed out. The entire length disappeared into his quivering ass. Nate cried out, his hands clawing at the sheets, every nerve in his body on fire.

“Look at you,” Dani purred, savoring the sight of his pale body pinned beneath her. “Taking it like a good little toy. You can pretend all you want, but we both know this is what you were made for.” She ground her hips against his ass, her strap buried to the hilt. “Helpless. Owned. Exactly where you belong.”

She lingered there, unmoving for a moment, letting him feel the full stretch, his muscles twitching around the thick black shaft. Nate’s throat tightened as he fought back the sting of tears, humiliation and unwilling arousal warring inside him. The cage around his cock rattled uselessly with every shiver, reminding him just how powerless he really was.

Beside him, Katie’s body writhed in ecstasy, a perfect counterpoint to his torment. Kenton’s massive cock drove deeper into her with every punishing thrust, her pink pussy clenching tight around him. The pressure inside her built unbearably, white-hot pleasure coursing through her veins.

“Ohhh my goddd... yes... yes... ohhh fuck!” she screamed, her voice raw. Her eyes rolled back, her hips moving frantically to meet Kenton’s thrusts, as though her body had already surrendered entirely to his cock. Each slap of his pelvis against her ass sent shockwaves of bliss through her core, bringing her closer and closer to an orgasm that felt like it would tear her apart.

Katie’s cries tore through the cabin walls, raw and unrestrained, as her body convulsed beneath Kenton’s relentless thrusts. Her hand locked desperately around Nate’s, her nails digging into his skin as if clinging to the only piece of herself she could still control. The orgasm ripped through her like a lightning strike, leaving her breathless, trembling, and utterly undone as she collapsed against the sheets, chest heaving, thighs slick.

“Yeah, that’s it, baby—SCREAM for me. Let this whole damn cruise know you’re nothing but a slut for big black cock,” Kenton growled, punctuating his words with a brutal smack across her ass. Her body jolted from the blow, the sting mixing perfectly with the waves of release still coursing through her.

Beside them, Dani eased her strap-on from Nate with deliberate slowness, savoring the way his hole twitched and tried to close around the absence, leaving him vulnerable and exposed. He sagged forward in relief for the briefest moment, only to snap back upright at the sound of his wife’s screams. His blue eyes shot open, wide and glassy, drinking in the sight of Katie coming apart in another man’s arms.

The musky scent of sex was thick in the air—the sharp tang of Katie’s release, the earthy power of Kenton’s sweat—and it filled Nate’s lungs until he thought he might choke. Every thrust, every whimper from his wife chipped away at his pride, yet beneath the humiliation bloomed a perverse pride: she was wanted, taken, and consumed by a man who was everything Nate wasn’t. The sight of her surrendering so completely made his caged cock strain uselessly against its prison, every throb a reminder of his helplessness.

“Look at him, baby,” Kenton said with a smug grin, his voice dripping with cruel amusement. “Tell your husband how much better it feels. Tell him what that little white worm could never give you.” His gaze flicked toward Nate, laughing openly at the way the smaller man squirmed in shame, his cheeks burning red.

Katie’s head lolled back, her lips parted, her voice shaky and drenched with aftershocks as she managed to speak. “N-Nate... oh, God... it’s... it’s so much... better than... anything... you could ever...” She squeezed his hand tighter, her words trembling but undeniable, the brutal truth falling between them like a hammer even as her body quivered in the aftermath of being wrecked.

Katie’s chest heaved as she finally caught her breath, her body still trembling, her eyes misty as she turned her gaze to Nate. He was right beside her, his face tight with strain from the brutal fucking he’d endured, sweat beading on his forehead. The sight of his pain mixed with her own pleasure made her heart ache and her pussy pulse all at once.

“Nate... it’s true,” she whispered, her voice quivering as if she were confessing a sin. “It’s so much bigger, deeper, better... oh God, I wish I’d tried black cock sooner. Please, don’t hate me.”

Nate swallowed hard, his eyes dropping to the sheets, his voice breaking as he answered. “I don’t hate you, baby. I... I know it’s true. I can’t compete with him. With that. You deserve it.” There was no anger left, only the sound of a man surrendering, his small cock straining helplessly against the metal bars of the cage. He knew, deep down, that whatever he wished for himself, he could never measure up to the power of the man claiming his wife right before his eyes.

Katie’s lips trembled. “I’m sorry, baby. I know this isn’t what you wanted, but... I can’t stop it. I don’t want to.” Her words were raw, almost pleading, as if begging him to understand that this wasn’t just lust anymore—it was awakening something inside her she couldn’t put back.

Dani and Kenton exchanged amused glances, their laughter low and satisfied. They had seen this moment countless times before—the breaking point, when a couple confessed aloud the unspoken truth. Watching another white husband and wife admit the superiority of Kenton’s cock never failed to thrill them, a familiar victory they never tired of.

“Alright, that’s enough catching your breath,” Kenton growled with a wide grin. Both he and Dani leaned in, their hands tangling harshly in Katie’s and Nate’s hair, yanking their heads back at once. “Back in position, both of you.”

Kenton yanked Katie’s head back by the hair, forcing her arch into a perfect curve beneath him as he drove his cock back inside her with a brutal thrust. The slick, obscene sound of her drenched pussy swallowing him whole filled the cabin. Katie’s entire body jolted, her thighs trembling violently as she let out a strangled scream of ecstasy.

