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preface






This novel is one of those stories that sat
with me for a long time. I wrote it in fits and starts over two
years. I started writing from a simple idea: a suburban couple
moves into a gentrifying neighborhood, where their neighbor sets
his sights on the pretty wife and that he must have her. Simple
stuff, but not so simple to write, it turns out. I thought this
would be a short, simple story. The characters had other ideas. The
story went off in a very different direction than how I conceived
it. There is a romance that I never anticipated, and it turned out
to be more of a story about the suburban couple, Jessica and Kyle,
than I’d thought it would be. I’m more than pleased with how this
turned out, and I hope you all have as much fun reading
Gentrified as I had writing it.

As always, heavy thanks go to Gary for
editing this book, and to Kenny Wright, who is always a sounding
board. And my very patient husband and kids, who are my life.
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Jess was running late and really didn’t want
to hear it from her mother. The worst part was that her mother
wasn’t saying anything she hadn’t heard before. This was the
standard lecture she got every time Kyle was away for work. Jess
snatched at her smooth leather briefcase and put it by the door
with the other bags.

“Mom, I don’t have time for this. You know
I’m okay now. I really need to get out the door,” she complained.
She called after Maddy again, but the toddler was enthralled by the
television.

“I’m sorry. I can’t help but worry when
you’re living down there and you’re home alone. Who knows what
could happen?”

“Bad things happen in the suburbs, too. I’m
going now. Goodbye, Mom.”

Jess ended the conversation and slipped her
phone into her bag, then called after her daughter, “Maddy, we have
to go now!”

“It’s not over yet,” the child
complained.

“You have to go to school, and mommy has to
get to work. Let’s go!”

If she was honest, Jess missed the days when
her mother arrived in the morning and watched Maddy all day while
she was at work, but when they moved into the city her mother made
it clear she was not going to be travelling down there to watch her
granddaughter—or for any other reason. Her mother said it was a
matter of convenience—it was only a ten-minute drive to their old
condo, their new house was about forty-five minutes away—but that
wasn’t the only reason—or the real reason. There were too
many of the wrong sort of people in their new neighborhood.

Kyle and Jess felt like they were going to
age prematurely and grow boring if they stayed in the suburbs. Kyle
had been renting a place downtown when they met and Jess had a
condo out in the suburbs. It made sense to move into her place when
they got married. But when Maddy was born it was clear they didn’t
have enough room. When it came time to look for something else,
Kyle pressed hard to move into the city. A lot of his friends were
buying places in the up and coming neighborhoods and if you were
willing to get a fixer-upper there were great deals to be had.
Sure, there were trade-offs, but Kyle argued it was worth it. He
reminded her they couldn’t afford much house out there in the
suburbs.

Jess saw it as an adventure. She was born
and raised in the suburbs and had gone away to Penn State for
college, but she and her friends had always gone into the city with
their fake IDs when they were younger. Going into the city was what
you did when you were looking for fun. She knew there were bad
parts, but she’d managed to avoid them for most of her life. After
college, she’d taken a job in the city with a nonprofit, which
exposed her to some of the city’s seedy side, but it was still
really at arm’s length. Jess agreed to look in the city, but they
would have to find something they were both comfortable with.

Maddy was corralled and wrestled into her
jacket. It was mid-spring, and the mornings were still crisp and
cool. Jess shrugged into the black jacket of her simple suit and
piled on the bags until she felt like a pack mule. They were out
the door only a few minutes late—a minor triumph.

The morning ritual wouldn’t be so bad if she
could take things out to the car and then run back into the house
and grab Maddy, but in the six months or so they’d been living in
the neighborhood Jess had never been able to find a parking spot
closer than half a block away. This morning she was looking at an
almost two block walk carrying their things and trying to hold
Maddy’s hand.

Jess still wasn’t used to stepping out the
front door right onto the sidewalk. Their house was on a narrowish
one-way street that was always parked up. Big, pretty trees lined
the sidewalks, which limited where you could park if you wanted to
open both car doors. The trees also raised segments of the
sidewalk, making the footing tricky—even in the low heels Jess wore
for work. Maddy pulled at her hand, eager to get to school, and
Jess struggled to keep up.

“Slow down, honey. This isn’t a race.”

“A race! A race!” Maddy called, pulling
harder.

They were almost to the car when Jess’s heel
caught on the uneven sidewalk and she lost her balance. She tried
in vain to stay upright, but with Maddy pulling it was impossible.
Jess cursed as she dropped half their things and went down hard on
one knee. A lightning strike of pain shot up her leg and she bit
her lip to stifle a cry.

“Mommy!” Maddy cried out.

“Hold on, Maddy,” she snapped. “You just
pulled mommy over.”

The little girl looked like she was going to
cry and Jess felt utterly defeated when a deep voice spoke from
above.

“Here, ma’am, let me help.”

Jess looked back over her shoulder to see a
huge, broad black man. It was like he’d materialized out of
nowhere. She had a fleeting moment of panic, of which she was not
proud. Had he been following her? She pushed those thoughts right
out of her head. Very much the suburban liberal do-gooder, Jess
didn’t want to think she had a racist bone in her body. The whole
reason she went to work for the non-profit was because she knew
people of color did not get a fair shake from society. She looked
away, hoping he did not see her initial response to his presence in
her eyes, and only looked back when she was sure it was gone.

“I think I have everything under control,”
she said.

“It don’t look like it. Here, I’ll get
that.”

He took her briefcase and tote bag, both of
which had slipped from her shoulder when she went down. Her purse
was on her other arm and hung in the crook of her elbow. He also
offered his hand, so large it dwarfed hers, and she took it. Jess
felt no strain at all when he helped her to her feet.

“Thanks. I don’t know why they won’t fix the
sidewalks around here. We’ve been complaining for months.”

He chuckled. It was a deep, warm, friendly
sound. “You’re going to find that the city don’t hop to when people
in this neighborhood ask for things. You all coming down here ain’t
changed that yet.”

Even though the stranger was smiling, she
felt that sting of resentment that she’d encountered from other
neighborhood long-timers. She understood that gentrification could
have its negative side effects, but she did not understand why
people wouldn’t want the neighborhood to improve. She smiled,
flashing perfect white teeth with the hint of a cute overbite, and
said, “I’m Jess.”

“I’m Winston.”

“Hello, Winston,” Maddy said, looking up at
the man like he was a superhero.

“Hello little girl. I think you and your
momma need some help.”

Maddy nodded.

“I think I have it now,” Jess said, wincing
when she flexed her knee. She looked down to find her pantyhose
were ruined—she’d have to shed those in the office—and her knee was
bloodied.

“That don’t look good. You should clean it
up,” Winston said.

Jess laughed. “I feel like a little girl
with a skinned knee.”

“Got to be good to those knees. You need
them,” he said.

Jess thought she caught a sexual innuendo
there, but that couldn’t be true. Winston seemed nice so far. He
wouldn’t do something like that in front of her daughter. She said,
“I’d run back in and clean it up, but I really am running
late.”

“I’ll help you to your car anyway.” It
didn’t sound like a suggestion, but really, she was happy for the
help.

Winston carried the bags and held her arm
and it was nice to feel protected. It was something she didn’t
always feel from her husband. Of course, being beside Winston was
like being next to a wall of granite—a feeling Kyle did not
project. Kyle was about five-foot-nine and averagely built. Winston
was well over six feet and broad. They reached the car, a late
model Volvo, and he took the keys and opened the rear hatch to
place the bags. Then he held the door for her while she leaned in
and got Maddy strapped in to the car seat. He stayed very close and
instead of being concerning, his presence remained reassuring. It
made Jess realize just how much she missed Kyle when he was away.
She also realized that her skirt had ridden up a little too far in
that position, and she hoped she was not flashing her new friend.
Once Maddy was strapped in, Winston held the door for her and Jess
slid into the driver’s seat.

“Make sure you take care of that knee,” he
said.

“I will. I promise.”

He leaned down to look into the backseat.
“You be good little girl. Listen to your momma.”

“Okay, Winston,” Maddy said.

“If you need anything, I’m just down the
street,” he said, pointing back up the block. Jess realized he was
almost across the street from their house—just a few doors up.

“We’re on the same block. We just moved in a
few months ago. I’m Jessica. My husband is Kyle.”

“Then I’ll be seeing you around, Jessie. Be
good.”

Jess couldn’t help but smile and let the
Jessie go. No one had called her that since she was a little
girl. There was something almost paternalistic about Winston, even
though they were about the same age—around thirty—she guessed. “I
will.” He closed the door and she let the clutch out and drove off.
They had made friends with some of the other newer residents, but
she was happy to have finally met someone truly from the
neighborhood who seemed nice.
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Winston watched the car pull away, then
started whistling as he turned back to walk home. That blonde girl
was quite a piece of ass. She was even prettier up close than he’d
thought when he first noticed her. The reason he’d been outside was
because he wanted a better look, so when he saw her leaving he
thought it was a good time to walk up to the bodega on the corner
and get a newspaper. It was fate that brought them together.

Jessica was tall—she had to be around
five-seven—but she was a trim little thing. He bet he could almost
get his big hands all the way around that little waist of hers. He
liked a woman with a tight body who still had curves. That ass
looked sweet when she was bent over at the car. And when she was on
her knees, his head filled with all sorts of ideas. If the little
girl wasn’t there he just might have knotted his fingers in
Jessica’s pretty blonde hair and fed her his cock. He wondered how
much she could take. Winston bet she could learn to take all of it.
Now that he’d been introduced, he made it his plan to find out.

Over the next couple months, Winston kept an
eye on Jessica. Not in a stalker kind of way—he never followed
her—he just kept generally aware of her comings and goings and
tried to learn her routine so he could find excuses to run into
her. He would have loved to get her alone to work his magic, but
she always had the kid with her. Winston liked the kid—she seemed
cute and bright, but it would be hard to seduce the mommy with a
toddler always in tow.

It did not take long for Winston to realize
that Jessica’s husband was away for at least a few days every
month. The husband seemed to be away for about a week toward the
end of the month. Winston loved that. Even when the husband was
home he worked long hours. He left about an hour before Jessica and
was usually home at least an hour after her. It would give him the
opening he needed. A woman like Jessica, left alone in the big, bad
city, would feel vulnerable and be looking for a shoulder to cry
on. Winston would be that shoulder.

He didn’t wish her harm. Winston just wanted
to be Jessica’s lover. If she could keep it from her husband no one
would get hurt. Hell, maybe he was one of those husbands who was
into watching other men fuck his wife. Winston didn’t get that at
all, but he’d take advantage of it if that was the case. Or maybe
the guy had a mistress he saw on those work trips and he just
wouldn’t mind his wife screwing someone else too. Winston couldn’t
imagine that either. If he had a piece of ass like Jessica waiting
in his bed he would want to keep her to himself—no matter what
else, he might be doing on the side.

Watching Jessica was fun. He loved the way
she dressed for work. Winston knew she left around 8:00, so he
always made sure he was by the window then. As the weather was
turning warmer, she no longer wore coats over her work suits. He
liked that. Jessica’s suits were mostly the same—a jacket and
skirt, some type of blouse or sweater. The skirts mostly fell an
inch or so above the knee and flattered her ass when she moved.
They were just short enough that they weren’t frumpy, but also were
not inappropriate. Jess usually wore her straight, silky blonde
hair down, but sometimes it was up in a cute ponytail. And
sometimes she wore these dark, tortoiseshell -framed glasses that
made her look much more serious.

The real fun was when she went to work out.
At first, Winston didn’t even realize she was going out a few
evenings a week. She only did it when her husband was home. Jessica
left late, dressed in yoga pants and tight Spandex tank top. If it
was chilly she wore a light jacket, but he could still see what an
incredible body she had. She carried a yoga mat and a gym bag and
was always gone at least a couple hours. It made sense that she
went to the gym, because her ass was flawless.

Winston gave it about a month, and then put
his plan into motion. To do this right, he’d have to play the long
game, but he was a patient man. At first, he would just be sitting
on his stoop drinking his morning coffee when Jessica came out with
the kid in the morning. He would wave and the girls would wave
back—Maddy enthusiastically. That helped. He knew that the girl
liking him would put the mom at ease. He thought that made the
difference when the girls began crossing the street on the way to
the car. Maddy would stop to say hi to him, even though Jessica
insisted they were running late—every morning. Winston made sure to
focus on the girl, almost saying hi to Jessica as an
afterthought—though he always stole a look at her legs. Jessica
began to talk more, too, asking how his day was. It was all
perfectly innocent. Baby steps, he reminded himself. Baby
steps.
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Jess smiled when she saw Winston. He had
become a staple of their morning routine. Maddy just had to stop
and say hi to him, but he hadn’t been out there for a couple days.
Maddy had been concerned, but Jess explained that they didn’t know
him well enough to just go knock on his door and see if he was
okay. Besides, she didn’t know how she would explain that to Kyle.
It was all innocent of course, but it would be strange for her to
go knock on their single neighbor’s door to see how he was. Jess
assumed Winston was single. She’d never seen any women coming or
going from his place—not that she kept tabs on him.

“Winston, where were you?” Maddy asked,
stopping in front of him.

“It’s all good, little girl. Just got a
little busy with work and school,” he said, smiling broadly. Jess
thought he had the warmest, nicest smile. It always set her at
ease, and she realized that maybe she’d missed their neighbor
too.

“School? You’re too big for school!” Maddy
insisted.

“You're never too big for school. Always got
to keep learning,” he replied.

“That’s right honey. Lots of grownups go to
school,” Jess said. “You know, I don’t think you’ve ever said what
you do.” She hoped he didn’t take it the wrong way and think she
was implying he didn’t work.

“I get a stipend for school—I go online. I
was in the Marines, so I get money for school. And sometimes I
bounce for a friend who has a club.”

“That must be interesting. You probably see
all sorts of things,” she replied.

“Sometimes. It’s mostly breaking up fights
and dragging drunk people outside.”

“Be careful,” Jess said, laying a hand on
his shoulder. He felt impossibly solid. She had to admit, she liked
it. It had been some time since Kyle was in that kind of shape.
Hours behind a desk had transformed her husband. She still thought
Kyle was a sexy man, but he was not built like Winston.

“I know how to take care of myself, Jessie,”
Winston assured her.

“If you get hurt me and mommy will come over
and take care of you,” Maddy said.

“That’s very sweet, honey,” Jess said.

“If I need to, I’ll be sure to call you
guys.”

“We really need to get moving,” Jess
informed her daughter. “Mommy cannot be late again.”

Maddy pulled a face, but Winston reassured
her, “Don’t worry, little girl. I’ll be seeing you soon.”

It was the oddest thing, but Jess had the
sense that Winston was watching them as they walked away—or more
specifically her. She knew she was being silly. Winston had
never been anything but friendly. Jess was not conceited, but she
was pretty enough that she knew what it felt like when a man showed
real interest, and she’d never gotten that vibe from their
neighbor. Besides, skinny white girls like her were probably not
his type.
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“Do we have to go out to your parents’
tonight?” Kyle asked. Jess loved him, but it amazed her that a
grown man could whine like that.

“I promised her. She complains that we
barely see her anymore.”

“She could always come see us.”

“You know that’s not going to happen,
Kyle.”

He just grumbled in response.

It was a beautiful day to be in the park.
The weather seemed to have gone from being cold to hot and humid
earlier in the spring and Jess thought it would go right from
winter to summer, but the humidity had broken and it was sunny
without being oppressive. She and Kyle sat on a bench watching as
Maddy played with other kids in the playground. He tried to jump up
at every disagreement, but Jess restrained him, assuring Kyle that
it was important for kids to work things out for themselves. He’d
always been a fixer. It was one of the things she loved about
him.

The park had fallen into disuse over the
years, but the new residents had formed a committee to raise funds
and buy new equipment and restore the square to its former glory.
One of the things Jess liked about living in the city were these
little gems. It was a pleasant surprise to find a nice park amid
all of the row houses and former industrial buildings that weren’t
too far away. A hundred years ago, these had been nice middle-class
neighborhoods where the factory workers raised their families, but
as the jobs left over the decades so did the people who could
follow them.

It had only been in the last several years
that younger people had started moving in, trying to restore the
area. There were clashes of course. Some of the locals didn’t like
the interlopers, while some of the newcomers were aloof and saw the
longtime residents as a nuisance. Jess wouldn’t say Kyle was aloof,
but he did resent the old-timers’ resentment. Kyle noted ruefully
that while the people who’d been living there resented their
presence, they didn’t mind using the nice new things they brought
with them—like the park. Jess told him to keep his opinions to
himself. She knew they could sound racist, even if that was not his
intent.

“We should call her bluff. Tell your mom
that if she doesn’t come down here she’s never going to see her
granddaughter again,” Kyle said.

“She loves Maddy, but that might not go in
our favor.”

Kyle smirked. “That depends on what you
consider our favor.”

“You like my mom,” she insisted, smacking
him on the arm.

“Of course I do, but the only reason she
doesn’t want to come down here is that she doesn’t want to get that
close to black people.”

“She’s says it’s the crime. You know how
older people get.”

“Crime is code for black, which is racist.
Come on, your dad isn’t any better. They think I’ve taken their
precious little daughter down here to live with the natives.”

“Shhh.” Jess looked around, but no one was
close. “There have been three car break-ins on the block in the
last month, and that woman was almost attacked a few blocks over.
They aren’t entirely wrong about the crime.

Kyle put his arm around her shoulders. “Are
you scared, babe?”

“I’m just saying it’s not the same as living
out in Kingston, that’s all. That sort of thing didn’t happen out
there.”

“They have crime in the suburbs, Jess.”

“You don’t have to be a condescending jerk
about it. I’m just saying it’s different and my parents are allowed
to be concerned. And I’ll admit it, I don’t like it when you’re
away.”

“I don’t like it either, but it’s my job.
Hopefully it will earn me the promotion and I won’t have to go out
to Chicago anymore. But we have the alarm, and Chaz is just a
couple blocks over. You can always call him if you have a problem
when I’m not there.”

“Sure,” Jess replied unenthusiastically. She
did not like his friend Chazz. She always felt him staring at her,
checking her out when he was around. He’d even made a pass at her
back at a college party years ago, but she’d never told Kyle. Jess
didn’t want to make trouble. She didn’t like conflict.

“Mommy, Daddy, look who it is!” Maddy
called.

Jess looked up to see their daughter
dragging a smiling Winston across the park. Kyle looked concerned.
He had not met their neighbor yet. For some reason, she hoped
Winston hadn’t noticed their disagreement.

“Winston, hi, how are you?” Jess said,
standing from the bench. Kyle stood as well and she quickly moved
to introduce the men. “Sweetheart, this is Winston. He’s our
neighbor.”

“I’m across the street and a few doors up,”
Winston said. He offered his hand.

“Kyle,” Kyle simply said.

Jess couldn’t miss the weird vibe between
the men, and it looked like Kyle was puffing his chest out as they
shook hands. Kyle flexed his hand like he needed to loosen it when
he took it back.

“How, uh, do you guys know each other?” Kyle
asked, looking to his wife.

“He saved us, Daddy,” Maddy piped in.

“It was something like that. Remember when I
fell and hurt my knee? Well, Winston was outside and he came over
to help us. He helped me up off the ground and then carried our
things to the car. We were lucky he was there,” Jess said.

“I guess I need to thank you for rescuing my
girls,” Kyle said, putting his arm around Jess’s waist. Jess caught
the emphasis her husband put on the my.

“It ain’t no thing, man. Anyone would do the
same thing,” Winston said. If he sensed any hostility from Kyle, he
didn’t show it.

“No really, a lot of people just look the
other way,” Kyle pressed.

“That’s not how I was raised. You got to
take care of your neighbors, man.”

“I’m not sure everyone around here feels the
same way. No offense.”

Jess wanted to bury her face in her hands.
She hoped Winston was as easygoing as he seemed.

“It’s cool. Try not to let the neighborhood
get in your head, man. People hate change, even good change. They
all feel like you looking down on them and want them out so you can
move in the rest of y’all.”

“I moved down here because I don’t want my
kid growing up in some lily-white suburb,” Kyle said.

“Hey, there’s nothing wrong with that,” Jess
protested.

“It’s all good,” Winston said. He looked at
Jess, stopping just short of staring. “You turned out good.”

“I just want Maddy to be comfortable around
everyone,” Kyle said.

“People down here just feel like you takin’
away something. I say good. A lot of what y’all takin’ away was
sh…” Winston looked down at Maddy and stopped short.

Maddy crashed into Jess’s legs and the
mother leaned down to hug her daughter.

“That’s cool, man. Hey, seriously, I’m glad
you were there for the girls. I owe you a beer,” Kyle said. He
seemed to have relaxed—slightly.

“You got Colt .45?” Winston asked. He
watched Kyle turn pale and then burst out laughing. “Just f’ing
with you, man. We cool.”

“I think we should get going,” Jess said.
“It’s almost lunch time.”

“Yeah, we should probably head out,” Kyle
agreed. “It was great meeting you, Winston.”

The men shook hands again and the family
started to walk away.

“I’ll see you Monday morning,” Jess called
over her shoulder.

“Monday morning?” Kyle asked.

“Oh, we see Winston every morning. He’s
sitting out on his steps when we leave.”

“He’s cool, Daddy.”

“Funny how you never mentioned that.”

Jess shot him a green-eyed glare. “You’re
not jealous are you? That would be insane.”

“Hey, I need to look after what’s mine,” he
replied. Kyle could only hold the serious look for a moment before
breaking up. “Seriously, he seemed nice.”

“He is.”

“Maybe you should take him to your parents’
and I could stay home.”

Jess laughed. “My mother would love that.
She’d yell to Dad to get the shotgun.”

“No dark hands will ever touch their
lilywhite daughter.”

“Winston is not touching me
regardless.”

“You’re a little touchy. And hey, you’re
blushing.”

Jess looked away. Despite the warm day, she
could feel the heat on her pale cheeks, but she couldn’t explain
it. “I am not,” she lied.

“I’m just teasing you, honey.”

“Well, it’s not funny. And my parents aren’t
racist, not really. They just don’t know any better. I bet if they
met someone like Winston they’d like him just like you do.”

“Maybe. If they ever come down to our house,
we’ll have to invite him over,” Kyle teased.

“Sure. We’ll all have brunch.”
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Winston watched the family leave the park
and thought the first meeting with the husband went well. It was
important that Kyle liked him and didn’t feel threatened. This
would all go better if Kyle thought of him as a friend. Kyle seemed
like a nice enough guy. He just had a chip on his shoulder about
not being accepted. Winston understood that. Kyle would have been
really pissed if he knew what everyone said about the
carpetbaggers—that’s what his friends called the hipsters moving
in—when they were in private.

It was helpful to see the couple together.
He had just assumed that there had to be some strain on the
marriage because Kyle was so wrapped in work, but that might not
have been so. If they were perfectly happy—something Winston had
not seen in too many couples—he wouldn’t have had an in. But he
could tell they were arguing about something when Maddy brought him
over. It could have been nothing, but it could be something he
could work with. He would have to do more digging. Jessica looked a
bit embarrassed by Kyle’s behavior, and that was definitely
something he could work with. It was always easy to manipulate
white Liberal guilt.

Winston sized Kyle up and wondered if he was
taking care of things in the sack. He wasn’t a big guy, and he was
away often enough that Jessica had to be left wanting. They had
probably been married long enough for Kyle to start taking her for
granted, too. Based on their ages, and Maddy’s, Winston guessed
they were probably married for five or six years. That was long
enough for the couple to have settled into a routine. Winston was
just the man to shake Jessica out of that routine. She wouldn’t
know what hit her.

Damn, she was sexy. He’d tried not to be
obvious—he hoped his sunglasses helped—but he could not help
checking Jessica out the entire time. Her V-necked t-shirt was snug
enough to show the swell of her breasts, but he got his best look
at them when she leaned down for her daughter. He saw all the way
down to her lavender bra, and Jessica had nice tits for such a thin
girl. If she weren’t so innocent, he might have thought they were
fake—small implants. And her baggy cut-off shorts didn’t hide what
a nice ass she had. He couldn’t wait to tap that ass. He was
confident now that Kyle would not be much of a challenge. He just
had to work it right. Hell, maybe he could even convince that boy
that he should be fucking his wife. How badly did he want to be
accepted?

Winston turned to walk away and walked smack
into his boy DeSean.

“What’s up with that?” DeSean asked.

“What’s up with what?”

“You ain’t goin’ bousie, are you?”

Winston laughed heartily. “Yeah, man, I’m
gonna meet them at the country club for drinks later. You boys need
to chill on the new people.”

“They don’t belong, but they all struttin’
around like they own the place.”

“Chill, my brother. They want the same
things you do, they just have the money to get it.”

“Why they got to change everything?”

Winston put his large arm over his friend’s
shoulder as they walked. “You got to look at the big picture. These
fools come in and spend a lot of money. They make everything nice.
Then when you ready to move, you can sell your house for three
times as much. In the meantime, there are lots of naïve people to
take advantage of. You got to look at the positives.”

“But what about people like my grams? She
don’t wanna move, but the way the taxes go up, she can’t stay.”

“First of all, you got to get schooled. They
got programs for that shit. You know what an abatement is?”

“What the fuck is that?” DeSean asked.

This is what exasperated Winston. Fools who
didn’t bother bettering themselves. Too many people were content to
just go through every day, living their lives, never thinking of
the future. Winston was always thinking of the future, and that was
why he made sure he understood what was going on. And being smart
meant that he could have the things he wanted. It meant he could
bed fine women like Jessica, because he knew how to work the world
around him. But guys like DeSean—a nice guy, a guy he loved to hang
out on the corner and get high with—would never get it.

“It’s a city program. I’ll talk to your
grams about it. Keeps the taxes low,” Winston said.

“No shit?”

“Yeah, no shit.” He tapped DeSean on the
temple. “You got to use this, man.”

“Okay, but what that got to do with you
hangin’ with those people?”

“Did you see that blonde?”

“The white girl? Yeah, she was nice. Kinda
skinny, but pretty.”

“You got to really look at that ass. It’s
sweet. Her name is Jessie. And I’m gonna tap that ass.”

“What makes you think she gonna fuck a
ghetto brother like you?” DeSean laughed.

“’Cause I got the rap. Trust me, when I got
her ready, that white girl is going to be begging for my black
dick.”

DeSean slapped his hand into Winston’s. “You
do that, you got to let me get a piece.”

“No doubt,” Winston replied, but he wasn’t
so sure. He hadn’t been shy about sharing neighborhood hos in the
past, but he thought he might want to keep something special like
Jessica all to himself. He was thinking about how she might taste
as they walked out of the park.
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The drive out to the suburbs was like
travelling to another world, and part of Jess missed it. She liked
the quiet streets and big lawns and the peace. She didn’t think it
was better than where she lived now, it was just what she was used
to. She was sure that someone like Winston would probably find her
old neighborhood just as alien.

Her parents still lived in the house she
grew up in. It was a large white house with a sweeping front lawn
and brick path leading to a warm red front door that matched the
shutters. The backyard was so large that the in-ground pool didn’t
make it feel crowded. It was like the motion picture ideal of the
suburban home, the kind found in movies like Risky Business
or Home Alone. Jess had an idyllic childhood there, and she
wondered what Maddy’s childhood would be like with no front lawn to
run in, and only a postage-stamp sized backyard.

“You look too skinny,” her mother said, upon
greeting them at the door. It was the same thing she had been
saying to Jess since she was a teenager. Her mother was not heavy,
but shorter and rounder. Jess had inherited her father’s naturally
athletic build. It was only childbirth that had finally filled out
her curves. Jess leaned down and hugged her mother.

“It’s good to see you too, Mom,” Jess
replied. She stepped aside so Maddy could hug her grandmother. Kyle
followed his girls.

“Diane,” he said, giving his mother-in-law a
quick kiss on the check.

“Kyle,” she said coolly. “Howard is in the
sunroom.”

Diane and Kyle had never really gotten
along. Diane never really thought he was good enough for her
daughter, and when he made the decision to move the family into the
city it confirmed every bad thing she’d ever thought about him. She
was polite enough to avoid making an issue of it, but the tension
and the little sniping comments drove Jess crazy. Kyle and her
father got along much better. Howard had worked hard to earn his
money, so he appreciated Kyle’s drive. Howard appreciated what Kyle
wanted to do with investing in the house, but he didn’t like his
little girl living down there any more than her mother did.

Kyle passed through the foyer and back
through the house, with Maddy chasing him. Her grandfather always
had at least a dollar for her. Jess and her mother wandered back
into the house, but diverted toward the kitchen. The wonderful
smells of roasted chicken and the sides filled the kitchen. Jess
saw the open bottle of wine on the counter and got herself a
glass.

“How are collections for the flea market
going?” Jess asked. She found it best to stick to small talk with
her mother.

“Good. The church thinks we’re going to
outraise what we did last year. You know, if there are any groups
down where you live that could use a donation…”

“I’m sure there are some, but it’s not as
bad as you think, Mom. It’s not like there are beggars on the
corners.”

“I wouldn’t know.”

“That’s because you won’t visit. Maddy’s
birthday party is coming soon. You’re going to come to that,
right?”

“I thought we could have that here.”

Jess had to concede that it would be easier
logistically, but she really wanted their house to be their home.
Besides, Maddy would want her friends from preschool there, and
they were not going to traipse all the way out there. “I don’t
think that will work for us, Mom.”

Diane pulled a face. “You’ll have to try and
convince your father to go down there then.”

“I will talk to Dad.”

Diane refilled her wine and changed the
subject. “I saw Nicole’s parents in church last Sunday. They said
she’s doing wonderfully.”

“She is. The new job is going great and she
just closed on her townhouse. She’s really excited.”

Nicole was Jess’s best friend since
kindergarten. They had been inseparable from the time they met.
Nicole had also always been the devil on Jess’s shoulder—despite
the perfect, butter-wouldn’t-melt-in-my-mouth façade she’d always
presented to Jess’s parents. Nicole had been very supportive of the
move—for Jess, not herself. Nicole said she couldn’t wait to go
down to the up and coming neighborhood to hang out, but she
couldn’t imagine living there.

“I hear the townhouse is wonderful. The
development has a lovely pool and gym. And there are three
bedrooms. Plenty of room for a young family,” Diane said.

“I haven’t been up to check it out yet, but
I’m sure it’s lovely,” Jess agreed, thinking, It’s also probably
twice what we paid for our house.

“Oh, it is. It is.”

Jess knew damn well her mother had not seen
it.

The family gathered around the dinner table.
Jess hoped it would go smoothly and that they could avoid any
touchy topics, but that was too much too hope for. They were only a
few minutes in before the subject of the new house came up. At
least her father tried to be positive about it.

“How are the renovations coming?” Howard
asked.

“The kitchen is done, and we have a lot of
the living room done. We haven’t really touched the upstairs yet,
except to rip down wallpaper and paint Maddy’s room,” Kyle
answered.

“It’s pink!” the little girl announced.

“Yes, it’s a very pretty pink,” Jess agreed.
The modern woman in her bristled when her daughter declared she
wanted a pink bedroom, but she didn’t think it was right to force
her choices on her child. It was something Jess was particularly
sensitive to.

“You have to see it, Mom Mom.”

“I’m sure it’s lovely, dear,” Diane
answered.

“It sounds like you’re making quick
progress,” Howard said between bites.

“We still have a long way to go. It doesn’t
always feel that way,” Jess replied.

“It’s a long term project, for sure. Part of
it is just cash flow, of course. If we had endless funds we could
hire a team of contractors and bust it right out, but you know…”
Kyle explained.

“We’ll get it all done. We want to do
whatever work we can ourselves. Learning is part of the fun,” Jess
said, mostly sincere.

“Living in a construction zone must be
terrible. It’s like the house is never clean,” Diane said.

“We are managing fine. It takes some getting
used to, but it’s really not so bad.”

Jess forced a tight smile. Living in a torn
up house was harder to get used to than she implied. The kitchen
was virtually unusable for over a month, and every time she had to
microwave chicken nuggets Jess felt like a terrible mother. The
wallpaper had been ripped down in their bedroom and the walls were
damaged and ugly. The upstairs bathroom was terrible, but she
didn’t know when they would get to redoing that. Money wasn’t the
only problem. With Kyle’s work schedule, he just was not around
enough to get the work done. It was fun to learn how to do the home
improvements, but Jess would have been just as happy to pay someone
to just get everything done. But she would never let her mother
know all of those frustrations. Jess was determined to put on the
brave face.

“The house is going to be awesome when we’re
done, trust me,” Kyle said.

“I saw the pictures of the kitchen. It’s
beautiful,” Howard said.

“Thanks, Dad,” Jess replied.

“I hope no one saw those nice appliances
going in there,” Diane snorted.

“Mother! Really. The neighbors are not going
to break in and steal our refrigerator.”

“You never know. You probably have the
nicest things on the block.”

“Mom,” Jess warned. She was starting to lose
her patience with her mother.

“Let’s be honest, dear. It’s not like you’re
living in the best area,” Howard chimed in.

“You too, Dad? We do not live on some street
of crack houses,” Jess protested.

“Four more of the houses on our block have
been sold. We’re getting some great new neighbors,” Kyle added.

“It’s not just the new people. The people in
our neighborhood are perfectly nice. They’re just like anyone
else.”

“Jess should know. She’s started making
friends,” Kyle said, with a self-satisfied smile.

“Really?” Diane commented, eyebrows
raised.

“I met one of her new friends today. His
name is Winston and he lives across the street. Very friendly,”
Kyle said.

“He’s like a superhero,” Maddy chimed
in.

“I see,” Diane said.

Jess could see the horror on her mother’s
face as she imagined her lily white daughter and granddaughter with
a black man from the ghetto. She was sure her mother pictured some
dark hulk with gold chains and his pants hanging down. Jess
clenched her fists and took a deep breath. She did not want to be
snappish.

“Winston is a great guy. He was in the
Marines, he’s going to school. He’s really great to Maddy when we
see him. He’s nicer than Mr. Madsen ever has been,” Jess said,
referring to a neighbor up the street, who she knew her mother
hated.

“But you have to admit it, Jessie. It is not
the greatest area,” Howard said. He always resorted to
Jessie when he wanted to condescend. She gritted her teeth.
“Wasn’t the car broken into the first month you lived there? Your
mother and I are not wrong to be concerned.”

“But it’s also not as bad as you think,
Howard,” Kyle defended. “There are pockets, and we’re in one of
them. We have the alarm, too. I wouldn’t have the girls there if it
wasn’t safe.”

Jess hated it when her husband lumped her in
with their daughter as the girls. She was not a girl.
She felt like no one at that table took her seriously. They saw her
as do-gooder Jessica, unrealistic about the world—someone who
needed looking after. No one took into account that she managed a
multi-million-dollar budget at her nonprofit.

“It is a changing neighborhood, and it’s
changing for the better. If we want things to get better, we have
to do something, rather than just talking about it. Kyle and I are
part of that,” Jess argued passionately.

“I’m proud of the work you do, sweetheart,”
Howard said.

“It’s not just that, Dad. I want to live my
life like it matters.”

“Amen,” Kyle said.

Jess shot him a look. She knew he agreed
with her—mostly—but he just liked getting a little dig in.

“Is anyone ready for dessert?” Diane asked,
putting an end to the discussion.
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“That went well,” Kyle said, as he navigated
the car back into the city.

“You could have been more helpful.” Jess was
still annoyed, and a little drunk. The more her mother got on her
nerves, the more wine she’d had.

“Your parents are who they are. Nothing I
say is going to change their mind. And I don’t want to say anything
that’s going to make your mother like me less.”

“You don’t need to worry about that,” she
replied, and smiled.

Jess glanced into the back seat and found
Maddy dead to the world, her head hanging at an awkward angle. She
always wondered how that could possibly be comfortable. If Jess let
her head hang like that she’d have been sore for a week.

Just thinking about it made her stretch in
her seat. Her skirt rode up past her knees and she was about to
smooth it back down when she noticed Kyle looking at her long legs.
Jess decided to leave it as it was. They were so busy anymore it
felt like some of the heat had left their marriage. The sex was
still great. They just didn’t have it often enough.

“I keep hoping she’ll come around,” Kyle
said.

“I wouldn’t hold your breath. Not going to
happen, unless you make your fortune and buy a huge house in the
suburbs.”

“You’re good with what we’re doing,
right?”

“I’ll admit, it took some getting used to.
After I thought about it, I was all for the idea. The reality has
been a bit more challenging. But I’m happy Maddy isn’t going to
grow up in a world where she’s surrounded by people just like
her—the way I did.”

“Yeah, she’s got great new friends, like
Winston. Every four-year-old should have a big, black guy for a
friend.”

Jess squinted and stared at him. “Does it
matter that he’s black?”

“No, not really. Of course not. You know me
better than that. Would I have even moved us down there if I was a
racist? It was just a little bit of a shock to see Maddy dragging
that guy over to us.”

“You’re being territorial.”

“Nah. I don’t know. Maybe. I wish I was
around more. I should have known you’re making friends with the
neighbors, that’s all. I should be paying more attention.”

She couldn’t argue with that, and teased,
“Or maybe you’re a little jealous, seeing another man paying
attention to us.”

Kyle barked out a laugh. “Really? You’re
going there.”

“Mmmhmm. Looks that way to me.” Jess enjoyed
teasing him, maybe too much.

“I am not jealous that Maddy has a neighbor
looking out for her.”

“But…”

“But what?”

“You didn’t say anything about me.”

“I’m not jealous about you either, okay.
Although…”

“Yes?” Jess turned in her seat and rubbed
his arm. It was probably the wine, but this conversation was
getting fun.

“I’m pretty sure he was checking you out in
the park, so maybe I should be jealous.” Kyle gave her a sideways
look.

Jess hoped it was dark enough in the car
that he couldn’t see her crimson cheeks. She hated how easily she
blushed. Kyle was crazy. Winston had never said or done anything
remotely inappropriate. She’d never so much as caught him checking
out her butt. Winston was nothing but a friend. But perhaps a
healthy dose of jealousy would get Kyle’s attention.

“Do you really think so?” she asked.

“Yeah, I do. When a guy has a hot wife he
knows what it’s like when other guys are checking her out.”

“So I’m hot now?”

“You’ve always been hot, Jess. Don’t be coy.
You know it.”

“I’m not ugly, but I swear, I don’t think
about being hot. I’m just a mom, and someone’s wife.”

“So when men pay attention to you, you never
notice?”

Jess smiled playfully. “I didn’t say
that.”

“But you haven’t noticed Winston checking
you out?”

“Nope. Sorry.”

“Trust me, hon. Guys like that don’t just
strike up friendships with beautiful women. Even if he never does
anything, trust me, he’s thought about it.”

“You’re really being silly now.”

“Come on. That dude has pictured you naked,
Jess.”

“Kyle!”

Jess was a very deep crimson now. Her
husband was insane. Winston was not sitting around picturing her
naked—was he? No, he couldn’t be. But if he did, well, it would be
flattering. Winston was a very attractive man—she might even go as
far as sexy—and she was sure he didn’t have trouble getting women.
It didn’t seem likely he would be thinking about his neighbor with
the skinned knee, who always had a kid in tow. That was hardly a
sexy image.

“I think the lady doth protest too much,”
Kyle chuckled. “If I didn’t know better, I’d think you had a crush
on him.”

“Now you’ve really gone cuckoo. I don’t
think about other men that way.”

“Never?”

“Nope. Never.” It was mostly the
truth. Jess had her actor crushes, just like everyone else. If Ryan
Gosling knocked on the door, she’d invite him in for coffee. “It
sounds to me like maybe you’re the one who’s giving this too much
thought.”

“Why would I want the neighbor to be hot for
my wife?”

“I don’t know. Maybe you’re into that sort
of thing. Some guys get off on knowing other men want their
wives.”

“Don’t get me wrong. I’m proud of you, Jess.
It feels good to know that other men check you out. If Winston
wants you, that’s pretty hot—the wanting part, I mean.”

“Of course. I wasn’t suggesting you wanted
something to happen…”

“Nooo…”

“Of course not, Kyle.”

An awkward silence filled the car. Jess’s
head was a jumble of odd thoughts. She stared at Kyle, wanting to
read his mind. What was he really thinking about? She also realized
that all this talk of being sexy and wanted had her turned on. She
half-turned in the seat and got as close to Kyle as the seatbelt
would allow. Her loose skirt was even higher on her thigh now, and
it did not escape Kyle’s notice.

“Sooo, since you understand your fellow men
so well, what lustful thoughts do you accuse Winston of having
about me?”

“We’re playing this game?” Kyle sounded
mildly surprised.

“If I’m going to be prepared for all these
lusting men then I’d better understand them, don’t you think,
honey?”

“Yeah, okay,” he replied skeptically. “Like
I said, I’m sure he’s pictured you naked. I would have, if I were
him.”

“Does that make you jealous?”

“No, because I expect it.”

“What else?”

Kyle thought for a moment. No doubt he was
trying to decide how far to push it. While she was not prudish,
this was not a game Jess normally would have started. It could
easily go sideways. Jess herself didn’t know how far she wanted to
push it. This was new territory for her, but the thinking of it had
her tingling everywhere.

“I bet he’s thought about what you look like
during sex,” he finally answered.

“What do you mean by that?” Jess pushed.

Kyle glanced over, saw the smile on her
pretty lips, and replied, “I’m sure he’s pictured his big cock
sliding between those lips.”

