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Back in the heyday of adolescent
insecurities that was high school, my bully Joe McCall had this
thing about playing the tyrant. He was a giant of a kid - towering,
ebony-skinned, built like a truck. Joe was this stereotypical jock,
all padded up on the football field, while I was your
quintessential nerd, lost in the cacophony of the band.

Each time I managed to get a girl to
notice me, it was always, "Hey, Sam. How about you pass along her
digits? Let her experience what it's like with a real man, huh?"
And Joe would flash that fucking brilliant smile, like a predator
bearing his teeth after a particularly satisfying kill.

Gym class with Joe was always a
nightmare. "Hey, Sam! It's just push-ups, bro! Stop acting like
such a wimp!" But nothing could compare to the humiliation in the
showers after. That one time, Joe, surrounded by his meathead posse
from the football team, decided it was hilarious to point out my
flaccid white penis to the entire group.

"Goddamn, Sam! That's your dick?!" He
bellowed, erupting into laughter. "No wonder you can't keep a
girl!" Thus, the joke was born, my lack of endowment becoming a
punchline in the grotesque comedy of high school life. "Goddamn
Sam" stuck like a stubborn stain on a white shirt.

So, a heartfelt thanks for that,
Joe.

When we finally graduated, the thought
of never having to cross paths with Joe again was a comforting
blanket I wrapped myself in. The realization itself, of not having
to deal with his bullshit anymore, was one of the things I enjoyed
most about post-high school life.

Fast forward six
years.

Three days in Miami, Julia
and I had settled into a routine - beach by day, clubs by night.
One year into marriage and I was still hooked on her. She had
chestnut brown hair and an ass that thickened outward along the
curve of the cheeks. In a word, it was perfect.

Our love-making had been surprisingly
low-key since we checked into the South Beach hotel. For me, the
first round usually took it all out of me and it was usually 24
hours before I was back in the game. I often wondered if Julia
minded, but she never mentioned it.

After spending another day basking
under the Miami sun, we headed back to the hotel to freshen up.
Like every other guy on the beach, I couldn't help but ogle at her.
She wore a black bikini that barely contained her breasts,
highlighting not just the tops of her golden breasts, but the
pillowy sides and bottoms as well.

"What should I wear tonight, honey?"
Julia asked, rifling through the pile of clothes on the
bed.

"The black one?" I suggested. “With
the see-through stuff along the top?”

She stripped out of her bikini,
revealing a neatly trimmed patch of hair just above her succulent
pussy. I watched her walk naked to the closet and remove said dress
from the hanger. Her ass was flawless, not a dimple, not a
scratch.

As the dress slid over her head, her
hair bounced and settled around her shoulders in a tangle of
chestnut waves, lightly kissed by the sun. The dress, a semi-sheer
fabric, draped over her figure, hugging her curves in a sinful
display of womanhood. The top was sheer, revealing the faint shadow
of her nipples underneath. It clung to her breasts, highlighting
their roundness and fullness, before cinching at her
waist.

It then cascaded over her hips,
accentuating the enticing curve of her waistline before settling
around her thighs. The fabric, so soft and clinging, molded to her
like a second skin, outlining the rounded perfection of her rear,
giving just a hint of the cheek underneath. The dress was daring,
seductive - a perfect complement to her confident
demeanor.

She turned her back to me, looking
over her shoulder with a flirtatious smile, as she pulled the
zipper up, the sound oddly loud in the suddenly charged silence of
the room. The dress fitted her snugly, the zipper line accentuating
the erotic dip of her spine as it disappeared into the dip of her
lower back, where the dress ended, just short of fully covering her
glorious ass.

"More than ready," I replied, taking
her hand, ready to head out for an evening of fun and maybe, just
maybe, coax my libido back into action.

The libations were freely flowing, and
soon enough, we were ensnared in that peculiar, mesmeric fog that
descends after excessive consumption of alcohol and dancing. The
strobe lights in the club painted vivid, surreal patterns in the
air, a psychedelic kaleidoscope that pulsed with the thumping
music, making it difficult to keep Julia in my line of sight.
Intermittent bouts of vertigo would grip me, making the floor lurch
and spin beneath my feet.

I was acutely aware of the predatory
gazes that followed Julia on the dance floor. One lecherous fool
after another would slither up to her, beginning a lascivious grind
against her. They would promptly retreat when they became aware of
her unavailable status - that she was with me. Each failed attempt
further boosted my sense of gratification, of possessiveness
towards my wife.

The night was a dream so far, and I
was flying high.

I excused myself to the bathroom,
knowing it was foolish to leave Julia alone on the dance floor
looking the way she did, as drunk as she was. But perhaps I was
also curious about the state she would be in when I got back:
fighting off advances? Or waiting for me to do it for her? The
thought was thrilling.

I was coming back from the bathroom
when I saw them.

A towering, muscular man with skin as
black as onyx danced with Julia. His broad shoulders flexed and
relaxed with each beat of the music, catching the flashing lights
in a glossy sheen. He was at least a foot and a half taller than
her, and Julia and I are the same height. His hands were on her
hips, and there was no daylight between their bodies.

Julia didn’t seem to mind.
She pushed her ass back against him, grinding in time,
smiling.