Right beside her, Nate barely had time to suck in a shaky breath before Dani slammed the strap-on back into his stretched hole. His ass clenched helplessly, but the toy slid in with ease now, every inch filling him completely, making his whole body quake as his breath caught in his throat.

The bed rocked and creaked as the couple was fucked relentlessly. Kenton’s rhythm was merciless—deep, punishing strokes that split Katie wide open again and again. Each thrust seemed to strike a place inside her she didn’t know existed, detonating new waves of pleasure until her body gave in completely.

“Ohhhh GOD! FUCK! YESSS! I’m cumming again!” Katie screamed, her nails clawing at the sheets as her pussy clamped hard around Kenton’s thickness. Her entire body shuddered violently, her legs kicking as if she couldn’t handle the force ripping through her. No sooner had the first orgasm ebbed than another built, just as fierce, rolling into her like thunder crashing wave after wave.

Every time Kenton bottomed out, she cried out louder, her voice ragged and desperate. She squirted across his stomach, the sheets beneath her soaked, her clit so raw and sensitive it bordered on pain. But she didn’t want him to stop—couldn’t imagine him stopping—as her body betrayed her again, locking around his cock and milking it with yet another violent orgasm.

Beside her, Nate’s whimpers filled the room, Dani’s brutal thrusts shoving him further into the mattress. His small cock shook uselessly inside the pink cage, pressed to its limits, every moan from Katie searing into his chest with humiliation and arousal. Dani only laughed, slapping his ass and pounding harder, her dominance absolute.

For nearly ten minutes, the power couple used them without pause. Katie screamed herself hoarse, climax after climax tearing through her, leaving her limp and soaked but still begging for more, while Nate’s gasps turned to high-pitched groans as Dani claimed him over and over, both of them reduced to nothing but toys for their masters’ pleasure.

Kenton’s growl turned into a low, ragged snarl, his hips pounding harder, deeper, the sound of Katie’s soaked pussy squelching obscenely with every thrust. “Ahhhh FUCK! Goddamn this pussy is perfect—I’m gonna cum in this slut, my love,” he groaned, sweat dripping from his forehead onto her back.

“Mhmmmm, yes, darling. Fill our little toy up—pump her full of that seed, nice and deep where it belongs,” Dani purred, her own hips never slowing as she hammered Nate with the strap-on, delighting in watching both husband and wife unravel beneath their dominance.

Kenton pulled back until only his thick crown teased at Katie’s entrance, then slammed all the way back in, forcing her to cry out in broken moans. The bed rocked violently under them as he repeated the motion, savoring every desperate squeeze of her cunt as her body convulsed beneath him.

Katie’s eyes fluttered shut, her mouth wide open as incoherent moans poured out. She was completely gone, drowning in her ninth orgasm of the night, her entire body shaking as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over her. The sharp sting of his final thrust pushed her right over the edge again.

“OHHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUUUCKKKKKKK!” Kenton bellowed, his roar primal and raw, echoing through the cabin like thunder. His cock throbbed violently as he emptied himself deep inside her, flooding her womb with thick, hot cum. Katie screamed out with him, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping down tight as she came harder than she ever had in her life.

Her toes curled, her nails tore at the sheets, and tears pricked her eyes as she felt every scorching pulse of his release claim her from the inside. When Kenton finally pulled out, his cock was coated in their mingled juices, strings of cum dripping from her swollen, gaping pussy.

He gave her ass one last heavy smack, his booming laugh filling the room. Towering over the wrecked couple, his chest still heaving, he grinned wide. “Cleanup on aisle white pussy,” he announced with a cruel chuckle, his deep voice vibrating through the walls.

With the strap-on slipping free from Nate’s ass with a lewd, wet sound, Dani sat back with a satisfied smirk, admiring the way his body twitched from the emptiness. She let the silence linger for a moment, savoring the sight of his hole slowly contracting, before curling her fingers into his hair and dragging him forward with effortless authority.

Katie lay sprawled across the bed, her chest still heaving, sweat beading on her flushed skin. Dani flipped her onto her back and pried her legs wide apart, holding her open like she was putting her on display. Katie’s pussy glistened with slick arousal and the thick white flood of Kenton’s seed, streaks already trickling down her thighs.

“Down, boy,” Dani ordered, shoving Nate’s face closer until he could feel the sticky heat radiating off his wife’s cunt. Her tone was sharp, commanding, the kind of voice that allowed no hesitation. “Lick her clean. I want to see her pink and shining when you’re done. Every single drop, swallowed.”

Nate froze, staring, his eyes wide. The sight was obscene—his wife’s pussy stretched, raw from fucking, swollen and overflowing with another man’s cum. He felt his throat tighten, his stomach twist, but at the same time his cock pulsed painfully inside its tiny cage, straining against the metal. His breath grew ragged, caught between shame and a dark, undeniable hunger.

Katie lifted her head weakly, her hair a mess across her flushed face. “Do it, baby,” she whispered hoarsely, her voice trembling with exhaustion and arousal. “I want to feel your tongue. I want you to taste what he gave me.”

Her words shattered the last of Nate’s resistance. He swallowed hard, trembling as he leaned down, his lips parting, his nose filled with the sharp, musky scent of sex. His wife’s pussy, messy and dripping with another man’s seed, hovered inches from his mouth—and Dani’s fist in his hair made sure he knew there was no way out.