Jess feigned shock. She did not believe that
for a minute, but it was fun to think about. And just how would
Winston picture such a thing? How did he even know a good girl like
Jess did that? Was she on her knees, like the first time they met?
Did he just take out his big, black cock and she just opened her
mouth—just like that? Jess couldn’t help picturing it, and the
image made her shudder. Her hand dropped to Kyle’s thigh. She
looked into the backseat to make sure Maddy was still dead to the
world, but she had no worries there. When that girl fell asleep in
the car, nothing could wake her. She would need to be carried into
the house.

“That’s so dirty,” she cooed. Jess made a
show of licking her pink-painted lips and added, “You think he’d
want to do that to me?”

“What man wouldn’t?”

“Do you think he’d make me do it?”

“What?” Kyle sounded confused.

“You know some guys are forceful. What if I
couldn’t take it? Do you think Winston would just shove his big,
black cock in my mouth?”

“Uh, I, uh, guess…”

Jess could tell he had no idea how to answer
that, and she could hardly believe the words came out of her mouth.
She blamed the wine. But now that her train of thought was on that
track, she couldn’t get off of it. She felt guilty, because she
knew he would never do that, but she imagined Winston holding the
back of her head and feeding his prick into her mouth. She bought
right into the stereotype that he must be big because he was a
large, fit African American. She slid her hand to the inside of her
husband’s thigh and found that he was thinking about it as well.
Not only that, but it seemed like the fantasy game had him just as
turned on as she was. His shaft lay full and hard down this pant
leg.

“Kyle, is this turning you on too?” she
asked innocently.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,
Jess.”

Kyle tried to close his legs, but she
squeezed him through his pants and he groaned. She rubbed his cock
and felt him tense. Jess reached for his belt buckle. They were no
strangers to role play in the bedroom, but they had never gone down
this road before. Usually, they fantasized about some kind of
public sex—with the risk of getting caught—or the occasional
threesome. She knew her silly husband would have loved to bring
another woman into bed. Jess humored him without giving it any
serious thought. But the former was very real. When they’d first
met, Jess and Kyle had made a game of fucking in strange spots—the
riskier the better. They’d come within a hair’s breadth of getting
caught more than once.

“It’s okay, honey. I’m turned on too.”

“But Jess…”

Jess had his pants open and reached in to
tug his prick free. Kyle was so hard it was difficult to do without
hurting him. When he was free, she stroked his long, warm shaft in
her hand. It wasn’t like she had been with a lot of men—she could
count her lovers on one hand, with fingers to spare—but it seemed
to Jess that her husband had a wonderful cock. He fit perfectly in
her hand, and when he was inside her he hit all the right places.
She knew he was about seven inches, because she had insisted on
measuring it one drunken night. Jess felt she had perfected her
cock sucking skills on Kyle, because now she could take him to the
back of her throat without gagging. She unclicked her seatbelt so
she could come closer, ignoring the chime that insisted she click
the seatbelt closed again.

“It’s okay, honey. It’s just a game,” Jess
insisted, lowering her head into the small gap between his body and
the steering wheel. There was a buzz as he eased the seat back to
give her more room. She softly kissed his head and licked down the
shaft, enjoying his musky flavor.

Jess remembered the first time a boy wanted
her to give head. She thought he was crazy, and she only agreed to
do it after he had tried several times. It had taken a lot of
Boone’s Farm and begging, but Jess gave in and put it in her mouth.
She’d discovered immediately that it wasn’t so bad at all. It
didn’t really taste like anything, and she liked the way her
boyfriend moaned when she did it. She was taken by surprise when he
came, but she just instinctively swallowed it—even that part wasn’t
so bad. Jess didn’t understand why some of her friends hated it so
much.

“Jess…” Kyle moaned.

“What else, honey? What else do you think
he’s thought about me?”

Kyle made a confused, strangled noise. It
was like he’d forgotten all about the fantasy game once her lips
touched his cock. He fumbled for an answer. “He probably wants to
take you doggie. He probably wants to see your ass, babe. You’ve
got a really nice ass.”

“Mmm, honey,” she moaned, just before taking
him in her mouth.

Jess closed her eyes and vigorously sucked
her husband. She gripped his base and stroked him as well, knowing
hand action was just as important as what she did with her mouth.
Her free hand snaked back between her own legs. She desperately
needed to be touched, but Kyle’s hand just rested on her pretty
blonde head. Jess was surprised to find that she’d soaked through
her panties. She rubbed her clit in little circular motions and
moaned into her mouthful of cock.

“Jess…” Kyle gasped.

Even with the extra room, she banged her
head on the steering wheel, and forced herself to slow down. Her
brain was full of images of Winston. He had her on her hands and
knees with his hands on her slender waist. His big cock powered
into her and it felt like he was going to tear her in two. But that
didn’t stop her from pushing back at him. It was just an isolated
image in her mind—there was no context. It didn’t matter where they
were, or even if anyone else was around. Winston was just taking
her, and Jess loved every minute.

Jess climaxed so quickly it startled her,
and she choked on Kyle’s cock. He seemed to like that, and pressed
harder into her mouth. She gagged, and pleasure surged through her
body. She rubbed her clit furiously as she rode through that
intense orgasm, and then she took control back from her husband.
Jess held just the head in her mouth, sucking hard and working her
tongue, while jacking him with her hand. Kyle didn’t hold out very
long. He exploded into her mouth, and she began to swallow, but
when he came his foot tapped the break, throwing her head painfully
against the steering wheel again. He slipped from her mouth at the
last second, and the last spurt of his load splattered across her
cheek.

“Ow!” she swore, pulling away.

“Sorry, Jess. It was a little intense. It
caught me off guard,” he said, wrestling with the wheel. She
realized she’d almost made him steer off the road. It had been a
long time since that had happened. Jess was proud.

“That’s okay, honey. It was pretty hot.”

Jess found a napkin in the glove compartment
and cleaned the cum from her cheek.

“You know, Jess, that didn’t mean…”

She patted his arm. “Honey, really, it was
just a silly little game. It was nothing.”

“You seemed pretty into it.”

“And so did you,” she replied. “But it’s
just ridiculous. First of all, it’s all in your head. Winston is
not checking out some skinny white girl like that. And second of
all, even if there was any truth in it at all, he can look all he
wants, because that’s all that will ever happen. I am a married
woman.”

Kyle still seemed a little uncomfortable.
“So you’re saying that even if he wanted you…”

“It wouldn’t matter. I’m married. But he
doesn’t anyway. I would know. I swear it.”

“But if you weren’t a married woman?”

“Honey! I don’t even think about those
things.”

“Seems like you were thinking about it just
now, and you were pretty turned on, Jess. I’m not mad or anything.
We’re all entitled to fantasies. Just curious is all.”

“You were pretty turned on, too. Does that
mean you’d share me?”

“Maybe if Winston was Beyoncé.”

“Haha.

Jess fell back into her seat and adjusted
her skirt and clicked her seatbelt. They were close to home now
anyway, and she’d have to carry Maddy into the house while Kyle
found a parking spot. They left it there, with both of them
deflecting what they were truly thinking about. Jess really did not
take it seriously, but she hoped none of those dirty thoughts
popped into her head next time they encountered Winston. She didn’t
have much of a poker face. Jess hated that her husband had even
planted that seed. Next thing, he’d be seriously accusing her of
having a crush on their neighbor, and that was crazy.
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The house was a swirl of activity. Jess was
pleased by the turnout for Maddy’s birthday party. Not only were
friends and her sister there, but her parents had deigned to travel
to the ‘hood to celebrate their granddaughter’s birthday—even
though they insisted on having a proper celebration at their
house at a later date. A dozen kids from Maddy’s class were playing
in the tiny backyard, supervised by Kyle and a couple other
parents. It was a hot day, and most of the adults were in the
house, seated either in the living room, or in the small dining
room. If the house had been completely finished, the basement would
have been done, providing a nice large space for guests. As it was,
Jess was thankful the first floor was finished. With the doors
closed to the bedrooms, no one had to see what a mess the upstairs
was.

“Do you just want this out on the table?”
Nicole asked. She’d just finished stirring a pasta salad she’d
bought.

“That would be great. How are we doing on
space out there?” Jess asked.

“It’s crowded, but there will be space.”

Jess was relieved Nicole and her sister were
there to help her with the party. With just over twenty adults and
a dozen kids, there was too much to do. Kyle helped with cleaning
ahead of the party, but he was mostly useless when it came to
running it. Keeping the kids occupied outside was the best use of
his talents.

“Dad says he’s ready for the hot dogs and
hamburgers,” Jen called from the back door.

“Coming right up,” Jess answered. She
swooped over to the fridge and removed the huge, plastic-wrapped
platter of meats waiting for the grill. Her sister held the storm
door open with her shoulder and took the platter. “Thanks,” she
said.

“It takes a village,” her sister reminded
her.

Jess and Jen were of a type, blonde and
beautiful. Even a casual glance confirmed they were sisters. Jen
was the younger one, and was also petite, where Jess was tall. Jen
had a slender build, like her sister, but was not as curvy. Jen’s
breasts were small, her butt compact. Where Jess was an athlete
growing up, Jen had been a dancer, and for a time it looked like
she would make the ballet her career, but life had not worked out
that way. She married Mike and moved a couple hours away when he
took a job with the Government. It seemed that Jen was trying to
find her way ever since the move. Jess questioned how happy her
sister was with some of her life choices, but as they’d gotten
older, the sisters had grown apart, and it was years since they’d
had a real heart to heart. Jess missed the close relationship
they’d had growing up.

“I think we’re all ready to go. We can take
a breather,” Nicole said, cracking a beer. She held it out to Jess,
who happily accepted. Nicole opened another for herself.

“I can’t thank you enough for helping me
today.”

“You know Auntie Nic loves her Maddy.
Besides, I know you’ll do the same when I’m foolish enough to have
kids.” Nicole laughed.

“I’ll be too old to help by then.”

“I’m not putting it off forever. I am just
making sure I have my fun before I settle down. I don’t want to
feel like I missed anything later.”

“I don’t feel like I missed anything.” Jess
gratefully drank from her bottle.

“I was talking about me. I didn’t say you
do. But come on, Jess, you can’t tell me you don’t feel like you
missed out on anything. You and Kyle got married right out
of college.”

“And we had a lot of fun. Trust me. The
travelling was great. I loved the nice restaurants.”

“Sounds like you miss fine dining,” Nicole
said.

Jess smiled ruefully. “It would be
nice to go somewhere without a kids’ menu every once in a while,
but I wouldn’t trade my life for anything. Really.”

“I wasn’t talking about restaurants—or trips
to London—anyway. You know what I really mean,” Nicole said
meaningfully.

“Oh…that. Even if I was single, I wouldn’t
be running around doing that.”

“Are you calling me a whore?” Nicole asked,
smiling.

Jess looked around to make sure no one was
close enough to listen in on their conversation. People were
passing through the kitchen, but no one lingered, and with the
music playing in the other room it was unlikely anyone was
eavesdropping. She was not calling Nicole a whore, but her friend
made no secret of the fact that she really enjoyed sex—and a lot of
it. And as a slender, dark-haired beauty, Nicole had no trouble
getting a man when she wanted one. Nicole wasn’t out picking up men
every night, but she was a serial dater. She had boyfriends, but
they did not last long.

“No, of course not, Nic. I’m just saying
that if I hadn’t married Kyle, and I was still available, I
wouldn’t be going out there to sample the smorgasbord of men. It’s
not like I was sleeping around back when I could.”

“You don’t know what you’re missing, Jess.
I’m not saying Kyle doesn’t make you happy, but there are lots of
different men out there who know how to do lots of different
things.”

“I’m sure there are, and I’m sure they are a
lot of fun, but I need something more than that. I need to feel a
real connection. Meaningless sex just doesn’t really appeal to me.”
Jess smiled the tight-lipped smile that had always made her appear
primer than she really was.

“I don’t know about that connection.
Sometimes it’s hotter because it’s just a quick thing that’s for
the fun of it.”

“Not for me.”

Nicole chuckled. “You’ve never even tried
it, have you, Jess?”

Jess stammered, annoyed that her blushing
betrayed her. She had never had a one-night stand. On the occasions
she came close in college, she’d chickened out at the last minute.
She’d never had the experience, no. However, it was not something
she fantasized about either. Jess truly did not feel she’d missed
out on anything.

“Maybe not. It doesn’t matter anyway. I
don’t see any one night stands in my future.”

“Probably not, hon. But never say
never.”

Jess was confident this was one instance
where she could say never and mean it.

“Never say never to what?” Jen asked,
returning to the kitchen.

“I was trying to tell your sister how hot
meaningless sex can be,” Nicole replied.

“And let me guess, Jess disapproves?”

Jess glared at her sister, but she wasn’t
really angry. “I don’t disapprove. I think people should do
whatever floats their boat. I was just saying it’s not for me. And
I was also saying that as a married woman it’s never going to come
up anyway.”

“What do you think, Jen?” Nicole asked.

“I agree that you can never say never, even
when you’re married.” Jen smiled enigmatically. “Married people get
up to all sorts of things. Just because you’re married, it doesn’t
mean you’re dead. And when it comes to sex just for the sake of it,
just because you want it, yeah, that can be the best kind.”

Jess stared at her younger sister,
wide-eyed. Jen had not confessed to anything, but Jess certainly
got the impression she was implying something. Jess knew there was
tension in the marriage, but she didn’t think her sister would
cheat. They needed some time to talk.






“Now you’re speaking my language,” Nicole
agreed, holding up her hand. Jen slapped her a high five.

“You’ve got to remember that my sweet sister
has always been looking for her fairy tale ending, Nic. Prince
Charming doesn’t just bend you over the table and take you.”

“Hey, don’t underestimate me, guys. I know
how to have fun,” Jess said. She almost confessed to blowing Kyle
in the car the other night.

“So you like to get dirty?” Nicole
asked.

“Really, really dirty?” Jen echoed. She
looked like she had something specific in mind.

“Yes, I know how to be dirty, but I save it
for my man.”

“Maybe I’ll ask Kyle about that,” Jen
teased.

“Don’t you dare! If you guys are done
critiquing my sex life, I have things to do.”

“Sorry, Jess. It’s just fun yanking your
chain sometimes,” Nicole said.

With the party in full swing, Jess barely
had time to sit for longer than a minute, but staying busy suited
her just fine. It meant she could ignore her mother’s disapproving
glares, and certainly there was no time for her to listen to her
mother’s complaining. Her sister, Jen, would bear the brunt of
their mother’s scorn, but Jessica would hear about it later, so it
was not like she’d totally escaped.

Jess was so busy tending to her guests that
she’d not noticed Winston’s arrival, but there he was in the living
room, talking to Nicole.

“Who’s that talking to Nic?” Jen asked over
her shoulder.

“That’s our neighbor Winston. Maddy invited
him to the party.”

“You’re cool with Maddy inviting grown men
to her birthday party?” Jen moved to stand beside Jess. She stared
at Winston.

“Don’t be like Mom and Dad.”

“Oh god, no, it’s not because he’s black. I
just can’t think of many grown men who’d come to a child’s birthday
party voluntarily.”

“Winston is very sweet. He’s actually
befriended us both.” Jessica realized she’d left out her husband
and hastily added, “All of us. He lives across the street.”

“He’s very…put together.”

“Hey, you’re a married woman. Besides, I
didn’t know you were into…”

“Black guys? Jess, I’m into hot guys. Don’t
try to tell me you haven’t noticed how hot he is.”

“I guess. I don’t really think about him
like that. He’s our friend,” Jess answered defensively.

“Every woman thinks about him like
that, Jess.”

“Better not let Mike hear you talking like
that.”

Jen smiled cryptically, and replied, “Oh, I
think he’d understand.”

Jess didn’t take too much time to interpret
that little remark because she was caught off guard by her feelings
at seeing Winston and Nicole so close. If she didn’t know better,
Jess would have thought she was a little jealous. But that was
impossible! Sure, Kyle may have planted a seed in her mind and
gotten her thinking about how attractive Winston was, but that
didn’t mean anything, not really. It was silly. Jess told herself
she wasn’t jealous at all. It was just that Winston was too nice
for a man eater like Nicole. She loved her best friend, but if
Nicole had her eyes on Winston, it was only for one thing. It was
time to go over there and welcome her guest.
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Winston was pleased to be invited to the
little girl’s birthday party. He knew it was Maddy’s doing, but he
also knew that the fact that her parents had agreed was proof that
his plan was working. He was insinuating himself into their lives.
And the more comfortable Jessica was having him around, the easier
it would be to implement his plan.

He expected the party to be an interesting
opportunity to people watch. Winston had some nieces and nephews,
and he’d been to their birthday parties, but this would be a chance
to see how the other half lives. The front door was open, but he
knocked on the storm door, rather than just let himself in. A
preppy-looking guy in his 20s came to the door. He looked very
surprised to find Winston standing there, but he opened the door
and invited Winston into the house.

Despite his attempts to blend in, Winston
felt their eyes on him. He’d worn a crisp new purple polo that
hugged his thick biceps and baggy shorts with sandals. His head was
freshly shaved and his goatee neatly trimmed. He was not the only
black person there, but the others looked like a nice middle-class
couple—probably someone Jessica or Kyle worked with. An older woman
sat on the couch in the living room, and she visibly stiffened when
she saw Winston. He had to suppress a smile. It was the reaction he
expected.

Winston was impressed with what the couple
had done to their home. The floors had been stripped to the
hardwood and refurbished, and the colors on the walls made the
narrow living room appear larger than it was, and recessed lighting
highlighted the space. The old wooden railing along the stairs to
the second floor had been replaced with a beautiful, black
wrought-iron piece that looked like it had been reclaimed from
somewhere else. He knew these people loved to reclaim pieces from
other teardowns. They were obviously sinking a lot of money into
this place. Although they were essentially the same house, this one
didn’t resemble his at all. He wondered what they’d done to the
upstairs, and hoped he’d see it very soon.

Imagining the bedroom got Winston to looking
for Jessica. She was not in the living room. The dining room and
kitchen had been torn down and combined into an open, modern space
that served both functions. He did not see her there either.
Winston pressed further into the house, but was stopped by a sexy
little brunette with a smile that suggested trouble.

“Can I help you with something?” she
asked.

Winston smirked. He knew women like this
one. She would be a handful, and he’d love to enjoy her, if he
didn’t already have Jessica on his mind. Still, he couldn’t help
flirting. “It depends on what you’re offering, girl.”

The woman looked him up and down, seemed
pleased with what she saw, and replied, “It usually works the other
way around for me.”

Winston put out his hand and shook her tiny,
pale one. “That could work for me. I’m Winston.”

“Nicole. My friends call me Nic.”

“I hope you like making new friends, Nic.”
He held onto her hand, and she squeezed his.

“Always.”

Winston evaluated his new prey. She was
tiny. Despite the tall wedge heels on her sandals, she still barely
came to his chest. She was also thin and toned, without much of a
rack, but that was okay, because of that sexy, naughty smile. Her
black hair was thick and straight, and cut short, so that it barely
reached her shoulders. Her loose, short, light summer dress showed
off toned legs. Winston figured they’d just about wrap around his
waist. He usually liked a girl with a little more to her, but he
could make an exception for a girl like Nicole. He could flip her
around like a doll.

“What brings you here, Winston?” Nicole
asked.

“I’m a friend of Maddy’s,” he replied,
enjoying her surprise.

“I guess you’ve been left back a few
times.”

“I live up the street. I’ve gotten to know
Maddy and Jess.”

“Really? Jess hasn’t mentioned a thing. I’ll
have to speak to her about that.”

“Maybe I haven’t done anything worth
mentioning, yet.”

Nicole sized him up, and smiled. “Oh, I
doubt that. Let me get you a drink.”

“Beer’s good.”

“I’ll be right back, Winston.”

“I’ll be waiting, Nic.”

Flirting with Nicole was diverting, but
Winston was still interested in what he came for. He wanted to
locate Jessica. Still, he took a moment to admire the wiggle of
Nicole’s tight ass as she walked away. She’d have to be careful
bending over in that short dress, he thought. He hoped she wouldn’t
be.

Winston said a casual hello to some of the
people standing around him, and could tell that they were wondering
what the hell he was doing there. They were not as thrilled to see
him as Nicole. The little brunette came right back as promised,
flashing perfect white teeth in a flirty smile as she handed him a
long-necked bottle of some kind of yuppie bullshit beer. He tapped
the neck of his bottle to hers, and they both drank.

“So, have you made friends with all your new
neighbors, or just the pretty blonde ones?” Nicole asked.

“I’m a friendly guy. I’ll be friends with
anyone,” he replied. This Nicole was a ballsy one, he thought. He
liked it. “Not sure many people here want to get to know me,
though.”

Nicole glanced around the room and leaned in
close to answer. Winston had to bend down to hear her. “This is
probably the closest some of them have ever been to someone like
you.”

“Someone like me?” He chuckled, amused.

“Are we being coy now? These are Jess’s
friends from the ‘burbs, mostly. Some of Kyle’s friends. How many
big, strong, proud black men do you think they’ve been around in a
social setting. Don’t get me wrong. They aren’t racist…”

“Of course not.”

“But they are probably afraid you
think they’re racist.”

They were so close as they spoke that Nicole
put her hand on his chest. It looked so small on the broad canvas.
His large hand rested on her tiny waist. From a distance, it might
appear they were sharing an intimate moment. And it was in that
moment that Winston spied Jessica back in the kitchen. She looked
like she was caught short seeing him with Nicole like that.

“If I believed in that micro-aggression
bullshit, I probably would. They need to loosen up.”

“People are people, right?” Nicole said.

“We all want the same things, right?”

Nicole’s tongue briefly darted out to wet
her bottom lip. “I’m beginning to think so.”

Winston could feel Jessica watching them and
realized it could work to his favor. Seeing him with Nicole may
make her realize she wanted him all to herself, though she might
not know why—not yet. It was always good for a woman to see you
desired by other women. He guided Nicole closer.

He noticed a slight change in the blonde’s
behavior over the last couple weeks when he’d seen her in the
morning with Maddy. Jessica was more reserved than before, just a
little bit, like there was something on her mind. Winston thought
her husband may have said something, warned her to stay away from
him, but Kyle didn’t seem that type, despite the grandstanding in
the park. He still thought Kyle would be eager to be his friend,
which was part of what he wanted to work on today.

“Wow, you made it,” Jessica said, finally
coming out from the kitchen. “Nic, this is Winston, he lives across
the street.”

“We’ve met. I can’t believe you’ve been
keeping him all to yourself,” Nicole replied. She turned, and was
pressed to his side. She was so diminutive beside him.

Jessica smiled tightly. “I’ve been doing no
such thing. Maybe if you came down here more often you’d have met
Winston.”

“Maybe I’ll have to do that more often. I
miss my girls.”

Winston felt a buzz of excitement. He was
sure Jessica was jealous. It did not make a whole lot of sense, and
he didn’t expect it this early, but there was no other explanation
for her behavior. Jessica was probably nursing a crush—a harmless
crush to her. But he would make sure it was anything but harmless.
It would make moving things along that much easier. Running into
Nicole first was quite fortuitous. She would make a useful tool,
and he could have some fun along the way. He guessed that Nicole
might not mind being used.

“Now ladies, there’s enough of me for both
of you,” he said mirthfully.

Jessica’s blush was unmistakable. She
changed the subject. “Maddy will be thrilled you’re here.”

“Where is that girl?” he asked.

“Out back. I can show you,” Jessica
replied.

“Sorry, but there’s a girl here more
important than all the others,” he said to Nicole.

“That’s cool. I’ll catch you a little
later.”

Winston recognized the ploy to get him away
from Nicole, and he went with it. He needed to spend some quality
time with both the little girl and her mother anyway. He followed
Jessica through the kitchen and tried not to spend too much time
staring at her ass. She wore a pale pink polo shirt dress that just
about came to her knees. The thin knit of the dress made it cling
to Jessica’s figure just enough to highlight her ass and the round
swell of her tits. Her pretty feet—toenails painted to match the
dress—were free in flip-flops, and her hair was pulled back into a
short ponytail. Jessica was every bit the pretty young mom, and
nothing about her look was intentionally sexy, but that was what
made Winston want her even more.

Maddy ran and jumped at Winston the moment
she saw him, startling some of the on-lookers. Kyle was back there,
as were a couple other guys, who looked to be his friends. They
eyed Winston with suspicion, and he wondered if it was just
natural, or if Kyle had voiced concerns to his friends about the
black guy who’d befriended his wife and daughter. Winston didn’t
care. It made no difference to his plans. But he knew Kyle wasn’t
hostile when the dad came over and gave him a handshake and a big
clap on the back. No, Kyle was happy to see him. His friends were
just exhibiting a natural distrust. Ironically, those assholes were
right, he thought.

The afternoon passed in a blur. Winston had
genuine affection for Maddy, but children’s parties were not his
idea of fun. He did his best to remain interested, which was made
easier when Nicole made her way back over to him. And predictably,
he was never alone with Nicole for too long before Jessica found an
excuse to come over. Winston enjoyed sharing the women’s
attention.

As he spoke to others at the party, Winston
felt them relax around him, at least mostly. Jessica’s parents were
polite to a fault, but kept their distance. Jessica’s sister was
nice, but there was something odd about her and her husband, Mike.
The couple seemed way too interested in him, almost in the same way
Nicole was. Jen seemed embarrassed by how eager Mike was to get to
know him, and it seemed like she was working overtime to mask her
thoughts. They could have been one of those couples.

Winston had never sought them out, but he
had met one or two couples looking for a very specific kind of
play. They were called cuckolds, or hotwife. The husband wanted to
sit back and watch him have sex with the wife. Each time, he’d been
picked up while hanging out in a club. The first time, the husband
came over and got right to the point. Winston was happy to oblige
him. The second time, the wife shamelessly flirted with him—right
in front of her husband—and it took her forever to get to the
point. When she did, Winston went with the couple to their hotel.
The husband was timid and ashamed, but more than that, eager. He
was on the edge of his seat as he watched Winston fuck the shit out
of his wife.

Mike and Jen seemed way too uptight for that
sort of thing, but Winston had found you never knew what went on in
people’s bedrooms. It was why he was sure he could bed Jessica. No
one knew what they were really capable of until confronted with a
situation, and he knew he could make the pretty blonde melt, no
matter how devoted to her husband she was. He had never been wrong
before.

But her sister and brother-in-law were
definitely looking for something, and it felt like Mike was
sure Winston could provide it. Jen seemed more uncertain, leading
him to believe it was Mike’s idea and she was going along with it.
That happened a lot, and he knew how that usually went. Jen would
be uncertain right up until he started touching and kissing her,
and then Jen would be begging for it. And Mike would be stunned.
Winston chuckled as he considered the possibility of working his
way through Jessica and her sister. That would be a new one for
him.

Winston refocused on his current prey. He
worked his way over to Kyle, to get a little face time in with the
husband. Winston was pleased to find no hostility or suspicion from
Kyle now that the ice had been broken. Kyle even seemed pleased to
see him. It was just a couple bros having beers.

“How’s it been going, man?” Kyle asked.

“Doin’ my thing. You know how it is. Keeping
busy. I’ve been doing some contracting work on the side for my
cousin, just to make a little extra money.”

“I didn’t know you do that sort of thing. We
could have used you to do some of the stuff in the house.”

“If you ever need a hand, let me know. I’m
only right up the street. Jessica knows I’ve got her back.” Winston
was careful not to use the familiar Jessie around her
husband.

“I really do appreciate that, man. I
actually go away for work quite a bit. It’s nice knowing that
someone’s looking out for my girls.”

“Really? How much you go away?” Winston
feigned ignorance.

“At least a few days every month. Sometimes
up to a week. It feels like work is eating up my life, y’know? Jess
hates it.”

“A man’s got to do what he’s got to do to
take care of his family, right? You got to make sacrifices.”

“I know. And I know deep down Jess
understands. It’s just difficult.”

Kyle shook his head and sipped his beer. He
acted like he may have already had one too many. It was later in
the party, and several of the guests had left. Kyle was winding
down and relaxing.

“How about you, Winston? When are you going
to start a family?”

Winston laughed heartily. “I’m still having
my fun, brother. I don’t know if I’ll ever be the type to settle
down.”

“Not even if you meet someone special? I
didn’t think I was ready to either, until I met Jess.”

“I can see where a woman like Jess would
make a man think about it. She’s pretty impressive.”

“That she is,” Kyle agreed. The men chinked
their bottles together.

“May I say, that’s a fine woman you got
there, brother. Sexy as hell.”

Kyle nodded and looked pleased by the
compliment. It may have been all the beers, but he didn’t see
Winston as any kind of threat at all. Perfect.

“Yeah, she is. And you should have seen her
back in school. Oh man.”

Winston laughed and clapped his arm over
Kyle’s shoulders. “I bet. I get it, brother. But for me, there’s
a lot of special ladies out there.”

“And you want to try them all.”

“As many as I can.”

“I hear ya,” Kyle said. “I think every
married man still looks. No harm in that.”

“None at all. You ever look at that
Nicole?”

“Jess’s friend Nic?” Kyle sounded
confused.

“Yeah, man. I bet she’s a little
firecracker.”

“Sure, she’s cute.”

“She’s more than cute, man. That’s a fun
girl, and if I get my way, I’m going to find out just how much
fun.”

“Really?”

Winston took no offense at what Kyle was
implying. He seemed surprised that Winston thought he had a shot at
the little brunette. That was fine. A guy like Kyle probably knew
his wife’s best friend was hot, but he went out of his way not to
think about her like that.

“Yeah, I ain’t bragging, but she was making
it obvious before. She’s worth a spin, ain’t she?”

Kyle seemed befuddled. “Uh, yeah, sure.”

Winston gave him a conspirational wink.
“Don’t worry, man. If I get in there, I’ll tell you all about
it.”

“Yeah, man.”

Winston left it at that. He’d accomplished
what he needed to. Hearing that Winston was looking at another
woman, Kyle would be even less suspicious about the black man’s
friendship with his wife, and Kyle would be sure to mention
something to his wife about Nicole and Winston, sparking jealousy,
if he was right and Jessica was already nursing a crush.

Kyle went off to talk to one of his friends
and Winston returned inside the house to find his hostess. He
wanted to jet before he overstayed his welcome, but he couldn’t
leave without saying goodbye. The last time he’d seen Jessica she
was cleaning up with Nicole. Maddy’s friends had all left, and she
was playing with her new toys in front of the television.

Winston didn’t see Jessica in the house and
asked if anyone had seen her. A woman with mom hair said she
thought Jessica ran down to the basement for something. Her
implication was clear—Winston needn’t follow her down there, he
could wait for her to return. He left the cool bitch in the living
room and went back to the kitchen, and the stairs to the basement.
The stairs were narrow and old, and he took his time to tread
lightly. Winston heard voices below and peered down to see what was
going on.

“I told you, I’ve got it, Chazz. It was
sweet of you to offer to help me, but I’m good,” Jessica
insisted.

“Hey, I’ve got two good hands. I’m here to
help.”

Winston spied Jessica by the washer and
dryer, and it looked like she was cornered by some tall, lanky guy
in cargo shorts and a loose shirt. Winston had seen him around the
party. From the looks of things, Winston wasn’t the only one with
designs on Jessica. He shook his head. That was cold to go after
your boy’s wife. It wasn’t like he and Kyle were really friends, or
Winston wouldn’t be trying to bed Jessica. He waited for the right
moment to interrupt.

“The stuff is in the washer now, so we can
go back upstairs.” She tried to move past him, but Chazz shifted to
block her.

“How come I don’t see you guys more? You
only live like a few blocks away. I thought we’d be hanging out all
the time when you guys moved down here. I was looking forward to
it.”

“We’re pretty busy with work and Maddy and
the house. We don’t have a lot of free time to see anyone,” Jessica
said, annoyance in her tone.

“I was especially looking forward to seeing
you, Jess. I know Kyle’s away a lot. I know it can be
uncomfortable to be alone in the house. I could always come
over…”

The light from the single hanging bulb was
dim, but Winston could see well enough. Chazz had placed those
two good hands on Jessica’s arms and was moving in on her.
She put her hands on his chest to keep him back. Winston liked the
way she was handing this. Jessica wanted to punch this guy, but her
manners kept her civil.

“Chazz, stop it. You’re drunk. Whatever you
think is going on here, it isn’t,” she said forcefully.

“Jess…”

“Hey, there you are,” Winston announced
loudly. “I was told you came down here.”

Chazz jumped back like he’d been smacked and
Jessica looked relieved. Winston was her hero.

“Yeah, Maddy spilled on her outfit and I
wanted to get it right in the wash, with some other things.”

Winston stepped into the basement and
clapped a large hand on Chazz’s shoulder, giving a firm squeeze.
Chazz winced. “You’re Chazz, right? I think Kyle was looking for
you, man.” Winston helpfully turned Chazz toward the stairs.

“Uh, yeah, okay.” Chazz seemed dazed, but he
wasted no time getting up those stairs.

“Thank you,” Jessica sighed, when they were
alone.

Winston placed a protective hand on her
shoulder, which she didn’t seem to mind at all. “Are you okay? That
guy seemed like a pushy little…”

“How much did you hear?”

“Enough.”

“It’s okay, really. Chazz has had a thing
for me forever. Every few years he gets drunk enough to get up the
nerve to try and kiss me.”

“You must be used to that. I don’t mean
him—he’s an asshole—I mean men in general, wanting you.”

Jessica’s blush flashed full force. “I, uh,
thanks.”

“Beautiful women get hit on, that’s a fact,
Jessie. Don’t pretend you don’t know that.”

“I guess. Whatever. Anyway, he’s harmless.
Like I said, he’ll try to kiss me, if it gets that far, and I push
him away. It’s just frustrating. You’d think he’d have gotten the
message after all this time. I’ve never told Kyle. There’s no
point. I can handle it.”

“But you shouldn’t have to,” Winston said.
It was telling that she kept the advances from her husband.

“No. I shouldn’t. You’re right. I’m a
married woman.”

Winston smiled, flashing white teeth, hoping
he still seemed harmless. “Everyone thinks differently, right? A
lot of guys think that a woman being married doesn’t mean all that
much. It’s not going to stop them. And a lot of the time, they’re
right.”

“I guess. I just don’t really think that
way. I mean, I’m not naïve, but he could try forever, I’d never be
tempted.”

“No one is tempted—until they are.”

“You’re right,” Jessica agreed.

“Are you sure you’re okay?”

“I’m just tired of that bullshit. And tired
in general.”

“Come here,” Winston said softly.

Jessica passed the test. She melted right
into his hug. He expected at least token resistance, but there was
none. He knew it was the frustration, exhaustion from the party,
and the beer. She just needed a hug. She put her arms around him
and rested her head on his chest with a sigh. Winston held her
firmly, but chastely, aware of her deep, relaxed breathing. Jessica
was completely comfortable with him, despite the awkwardness she’d
shown lately. Either she’d forgotten her crush, or she’d given into
it, just long enough for a warm hug. Her hair smelled wonderful,
like flowers.

Winston felt his body reacting to hers, and
forced it not to. This was not the time. Jessica was comfortable in
his arms, and it felt like she might stay there all night. It was
Winston who eased her back, as it should be.

“We’d better get back upstairs before people
start talking,” he said, with a laugh.

Jessica laughed too. “Oh, god. Can you
imagine?”

He winked. “Hell, let ‘em, Jessie.”

Jessica brushed past him, and Winston
followed.
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Jess was disappointed when Winston announced
it was time for him to go. And she was suspicious when Nicole
announced she was ready to call it a day too. Jess’s jealousy
popped again, made stronger by the warmth she still felt from
Winston’s embrace. Being in his arms just felt natural. She had
never felt so safe or protected from a simple hug. Winston was her
knight in shining armor for chasing Chazz away from her. Jess
didn’t think Chazz was dangerous, but Winston kept the situation
from becoming even more awkward.

Nicole grabbed her purse and met Winston by
the door. They stood close and looked every bit a couple, even
though they had only just met. Jess knew what her friend’s designs
were for Winston. Nicole had been by his side all day. And if her
bragging was on target, Nicole would certainly show Winston a good
time, but it just didn’t sit right with Jess. She still had trouble
admitting her crush, and didn’t want to attribute her feelings to
it now.

Being a happily married woman, it was just
plain ridiculous for Jess to be jealous that her friend might be
going home with her neighbor. Her very strong, handsome neighbor.
His arms felt like granite when he’d held her. Jess pushed that
from her mind. She was being silly. She and Winston were—and would
always be—friends. If Winston had any real designs on her, that
moment in the basement would have been the perfect time for him to
try something. She would have rebuked him, of course, she told
herself.

“It was great to have you down here,” Jess
said, embracing Nicole. After the girls hugged, Nicole also hugged
Kyle and kissed his cheek.

“I’ll have to make it down more often. It
was fun.”

“Thanks for coming, Nic,” Kyle said. “Maddy,
come say goodbye to Aunt Nicole.”

“It’s okay, really. I already said goodbye,
and I don’t expect her to tear herself away from her new toys,”
Nicole insisted.

“Thank you for coming, Winston,” Kyle said,
offering a hand.

“You have a wonderful home. Thanks for
having me,” Winston said, returning a hearty handshake.

“We’re really glad you came. It meant the
world to Maddy,” Jess said.

Jess instinctively stepped forward and stood
on her tip-toes to hug Winston. She realized they’d barely had any
physical contact before today, and now it felt like second nature.
Those strong arms closed around her and almost lifted her from the
ground, but his hands did not wander—not that she expected, or
wanted them to. She kissed his cheek and noted how masculine he
smelled. His scent was spicy and called forbidden things to mind.
It was a relief when he let her down.

“You’re walking me to my car then?” Nicole
asked Winston.

“You don’t feel safe here?” he teased.

“I think I’d always feel safe with you
around.”

They said their goodbyes and Jess saw them
out the door. She lingered, telling herself there was nothing to
it. The couple walked up the block and got to the corner, where
they stopped to chat. Jess assumed that Nicole had had to park at
least a couple blocks away. Winston said something Nicole laughed
at, and then they turned back the way they came, walking right into
Winston’s place.