A surge of adrenaline shot through my
veins, momentarily spiking my heart rate, but I quickly reigned in
the brewing storm of emotions. I knew how uninhibited Julia could
become when she was drunk - not in a malicious way, but a carefree,
jubilant way. This, I reminded myself, was not something to hold
against her.

With newfound resolve, I navigated the
chaotic dance floor, weaving between gyrating bodies and tipsy
patrons until I reached my wife. The closer I got, the more I could
see the man - this imposing, dark behemoth - in clearer detail. His
presence was magnetic, commanding, and his intense fixation on my
wife was troubling.

As I reached them, a breath away from
Julia, I craned my neck to look up.

The sight that met my eyes had my jaw
dropping to the floor. The colossal black figure grinding against
my wife wasn't just any man. No, he was...

"Sam! It's Goddamn Sam! Joe's voice
boomed over the pounding bass.

"Joe?" I stammered, my brain failing
to comprehend the twist of fate.

"Yeah, buddy! How's life been treating
you, Sammy?" His voice held a familiar joviality, his hands still
firmly positioned on Julia's hips. She turned to face me, a
question written clearly in her eyes.

"Life's been...good. Got married," I
said, my voice wavering slightly.

"Married, you say? And where's the
lucky lady hiding?" Joe's grin widened in amusement.

"Right here, Joe. Between us," I
clarified. His grin transformed into that signature shit-eating
smirk, the memories of high school torment flooding back in a
rush.

"Well, well," he drawled, stepping
back as Julia tactfully disentangled herself from his grasp. She
spun around so we both faced him. "You've definitely upgraded, Sam.
Your wife is absolutely stunning."

Julia blushed, casting her eyes
downwards. The compliment, as crude as it was, seemed to have
disarmed her momentarily. I stood there, at a loss for words,
gazing at the larger-than-life figure from my past who had
resurfaced in the most unexpected of ways.

"Joe," his name dropping from his lips
as he held out a hand as large as a bear paw to Julia. "And who do
we have here?"

"Julia," she responded, offering her
hand, which he seized to plant a quick kiss.

"You two know each other?" Julia
questioned, her eyes bouncing between Joe and me.

"Old pals," Joe replied, his chuckle
as arrogant as the rest of him. "Surprised he didn't yap about
me."

"High school," I grumbled, the words
lost in the pulsating beats of the club.

"Look," Joe leaned in, "I've got a VIP
booth upstairs. Came down 'cause I spotted something shiny." His
wink at Julia was as subtle as a sledgehammer. "Join
us."

He nodded upwards, where the VIP booth
shone like a beacon. Julia looked at me, her eyes sparkling with
anticipation.

"You'll enjoy it, Julia," Joe assured
her, his smile splitting his face.

I could've shut it down. I should've.
But we followed him upstairs.

The VIP was as pretentious as you'd
expect — glammed-up women, men who'd probably never seen the inside
of a thrift store, copious bottles, and more than a hint of
cocaine. Evidently, Joe was living large.

We slid into a booth next to him and
another guy — handsome, built, his white shirt straining against
well-defined muscles.

"Dominic," Joe gestured towards him.
"Meet Julia and Sam, an old buddy."

Dominic's gaze was frostier than
Joe's, his eyes boring into Julia. As we settled in, a wolfish grin
twisted his lips.

Seating arrangement: Dominic, Julia,
Joe, me. Perfect setup. For them. Julia was blissfully unaware,
lost in the thrill of the VIP experience.

"Waiter! More booze!" Joe bellowed.
The waiter almost tripped in his haste. "So, Sam," Joe’s gaze
pinned me, "where'd you catch a fox like Julia?"

His eyes roved over Julia, unspoken
propositions written all over his face. She blinked back at him,
stunned silent.

"We met in college," I began, unsure
if my voice even made it over the music, "Our final
year."

"Where'd you go?" Joe asked, dipping
back into the conversation as easily as he had maneuvered himself
into my life again.

"Julia," Dominic cut in, his voice
sharper than Joe's. "Why haven't I seen your face around
here?"

It was as if I had vanished into thin
air.

"Oh, we're just here for a vacation.
We're from Ohio," Julia giggled.

"Ohio?" Dominic repeated, incredulous.
He inched closer to Julia, an intimate invasion of her space.
"Why's a babe like you stuck in the deep freeze of Ohio? You ought
to be down here, soaking up the sun, mingling with Miami's
finest."

Julia blushed again, her eyes dancing
down to her drink. Dominic’s gaze followed the trajectory of her
blush.

"Exactly, Sam," Joe chimed in,
refilling Julia's glass. "Let her loose in the sunshine. Share the
wealth, man." His laughter infected Julia as she took a sip of her
drink.

Dominic started a low murmur, his
words lost in the club's beat. Joe turned back to me, his eyes
bright with mischief.

"So, Sam, how's life been treating
you?"

"Pretty standard, I guess. Work, work,
and more work."

"Can't relate," he chuckled. "I hung
my boots up last year."

"Wait, what?" I blinked in
surprise.

"Retired, my man," he said casually.
"Cashed in on a little startup I was running."

"You're...retired?" I repeated,
disbelieving.

"Indeed!" He cast a glance at Julia
and Dominic, huddled even closer now. "Just taking in the sights
these days, here, L.A., you know how it is."

Did he just...wink at me?

"I owe you one for this VIP splurge,
Joe. You've never been this nice," I laughed, half in
jest.

"What can I say, Sammy? Always
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