Nate’s whole body shuddered as Dani forced his head between Katie’s thighs, his lips pressing into the mess of slick heat. The first taste hit him like a jolt—salty, musky, overwhelming—so different from anything he’d ever known. His stomach twisted, yet instead of pulling back, his tongue darted out again, tracing along Katie’s folds. Each lick brought more of Kenton’s load onto his tongue, thick and warm, mixing with his wife’s own juices until he couldn’t tell them apart.

Katie let out a broken gasp, her hips twitching upward as his tongue brushed over her clit. Her hand slid down to his hair, not pushing him away but holding him there, her trembling fingers urging him to keep going. Nate’s eyes squeezed shut, humiliation and arousal colliding in waves, his caged cock throbbing against the unyielding bars. He focused on the rhythm of his licks, on Katie’s breathless moans above him, on the way her body quivered under his mouth.

Dani tilted her head, the corners of her lips curling into a predatory smile. Watching him give in so completely—hungrily swallowing every trace of her husband’s cum straight from his wife’s pussy—was more satisfying than she’d imagined. She leaned closer, her voice low and sharp. “That’s it, good boy. Lick her clean. Show her how much you love her... show us all.”

Katie’s thighs trembled, her hips rocking into his face as her moans filled the room, each sound slicing into Nate’s chest with equal parts shame and pride. He was giving her everything, and in the dark haze of degradation, he realized he’d never felt more powerless—or more hers.

Katie’s back arched, her moans spilling into the air as Nate’s tongue worked hungrily between her folds. Her fingers tangled tighter in his hair, not just guiding him but clutching him like a lifeline, the rush of pleasure flooding her already overstimulated body.

Kenton stood over them, his chest still glistening with sweat, a wide grin spreading as he watched his cum disappear into Nate’s eager mouth. “How’s it taste, whiteboy?” His voice was mocking, heavy with amusement.

Nate lifted his head just enough to answer, his lips glistening. “It tastes... good, sir.” The words came out shaky but honest, and then he buried himself back into Katie, tongue pushing deep, desperate to please. The salt, the musk, the warmth—it all swirled together with the tender way Katie stroked his hair, each sensation feeding the ache inside his caged cock until it pulsed painfully against the metal.

Driven by humiliation and need, Nate worked faster, darting his tongue through every crease, making sure no trace of Kenton’s seed remained. Katie gasped and whimpered above him, her thighs quivering around his face. Only when she collapsed back against the sheets, her body trembling and satisfied, did Dani finally grip a fistful of his hair and yank him upward.

His face shone with sweat and slickness as he met her piercing gaze. “Now tell me,” she purred, her hand coming down sharply against his trapped cock, the pink cage rattling with each smack, “do you really think you’ve earned the right to be free?”

Nate winced at the sting, his body jolting, shame and arousal twisting inside him as he searched for the words.

Nate’s chest heaved as he knelt before Dani, the sting of her grip in his hair keeping him anchored in humiliation. His lips still tingled with the lingering taste of Kenton, and his eyes shone with a mix of desperation and shame. “Yes, goddess. Please... I’ll do anything.”

Kenton’s deep laugh rumbled through the room. “You know what? I think he’s earned a release. He’s been a good little service boy tonight—took it, cleaned it, obeyed. But if he’s gonna cum, it’s going to be where he belongs... in the trash.”

The words hit Nate like a slap, his stomach twisting even as his cock throbbed painfully against the metal cage. Dani smirked at the look on his face, a cruel satisfaction lighting her features. “You heard him. Only in the trash can—where weak little white seed belongs.”

She stood with deliberate grace, pulling him along by the hair, guiding him off the bed until he was back on the carpet on his knees. Then she reached into the pocket of her corset and pulled out the small silver key. With a flourish, she dangled it inches from his face, letting it catch the low light of the cabin.

Nate’s breath hitched, his entire body trembling as the cold bars of the cage pressed tight against his swollen cock. He was aching for freedom, straining helplessly, every nerve in his body locked on that key, knowing it was the only thing between him and release—even if it meant doing it in the most degrading way possible.

Nate’s hand wrapped around his raw, tender cock, the sensation almost overwhelming after being confined for so long. He shivered, the cool air of the cabin prickling against his exposed skin as the reality of his humiliation fully settled in. The trash can sat before him like an altar, demanding his offering. His stomach twisted in equal parts shame and arousal as Dani’s sing-song countdown filled his ears.

“Fifty-five... fifty-four...”

Her voice was sharp, playful, cruel. Each number seemed to dig deeper into his psyche, reminding him of his place.

Nate pumped himself with frantic strokes, his breath ragged, sweat dripping down his temples. He could feel both of their eyes burning into him—Kenton’s heavy presence behind, Dani’s towering form in front. His cock twitched under the strain, straining to perform, straining to obey.

Katie sat up weakly on the bed, still trembling from her own earth-shattering orgasm, her body flushed and glowing. She turned her head and watched her husband, her lips parting as a soft, disbelieving moan escaped her. Seeing him, her Nate, stroking himself desperately over a trash can, reduced to nothing more than a spectacle for their new masters, made her clench with a fresh, unwanted wave of arousal.

“Thirty-two... thirty-one...” Dani purred, her grin stretching wider as she leaned closer, her breasts swaying just above his face, taunting him with every breath.

Nate groaned, his thighs trembling, his strokes growing sloppy as his body betrayed him. The tension in his cock built fast, almost painfully, his humiliation feeding his arousal until he could barely think. Every ounce of control he had left melted away under the sound of Dani’s merciless countdown and Kenton’s deep, rumbling laugh behind him.