Jess felt her jealousy smolder and tried to
stop her mind from going places it shouldn’t. Nicole and Winston
seemed like such an unlikely couple that she couldn’t help
picturing it. Winston would dwarf the petite brunette, it seemed
like she would disappear into him, except for the contrast of their
skin tones. Winston was a deep mahogany, while Nicole was a light
beauty. She was not as pale as Jess, but looked light beside
Winston. Jess’s mind ventured beyond the abstract. She saw
Winston’s clothes being pulled off in her mind’s eye, and her heart
pounded. Jess retreated into the house and forced her mind to other
things.






~~~






Winston and Nicole walked up the street, for
the moment maintaining the pretense that he was walking her to her
car. He knew exactly what she wanted—he always knew what women like
Nicole wanted—and he was happy to give it to her. The only question
was whether she would make the first move. They reached the corner
and he looked back over his shoulder. Winston thought he saw
Jessica, standing in the doorway watching them. He allowed a tiny
smile.

“You don’t really need me to walk you to
your car, do you?”

Nicole laughed and trailed her fingers over
his chest. “Not tonight, unless that’s what you want.”

“You’re not the shy, retiring type, are
you?”

“Life is too short to beat around the bush,
isn’t it?”

“I don’t mind a little bush.”

Nicole leaned in close, stood up on her
toes, and whispered, “You may be disappointed then.”

Winston chuckled. “Oh, I doubt that,
girl.”

He took her hand and led Nicole back to his
house. He knew Jessica was watching them. Taking her friend home
was a calculated risk. Flirting was one thing, but fucking Nicole
was another. It was possible that Jessica was one of those women
who wouldn’t go near him after he had her friend, but something
told him that wasn’t the case. Winston thought fucking Nicole would
only make Jessica think about him more. He could see her curiosity
was growing already. How long would it be before she couldn’t help
herself?

It was dim in the small, cluttered living
room. Winston’s house had not been rehabbed the way Jessica’s had.
He’d updated some things since he’d inherited it from his
grandmother, but he had neither the cash, nor the inclination, to
gut the house the way the gentrifying crowd was doing. He had a
big, floppy, cream-colored leather sofa on the long wall, and an
antique table that had been his grandmother’s in front of the
window.

The table still held several of her
knick-knacks and family photos. Winston had a large extended
family, and there had been some bitterness that his grandmother
left him the house. He thought his siblings and cousins could get
fucked. When their grandmother had been ill and started having
trouble getting around, Winston was the one who stayed with her. He
was the one who took her to her doctor’s appointments. And when
some of the neighborhood predators thought the old lady might be
easy pickings, Winston made sure they knew otherwise.

The low coffee table in front of the couch
was cluttered with mail, but a tall glass bong stood out. Winston
saw Nicole noticed the bong immediately. He offered her a hit.

“No thanks. It’s not really my thing,” she
replied.

“You prefer something harder?”

“Molly can be fun under the right
circumstances, but I pretty much play it straight these days.”

“I can imagine you and Jess sitting around
in college smoking a reefer, but I don’t see her doing hard party
drugs with you.”

“Oh, god no. Jess is not into that stuff at
all. I’m sure she’s tried pot, but no, she’s too straight for that.
I’m much more fun than she is.”

“I bet you are, Nic.”

Winston cradled her head in a large hand and
kissed her. Nicole playfully flicked her tongue at his lips and
softly moaned when he pressed the kiss harder. She balled his shirt
in both fists, hanging onto him as the kiss grew more and more
fiery. His lips were left hot when he pulled back from her.

“Can I get you anything?” he asked.

“I’ve got everything I need right here.”

Nicole kissed him this time and he wrapped
an arm around her waist, lifting her from her feet. He stepped
backward until he felt the couch behind him and settled back into
it, carrying the petite brunette with him. Nicole straddled his
waist and it was a good thing she was limber. Her hands caressed
his shaved head as she kissed him with purpose. Her dress was
nearly at her waist already, so it was easy to nudge his hands
under it and grab her butt. His fingers plucked at her tiny thong.
Winston usually liked a woman with a little more of an ass, but
Nicole’s was rock hard. He pulled her closer by her ass and she
grinded into him.

Winston brushed her silky black hair back
from her face, thrusting his tongue deep in her mouth. Nicole
hungrily sucked it, making him think how good she could be at using
that mouth on other things. She had pretty, full lips. He’d put
those lips to good use soon enough.

Nicole pulled at his polo shirt, and he
raised his arms. She pulled it as far as she good, but then he had
to whip it off. She smiled at his muscular chest and traced its
outlines with her fingers. She seemed fascinated by him. Her
fingernails tickled and he shivered, fighting the urge to laugh.
His cock was growing hard, and he was not going to be derailed by
being ticklish.

“You’re just a fucking stud, aren’t you?”
she remarked, leaning in and kissing his chest.

“I’ve got weights in the basement.”

“I love a man who works out. I love that
you’re so fucking big.”

Winston had a smart remark ready, but her
tongue flicked over his nipple and all he could do was moan. Nicole
liked that response, so she did it again. He grunted and laced his
fingers in that soft, silky hair. He held her face to his chest,
and Nicole licked and sucked his nipple. It set Winston on fire,
making his prick throb. He closed his eyes, and for a moment, he
imagined it was Jessica there on his lap, worshipping his body.
Would the blonde be so forward? He thought she would be timider. He
knew he would have to take the lead with Jessica. For now, he would
enjoy what a little minx her friend was.

Nicole pulled the straps of the light dress
from her shoulders and it fell to her waist. She wore a black,
strapless bra, but she quickly shed that too. Winston found her
tits were even smaller than he’d thought, but they were cute and
perky. Even in the failing evening light coming through the front
window, he could see the dark, puffy nipples that looked like
raspberry kisses capping her breasts. Her tits were pressed against
his chest when she hungrily kissed him once again.

“I’m taking you upstairs,” he whispered,
while nibbling on the side of her neck.

“Yes,” she hissed.

Winston stood, and Nicole remained wrapped
around him. Her legs just closed around his waist, and she clung to
his neck, kissing it while he mounted the stairs. She was
practically weightless to him. He had not been with someone so
petite in a very long time, and was going to enjoy tossing her
around his bed.

The master bedroom was at the front of the
house, so he turned at the top of the stairs and carried her down
the narrow hallway, nudging the door open with his knee. His
curtains were thrown back and the room was filled with the orangey
glow of the streetlights outside. The combination of twilight and
street lights created crazy shadows that hid just how cluttered his
bedroom was. Winston found that most women expected a single guy to
be messy, and no one had ever fled his bedroom refusing to fuck him
because he had laundry on the floor. The kind-sized bed was
similarly a mess, a mattress and boxspring sitting on the floor,
wrapped in soft, unkempt black sheets. Winston did not skimp on his
sheets.

Winston effortlessly tossed Nicole onto the
bed and she landed with a woosh of air from her lungs and a
laugh. She liked being tossed around. She kicked off her sandals
and scrambled to her knees at the edge of the bed, reaching for
him.

“Do you just throw all your women into bed?”
she asked, while unbuttoning his shorts.

“I don’t usually need to. They just go right
there.”

“You’re awfully full of yourself. Is it
justified?”

Nicole yanked his shorts down and black
boxer-briefs clung to his muscular legs like a second skin. A giant
lump in them promised treasure, and Nicole couldn’t pull them down
fast enough. His thick snake nearly smacked her in the face.

“I guess it is,” she said, smirking.

“There’s more to fucking than having a big
cock. I’d think a girl like you would know that,” he replied,
chuckling.

“Yeah, but having the right equipment
helps.”

Winston didn’t know if Nicole had been with
a black guy before, but she was reacting like the other white girls
he’d been with who hadn’t gone dark yet. Nicole had that wide-eyed
look that most white girls had when he first unleashed his dick.
She had never seen anything quite like it. She held it in both
hands and stroked it. Her fingers didn’t quite close around his
girth. She stared at the big, angry head in wonder. If she was
impressed now, she’d be shocked when he was fully hard, he thought.
Of course the stereotype that all black guys had huge dicks was
ridiculous—Winston had been in locker rooms—but he was proud to
live up to the stereotype. He thought it must be tough to be a
black dude with a small cock.

Nicole took her time playing with him,
watching him grow as she stroked it. She looked eager, but maybe a
little scared, too. She didn’t need to worry. Winston knew how to
work it with tiny white girls like her. He’d make sure it didn’t
hurt—not too much.

“Having fun down there?” he asked.

“Just getting used to it. I don’t want to
sound…”

“It’s okay, baby, you can say it. It’s a big
fucking black dick.”

“It’s fucking huge, Winston.”

“So show me what you can do with it,
Nic.”

Nicole licked the fat head, bathing it with
her tongue. It looked like a ripe plum, with a little eye. She
trailed her tongue lower, but not too far. Her one fist held him at
the base, just above his huge balls, and she squeezed him almost
too tight, like she was nervous. Winston was shaved very close down
there, and his balls were nearly clean. She licked her way back up
to the head and kissed it. She dragged her red lips all over it,
smearing what lipstick she had left. Winston grew impatient and
nudged forward. She opened her mouth tentatively. Just sucking the
head forced her to open wide. She focused on sucking the head and
working her tongue, but Winston continued to nudge forward. He had
to see what she could really take.

“Come on, baby. I know you can handle more
than that,” he whispered.

Nicole’s eyes flashed up at him. He saw she
didn’t like to be challenged like that. She opened her mouth wider
and sucked him deeper. Her mouth strained to open wide enough to
take his shaft, but with each bob onto it she managed to take a
little more. The tight fit in her mouth felt incredible, and
Winston started to shake. He didn’t even mind the way her teeth
just barely grazed him. He’d gotten used to that over the years.
The women who couldn’t open quite wide enough always gave him some
of that. He nudged the back of Nicole’s head, and she moved past
the halfway mark, but when his thick head pressed into the back of
her throat, she started to choke on him. Winston eased back to let
her breathe.

Winston was ready to move on anyway.
Nicole’s hungry mouth had him aching for some pussy. She was not
done with him. Undeterred by choking on his prick, Nicole took him
right back into her mouth, taking him all the way to the back of
her throat again. But this time she was prepared and took a deep
breath. Nicole sucked that cock like it was her lifeline, one hand
stroking his shaft, and the other rubbing his big balls.

“Fuck, girl, that’s good. Suck it nice and
deep,” Winston moaned. Her brown eyes sparkled up at him, excited
by his approval.

Saliva ran down his shaft, making it easier
for Nicole to jerk him. She made little gagging sounds every time,
but she still pounded him to the back of her throat. Drool ran from
her lips and her face turned red, but she kept sucking as long as
she could. She pulled off his cock with a deep, sobbing breath. His
shaft rested against her cheek. The moment she had her breath back,
Nicole started sucking his balls while she jerked him. Winston’s
head was spinning. Nicole knew how to work a cock like no other,
and she very nearly had him ready to come, quite a feat from oral.
Most women just couldn’t hang long enough. It was with great
reluctance that he stopped her.

Nicole made a disappointed grunt and stared
up at him with pouty lips. She didn’t like having her toy taken
away. Winston’s hands almost fit around her waist when he lifted
her again and threw her further back onto the bed and crawled after
her. She spread her legs and looked down between them with a little
apprehension. She was scared of his giant rod. But Winston was not
going to fuck her yet. He’d make sure she was ready first.

Winston crawled onto the bed, spreading her
legs wide apart. Her dress had fallen up around her waist and
barely covered her anymore. He would have just torn it off, but it
was held in place by a wide leather belt, and he couldn’t be
bothered to mess with that. Besides, it was hotter to screw a woman
who was almost naked anyway. He grabbed her skimpy thong and
ripped it from her. The thing looked expensive, but he didn’t care.
This was his show now.

Nicole wasn’t lying. She was smooth as a cue
ball down there. She must wax, he thought, and it must be fresh. He
spread her pretty lips apart, exposing her inner pink, and pressed
his own full lips to her, dragging them to collect her dew. She was
tangy, just the way he liked it, and he pressed his lips harder,
giving her a full kiss down there. Nicole cried out and arched her
back off the bed. She was ready to go. Her cunt was juicy and
Winston lapped at it slowly and deliberately. He wanted her right
on the edge.

Her legs naturally slipped over his
shoulders, heels digging into his strong back. Winston held her
tiny ass in his hands as he feasted on her. While his tongue traced
around her clit, he pressed his thick thumb inside her. Nicole
moaned deeply and pushed herself at him. She quickly flooded his
mouth, and his thumb easily slipped right in and out of her. He
took away his thumb and replaced it with his thick tongue. He
pushed his tongue up inside her, fucking the little brunette with
it while he hungrily sucked her entire cunt with his lips.

“Oh fuck! Oh god! Ohhh…” Nicole cried.

Nicole locked her thin thighs around his
head and bucked her pussy at his mouth. Her thighs were
surprisingly strong, and Winston was locked in place—not that he
wanted to be anywhere else. The more she gushed, the better the
outcome. But he did switch his focus, returning his tongue to her
clit, while pressing two big fingers up inside her. It was a tight
fit, but Nicole was going to have to get used to that. Luckily, she
was drenched, and she sucked his fingers right in. Her breathing
became rapid and her voice was low in her throat.

“Oh fuck yes! Fuck yes!” she cried.

Winston felt her fingers gripping the back
of his head, her nails digging in. He looked up and saw her eyes
screwed shut, an intense look on her face. He covered one of her
small tits with his hand and roughly pinched her nipple. Nicole
screeched and tried rubbing his face in her pussy. Her cries and
body language signaled she was climaxing. He kept slurping at her
cunt and pumping his fingers into her, hoping she was primed for
what was to come.

“Oh my god. I’m going to need a second,”
Nicole sighed. She laughed as she rolled onto her side and clenched
her thighs together. “God, where did you learn to do that?”

“Ain’t no big thing, Nic. If you’re gonna do
something, do it right.”

Winston rolled over and reached for the
nightstand, where he grabbed a condom out of the drawer.

“You don’t need that,” Nicole said, reaching
for the big log between his thighs.

“You sure?” Winston was surprised, but he
was not going to argue with her. He knew he was clean, but she
couldn’t know that.

“I want to feel all of this thing,” she
cooed, stroking him. “Just make sure you pull out, okay, baby? I’m
on the pill, but it’s better to be safe than sorry.”

“I’m good with that.”

Nicole was like a doll in his arms when he
grabbed and kissed her. She seemed even more turned on tasting
herself. If she liked pussy, Winston wondered if she’d ever tasted
Jessica. He didn’t see the sweet blonde doing that, but maybe he
could find out one day. Having Nicole and Jessica in bed together
would be quite the achievement.

Winston rolled Nicole onto her back, his
cock bouncing against her smooth, shiny mound. She held her legs
spread wide and back against her chest, her hands behind her knees.
He hovered over her as his big head split her lips open. She was so
wet he pushed inside easily, but she was tight as a glove around
him. Winston worked his cock nice and slow, pushing a little
deeper, waiting, then going deeper on the next thrust. Nicole’s
eyes were closed and she was tense. Her lips were just slightly
parted and little moans escaped them as he pushed into her.

“That pussy’s nice and tight,” he moaned,
working into her. He was surprised she hadn’t asked him to stop and
pushed him away yet. It was what he expected from a slight girl
like her, but she was taking it like a champ. Nicole really knew
how to handle a cock. He loved it.

“Gimme that fucking cock,” she moaned. “I’m
not made of china.”

“Don’t wanna hurt you, baby.”

“Just gimme that goddam cock,” she
demanded.

Okay, he thought. I’m gonna tear
that pussy up.

Winston drove his spike into her, but he
still didn’t go all the way. Nicole’s eyes popped open and she
wailed. He couldn’t tell if it was pleasure or pain, but he was not
stopping now. He leaned in and thrust harder. Her wail was louder
and she clawed at his dark, muscular arms. She looked startled. She
was incredibly tight around him, but she was so wet that as he
worked into a rhythm she took every last inch of him. His balls
bounced against her tight ass.

“Oh fuck,” she grunted. “Oh fuck yes! Oh
fuck!”

“You like that big dick?” he moaned, picking
up speed.

Nicole was like a second skin around him.
The little brunette was so sexy he didn’t think he could hold out
very long, but he knew he had to impress. He was sure Nicole would
be dying to give Jessica a full report, and the blonde had to be
jealous and curious.

“Oh fuck yes…”

“Tell me how much you love this big black
dick, baby.”

“I love it. I fucking love it. Oh fuck! Fuck
me!”

Winston loved her filthy mouth and he wanted
more. “Love that tight white pussy…”

“Oh fuck…”

“Gonna fuck that pussy all night.”

“Yesss…please yesss…”

Winston leaned in close, his sweat dripping
into her hair. The mattress groaned beneath them and she locked her
legs around his waist, while stretching her arms over her head and
smacking the wall. She tried to work her hips to meet him, but
Winston was in total control. She wrapped her arms around his neck,
pulling him even closer. The points of her nipples dragged his
chest, but he held his full weight off of her. He didn’t want to
crush the petite girl.

“Oh fuck…oh fuck…so fucking good…”

“You gonna come on my black dick?”

“Oh GOD yes!”

“I’m…I’m…I’m gonna come…”

“Say it, Nic! Tell me!” he demanded.

“Fuck…you fucking bastard…fuck me!
I’m…I’m…I’m fucking coming on YOUR BIG BLACK DICK! FUCK ME!”

Nicole screeched so loud she nearly blew his
eardrum out. He hammered down into her, despite how tightly she
locked around him. Her legs were so strong around his waist that he
lifted her off the bed a little every time before slamming her back
down. Her incredible cunt finally got the best of him and he put a
hand on her flat belly, forcing her to the bed while he pulled
back. He was barely out of her when his thick seed blasted from the
fat head of his cock. He shot from her cunt to her belly button,
and then across her tits. Winston took control of his shaft and
jerked the remainder of his white cream onto her belly and tits.
She looked sexy as hell when he was done.

Nicole stared up at Winston with a huge
smile. She reached for his prick, marveling that he hadn’t gone
fully soft. Even semi-erect, she couldn’t close her hand around
him. He fell onto his back and she rolled onto her side, still
playing with him. She gave him a deep, long kiss.

“That was…” she stammered. “I have no words.
Holy shit, where’ve you been all my life?”

“You should have come down to the ‘hood
sooner, Nic.”

She laughed. “You like fucking white girls
like me, don’t you?” When he didn’t answer, but stared at her, she
went on. “Cut the crap, Winston. All that ‘you love my black
dick’ bullshit. You get off thinking you’re deflowering some
prissy white girl, don’t you?”

“I know I didn’t deflower you.” He
laughed heartily.

“You know what I mean.”

“Yeah, it’s fun to play the part. I’ve found
you girls like it as much as I do.”

“Hey, that might be racist,” she complained
light-heartedly.

“Everyone has certain expectations. Some are
bad—a lot are bad—and some are fun. Yeah, I like taking a white
girl like you and blowing her mind. Nothing wrong with that. I like
taking a pretty girl like you out and seeing all the crackers
stare.”

“Well, consider my mind blown. And you can
take me anywhere you want.”

“Sweet, girl.” They kissed again.

“But I don’t know why you’re assuming you’re
my first black guy.”

Winston raised his eyebrows.

“I can play the part, too. Oh, don’t hurt
me with your giant black penis! Don’t break me!”

They both laughed hysterically.

“Now are we going to keep talking all night,
or are you really going to fuck me?”

Winston looked down and saw she had him rock
hard again. “I guess I need to see if I can break you.”

“Not if I break you first.”

Nicole swung a leg over Winston and
straddled him, smiling as she lowered herself onto his shaft.
Winston wondered if he’d gotten more than he’d bargained for.
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It was late and Jess was exhausted, but the
chaos was over. Maddy was in bed and the house was cleaned up from
the birthday party. Jess was freshly showered and should have been
in bed already, but she was distracted. The urge to peek past the
curtains in the front window and look up the street was too strong.
She couldn’t get out of her mind that Nicole was in Winston’s
house.

The moon was only a sliver in the sky, but
in their neighborhood that hardly mattered. The streets were always
bathed in yellow-orange from the streetlights that cast weird
shadows under the trees that lined the street. But it was dim
enough that she could clearly see the light on upstairs in
Winston’s house a few doors down. It had to be the master bedroom
because all the houses were laid out the same. She stared up at the
window as if she could see through the shade if she stared hard
enough. Jess avoided thinking about why she was so fixated.

Jess had not been at the window the entire
time, so it was possible that Nicole had left. Her friend could
have just stopped in for a quick beer and then gone home, but Jess
knew Nicole better than that. She would not have stopped into
Winston’s just for a beer. Jess wasn’t surprised at Nicole, but she
didn’t want to think Winston was that kind of guy.

That was not fair, she knew. Wasn’t every
man that kind of guy? Kyle would probably have done the same
if he were single. Sometimes she wondered what went on while her
husband was away for business. It wasn’t that she did not trust
him. She loved and trusted Kyle, but it was only natural for the
mind to go certain places. Men cheating while on their business
trips was such a cliché, but it had become one because it really
happened. A man on the road gets lonely coming back to a cold,
empty hotel bed every night. Usually their Skyping was reserved for
Maddy to say goodnight to her daddy, but sometimes Jess and Kyle
spoke later. They had flirted with getting dirty on Skype, but she
had not been able to bring herself to do it—not yet. She had texted
him some naughty pictures while he was away—but no one else would
have considered them risqué.

Kyle was a good looking man. Jess could see
a co-worker taking him to dinner, then a nightcap, and anything
could happen from there. He wouldn’t even have to be looking to
cheat—sometimes things just happen.

They had joked that they would each kill the
other if they were caught cheating. But reality was more nuanced
than that. Kyle had said before that he couldn’t see easily
throwing a marriage away over a onetime slip, and Jess felt the
same. She would not leave Kyle if she discovered he’d committed an
indiscretion while away for work. She wouldn’t be happy, but she
wouldn’t end it. An affair would be trickier, but she would look
inward first, to figure out what was wrong between them. Jess truly
felt that people in happy marriages do not have affairs. And they
were happy—mostly.

Jess moved away from the window, determined
to put whatever her friends were doing out of her mind. They were
two consenting adults who had every right to go off and have fun
together. Causal sex wasn’t wrong just because she had always been
more of a relationship girl. She forced herself to wish them well
and hoped they were enjoying themselves. Jess would know if they
had. Nicole loved to share details, particularly after a wild
night. So why was Jess so sure a night with Winston would be so
wild? Get your mind out of the gutter, she told herself.

The problem was, after wallowing in the
gutter her mind had the rest of her worked up and ready to have
some fun of her own. Kyle was upstairs in the bedroom, so she
double checked all the locks and shut out all the lights. He had a
book in his lap when she came into the bedroom, but his eyes were
sagging and he didn’t notice she was there. She posed in the
doorway, but he still didn’t notice.

Her soft gray tank and shorts sleep set
wasn’t the sexiest thing she could have been wearing, but it showed
a lot of leg and a sliver of her flat belly when she moved. The old
hardwood floor creaked when she came into the room, but Kyle still
didn’t react—not even when she stood at the foot of the bed, hands
resting on the rail of the footboard. She tossed her top onto the
bed, but nope—still no reaction. The overhead light was on, so he
had to see her. His eyes were half-closed, but his steady breathing
signaled he was already asleep.

With a sigh, Jess gave up and turned out all
the lights before putting her top back on and climbing into bed.
When her eyes adjusted, she could still see shapes and shadows by
the dim light seeping through the blinds. Blackout curtains were on
the agenda for re-doing the bedroom. At least it was dark enough
that she couldn’t see the ramshackle condition of their bedroom.
She stared up at the ceiling and willed herself to go to sleep. It
should have been easy, given her day, but that nagging need would
not go away—even as she purposely did not think about what was
going on up the street. She could wake Kyle up, and he would
probably rise to the occasion, but she was annoyed that he was too
out of it to respond to her not-so-subtle come on, so she decided
he could miss out. She didn’t need him.

Her new best friend came out of the
nightstand drawer. It had never happened before when Kyle was home,
but desperate times called for desperate measures. It was small,
with a pastel pink silicone sheath, and had six settings, which
were activated by the click of a button. The most inconvenient
aspect of the toy was that it charged off of a USB port. It was
hardly something she wanted to leave hanging out of her laptop or
phone charger. Luckily, she didn’t need to recharge it often. The
different settings controlled the toy’s speed and pulsing patterns,
but she only ever used the one. Jess was a simple woman like that.
She found something that got the job done and she stuck with
it.

Two clicks set the toy to steady buzzing
with medium power. The highest setting made her head spin, and the
pulses were too distracting. The comforter muffled the sound, and
when she glanced over she saw that Kyle didn’t stir. She pulled her
shorts out of the way and touched the tip to her lips. She jumped
at the contact, as she always did, and closed her eyes with a soft
gasp. It glided over her smoothly-shaved lips. Jess was always
meticulously groomed down there—the way she was everywhere
else—with just a soft, blonde strip above the lips. Her tongue
peaked up from her lips as the toy pressed between her lips down
below, the vibes pulsing through her entire mound. Whenever she had
the time, she liked to tease herself a bit, rather than just going
in for the kill. But tonight she was really horny, and even that
discreet stimulation had her moaning as she lightly moved the toy
over herself.

Jess tried to fight it, but her mind went
there as she masturbated. She could see Nicole’s petite form
against Winston’s huge, muscular body. He was shirtless and her
hands were so pale on his dark chest. Jess gasped, moving the toy
higher. It hadn’t touched her clit and she was already gasping and
making little cooing sounds as she rode the growing wave of
pleasure higher. She touched herself through the tank top, and then
moved her hand underneath. Fingers plucked at her nipples and her
back arched, pressing her head back into the cushy pillow. Would
Winston’s touch Nicole as gently as she touched herself? She
imagined he was a sensitive lover who would bring her along slowly,
but then she thought of him powerfully taking her friend, and Jess
cried out in the darkened bedroom.

Even with her squirming and moaning, Kyle
had not stirred. She spread her legs as widely as the shorts would
allow. The toy buzzed right to her clit. Jess hissed in response,
rubbing the toy in tight little circles over her clit—through the
hood. A direct touch would be too much. She kept as quiet as she
could, but with the buzzing right on her clit Jess couldn’t control
herself any longer. Her friends were out of her mind, but her brain
did lock in on when Winston held her earlier in the basement and
how it felt to be in his arms. She cried out wordlessly and snapped
her thighs shut, muffling the toy, but keeping the vibrations
exactly where she needed them. The wave of her orgasm came crashing
around her and her entire body tensed—from her curling toes to her
squeezed-shut eyes.

A high-pitched squeal—barely audible—escaped
her lips, and then she went slack. She had to quickly pull the toy
away. It was too much now. The climax left her throbbing and spent,
but not smiling. If anything, Jess was confused by the jumble of
visions that forced themselves on her brain. She was too exhausted
to try and make sense of them now. Everything was pushed aside, and
she returned her toy to the nightstand drawer. Jess fixed her
bedclothes, and when she rolled onto her side sleep came easy this
time.
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Winston was on his stoop early Monday
morning. He wanted to be sure not to miss Jessica when she left.
Kyle was out early, as usual, and Winston had watched him depart
with a satisfied smile. He seemed like a nice guy, and the more
Winston got to know him the more he liked him. That could have
complicated things, but Winston was not to be deterred. He would
still fuck Kyle’s wife. It wasn’t like they were really friends. He
would have never said two words to the guy if he wasn’t seducing
Jessica.

It was a sticky morning in the city, and he
dreaded the coming afternoon heat. His tight, white ribbed
undershirt clung to his ebony skin, and he could feel the thick air
on him like a wet blanket. He was used to it, having grown up in a
house with no air conditioning, but he didn’t like it. The first
thing he did when he had his own place was to install a massive
window unit that kept the place like a meat locker. The electric
bills didn’t matter. He could worry about that later. The weekend
hadn’t been so bad, but he’d cranked the air Sunday afternoon when
the humidity began to climb—right after Nicole left.

Nicole spending the night had been something
of a surprise. She did not strike Winston as the type who spent the
night. She seemed like the hit-it-quick-and-move-on type. But then,
he knew he’d given her the fucking of a lifetime Saturday night, so
she probably wanted to stick around for more. That was just what
happened in the morning. Nicole woke him up with her lips wrapped
around his cock. He wanted to fuck her pretty little face, but he
sat back and let her work her magic. He liked watching her shiny
black hair bounce as she bobbed on him. She didn’t need urging to
take him deep like the night before anyway. Nicole swallowed him
until she was ready to choke. It was tempting to come down her
throat—or all over her face—but he decided to give her what she
craved instead. Besides, he loved her tight little pussy, and as
fun as a blowjob was, it never took the place of a good fucking.
Afterward, he made her a late breakfast before sending her on her
way. She put his number in her phone and he wondered if he would
hear from her. He’d be happy to see her again. She was a nice
distraction while he was working up to the main event.

Jessica popped out of the door with Maddy in
tow, looking harried as usual. The pair seemed to perennially be
running late. Her leather briefcase was slung over her shoulder and
both her hands were full. The little girl followed her mother, not
looking happy to be pulled out the door. Winston knew Maddy was
attending a local summer program—a cross between daycare and summer
camp—while her parents were at work.

Rushed as she was, Jessica was perfectly put
together, as always. The sheath dress showed off her trim figure
and was the color of the orange Creamsicles he’d enjoyed as a
child. It was sleeveless and ended just above the knee, and while
it had a V-neck, there was no cleavage, just a thin gold chain with
a bar in the middle. The dress wasn’t remotely inappropriate, but
she still looked good, sexy. He definitely approved of her cream
heels. Winston loved a good pair of heels, the spikier the better.
He pictured those heels up by his ears.

It felt like Jessica was trying to avoid
him. She started up her side of the street, instead of crossing
like normal, so Maddy could say hi. He was patient and sat on his
stoop sipping his coffee. As predicted, the little girl pulled on
the dangling briefcase, nearly pulling Jessica over, leading
Jessica across the street to see him.

“Hey, little girl. That was quite some
birthday party you had,” he said cheerfully.

“It was awesome!” Maddy proclaimed.

“I had a great time.”

“Me too.”

“Maddy, we really need to get going. I have
a meeting first thing,” Jessica interjected.

“Early morning meetings are never fun. You
have no time to get settled,” Winston said, looking up from the
girl.

He was always careful to keep most of his
attention on the little girl whenever she was around. And really,
she was such a sweet girl that it was no effort at all. He had
genuine affection for the girl and would have killed anyone who
meant her harm. He was a bit surprised at how attached he’d become
to Maddy.

Jessica sighed. “You’re right. I like to get
settled and catch up on my email when I get in. But we’re working
on the budget and it’s taking more to get the numbers to work this
year than last, so it’s a lot more brainstorming and creative
accounting.”

“If anyone can work it all out, I know it’s
you.”

“Thanks.”

“You’re obviously dedicated to your work.
That’s admirable.”

Winston sipped his coffee to hide his grin
as he watched her cheeks color. It wasn’t just the heat. Jessica
had noticeably been avoiding eye contact, but now she allowed her
green eyes to find his face. They were so pretty, glinting like
jade in the morning sun.

“You don’t think I’m a deluded suburban girl
trying to save the world?”

“Of course not. We need more people like
you. Who’d say that?”

Jessica smiled wryly. “I know that’s what my
parents think. And I know Kyle wishes I would move to the private
sector, where I could make some real money.”

“Money isn’t everything in life,” he said,
although he didn’t fully believe it. Coming from poverty, Winston
was keenly aware of how important money was.

“We’d have a better world if everyone
believed that.”

“Do you have money, Mr. Winston?” Maddy
asked.

“I have what I need. Listen, you need to get
moving so mommy isn’t late for work.”

“This will be much easier after this week,”
Jessica said.

“I’m going to the beach!” Maddy
announced.

“That’s great, kiddo,” he said.

Winston should have thought the family would
have a planned summer vacation. It would slow down his plan if
Jessica was away, but he liked thinking of her in a bikini on the
beach. It would be something tasteful, of course. He didn’t think
she was the skimpy string bikini type—especially not with the girl
around—but she would look hot in whatever she chose.

“Maddy is going to spend a month at the
beach with her grandparents,” Jessica explained. “Kyle and I will
get down there for some long weekends, but neither of us can take
much time off from work right now.”

Winston could hardly contain his glee. His
job would be much easier if he had the woman to himself. Her
husband would surely be going away for work again soon, leaving her
to Winston’s tender mercies.

“Make sure you don’t get sunburned, little
girl,” he said with a chuckle.

“Say goodbye, Maddy. We really have to get
going now.”

“Bye Mr. Winston.”

He held up his enormous hand for a high five
from her tiny one. “Be good, Maddy.”

“Have a good one,” Jessica said, steering
her daughter away.

Watching them leave was nice. Jessica’s ass
was fine in that dress. He held up his phone and snapped off a
quick photo of it. The two walked up a couple blocks and then were
out of view, leaving Winston with his thoughts. His last
conversation with Kyle had given his plan a direction, and it
seemed that this would be the perfect time to put it into motion.
He would grab the man at his first chance and get to work.
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Jess scooted Maddy through the door, happy
to be back in the air conditioning. It had been a grueling week, a
long day, and she was glad it was nearly over. She was drenched in
sweat from the short walk from the car and all she wanted to do was
peel off her dress and cool down. The door closed, she turned and
was surprised to see Winston sitting on the couch, having a beer
with Kyle.

“Hey honey, you don’t mind that Winston’s
over, do you?” Kyle said, rising from the couch. She accepted a
kiss on the cheek, but felt too gross for a hug.

“Of course not,” she said, wishing her
husband had given her a warning.

“Mr. Winston, let me show you my game,”
Maddy said, snatching up her tablet and folding it open.

Jess was glad to see Winston showing
interest, even though she was sure he couldn’t care less about some
children’s computer game. He was great with Maddy. Too many adults
were bad at pretending to care about kid’s things, but he was the
real deal. She was sure he would be a wonderful father someday,
when he found the right woman. Thinking of that gave her a little
tightness in the stomach and confused emotions.

His weekend encounter with Nicole had not
fully left her mind, although the busy week had blunted its impact.
Each morning’s encounter with the handsome black man brought back a
flash of thinking of him with her friend, even if only for a
moment. She still wouldn’t admit she was jealous. She couldn’t
explain why she felt how she did, but it couldn’t be
jealousy. She was a happily married woman. Jess hadn’t heard from
Nicole, and so far she’d resisted texting her. She did not want to
pry.

“I guess I should have warned you,” Kyle
said, in a low voice, reading her mood.

“That would have been nice.”

She still wondered why he was there. Jess
wasn’t aware that Winston and Kyle had become buddies. She really
didn’t mind that Winston was over, but in his presence she was very
aware of how bedraggled she must look. It shouldn’t matter, but
suddenly freshening up felt more urgent.

“How are you doing?” she called out to
Winston.

“Good. It’s nice to have some time off from
classes. Kyle asked me to come over and have a look around. He
thought I could give you guys a hand.”

“I know the renovations have been going more
slowly than you’d like, but we’re both too busy to speed them up,
and Winston mentioned he’d done some contracting work for his
cousin, so I thought he could help out.”

“Great,” she said, more brightly than she
felt. She plastered on a smile. “I’m going to run upstairs and
change. Do you guys need anything?”

“We’re grown men. We can hold it down,”
Winston answered.

“Yeah, we’ve got it covered,” Kyle
agreed.

“Great,” she said again, with less
conviction.

Jess stood before the mirror in their
bedroom and touched a hand to her sweaty, lank hair. Her cheeks
were flush from the heat outside, making the rest of her face look
even paler than usual. She glanced toward the floor, thought of
Winston downstairs, and instead of simply changing, she stripped
off her clothes and ran into the bathroom for a quick, cool shower.
The water was so refreshing that she literally sighed when she
stepped into it, and it took effort to keep from lingering.

Instead of throwing on any old thing after
her shower, Jess lingered on her clothing choice. She was not going
to come downstairs in a dress, but out was a sports bra and yoga
shorts, which she would have worn since she was going to yoga after
dinner. A soft t-shirt bra went on under a fitted gray faux-vintage
Eagles t-shirt and a pair of cut-offs. She almost changed when she
realized how short the shorts were, but left them on—not wanting to
fuss over her look too much. But she did add a quick slash of soft
pink lipstick and pulled her damp hair into a short ponytail.

The men were chatting and laughing when she
returned downstairs. Maddy was curled in the big chair in the
corner, tablet in her lap, oblivious to the world. Her excitement
over seeing Winston short-lived when faced with the lure of the
tablet. Jess fetched herself a beer and then perched on the arm of
the couch, beside her husband, looking over at Winston. He seemed
to check out her long legs, but she was sure it was all in her
head. He was interested in Nicole anyway, right?

“You look much happier now,” Winston
noted.

“This humidity is horrible. I can’t wait for
it to end.”

“This from a woman who is always cold,” Kyle
said.

“It is a little chilly in here, now that I
think about it.”

Changed and showered, Jess did feel the air
conditioning was set too low, and she was glad the t-shirt bra was
padded. Kyle always had the air conditioning set too low. She swore
he was trying to freeze her out sometimes.

“When you get married you’ll find they’re
never happy,” Kyle snarked.

“Hey!” Jess said, smacking his shoulder. “I
do not think I am difficult at all. I’m pretty easygoing.” She
caught her husband’s eye roll. “Really?”

“Okay, as wives go you’re pretty good…” He
let the sentence hang, like he had more to say, but didn’t.

“I don’t know, man. A lot of the women
around my way are tough. Jessie here seems like a dream to me.”

“Aww, thanks. You should listen to him. You
could learn a lot.” She melted at his warm, handsome smile and
looked away. You do not have a crush, she told herself.

“You got to appreciate a good woman. I
haven’t found too many.”

“I doubt you have trouble finding girls,
dude,” Kyle said.

Winston smiled knowingly. Jess felt the
smile was for her. She felt squirmy. “I didn’t say that. I was
talking about finding a good woman—the kind you want around.”

Jess couldn’t help herself. “Seems like you
and Nic hit it off pretty good.”

“Yeah, she’s a nice girl,” he replied
simply.

“Watch out for her, dude. She can be a wild
one,” Kyle said.

Jess smacked her husband again. “Watch it.
That’s my best friend. Nic is awesome.”

Wild, Kyle mouthed, as if she
couldn’t see him. It earned him another smack on the shoulder.

“Yeah. She’s cool,” Winston agreed, flashing
another knowing smile.

Jess didn’t want to think about what that
smile meant. “I haven’t heard from her. I hope she got home okay
the other night.”

“I’m sure she’s good,” Winston said.

“I should get dinner started,” she said,
abruptly changing the subject. “Are you staying?”

“I don’t want to be a bother” Winston
replied.

“It’s no bother at all,” Kyle volunteered,
though he had no plans to help with dinner.

Winston, smartly, looked to Jess, rather
than accept her husband’s answer.

“Really, we’d love to have you,” she
said.

“I’d love to be had.”

“Great, I’ll get it started.”

Jess fled the room, hoping no one saw how
she’d started blushing. It drove her crazy that she kept having
such a reaction to Winston. Okay, maybe she had a crush, she
admitted, but it really was harmless. And who wouldn’t have
a crush on him? Winston was handsome and smart and charming. Nicole
got it, obviously. Having a crush is okay, she insisted.
It happens all the time. Doesn’t mean anything. It was
probably weird that this was her first married crush. Who knew how
many crushes Kyle has had? Instead of obsessing, she busied herself
with dinner.

Dinner was simple, but Jess was not prepared
for company. Chicken breasts, some steamed broccoli, rice and corn
on the cob. It was a success, and Winston in particular praised her
culinary skills—to the point that she felt he was laying it on a
bit thick. Still, it was nice to be appreciated. It felt like Kyle
took her for granted some of the time. Kyle had not complimented
her cooking like that in ages, probably not since he was still
trying to get into her pants. Jess wasn’t a prude, nor was she
easy. It had been a couple months before she went all the way with
her future husband.

After dinner, Jess thought Winston might
make his way home but he seemed content to stay and hang out with
them. She didn’t mind. He was the perfect guest and she found
herself enjoying his company more the longer he was around. She
forgot about how tired she was from the workday, perked up by his
mere presence. Kyle was glad to have him around as well, discussing
how Winston might help jump start their home renovations. And Maddy
was thrilled Winston stayed. Jess knew their daughter would be a
bear to get to bed.
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Maddy put up a fuss about going to bed, but
when Winston told her to be a good girl for her mom she jumped
right to it. Jess was impressed. She marshalled the girl up the
stairs and into the bathroom for teeth brushing. Pajamas and a
story followed. Jess hadn’t expected Winston to stay so late, which
ruled out going to yoga. That was fine. She was exhausted anyway.
It was too easy to find an excuse to avoid going out again. With
Maddy finally tucked in, she went to rejoin the boys when she
paused at the top of the steps. It sounded like they were talking
about Nicole.

“Tell me, dude. I know you didn’t really
just walk her back to her car,” Kyle said.

“How are you so sure?” Winston sounded
amused.

“Because I know her, and I saw how she was
acting. It was pretty obvious she wanted it.”

Jess cringed. She hated when her husband
resorted to such crude simplifications like that. Ooo, she wants
it. But she couldn’t disagree. It had been obvious Nicole was
interested in their neighbor.

“We’re talking about Jessie’s friend here. I
don’t think she’d appreciate it.”

“Jess will be upstairs for a while. Maddy
takes forever to get down.”

After a long pause, Winston answered. “Yeah,
man, she came back to my place.”

“My man!” When Winston didn’t speak further,
Kyle went on. “And?”

“What do you think?” Winston chuckled.

