

    
        
          Pounded by Big Black Island Beasts

        

        
        
          Lillith Wilde

        

        
          Published by Lillith Wilde, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      POUNDED BY BIG BLACK ISLAND BEASTS

    

    
      First edition. July 6, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Lillith Wilde.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231522460

    

    
    
      Written by Lillith Wilde.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


	Celia stepped off the private charter boat, her sandals sinking into the warm, powdery sand of Isle de Rêve, an exclusive Caribbean resort known for its discretion and decadence. The tropical air kissed her skin, heavy with the scent of hibiscus and saltwater. She’d left behind her cheating husband, Mark, whose affairs had shredded their five-year marriage. This trip was her rebellion, her chance to reclaim herself. When booking, she’d hesitated only a moment before checking the box for “EXTRA services” on the resort’s cryptic online form, her heart racing with a mix of nerves and anticipation. She didn’t know exactly what it meant, but the promise of indulgence had been too tempting to resist.

Her suite at the Azure Haven Resort was a vision of luxury: floor-to-ceiling windows framing turquoise waves, a king-sized bed draped in white linens, and a private balcony where the ocean breeze teased her auburn hair. At thirty-two, Celia was striking, slim yet curvaceous, with emerald eyes and a smattering of freckles across her nose. Her body, barely concealed by a sheer sarong over a teal bikini, still bore the faint tan lines of her conservative life back home. She felt exposed, alive, and for the first time in years, free.

After unpacking, Celia craved a drink to soothe her jet-lagged nerves. She dialed room service, requesting a mango daiquiri and a light dinner. The voice on the other end, deep and smooth with a faint island lilt, promised delivery in twenty minutes. She lounged on the balcony, sipping the last of her complimentary champagne, when a knock startled her.

“Room service,” called a voice, rich and resonant.

Celia opened the door, and her breath caught. Two men stood before her, each a study in sculpted perfection. Donell, taller and broader, had skin like polished ebony, his shaved head gleaming under the hallway light. His white linen shirt clung to a chiseled chest, and his dark eyes held a knowing glint. Jason, leaner but equally commanding, had a warm mahogany complexion and dreadlocks tied back, his smile both charming and mischievous. They carried a silver tray with her order, but their presence felt like the real delivery.

“Good evening, Ms. Celia,” Donell said, his voice a low rumble as he stepped inside. “I’m Donell, and this is Jason. We’re here to ensure your stay is… unforgettable.”

Jason set the tray on the glass dining table, his gaze lingering on her. “You requested extra services,” he said, his tone teasing, “and we aim to please.”

Celia’s cheeks flushed. They were so straightforward. The “extra services” box had been a whim, a dare to herself, but now, faced with these two men, it felt like stepping off a cliff. 