He could feel it coming—unstoppable, humiliating, inevitable.

Nate’s body jolted as the orgasm ripped through him, a desperate, humiliating release that felt more powerful than any climax he’d ever had. His little cock twitched in his fist, pumping out weak, watery spurts that dribbled into the plastic bag with faint, shameful splats. Each drop seemed louder than it should have been, echoing through the quiet, charged cabin as though announcing his disgrace to the world.

Katie’s eyes were fixed on him, her lips parted in disbelief. Watching her husband—her fit, confident man—reduced to kneeling naked over a trash can, spilling his seed where garbage belonged, sent a rush of conflicting emotions through her. The pity she thought she should feel never arrived; instead, a dangerous, heady thrill coursed through her veins, making her pussy clench around the lingering mess inside her.

“Zero,” Dani purred, drawing out the word with a sharp, mocking edge. She reached down and tugged his hand away from his cock, leaving it twitching, dribbling its final pathetic strings of cum into the bag. “Good boy. You just barely made it.”

Kenton let out a booming laugh, the kind that filled every corner of the room. “All that effort, all that shaking, for that little puddle? Pathetic. Trash can’s the perfect place for it.”

Nate’s shoulders slumped, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. Humiliation wrapped around him like chains, and yet, deep down, beneath the sting of their words, he couldn’t ignore the ache in his body—the sick, intoxicating satisfaction that came with his surrender.

Nate’s head snapped up, his eyes wide and pleading as if hoping she might be joking. But the cruel curl of Dani’s lips made it clear she wasn’t. His heart hammered in his chest as the command sank in—his orgasm hadn’t brought relief, only another layer of humiliation. Slowly, he nodded, his trembling hands wrapping around the small trash can like it was some sacred burden.

“Yes, goddess,” he whispered hoarsely, his voice breaking. His legs wobbled as he pushed himself upright, every muscle aching from the brutal night, his pale body glistening with sweat. The air outside the cabin suddenly felt impossibly close in his mind—what if someone saw him, recognized him, knew what he was carrying? The thought alone made his stomach twist, but he didn’t dare defy Dani.

Katie sat frozen on the bed, her breath still ragged, torn between pity for her husband and the flood of arousal pulsing in her veins. She bit her lip as she watched him shuffle toward the door with the trash can in hand, his head bowed low, his cock still soft and pink, swinging uselessly between his legs.

Dani leaned back into Kenton’s chest, laughing as she watched Nate’s shame play out step by step. “That’s a good boy,” she purred. “Let the whole hallway know exactly where you belong.”

Nate shuffled forward, every step heavier than the last, the cool hallway air rushing over his bare skin and making his humiliation sharper. The click of the cabin door closing behind him echoed like a gavel, sealing his fate. His hands clutched the trash can tight against his chest, the contents sloshing faintly with each shaky step, as if reminding him of his degradation with every movement.


True Humiliation

The corridor was quiet, but Nate’s imagination tormented him with the idea of doors opening, of other couples stepping out and catching him like this—naked, limp, exposed, carrying his own spent seed like a shameful offering. His face burned, sweat stinging his eyes, and still he couldn’t raise his head. He stared at the patterned carpet beneath his feet, willing himself invisible even as the fluorescent lights above cast him in full view.

Each stride felt endless, the trash can growing heavier in his arms, his cock so shriveled it looked like it was retreating inside him in protest. The absurdity of the image only deepened his shame—he looked less like a man, more like a punished servant paraded for ridicule.

Behind the closed cabin door, Dani and Kenton exchanged amused grins, savoring the image of their newest toy obeying without hesitation. Katie sat frozen on the bed, torn between wanting to run after her husband and the undeniable throb still pulsing in her cunt from Kenton’s cum. The sound of Dani’s low, satisfied laugh filled the room, and Katie knew she wasn’t going to comfort Nate—she was going to wait, just like Dani wanted.

The hallway stretched before Nate like a nightmare that refused to end. Every door felt like a loaded trap, ready to burst open and spill witnesses into the corridor. The muffled sounds of laughter, drunken chatter, and the occasional unmistakable moan of a woman being taken echoed through the walls, each one twisting the knife of his humiliation deeper. The trash can felt like it weighed a hundred pounds in his arms, the slosh of its contents reminding him with every step of what exactly he was carrying.

When a group of couples appeared from the far end of the hall, his pulse spiked. Desperate, he lowered the trash can in front of himself, trying to shield his pathetic little cock from view. It was useless. The women in the group burst into loud, mocking laughter, pointing openly, while one of the men smirked and called out, “Nice walk of shame, buddy.” Nate’s face burned crimson, his legs trembling as he scurried past them, the laughter echoing after him long after they had gone by.

And then it happened again. Another pair, then another group, each passing couple drinking in the sight of his bare, sweaty body, his cock shriveled like a scared pink button, and the ridiculous trash can clutched in front of him like some pitiful shield. Each laugh felt louder than the last, each cruel smirk carving away what little pride he had left. He thought his chest might cave in from the sheer weight of humiliation.

By the time he reached the staircase, his heart sank even lower. A familiar group of swingers stood gathered there—faces he and Katie had chatted with casually earlier in the cruise, back when they’d still been playing the part of a confident young couple. The recognition in their eyes was immediate, followed by an eruption of laughter so loud it seemed to shake the entire hallway. One of the women actually doubled over, clutching her stomach as she pointed at the trash can, gasping for breath between giggles.