“I knew it, dude. Sweet. So…”

“Why you so curious, man? You got a thing
for her?”

Jess was interested in Kyle’s answer, too.
Why was he so interested? It had never even occurred to her that
her husband might have a thing for her best friend, but she heard
the eagerness in his voice. It sounded like something was there.
She sat on the top step, resting her elbows on her knees, and her
chin on her hands. This was fascinating. She was proud that Winston
was trying to be a gentleman. It made him even more gallant in her
mind, which did not help her crush.

“No way. We’re just two guys talking here,
right? I mean, she’s hot, so yeah, I’ve looked, I guess I’m
curious, but it isn’t anything more than that. Nicole throws a vibe
out there, so I just wonder if she’s all talk, that’s all. I’m all
about my wife, dude.” The words came tumbling out, like he was
working overtime to explain himself. His voice also betrayed that
he’d had a beer too many.

“I hear ya, man. If I had a girl like
Jessie, I’d be all about her, too. No offense.”

“No way, dude. Just two guys talking, right?
I know Jess is hot. She’s not one of those bombshell types, but
she’s sexy as hell. I got a boner the first time I met her.”

“She’s sexy as fuck, man. You gotta know
other men are looking all the time.”

“Yeah, I know. I don’t blame anyone. Look at
her. She’s so fucking pretty, so fucking perfect. I’d be looking.
Hell, I know you look. It’s cool, dude.”

Jess thought she should be insulted when her
husband said she wasn’t a bombshell, but he made up for it when he
said she was perfect. Listening to the boys discuss Nicole was one
thing, but now that they were talking about her she was
really interested.

Winston didn’t deny that he looked at her.
“It sounds like you dig it when men look at your wife.”

“Who wouldn’t be? Some guys get pissed off,
but they’re Neanderthals. They’re insecure. Another dude looks at
your wife like, man, I’d love to hit that, that’s awesome. I
guess it’s pride, but that’s okay. I’m proud I have a hot wife, and
that people notice.”

Kyle’s tone bothered her. It sounded like he
thought he owned her, like she was a possession. Jess was no man’s
possession. It was flattering that he was proud of her, but it felt
creepy that her husband wanted other men lusting after her. She did
not have similar feelings. Sure, she was proud Kyle was attractive
and had a good job and was a good father. But she didn’t like the
idea that another woman might want him. She didn’t want other women
sniffing around her husband.

“So you don’t care if I stare at Jessie’s
ass?”

“She’s got a great ass, doesn’t she?” Kyle
said.

Her feminist side objected, of course, but a
proud smile creased her lips. I do have a nice butt, she
thought.

“Y’know, there are some guys who take this
whole thing further. You ever watch a guy hit on Jessie?”

“Guys come up to her at the bar, if they
don’t realize we’re together. It happens all the time. Like I said,
it’s cool.”

“I meant like hang back and watch, man.
Like, sit back and watch a guy flirt with her.”

“Uh, no. I guess it would be cool, but it
sounds a little weird, dude.”

“Some guys are really into it. It gets them
off. They see their wives flirting and they see them in a different
light. It’s almost like they’re watching a movie or something.”

“Do you do that?”

“Nah, man, it’s not my thing. I just thought
it sounded like something you might be into.”

“I’ll try anything once, y’know, except gay
shit—not that there’s anything wrong with that…”

“I feel you.”

“Maybe that would be cool. I dunno. I like
looking at Jess. It’s hot when she dresses up. I could be
into it, but I don’t know if it’s anything she would go for. It
sounds a little crazy for her.”

“She don’t like to get crazy?”

“Dude, don’t get me wrong. She’s up for it,
y’know what I mean. I’m just saying, I don’t know if she’d be down
for something like that. It might be too out there.”.”

“I feel ya, brother. It’s all good. Just two
bros talking, like you said.” There was a sound, like Winston
slapped Kyle on the back.

“Speaking of two bros talking,” Kyle said,
getting back on track. “You never did tell me about Nic.”

Winston chuckled. “She’s wild, man. Whatever
you thinking, it’s even crazier. Pow. Blow your mind.”

The guys kept talking about Nicole, but Jess
stopped following their conversation. She was thinking about what
they’d said about her—more what Kyle had said about her. Okay, she
wasn’t the wildest woman in bed, she realized that, but she didn’t
like hearing her husband suggest she was anything short of a sex
goddess. He’d been complimentary, but that part didn’t matter as
much for some reason. And she didn’t want Winston getting the wrong
idea. It didn’t even matter, she knew it, but she didn’t want
Winston thinking she was anything short of a porn star in bed,
especially after hearing that he had been looking at her.

Kyle had been right all along. But it was
still meaningless. Men looked at women. Jess knew she was
attractive. As she had gotten older, she got used to attention from
the more obvious guys. However, just because Winston looked, it
didn’t mean he had any real designs on her. Would Winston be having
a beer with Kyle if he was trying to sleep with his wife? She
didn’t think guys did stuff like that. But it was flattering, and
she felt the crimson rising to her cheeks and her upper chest as
she thought about it. It was quite the compliment that a man as
handsome—sexy—as Winston thought she was worth looking at. Growing
up, she’d been something of a beanpole—tall and skinny—not the type
of girl a hunk like Winston would give a second glance. Didn’t
black guys like their women curvy? She was immediately ashamed for
thinking like that. It felt racist.

It all made her crush on their neighbor feel
that much more real. It was just a crush, of course. Jess would
never act on it, and Winston wouldn’t make a move, but knowing that
he was looking too, it made her heart beat just a little bit
faster. A thought struck her. She’d been having inappropriate
thoughts; had Winston had some too? Jess thought of how she
pictured him with Nicole, his big hands on her body. Had Winston
had those same visions, but with Jess? It couldn’t be. And just
thinking about it raised her temperature. For a moment, she feared
she wouldn’t be able to act normal around Winston anymore, but that
was silly. She was a grown woman. She could handle herself.

Jess knew it was time to go back downstairs.
She steeled herself and headed down. The guys quieted, abruptly
ending their conversation about Nicole’s bedroom skills. She
snatched the beer she’d abandoned from the coffee table and instead
of resuming her perch on the couch beside Kyle, she sat opposite
the guys in their big comfy chair, tucking a leg up under her
butt.

“So what did I miss? Talking about house
upgrades?” she asked, trying to sound casual.

Kyle was flustered, but Winston was smooth
as always.

“Yeah, I think I can help you guys out. I
could get the upstairs bathroom done.”

“What about the bedroom? It’s driving Jess
nuts.”

The corner of Winston’s mouth quirked into a
smile. “I know I can take care of things in the bedroom. Don’t
worry about that.”

The comment seemed to go right over Kyle’s
head. He was too drunk to catch it. But Jess felt the heat of
Winston’s gaze when he said it. He looked right at her. She
guiltily felt like he knew she’d been listening in and was testing
her. She didn’t take the bait, but her blush was back full
force.

“I don’t want you to feel obligated,” she
said. “And I wouldn’t want to put you out. I can wait until we can
take care of things.”

“You’re going to pay me, if that makes you
feel better. It’s my pleasure. And I can always use a little extra
cash.”

“Great,” she replied.

It occurred to her that Winston working on
their house meant he would be around a lot more. Would she be able
to keep her crush in check if Winston was always around? And would
she have to watch the way she dressed around the house if Winston
was there? You got to stop being ridiculous, she thought.
Winston wasn’t hanging around just to get a look at her ass.
Don’t be so full of yourself. Whether it was all in her head
or not, Jess was keenly aware that his eyes kept flicking back to
her. You’re talking! Of course he’s looking at you! She
really did feel silly, but the way she sat really pulled her shorts
tight, and she felt his eyes travelling over her legs. Her fitted
t-shirt was tight across her breasts, and she was sure Winston was
evaluating them. Jess didn’t have huge tits, but they weren’t tiny.
They were nice and perky, perfect for her thin frame. The guys
she’d been with had always reacted with lusty amazement when she
took her top off for the first time. She imagined Winston was
picturing her topless and a shiver of excitement shot down her
spine.

Jess looked away, trying to avoid his gaze,
but her eyes were drawn right back to him. He wasn’t the only one
looking. She admired the way his tight gray t-shirt stretched over
his broad chest. The short sleeves struggled to contain his thick,
solid biceps. He held a beer and his hand rested in his lap. She
intentionally did not look there. Jess was so caught up that she
didn’t catch what he was saying.

“I guess I’d better get going. You guys
don’t need me hanging around.”

“We wouldn’t kick you out,” Kyle
insisted.

Winston was already on his feet. He placed
his empty beer bottle on the coffee table. He walked toward the
door and Jess followed. Kyle was slower to his feet, but threw
their guest a firm handshake. Jess was a hugger, but embracing
Winston suddenly felt like more than a friendly goodbye. She stood
on tip-toes to kiss his cheek, noting the masculine scent of his
aftershave. A big hand held the small of her back, and the moment
their bodies touched was electric.

“Guess I’ll see you tomorrow morning,” he
said.

“Yeah…tomorrow…” She was at a loss for
words.

Jess locked up behind Winston, while Kyle
plopped onto the couch. She could see her husband was worn out and
drunk, but she didn’t care. She was on fire, and she was not going
to resort to her toy again. Stepping between the couch and the
table, she straddled his lap.

“Hey, babe,” Kyle said hazily, arms going
around her.

Arms resting on his shoulders, she kissed
her husband. He was slow to react, but got with the program when
her tongue darted into his mouth. Still, he was reactive, not
aggressive, letting Jess take the lead. She liked being in charge
sometimes, but that was not her mood after thinking about Winston.
She could only imagine Winston taking the lead. Jess sat back and
pulled her t-shirt over her head. The plain t-shirt bra was quickly
unhooked and cast aside. Kyle’s eyes widened as he stared at her
breasts. It was the reaction she expected and she smiled as she
felt a stirring through his shorts.

“What’s gotten into you?”

“You keep asking that lately. Am I not
supposed to want to make love to my husband?” she was put off, but
not enough to stop.

“No, no. I like it.” He stared at her tits,
hands sliding up her smooth, pale stomach to cup them. his fingers
teased her pale pink nipples and she cooed. The tight little points
had always been so sensitive—even the clumsy touch of her young
boyfriends had been enough to get her going back in the day. Any
touch gave her the shivers. And even drunk, Kyle knew how to touch
her, running his fingers over her flesh and giving her nipples just
a little pinch—just enough to make her close her eyes and moan.

“Kyle…”

Jess pushed a hand between them, into his
lap, and felt he was already fully hard. “I’m not the only one
ready. Maybe I should ask what’s gotten into you.”

“My sexy wife is topless in my lap. I don’t
need any other reason.”

He pinched her nipples just a little harder
as she played with his dick and she winced—but it was the good kind
of wincing. She liked it a little rough in the right mood. She
squeezed him hard and they shared a steamy kiss.

“Or it could be that you noticed Winston
checking me out and it turned you on?” She was sure she felt his
cock surge in her hand.

Kyle pulled her closer and kissed her
breasts. His tongue flicked at her nipples and she gasped, pulling
him to her chest. He ardently sucked on her tender nipple and she
cried out, fighting to keep quiet. Their daughter was asleep just
upstairs. It was risky to be fooling around on the couch, but she
couldn’t stop.

“So you admit he’s checking you out
now?”

“I might have caught him
looking—oh!—once or twice. Mmm…”

“Now I know what’s got you so turned on,
Jess.”

“I never said that. Mmm, honey…”

“Riiight…”

“You’re accusing me because you don’t want
to admit it turns you on,” she moaned.

Kyle lifted his face from her tits and
kissed her. There was nothing passive about it this time. He kissed
her with intense hunger. Jess pulled on his shirt and they had to
part so she could pull it off. He grabbed for her shorts and
unsnapped them. They were both in a hurry to get undressed. She
stood and shimmied out of her shorts and panties; Kyle lifted off
the couch so he could pull his shorts down. His cock sprang out and
she stared at it. He was full and ready for her. Jess was soaked,
just as ready for him. She straddled his lap again, this time
grasping his hot shaft.

“Ahh, yes…”

Jess sank down onto that cock and loved the
way it filled her. She’d always thought one of the reasons she’d
never thought about other men before was because sex with her
husband was so good. Even when they weren’t connecting in other
ways, it always worked in the bedroom—or the couch, as it were. She
hung her head forward and nibbled on her lower lip as she worked
her core to move on him while he was sheathed inside her. His hands
rested on her narrow hips for a moment, but then he massaged her
breasts, gently rolling her nipples between his fingers.

“Yesss…” she hissed.

“Uhn, Jess…Fuck that’s good…you’re on fire,
babe…”

“Mmhm,” she moaned, nodding rapidly, making
her ponytail bounce.

“Feel so good, baby…so hard…”

“You get me so hard…you’re so hot,
Jess…”

“Do you think I made Winston hard?”

She forced the words out between moans. She
started rocking her hips, sliding on his cock, reveling in the
wonderful friction. Kyle was playing with her tits nonstop, making
it difficult to think, to tease her husband, but she knew her words
inflamed him when he jacked his prick up into her and grasped her
breasts harder.

“You know you did. He loves your sweet ass,”
he grunted.

“Yes…”

“He probably wanted to bend you right over
this couch.”

“Yes…you like that…don’t you, babe…”

“Uhnn…”

“You like that he wants…he wants your
wife…”

“He’d fuck you so hard, Jess…”

“Ahh…yes…you love it…”

“He wants it so bad…wants to fuck you…”

“Ahh…babe…”

Kyle held her hips, pulling her back and
forth on his spike, sending jolts of pleasure through her body
every time they slammed together. They’d moved past love making.
They were fucking now, and fucking hard. Their shared fantasy
lifted the couple to new heights as they became lost in their own
thoughts. Jess closed her eyes and Winston flashed in there—it was
their stud neighbor holding her, bouncing her on his fat dick.

“You want it…don’t you…”

“Ahh…”

“Don’t you…” he growled.

“Babe…”

“Don’t you!”

“Yes! Goddam it yes! I want it!”

“You want him to fuck you!”

“Yes!”

“Say it”

“Ahh, god, I…I…I want him to fuck me!
Ohmygod!”

Jess climaxed hard, arching her back and
staring up at the ceiling, jamming herself onto him. Kyle still
pulled on her, but it was tough to move her when her body was
locked like that—fully in the grip of her orgasm. Ecstasy surged
through her and she let it take hold and carry her. In the midst of
her throbbing pussy, she felt him coming too. She felt him surge
and shoot his seed deep inside her. It elongated her climax,
pushing it further. When she finally came down, Jess collapsed into
her husband’s arms with a heavy sob of exhaustion. It was the most
intense sex they’d had in ages. They clung to each other, gasping
for breath, covered in a sheen of sweat, despite the chilled
air.

Kyle eased her back enough that he could
kiss her. It was a deeply passionate, affirming kiss, like they
poured themselves into it. When they pulled back they were still
breathless. They stared at each other. The look they shared spoke
volumes: What the fuck was that?

“I love you, babe,” she said, shaking
herself free of the lustful haze.

“Love you, Jess.”

“That was…”

Kyle looked like he was seeking the right
words. He was searching for an acceptable explanation. “It was just
playing around. That’s all it was, right?”

“Yes! Of course it was!” She nodded
emphatically. “You know I’d never…”

“Of course not. No way. I trust you. And you
don’t think I want you to…”

“Nooo. Like you said, it was just dirty
talk. Couples do it all the time.”

“Yeah,” he agreed. “Nothing wrong with some
fun and games. It means we're fun. We’re not one of those uptight
couples.”

“Of course we’re fun.”

They fell silent again, but didn’t move.
There was a tension between them. They were a fun couple, but this
was a place they’d never gone before and they were both trying to
process it. Jess couldn’t help but feel slutty about shouting that
she wanted Winston to fuck her. It felt amazing in the moment, but
now she felt guilty. She wasn’t that kind of woman—was she? She
didn’t want Kyle’s feelings to be hurt. And it made her examine her
crush more closely. If there was more to it, did she need to be
careful around Winston? She didn’t want there to be a weird thing
between her and Winston.

Jess had questions about Kyle, too. She’d
heard him talking to Winston, so she had to wonder if it was all
just dirty talk. If it turned them on there must be a seed of truth
to it. Her crush on Winston was her seed. What was Kyle’s? She
worked up her courage.

“So does it really turn you on when guys
check me out? I mean, that whole thing about Winston, it does seem
to turn you on a little bit.”

“I, uh, yeah, I guess,” he stammered. His
words may have been uncertain, but his cock knew what it wanted.
His deflated member was still inside her, and she felt it
twitch.

She hastened to add, “It’s okay, really,
babe.” Jess forced herself to meet his eyes. “It’s kinda hot,
really.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. Knowing you think that I’m that sexy
is hot, babe. I like it.”

As she said the words, she realized it was
true. Jess had been raised to always be modest. Drawing attention
to yourself was frowned upon, and putting her sexiness out there
was certainly a no-no. But knowing her husband saw her that way was
exciting. It allowed Jess to look at herself that way.

“You are sexy, Jess. I don’t need other men
to confirm that, but knowing they want you just—I don’t know—it
just makes everything that much hotter. I don’t know if I’m saying
this right.”

“You’re saying it perfectly. I get it,
babe.” She kissed him. “And it makes me feel so good.”

“Don’t get any ideas. I’m not saying I want
anyone following through on it,” he added.

“Oh no, of course not.” She smiled slowly,
and added, “Not even Winston…”

Kyle smiled too. “You’ve really got a thing
for him.”

“No, not really. He’s handsome. He’s
charming, but I love my husband.”

“I know you love me. That’s not what I
asked.”

“I might have a little crush. Okay, I
admitted it. Are you happy?”

His cock surged again, answering for him.
Kyle said, “Yeah, I think that’s hot, too. I like seeing your
naughty side come out. If you having a crush on our neighbor does
that, I’m all for it.”

“Really? That’s very progressive of
you.”

“You know I’m not the jealous possessive
type, Jess.”

“So maybe I should flirt with him, just to
stir you up.”

“That would be interesting.”

Jess thought about it. “I don’t think I
could do that.”

Kyle chuckled. “I know. That’s why it’s okay
to suggest it.”

“Hmm. I might take that as a challenge.”

“Take it as you like,” he said, with a broad
smile.

Jess was torn. She always rose to a
challenge—and Kyle knew that—but she couldn’t imagine doing what
she had suggested. It was just too insane. Wasn’t it?
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Winston watched Nicole walk around his dim
bedroom, gathering her clothing from the floor. She wouldn’t find
all of it in the bedroom. Her panties and shirt were downstairs. He
wondered if she remembered that. She was rather drunk when she was
dropped by an Uber the night before. Winston had the impression
that she had been out with a date who didn’t measure up and decided
to spend the evening with him, but he was too much of a gentleman
to ask.

“Are my panties in the bed?” she asked.

“If I had a dollar for every time I heard
that,” he said, with a laugh.

“Very funny. Do you see them? Can I turn on
the light?”

“They might be downstairs, baby. All your
clothes didn’t make it.” He took a remote from the nightstand and
turned on the globe light hanging from the spinning ceiling
fan.

“That seems to be a common occurrence. You
don’t think I’m some kind of a slut, do you?”

“Maybe that’s what I like about you.”

Nicole stood there and tried to look
offended, but then she smiled sweetly. That was the funny thing
about her. She had a sweet, pretty smile, she didn’t have that
predatory look a lot of the women he knew had. If you didn’t know
her flirty side, you wouldn’t guess how much fun she was in bed
just by looking at her. Although one was brunette and the other
blonde, that sweet smile made him think of Jessica. She had that
same sweet, girl-next-door smile, which made him wonder just how
crazy she could get in bed. He was betting she had a wild side. She
just needed the right key to unlock it. Winston was sure he had the
key. He was sure he was already influencing her.

Jessica had subtly changed over the last
week. It took him a couple days to notice, but she was definitely
dressing differently. She didn’t suddenly trade her work clothes
for miniskirts and tube tops, but her dress for work had taken a
sexy shift. Clingier dresses, lower necklines, higher hemlines. She
kept it classy, but Winston convinced himself she was dressing for
him now.

Maddy was with her grandparents, but Jessica
still made a point to stop and say hi to him in the morning,
lingering longer than needed, even when she was running late. And
she carried herself differently. She did not flirt in the same way
Nicole did, but he swore Jessica was posing for him when he sat on
the steps and she stood in the morning sunlight. He had always
considered himself slick, but she knew he was looking—he could feel
it. And apparently she liked it. But that wasn’t the best part.
Winston was sure that she was looking back.

The obvious conclusion was that their little
conversation had lit a fire under Kyle and the man had said
something to his wife. Winston tried treading lightly, having no
idea how freaky Kyle was deep down, but as soon as Winston brought
up how hot Jessica was, he knew it struck a chord inside him. Kyle
was absolutely one of those guys who got off on having a wife who
other guys wanted to fuck. And he had chosen well. Once that was
established, Winston had gone deeper, and he was pleased with where
the conversation went. The poor guy had been a little confused by
Winston’s suggestions, but when Kyle thought about it, the idea of
hanging back while other men hit on his wife had some appeal. That
the idea had never even occurred to Kyle just spoke to what
straight arrows he and Jessica were. But in Winston’s experience,
it didn’t take much to get that arrow to fly off course. He
couldn’t guess just how kinky Kyle could be—how far he could be
led—but Winston was sure he could get the husband to play with
fire—if Jessica was game. The evidence was that she liked the idea
as much as her husband.

So what did Kyle say to his wife? Winston
doubted the man came right out and told Jessica what they’d
discussed while she was upstairs. Kyle had more sense than that.
Maybe the suggestion led to some kinky roleplay in the bedroom.
Winston liked that idea, because if that was the case it had left a
strong impression on Jessica. Even days later she was obviously
thinking about it—and thinking about Winston. His path was laid out
quite nicely. All he had to do was to get her alone. He should have
been in the house with her already. Kyle was out of town and Maddy
was with her grandparents. It was the perfect time, but materials
delays had him sidelined for now. Winston was frustrated.

Winston swept the sheet back from his body,
revealing his swelling cock. Thinking about Jessica, and watching
Nicole walking around nude, had him ready for another go around. It
was surprising. He was usually up for morning sex, but would have
sworn that Nicole drained him the night before. She had been
insatiable. He hoped she was ready to go one more time.

Nicole had just come back into the room
carrying her panties. She disclosed, “I actually found these on the
steps, not downstairs.”

“Yeah, that’s right,” he said, remembering
the order her clothes went flying off the night before.

She walked to the foot of the bed, and he
liked the way her pert little tits bounced when she walked. Too
many guys, especially other brothers, dismissed girls with little
tits, like Nicole, but he really liked the way a nice little set of
boobs looked. Nicole wasn’t even close to a handful, but when he
played with those things she went wild, and really, that was what
mattered. She caught him staring at her tits and smiled.

“Guess you like the view.” She nodded at his
growing manhood.

“What’s not to like, baby?”

“I really do need to get out of here,” she
said, while dropping her bra and crawling onto the bed. Luckily,
she hadn’t gotten very far in getting dressed. She grasped his
shaft. Her hand could not close around its girth. “I guess I can
always come up with an excuse.”

Nicole licked him up and down like a
chocolate popsicle, using her tongue and pretty lips to get him
nice and wet so she could stroke what wouldn’t fit in her mouth,
which was a lot of it. She stared at him with big brown eyes as her
lips stretched around him and she sucked on the head. Winston
grunted and pushed back her raven hair to see her better. Watching
his dick stretch out a woman’s mouth was one of his favorite
things. And her mouth opened wider and wider as she sucked him
down.

“Dammit, girl, you are good,” he moaned.

Encouraged, Nicole pushed farther, doing an
admirable job, but soon she was gagging on his meat and had to back
off. She was right on it again, struggling to swallow even more of
him. Her face flushed from the effort, and her eyes were watering,
but Nicole was not a quitter and she bobbed up and down on that
monster, pushing herself to the limit. She took more of him than
most women. Winston was impressed. Nicole would be welcome in his
bed anytime, even if he was fucking Jessica.

“Fuck!” she exclaimed, choking out the word
as she sucked in a gasp of air. “That’s fucking hard work.”

“You love sucking it, Nic.”

She pouted her lips together and flashed
bedroom eyes. “I can’t get enough of your big, black dick, baby.
You know I love it.”

Winston laughed, and pulled her mouth back
onto him. “Quit fucking around, girl. Suck that thing.”

Nicole didn’t resist, because they both knew
he was right. And while she sucked him, her free hand slipped down
to her pussy. She had made it very clear that she loved his cock
during the couple times she’d been in his bed. She only stopped
when she was too sore to continue, but even then she played with
him while they laid in bed afterward. He’d known women like Nicole
before—white girls who couldn’t get enough of a huge black cock. He
didn’t see it as a racist fetish at all. It was just one of those
things, and since he benefitted from it, what did he care? Nicole
was pretty and fun and sweet. He was glad she was so into
his dick. He hoped her friend Jessica would feel the same way.

She stopped to breathe again, but kept
stroking his fat shaft and kissed her way down to his big, shaved
balls. She just managed to suck one into her mouth, and Winston
shuddered. His cock lay along her cheek, the head resting on her
silky hair, and he almost lost his load in that jet black hair, but
he pulled her off first. Nicole looked surprised. She probably
wasn’t used to guys stopping her excellent blowjobs.

“Oh fuck…” she moaned, when he slid it into
her from behind.

Nicole’s face was buried in the mattress and
her tight little ass was shoved up in the air. Wet as she was, she
was still tight around him, and he took it easy until she started
moaning loudly and squirming underneath him.

“Fuck yes…Fuck me…”

Winston held that tiny waist and drilled the
brunette hard. He closed his eyes and imagined Jessica standing
outside his house, showing off for him. Inviting his gaze on her
body. He imagined it made her wet, knowing he wanted her. He
imagined she dressed in the morning, hoping for his attention.
Jessica was a ripe fruit just waiting to be plucked.

“Fuck…fuck…baby…take it easy…fuck yes!”

He was really slamming Nicole, driving her
down flat onto the bed. He picked her back up again and slid right
back in. She was limp in his hands, but it was easy to hold the
petite woman as he used her pussy.

“Fuck yes! Fuckyesfuckyesfuckyes!” Nicole
screamed. She howled through her climax and Winston just kept
fucking her. He kept ramming her until she finally begged, “Too
much, baby. Gotta stop!”

Winston pulled out, but he had to finish. He
flipped her onto her back with one hand and knelt by her head,
holding it up. Even as she tried to catch her breath, she opened
her mouth and he used it. He was caught by his fantasy and he used
her mouth roughly, sliding deep until she was choking. Amazingly,
Nicole did not push him away, but kept sucking. She wanted to
please him, and she would put up with it until he got off. That
came quickly. She coughed when he pulled out, her saliva dripping
from his shaft. He jerked it once, twice, and ropes of thick cum
splattered on her pretty face and into her hair. Nicole closed her
eyes as his load landed across them. Even after coming three times
the night before, his load was large. When he finished, he pressed
the head to her lips and she greedily sucked it.

“Fuck, that was intense,” Nicole sighed.

“Sorry if I got carried away, baby. It was
just hot, y’know?” He stepped away from the bed and pulled on a
pair of boxers.

“No, it’s good, I’m just a little sore from
last night. A girl needs some time to recover.” She wiped cum from
her cheek and pressed it into her mouth.

“If you’re too sore to fuck again, Nic,
you’d better stop that,” he chuckled.

She smiled wickedly. “Just like to keep your
attention.”

“You got my attention, girl.”

“Not all of it.” She cut off his inevitable
objection. “Hey, don’t worry, it’s cool. I’m not the jealous type,
and you’re not my boyfriend.”

“We’re going bareback. I’d tell you if I was
fucking anyone else.”

“That’s not what I meant, and you know it,”
she said. When he didn’t answer, she went on. “I mean your thing
for Jess.”

Winston made a sound and waved his hand
dismissively.

“Please don’t insult us both by denying you
want her.”

“She’s a happily married woman.”

“That has nothing to do with whether you’re
attracted to her or not. You could be one of those guys who likes
that. Jess might be more attractive to you because she’s
married.”

“You’re not married and I want you,” he
replied, grabbing for her. She rolled away from him, stuck out her
tongue, and left the bedroom.

Winston heard the shower start and used the
time to consider his options. Coming clean to Nicole could offer
advantages. She didn’t seem the type to take offense to something
like that, but you could never tell. If she decided she was just a
substitute for her friend she could be pissed. Her shower was brief
and Nicole returned to the bedroom gloriously naked and patting her
wet hair with a towel.

“I’m not offended, if that’s what you’re
worried about. Jess is pretty, I get it. It would be weird if you
didn’t think she was hot.” Nicole picked up the conversation
without missing a beat.

“Yeah, she’s pretty,” he admitted.

“And you want to fuck her,” she finished for
him. “A girl can tell these things. You thought you could ask all
those questions about her, keep bringing her up, and I wouldn’t
notice? Give me some credit, Winston. Hell, I knew something was up
at the birthday party. I saw the way you were looking at her.”

“But you still came home with me?”

Nicole laughed. She had a nice laugh. “Of
course I did. You’re a hot guy and I could tell you were interested
in me, too. You weren’t getting her, but you could have me, so why
not? We’re all grownups here. One thing has nothing to do with the
other.”

“You’re one cool character, Nic. I don’t
know if I’ve met another woman like you.”

“I don’t believe in playing games—not those
kinds of games, anyway. But are you playing games?”

“What do you mean?”

“Are you just looking, or are you making
plans?”

“You said it. She’s happily married.”

“She is, but Jess is also a little naïve in
these things. If you were making a move she might not realize it
until it was too late.”

“Too late?”

“I think you’re obvious, but she might not
realize you’re after her until you’re right on top of her, and
then…”

“And then what? Also, I haven’t admitted to
anything.”

Nicole finished pulling on her panties and
then stared at him. “You don’t have to. You need to work on that
poker face buddy. I bet you think you’re pretty smooth, but I can
see through you.”

Winston laughed this time. “Most people
can’t.”

“Maybe we’re two of a kind.”

“Maybe…”

“I don’t want to see my friends get hurt,”
Nicole said, continuing to get dressed. “That’s all I’m worried
about. I’m not the morality police.”

“I’d never hurt her. I’d never try to make
her do anything.”

“Oh, I know that. You may be a scheming
seducer, but I don’t think you’re a rapist. Deep down, you’re a
good guy. But when you want something…”

“You get it, Nic.”

“I do. But you’re probably barking up the
wrong tree with Jess. She really is happy with her life—mostly
anyway. It might be a little boring and conventional to someone
like me, but that’s the sort of thing she’s always wanted. I
wouldn’t want to see you luring her into something that could blow
it all up.”

“How could I—if she’s so happy?”

“I’m not trying to encourage you, but I saw
she was looking at you in a certain kind of way too.”

“Yeah?”

“Jess is intrigued. She may even have some
kind of a crush. She’s never really gotten to know anyone like you
before.” She saw the way he stared at her and added, “I don’t mean
just because you’re black. You’re just not like the guys we knew in
college, or back in the suburbs. They aren’t real, not like
you.”

Winston couldn’t suppress his smile. It was
music to his ears. He noticed recent changes, but it was nice to
hear confirmation that the seed had been planted before that.
Nicole probably knew Jessica better than anyone. He was more
confident than ever. But Nicole could be a wrinkle. He didn’t want
her spoiling it.

“Listen, Nic. I don’t want to ruin anyone’s
life. I don’t want to mess up what she and Kyle have going on.”

“But…”

“I didn’t say but.”

“It was coming.”

“Okay. But if something were to happen. If
she wanted something to happen, then is it my responsibility
to stop her?”

“I don’t know that she could sleep with you
and not confess to Kyle. I think the guilt would eat her
alive.”

“What if he was cool with it?”

The surprise that washed over Nicole’s face
pleased him. It was nice to know he could shock someone so jaded.
“And how do you make that happen? Kyle has never struck me as the
kinky type. Even if he was looking for a threesome with his wife,”
Nicole pointedly stared at his cock, “I can’t see you being the guy
he’d choose.”

“I didn’t say anything about a threesome,
though I might be down with that.”

Nicole smirked. “That’s because you have
nothing to be insecure about.”

“My man Kyle and I had a little talk, and
you’d be surprised to find out some of the things going around in
his head.”

“Okay. Lay it on me.” She was mostly
dressed, and sat on the end of the bed.

“First of all, he’d love to fuck you,
girl.”

“I’ve seen him looking at my ass. He’s a
nice guy and all, but he’s like the dog chasing the car. He
wouldn’t know what to do if he caught me. Besides, he’s not the
cheating type.”

“Girl, every man is the cheating type in the
right situation.”

“If your plan is to get to Jess by having me
seduce Kyle, you need to think again.”

Winston chuckled. “That’s a good idea, but I
hadn’t thought of that. You’re right, you’d blow his mind. No, I
meant that my man likes other guys lusting after his wife. He gets
off on it.”

Nicole’s eyebrows went up. “Really?” She
thought about it and continued. “I guess that makes sense. Kyle’s
kinda into appearances. I guess I can see where he digs it that
guys want his wife. Jess is good for that, though you’d think he’d
have picked someone flashier. So he knows you’re into Jess?”

“Something like that. He doesn’t mind it,
that’s for sure.”

“He probably gets off that he’s got
something a stud like you wants. I see it. And you’re thinking
what? Kyle might be so into it that he’d be willing to let you have
a taste? That’s a pretty big leap—assuming Jess would ever go for
it anyway.”

“Might not be the leap you think, girl. I
know how guys like that think. I planted some seeds.”

“Hmm. I think you’re crazy, but if you can
pull this off, you deserve to get Jess in bed. And hey, she wins in
the end anyway.”

“So we’re cool? You’re not going to mess me
up?”

Nicole thought it over, taking her time, and
finally answered. “I think this might be fun to watch, but you’ve
got to keep me in the loop. And you’ve got to promise me that if
you see this messing them up you’re going to back off.”

Winston wasn’t sure he could make that
promise, but he did it anyway. Nicole was fascinating. She
surprised him at every turn. If she ever decided to settle down,
that would be one lucky man, if he could handle the wild ride.
“I’ll let you know it all, baby. I gotta ask. Why are you so cool
with this?”

“I don’t know. It’ll be entertaining, that’s
for sure. If you can get Kyle to go for this, he deserves whatever
happens, maybe. Not that I want anything bad to happen. And if Jess
does go for this, hell, she deserves it too. I’ve known all her
boyfriends, and I have no doubt you will rock her world. A girl
deserves that at least once in her life.”

“You’re so thoughtful,” he said,
laughing.

“One other thing.” Nicole crawled across the
bed and kissed him, long and slow. “You’d better keep room for
me.”

Winston grabbed the back of her head and
kissed her again—this time hard and possessively. “Girl, I ain’t
letting you go anywhere.”

“Good. I might even help you then.”

Nicole smiled cryptically.
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It might have been because she felt at loose
ends being alone in the house. Kyle was away for work again and
Maddy was at the beach house with her grandparents. Jess had not
been alone in the house since they’d moved, and she felt lonely and
vulnerable. The house felt strangely spooky at night with no one
else in it. She jumped at every little sound, and the old house had
plenty of creaks to keep her paranoid—plus there were all the
noises from the neighborhood outside. So she was not quite feeling
like herself. It also may have been that without her daughter
around Jess felt liberated to be her own woman again, rather than
just a harried working mother. Whatever the case, it was the week
she was alone that Jess decided it might be fun to toy with her
husband.

They had teased each other a little bit
since that night when they had the strange, intense sex on the
couch, after Winston left them. Teasing each other was fun, and a
little naughty, but neither of them seemed eager to unearth the
feelings that were exposed that night. But they never left her
mind, not completely.

Jess saw Winston every morning, and now that
she was aware he was looking she felt stupid for never noticing it
before. He may have been trying to be subtle about it, but the
signs were there when she looked for them. She could feel Winston’s
gaze crawling up and down her body. Winston was classy, not creepy,
so he didn’t leer. He was not trying to make her uncomfortable, but
he was absolutely interested and liked what he saw. She stood up
straighter, which had the unintended consequence of pushing her
tits out for his inspection.

The attention gave Jess the chills, stirring
feelings deep inside her—feelings she wasn’t entirely comfortable
with. Since her marriage, Jess hadn’t felt those things about
anyone but her husband, and it didn’t feel right. But the feelings
were there—there was no denying that, and they had her on pins and
needles every time she was around her neighbor. In any other
circumstance, she might have tried to avoid him, Winston had become
close to the couple, and besides, he was about to start working in
their house. How could she tell Kyle to cancel that without
explaining her feelings? But the whole truth was darker. Jess liked
the way it made her feel. Thinking of Winston lit up parts of
herself that Jess didn’t even know were there before. It had been
an interesting week.

Jess started the morning by taking a picture
of herself in the full length mirror in the hallway, once she was
ready for work. She wore a clingy cream blouse with capped sleeves
and a scoop neck that flirted with showing some cleavage. The
blouse was paired with a gray pencil skirt that just about came to
her knees and really showed off her butt—especially with the heels
she wore. It wasn’t why she’d bought the skirt. That was just a
nice side benefit. The outfit showed off her slender figure nicely,
but was completely appropriate. She texted the picture to Kyle. His
reply came quickly.

K: wow. Very hot.

- I hope Winston thinks so too.


K: !

The simple reply made her smile. Jess
resisted texting any further, but got finished getting herself
ready to get out the door. As she’d suspected, the ritual was much
easier without her daughter in tow. However, she found she missed
the chaos. She hoped Maddy was having fun with her parents, even if
she did miss her little daughter.

As predicted, Winston was outside, sitting
on his stoop. She began wilting in the heat the moment she stepped
out the door—sweat immediately popping out on her flesh—but it
didn’t seem to bother him. He even had a cup of coffee in his hand,
as was his habit. Now that she was aware, she could feel him
watching her as she crossed the street to say good morning, even
though he wore sunglasses against the early morning glare. The
morning shade was on her side of the street, keeping her house in
deep shadows. Jess wore shades as well, to make it all the easier
to pretend she didn’t notice Winston’s attention.

Jess smiled brightly and greeted her
neighbor. She almost felt like this was a little dance between
them. Before, Maddy was the excuse for their morning encounters,
and with the girl away, Jess could have stayed on her side of the
street and simply waved as she passed by. But no, she still made a
point of crossing to see her handsome neighbor.

“How can you sit out here? It’s horrible,”
she said.

“It’s not so bad,” he replied, although
sweat beaded on his shaved head and buff exposed arms. He wore his
usual morning uniform of a white “wife beater” tank top and loose
basketball shorts, with his feet in sliders.

She enjoyed the view, even as she felt him
looking her over. Exposing his arms like that showed off all the
time he spent lifting. They were thick like telephone poles, his
chest looked like it was carved from granite. His physique was so
impressive, but Jess vividly remembered how gently he held her for
that moment they shared in the basement. Being enveloped in those
arms was perfect. She subtly licked her dry lips as she thought
about it. The morning was suddenly much hotter.

“It’s going to be much worse later,” he
finished.

“I know. I think I’m going to melt. I feel
bad leaving the air on all day when no one is home, but it’s going
to be brutal this evening if I don’t.”

She felt her pale cheeks turning red in the
heat, a bead of sweat running down her back under her blouse. She
must already look a damp mess, she thought. Did she want Winston
seeing her like this? He didn’t seem to mind. Even closer together,
they couldn’t see each other’s eyes through their shades, but she
knew that just as she was looking at his strong arms and shoulders,
he was appreciating her trim figure in her snug outfit. She swore
she could feel him staring at her breasts, and she stood
straighter, pushing them out. It felt good, because while her tits
were cute and perky, they weren’t usually what guys focused on.

“I bet you and your folks belonged to a swim
club back in the day,” he commented.

“Yeah, it was great. If we weren’t at the
beach house, we were at the club. The heat didn’t seem so bad then.
I was never one to bake in the sun, but if I was hanging out by the
pool, or playing volleyball, or doing anything outside, the heat
didn’t really get to me. I could spend all day on the beach on a
day like this without a second thought.”

“When I was a kid, we used to open up the
fire hydrants. You can do it legally now—I’m sure you’ll see
some—but back then it wasn’t recommended. It was before they made
the things you can screw onto the nozzle, so someone would make up
their own, so the water would just pour out. Either way, we stayed
cool.”

“I bet that was a lot of fun. I think it’s
better to find your own fun, than to have it handed to you. I’m
afraid Maddy’s generation is going to have it too easy.”

“Heh, I don’t know. I think I’d rather have
spent my summer days by some nice pool, or on the beach, if it was
up to me.” He gave her a meaningful look. “Especially if there were
lots of pretty girls in bikinis hanging around.”

“I guess I can see that.”

“You still rock the bikini on the beach,
don’t you?”

“Sometimes. It depends on my mood.” She
caught the hungry way he was looking at her, and added, “But not
one of those thong bikinis, or any other teeny, tiny thing. I have
to stay respectable.”

“Of course you do, Jessie.”

Jess didn’t have to be a mind reader to know
exactly what was on Winston’s mind. He was picturing her in some
bikini—she knew it—though she doubted it was the kind of two-piece
she’d wear to the beach. She favored a nice halter top and bottoms
that gave her full coverage, a suit that made it easier to be
active and chase a child up and down the hot sand. He surely
pictured some little thing she had to keep pulling down over her
boobs, and that climbed up her butt. She did still have a couple
ancient string bikinis from the old days, but she never considered
pulling them out. The tops were probably a tad too small anyway,
since pregnancy had left her chest at least half a size larger. She
smiled wryly, thinking Winston would enjoy that.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

“Hmm?”

“You’re smiling. Happy memory?”

“Just thinking of something.” Rather than
explain herself, she said, “I really need to get going. I think my
makeup is all going to melt off if I stay in this heat any longer.
I can’t go to work looking like a scary clown.”

“I bet you could pull off the Joker
look.”

“Very funny.”

“Jessie, you don’t even need makeup anyway,
girl.”

“You’re too sweet.” His compliment made her
heart beat faster. “I’ll see you later. Stay cool.”

“You too.”

Jess walked away and swore she could feel
his eyes on her butt. The snug pencil skirt did its job. Just that
brief encounter left her tingling down below, and she tried to push
sultry thoughts of Winston from her mind. As she walked to her car,