Nate’s vision blurred with tears as he stumbled forward, desperate for escape, until at last he spotted salvation: the glowing sign for a public restroom. He darted inside, nearly tripping over his own feet, and dumped the contents of the trash can into the larger bin with a wet, humiliating splash. He stood there for a moment, breathing heavily, his whole body trembling with adrenaline, shame, and the absurdity of what he had just done.

But he couldn’t linger. He still had to make the long walk back. Without the trash can, his only option was to clamp one trembling hand over his tiny cock, as if that might hide it. It didn’t. Each group he passed—at least fifteen more couples—had an unobstructed view of his bare, humiliated body. Their laughter rang in his ears like a cruel soundtrack, their mocking whispers a chorus he would never forget.

By the time he reached the cabin door, Nate’s face was a blotchy shade of pink, his skin slick with sweat, his body shaking from the ordeal. He pounded on the door with frantic urgency, desperate for the humiliation to end. The door swung open, and there was Kenton, filling the frame like a wall of dark muscle. His smile was wide, smug, and utterly merciless as his eyes scanned Nate’s quivering, humiliated form.

“Well, well,” Kenton rumbled, leaning lazily against the doorframe, “looks like the trash took itself out.”

Nate lowered his head, his body trembling harder than ever, waiting to be let back into the den of his new masters.

“Welcome back, Natey. Thought maybe you’d gotten lost out there,” Kenton teased, his deep laugh filling the room. He ushered him inside with a shove, and Nate’s cheeks burned hotter as his eyes dropped instinctively to the thick cock swinging inches from him. Before he could move further, Kenton’s heavy palm landed across his pale ass with a loud crack, leaving a fresh red print that stung with shame.

“Go sit down next to your wife,” Kenton commanded. “We’re going to commemorate tonight with a little photo shoot.”

Nate obeyed without hesitation, shuffling across the carpet until he reached the edge of the bed. His heart clenched as he took in the sight before him: Katie was already kneeling, her head bowed low as her tongue trailed across Dani’s elegant brown feet, worshipping each toe with devotion. Dani looked down at her like a queen admiring her prize, the corners of her lips curled in satisfaction.

Nate lowered himself beside his wife, their bare knees touching, his stomach tight with the strange mix of humiliation and arousal. Suddenly, Dani’s other foot rose, brushing against his cheek, her long toes teasing the corner of his mouth.

“Open up, whiteboy,” she ordered, her tone smooth but absolute. Nate’s lips parted automatically, and he wrapped them around her toe, sucking timidly at first, the taste of her skin strange on his tongue.

Dani threw her head back and let out a throaty laugh, glancing at Kenton. “Aren’t our little white pets just adorable?”

“Perfect,” Kenton agreed, lifting a sleek, expensive-looking camera to his eye. The click of the shutter began echoing through the room as he captured every detail: Katie’s tongue worshipping one foot, Nate’s lips wrapped around the other, both of them kneeling side by side like broken toys on display.

“They are wonderful, my dear. I think we’ve finally found the perfect servants we’ve been searching for all these years,” Kenton said, lowering the camera to admire the view before lifting it again to capture more shots. Each click echoed like punctuation to their degradation.

“God, I love having my feet worshiped. Just what a queen deserves.” Dani’s smug smile widened as she watched the young couple bowing before her, their bright blue eyes desperate for approval. She wiggled her toes, glistening with their spit, and laughed softly as Kenton snapped another close-up.

“Mhmmm, well done, you two.” With regal poise, Dani withdrew her damp feet from their mouths, strands of saliva stretching as they reluctantly let go. She passed the camera back to Kenton, then reached down and wrapped her hand proudly around his thick cock, stroking him with languid appreciation as if to remind both Katie and Nate of the true center of power in the room.

Kenton gave a satisfied grunt and shifted his stance, towering above them. His large hand tangled in Katie’s hair, yanking her up until her lips hovered inches from his cockhead. “Time for the little wife to show her gratitude properly,” he said with a smirk, angling himself toward her.

Katie gasped, then opened her mouth wide, her eyes flicking briefly to Nate before locking onto the sheer size in front of her. Kenton pressed her face forward, his cock slipping past her lips, stretching her jaw.

Nate remained kneeling beside her, forced to watch every inch disappear into his wife’s mouth, his humiliation deepening as Dani’s hand slid over his shoulder, keeping him in place. He could only listen to Katie’s muffled moans and wet gagging as she worked desperately to please the man holding her by the hair.

Kenton let out a deep, satisfied moan as Katie’s lips slid down his shaft, her tongue working eagerly along the thick length. “Mhmmm... this little wife of yours knows how to suck a cock,” he groaned, his large hand gripping her hair as he guided her rhythm.

Katie’s eyes fluttered up, catching Nate staring wide-eyed from his knees beside her. For a moment, her lips curled into a smirk around Kenton’s cock, and when she finally pulled back for air, strings of spit clung between her mouth and his glistening tip. “Oh my God, Nate... you’re hard again,” she gasped breathlessly, noticing his little cock twitching against the cage. “You never get hard this fast after cumming... but watching me suck his big cock is doing it for you, isn’t it?”

Nate’s cheeks burned crimson. He wanted to deny it, to look away, but Dani’s hand pressed firmly on his shoulder, holding him in place. His cock betrayed him with every twitch against the bars, the cruel metal cage making his arousal even more obvious.

“Don’t be shy, whiteboy,” Dani purred in his ear, her tone dripping with mockery. “Your wife’s mouth was made for black cock... no wonder your pathetic little dick can’t control itself watching her gag on something real.”

Katie took Kenton deep again, choking slightly as his cockhead hit the back of her throat. Her muffled moans vibrated around his length, making him groan louder. She pulled back once more, saliva dripping down her chin, and turned her head just enough to meet Nate’s eyes. “You like this, don’t you, baby? Watching me take him deeper than I ever could with you.”

Kenton laughed darkly, tightening his grip in Katie’s hair before shoving his cock back between her lips. “Look at that, boy. She’s a natural. And you’re rock hard just watching her choke on me. Pathetic.”

“You got enough photos, babe?” Kenton rumbled, his hand working his thick shaft as his chest heaved with each breath.

“I’ve taken well over a hundred, darling, and every single one looks incredible,” Dani replied, snapping one last picture of Katie’s teary eyes as her lips stretched around his cock.

“Well done, baby,” Kenton said, pulling free with a grin. He stroked himself with quick, steady pumps, towering over Katie. “But I want this next part on video—when I cover her pretty face with my cum.”

Dani’s eyes lit up. “Excellent idea, my love.” She flicked the camera into video mode, crouching closer, her excitement evident.

Katie stayed kneeling at Kenton’s feet, her lips parted, her chest rising and falling as she braced herself. Beside her, Nate remained frozen, his hand clutching hers tightly, his cock aching uselessly in its cage as he realized what he was about to witness.

Kenton’s grunts grew louder, his body tensing, the room thick with anticipation. “Get ready, slut,” he growled.

With a final roar, his cock spasmed, unleashing thick ropes of cum across Katie’s face. It painted her cheeks, dripped down her chin, streaked her hairline, and pooled over her open mouth until she was dripping in his seed. The hot, sticky mess clung to her skin, marking her as his, her eyes closing as a shiver of humiliation and pleasure ran through her body.

Nate watched helplessly, burning with shame and arousal all at once, as Dani moaned behind the camera, capturing every second of the white wife’s complete defilement.

“Ah, isn’t this a beautiful sight, my love?” Kenton said, his voice heavy with satisfaction as he looked down at Katie kneeling before him, his cum dripping down her cheeks, chin, and into her hair. His broad chest rose and fell as he squeezed out a final spurt across her lips, watching it shine against her pale skin. He stepped back with a smug grin, stroking his cock lazily as Dani swooped in with the camera, her eyes glowing with sadistic delight.

“It sure is, darling. Look at her—she’s radiant with your seed all over her pretty little face.” Dani laughed, holding up the camera to capture every angle of Katie’s messy degradation. The shutter clicks echoed like cruel applause. “Well? Don’t just sit there, whiteboy. Clean her up. Lick your wife’s face until she shines.”

Katie shivered at the command, her arousal betraying her as she tilted her head toward Nate, strings of cum slipping from her chin. Nate froze, shame heating his cheeks, his heart hammering. Yet Dani’s glare left no room for refusal.

Trembling, he leaned in. His tongue made the first tentative sweep across Katie’s cheek, the bitter taste of Kenton’s cum hitting his mouth instantly. He gagged, but Katie moaned softly, running her fingers through his hair as if encouraging him. That single sound, that note of pleasure, made his trapped cock stir, swelling despite himself.

Nate’s lips traveled up to her temple, cleaning the mess in slow, reluctant strokes, while Katie’s eyes never left his—watching the humiliation etch itself deeper into him with every lick.

With a deep breath, Nate leaned in and began to lap at Katie’s cheeks, his tongue dragging slowly across her skin as he gathered every drop of the thick, salty mess Kenton had left behind. The taste filled his mouth, heavy and bitter, a constant reminder of his humiliation and Kenton’s superiority. Katie’s soft sighs spurred him on, and before long, what began as an act of shame twisted into something far stranger—something binding.

Once her face was nearly clean, Katie tilted her head, catching his lips with hers. Their tongues tangled, the lingering taste of Kenton’s seed shared between them. What should have deepened Nate’s shame instead drew a shuddering moan from his chest. The kiss became a desperate, messy exchange—half passion, half submission—yet in that surreal moment, it felt like they belonged to each other more than ever, even in their degradation.

Dani let out a delighted laugh, snapping more photos. “Oh, honey, would you look at that? Your cum gave them the spark they were missing. They’re actually closer now.”

Kenton grinned, his voice booming with smug satisfaction as he glanced down at his still-hard cock. “Told you, baby. Black cum’s the secret ingredient white couples never knew they needed.”

"Now, I want you two to thank us for this incredible experience. Show your gratitude." Dani demanded, her voice smug and commanding as she held the camera poised above them, eager to immortalize the moment.

Katie’s eyes flickered nervously between the towering couple. “T-thank you... for this lesson. We’ll never forget it for as long as we live.”

Nate’s voice was smaller, trembling as he looked up toward the lens. “Thank you... for teaching us,” he said, the weight of the night heavy in every word, the bitter tang of humiliation still coating his tongue.

“Awww, and we were more than happy to educate you two,” Dani cooed, drawing out the words as she let her gaze linger on their docile, kneeling forms.

Her smile sharpened. “Now kiss our feet. Both of you.”

Katie immediately bent down, pressing her lips reverently to Dani’s dark, elegant feet, kissing them over and over, her submission as natural as breathing. When she finished, Nate followed, bowing low and pressing kiss after kiss to the same feet that had commanded his every move. Dani’s toes glistened with their combined devotion, and she purred with satisfaction.