she imagined them on a beach together, she in one of those little
string bikinis, Winston in snug trunks. The sweat stood out on his
ebony skin and he glistened in the sun. She knew she had to tug her
top back into place, but she didn’t bother, knowing he was looking
at her. He told her he was afraid she would burn, and she dutifully
laid down on the blanket while he spread slippery lotion all over
her body. Those big, strong hands felt like magic. He tugged on the
knot holding her top closed and she sighed as it came undone…

A loud car horn snapped Jess back to
reality. She’d stepped off the curb and right into the path of an
oncoming car. She waved and said she was sorry. The middle age
driver seemed to cool down when he watched her cross in front of
his vehicle. She had to get her head out of the clouds!

Since she did not have to drop Maddy
somewhere, Jess had chosen to leave the car in place and take the
bus to work while her daughter was away. She liked the ecofriendly
idea, and not moving the car was appealing, but walking several
blocks farther to the bus stop in the sweltering heat had her
rethinking the idea. She felt gross by the time she reached the bus
stop, and while the bus itself was air conditioned, the commuters
were packed in tight and she was lucky to find a seat. Jess was
squeezed between an older woman, who resembled a librarian, on one
side, and a heavyset, African American on the other. Her leather
case was clasped between her heels on the floor.

Every time the bus lurched, Jess was thrown
against the man to her side. She apologized the first couple of
times, but it gradually dawned on her that he did not mind. He
pretended to stare at his phone the entire time, but from the
corner of her eye she saw he kept glancing to her when she thought
she was looking away. The stranger seemed particularly fascinated
with her long legs. Her skirt had come up to mid-thigh, but she
wasn’t exposing anything. Still, her bus-mate was happy with the
view.

The man beside her didn’t resemble Winston
at all, but his attention had a similar effect as when her neighbor
was checking her out a few minutes earlier. She didn’t think it was
because they were both black, although she was flattered that any
black men at all thought she had curves worth staring at. She was
just more aware of the attention of men in general, and she’d
discovered she enjoyed it. A modern feminist, she reckoned she
probably shouldn’t, but it was flattering. Didn’t everyone want to
be desirable? As long as the men weren’t pigs about it, where was
the harm?

The bus dropped her a block from work, and
she was relieved to be off the bus. Toward the end, the man beside
her had shifted in his seat, so that every time the rocking bus
pushed her against him it was her boob that pressed into his arm.
Her shoulder was pinned back against the plastic seat, making it
impossible for her to adjust. It was only a few more blocks, so she
let it go, but she was glad to be free. Being admired was one
thing—borderline groping was another.

Jess took a few moments to cool down in her
tiny office. She hung her head back over the air conditioning vent
under her window, drying her damp hair, then she touched up her
makeup. It would have to do. There was just one more thing to do
before she started her day. She snatched up her phone.

- I was right. He loved the
outfit

Kyle did not respond immediately, leaving
her disappointed. He was probably in a meeting already, but she was
excited by the little game she’d started and wanted to play. She
was knee deep in her morning email routine when he finally replied,
but that didn’t stop her from grabbing the phone.

K: of course he did. Ur hot!!!

- u don’t mind?

K: just don’t tease the poor man too
much

- oh? Why not?

K: don’t want to give him the wrong
impression

Jess didn’t even think about her reply. It
flew right from her fingertips.

- who says it’s the wrong
impression?

K: haha

- it’s lonely being in the house alone.
Maybe I should invite him over for a beer.

She immediately feared she may have taken
her game too far. She didn’t want Kyle to think she was really up
to anything. Now that she had confessed to her crush, she didn’t
want her husband to think she was getting any ideas. It took Kyle a
couple minutes to reply.

K: go for it. I’m meeting a couple ppl
for drinks after work

Jess was piqued. Her mind jumped right back
to her thoughts that it would be so easy for him to fall into bed
with a coworker after a few drinks and have a work fling. Kyle
never really talked about who worked in his office. It could have
been full of cute college interns looking for a foothold in the
company. She replied:

- a few drinks with the guys?

K: I didn’t say they were all
guys

He was just teasing her back. She knew it,
but it still got under her skin.

- I guess it’s ok then if Winston comes
over for a beer. It’s not inappropriate for me to have another man
over while ur gone?

K: what will the neighbors think?!? Haha.
Ur the one who’s always telling me he’s a gentleman

- maybe not if I’m giving him the wrong
idea

K: if it’s the wrong idea…

Kyle had turned her words back on her, but
was he playing, or was he genuinely angry? She hated the lack of
context in texting. Jess couldn’t imagine he was really mad. He
trusted her. He understood she was just playing. Right? She wasn’t
sure how to reply, so she texted:

- maybe you have the wrong idea

K: I think I know exactly what’s on ur
mind

- do you?

K: u have the hots for our neighbor and u
like the attention he gives u. I don’t mind it. I’m proud

- but?

K: but what?

- aren’t you afraid of something
happening?

K: because you’ve been going out of ur
way to tease him?

Jess didn’t reply right away. Was she so
transparent? She was indignant, even though she’d been caught.

- I have not

K: since when do u send me pix of what
you’re wearing to work? Ur doing it and u want me to know it. The
dressing up isn’t for me

Now she really did feel like she’d taken
things too far. She didn’t want Kyle thinking this was anything
real. It was just something to spice things up, and have a little
fun with in the bedroom.

- sorry

K: u don’t have to say sorry. I’m
enjoying it. It’s kinda hot.

- really?

K: u don’t get like this. It’s like I’m
seeing a new side of you and I like it

Jess was at a loss again. Sure, they’d
talked about this the other night, after that intense sex on the
couch, but she didn’t take it all that seriously. She thought they
were just talking, teasing each other, like she thought she was
doing now, but she was getting the impression there may be
something more to this. They should be having this conversation
face to face, not by text when they were supposed to be working,
but here they were.

- so u want me to do this? Keep flirting
with Winston?

K: what do u want to do?

-it really could get out hand. He really
might get the wrong idea

K: if it’s the wrong idea.

The conversation had become frustrating.
Kyle was being deliberately vague, she knew it, and it pissed her
off. If it’s the wrong idea. What was he saying? She felt he
was implying he wanted her to do something more than flirt, but
that was just inconceivable, which was why he was leaving himself
wiggle room. If she flipped out on him, he could claim she
misunderstood how far he wanted her to take things. Jess wasn’t
going to play that game. They could not hash this out over texts,
but she was going to damn well pin him down when she got him on
Skype later on. She finished with:

-then you’re okay with wherever this
leads?

K: I trust u. I’m okay with whatever
you’re okay with

- guess I’ll just see what happens when I
see him. Gotta run. Xo

Her phone chimed with another text
immediately, but she purposely ignored it, setting her phone aside.
Everyone had their own alert, so she could safely ignore her
husband without missing something that was actually important. She
didn’t pick up her phone again until it chimed with a message from
Nicole.

N: have a bottle of wine with your name
on it

Jess thought drinks with her best friend
might be just the distraction she needed.

- sounds great but I have yoga after
work. Later?

N: I’ll be there at 8

- perfect!
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Winston held Nicole’s slim hips and pistoned
her up and down on his cock. She had a white-knuckled grip on his
hands, and her screams echoed through his living room. Her head was
thrown back and her jet hair hung down past her shoulders, almost
to where her slender back was arched away from him. They sat on his
couch and she bounced on his lap while facing away, her
salmon-colored shorts and black thong thrown away. A white
sleeveless blouse, with ruffles down the front buttons—which were
all open—hung on her body and her black bra was unfastened.

Nicole had been in control, hopping on his
lap after he went down on her, but once she climaxed he took over,
working her up and down like a fucktoy. He loved the way she
completely turned herself over to the act. There was no vanity, no
self-consciousness. Nicole was pure sex, fully into the moment.
When she came, it was with her whole body. And as he worked her on
his prick, her tight pussy gripped him and convulsed around him,
like she would never stop coming.

“Fuck! Fuck yes! Oh fuck me!” she howled,
digging her nails into his thighs.

“Shit, baby… Ohhh…” he moaned. She felt so
damned good he wanted to fuck her forever, but his nut was boiling
over.

“Come on, baby, come for me! Come on, give
me that big black dick! I’m hungry, dammit!” she commanded.

Winston loved it when she talked like that
and he was right there, even if he was baffled by the last bit. But
then he heard the knocking over the sounds of their coupling and
realized the food they’d ordered must be there. He jammed Nicole
down on his cock one last time and blasted his nut up inside her,
loving that the girl wanted him bareback. As his cock pulsed inside
her, she gave one last shriek and fell back against him.

“This was a nice surprise, baby,” he said,
hugging her tight against him and kissing her cheek. She felt good
in his arms. He liked a petite woman he could envelop. It reminded
him of the time he’d held Jessica. She was so slender in his
arms.

“I’d better get that before he takes our
dinner away.”

Nicole jumped off his lap and grabbed her
shorts, wiggling into them on her way to the door. She didn’t
bother buttoning her blouse before she answered the door. The
delivery guy, a Chinese kid in his late teens was wide-eyed when he
saw her. Winston was sure she shifted to make her blouse hang open
at the right angle. She gave him the forty Winston had left by the
door, though as far as Winston was concerned, the kid already got
his tip.

“You’re shameless, girl,” he chuckled as she
carried the food out toward the little round table he had in the
dining room. Winston stood and pulled up his shorts, walking past
into the kitchen. “Beer?”

“Sounds good.”

He returned with two cold, open bottles, and
noticed she’d shed her shorts before sitting. She caught him
looking, and said. “I don’t want a wet spot, okay? I told you I’m
meeting Jess after this.”

“Oh yeah.”

They broke open the cardboard containers and
grabbed the chopsticks. The lovers were comfortable enough with
each other that they didn’t need plates. They just passed the
containers back and forth as they pleased. They had already shared
just about everything else.

“So how’s the plan going?” Nicole asked,
before pushing some noodles into her mouth.

“It’s going.”

“No progress, huh?”

“Just haven’t had much of a chance. I’ve
only seen her in passing. I know she’s primed, but I don’t just
want to show up on her doorstep.”

“She’s primed. It’s so funny how you
guys talk about us. Do you even hear yourselves? Yeah, that might
be weird without an excuse. I haven’t really talked to her much
either, though we’re hooking up tonight.”

“Oh?”

“Just a little girls’ night. Hanging around,
chatting over a bottle of wine. I’ll talk you up if I get a
chance.”

“Yeah?”

“I told you. I think this whole thing is
fascinating. If you really can lure Jess and Kyle into some kind of
kinky cuckold thing, I will worship at the master’s feet.” Nicole
paused and mock bowed in her chair, chopsticks in one hand and
carton in the other.

Winston finished chewing before answering.
“It’s not a cuckold thing. I like Kyle. I don’t want to humiliate
the dude. I just want to fuck his wife.”

“And you don’t think that will be
humiliating?” She stared down at his lap. “You underestimate
yourself.”

“I appreciate that, but it’s not about that.
It would just be good if he got something out of it too, and it
seems like something he would be into. I know I can work him.”

“Jess is the bigger challenge.”

He nodded in agreement.

“What if you can’t get him going? I mean,
when push comes to shove, you don’t know he’ll go for this.
Would that stop you?”

The right answer would have been easy to
say. He didn’t want to offend Nicole or have her think ill of him,
but Winston didn’t want to lie to her either. How she felt about
him mattered, which was a new feeling. He didn’t know how to thread
that needle, so he chose the truth.

“I get what I want.”

Nicole smiled. “I know the feeling. Me
too.”

“Have you ever gone after a married man? No
judgments.”

“Obviously.” She looked away. The answer was
clear, but she didn’t want to admit it. “Yeah, there was this guy I
worked with. He was so hot, I just really wanted him. It didn’t
take much flirting before I knew I could have him.”

“Did you feel guilty?”

“Is it terrible if I say no? He gave me all
the typical excuses; his wife didn’t screw him anymore, they barely
spoke, he was just staying for the kids and she wouldn’t care
anyway. I’m not dumb enough to fall for that crap, but I guess I
didn’t feel bad because I knew his wife would never find out, so it
seemed like a victimless crime.”

“So if Kyle never found out…”

“We both know Jess would confess. Assuming
you could get her to cheat, she couldn’t live with the guilt. But
you’d do it anyway.” It wasn’t a question, and Winston didn’t reply
to her, so Nicole said, “I don’t want to see my friends hurt, but
I’m not going to judge you. How can I?”

Nicole’s attitude made him want to rip her
clothes off and fuck her all over again. He could just bend her
over the table. It was one of the few things they hadn’t done yet.
She was just amazing. But he was also having just as good a time
sitting and talking with her. He almost felt bad that they were
spending so much time talking about Jessica. Almost.

“So what are you going to say about me?”

“I don’t know yet, but I’ll think of
something. You’ll just have to trust me,” she said, with a twinkle
in her eye.

They finished eating and Nicole went
upstairs to put herself together. Winston refrained from joining
her in the shower because he knew she had to get going. He didn’t
want to interfere with her evening at Jessica’s. He trusted her to
talk him up to Jessica, as crazy as it was. Nicole was unique. How
many women would help the man they were sleeping with seduce
another woman—let alone her best friend. If this worked out, he was
going to have to get Nicole something very nice.

Nicole came downstairs and they shared a
lingering kiss by the door, where she assured him, “Trust me, I’ve
got your back.” He stood in the doorway and watched her cross the
street and knock on Jessica’s door. He swore the blonde glanced his
way when she let her friend into the house.

Winston was clearing dinner when his phone
rang. He was surprised to see it was Kyle. It was like the man had
sensed he was being discussed.

“Hey, man,” Winston said.

“I’m not bothering you, am I?” Kyle
asked.

“No worries. I’m just chillin.”

“You home? I didn’t catch you out?”

Winston thought the man sounded suspicious.
Kyle had a strange tone to his voice.

“I’m home. Just had some company leave, so
I’m feeling good.”

“Yeah?” Kyle sounded excited, but nervous.
“Anyone I know?”

Winston laughed. “You got to chill out, man.
You sound like you’re going to blow a gasket or something. Do you
need to get laid or something?”

“I am away…”

“Nic was over, man. She just left. She’s
going to see Jessie, actually.”

“Cool, man,” Kyle replied, the relief in his
voice palpable. But he also sounded disappointed. “I wanted to let
you know the paint and stuff is finally in. I’m away this week, so
I can’t pick it up, but as soon as I can you can start working, if
you still want to.”

Winston noted some hesitation in Kyle’s
voice. “Of course, unless something’s changed.”

“No, it’s all good, dude. I need to get
moving on this before Jess kills me.”

“I think you’re cool. She doesn’t seem like
the violent type.”

Kyle snorted into the phone. “You’ve never
seen her mad.”

“Yeah, she’s always happy to see me.”
Winston threw the hook out there.

Kyle took a moment to reply. “She mentioned
she saw you this morning.”

“Yeah? I see her every morning. Nothing
special about that.”

Winston played it cool, but even over the
phone he could tell something was on Kyle’s mind. He didn’t want to
push the guy, but at the same time he knew this was a chance to
move Kyle along—or find out he had a problem. Either way, Winston
needed the intel.

“Nothing special? Nothing different?” Kyle
asked. He seemed to be searching for the right words.

“Seemed like she was in a good mood. Better
than usual.”

“That’s all?”

It didn’t seem like Kyle was going to work
up the nerve to ask what he wanted to ask. Winston was going to
have to move this along if he wanted to make any progress. He liked
making the man work for it—he didn’t want to come off as leading
Kyle by the nose—but he also didn’t want to wait forever for him to
come around.

“Now that you mention it, Jessie has seemed
a little different lately. She’s been, I don’t know,
friendlier. I mean she’s always cool, but she’s been going
out of her way to be super nice. I thought maybe it was because I
am going to help you guys with the house.”

“That could be it.” Kyle did not sound
convinced.

This guy’s killing me, Winston
thought. “Listen, I didn’t want to say anything, because I don’t
know what it means, and I don’t want to overstep any
boundaries…”

“No, we’re cool, dude. If there’s something
up I want you to tell me,” Kyle said eagerly. “I’d do the same for
you.”

“Your woman’s been looking really fine
lately. Like she’s dressing up for a reason, y’know? She’s just not
dressed like she used to be when I see her in the morning.”

“You noticed that?”

“Yeah, man, I noticed. I know we’re tight,
so I know it’s okay to tell you; Jessie’s been looking hot lately,
man. Like she’s dressing to impress. Where I come from, a chick
only starts doing that when she’d got another man on her mind.”

The long silence on the line meant Kyle was
letting it sink in. He wanted to talk about this, but still felt
weird about it, even if they were tight. Winston was confident he
was reading him correctly. Winston knew it was for him, and so did
Kyle, but Kyle couldn’t come right out and say it.

“I don’t think she’s cheating. I know
she’s not cheating. Jess isn’t like that.”

“Hey, maybe it’s all in my head. Maybe she
just decided to change things up and there’s nothing more to it
than that. Or maybe I’m just looking too hard. Sorry if I crossed a
line, man.”

“No. You’re good, dude. It’s all good. We
talked about this, right? Jess is hot, and it’s cool that you
appreciate that.”

“I’m not appreciating it too much? She’s
been looking good, brother. That body is rockin’.”

“Yeah it is,” Kyle agreed. He fell silent
again, and Winston was about to speak when Kyle finally made a
confession. “I think maybe she’s got a crush on you, dude.”

“What? You’re trippin’, man.” Winston hoped
he sounded sincere.

“No, really. Believe me.”

“I didn’t do anything, man.”

“Do I sound angry? No, it’s not what you
think. I’m not saying she’s got the hots for you and she’s going to
throw herself at you. That’s not Jess. It’s just… Listen, I told
her you were checking her out, and at first she didn’t believe me.
But when she realized it was true, she kinda dug it. So I think she
likes the attention. She gets off on it. Jess doesn’t see herself
as a girl guys check out, especially guys like you.

“Wait, I didn’t mean that. Not like it
sounded,” Kyle added hurriedly. “I didn’t mean that racially. I
meant you’re a stud, right? She thinks only the obvious
girls—y’know, big tits, letting it all hang out—or the ones who
just put it out there, kinda like Nicole, catch the eye of guys
like you.”

Winston could have let him ramble on
defensively, but cut him a break. “Chill out, man. I think I know
what you mean, but I wish she’d give me more credit. I like all hot
women, not just the ones who throw themselves at you. Getting the
ones like Jessie is almost sweeter, am I right?”

“Yeah, dude, I hear you.”

“So you think she’s been putting on a little
show for me? And you’re cool with that?”

Kyle hesitated before answering. “I guess
so. I mean, sure. It’s cool. I think it’s good for her. She’s been
on fire lately.”

“Do tell.”

“I dunno. She’s just…”

“If I’m the cause I have a right to know,
don’t I?”

Winston respected that Kyle was trying to
protect his wife’s confidence and dignity, but the cat was already
halfway out of the bag, and he could tell that Kyle really wanted
to brag. Winston wanted to know just how on fire Jessica
was. If she was even closer to being seduced than he thought that
was great news. He tried to picture what an on fire Jessica looked
like and it made his cock hard.

“Let’s just say she’s been really horny
lately. She’s been all over me, doing stuff she doesn’t usually
do.”

“You’re holding out on me, man. Sounds like
I’m helping you out.”

“Okay. The other night, right after you
left, she jumped right on top of me. I mean, like, you probably
weren’t even across the street yet, and Jess was on top of me,
pulling clothes off. She fucked me right on the couch. It was
wild.” Kyle sounded excited, like he was reliving the moment.

“That’s hot, man. Good for you.”

“Thanks, dude. I like this change. I hope it
continues. And I need to be home more to take advantage of it.”

Don’t worry. I’ve got that covered for
you. That was what Winston thought, not what he said. “So I
guess I should keep encouraging her, huh?”

“What?” It seemed like Kyle snapped out of a
daydream.

“I was saying, if you’re getting the benefit
of this—whatever it is—I should keep Jessie going, right?”

“Uhh…”

“She likes the attention. She’s all over
you. And we both know you dig it when guys are into your wife. So I
guess I should make sure Jessie knows I appreciate what she’s
doing. I should give her more attention,” Winston said, leading
Kyle along.

“I guess so. There’s no harm, right? Jess is
up on herself, which is awesome. I like seeing her all worked up,
and she’s like always ready for sex. I don’t see a downside.”

Winston could tell Kyle was trying to
convince himself this couldn’t backfire. He nudged the man a little
further. “Maybe I’ll even start flirting with her. That would
really get her going. And it would be hot for both you guys,
right?”

“Yeah, it would be awesome for us—I mean
her. Jess will have a good time with that.”

“It’s like I was telling you, man. It can be
hot to have someone flirting with your wife. It’s brings out the
best in her, and it gives you the chance to see her with new
eyes.”

“You’re right, dude. This will be fun. But
god, don’t tell Jess I said anything to you. She’d be mortified if
she knew you know what’s going on with her. It took her forever to
even admit it to me.”

“We’re guys. We keep each other’s secrets,”
Winston assured him. “And I’ll keep you posted. I’ll make sure you
know all the details.”

“That’s awesome. Thanks, dude.”

No, thank you, Winston thought. He
was on his way.
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“You’ve been unusually quiet lately,” Jess
commented, sitting at one end of the couch, with her legs tucked up
under her. She held a giant wineglass, which had started halfway
full, but was nearly empty now. It was her second glass.

“Have I?” Nicole was at the other end,
sitting with her legs crossed and working on her wine more slowly.
She had barely touched it and the fruit and cheese Jess had placed
on the coffee table.

“I know we don’t see each other as much
anymore, but I haven’t seen much on Facebook and you haven’t texted
very often.”

“Things have been hectic lately. I’d love to
see you more, but Kyle dragged you all the way down here, so you’re
not exactly around the corner anymore.”

“Oh? You haven’t had any reason to come down
here?”

“I guess you saw me coming out of
Winston’s.” Nicole smiled, looking pleased.

“Well, no,” Jess lied. She had been watching
out the front window and saw Nicole come out of Winston’s. “But I
did see him standing in the doorway when I answered the door, so I
figured you just came from there.”

They had already exhausted the typical small
talk, and Jess was running out of ways to talk around what was
really on her mind. She did not invite Nicole over just to discuss
Winston, but seeing him across the street, watching as Nicole came
inside, put him front and center in her thoughts. It didn’t help
that she was already feeling a buzz from the wine, after only
having a grilled chicken salad for dinner. She picked at the snacks
she’d laid out, but really wasn’t hungry.

“I’ve seen him a couple times. Don’t worry,
it’s nothing serious,” Nicole replied.

“Why would I be worried?” Jess hoped she
didn’t sound defensive—although there was no reason she should.

Nicole smiled. “I don’t know. Why would you
be worried? But really, it’s just a casual thing. He’s free to see
whoever he pleases and do whatever he wants.”

“Good for him. You don’t think he’s
boyfriend material? He’s a great guy. I mean, he’s nice every time
I see him.”

“You see him pretty often, so you should
have some feeling about him. You’ve always had good instincts,
hon.”

“Winston is a good guy. He’s great with
Maddy. We’re lucky to have a friend like him in the
neighborhood.”

“I agree.”

“What do you mean I see him pretty
often?”

“Don’t you see him just about every
day?”

“Did he say something?”

“I think you did. You said he says hi to
Maddy every morning, right? He’s mentioned you, but we don’t sit
around and discuss you, if that’s what you’re wondering.”

“I don’t think that. Why would I think that?
Sorry, it’s just been a long, hot day and it feels weird having
this house to myself. I’m not used to it yet. I’m glad you came
over, Nic.”

“Me, too. I meant it when I said we need to
see each other more. And it’s not just because Winston is across
the street. Here, let me refill that for you.”

“Maybe I should slow down.”

“Why? You don’t have to drive.”

“You’re welcome to stay if you like.” Jess
added, “Unless you need to get back across the street.”

“I’m good for now.”

“Really?”

Nicole smiled again. She positively glowed.
“I’ll just say I didn’t just stop over there for Chinese food. I
had all of my needs met.”

Jess couldn’t help blushing. Lots of dirty
thoughts filled her mind. She tried not to picture her friend in
bed with Winston, but it was impossible. She could see Nicole’s
pale arms and legs wrapped around his broad, dark back while he
pumped inside of her. Of course, in that image it just as easily
could have been Jess’s limbs wrapped around him. As soon as Nicole
refilled her glass, Jess took a long sip from it.

“But he’s not boyfriend material?”

“You know how I feel about that sort of
thing right now.”

“But if a great guy comes along?”

“Sure, if I am swept off of my feet, then
yes, I’ll change my mind.”

“But no sweeping with Winston?”

“What do you want to know? He is amazing.
He’s funny, smart, he can be sweet. He’s a little unconventional,
which is right up my alley. And holy crap, is he amazing in
bed.”

Jess’s eyes went wide as she stared at her
friend.

“He’s hot, that’s obvious, but not every guy
lives up to the packaging, y’know? Winston is everything you think
he’d be. He really knows what he’s doing. And yeah, he fits the
stereotype,” Nicole gushed.

“The stereotype?” Even as the words left her
mouth, Jess realized what her friend meant and wished she hadn’t
asked. She did not need to be discussing Winston’s dick.

“He’s big, hon. Not so big he’ll hurt you,
because he knows what he’s doing, but big enough to blow your mind
and give you the Big O.”

Jess sat there, stunned, as she thought
about what Nicole said. Honestly, she had never given size much
thought. In her experience—not that she had a ton—most guys were
roughly the same. Sure, when she was younger friends would talk
about the guys they were dating and whether they had enough down
there, but she shied away from those conversations because she had
no desire to sit there and discuss such intimate details.

As she got older, Jess became less uptight,
but by then she was a married woman and it seemed crude to talk
about her husband that way. She had no idea if Kyle was large. All
she knew was that it felt good to her, and that was all she was
concerned about. But now she tried to picture something bigger. And
because they were discussing Winston, something darker. She really
had no frame of reference. Jess felt impossibly sheltered and
wondered if her experienced friend thought she was silly in her
innocence. Without even thinking about it, Jess found herself
asking a simple question.

“How big is big?”

“I haven’t broken out a ruler, but you’d be
impressed.” Nicole held her hands up in front of her, several
inches apart. Jess didn’t believe what she saw. “At least eight
inches. And nice and thick.”

Jess’s mouth was suddenly dry. She drank
more wine. She knew guys in porn were big, but always just assumed
that was all done with camera tricks—not that she was a porn
watcher. She had read that an average man was something like five
inches, so at least eight sounded implausible. Nicole had to
be exaggerating.

“I don’t know that the size of a guy’s dick
is something that would impress me,” Jess replied.

“Maybe that’s because you haven’t seen a
really impressive one yet. I could snap a picture of Winston’s for
you.”

“No!”

“Right. Why wait?”

Nicole leaned over and fetched her phone
from her purse, which sat on the floor. Jess lurched forward and
grabbed for the phone, spilling wine all over her white shirt in
the process. She cursed and looked down at her ruined shirt,
leaving Nicole time to shoot out a text.

“I can’t believe you did that! You didn’t
tell him it was for me, did you?”

“Of course not. It’s not so strange. People
send each other dirty pictures all the time.”

“I know,” Jess replied, still examining the
damage to her shirt. At least she missed the couch.

“Firsthand experience?” Nicole asked
skeptically.

“I’m not as boring as you think, Nic. Kyle
is away for work a lot these days. I like to remind him of what
he’s missing.”

“Good idea. He’s a great guy, but you know
how men are. He’s away from home so much, staying in a hotel…”

“Kyle would never,” Jess insisted, despite
some of her own thoughts on the subject.

“I’m not saying he would. I’m just saying
it’s not a bad idea to sex it up while he’s away.”

“Exactly. I’ll be right back. I’d better
soak this.”

Jess ran her shirt under cold water upstairs
and then decided to put on her pjs—soft sleeping shorts and a tank
top—instead of just changing into another shirt. He hair came out
of the short ponytail it had been in. Up and on her feet, Jess
realized she was tipsier than she thought. She was afraid to go
downstairs and find out if Nicole had a reply to her text. It
scared her that she was so curious. Nothing good could come from
seeing a picture of Winston’s penis, but then again, it was just
another penis, wasn’t it? She was not going to be a woman who
thought that was the essential part of a man. She squared her
shoulders and headed downstairs.

“You look comfy. Ready for bed?”

“I’m not kicking you out yet. Don’t
worry.”

“Did you snap a picture for Kyle while you
were changing?”

“I did not.”

“You should have. He’s probably sitting in
his hotel room, surfing for porn on his laptop. You should give him
something more personal to jerk off to.”

“Nic! You’re terrible!”

“Are you saying he doesn’t masturbate?
Everyone masturbates.”

“I don’t know. I guess… I’m sure he does,
but I don’t think everybody does it.”

“I think everyone with a little life in them
does. I’m not exactly starving for it, and I still do it. I bet
even you do it.”

“What does that mean? Even me?”

“You do, don’t you?”

“Of course I do. Like I said, Kyle’s away a
lot.”

Jess slapped a hand over her mouth. Now she
knew she’d had too much wine, because she never would have blurted
that out otherwise. Nicole was her oldest friend, but these just
weren’t things she usually talked about. It was not how a lady
behaved, not according to her mother, who drummed into her that she
should always be a lady.

“That’s a very affirmative answer.” Nicole
laughed.

“Stop it!”

“I don’t know if I should show you this
then. You might need to run upstairs and take care of yourself
right now.”

Nicole held up her phone like a taunt.

“I never said I wanted to see it.”

“That’s true. I should just keep it to
myself then.”

Jess bit her lip. She couldn’t remember
being so torn. With the wine clouding her judgment, what she
should do wasn’t carrying much weight. The wine and the sex
talk had her feeling things she didn’t want to think about. Proper
Jessica would have told Nicole to put her phone away. Tipsy Jess
didn’t want to.

“Fine. Just show it to me. You obviously
want to.”

“Don’t do me any favors. I wouldn’t want to
force Winston’s dick on you.”

“Let me see it.”

“You want his dick?”

“Give it to me,” Jess insisted, reaching for
the phone.

A tiny gasp escaped her lips when Jess took
the phone. It wasn’t just a dick pic. Winston stood in front of a
full length mirror. It looked like he was in his bedroom. He was
naked as the day he was born. Jess could not believe what she was
looking at. Her fantasies had done him justice, but they could not
have prepared her for what she saw on that screen.

Winston was well-muscled everywhere, more
like he’d been sculpted than spent time in the gym. That broad
chest, with its cut six-pack, looked just as solid as it had felt
that night he held her in the basement. His thighs even looked like
solid rock. And hanging between them was the largest cock Jess had
ever seen. She could not have imagined that properly, because she
didn’t know they could look like that. He obviously wasn’t aroused
and he was still bigger than any guy she’d been with. But it wasn’t
just that he was big. It looked perfect, a smooth, dark head
mounted on a thickening staff. His balls looked massive too, and
she could tell because he was completely shaved—something else she
had never seen. She didn’t think guys did that. If Jess never
thought sized mattered before, her mind was rapidly changing.

Jess was warm all over, and it wasn’t
because she was blushing. She pressed her thighs together as she
stared at the picture. Winston really was perfect in every way. He
was cool and funny—and he looked like that. For the first
time since she fell in love with her husband, Jess wanted another
man in a serious way. It was scary and exciting. She would never be
able to face him now, but how could she avoid him?

“Would you like to take my phone upstairs?”
Nicole said, adding a little laugh.

“What? Yeah. Sorry, I mean no.”

“It’s okay, hon. That first night, when he
took me home, I couldn’t believe it. It was like I found my own
Greek god. And then he started touching me, and as good as he
looks, hon, believe me, it’s even better than it looks.”

Jess almost whispered, How, but
managed to stop herself. She was still staring at the phone.
Winston just wasn’t like any man she’d ever seen before. Big.
Strong. Black. Jess never really thought about race, but there was
something alluring about his smooth, dark skin because it was so
different than her experience. It just made him that much more
desirable to her. Maybe it was because he seemed so unobtainable,
but she wanted him. She wanted him in a way that she couldn’t even
fully admit to herself.

Nicole reached out and Jess reluctantly
handed the phone back. “Here, I’ll text it to you so you have it to
look at whenever you’d like.”

“Don’t do that,” Jess shouted, but she did
not move to stop her friend. “I don’t need it.”

Jess’s phone chimed that she had a new text.
She left it on the coffee table.

“I think you need something.” Nicole
smirked.

“I’ve just never seen anything—anyone—like
that before.”

“I don’t think most women have, unless
they’re really lucky, or watch a lot of porn. It’s okay to admit
you like it, hon.”

Jess drained her wine again, really feeling
the effects now. She put the glass down, determined that she was
finished for the night, but Nicole emptied the remainder of the
bottle into her glass. Jess left it on the table with her phone. It
wouldn’t be a good idea to pick up either one. But she didn’t need
to grab her phone to see Winston’s cock. The image was hanging
right there in her brain. She smiled shyly.

“Okay, he’s hot. Winston is one big hunk of
a man. Are you happy I admitted it?”

“I think that’s more important for you, not
me.”

“Why would that be important for me?”

“Jess, hon, we both know you can be kind of
buttoned down. You should feel free to let go sometimes and just go
with what you’re feeling and thinking. You don’t have to worry
about disappointing your mother anymore.”

“That’s easy for you to say.”

“You’re a grown woman. If you think your
neighbor is sexy, admit it! If I was you and I had Winston living
across the street, I’d be sorely tempted.”

“I’m married.”

“That doesn’t mean you can’t be
tempted.”

“I guess. But I could never…”

“Never?”

“Kyle would kill me!”

“Never?”

“And you’re seeing him.”

“I told you it’s not like that. And even if
it was, I’d let you take him for a spin. It would be too selfish to
keep you from experiencing him. After all, you saw him first.”

“I did, you’re right. But still, I
couldn’t…”

“Really? What if you got to do it just once
and no one would find out? Just one night of incredible passion and
memories for a lifetime.”

“I couldn’t.” A pause, then, “No one would
know?” Jess stopped to think again. The wine had her mind going to
all sorts of places she normally wouldn’t allow. Forbidden places.
“I don’t think I could.”

“That sounds like at least a maybe to me.
Trust me, Winston is solid. He wouldn’t tell a soul.”

“I know. I know I could trust him. But…”

“But what?”

Jess smiled like she was sharing a dirty
little secret. “What if once wasn’t enough? If the sex is as good
as you say, I might not be able to stay away.”

Nicole laughed. “In that case, it’s pretty
lucky Kyle goes away a lot, isn’t it?”

“An affair? Oh my god!” Jess clapped her
hands over her mouth and her normally pale cheeks turned quite
red.

“Sounds to me like there is a bad girl in
there, dying to get out.”

“I might be tempted, but I really couldn’t
do that to Kyle.”

“You could give each other hall passes while
he’s away on business.”

“I’d kill him if he slept with another
woman. I don’t think I could let it go like he might…”

Jess stopped speaking suddenly, realizing
she was about to let an intimate secret slip, but Nicole picked up
on it.

“Like he might what, hon?”

“Nothing.”

“It’s written all over your face. It’s not
nothing. Like Kyle might what?”

“Really, you should let it go.”

Nicole studied her, and Jess hated feeling
like she was under the microscope. It felt like the secret she was
trying to keep was written all over her face. That was why she knew
she could never sleep with Winston and keep it from Kyle.

“Are you saying Kyle might be okay with you
sleeping with another man?”

“I did not say that!”

“I think you were about to.”

“It’s not that—not really.”

“Then what is it? You know I’m going to get
it out of you.”

“Sometimes I hate you, Nic,” she joked.

“Confession is good for the soul.”

“Fine. But don’t take this for anything more
than it is. And if you ever breathe a word of this to Kyle I really
will kill you.”

“Cross my heart,” Nicole swore, making the
crossing gesture.

“Okay. Kyle realized I have a crush on
Winston and he drug the truth out of me. He also told me that
Winston’s been checking me out, and he used those things to tease
me…”

“Tease you?”

“In the bedroom. During sex. And I teased
him back, and he seemed kind of into it. We both were. It wasn’t
just him. I don’t want to make him sound weird.”

Nicole was quiet for a couple of minutes,
and Jess didn’t like it. She could see the wheels turning in her
friend’s head, and that she was putting two-and-two together. She
knew Nicole would say what she had been having trouble admitting,
even she teased Kyle with her texts.

“This was about Winston, wasn’t it?”

Jess stayed mum.

“So Kyle teased you about being attracted to
Winston—let’s be honest—he teased you about fucking Winston, and
you both got off on it.”

“Oh my god!”

Jess hid her face in her hands. It sounded
so wrong when Nicole just said it aloud like that. It was the
truth, but it sounded insane—like they were pretending to be
swingers or something. Jess didn’t even think that was a thing
anymore. Swingers were people who had swapping parties back in the
70s, she thought.

“Hey, hon, it’s okay. It’s just me. You know
I’m not going to judge you,” Nicole said, with a little laugh. She
scooted forward on the couch and pulled Jess’s hands away from her
face.

“It’s just embarrassing. We’re not weird, I
swear.”

“I don’t think it’s weird at all. Couples
play these little games all the time. I think the healthiest
couples fantasize with each other in the bedroom.”

Jess was staring down into her lap, but
looked up at Nicole. “Really? Even about other people?”

“Hon, I don’t know from experience, but I
bet after you’ve been together a bunch of years fantasizing about
other people has to happen. At least you guys can do it
together.”

“But it wasn’t quite like that.”

“You mean the part where Kyle got turned on
thinking about Winston fucking you?”

“Do you have to put it like that?”

Nicole laughed. “I don’t think it’s making
love.”

“Okay, yes, isn’t that weird?”

“Some guys need to know other men want their
women. Some of them even get off on it. I guess Kyle’s one of them.
What’s the point of having a hot wife if you can’t show her
off?”

Jess reached for her wine again without
thinking. She needed a drink. “I am not hot. But anyway, is that
okay? I mean, it’s just a fantasy, but it’s more than just wanting
to show me off.”

“If Kyle got off on thinking about Winston
fucking you, that’s fine, as long as you’re okay with it. Are
you?”

“Yeah, I think so. It was hot. We
both really liked it. Fantasies are harmless, right? It’s not like
he wants me to really do it.”

“How do you know?”

“Nic, come on. Now that really is
crazy.”

“Maybe. Maybe not. He could be afraid that
you’d kill him if he ever suggested it. Would you?”

“Kill him?”

“You know what I mean.”

“I think I would be so shocked if Kyle ever
really suggested something like that, I don’t know how I would
react. Doing stuff like that is a bad idea if you want to stay
married.”

“Not if you’re both into it. It might be
just the thing to really spice you two up. It’s not like you
wouldn’t—with Winston—if given the chance.”

“I didn’t say that.”

Nicole shot her a look. “But if you
would, and Kyle wanted it, where’s the harm? Whatever you guys do
is just between you. And me. You’d better fucking tell me if you
ever do anything like this.”

Jess laughed. “You’ll be the first to know,
Nic. I’ll send you a selfie from bed.”

“That could be hot.”

“Nic!”

“But seriously, if it’s something you’re
both into no one else has the right to judge you. And you shouldn’t
judge yourself.”

“I can’t believe we’re even talking about
this. How did we even get on this subject?”

“You couldn’t stop staring at Winston’s
cock.”

“It was all of him. Not just that.”

“Whatever. I think you should notch up the
teasing and see how Kyle reacts.”

“How do you know I haven’t?” Jess smiled
evilly.

“Tell me.”

“You want all of my secrets tonight.”

“Being bad isn’t as much fun if you keep it
to yourself. I know you want to brag.”

Jess hadn’t thought about it that way, but
Nicole had a point. Nicole thought she was some uptight
goody-two-shoes. It was fun blowing her mind. She leaned in close
to her friend and lowered her voice, like she was sharing a
secret.

“I decided to dress a little differently for
work—nothing slutty or obvious—and I texted a picture of it to
Kyle, telling him I was dressing for Winston.”

Nicole’s eye brows went up. “And were
you?”

“Was I what?”

“Dressing for Winston. Was this all for
Kyle, or were you trying to impress Winston, maybe a little bit?
There’s nothing wrong with liking attention, especially when it
comes from someone like him. I could feel it all the way to my toes
when he started flirting with me. I might have left the party right
then if he’d asked me to.”

“I was teasing Kyle,” Jess said, and then
withered under Nicole’s skeptical gaze. She hoped she wasn’t as
obvious to Winston. “I might have been hoping he would notice. If
you make an effort, you want it to be noticed.”

“Of course. I bet Winston did notice, didn’t
he?”

“Maybe,” she admitted, with her trademark
tight-lipped smile.

Hours later, the memory of flirting with
Winston was as vivid as if it had just happened. His eyes on
her—the ideas that stirred—the way it had left her feeling. The
warm, tingling feeling in her pussy was back full-force, and Jess
desperately wished her husband was home. If she went on feeling
that, she might be tempted to run over to Winston’s house. Jess was
not accustomed to being horny all day long, and it made her want to
scream. She caught Nicole staring at her, and Jess tried putting on
a poker face, afraid her friend could read her mind.

“Let me see what you texted to Kyle,” Nicole
demanded.

Jess was so drunk and distracted that she
willingly handed her phone over to Nicole. She wasn’t thinking
about the texts she’d exchanged with Kyle later in the day and how
the conversation had gotten weird.

“The outfit is sexy. You looked good, hon. I
know Winston noticed you in that.” She paused while she read
the rest of the day’s texts between husband and wife.

Jess could tell nothing from Nicole’s face.
She felt like Nicole would think she was playing some silly game.
Filled with drunken courage, Jess wanted to prove to Nicole that
she could be just as sexy as she could.

“It looks to me like Kyle is totally into
this. He’s practically asking you to screw Winston.”

“He is not. He never said that.”

“No, but it looks to me like he’s
practically daring you to invite Winston over to see what
happens.”

“I really don’t think Kyle wants that,
Nic.”

“Are you sure about that. I mean, really
sure? You don’t think it’s possible this is turning him on even
more than you thought?”

Jess exhaled sharply. “I don’t know. I was
hoping he’d back down, I guess. Kyle’s not one of those guys who
can’t back down from a dare.”

“But maybe part of you wasn’t.”

“I just don’t know if I can ask him that
straight out. It feels like that’ll be like me trying to convince
him I should do something with Winston.”

“You don’t want him to think you’re angling
to have an affair—with his permission. You’re afraid you’re going
to look like a slut.”

“That about sums it up.”

“I say embrace your inner slut. I think if
you did, not only would you blow everyone’s mind, but you’d have a
hell of a lot of fun.”

“I don’t know that I have an inner
slut.”

“It looks to me like she’s sticking her head
up to see if it’s safe to come out and play. I think that this move