Then Dani shifted her camera toward Kenton, nodding for Nate to continue. Katie eagerly leaned over first, kissing Kenton’s broad, powerful feet, her lips brushing with reverence as if worshipping a god. Nate hesitated for the briefest moment before lowering his head in defeat, pressing his lips to Kenton’s toes as well, each kiss a further surrender of whatever pride he had left.

By the time he pulled back, his cheeks were crimson, his cock twitching helplessly, as both he and Katie knelt, heads bowed, stripped of everything but their gratitude.

Katie, her body still trembling from everything she’d endured, lowered herself again, following Nate’s lead. She pressed her lips softly against Dani’s smooth, perfumed skin, then against Kenton’s rougher, calloused feet. Each kiss felt like a final act of surrender, a whispered acknowledgment of just how much power this couple held over them. Her voice cracked as she murmured her thanks once more, desperate to show obedience, praying it would be enough to please them.

Dani tilted her head, her eyes sparkling with delight at the sight. Kenton’s grin was slower, more measured, but his gaze was sharp, studying every flicker of humiliation and arousal across their flushed faces. The two of them looked utterly undone, and it thrilled him.

“Mmm, I think we’ve got enough footage for tonight,” Dani purred, finally lowering the camera. “This will look perfect in our collection.” Her satisfaction was obvious as she set the camera aside and glided toward the small bar, filling two tall glasses with champagne.

Kenton extended his massive hands, pulling Katie and Nate up from the floor with such ease it was as if he were lifting dolls. Their legs wobbled beneath them, cheeks glowing red with exhaustion and shame. He chuckled low as he delivered a firm smack to each of their asses, steering them toward the bed. They sat down side by side, shoulders touching, their faces carrying the raw story of everything they had just been through.

Dani approached with a saunter, her hips swaying as though the room itself moved in rhythm with her. She handed each of them a glass and gestured for them to drink. “I know it’s a steep learning curve,” she said, her voice unexpectedly soft, though still laced with command. “A lot to take in for your first time. But you did well tonight.” She eased herself down beside Katie, her fingers brushing in soothing circles along her back as the younger woman brought the glass to her lips.

Katie swallowed hard, the champagne fizzing at the back of her throat as she let Dani’s words sink in. “Y-yeah,” she whispered, her voice thin. “We’ll... we’ll get used to it. You just... really pushed us to our limits.”

“That’s the point, sweetheart,” Dani murmured, almost tenderly. “Each time, you’ll learn to let go a little more. Each visit will get easier, and you’ll discover just how much you both can take.”

Katie nodded faintly, her eyes lowered, the bubbles dancing on her tongue as the tension in the room softened. Across from her, Nate drank in silence, the weight of everything still heavy on his shoulders, though even he could feel his resistance loosening under the haze of champagne and exhaustion.

“You know, Dani,” Kenton said as he stepped closer, his tone casual but his presence anything but, “we’ve been at this long enough to know when a couple’s got real potential.” He eased down onto the bed beside Nate, the mattress dipping heavily under his weight, his broad frame casting a shadow over the smaller man. His cock, still rock-hard and glistening, rested against his thigh, an unspoken reminder of everything that had just happened. Kenton laid a heavy hand on Nate’s shoulder, his grip both steady and commanding. “And you two... oh, you’ve definitely got it.”

His words hung in the air, thick with implication. Katie swallowed nervously, the champagne fizz still tickling her tongue, while Nate stiffened beneath the weight of Kenton’s hand.

“Imagine,” Kenton continued, his voice taking on a velvet smoothness that was almost seductive, “how much more fun we can have. This doesn’t end here. When we get back home, we expect to keep seeing you both. Regularly.” His eyes flicked between them, dark and unyielding. “That isn’t going to be an issue... is it?”

Nate’s chest tightened as his heart hammered. He could feel Katie’s tension beside him, but neither of them dared speak against the towering couple. The alcohol left him hazy, and the pressure of Kenton’s sheer size and authority made his throat dry. “N-no... no issue at all,” he stammered, his words betraying both fear and reluctant acceptance.

“Mhmm. Excellent.” Kenton’s grin widened, satisfied with the answer. He reached into his pocket and retrieved his phone, the glow from the screen briefly lighting his sharp features. “Give me your number. We’ll lock in our next playdate.”

Katie’s eyes widened for a moment, her lips parting as if to protest, but she stayed silent. The room seemed to close in on them, and Nate, with his voice trembling, rattled off their number. A quiet beep confirmed the contact had been saved.

“Perfect,” Kenton said, his smile slow and assured. He tucked the phone away before pushing himself up to his feet with a powerful grace. His eyes lingered on the couple—disheveled, flushed, and compliant—before glancing toward Dani. “Now,” he said, his tone deepening, “it’s time for Dani and me to enjoy a little private time.”

“Yes... of course, sir,” Nate murmured, his voice subdued, as he slid off the bed with Katie. Their movements mirrored each other, almost like they were tethered by an invisible thread, their bodies sluggish with exhaustion, their minds still caught in the storm of what they had endured.

They moved around the cabin on unsteady legs, gathering their scattered clothes piece by piece. Every movement felt strangely vulnerable, as though even the simple act of pulling on a shirt or stepping into panties carried weight under the gaze of Dani and Kenton. The power couple lounged in silence, eyes sharp and predatory, watching their little white playthings dress themselves like prized possessions being packed away.