down to the city is great for you. You’re finally outside of your
mother’s sphere of influence and you can get a feel for who and
what you really want to be for the first time.”

“I did go away to college.”

“And you weren’t ready to rebel yet. Not
really. Hey, it’s good that you’re finding this side of yourself
while you’re young enough to enjoy it.”

“Stop trying to make it sound like flirting
with my neighbor is a good thing—or a positive thing for my
marriage. If Kyle really does want me to do something like that,
what does it mean? I’m supposed to be his—only his—forever.”

“Don’t focus too much on your vows and who
you guys were when you got married. People change over time. They
discover things about themselves. You’re not who you were when you
were twenty. I know I’m not. And I bet you’ll see things totally
differently when your forty. I think the healthiest relationships
evolve with the people in them.”

“So Kyle and I are evolving into some kind
of swingers?” Jess was skeptical.

“I’m not saying that. You don’t really know
what’s going on, and that’s part of the problem. All you
really know is that you’ve got the hots for Winston, and that Kyle
seems to like it. You need to find out what that really means.”

“So you’re saying Kyle and I need to have a
heart to heart?”

Nicole shook her head. “Doesn’t sound like
you’re there. I’m suggesting something a little more devious.”

“Of course you are.” Jess laughed.

“I think it’s time to take your game to the
next level.”

“I’m listening.”

“I think you should push Kyle until he
reveals himself.”

“I don’t know if playing chicken with my
marriage is a good idea.”

“Do you have a better idea? The direct
approach didn’t exactly work.”

“I wasn’t all that direct.”

“Like I said, Kyle was practically daring
you to have Winston over. He’s lucky he’s not married to me. I
would have screwed Winston out of spite,” Nicole said.

“That would be one way to go.” Jess
laughed.

“Don’t you want to make Kyle stand up and be
a man?”

Jess weighed it, fully aware that making
drunken decisions was not a good thing. But Jess had that chip on
her shoulder, and that made the decision for her.

“Okay, let’s do it,” she said firmly.

“Do you think Kyle really believes you would
have Winston over?”

In the past, the answer would have been no,
but Jess had been different lately, and she knew her husband had
noticed. He might not put it past her now, even if he didn’t think
she would do anything more than have a beer with Winston.

“Maybe. I think I’ve been surprising him a
lot lately.”

“Good. That gives us something to work with.
Go change.”

“What?”

“Give me your phone and go change,” Nicole
directed. “I want something sexy, but it’s got to be something
you’d plausibly wear if Winston was coming over. If you put on
lingerie, he’ll know you’re just messing with him. You need to make
him wonder.”

“Okay.”

The proposition that she would ever invite
Winston over to seduce him was so preposterous that Jess had no
idea what to wear. She didn’t think of many of her clothes as sexy
anyway. And what would be sexy, but not obvious. She needed help
and called Nicole upstairs.

“You’re hopeless. If you’re ever going to
seduce Winston, you’re going to need help,” Nicole said, coming
into the bedroom.

Nicole went through the closet and pulled
out a cute yellow sundress with tiny flowers all over it and tiny
buttons running up the bodice. It was one of Jess’s favorites. She
had a yellow tank top she usually wore underneath it. It was a bit
low-cut.

“Don’t put on a bra. It’ll be obvious you’re
not wearing one in that dress,” Nicole said.

I guess that means no tank top
either, Jess thought. “You don’t think that’s a little
obvious?”

“Trust me.”

Jess stayed on the other side of the bed and
turned her back to Nicole when she pulled the tank top over her
head. It was instinct. She pushed down her shorts and then pulled
on the dress, tugging it this way and that until it draped her slim
figure the way it should. She walked around the end of the bed and
presented herself to Nicole.

“That will work. It hugs your figure nicely.
A little tight on the boobs, hangs on your butt nicely. Winston
would approve.”

“Do I even have a butt?” Jess asked. She
liked thinking that Winston would like it. She was sure he would,
especially if she actually had the nerve to ever wear it without a
bra. Her excited nipples were evident through the thin cotton.

“Yeah, hon. It’s not a booty, but it’s nice
and round and tight. Men look at your butt, I’m sure.”

“You keep this up, I’m going to think you’re
hitting on me,” Jess joked.

Nicole came over, just inches away from
Jess, and placed a hand on her waist. Her expression was suddenly
serious. “You’re hot, hon. Let’s forget all about the boys.”

All the blood drained from Jess’s face and
her heart pounded as she felt the heat of Nicole’s gaze. Her best
friend seemed deadly serious. She had no idea how to react. Her
mouth dropped open, but no words came out. A crazy thought flew
through her drunken brain. What would it be like to kiss
Nicole? The thought had barely receded when Nicole burst out
laughing.

“Oh my god! You thought I was serious,”
Nicole said, stepping back and holding her stomach as she
laughed.

“I did not!”

“You were going to kiss me!”

“No way!”

“I think so. It’s okay, hon. You are
beautiful, but I’ve never thought about you like that.”

“I haven’t either,” Jess protested. “I’ve
never…”

“I think there are depths to you I’d never
guess at. That’s awesome.”

“Nic, stop.”

“Really, it’s cool. You know I’ve sampled in
the past. I could never go there full time, but girls are soft and
pretty and it’s nice to change things up sometimes. Most of us have
at least thought about it.”

“I’m not into girls.”

“Never even thought about it?”

“No. Never.” The truth was closer to, not
until now.

“Let’s do this thing.”

Nicole directed Jess to take a selfie in the
mirror. Nicole wasn’t pleased with the first one and adjusted her.
She posed the blonde, and as a finishing touch Nicole opened a
couple buttons at the bust. The dress hung open to show the sides
of her tits—something Jess never would have done on her own. Jess
felt silly with her boobs hanging out and sticking her butt out
like that. Nicole had her snap a second picture that showed off the
open buttons and made it obvious she was braless. Nicole took the
phone—she would be Jess for this exchange—and texted the pictures
to Kyle, followed by:

-still think I should invite him over for
that beer?

K: you’re not busy already?

Jess thought that was an odd response,
unless he thought Winston was already there. Was Kyle hoping she
followed through on her taunt? She was disappointed he didn’t
comment on her photos.

-I just wanted to make sure you don’t
mind before I call Winston

K: hate to think of you alone over
there

-I don’t have to be

K: I’m sure he’d love to come over, if
he’s not busy

“I wonder what that means,” Jess said.

“He’s just trying to get your goat. Maybe he
doesn’t want you to get too big of a head,” Nicole suggested.

“I guess.”

Nicole kept the texting going:

-I could always send one of those
pictures over with the invitation

“Don’t get too crazy,” Jess warned.

“Trust me. This is exactly what’s going to
get Kyle’s attention,” Nicole assured her.

K: you wouldn’t

Nicole waited an appropriate beat, then
texted:

-done

Both women sat silently staring at the
phone, waiting for Kyle’s reply. Jess had no idea how her husband
would react. She was beginning to think all of her assumptions
about him were wrong. After so many years together she thought she
knew everything about him, but can you really know everything about
anyone? Everyone has their secrets. Don’t most people keep their
deepest desires to themselves? She had her secrets too. Kyle didn’t
know about her little toy.

K: he’s probably running right over. I
bet he loved that sexy little dress

“Do you think he really believes I did it?”
Jess asked.

“He probably at least believes that you
invited Winston over. If you’ve been so different lately, maybe he
does believe you sent the picture. We have to keep going like he
does.”

“What’s next?”

-I bet he likes it even better in
person

K: He will if you wear it like
that

Nicole told Jess to sit up straight, and
when she did, the brunette snapped a picture of her chest.

“What the hell?” Jess exclaimed.

-should I put on a bra before he comes
over?

K: that depends on how badly u want to
tease him.

-if I’m just teasing

“Nicole,” Jess warned, wishing her friend
hadn’t sent the last text.

“What? You want to know what he really
wants, right?”

“But…”

K: come on Jess

Jess snatched the phone back from her friend
and took control of the conversation.

-do you want to keep playing this game?
We should talk

K: do u have time before he gets there?
He’s only across the street. He’s probably at the door now

-so you’re okay with this?
Really?

K: it’s just a beer right?

-and if it’s not?

K: you have me so hard

Jess was speechless. The phone hung in her
hands. Nicole was smiling.

“That might be your answer, hon,” Nicole
said. She took the phone.

-I’m so wet. He’s here!

K: have fun babe

The reply was too quick for Kyle to have
really thought it over.

“Oh my god. I think he wants me to do it,”
Jess gasped.

“Do it?”

“You know what I mean.”

“Maybe you should call Winston over. I can
leave you two alone.”

“No way! I am more confused than ever. The
last thing I need is to be anywhere near Winston right now.”

“Sounds to me like you’re really thinking
about it.”

“I… No… I mean, I couldn’t…”

“You have some things to figure out. But let
me warn you. If you keep teasing Winston, he might make the
decision for you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, if you keep sending signals, he
just might think you’re serious. If Winston makes a pass at you,
what are you going to do?”

Jess didn’t have an answer.
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Winston was concerned. Nicole left him with
the impression that Jessica was right there, ready to go. She
wants to. She just needs to convince herself it’s okay. Those
were Nicole’s words when she came over after the girls’ night
across the street. He hadn’t expected to see her again that night,
but there she was on his doorstep, pushing him inside the house.
They were in bed, and she was bucking on his cock five minutes
later.

Nicole explained everything that had
happened at Jessica’s that night, confessing that getting involved
in the game had turned her on. Nicole was now as committed to
making the seduction happen as he was. Winston didn’t know what to
make of that. It was great having an ally in his quest to bed
Jessica, but he didn’t know how to handle Nicole’s enthusiasm. He
began to think the raven-haired girl was more of a player than he
was.

Winston was disappointed when he didn’t see
Jessica that following morning. After Nicole’s intel, he was eager
to move the ball forward. He was on his front stoop bright and
early that morning, coffee in one hand and his phone in the other.
He flicked back and forth on his phone, looking at the pictures
Nicole had secretly texted him the night before, when she had
Jessica’s phone. Jessica had told Kyle she was sending them, but of
course Winston was never really meant to see them. Winston wished
Jessica had sent them herself. She looked sexy in the little dress,
and when he saw her tits spilling out of the unbuttoned top he was
instantly hard. If she hadn’t just been teasing Kyle and invited
Winston over, he knew he would have fucked her. He would not have
been able to keep his hands off of her, and he knew she would have
given in to him.

Jessica was not out the following day
either. There was no activity at the house at all. Winston was
concerned and checked with Nicole to make sure everything was okay.
Nicole said that Jessica had called out of work, hung over, and
then decided to make it a long weekend and went down to her
parents’ beach house.

The explanation made sense, but there was
more to the story. He was sure of it. He suspected Jessica was
avoiding him after how things went that night. The pretty blonde
was probably afraid to be around Winston. That was good for him in
the short term, because it meant that deep down she knew something
would happen. But in the long term, it could lead to her avoiding
him for too long, until her feelings were resolved. He couldn’t let
that happen.

Sunday night Winston was on his way home
after hanging out down on the corner with his friends and saw the
lights on again at Jessica’s house. The shades were drawn, so there
was nothing to see. Kyle should be back, he thought, and he
imagined their conversation must be pretty interesting after what
happened the other night. Were they fighting, or was the couple
furiously fucking while they fantasized about Winston’s hands all
over her lily white body?

His more serious-minded friends would be
looking for some sort of racism in this situation. He had no doubt
that his race played a role in why this fantasy was so hot for
Jessica and Kyle. Winston was confident that Kyle’s awkwardness
around him was not racism. Kyle was just too afraid to seem
racist. Winston was also sure Jessica didn’t have a racist bone in
her body, but that didn’t mean sex with a black man didn’t
represent a taboo for her—especially given her upbringing. Deep
down, screwing Winston was probably a way to stick it to her
parents—not that they would ever find out. It was just enough that
she knew. In her world, fucking a black man was probably about as
wrong as it got. He loved all the weird psychology around pretty
white girls from the suburbs fucking city guys like him. It was why
he loved seducing women like Jessica in particular. He knew he
could rock their world on a level that no other man could ever
match.

It was different with Nicole. Yes, she’d
indulged his dirty talk, but he sensed she was humoring him. But
Nicole was the most laid back chick he’d ever known. It was why he
loved to spend time with her. He needed to make that happen again
soon. Nicole hadn’t been around since her girls’ night at
Jessica’s.

Winston was pleased to see Jessica Monday
morning. It must have been a good weekend because she had a spring
in her step. She even seemed to walk straighter, more confidently,
and Jessica already had the best posture he had ever seen. Her
pretty smile and wave suggested everything was okay, but she did
not cross the street to see him, forcing Winston to go to her as
she walked. The way she looked, Winston was drawn to her like a
moth to a flame.

The outfit wasn’t flashy, but was sexy. It
was the kind of look that would have men checking her out all day,
wondering what was underneath, without thinking she was a slut. At
first glance, it looked like she was wearing a white blouse and
black skirt, but the long, shiny zipper running down the back
revealed it was one piece. Winston imagined pulling that zipper
down and watching the dress part and reveal her pale skin. Despite
a weekend at the beach, Jessica looked as creamy white as ever. She
must use industrial strength sunscreen, he thought. The dress was
sleeveless, with a scoop neck that showed lots of flawless skin,
but stopped short of showing cleavage. It hugged her tits, but the
skirt flared out loose. Her wedge sandals had a high heel, making
her legs look awesome. Winston jogged across the street to catch up
with her.

“Hey, Winston. Sorry I didn’t stop, but I
have to get in early today. I missed a couple days of work and I
need to play catch up today.”

Winston fell in step beside her. He noted
the little bounce of her tits as she walked briskly.

“I can walk with you, if you don’t
mind.”

“Sure,” she replied brightly.

“I didn’t see you for a couple days. I was
wondering if you’d caught a summer cold.”

“No, I just missed my little girl, so I went
down to the beach to visit. Maddy’s having a blast down there with
my parents, but I do miss her so much.”

“Of course you do. You’re a proud momma. But
you should take advantage of the freedom. You and Kyle should go
out. There’s a lot of fun places to hit not too far away. What’s
the point of moving into the city if you’re not going to take
advantage of it?”

“Kyle is still away. His project ran into
trouble and he couldn’t come home. He’s probably going to be stuck
out there for the rest of the week.”

“That’s a shame,” he replied, barely
concealing his glee. “You should have stayed at the beach.”

“I would have, but there’s too much going on
at work.”

“You should go out on your own then. You can
experience some real freedom.”

Jessica glanced over at him as they turned
the corner. She looked surprised, but he detected a slight smile on
her lips.

“You think? I couldn’t go out to dinner by
myself. And I would feel weird if I just went out to a bar or
something on my own.”

“Why not?”

“Wouldn’t I be giving the wrong impression?
I’m not single, but if I went to a bar by myself people would
probably assume I was looking for someone.”

“Yeah, that’s true. I bet you get hit on all
the time when you go out.”

“That’s very flattering, thank you. I hope I
still have it.”

“You got it, Jessie. And you know it. Who do
you think you’re kidding? Does it drive Kyle nuts?”

Jessica laughed. It was light and musical.
“It’s not like men are constantly trying to pick me up. I don’t
think I put that vibe out there. Sometimes, if Kyle leaves me alone
for a moment, a guy might come over. It feels nice, I guess, but I
let them know I’m married pretty quickly.”

“That’s a shame. Why not have a little fun
and flirt? Unless it does drive Kyle nuts.”

“It doesn’t make him crazy, no. I actually
don’t think he minds at all.”

“Some guys are like that. They know how to
appreciate what they have, instead of being worried someone’s going
to steal it.”

“Well, I’m not an it that can be
stolen, but I get what you’re saying. I don’t think Kyle minds at
all if men look. He trusts me.”

“Smart man. I know a woman like you can’t be
stolen. You choose what you want. Nobody’s going to make you do
anything, Jessie.”

“No, they’re not. But that doesn’t mean it’s
a good idea to tempt fate. Flirting could be dangerous. Why would I
put myself in that situation?”

“What’s the situation? We’re just talking
about a little fun here.”

Winston kept it light, but he could feel she
was testing him. When she flirted with him before, it was reckless,
like she was acting on impulse and just going with the flow. Now he
felt like she was taking control to see how he would react. He was
ready for the challenge.

“It could be fun, but no girl wants to be
called a tease. And if I’m really just having fun and the guy
thinks it’s something else, doesn’t that make me a tease?”

“Some guys like to be teased,” he
countered.

“Not for very long, in my experience. I
think guys usually want something. So if I just go out and tease a
guy, then I’ll be in that situation where something might
happen.”

“You don’t think you’ll stay in
control?”

“I just think temptation is dangerous.”

They stopped to wait for the light to
change. Winston noticed she was flushed, and he didn’t think it was
the heat. She was watching him, probably thinking he couldn’t see
her eyes behind her sunglasses, but he could see her eyes sweeping
over his chest. The tank top hung loose on him, showing off his
thick arms and broad chest. His basketball shorts were loose, but
that didn’t stop her eyes from lingering down there. Nicole
described her reaction to the cock shot he’d texted. Was she
wondering if it was real? His cock twitched as he thought about her
looking at that picture and touching herself. He didn’t think she’d
deleted it.

“Have you ever been tempted, Jessie?”

“I’m a human being,” she said, looking up at
him.

“That’s a yes,” he confidently replied.

“Doesn’t everyone get tempted?”

“I think some people don’t let themselves go
there.”

“You can try to fight it, but you still feel
it.”

“Do you fight it, Jessie?”

“I’m married. I should, shouldn’t I?

“Maybe. But that doesn’t really answer the
question.” Winston pinned her with his eyes, trying to will an
honest answer.

“I’m doing my best.” Another little
smile.

The light changed and Jessica charged ahead
before Winston could ask another question, but he was momentarily
speechless anyway. It sounded like she just admitted she was
tempted and fighting it. He knew an admission like that, from a
woman like Jessica—even an opaque one—was huge. A moment had just
occurred between them and Winston felt like it changed everything.
Jessica admitted there was something between them, but wasn’t
telling him to back off and stay away. Winston took it as a dare to
press her. Something had changed for Jessica, and he was going to
find out what it was.
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Jess was regretting going to yoga. It was
hot in the studio, and when she stepped outside she was smacked in
the face by a wall of humidity. The sun was setting on the horizon,
but she could still see the skies were the dull color of lead.
Thunder crackled in the distance. The forecasters warned there
could be evening storms. She usually threw something on before the
walk home, but she was so hot that she left the loose t-shirt in
her bag. The fitted racerback Nike top was somewhere between a
sports bra and a tank top, not quite as skimpy as the former, but
still showing a landscape of her toned belly. The t-shirt also
would have draped over her butt. Kyle would love to see me
walking down the street like this, she thought. Her husband was
always telling her how amazing her butt looked in yoga pants.

It was a seven block walk home from the yoga
studio, and Jess drew the attention of several of the men who
passed her by. The subtle ones only quickly glanced at her, but she
knew when she passed they were looking at her butt. The players
openly checked her out and smiled if she made contact. One guy even
murmured, “Nice,” on his way by. Kyle definitely would have loved
that.

The past few weeks had revealed surprises
about what her husband liked. Jess had discovered that his pride in
having a pretty wife ran deeper than she ever could have guessed.
To be fair, she didn’t think Kyle knew how deep that pride ran
either. They had both discovered new things about themselves over
the last few weeks—if not months—and there was one reason.
Winston.

Even thinking about her handsome neighbor
caused a physical reaction these days. Jess was unaccustomed to the
feelings Winston elicited, and uncomfortable with those feelings.
She loved Kyle, but she had never had such purely sexual
feelings for someone in her entire life. When she thought about
Winston, she got goosebumps and felt a tingling between her legs
that demanded attention. What had started as a harmless crush had
become something of an obsession for her. Kyle’s feelings on the
subject did not cool her desires.

The moment Nicole left after their girls’
night, Jess ran upstairs and made a video call to Kyle on her
mobile phone. The night’s shenanigans had left her incredibly horny
and she could not get that picture of Winston’s penis out of her
mind. She needed a distraction. And she wanted answers from her
husband. Kyle answered right away. It looked like he was in bed in
his hotel room, and he was shirtless. Jess was in bed too, still
wearing the dress Nicole had picked out, with the buttons half
undone. Suddenly she didn’t know what to say.

“Did you have fun tonight?” he asked.

Jess wanted to extend the torture and keep
teasing him, but it wasn’t in her. She confessed the truth.

Kyle didn’t sound surprised and didn’t
explain why, except to say, “I knew you wouldn’t send him those
pictures.”

“But what if I did? I’m sure he would have
come over.” Jess was piqued.

“I’m sure he would have.”

“And then what, Kyle? Do you really want me
to do something like that?”

“What do you want, Jess?”

“Don’t keep doing that. I hate it when you
answer a question with a question. I feel like you want me to do
more than flirt.”

“Do you want that?”

“Kyle!”

“I’m not sure what I want. That’s the truth,
Jess.” Kyle sighed.

“What do you know?”

Jess watched the emotions wash across her
husband’s face and wished the image on her phone was better. It
kept breaking up and coming back together, but she could tell Kyle
was conflicted.

“You know I’ve always liked showing you off,
right? I think there is more to it than that. It’s hot that other
men want you, but it’s really sexy when you flirt back. I don’t
know, it really does something for me.”

“But I’ve never wanted anyone but you. You
know that, right?”

“Yeah, I know. This is probably more about
me than you, sweetheart. I do know that the effect this thing with
Winston has had on you is really pushing my buttons. Knowing you’re
so hot for him gets me.”

“I never said I was hot for him,” she
protested. That image of his huge black dick flashed through her
mind again.

“But I know you are. If we’re going to be
truthful here, you have to acknowledge the effect he has on you,
Jess. The way you’ve been dressing, the way you flirt with him.
I’ve never seen you like this, and yeah, it turns me on.”

“I’m doing it to turn you on.”

“Jess, that’s not the only reason.” He
stared at her through the screen.

“Okay, it’s not the only reason, but
I do love teasing you, because I know how it gets you. I like being
so desirable in your eyes.”

“You always have been.”

“But like you said, this is different, isn’t
it?”

“Yeah.”

“And I can’t help feeling you want more,
Kyle. It seems like you want me to do more than flirt with
Winston.”

“That’s where it all gets cloudy for me. I
just don’t know. I think it could be hot, but I know it’s
crazy to even suggest something like that.”

“It kind of is. I’m your wife.”

“But if something did happen, I don’t think
you’d push him away.”

“I know I should. I think I would. I know
that’s not right, even if it is tempting.”

“See, you are tempted.”

Jess smiled. “Don’t use my words against
me.”

“But you do want him.” It was a statement,
not an accusation.

“And you want me to. Thinking I might have
sent that picture, thinking he might have come over, I know what it
must have done to you.”

“I’m still hard,” he confessed.

“You like me showing off for him, don’t
you?”

“Yes.” His answer was husky. “And you really
wanted to send him that picture, didn’t you?”

“I don’t think I could make myself. But
thinking about it is hot.”

“So is thinking about what he would have
done.”

“Yes.” Now Jess’s voice was low and breathy.
Her free hand wandered down, pushing up the hem of her little
dress.

“He knows I’m not home. He would have come
right over. He probably would have grabbed you the second you
opened the door,” Kyle teased.

“Yes.” She touched herself through her
panties. “Winston would have torn my dress right off.”

“God, Jess,” he moaned.

“You’re touching yourself, aren’t you?”

Kyle nodded on the screen.

“Let me see,” she demanded.

He shifted the phone down and she saw his
fist wrapped around his cock. She had to compare it to Winston’s.
It couldn’t be helped. Kyle was not small, and the camera made him
look bigger, but Winston’s still looked like a monster next to her
husband’s. Would it make that much of a difference? Kyle had always
satisfied her.

“You are too, aren’t you?”

“Yeah,” she breathed, nodding rapidly. She
titled the phone down and showed him without being asked to.

“Take off your panties.”

Jess complied, wriggling her butt and
tugging them down her legs. It was difficult with only one hand.
She touched herself then, showing Kyle how wet she was.

“I know that’s for him,” Kyle simply
said.

“Kyle…”

“It’s okay, Jess. It’s goddam hot.”

That had been less than a week ago, and Jess
had not been able to stop thinking about their situation since
then. Jess made herself climax twice that night with Kyle. The
dirty talk had his cum flying too. She loved watching him jerk off
like that and knowing it was because of her. They had done some
dirty things on video calls since he’d been away, but nothing that
explicit. She never thought she would be able to use her vibrator
in front of Kyle like that, but she’d reached for it without a
second thought. Her sex toy had seen a lot of use recently. That
night had been fun, but it did not answer her questions. She knew
her flirtation with Winston turned Kyle on, but she still didn’t
know if he wanted her to do anything about it. He couldn’t say yes,
so the answer was really no.

When Jess was honest with herself, her
internal conflict was as much about her own desires and moral code
as what her husband wanted. What would have changed if Kyle had
said yes, I want you to be with Winston? Sleeping with
another man would be wrong. Just because she craved Winston so
intensely didn’t mean she should do anything about it. She could
hear her mother’s voice in her head, calling her a slut for even
thinking about her neighbor that way. Even if Kyle told her to
sleep with Winston—even though she might want to do it—Jess just
couldn’t. And yet, she didn’t know if she could stop flirting with
him and teasing him. She loved how it felt. She loved the woman she
was when Winston was around. Jess was not ready to give that up.
Could she have both? Could she play these little games with
Winston, but leave it at that? He would certainly have something to
say about that.

Jess tried avoiding Winston for a few days.
It was easier to be a chicken than test her resolve against the
temptation. And then he caught her in the morning, and she slid
right into flirting, sucking in his attention like it was the
oxygen she needed to live. Yes, he noticed how she’d dressed, and
maybe she had dressed with him in mind—just in case he saw her.

A couple blocks from home the skies opened
up. She considered unrolling her yoga mat and holding it over her
head, but instead picked up her pace. By the time she reached home,
she was soaked. She may have looked like a drowned rat, but at
least she was cooled off. She expected to be cooled by the air
conditioning when she stepped through the door, but it was stifling
and dark inside. Jess futilely tried the light switch beside the
door, but it just clicked. Lights were on in the neighbors’ homes,
so the power had not gone out. She stepped inside the door to get
out of the rain and took out her phone.

The house was dark and quiet. She could hear
the rain beating down outside and the rumble of thunder. She hated
coming home to a dark house. It was one of the primary reasons she
hated Kyle’s travelling for work, and the effect was worse when
Maddy wasn’t there. Jess was not a shrinking violet, but it was
hard to fight the creeping paranoia that someone might be lurking
in the darkness. Every shadow in the house seemed to move. She
texted Kyle and impatiently stood just inside the door until he
replied.

K: the ac probably blew the breaker
again. Just go downstairs and flip it

No way, she thought. I am not
going down into that dark, creepy basement alone. She texted
her husband, telling him so.

K: I can’t do anything about it from
here. If u won’t do it, go get Winston to come over and do
it

-me and Winston alone in a dark
house?

K: didn’t even think of that. honest. In
the middle of a business dinner. Just trying to solve ur
problem

-this house is our problem

Jess was annoyed. She recalled every fight
they’d ever had about the house.

K: call Winston or not. I can’t do
anything from here

Kyle was being dismissive, which pissed her
off even more. If her husband wasn’t there to fix things and kill
spiders, what good was he? She was too angry to even tease him.
Going over to Winston’s half-naked and soaking would feed right
into Kyle’s fantasy, but she did not snap a picture of herself.
Instead she texted him back one word: Fine.

Jess did not give it a second thought before
slamming the door behind her and jogging across the street in the
pouring rain to bang on Winston’s door. She hoped he wasn’t
entertaining Nicole.
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Winston almost ignored the knocking at his
door. He hadn’t ordered food and couldn’t imagine who was on his
doorstep. Whoever it was, they could go away. He was wrapping a set
of curls. He planned on heading out after a shower. One of his boys
was bartending tonight, which meant he could drink for free. If he
was lucky, Nicole might make a late night booty call.

The visitor was persistent, and when he
decided the knocker would not go away on their own he heavily
dropped his dumbbells to the floor with a thud and yanked the door
open. He was shocked to find a soaking wet Jessica standing there
in nothing more than a mostly black sports bra and skintight black
yoga pants with a colorful waist. Her blonde hair was in a
ponytail, however it dripped with rainwater and hung limply. Her
mascara must have been waterproof, as it was mostly intact. She
stared into his muscular, bare chest for a moment before looking up
at him. Winston was so busy memorizing all that pale, exposed skin
that he barely heard her when she spoke. She repeated herself, but
he didn’t think he heard her correctly.

“I need you,” she said. There may have been
a twinkle of mischief in her slate gray eyes, but it was hard to
tell in the pouring rain.

“What was that?”

“I need your help. My power’s off and Kyle
sent me to you.”

“Come inside out of the rain. You’re
dripping.”

“I don’t want to get your floor wet.”

“You’re being ridiculous.”

Winston gently grabbed her arm and pulled
her inside. She did drip all over his floor, but he didn’t mind.
She looked so incredible he had to concentrate on not staring. Even
flattened out by the sports bra, her tits looked perky and perfect,
and her flat stomach was sexy. It looked like maybe he could close
his big hands around her slender waist, but she was toned, not just
skinny. The moment she entered his chilly, air conditioned living
room her nipples popped out through the sports bra, two little
points daring him to look away.

“Kyle thinks it’s the breaker, but I didn’t
want to go in there and deal with it by myself. It just feels
creepy in there, in the dark, by myself. I swear, I’m not usually
this much of a wuss.”

“It’s cool, Jessie. I’m always here for
you,” he said, thinking, look at her eyes. Look at her eyes.
He hoped his struggle wasn’t as obvious as it felt.

“I’m not interrupting anything, am I?”

“No. Just working out. Let me throw
something on and grab a flashlight.”

Winston thought she seemed as distracted as
he was. He felt her tracking him as he moved about the living room,
and he took his time finding a shirt. She liked what she saw. She
couldn’t hide it. Her eyes drifted down to where his growing
erection tented through his tight boxer-briefs and baggy basketball
shorts. It might be a good time to just grab Jessica and kiss her,
but he would take her home and help her first. He wanted to be sure
she was ready. Moving too soon would still be a mistake.

He snagged a ribbed tank top from the couch
and pulled it on, and then found a flashlight. Jessica stayed by
his front door the whole time, watching and trying to seem
nonchalant.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Sure. I don’t think the rain is going to
let up anyway.”

They darted across the street and in just
that short minute Winston was soaked. Jessica opened the door and
they stumbled inside. His shirt clung to him. She shook her head
and water whipped off her ponytail into him. She took her hair out
of the ponytail and shook it loose, splashing more water onto
him.

“Sorry,” she said, laughing. “I’m like a wet
dog.”

“Not from here you’re not,” he
commented.

“Oh no?”

“You’re more like one of those girls washing
a car and playing with the hose in slow motion.”

“Really? Should I start moving in slow
motion for you?”

Jessica mimed a slow, Baywatch-style
jog, but could only maintain it for a few seconds. It was enough to
get Winston’s blood pumping. The glow from the streetlights through
the front window melded with the shadows to bring her curves out in
sharp relief. He didn’t even pretend he wasn’t staring anymore. She
was halfway through laughing when she caught him, and straightened
up with one of her tight-lipped smiles.

“Sorry I’m not Pamela Anderson. You know who
she is, right?”

“I’m only a couple years younger than you. I
remember Baywatch. And her sex tape.”

“I never saw it,” she said quickly, leaving
him wondering if she was lying, although she did not seem like the
type to watch celebrity sex tapes, or porn in general.

“It was mostly boring, like vacation video
stuff. Gotta say, though, my man Tommy Lee has a huge dick. The
girls liked that.”

“I don’t think you were intimidated.”
Jessica quickly closed her mouth, like she knew she revealed
something.

Winston kept his knowledge to himself. It
was enough to know his cock was on her mind. But he couldn’t help
taunting her. “Oh yeah?”

“Just…you’re a big guy. Anyway, I was
talking about Pamela Anderson, not big dicks.”

 

“It’s okay, Jessie, we can talk big dicks if
you want to.” He laughed. Even in the dim light be could tell she
was blushing.

“Come on!”

“Okay, okay. It’s all good, Jessie. I like
to tease. You don’t mind, do you?”

She paused, then looked at him. “That all
depends.”

The moment hung between them in the near
darkness. “I like my women real, Jessie. Not like plastic dolls. I
like real softness.” He reached out and lightly stroked her arm and
she jumped like she’d been shocked. But she let his hand rest where
it was. She was so smooth and warm under his fingertips.

“Um, we should probably do something about
the power,” she said softly.

“Yeah. Let’s go to the basement.”

“Us?”

“I need someone to hold the flashlight.
Don’t worry, Jessie. I’m here to take care of you. Nothing bad is
going to happen.”

She looked up at him, something expectant in
her eyes. “Promise?”

“I’ll always take care of you, girl.”

Winston flicked on the flashlight and
Jessica followed him back to the basement door. She did not follow
when he started down the narrow, rickety steps, so he took her hand
and led her down. She held onto him tightly.

“Do I really need to come down here with
you?”

“Nothing’s going to jump out at you.” He
chuckled. Winston probably didn’t need her, but he wanted Jessica
in a dark, confined space with him.

It was noticeably cooler in the basement,
which he appreciated, as he’d began to sweat upstairs. The basement
was also much darker, and he couldn’t see his hand in front of his
face without the flashlight. He had a nice, high-powered LED light,
but had purposely chosen an older flashlight with a weak, yellow
glow. The basement was cluttered and he had to weave around objects
to get back to the breaker box. When he found it, he saw he was
going to have to stretch to reach it past the boxes stacked in
front of it.

He turned to hand Jessica the flashlight and
she was so close he ran right into her. She tried to back up, but a
support beam kept her right where she was. She looked up at him
expectantly in the pale light. She looked afraid of the dark, but
that wasn’t the only thing he read on her face. The darkness wasn’t
the only thing that had her nervous. He could see she was shaking
too, but he didn’t think it was the cold.

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to be under foot,” she
said softly.

“You’re right where I need you to be,
Jessie.”

The tension he’d felt upstairs was back
again, this time increased tenfold. He knew it was time. He brushed
her wet hair back, touching her soft cheek with his thumb. Her lips
parted slightly in anticipation. Winston knew what a girl looked
like when she was waiting to be kissed. He’d wanted this for so
long that he hesitated, but only for a moment. His lips touched
hers, and Jessica gasped. She froze and he waited for her to
respond, just brushing her lips with his. The flashlight went on
top of a box, shining its dim light away, so they were in near
darkness. His hand went to her slender hip, and he held her against
him. His twitching cock pressed into her stomach. There was a
moment when he thought she might pull back, but then Jessica leaned
forward and completed the kiss.

Jessica’s hands were on his chest, pinned
between them, but she reached around grabbing onto his shoulders,
pulling him down closer to her. The kiss started slow, but it grew
into a fiery exchange of passion in seconds. They kissed like long
separated lovers. She kissed Winston like she needed him, not just
wanted him. He tried to kiss her delicately, but maybe that was too
respectful, because she poured herself into that kiss. He felt her
tongue on his, pushing into his mouth. He nearly growled as his
passion went into the next gear, and he grabbed her tight little
ass and felt the line of her thong. She pulled on his shoulders
harder, nails digging in, and he lifted her off the ground. Her
legs wrapped right around his waist. He pinned her against the beam
behind her.

His cock throbbed for her, the tip teased as
it was caught between them and Jessica was slowly grinding into his
hard body. Winston thought the pretty, reserved blonde would need
some coaxing, but Jessica was all over him. He wondered how else
she would surprise him.

Winston spied an old workbench against the
back wall of the basement and he sat her on it. Her legs stayed
wrapped around him, but now they were lined up, and when she
tightened her thighs she pulled his growing cock against her. His
fingers were in her damp hair and he pulled her head back so he
could kiss and nibble her sweet neck. She moaned and dug her nails
deeper into his flesh. She tasted like rainwater and salty sweat.
Her lips found his broad shoulder and she kissed him while he
nibbled on her. Winston had to throttle back, lest he leave marks
on her pale flesh. He almost laughed. He was giddy at finally
having her. He returned his lips to hers, and her tongue shot right
into his mouth.

Jessica grinding into him drove Winston
crazy. He felt like his cock was going to explode. It had been
years since he’d worried about being too excited and blowing his
load too soon. He should probably slow down, but he couldn’t do it.
He grabbed the bottom of her sports bra and pulled it upward. She
kept her arms down, stopping him, but then must have made a
decision and lifted her arms. He dropped her top onto the sawdust
covering the bench. Before he could grab her beautiful breasts,
Jessica pulled on his tank top, peeling it away from him. Their
nude torsos crushed together when she pulled him back into a kiss.
Her nipples burned into his chest. He desperately wanted to touch
her.

Winston’s hands covered her sides and his
thumbs strummed her nipples. Her skin was still slippery with
rainwater. It was nearly dark in the rear of the basement, but he
could see how perfect her tits were. Even better than he’d
imagined. Plump and round, but not too big for her slender body,
capped by pale pink nipples, which had hardened into tight little
points. She shuddered when his thumbs teased them and a soft cry
tore from her throat. He leaned her back onto her elbows on the
table and covered her pale tits with his dark hands. The contrast
of their skin tones was perfect to him, even more pronounced than
with Nicole. He loved how it looked. It was one of the reasons he
loved fucking pale white women. He sculpted her breasts with his
hands, gently pinching her nipples. Jessica closed her eyes and bit
her lower lip. When he pinched harder her eyes shot open and she
groaned. Winston feared he hurt her, but she tightened her thighs
around him, crushing her mound to his cock. Even through their
layers of clothing, he imagined he could feel her wetness.

Jessica whimpered his name when he licked
her nipples. She massaged his head when he sucked on them. He was
bent at an awkward angle to reach her, but he didn’t care. He could
feel the heat rising in her body as he teased her. She thrust her
chest up at him and ground her pussy harder into his crotch.

“Oh god,” she whimpered. “Oh god!”

She pulled his lips back to hers and pushed
him back upright while they furiously kissed. Her sneakers were
hooked behind his legs, using his solid body as leverage so she
could grind into him. It felt like back in the day when dry humping
was the thing, and it felt great, but Winston wasn’t going to
settle for that. He forced a hand between them, creating space, and
cupped her mound. Jessica backed off for a moment, but when he
pressed his fingers into her she thrust back. Her yoga pants were
soaked through and it wasn’t the rainwater. He felt the outline of
her lips and knifed his hand between them, frustrated by the fabric
in his way. She whined into their kiss, rubbing furiously into his
hand.

Winston pulled her hand from his shoulder
and planted it on his crotch. She grabbed him with no further
prompting. His boxer-briefs and thin nylon basketball shorts didn’t
offer much of a barrier and he knew she could feel the flared head
of his cock as her fingers traced the line of his shaft. She
gripped it hard and he grunted, surprised by her aggressive
attack.

Jessica tore her lips from his and laid her
forehead on his chest. Her breath was ragged. She began moaning
loudly, but then clamped her lips closed and it sounded like she
was humming. She gripped his cock so tightly it was almost painful,
and her nails dug into his flesh. Winston knew she was close. He
put his fingers in just the right place, pressing on her clit, and
Jessica did the rest. She rubbed her clit into his hand, working
her hips back and forth.

“Yes…” she hissed. “Uhnn…”

“Come on, Jessie. Let me feel you come. Let
go girl, that’s it,” he encouraged, whispering in her ear.

“Mmm…mmm…uhnn…mmm…ohhh…”

Jessica cried out in the quiet basement and
froze, motionless but for her ragged breathing. Her thighs locked
round his hand, trapping it there, and it felt like her pussy
pulsed against his hand as her muscles contracted. She stayed that
way for endless seconds before relaxing. The moment she did,
Winston pulled on the waist of her yoga pants.

“No, we can’t,” she whimpered.

“I know you want it, Jessie. Just let go,”
he whispered.

Winston tugged again, and she lifted her
butt for a moment, but then pressed down onto the workbench,
stopping him, with her ass half out.

“Winston, we have to stop. I have to
stop.”

He kissed her, and the way she kissed him
back did not say she wanted him to stop. She kissed him like he was
all she wanted. But then she broke the kiss and remained
insistent.

“I can’t. I’m sorry.”

“I need you, Jessie. You have me so fucking
hard.”

Her hand still held him, and he flexed his
cock for emphasis.

“I know. I’m sorry. I just can’t right now.”
She let go of his cock and put her hand over his, which still held
onto her yoga pants.

Winston had never been so torn. He was
confident that if he pressed on Jessica would crumble. He would
never force a woman to have sex with him, and he didn’t think he
would need to force her anyway. She was right there, right on the
edge, ready to tumble over. But if he pushed her she might resent
it afterward. She might use it as an excuse for her actions, no
matter how much she enjoyed it. But if he was patient, she might
come to him. It was a big risk. A woman like Jessica could revert
to her moral center and just shut it down cold, but he didn’t think
so. Winston thought she was already past that, even if she didn’t
realize it yet. He had to make the gamble.

“Okay, Jessie. I don’t want to make you. I
don’t want to hurt you,” he said soothingly.

“I’m sorry,” she repeated.

“Don’t be. I know this isn’t over.” They
kissed.

“I don’t know. I don’t know.”

“I’ll be waiting when you’re ready,
Jessie.”

He kissed her again and pulled back. Jessica
nearly collapsed forward, still clinging to him, even as she denied
she wanted him. She sat up, and Winston nearly rushed her, tempted
by her beautiful body. She didn’t cover up, and her breasts stood
out defiantly, daring him to touch them. Jessica realized he was
staring at her and found her top. It was full of sawdust, so she
didn’t put it on, but held it in front of her.

“You’d better go,” she said, not looking at
him.

“Yeah, sure. Just let me get this.”

Winston turned and snatched up the
flashlight. The main breaker was flipped, and when he clicked it
back into place he heard the hum of the air conditioning switch on
upstairs. The basement remained dark, but for the flashlight. He
turned around and Jessica was right behind him again, clutching her
shirt to her chest.

“Thank you,” she said earnestly.

“Sure. Let’s go upstairs.”

The light was on in the living room and
seeing Jessica half-naked in the light didn’t help his throbbing
hard on. Neither of them spoke until they reached the front door.
Winston looked down at her and it was hard to breathe for a second.
She really was beautiful, and she looked so vulnerable. Jessica was
torn between her desires and her morality. The emotions warred on
her face. It only made him want her more. And he wanted her to
choose it and own the choice. She was so very different from her
friend Nicole. It was funny that he thought of Nicole then. It was
so easy with her. The two friends were so different, but they both
had a hold over him, he realized.

“I’m sorry. I just…”

“Stop apologizing, Jessie. It’s all good. I
will see you soon.”

Winston gave her a final kiss and he felt
her melt under it. Yes, he could have her right there on the living
room floor if he pushed it, but it would be so much sweeter when
Jessica came to him. At least, he told himself that when he broke
the kiss and walked out into the soothing rain.
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Jess felt so strange that she thought she
might be in shock, as silly as that seemed. She felt everything and
nothing at the same time. Her brain was numb, but her pussy was
throbbing. Winston gave her a climax in the basement, but that
hardly made a dent in how incredibly horny she was. The moment
Winston kissed her she wanted him with every cell in her body. She
had no idea how she resisted when he tried to pull her pants
off.

Left alone, the waves of guilt crashed over
her. It didn’t matter that she suspected her husband would approve.
Jess had taken vows. She was raised better than this. Cheating on
your husband was wrong—no matter how he felt about it. But she had
never been so tempted. She had never wanted something so wrong so
badly. She was so keyed up that she couldn’t control herself.

Leaning against the wall, just inside the
door, Jess pushed a hand down the front of her pants and inside her
thong. Her pussy was unbelievably wet. Her fingers slipped right
over her lips, but she found her clit and jogged it with her middle
finger. She slid down the wall, sitting on the floor with her legs
spread wide, while her growing moans filled the silent living room.
As she touched herself, she remembered how thick and strong
Winston’s cock felt in her hand. She had marveled at the pictures
of it, but it felt even larger when she touched it. All she could
think about was pulling it out so she could see it, but she
couldn’t make herself do it. She knew what it would mean if she
freed his prick.

Jess licked her lips. She still tasted him
there. He was so delicate, so sweet. Those lips felt wonderful on
hers. She didn’t know how she would look at those lips again
without kissing them. Even now, she wanted to run out into the rain
and throw herself into his arms.

Her quick fingers brought Jess to orgasm
easily. Even her toy didn’t usually get her off that fast, but in
just a couple minutes she cried out and clenched her thighs
together as the climax slammed through her. The pleasure pulsed
through her body, leaving Jess drained, and she sagged to the side.
She could have stayed there all night. Jess had no desire to move,
because once she did she had to face the music.

Jess pushed to her feet and found her phone
before dragging herself upstairs. She peeled off her clothes and
took a very hot shower. The further she moved away from being with
Winston, and closer to having to deal with Kyle, the heavier she
felt. She had to tell her husband what she did, but she didn’t know
how she would find the words. How could she tell Kyle she’d been
unfaithful? She could argue that he’d pushed her into it, but deep
down that was not the truth. She let Winston kiss her, and touch
her, because she wanted him. Kyle’s strange fantasies gave her an
excuse, but she didn’t do it for him. She wanted Winston for
herself. It was just convenient that Kyle wanted the same thing.
But did he really?

Kyle was turned on by fantasizing about
Winston touching her—even fucking her—but that didn’t mean he
really wanted it to happen. He might flip out when
confronted with the reality. He might leave her. Jess would be
devastated if she made a fatal mistake that ended her marriage.
Kyle could very easily be disgusted by her now. Maybe he’d never
get the image of Winston’s dark hands all over her out of his head.
She couldn’t. Just because Kyle had started this little game, that
didn’t mean he wanted it to truly lead anywhere.

Jess kept coming back to Kyle. He was the
one who first suggested Winston was checking her out. Kyle was the
one who teased her that their neighbor wanted her, and as she
overheard, he even encouraged Winston to play along. It was easy to
try and blame her husband. She wondered if any of this would have
happened if Kyle had never teased her and sent her mind down that
road. Would she have discovered a crush on Winston on her own? She
didn’t think she would have gone out of her way to tease him if it
wasn’t to torture her husband as well. But Kyle wasn’t wrong.
Winston did want her. But she encouraged him. Would he have
eventually made a pass at her anyway, and would she have resisted?
Her chemistry with the handsome black man was so visceral that she
wondered if their being together was inevitable, no matter how she
felt about her vows, or what Kyle thought. Her mind was a swirl of
confusion while she scrubbed her body clean under the hot
water.

The house had not cooled yet, so she changed
into a cami and panties and turned on the ceiling fan. It didn’t
help much. The heat was inside her. She still ached for Winston.
You have to get over it! she thought. Let it go! It can’t
happen! But god, she wanted it to happen. Even though she knew
it was wrong on every level, Jess still wished she hadn’t stopped
Winston. She picked up her phone and called Kyle with all of that
swimming around in her head. Time to face the music, but she
couldn’t actually face him. She did not make a video call.

“Hey, Jess. Did you get the power
straightened out?” Kyle asked, as soon as he answered.

“Yeah, everything is turned on now,” she
quietly replied.

“Good. Sorry about earlier. We were just
wrapping up a business dinner that wasn’t going well and I couldn’t
be distracted. I’m proud of you for facing your fear. I hope no
icky spiders got you.” He chuckled lightly.

“I didn’t go down alone. I went over and got
Winston.”

“Really? How did that go? Did he stay for a
beer?”

“He didn’t.”

“What are you wearing, Jess?”

She was surprised he hadn’t picked up on her
flat tone. The only way she could keep from freaking out was to
tamp everything down. She still didn’t know how she was going to
tell him what happened.

“Uhm, I was just back from yoga.”

“So you’re in yoga pants? I bet he
appreciated that. He was staring at your ass, wasn’t he?”

“I just came out of the shower. I’m not in
my workout clothes anymore.”

After a long pause, he asked, “Is he waiting
downstairs?”

“No, he’s gone. Kyle… Listen…”

“Jess, what is it?”

“I don’t… Honey… Something happened.”

“Jess…”

“He kissed me. We were downstairs and it was
dark and there was this moment and he reached for me and I don’t
know he just kissed me.” The words came out in a rush, running
together. If she paused she would have chickened out.

“Winston kissed you?”

“Yes.”

The line was silent. Jess tried to imagine
what her husband was thinking, but it had all become so muddled
that she had no idea what he might be feeling. His speechlessness
wasn’t promising.

“You kissed him back?”

“Yes.” Her answer was barely audible.

“What happened?”

“I just told you.”

“That was all that happened? He kissed you
and then walked away?”

“No.” She rushed to add, “I didn’t sleep
with him. I stopped it.”

“But not right away?”

“No. I’m so sorry.” Emotion hitched her
voice and tears welled in her eyes. “I’m so sorry, Kyle. I know it
was so wrong. I mean we talked about it, but I know doing it was
wrong.”

“Jess, honey, hush, come on now. Don’t cry.
I’m not angry, not really.”

“You’re not?”

“No, I don’t think I am. Maybe I should be?
I don’t know. It’s not like you were just with another man out of
the blue. There’s been something going on. We both knew it. And we
both kind of wanted it.”

Jess didn’t answer.

“You wanted him to kiss you, didn’t
you?”

She sniffed back her tears and said,
“Yes.”

“I’m not angry,” he repeated. “I can’t
be.”

“You didn’t make me do anything. I’m a grown
woman. I know the difference between right and wrong.”

“But is it wrong? I mean, if I encouraged
you to do it, and I guess I did, did you do anything wrong? How can
it be cheating if I’m okay with it?”

“Are you okay with it?”

“I don’t know how I really feel. I’m feeling
everything all at once. It’s confusing.”

Jess was relieved the attention was off her
for the moment, and saw that Kyle was experiencing a rare moment of
reflection. Maybe he would finally be completely honest with
her.

“Are you jealous?” she asked.

“Yeah, I guess I am. It’s complicated, but
knowing you want another man makes me jealous. Don’t apologize
again. It’s okay. I’m jealous, but it’s weird…”

“I have to confess, I’m glad you’re jealous.
Something would be really wrong if you weren’t—if you didn’t
care.”

“Oh, I care. I’m lying on the bed, but I
feel like I’m being tossed on a ship at sea. My chest feels like
it’s going to explode. It doesn’t really feel like I thought it
would.”

“You’ve really thought about this, haven’t
you?”

“I have, more than I want to admit. It was
all kind of a joke, a little tease, before he planted the seed in
my head.”

“What are you talking about?”

Jess did a good job of acting surprised. She
wondered if Kyle would really come clean.

“A few weeks ago when Winston was over, we
had a chat while you were putting Maddy to bed. It was kind of
weird. We started talking about Nic, but then we were talking about
you.”

“So as soon as I leave the room you start
discussing me with other men?” She tried to sound playfully
arch.

“I never had a talk like this before. We
were talking about how hot you are, and then he asked if I like it
when men hit on you. I know I do, but I never really thought about
it more than that. It was just a cool thing to have a hot wife. But
after that, I did think more about it, and it did turn me on that
other men wanted you. That’s why I was encouraging you.”

“And you never told me any of this?”

“Come on, Jess, this isn’t the kind of thing
you confess to your wife. It was guy talk, and I knew you had me
figured out. I didn’t think anything good would come from saying
it.”

“Why not?”

“I didn’t want to scare you off.”

“I’m a big girl, Kyle. I think I've proved
I’m not the shrinking violet type.”

“Yeah, true enough. These games we’ve been
playing. They were so hot. I didn’t want them to stop, even if I
didn’t really want to think about where they might be going, not in
a real way.”

“It was the same for me. I really didn’t
think about the flirting as being anything more than harmless, but
then Winston started acting a little differently, and it seemed
more real.”

“Well…”

“What?”

“We talked again, last week. I talked to him
the night Nic was over.”

“So that’s how you were so sure I didn’t do
anything!”

“I really never thought you would take this
too far, but I’ll admit, I was starting to wonder, based on the way
you were acting. This time, though, I knew you were teasing.”

Jess felt the color rising in her cheeks. It
was one thing when she overheard Kyle and Winston talking about
her. They hadn’t said anything that bad and nothing really came of
it. But now she felt like the guys were collaborating behind her
back. Was she manipulated into this?

“So you and Winston were making plans for
me? You two set me up?”

“No! It was nothing like that. I just
happened to call him.”

“Did you now?”

“Okay, maybe I was getting paranoid that
maybe you really would do something. You were really pushing
it.”

She was glad he couldn’t see her smile.
Despite her anger, she was pleased that Kyle had taken her
seriously. But she still wasn’t happy that the men were colluding.
“What did you guys talk about that time?”

Kyle exhaled loudly, like he was preparing
for a confession. This time, she had no idea what was coming. Fear
knotted in the pit of her stomach. Jess was the paranoid one
now.

“Well, I started fishing. I wanted to know
if he noticed you were flirting with him. I guess I wanted to know
if he liked it. I’d been thinking about it, like I said, and I was
fishing for information because it turned me on. I want to hear how
hot he thought you were.”

“And did he?” She was tingling from her head
to her toes. The anticipation was silly, she knew, since she
already got her answer earlier in the basement.

“Yeah, of course he did. A guy like Winston
knows when a girl is coming on to him. He even thought you might be
having an affair with someone else, the way you were acting.”

“What did you say?” Jess was shocked, and
more than a little pleased with herself.

“I told him of course you weren’t having an
affair. But, uh, I might have said too much.”

“What did you say?” she asked slowly,
drawing out the sentence.’

“Uh, I may have spilled the beans.”

“What does that mean, Kyle?”

“I didn’t tell him everything, but I sort of
told him a little about what you were up to…”

“Kyle!”

“I think I mentioned your crush, like maybe
you had one.”

“Jesus, Kyle! How could you?”

“I don’t know. We were talking like guys and
it just came out. I was weirdly turned on, and obviously I wasn’t
thinking clearly.”

“But how could you tell him that?”

“I don’t know. It just came out.”

Jess was fuming. Kyle sharing her secret was
a major betrayal. No wonder Winston came on as strong as he did. He
figured, she’s interested, why not? And every time she heard
the word crush she felt like a silly little girl. Was that
what Winston thought? Did he see her as a silly girl with a crush
on her exotic African American neighbor who would be easy pickings?
She started to get angry at Winston too, but realized it was
misplaced. He hadn’t done anything wrong. How could she blame him
for taking advantage of a situation? From his point of view, it
must have looked like she was throwing herself at him.

“I feel like such a fool,” she growled.

“Why would you feel that way? He didn’t
judge you. He was totally into it. He thought this was great.”

“Of course he did. Here’s some silly
suburban girl throwing herself at him, looking for a little
excitement.”

“Winston doesn’t see you that way at all,
Jess.” The backpedaling was audible in his voice. Now she wished
they were on a video call so she could see his desperation.

“How do you know?”

“I know what he told me. I know Winston kept
talking about how hot you are. He kept talking about what a great
ass you have.”

“Really?” she asked. But then she knew that.
She’d overheard that.

“Yeah. This wasn’t just some one-sided
thing, like you’re making it out to be. He didn’t make a move on
you because it was easy. He said you’ve been looking really hot. He
picked up what you were putting out there before I ever said
anything. He was being cool about it before, but maybe he did think
he had a green light. But if he kissed you it’s because he’s wanted
to for a long time, not because he thought you were some easy
mark.”

“You’re just trying to make me feel better,
and dig yourself out of a hole.”

“Trust me, Jess. Winston wants to fuck you.
I can tell.”

That shut her up. It was such a stark thing
for her husband to say. He wasn’t saying it while they were playing
out some sex fantasy. Kyle said it like it was just a matter of
fact, and like there was nothing wrong with it. Jess might have
smacked him if he’d said something like that in the past. Now, it
gave her shivers. It brought the heat from her cheeks right down
between her legs. It wasn’t only because Winston wanted her, but
because she wanted him too, and for the first time she realized she
could have him if she chose that.

“And you sound okay with that,” she said
tentatively. “How does that make you feel? It’s not like this is
just some guy checking out my butt at a bar. This is a man who
lives across the street. A man who has already kissed your
wife.”

“And a man who my wife wants to fuck,” he
finished for her.

“I never said that. We’re talking about
you.”

“Don’t hate me, but it turns me on. Okay, I
said it. I know he wants you, and I know you want him, and when I
think about you just giving in to your lust and giving yourself to
him it turns me on. I get so hard it hurts.”

“I could never hate you, Kyle. I love you.
I’m a little annoyed right now, and very confused by everything
that’s happening, but no matter what happens, I love you. I didn’t
kiss Winston because I don’t love you. It was this overwhelming
thing. I wanted him and I couldn’t stop myself, even if it was
wrong.”

“You still want him, don’t you?” His voice
was low, intimate.

Jess paused. The conversation had shifted
out of nowhere. They weren’t hashing things out any longer. They
were getting real, and it was sexy.

“Yes,” she softly replied. “And you’re hard,
aren’t you?”

“Yeah. I’ve been hard from the moment you
told me Winston kissed you.”

“You didn’t say anything.”

Kyle chuckled. “It didn’t seem
appropriate.”

She smiled, a gleam in her slate-gray eyes.
“Nothing about this is appropriate.”

“Tell me what happened.”

“I told you. He kissed me.”

“No, Jess. Tell me all of it. You know what
I want to hear.”

Jess took her earbuds from the nightstand
and plugged them into her phone. She activated the video calling
feature. Kyle picked right up. He was wearing a white t-shirt, and
she saw the familiar backdrop of the blonde-wood headboard and
stiff pillows behind him. Her bedroom was dark, so she turned on
the bedside light. Seeing herself in the phone, she noticed her
hard nipples were prominent where the cami stretched over her pert
breasts. It was still warm in the bedroom.

“Show me first. I want to see how hard you
are,” she demanded.

Kyle tilted his phone down. His cock was
thick and strong, and he lightly stroked it. Seeing her husband’s
cock brought a visceral reaction. Her pussy contracted as she felt
his absence. She had never missed him more. She needed him to be
there. She needed to feel her husband’s cock inside her. Watching
her husband stroke himself made her forget all about Winston, if
only for a moment. He left the camera pointed at his cock when he
told her, “Now tell me, Jess.”

Jess kept the camera on her face, which also
allowed her to stare at Kyle’s cock, as she told her tale.

“I went over to get him. It’s so hot here
that I didn’t throw anything else on after yoga, so I was wearing
this crop-top, sports bra sorta thing and yoga pants. I felt
Winston looking at me as soon as he opened the door. I could feel
that he wanted me, and it made me hot.”

“Damn, no wonder he couldn’t keep his hands
off of you. He kept talking about how hot your body is, and he
finally really saw it,” Kyle moaned.

“He told me he needed me to hold the
flashlight, but I know he really just wanted me in the basement
because he wanted me close. And I stayed close because I really was
scared. He turned around and we were so close. He just sort of
looked at me, and then he kissed me.”

It was mostly true. He teased her with his
full, soft lips until she kissed him, but Jess wouldn’t admit that
to her husband. Winston knew exactly what he was doing and she
couldn’t resist. His goatee scratched her cheek, but she didn’t
care. It felt manly. Jess kissed him and it took her breath away.
One simple kiss and she was off to the races. She closed her eyes,
recalling that kiss, and slipped her free hand into her panties. It
seemed like no matter how many times she came tonight it wouldn’t
be enough—not until she had a man inside her.

“That kiss, I don’t know how to describe it.
It was weird kissing another man,” she elaborated.

“But you liked it? You wanted it.”

“Yes. I’d thought about that kiss, but my
imagination didn’t do it justice. It was just…wow.” Jess was afraid
of being too honest because she didn’t want to hurt Kyle’s
feelings, but he did ask for this. She saw him stroking harder as
she told her story. It made her ache to have him there with
her.

“That’s so fucking sexy, Jess.”

“He carried me to that workbench you have
and put me on it. He started touching me and I thought my heart was
going to explode. I knew I should stop him—this little voice was
screaming in the back of my head—but I couldn’t. I just wanted
more. I wanted him to have me. It felt so dirty.”

“Christ,” he gasped.

Everything was a jumble in her brain. Jess
couldn’t tell him just how it happened, so she told him as she
remembered it. Rubbing her juicy pussy didn’t help her
concentration. She touched her clit and warm, deep pleasure seeped
throughout her body.

“He undressed me. Took my top off. Then he
was touching my boobs. His hands covered them, hon. It was like I
belonged to him. I know that’s so wrong.”

“I don’t care, Jess. Your tits are perfect.
And you fucking love it there.”

“He teased my nipples like he knew what I
wanted. Winston just knew how to touch me.”

Jess pulled up her cami, exposing her
breasts to her husband, and touched them, showing Kyle how Winston
touched her. Her eyes closed again and she felt his big hands
again, all over her body. She gasped when she strummed her nipple,
and squirmed on the bed. A little pinch brought a cry from her
throat. Their last phone sex had been hot, but it hadn’t been
anything like this.

“Fuck, Jess…” Kyle moaned constantly
now.

“He was all over my tits,” she used
the word for Kyle. “And then he put my hand on his dick.”

“You grabbed his cock,” Kyle
corrected.

“Yes,” she moaned. “He put my hand there and
I grabbed Winston’s cock. I grabbed it and I stroked it, and
it just got bigger and bigger.”

Jess stopped touching herself long enough to
reach into the drawer and pull out her little toy. She wiggled her
panties down and switched it on, hoping Kyle wouldn’t hear it.

“You’re touching your pussy, aren’t you?” he
accused.

“I am, hon. I’m so wet right now talking
about this. All I can think about is how Winston touched me, and
it’s making me so horny. I can’t help it.” Jess played it up for
her husband, but it was the truth.

“When did you get a toy? That’s so hot.”

“I needed it because you’re not here.”

“Let me see, Jess.”

She tilted the phone down so he could see
its tip grazing her clit. She didn’t put it right on there because
she knew he would climax in seconds if she did. Kyle cursed over
the line, and the way he moaned made her think he came, but when
she looked he was still rapidly stroking his shaft. That should
be fucking me, she thought. Then she had another, very dirty
thought.

“Fuck, you’re hot…” he groaned.

“Maybe I won’t need the toy anymore, hon,”
she teased.

“Why?” He sounded desperate.

“You know why. Winston is ready to take care
of me.”

“Shit… I’m not there to do it…”

“No, but he will. He’d love to do it.”

“And you fucking want it, Jess.”

“Yes. I want it, Kyle.”

“You want him to fuck you.”

She knew what he wanted to hear. It was
surprisingly easy to say.

“Yes, Kyle. I want him to fuck me. I want
Winston to come over here right now and hold me down on this bed
and make me come again. I want him to fuck me, Kyle.”

“Fuck…oh…fuck…he made you come?”

“He touched me down there—touched my pussy.
I didn’t stop him. I just rubbed his cock while he made me come.
Mmm…”

“Fuck… Jess….”

Jess watched the cum explode out of his
cock, jetting upward and out of the frame. He came again and again,
eventually his cum flowed down over his hand. She climaxed right
when he did, watching her husband jerk off and thinking about
Winston fucking her. Jess came so hard she screamed and rolled onto
her side as she clenched into a fetal position, dropping the phone.
the little toy buzzed against her clit, making the orgasm go on and
on. The phone was dropped—forgotten—but she heard her husband
moaning in the earbuds. It was finally too intense and she pulled
the toy away and rolled onto her back, trembling.

“Holy shit, Jess,” Kyle said, recovering
first.

“Yeah,” was all she could manage. It was
more of a breath than speech.

“Holy shit.”

“Yeah.”

They were silent for a few minutes, until
she finally said, “I really didn’t have sex with him. I couldn’t do
it.”

“I believe you.”

Jess picked up the phone and saw she was
completely flushed. Kyle looked like he’d just run a marathon.

“Are you disappointed?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I think I am, but that’s
fucking nuts.”

“It’s okay, Kyle. I think I understand.”
That wasn’t really true. “Okay, maybe I don’t quite understand, but
I accept it because I love you.”

“Are you disappointed, Jess?”

“That I didn’t sleep with him? It’s
complicated. I’m afraid I’d hate myself if I’d done it, but I
wanted to. God, I wanted to.”

“Do you still feel that way? Do you think
you’d hate yourself?”

“I know why you’re asking. You want me to do
it.”

“I think so. I mean, yeah, I want you to do
it, even if I’m not sure it’s the best idea. But I want you to do
it. Do you really want to do it?”

“If I knew I could just do it. Just go over
there and do it and there would be no consequences, then yes, I’m
sorry, but I want him.”

“Don’t be sorry, Jess. I have never been
more attracted to you. I’ve never wanted you more.”

“Because I want to sleep with another man? I
don’t know if I can understand that.”

“I don’t know if I understand it, but that’s
what I’m feeling. Knowing that you want it so bad, that you’d just
let go and give in to your desires like that—it’s the hottest thing
I’ve ever thought about. And knowing that a guy like Winston, who
can get anyone he wants, wants you so bad—it’s so goddam sexy,
Jess. I know he wants you so bad, but he can’t just have you.”

“No, I’m yours, Kyle. I will always be
yours.”

“But he could borrow you for a bit…”

“I’m yours, but I’m not yours to lend.”

“Then you could give yourself to him. You
could lend him your body for a night.”

“What if it wasn’t just one night?”

“What?” Kyle sounded surprised.

“I’m just trying to think it through—think
of all the possibilities. The way I feel—once might not get it out
of my system.”

“You might get addicted to him?” Kyle said
it like he didn’t believe it.

“You know what they say about white girls
going black, hon. What if I just love his big, black dick too much.
And it felt so big, honey.”

“Fuck, Jess. Don’t tease me like that.”

“Why? You clearly love it.”

“But seriously, what are you saying? Do you
think this could become some kind of regular arrangement?”

“You are out of town a lot.”

“I don’t know how I feel about you being his
mistress.”

“I’m not saying I want to be. I’m just
saying if we open this door we don’t really know what could
happen.”

Jess could not see herself as Winston’s
mistress either, but neither was she sure that she could just go
over there, throw herself at their neighbor, and then go on like it
had never happened afterward. She had such a strange, chemical
reaction to him. If he was as good as Nicole implied, once might
not be enough.

“I’m just telling you, Kyle, we need to be
real about this. It might not be just once, and I don’t want to lie
to you or sneak around behind your back. Do you really want me to
do this? We can stop this right here.”

Kyle took a long time to answer. She could
see the emotions warring on his face. His lips moved, like he was
talking to himself. He finally looked into the camera and right at
her, over the miles.

“Yes. I have to know. Maybe this is just a
phase for me, like something I need to get out of my system. For
us. And maybe it’s not. But I have never been more charged up than
I have been over the last few weeks. I don’t want to lose
this.”

“It’s worth the risk?”

“We love each other. Do you think this could
change that?”

“No. Nothing can change that. Winston,
that’s about sex. It can’t ever be about more than that. You’re the
father of my child. I still might chicken out. I don’t know
that I can do this. I still think it’s wrong.”

“But you want it.” It was a statement, not a
question.

“Yes. Maybe I’m a terrible slut, but I want
it. I want to know what it’s like.”

“It’s what we both want. So let’s try it.
You have three days until I come home.”

Jess laughed, despite the gravity of their
situation. “So this is like some kind of forty-eight-hour hall
pass? I can do whatever I want for two days?”

“Something like that.”

“And if two days isn’t enough?”

“We’ll talk when I get home and we’ll figure
it out. As long as we’re together, we can figure anything out. If
it’s something you really want, I won’t stop you. Besides, given
the freak I’m becoming maybe I’ll want you to keep going.”

“You’re not a freak. I love you.”

“And you’re not a slut. And I love you
too.”

“Do you think you’d want to watch? Do you
want to be there?” she asked tentatively.

“Do you want me there, Jess? It’s weird, but
I guess I didn’t even think about that.”

“Honestly, I don’t know if I could do
anything in front of you. I’m sorry, but having you sit there would
be weird. Maybe I could, but not the first time. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry. I’m not sure I could even
handle being there. Hearing about it is so intense, seeing it, I
don’t know. I don’t know if I could handle the feelings. I know I’m
not explaining it well, but it’s not as straightforward as being
turned on.”

“It’s okay, honey. I guess it’s good that we
agree on this—at least for now.”

“Maybe a picture?”

“A picture? A picture of me and
Winston?”

“That could be hot. Would you?”

Jess tried to imagine it. Taking sexy
pictures for her husband really turned her on. If Winston was up
for it, taking a picture of her doing something could be hot. But
she didn’t know if she could really do it. And Ohmygod, what if
those pictures ever got out? Kyle would have to promise to delete
them.

“I can’t promise. Can I think about it?”

“Yeah, it’s cool, Jess. I know that might be
a little weird. Let’s just see what happens.”

“We’re really going to do this?” she
asked.

“We’re really going to do this—unless you
chicken out. But I don’t think you will, Jess.”

Jess was starting to believe she could go
through with it, too. She had never felt so alive—or been more
frightened.
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“You must be very frustrated,” Nicole said.
She stepped away from Winston and turned to face him, tugging the
black dress off of her shoulders. He had just unzipped her.

“That’s one word for it, but not frustrated
with her. I can’t say I’m surprised.”

“You probably would have been disappointed
if Jess had just jumped into bed with you.”

“I wouldn’t go that far.

The sheath dress had capped sleeves and fell
a couple inches above the knee, but it didn’t show much skin.
Nicole still looked hot because it clung to her, showing off just
how tight her body was. A woman like Nicole didn’t need to show a
lot of skin to be sexy, and she knew it. she pushed it down to the
faux belt at her waist and pulled it over her narrow hips. Although
both women were slender, Jessica had curves that Nicole did not.
Winston was not complaining. He loved Nicole’s tight little body.
She posed with fists on her hips, showing off a very lacy,
expensive-looking bra and panty set.

“Poor baby,” she taunted.

“Are you going to stand there all
night?”

“I bet you’d like it better if I was on my
knees, wouldn’t you?”

“That’s a good start.”

Nicole left on her spiked, strappy heels and
lingerie, and went to her hands and knees to crawl across the
bedroom floor. He sat on the end of the bed. They had gone directly
to the bedroom when she’d arrived. Winston texted her as soon as he
left Jessica’s. I need to see you now. She stopped between
his spread knees, looking up at him like an eager-to-please puppy.
Winston saw her nude breasts, and his cock jumped right in her
face.

“You’re not going to come too quickly, are
you?”

“Have I ever disappointed you before?”

His prick filled both her hands and she
stroked it up and down. Winston did not come on the spot, but it
was just what he needed. He would have thought his mind would go
right to Jessica, and he did think of her, but looking down at
Nicole kept him focused on the sexy brunette.

“Jess touched your cock, didn’t she?” Nicole
asked sweetly. She gave his tip a kiss.

“Yeah,” he grunted, leaning back. Nicole
really knew what she was doing with those hands.

“But she didn’t get you off?”

“No.”

Nicole licked the sides and drug her wet red
lips up and down the underside. He grunted in encouragement. She
swirled her tongue around the head and briefly sucked it. “I’m
surprised she could resist. Her eyes popped out when she saw the
picture. I would have thought she’d be all over this big black
dick.”

“She didn’t even pull it out. She didn’t see
it.”

“Maybe I need to have her come over and I'll
show her how to properly take care of you. Jess might not be able
to handle you.”

Her tongue teased the skin between his cock
and balls and then she sucked his big, hairless balls, stroking him
harder.

“Fuck, girl,” he moaned.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she asked,
smacking her lips after releasing his balls. “Both of us down here,
taking care of your dick.”

“Fuck, yeah, Nic.”

“That would be hot, to share you with
her.”

“You wanna fuck her too, don’t you,
Nic?”

Nicole just smiled and kissed his cock.
“Jess is hot, in the innocent kind of way. I never seriously
thought of it before this, but yeah, I want to corrupt her too. I
could eat her pussy while she sucks your big dick.”

“You’re fucking killing me, girl. Suck that
fucking thing.”

Winston was not gentle with her, not like he
had been with Jessica. He liked being tender with Nicole, but he
knew she liked it rough. She wanted him to be a man. He laced all
his fingers in her raven hair and pulled her mouth onto his cock.
Her head was so small in his giant hands. She looked surprised, but
then her eyes smiled, and after a quick choking, she started
sucking like a good girl. Nicole never failed to impress him.

She gobbled up his cock as quickly as he
could feed it to her. He held her head and fucked her mouth back
and forth on his shaft. He pushed as deep as he could. Nicole
didn’t resist when he went too deep and she choked. She just sucked
harder.

“Yeah, suck that fucking dick, girl. Take it
all,” he moaned, staring down into those brown eyes.

Maybe it was because his dick was in her
mouth, but he could lose himself in those eyes. It made him realize
that despite his quest to bed her best friend, Winston had real
feelings for Nicole. She had become more than a fling to him. That
could have complicated things, but she just encouraged him to fuck
Jessica—only proving how right she was for him. For the first time
in a long time, Winston wondered if he might have a future with
someone.

Nicole held onto his forearms and dug her
nails into his dark flesh, and her eyes were wide. He could see she
was choking again, but he waited until the last second before
pulling his cock out of her mouth. She gasped and coughed, her spit
dripping from him. Winston lifted her by the shoulders and she
stood on unsteady feet. A quick rip, and her panties were gone. He
lifted her again and impaled her on his shaft.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, arching her back.

“I love that tight little pussy,” he
grunted.

“Give me that black dick!”

Nicole reached back and unclasped the sexy
racerback bra. She shrugged her shoulders and it dropped off of her
as Winston began bouncing her on his cock. She cupped her small
tits and teased her puffy raspberry nipples, hanging her head back
as she pinched them. He held her slim waist and bounced her on him
like she was a fucktoy, which she was in that moment. Her pussy
gripped him, fighting every bounce, but Winston had the power to
use her as he pleased. And she loved to be used by him.

“Fuck me!” she demanded. “Fuck my little
white pussy!”

“Nic…” he growled. “Fuck girl! You love that
black dick!”

“Oh god, I love that black dick! Pound me!
Goddamit, fuck me! Harder!”

“Shit…”

“Yeah…yeah…yeah…I know you need this white
pussy! Jess has you all frustrated!”

“Nic…” he gasped.

“Give me the fucking you want to give her.
You want her little blonde pussy, don’t you?”

“Yes!”

“Yeah you do. You wanna make her scream!
Make Jess beg for that black dick!”

“Fuck me…”

Winston stood and didn’t miss a beat. He
turned and Nicole dropped onto the bed, but he was so big that he
stayed inside her. Her shoulders rested back on the bed, but he
held her hips high so she leaned back at an angle. Nicole kept her
legs spread wide and he drove his cock down into her like a
demon.

“Fuck you! Fuck you! Take that fucking
cock!” he grunted, nearly slipping and calling her Jess. Nicole did
not make it easy to concentrate on her, but he knew she did it to
get him off.

“Yes! Yes! Oh fuck, yes!” she screamed.
“Fuck me! Fuck Jess! Take us both to bed and fuck us!”

It flashed through his mind, the beautiful
blonde and sexy brunette, side-by-side on his bed, both begging for
his cock, using them at his leisure. He imagined Nicole teasing
Jessica until the blonde begged him to fuck her, but then he might
take Nicole first, just to make her beg more. He wanted Jessica to
see how he made Nicole come before he fucked her.

Winston was so lost in his thoughts that he
was only dimly aware that Nicole was coming underneath him. Her
pussy fluttered around him and her legs kicked while she screamed.
He pulled her onto his cock one last time, spiking it deep inside
her, and grinded against her as he drained his heavy balls. He
dropped her hips unceremoniously, and she slipped off his half-hard
prick. He knelt on the bed beside her and wiped the sweat from his
brow. It had been quick, but intense.

“Shit, babe. You were amazing,” she said
sweetly, caressing his thick forearm.

He caught his breath and replied, “You know
how to push my buttons, Nic. God, you’re good.”

Winston rolled onto his back and she climbed
his body to snuggle against his side. His arm closed around her,
cradling the petite woman. Her nails traced crazy patterns on his
chest, and he kissed the top of her head.

“Thank you, Nic. You always know just what I
need”

She reached for his prick and stroked it.
“And you have just what I need.”

“Is that all I am to you? Just a big black
dick?” He realized her answer mattered.

Nicole laughed. “It doesn’t matter that it’s
black.”

“Really?” He looked down at her and her
expression became serious.

“No, not really. I mean, yes, you are the
most incredible lover I’ve ever had, and all I want to do is throw
myself onto that thing, but it’s not just about the sex. You’re
cool, Winston. You’re no bullshit. It’s refreshing to be with a man
who’s upfront about his deal. You’ve never led me on, you’ve never
lied. And there’s nothing sexier than a man who takes what he
wants.”

“But it really doesn’t bother you that what
I want isn’t just about you? I mean, I don’t want to hurt your
feelings or anything.”

“Thanks, sweetie. No, you don’t hurt my
feelings. I get the deal.”

“The thing with Jessie, that’s just like a
fling, you know that, right? She can’t replace you.”

Nicole sat up and looked at him. “Are you
trying to tell me something?”

“I don’t know. Like what?”

She stared at him for a long minute and her
face softened. “I like you too, Winston.”

“You really do matter to me, Nic. I don’t
just call you over here to fuck. Well, maybe tonight, but you know
what I mean. I like it when you’re here. You’re so chill. You’re
just so different. You’re so cool.”

“This is what I like about you, sweetie. You
have a soul, and I like it when it shows. And I know you don’t do
that easily.”

“I just want you to know that whatever
happens with Jessie, I don’t want it to change this.”

“Whatever this is.”

“Exactly.”

Nicole thought for a moment, then said,
“What if I wanted you all to myself? What if I asked you to give up
on her?”

The question stunned Winston. Yes, he cared
about her, but it wasn’t something he’d considered, and it wasn’t
something he thought Nicole would ever ask. It was part of why he
felt the way he did.

“Are you asking?”

“No, I’d never ask that,” she replied. “It’s
part of what I like about you. It’s hot that you can have any woman
you want, but you want me.”

“You know it.”

“And I like being part of your little
scheme. It’s so hot to see Jess’s seduction.”

“You might be perfect,” he chuckled.

“Right back at you.”

“Maybe we should, y’know, go out on an
actual date sometime.”

“Are we past the booty call phase of our
relationship?”

It didn’t bother him at all that she used
the word relationship. “We’ll never be past that, but I
think it’s time to take you out and show you off.”

“What if one of your boys wants to steal
me?”

“Oh, they will. But you know me, I don’t
wanna own you.”

“So you’re willing to share?”

“It might be fun seeing just how much black
dick you can take, Nic.”

“Oh, you really do mean share. Sounds
fun.”

“Yeah, babe. I’ll share you, but I ain’t
just handing you over.”

“I share you with Jess, you share me. That
only seems fair.”

“You really think she might go for
that?”

“I’m starting to think she might go for
anything, after tonight,” Nicole replied.

“We’ll see. The next move is hers.”

“You’re really that confident she’ll
come?”

Winston chuckled. “Oh, she’ll come.”

“Haha. And when she does?”

“This time there’s no turning back. When
Jessie comes to me, she’s mine.”

Nicole gripped his growing cock harder.
“Mmm, I love when you’re strong, sweetie. Tell me more.”
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Jess felt like a weight had been lifted from
her shoulders. She would have thought the opposite would be true,
once she made the momentous decision to break her marriage vows,
but for the first time she had a sense of clarity where Winston was
concerned. When she finished her talk with Kyle she’d gone right to
sleep and slept like a rock. The following morning, she had a
spring in her step when she awoke. She didn’t even feel her usual
anxiety about seeing Winston in the morning. Picking out an outfit
for him was a joy, and she was disappointed when she did not see
him in the morning. Now that the decision had been made, what would
she do if she’d scared Winston off?

Everything wasn’t suddenly so simple. Jess
could still lose her nerve at the last moment, and she suspected
that if Winston was still interested after last night, he would not
be if she backed away again. She did not want to be a tease, but
she could not be positive she could go through with it. Giving
herself to Winston had been so tempting the night before, but she
still didn’t do it.

Jess flirted with knocking on Winston’s door
when she didn’t see him on his stoop in the morning, but that may
have led to something, and she really did have to go to work after
missing so much time recently. She wondered what he had done when
he left. It was hard to picture him standing in the shower and
masturbating. All men did that, but she didn’t see Winston doing it
because she didn’t think he had to. A man like Winston only needed
to make one phone call and he had someone to take care of his
needs. So had he done that? Jess burned with jealousy as she
pictured some floosy coming over and riding Winston’s dick. It
wasn’t fair that Jess got him all riled up and another woman got to
take advantage of it.

Nicole might have been that woman. Why was
it so easy to picture her friend with Winston? Was it just because
she knew Nicole so well? She could see Nicole in his arms, her
moving on top of him, and her arms and legs wrapped around his big,
dark body. Maybe it was because they were so similar, except for
their hair color, both pale, slender women. Nicole was actually
darker-toned than Jess, but the raven hair made her seem paler.
Jess truly had a china doll complexion. Another question was why
imaging Nicole and Winston together turned her on so much. Jess did
not consider herself as much of a voyeur, but it was so easy to
picture Winston undressing Nicole, or her holding his thick cock in
her hands.

Jess had to avoid thinking about it too
much, or she would have been too distracted to work. She had
already used her toy again as soon as she woke, reliving that
moment in the basement with Winston. The quick orgasm cleared her
head, but the lingering horniness was always right there underneath
as she concentrated on her work. She worked through lunch so she
could go home early and prepare for her evening.

It was funny that she never questioned that
Winston would be home waiting for her when she chose to go over
that night. And she had no idea what she would do if she stood
there on his doorstep, resolved to sleep with him, and he just
didn’t answer the door. What would she do with all that effort?
With a wicked smile she thought she could go down to the local bar
and pick someone else up. It would serve Winston right for being so
cocky that he would be the man she’d give herself to. What would
Kyle say if she did that? She feared he might be even more turned
on if she went out and picked up some stranger on her own. Jess
thought the sluttier her behavior the more Kyle would like it. She
didn’t know how she felt about that. Not that any of it mattered.
She could never go out and pick up a random sex partner in a
bar.

Jess took a long, hot bath when she came
home from work. The old, deep tub was one of the few things she
liked about the old house. It allowed her to sink deep and soak
until she felt like she was going to float away. She closed her
eyes and let her mind wander. She rehearsed what she would say when
she went over to Winston, but everything she imaged sounded silly.
She tried seductive, but it was cheesy. She tried casual, but it
was too weird. She even imagined Winston opening the door and just
grabbing her and dragging her inside. When she imagined that, it
was followed by Winston throwing her onto the couch and roughly
taking her. Jess started touching herself, but stopped. She wanted
to hold back, like she was saving herself for her lover. It was
insane, but she really did feel it was akin to losing her virginity
again. She was about to cross a new sexual frontier.

The razor and shaving gel sat on the edge of
the tub. There was hardly anything there, but she wanted to be
freshly smooth for Winston. Jess drained the water halfway so that
her mound was just out of the water when she raised her hips.
Touching herself to apply the gel felt dangerous. Every touch near
her pussy sent a warm, slow pulse of pleasure through her body. It
would be so easy to make herself climax, but she managed to
resist.

Jess gasped and bit her lower lip when she
swiped the cool razor over her inflamed mound. The pressure of
pulling and pressing on her flesh to make sure she got a nice,
close shave only made her throb. She felt ridiculous that the