Once clothed, Nate and Katie instinctively stood side by side before them, shoulders touching, almost like children waiting for a nod of approval before they could leave. The silence stretched until Kenton and Dani shared a look, a slow, knowing smile passing between them. Then, with an ease that betrayed how fully they owned the moment, they rose.

Kenton’s towering presence loomed first. His arm hooked easily around Nate, pulling him up off his feet as if he weighed nothing. Nate’s breath hitched as the man’s strength enveloped him, his feet almost dangling. Kenton bent close, his voice a low rumble against Nate’s ear. “You were a good boy tonight, Natey.” The words—both mocking and strangely tender—sank into him like a brand, and Nate felt his body sag with a mix of shame and unexpected pride.

At the same time, Dani pressed herself flush against Katie. The warmth of her voluptuous body smothered her, the curve of her breasts pressing Katie’s chest, while soft, confident hands traced over Katie’s hips and cupped her ass in a possessive squeeze. Dani’s lips brushed Katie’s ear as she whispered, her voice thick with satisfaction. “You were such a delight to play with, my sweet girl.” Her breath was hot, her words dripping into Katie’s skin, making her shiver all over again.

For a long, unspoken moment, the four of them remained locked in those embraces—Kenton and Dani towering and dominant, Nate and Katie small and subdued, held firmly in place like trophies admired one last time. Then, with a lingering squeeze, the power couple released them.

There were quiet goodbyes, words that barely seemed necessary, and then Nate and Katie turned hand in hand, slipping out of Cabin 480. The cool hallway air rushed over them, sharp and bracing, pulling them back toward reality. Yet as they walked, shoulders brushing, every step heavy with aftershocks, they felt the eyes of others. Each couple they passed seemed to know, as though the raw humiliation and submission they had endured was etched plainly into their faces—an invisible mark that couldn’t be hidden, no matter how hard they tried.

Nate’s hand was clammy in Katie’s grip, his fingers trembling as they made their way back down the long hallway. The silence between them was heavy, almost suffocating. When they reached their own cabin, Nate fumbled with the key card, his hands shaking so badly he nearly dropped it twice before the door finally clicked open.

Inside, the room looked untouched, neat and pristine—a jarring contrast to the chaos they had just endured. Nate let out a shaky laugh that quickly died in his throat. “Man, they really... they really wore us out,” he muttered, his legs buckling as he collapsed onto the bed. His body felt both drained and raw, his ass aching with every shift, his chest tight with shame.

Katie slid in beside him, her body curling against his. “Yeah... a lot more intense than I thought it would be,” she said softly, though the glint in her eyes betrayed something else—a lingering thrill she couldn’t hide.

Nate groaned, covering his face with his hands. “I don’t... I don’t know if I can face them again.” The words spilled out before he could stop them, his voice small and broken.

Katie didn’t answer right away. Instead, she let her hand drift down, settling against the bulge in his shorts. Her touch made him jolt, his cock already hard, straining despite the humiliation written all over his face. “Shhh,” she whispered, her lips brushing his ear as her fingers slipped inside to wrap around his shaft. “Everything’s going to be fine. Just relax for me.”

Nate’s breath hitched. He wanted to protest, to tell her how ashamed he felt, but the words lodged in his throat as Katie began stroking him with practiced ease. His hips twitched helplessly, his cock leaking into her hand almost immediately.

“You know what I loved most tonight?” she murmured, her voice low, teasing, her strokes quickening. “I loved the way Kenton stretched me out with that huge black cock... the way I screamed when he filled me. God, Nate, it was so much better than I ever imagined.”

Nate let out a strangled moan, his body betraying him, his cock throbbing harder in her grip.

“And then,” Katie continued, her lips grazing his temple, “you licking me clean after... tasting me with his cum dripping out of me. That turned me on more than anything. My husband on his knees, worshipping me after another man fucked me.”

That was all it took. With a desperate groan, Nate came hard, spilling into Katie’s fist in less than thirty seconds, his body shuddering violently as his seed pumped out. The humiliation burned through him—cumming to the thought of his wife enjoying another man—but the release was undeniable, overwhelming.

Katie held him through it, milking every drop from his cock before letting him collapse back against the sheets. She brought her hand to her lips, licking a streak of his cum with a smirk. “See? You can’t deny it either,” she whispered, kissing the corner of his mouth.

Nate’s eyes fluttered shut, torn between shame and relief, exhaustion finally overtaking him. Katie curled into his side, her fingers lazily tracing circles over his chest as she closed her eyes too. The room was quiet again, but the echoes of what they had just confessed—through words, through actions—lingered in the air as they drifted into a restless sleep, the power couple from Cabin 480 heavy on both their minds.


Don't miss out!

Click the button below and you can sign up to receive emails whenever Melissa Morton publishes a new book. There's no charge and no obligation.

[image: Sign Me Up]

https://books2read.com/r/B-A-YUHFD-MCNXG

[image: books2read]


Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcVE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcVB.jpg
MELISSA MORTON

Tak

‘On Board

A White Husband's Fantasy Is More Brutal Than
He Imagined





OEBPS/image_rsrcVC.jpg
Sign Me Up!





OEBPS/image_rsrcVD.jpg
BOOKS 7)) READ





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright Page

		Regrets

		Wearing Thin

		Frozen

		Time Flies

		Taking The Plunge

		Frozen Again

		Closing In

		Real Power

		Submission

		True Humiliation

		Sign up for Melissa Morton's Mailing List




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118