simple act of grooming herself had her so inflamed. Once the job
was done, she ran her fingers over her newly smooth mound and
shivered. Her thumb touched the patch of trimmed hair above her
lips and she got a wicked thought. Winston was totally bare down
there, so should she do the same for him? Did he prefer that?
According to Cosmo, most guys did. It wasn’t something she’d
ever considered for her husband, but now she was going to do it for
her lover. It felt so slutty. A couple more swipes of the razor and
the patch was gone.

Jess laid the razor aside and stroked her
smooth mound. She closed her eyes and moaned, sinking lower into
the water. She could deny herself no more. Her fingers slipped from
where her patch used to be to right between her lips and she
touched her clit. She gasped and rubbed the little nub furiously,
splashing hot water between her legs. The orgasm was so fast, so
sudden, that it startled her, and her cry echoed off the old,
cracked bathroom tiles. She kept her hand cupped over her pussy and
swore she felt it throbbing from her climax. But the quick orgasm
didn’t slake her desire for Winston one bit. It was tempting to
stay in the tub, but she had to get up and get ready.

Wrapped in a towel, Jess sat on the edge of
the bed fidgeting with her phone in her hands. Her dilemma was,
should she text or call Kyle, or should she just go through with
her plan—not that she had any plan beyond knocking on Winston’s
door and seeing what happens next. Kyle sent a text in the morning
saying he loved her, but that was the only communication she’d
shared with her husband since their heavy conversation the night
before.

The couple had never discussed a concrete
plan, just the vague notion that she would do something before he
returned from his work trip. Did Kyle expect she was going to
Winston’s so soon? Maybe he didn’t want to know any details
beforehand—but weren’t they doing this together, in some weird way?
Honestly, part of her didn’t want to give Kyle a chance to back
out. Jess was ready to do this and she didn’t want Kyle pulling the
rug out from under her at the last minute. Similarly, she didn’t
want to tell Kyle she was going and then back out—but was that
fair? She put off the decision and went downstairs to eat a light
salad before she got ready.

Jess powdered and perfumed herself. She left
her golden hair down and blew a subtle wave into it. She thought
she looked best when she looked natural, so there was just a touch
of blush on her cheeks and pale lipstick—a touch of kohl around her
eyes to bring out their color. She chose little sunflower earrings
because they would match her dress and they didn’t dangle. Jess did
not wear the little gold cross she often wore, and substituted it
for a small, swirling diamond pendant that had been an anniversary
present. The dress was easy. Jess went back to the little sundress
Nicole had chosen for her the other night. And as her friend had
advised, Jess did not wear a bra. Her excited nipples tented out
the thin material, obvious at even a casual glance. She chose a
tiny pair of navy blue panties and took them on and off several
times, trying to work up the nerve to go to Winston pantyless. It
felt sinfully slutty, and she feared it was too much. You’re
going over there to sleep with him and you think leaving your
panties at home sends the wrong message? she asked herself,
laughing out loud. She’d been sipping wine while dressing and
drained the glass before deciding to leave her panties on the
bed.

Jess posed in the mirror and snapped two
shots. In the first, she struck a sexy pose to show Kyle her
outfit. The second pose was sexier; she pulled up the side of the
dress to show her bare hip, revealing her lack of panties. She
texted both photos to her husband.

-I’m on my way over to his place

K: really? You’re going to do
this?

Jess was suddenly seized with indecision.
Was he asking because he didn’t want her to do it? She couldn’t
second guess herself. She couldn’t let Kyle shake her
confidence.

-Yes. It’s time.

K: You’re hot, Jess. I’m jealous.

K: In a good way

-I’m nervous

K: Don’t be. Just have fun. Can’t wait to
hear all about it. Love you

-love you

With that, Jess stepped out the front door
and crossed the street. The narrow city street suddenly seemed like
an impassible gulf, and she was so entranced that she stepped in
front of a car, which loudly honked at her. She waved an apology
and scampered the rest of the way.

It was hot out, and Jess felt sweat beading
on her forehead. It was now or never. She knocked. Seconds
stretched out into decades. What if he wasn’t home? What if he
thought she was a tease and lost interest? She felt herself quaking
and began turning away when the door opened.
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“What’s up, Jessie?” Winston said, glancing
down at her with a knowing smile.

“I wanted to see you—after last night.
Things got a little…”

“Yeah, they got a little something.”

“Can I come in?”

He swept his eyes over her, taking a long
look, eyes lingering on her braless breasts and pokey nipples. He
must have liked what he saw because he stepped aside, leaving her
space to enter. He was so large she still had to brush against him
to pass. She walked into his living room and dropped her keys and
phone onto his coffee table. He had the air conditioning cranked
and goosebumps dotted her skin. Her nipples were painfully
hard.

Jess was concerned that she’d missed her
chance. This was not the Winston she was used to, always eager to
banter and flirt. He was cool, like he wasn’t sure she was worth
his time. She understood. He must have felt she was playing with
him, maybe to tease Kyle, or maybe just to make herself feel
better. It didn’t help that Kyle had spilled her secrets, and she
didn’t trust that her husband had been entirely truthful. She
couldn’t be sure of what Winston knew about her. She might have to
prove herself to Winston, but she wasn’t sure how—beyond the
obvious.

The obvious was appealing. He was in his
usual uniform of a ribbed white tank top—unfortunately nicknamed a
wifebeater—and loose basketball shorts. It impressed her
that he didn’t try to impress anyone—not that he had to. His thick,
muscled arms and chiseled dark chest were on full display and
impressive as ever. Jess caught herself staring and had to look
away. She’d never felt such an impulse before, to just stare at a
man because she found him so sexy. She finally understood the way
men stared at women.

“You wanted to talk about last night,”
Winston prompted.

She turned quickly and the dress came up and
nearly flashed her bare butt.

“I know I’ve been all over the place lately,
and I know that might have given you the wrong impression—or
not…”

“The wrong impression?”

“Maybe not. I know Kyle talked to you about
me.”

Winston looked genuinely surprised. “What
did he say?”

Jess felt her cheeks flushing and felt
foolish. It was ridiculous to blush after everything that happened,
but this was not an easy confession to make. “I know he told you
about…about my infatuation. But you probably guessed, y’know, based
on things.”

“I knew something was going on, Jessie, but
I wouldn’t presume. You’re a married woman.”

“Yeah, I know. I’ve just been… I don’t
know.”

Jess knew she was babbling, and she was
embarrassed.

Winston came closer to her. She felt him
soften.

“I could tell you wanted something, but I
would never push. Yeah, at first I thought you and Kyle were
playing some weird game. Some couples do that.”

“Like what?”

“Sometimes they get off on flirting with the
danger, having the wife tease another man, it gets things going in
the bedroom. But you just don’t seem like that.”

“It’s not really like that,” she said,
although that wasn’t entirely true. “I don’t want to be a
tease.”

“No?”

“I know that’s not fair.”

They were only inches apart now. Jess felt
short of breath. Her heart pounded. Her feeling went beyond simple
desire. She needed him. It was an intense physical need. It
frightened her, and Jess wanted to run away, but she was rooted to
the spot. She touched his chest. It was so hard, so strong. She
flattened her palm and felt his heart beating too. He wanted her
too.

“Does Kyle know you’re here?”

She nodded, staring up at him. Making eye
contact was frightening too. She felt like he could see her every
thought. He had to see how badly she wanted him, and it made her
feel like a tramp. Her mother had always told her a proper woman
was never too eager for sex. It was unseemly to show a man you
wanted sex, but Jess knew it was written all over her.

“So maybe you are one of those couples,
looking for some excitement,” he teased, brushing her arm and
fingering the spaghetti strap of her flimsy dress.

“I don’t know what Kyle and I are looking
for. It’s all a jumble.”

“So what are you looking for
Jessie?”

He pulled the strap from her shoulder and it
dropped down her arm. The dress folded down on one side,
dangerously close to exposing her.

“Don’t you know, Winston?” Her voice was
breathy, barely above a whisper.

“Maybe, Jessie. But you need to tell
me.”

“But…”

“Say it, Jessie. Tell me what you want.”

Jess didn’t vocalize her answer, but instead
slipped the strap from her other shoulder. The dress fell, catching
on her stiff nipples for a heartbeat before floating down her body
to puddle around her yellow, four-inch heels. Even those heels made
her feel tiny in front of Winston. He stared at the dark pink caps
of her tits and a tiny smile creased his lips, but he did not move.
He was serious. She had to say it. Jess didn’t know if she
could.

“Winston…”

“Jessie…”

He brushed her nipple with his knuckles. She
shuddered. His thumb teased the other nipple and she gasped,
feeling weak in the knees. Fingers trailed down her flat tummy and
over her smooth mound, but just a glancing touch that missed her
lips. Jess wanted to scream. Winston was still clothed, but she was
nude, except for her heels, standing in his living room. She had
never felt so exposed. She had never been so wet. Could he feel the
damp heat from her pussy with his fingers so close? She bit her
bottom lip in that nervous way she always did.

“Take me upstairs,” she said softly.

He still just looked at her, but his smile
was broader.

“Take me to bed and fuck me, Winston.”

It didn’t sound like her voice. Jess would
have sworn the words came from someone else. She had never been so
brazen. Apart from dirty talk with her husband, she had never said
such a thing. Only a whore would say that to man. Jess could hear
her mother’s tut-tut. But Jess didn’t want to be that good
girl anymore. She wanted to be dirty. She wanted to be nasty. She
wanted to be a whore. Tonight, she wanted to be Winston’s
whore.

“I thought you’d never ask, Jessie.”

He grabbed her and kissed her.
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All these months, this was the moment
Winston had been waiting for. The night before had been fun, and if
Jessica hadn’t stopped him Winston would have fucked her right
there on the work bench, but this was what he really wanted—what
he’d been working for these past months. He wanted Jessica to come
to him and give herself to him. And here she was, standing there
nude before him. He almost couldn’t believe those words came from
those sweet lips. Take me to bed and fuck me.

Winston was not surprised to see his
beautiful blonde neighbor on his doorstep. Kyle had called earlier.
The poor guy sounded completely torn.

“Dude, we have to talk,” Kyle started, the
moment Winston answered the phone.

“Is this about last night?” Winston tried to
sound cool. He was prepared for this. Jessica wasn’t the type to
keep their hook up from her husband.

“No. Yes—and no. Jess told me what
happened.”

“Are you pissed? It just sort of happened,
man. Jessie and I have been playing this game, and it got
real.”

“No. I don’t know. It doesn’t matter now.”
Kyle’s words came out in a rush.

“Chill, man. It’s all going to be okay.”

“She’s coming over. Jess. She’s coming to
see you.”

“Now?”

“I don’t know, dude. She didn’t say. But she
told me she’s going to see you, and…”

Winston knew damn well what the and
was, but he wasn’t going to push the man. Kyle had to come out with
it on his own. Winston could only imagine what was going on in
Kyle’s mind. Did he even understand what he wanted?

“She’s coming to see you,” Kyle
repeated.

“Are you okay with that?”

“I told her I was. I told her to do it.”

“I don’t know what to say. Thank you? Is
there anything I can do to make this be what you want?” Winston
asked.

“I don’t really know what I want, but
thanks.”

“I’ll treat her with respect, man. I’m not
going to treat Jessie like a cheap whore—unless you want that.”

“Just make it good for her. I want her to
have a good experience.”

“Do you want to hear about it afterward? Do
you want video or anything?”

“I’ll let Jess take care of all that. Just
be what she wants.”

“I can do that. And don’t worry, I know who
she belongs to. I’m not looking to steal your wife.”

“Just fuck her,” Kyle said, a hint of mirth
in his voice.

“Oh yeah, I’m going to fuck the shit out of
her.”

“Good, that’s what I wanted to hear.”

Knowing she was coming made it easier for
Winston to play it cool when Jessica knocked on his door. And now
that she said those seven magic words—take me to bed and fuck
me—he was ready to get down to business.

Winston carried her to his bedroom and laid
her on the bed. She leaned back on her elbows and watched as he
shed his clothes. His thick erection stood out proudly, pointing at
Jessica like an accusation. She stared at it like she was
hypnotized. He hated to play into stereotypes, but he’d seen this
too many times from proper white girls like Jessica. They had just
never seen anything like his prick before and they stared—either
with fear or hunger. He couldn’t read what was in her eyes. If she
were Nicole, he would just grab her head and feed her his cock, but
he didn’t want to be that rough with Jessica—at least not yet.

Jessica grasped his cock, her fingers barely
closing around it. Her hand looked impossibly pale on his black
shaft—darker than the rest of his ebony skin. He loved the imagery,
and it was one of the reasons he liked seducing white women. And he
preferred women. In his experience, girls were easy, but women were
a challenge, and they were worth it. Jessica was fully a woman, not
a girl.

She tugged on it a couple times before
adding a second small hand. Winston was content to stand there and
let her explore. He did not want to scare her away again, and he
couldn’t be sure she wouldn’t bolt. Her lips were slightly open and
the tip of her tongue peeked out between them. she stared at the
wide, flared head and then teased it with her fingers, making him
squirm. She was good with her hands, and he wondered if a good girl
like her was the hand-job queen back in high school. Jessica was
too nice to send her dates home with no relief at all. A fat drop
of precum formed on his head and she smeared it all over with her
thumb.

Winston pushed Jessica back and joined her
on the bed. She opened her arms and he fell into them. Their kisses
were slow and almost sweet. He tried to keep it at a simmer, even
as Jessica’s passion grew. She kept trying to slip her tongue into
his mouth, but he would pull back, frustrating her. He knew she was
horny, but he wanted her desperate. He wanted her ready to beg. He
played with her perky tits while they kissed and she moaned into
his lips. Her nipples were obviously super sensitive and he loved
the way she squirmed when he toyed with them. It made him want to
taste them.

Jessica writhed all over the bed when he
worshiped her tits. He massaged her breasts and sucked and licked
those tender nipples. She cried out and gasped his name. She clung
to his shaved head. He tugged on her nipples with his full lips and
she whimpered his name like a plea. He flicked with his tongue and
she arched her back, trying to force her breast into his mouth.
Jessica reached for his cock, but he was too low on her body, she
couldn’t reach it. He teased her wonderful tits until they were so
sensitive she begged him to stop, but by then he was ready to move
onto another target. His tongue left a trail down her flat belly as
he moved to his real target.

He loved that her mound was shaved smooth.
That made it easy to kiss and lick all around her lips. She twisted
on the bed, tossing and turning to get his tongue where she really
wanted it, but he held her slim hips and kept her in place. He
would taste her when he was ready.

“Winston…” she begged.

“You want me to lick your pussy, don’t
you?”

“Yes…please…the teasing…it’s too much…”

“I’m just getting started, Jessie,” he said,
between kisses.

“God…please…just do it…”

Winston was pleased with her begging and he
stabbed his thick tongue between her lips. She gasped, then cried
out when the tip found her clit. She was drenched, flooding his
mouth, and he didn’t think she’d even had an orgasm yet. He didn’t
think she got this wet for her husband. That pleased him. His thumb
pushed into her while he licked and sucked and Jessica wailed.

“Mmm…mmmm…Winston…mmm…god…”

He rolled, pulling her with him. Her body
flipped and she was on top of his head, her cunt right in his face.
It was an awkward angle at first, making it difficult to lick her,
but she was motivated and she got her elbows underneath her, then
pushed up on her hands. Her lithe body was bent like a comma,
supported by her hands and her pussy on his mouth. He didn’t just
want to lick her pussy while she was on her back. Kyle probably did
that. He wanted to make every moment memorable. Had Jessica ever
even ridden a man’s face before? His strong hands applied suitable
pressure and she leaned back, pushing off with her hands. She was
now properly sitting on his face, and he went to town.

That humming moan of hers became a constant
over the wet sounds of his licking her pussy. She was sweet and
tangy. She tasted clean and Winston happily devoured her. He
pressed his thumb into her again, this time up inside her, and she
rocked on it, riding it like it was a cock pressed inside her. She
arched her back and held onto his head, riding his mouth hard as he
brought her close to her climax—the first of many for the
night.
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Jess stared up at the cracked ceiling and
swore it was spinning. She climaxed so hard on Winston’s tongue
that it snatched her breath away. Her silky blonde hair hung back
and tickled her shoulders. This was the first time she’d ever been
in this position. Of course she’d had crude boys in high school and
college tell her she could sit on their face, but she never
had a boyfriend try it. Winston was so strong he just put her there
and she went with it.

She teetered on top of him and Winston held
onto her waist, controlling her fall as she slipped from his face
and back onto the bed. He covered her body with his, and Jess
eagerly kissed him. Her juices tasted so strongly in his mouth. She
didn’t kiss Kyle often after he went down on her, but she’d never
minded it. Now, she was excited by tasting herself. It was a
reminder that another man had just made her come, and how badly she
was behaving.

Jess reached between them and grabbed his
heavy cock once more. She felt the shaft twitch as she stroked it.
Her fingers only closed around it if she squeezed tightly, but she
didn’t want to hurt him.

“You want it, don’t you, Jessie?”

She nodded, her lips pursed.

“You know I want to hear it, baby.”

God, he was so demanding. His strength was
intoxicating. Winston was so completely in charge. Jess couldn’t
deny him anything.

“I want you,” she whimpered. “I want you
inside me.”

He kissed her and stroked the smooth skin of
her cheek. It felt like he couldn’t stop touching her, and it made
Jess feel so desired. “Do you think you’re ready?”

“I don’t know. I don’t want it to hurt.”

“It’s not going to hurt, Jessie. I’ll take
care of you.”

Winston slipped two thick fingers inside
her. Jess was so full, and yet those fingers could not be as big as
his cock. She pulled his fingers inside her pussy and flexed around
them. Her hips moved of their own volition.

“Oh god,” she moaned, nails digging into his
granite bicep.

“I’m going to make sure you’re nice and
ready.” He kissed the side of her neck.

“Mmm…”

“You’re so fucking wet, Jessie. You fucking
need it.”

“Yes…please…”

“Tell me you need it.”

“I need it, Winston. Please.”

“You want my cock?”

“Yes…” she begged.

“My big, black cock?”

“Oh god…Winston…”

Hearing him say those words was so dirty.
Jess felt guilty that they had such an effect on her. She wasn’t
racist, yet she couldn’t shake that taboo. It was hotter because he
was a strong black man. It went against everything she was taught,
and that made it so wrong…so dirty…so hot. Jess knew she was a
cliché, but she was so horny in that moment that it didn’t
matter.

“Yes,” she moaned.

“Tell me,” he demanded.

She shook her head. “I can’t. It’s
wrong.”

“I want to hear it, Jessie.”

“But Winston…”

Winston took his fingers from her cunt and
she felt an immediate sense of loss. She wanted to be filled by
him. Jess needed him inside her. She had to have him. Jess felt
lightyears from her husband.

“I can’t, baby, please…”

His cock pressed to her lips. He spread her
open, and it took her breath away. Jess gripped both his arms and
stared up at him, wide-eyed. Winston stared down at her, and she
could see he desired her, but she also saw he was resolute. He was
not going to go further until she did what he demanded.

“I…want…it…”

“That’s it, Jessie. Tell me what you
want.”

“I…want…” she desperately stammered. “I want
your cock…”

Winston rubbed it against her lips. Jess
gasped. Her entire body buzzed with need. She’d never felt anything
like it. She thought she might come again before he even put it in
her.

“I want it! Give me your big, black cock!”
she begged, losing all resistance.

Jess didn’t know what to expect. She thought
he might just slam it into her, but he gently pushed inside her.
His head blazed a trail, opening her wide as it pushed deeper and
deeper. There was only a brief flash of pain, and despite the
incredible tightness, Jess was so slick that he easily guided his
fat shaft inside her. Her mouth hung open and she closed her eyes.
In that darkness, her entire world became that huge cock impaling
her. The little bit of pain didn’t compare to the pleasure of her
entire pussy being stimulated at once. And Winston was still
pushing inside her.

“That’s it, Jessie. Nice and easy, take that
black cock. Relax and take it deep, baby,” he cooed.

“Yes…”

Winston stopped moving. His cock was buried
inside her, and as it throbbed, her entire body throbbed. She
couldn’t believe she’d taken it all. She didn’t think there was any
way that monster would all fit inside her. Winston would tear her
open. But now he was inside her, and it felt incredible. Now that
she had him, Jess wanted him to really fuck her. She hooked her
legs behind his knees and pulled on his arms. She worked her hips
on him.

“Please…Winston…please…”

Jess got the surprise of her life when
Winston thrust again. He pushed hard and buried at least a few more
inches inside of her. She screamed. Her heels hammered the backs of
his knees. It hurt and felt superb at the same time. It was unlike
anything Jess had ever felt before. Jess felt like she’d tumbled
down the rabbit hole. And then he really started moving inside
her.
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“You’re so damn beautiful,” Winston gasped,
as he sank his cock into the moaning blonde.

“Winston,” she whined. “Oh god! You’re…”

He slowly worked his cock in and out of her,
moving only a couple inches at a time. Jessica had taken to it
surprisingly well, but he still wanted to give her time to adjust
before he really got moving. He didn’t want to leave her so sore
that she wouldn’t come back for more. Winston didn’t know how long
this affair could last, but he did not want it to be one night
only. Her eyes were so wide, and she stared up at him. Those eyes
sparkled. He loved seeing the wash of emotions over her face. This
was one of the greatest moments of taking a woman like Jessica. The
very first time he entered them they were always shocked by how it
felt, shocked that it didn’t just hurt, and shocked by how good a
giant cock could feel. Winston was tired of hearing woman talk
about how size didn’t matter. He knew it was bullshit because he’d
seen the truth. That truth was written all over Jessica’s face
right now.

“…so big,” she moaned, finishing her
thought.

“Just relax and feel it, Jessie. Just lay
back and enjoy it,” he cooed, leaning in to kiss her. She tried to
return that kiss, but she was too busy moaning and mewing. Jessica
was constantly moaning.

Her pussy gripped him impossibly tightly. He
didn’t understand how it didn’t hurt her being opened like that,
but he could see she liked it. He picked up the pace, pulling
almost all the way out and steadily pushing his shaft back into
her. It had taken a lot of years to learn this kind of control. A
younger Winston would have come two seconds after putting it in a
tight cunt like Jessica’s. She was so beautiful; he might not have
even gotten that far. Staring down at her now, he felt an
unexpected sweep of emotion. It reminded him of how he felt with
Nicole, but it was dangerous to feel with Jessica. She wasn’t his,
and never would be. He could only borrow her. She belonged to her
husband, and he understood that. But still, Winston felt an
unfamiliar warmth of emotion spread through his body as he slowly
took Jessica. It was too close to making love for comfort.

“God, I feel it everywhere.
Winston…mmm…uhnn…”

Winston’s arms were locked out, like he was
holding himself in an extended pushup over her. He did all the work
with his hips. His cock drove into her at a nice pace, and as she
got used to it, Jessica used her hips too. She moved her legs up
and locked her ankles around the small of his back, which meant
Winston almost lifted her off of the bed every time he pulled back.
It almost meant he thrust into her harder.

“Yes! Yesyesyes!” There was a low growl in
her tone. Jessica sounded possessed.

“Yeah, you like that black cock, don’t you,
Jessie?”

“Yes! Mmm, yes! I love your black cock,” she
gasped, unprompted.

Winston smiled. He knew she was completely
his. “I feel you working that pussy, baby, pulling on my cock.”

“Yes…mmm…I want it all…”

He drove down hard, slamming it into her.
Jessica screamed, and he was sure she came. He felt her gushing and
gripping his prick inside her. He barely gave her a moment to enjoy
it before redoubling his efforts.

“It’s too much…too much, Winston…”

“I’m not stopping, Jessie. You’re gonna come
all night,” he moaned.

“Don’t stop…please don’t stop,
baby…mmm…”

Nicole had taunted him with her dirty talk,
playing games to get him off, but Jessica was sincere. When she
begged for his cock, she wasn't playing with him. He loved Nicole’s
spirit, but he also loved Jessica’s submission. They were such a
delicious contrast. And the brunette was right—he needed them both
in bed together. Now that Jessica was so fully his, he knew she
would not deny him.

“Mmm…yesyesyesyesyes! God yes!” Jessica
cried. If he didn’t know better, Winston would have thought she was
constantly coming. Was that possible?

With Jessica constantly creaming around his
cock, Winston was having trouble holding back. The cum boiled in
his heavy balls. She was just too beautiful. Her cunt felt too
damned good. He moved faster, slamming down into her. Jessica held
on for dear life, moaning or crying his name. Her eyes were shut
tight now. He’d hoped to play with her more, but that would have to
wait until he had time to recover.

“I’m gonna come, baby. You’re making me
come, Jessie,” he teased.

“Yes! Come for me, baby. I want to feel your
cum inside me,” she begged.

That surprised him. He was sure Jessica
would have made him pull out. Once they got started, all thoughts
of using a condom flew out the window. He couldn’t stop himself,
and she didn’t demand it. He’d thought about pulling out, painting
those perfect tits with his load, but he would give her what she
wanted. He’d shoot his load deep inside her. Winston let out a
final roar and went balls deep. His cock pulsed, and his thick load
pumped deep inside Jessica. She came again when she felt it, her
arms and legs flopping to the bed. She lay there, like she was
semi-conscious, while she took his load.

Winston rolled to his side and swept Jessica
into his arms. She snuggled tightly against him, kissing his chest.
He sighed. It could not have been more perfect.
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Jess thought she might doze off when they
finished. Their coupling was certainly exhausting, but she was
energized. Between the constant sparks of pleasure randomly going
off throughout her body and the thoughts flying through her brain,
there was no way she could have possibly slept. Jess had never felt
so thoroughly fucked.

I did it, she thought. I can’t
believe I did it. I’m a dirty, cheating slut. She smiled when
she thought it, but she felt guilt creeping around the edges of her
mind. Did it really matter that Kyle had told her to do this? Her
upbringing told her no. A proper husband would never want his wife
to sleep with another man anyway. Jess knew she could not be
governed by other people’s values, but hadn’t those been her values
up until a few months ago? But it was so hard to feel guilty when
she felt so good. Jess didn’t know that she could feel so good.

It was strange to be snuggled up against
Winston. He felt nothing like her husband. His dark skin was smooth
and soft, but he was so solid. Jess swore she felt his power
emanating from him as his chest rose and fell with his steady
breathing. She feared it was a betrayal to be so comfortable with
Winston like this. It was supposed to just be about the sex, but
Kyle had opened this Pandora’s Box, and Jess warned him he might
not like where it went. She was not the kind of woman who could
separate the warm feelings of friendship she had for Winston from
the incredible sex they’d just had. She knew she was falling for
him, just a little. She just had to be on guard that it did not
become a danger to her marriage.

And then there was the other thing, and she
did feel guilty about that. She imagined she could feel his load
inside her. They had not used protection. She and Kyle didn’t talk
about it, but she understood that it was a given—for obvious
reasons. She would tell Kyle. It wasn’t in her to lie about it. She
would never lie to Kyle about any of this. Pregnancy wasn’t a real
fear. Jess took her contraception like clockwork, but she still
felt if she was sleeping with another man she should use a
condom.

Sleeping with another man. Jess
couldn’t believe that phrase was even in her head. But she was
there, in bed with Winston, snuggling into him, rather than
sheepishly gathering her clothes and sneaking out. She didn’t know
what would happen next, but she knew they were not done. Winston
had promised to make her come all night, and that was what
she wanted. She smiled when she thought about it. Jess didn’t want
to leave his bed.

“Can I ask you something?”

“Anything, Jessie.”

“Why did you make me say…those things?”

“You mean the dirty talk?”

Jess twisted so she could look up at him.
“Dirty talk is fun, that’s not what I meant. You know, the racial
stuff.”

“Does it bother you?”

“I just don’t think of you like that. I just
see you as a man, not a black man.”

“That’s bullshit, and you know it, Jessie. I
don’t mean that in a bad way, but race is always there. I know
you’re not racist, but I’m just as sure the black man has always
been a taboo. Even if this was a normal circumstance, what would
the people who know you say if they saw us together?”

“I don’t care what people think,” she
dodged.

“That’s not what I asked. Can you honestly
tell me this isn’t acting out on some level?”

“Of course, I’m married!”

“Not what I meant. I know it is.”

“Okay, maybe.”

“And grabbing that forbidden fruit makes you
hot.”

“Maybe.” It was difficult to concede.

Winston brushed her nipple and she
shivered.

“Okay, yes. It’s in there, somewhere. But I
swear that’s not why I’m here.”

“I know that, Jessie.”

“You never answered me. Come on, Winston.
Did you fuck me just because I’m a white girl?”

Winston chuckled. “I like hearing you say
fuck.”

Jess fixed him with a glare.

“Okay, okay. I did not fuck you just because
you’re white. But yeah, white women turn me on. I guess it’s a
kink.”

“Then why did you want to sleep with
me?”

“That’s easy. You’re beautiful, and you’re
smart. You’re sweet, and you’re sexy, but you don’t act like you
know it, because you’re so sweet. I wanted you from the second I
met you.”

“That’s sweet, baby.”

Kyle was right, she thought. Winston was
trying to sleep with her from the beginning. It should have
bothered her, but it didn’t. It should have bothered her that at
least part of the reason he wanted her was because she was white,
but that didn’t bother her either. Jess was still glowing, and in
that glow nothing mattered, except that she was there.

“So,” she said, drawing out the word. “It
turns you on to hear a sweet, white girl like me talk dirty? Is it
because I seem too innocent?”

Winston just laughed.

“You like hearing an innocent white girl
begging you to fuck her? It turns you on when I beg for your
big…black…cock,” she cooed.

“Only because I know you really want it,
Jessie.”

“What makes you think that?”

“I can still hear you screaming, baby. I’d
be happy to remind you.”

Jess lifted his wet cock. It felt heavier
flaccid, just lying in her hand. It was also bigger soft than
anything she’d ever seen. She ran her fingers along its length.

“Did Nic beg?” She smiled at his surprise.
“Girls talk. I know you two have been sleeping together. I thought
you liked that I’m smart.”

“I figured you knew, Jessie. I just didn’t
think you’d bring it up.”

“Because I’m too uptight?” Her smile was a
challenge.

“I think we’ve proved tonight that you’re
not so uptight.”

“I guess so. If it makes you feel better,
Nic gave me the go-ahead. She told me I should have fun.”

“That sounds like her.”

“What’s your deal with her?” Jess could tell
he was reticent to talk about it, and added, “You’re not going to
make me jealous or bruise my delicate feelings. I am a married
woman, after all. We both understand what this is about.”

“Yeah? What is this about?”

Jess grasped his shaft tighter and stroked
it. She felt the life coming back into it, and feeling it thicken
reignited the flame inside her. His cock felt like its own living
thing in her hand, and she had to force herself to keep eye contact
with Winston, when all Jess really wanted was to watch his prick as
she played with it. Given all of that, it was easy to answer his
question, even if she was not used to being so frank about sex.

“It’s about sex, isn’t it? It’s something we
both wanted, and I couldn’t deny it any longer. And I guess it’s
about Kyle too, because this turns him on for some reason.”

“Don’t judge him. You’d be surprised how
many guys are into this sort of thing. If you’re not a jealous
asshole, you like it when guys check out your woman. And some guys
take it further than that. They want to see the result. I think
it’s part voyeurism, part wanting to see her lose control. A lot of
guys think all women have an inner slut, and some of them want to
see it unlocked. And then there are those guys who want to be
humiliated.”

“I don’t think Kyle’s like that,” she
quickly added.

“No, but I think he likes seeing how dirty
his perfect little wife can get.”

“Perfect little wife? Are you kidding
me?”

“Come on, baby. You were ripe to get all
dirtied up.”

“I think I should be offended, for some
reason.”

Winston pulled her into a kiss, which she
avidly returned, sucking on his thick tongue when he pressed it
into her mouth. She stroked his cock harder, and now it was more
than she could handle with one hand. Her hand slid up toward the
head, and it felt like his shaft would never end. He was right.
Jess did feel dirty—and she liked it. Had she been waiting for
this—the chance to dirty up her perfect little life? She had
never felt that way. Jess pulled away from the kiss and had to
catch her breath before she could speak again.

“I’m not letting you off the hook. You never
did answer my question about Nic,” she said, fighting the dual
distractions of the cock filling her hand, and Winston’s hand,
which pressed between her thighs from behind. His fingers brushed
her swollen vulva and she was startled. Jess was embarrassed to be
so wet for him again so soon.

“Nic is an awesome girl. I love spending
time with her,” he said, genuine affection in his voice.

“In bed?” Her voice lowered, thick with lust
as he lightly rubbed her pussy.

“Yeah, in bed. She’s an incredible fuck, is
that what you want to hear? Nic’s a wild girl. But not just in bed.
She’s fun, and she’s quick, and she’s open.”

“Sounds like you’re kind of smitten.”

“I don’t know about that. Aww, fuck, girl,”
he moaned.

Jess had him at the root, and aggressively
jerked him.

“But you’re here with me?”

“Our thing isn’t like that. Nic approves.
She’s into it.”

“What does that mean?” She squeezed his
prick harder.

“Whatever you think it means, Jessie. Now
let me turn my attention back to you, baby.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, baby. This night is all about
you.”

His fingers pressed into her and Jess
shuddered.

“Am I an incredible fuck?” Her voice
was low and breathy.

“I want to collect more evidence.”

Winston kissed her again and nudged her
higher on his body, so he could press his fingers deeper inside
her. Jess swooned and gave into the kiss, losing herself there for
a moment. But she wanted something else. This was her chance to
finally play with his cock. She turned and came face to face with
his prick.

After everything they discussed, Jess knew
she was a cliché—the white girl who was fascinated with the big
black dick. But she couldn’t help how she felt. It was so different
from anything she’d experienced. Since this was a once in a
lifetime opportunity she couldn’t be shy about what she wanted.

Jess couldn’t reach the head lying on her
stomach, so she had to lift up before she kissed the head. She
kissed it and sucked it, thinking of how she went down on her
husband, but this was a different animal. She would not be able to
suck Winston the way she sucked Kyle. With the head in her mouth,
Jess knew she wouldn’t be able to suck much of this monster. She
stroked him with both hands, sliding them up and down his length
like she was worshipping it, while pressing more in to her mouth.
Her lips were stretched and her mouth was full, but she hadn’t even
sucked half of it. Jess had to wonder how much Nicole could
swallow. Her competitive streak kicked in, and she took a couple
more inches, but she would not be sucking the whole thing. Instead,
she pulled off and licked it up and down, while teasing with her
fingers.

“Fuck, that feel’s good, Jessie. That
fucking tongue…” he moaned.

She licked her way down to the base and
kissed his heavy, dark balls. Jess usually avoided going this low
because of the nuisance of pubic hair, but Winston was nice and
smooth. She didn’t think twice about kissing, and then licking his
balls. She lifted them and started sucking. Jess was pleased when
Winston trembled.

“Fuck…Jessie…”

Jess darted her tongue lower—lower than
she’d ever gone on any man. It was strong and musky down there, and
she could taste where her copious juices had coated him, but she
still kept pressing her tongue lower. Winston wound his fingers in
her hair and it was almost painful, but Jess did not resist when he
pressed her down there.

“Yeah…fuck…use that fucking tongue,
Jessie…”

Winston’s other hand was busy. His fingers
worked a steady rhythm in and out of her, and her hips responded,
pushing back against those filling fingers. His thumb naturally
fell against her taint, but he stretched it up, teasing it around
her little rosebud. Jess jumped and tensed up, but he did not try
to force his thick thumb inside her. He just rubbed and teased.
Jess was forced to relax when she realized how amazing it felt.

Jess had never allowed any guy near her
asshole. It was strictly a no-fly zone. Anal sex was dirty and
wrong, and that was the extent of it. A couple guys in college
tried to press, and they were quickly shut down. Kyle joked about
it when they were dating, and Jess told him to dream on. She
still considered if off limits. There was no way Winston was
sticking his cock back there, but she had to admit, the teasing
felt really good. She even wiggled her butt for him.
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Winston stared down at her perfectly
straight blonde hair flowing over his hand and could not believe
Jessica was down there licking and sucking around his balls and
taint. Just as surprising was when she didn’t smack his hand away
from her asshole. She was just full of surprises. Winston wondered
just how dirty Jessica could get.

Jessica relaxed, and he took it as a sign to
press further. He rubbed her puckered anus harder, enough to press
the tip of his thumb into that tight ring. Jessica gasped and
tensed up again, but he just left his thumb in place and gave her
time to relax. She was squirming all over the place from his
fingers in her cunt, so she naturally did the work of teasing her
asshole with his thumb. Soon, Jessica was moaning and gasping more
than she was licking and sucking. She kept a tight grasp on his
prick, but she was having trouble keeping up with her mouth.

“Mmm…god…” she gasped.

“Don’t stop, baby, suck it,” he encouraged.
Jessica had a nice, tight mouth, and he enjoyed it.

Jessica made strangled noises as she tried
to take him deeper, moaning around her mouthful. Winston gently
guided her head, using light pressure to keep her bobbing on him.
It didn’t matter how much she took. It still felt great. She
gagged, and he allowed her to back off, but only a little. He was
going to train Jessica how to properly suck his dick.

“That’s it, Jessie. Relax and suck it. I
know you can take it. It feels so fucking good, baby,” he
encouraged.

Her eager moans were his reply.

Winston felt incredible power. His pretty
blonde neighbor, the unattainable Jessica, was now in his bed,
eagerly sucking his cock and fucking his hand. He held his hand
completely still, and she did all the work, thrusting up and down
on his fingers, working his thumb against her asshole. This was
beyond his wildest dreams. He might even be able to fuck that tight
little ass.

Winston knew this was the moment Kyle had
pictured. He knew what guys like Kyle wanted. He let go of her head
and stretched out his arm to reach his phone on the nightstand. He
brought up the camera feature. The bedroom was well-lit—perfect for
photos.

Jessica forced her head back, and he allowed
it. She coughed and gasped for air. He had a perfect view, and it
almost made him come too. But he held back, and snapped photos of
his dick on Jessica’s face. Her eyes were shut tight. After a
couple photos, he switched over to video. His boy Kyle was going to
love this.

“Yes!” she shouted. “Mmm! Yes! Yesyesyesyes!
Mmm…”

“That’s it, Jessie, come on my hand. Come
for me, girl,” he growled.

“Oh god! Oh god!”

Jessica spasmed and her head hung forward,
rubbing his wet cock all over her face. It was obvious she was
coming, and coming hard. Her breath was ragged, and she gasped his
name as she tried to regain control, but his fingers were still in
her pussy, his thumb on her anus. She couldn’t control herself.

“Oh god! Ohh…”

“That’s it, Jessie, you’re coming again,
aren’t you?” he taunted.

“Yes! Oh fuck yes!” she screamed.

Jessica was not a woman who just said
fuck like that, which pleased Winston even more. He was so
caught up watching her orgasms that he didn’t notice her eyes had
opened.

“God! What are you doing?” she cried. “Stop
that!”

“Chill out, Jessie. I’m doing it for Kyle.”
Winston put the phone down. He didn’t want to ruin the mood.

“But…did he…did he ask you…”

“He didn’t need to. I know what guys like
him like. He doesn’t want to see you fuck?”

“I…we…I don’t know…”

Winston chuckled. She was still riding his
fingers, and could barely form words. Jessica was at his mercy. He
slipped his fingers out of her. She looked disappointed. Jessica
rested her head on his meaty thigh.

“Oh god,” she sighed.

“You might want some memories of this too,
Jessie. Let’s just go with it, and worry about what to do with the
pictures later.”

Jessica nodded.

Winston easily handled her lithe body,
lifting her and sliding her on top. It was time to see her ride his
cock. He wanted to see what she would do when she was on top of
him. And it would make for some great pictures. Kyle may have been
unsure of what he wanted, but Winston understood it better than he
did. Winston knew the man would be kicking himself if he missed out
on this.

“Come on and take that cock, baby,” he
encouraged.

Jessica straddled him, sitting on top of his
waist and rubbing his smooth, muscular chest. She looked down at
him like she couldn’t really believe she was there. He could hardly
believe it himself. She did as she was told and gripped his thick
shaft. She had to raise her hips as she scooted backward, seeking
him. His hands on her hips guided her back. Her slick, velvety lips
engulfed him, and Jessica closed her eyes and bit her lip against
the moan that slipped from her mouth. She paused, but he urged her
on with gentle pressure on her hips. She put her hands on his chest
as she bent forward and took him.

“Ohmygod,” she murmured.

“You like that, don’t you, Jessie?”

She nodded hard, her silky hair tossing.

“That’s it, baby. Ease on back.”

“Mmm…”

He was mostly inside her when Jessica
stopped and began rocking back and forth on him. Winston moaned her
name and gripped her hips tighter. He fought the urge to slam her
up and down on him. She had to move at her own pace, but she felt
so damned good he just wanted to go at her full bore. Winston was
shocked she had not demanded a condom, but he wasn’t going to
question his good fortune. He’d fill her pussy with his seed all
night if that’s what she wanted. He just hoped she was on some kind
of birth control. Jessica’s family was not ready for a half-black
baby.

Her face was a mask of intense
concentration. As she worked herself on his shaft, she took him
deeper and moved faster, but she never let more than half of him
out of her, like she couldn’t bear to part with his cock.

His hands slid to her ass, kneading her firm
cheeks and helping her keep up her rhythm. He pulled her cheeks
apart and his thumb touched her anus again. Her eyes popped open
and her stare was a plea. The question was, what was Jessica
pleading for? Winston did as before, just massaging her rosebud
with the tip of his thumb. She didn’t miss a beat sliding back and
forth on his cock. Jessica was more relaxed this time, and when she
slid back his thumb pushed right into her anus.

“Winston…” she gasped.

“It’s okay, Jessie. Just go with it.”

Her butt flexed as he fucked her, working
the tip of his thumb in and out of her anus. Jessica started
fucking him harder. He was sure that the blonde beauty had never
taken it in the ass before, but she obviously liked being played
with back there. Winston didn’t know if he would have Jessica long
enough to get his cock in her ass, but in the meantime he could
have fun pushing her boundaries.

“Mmm…yesss…oh god…” she cried.

“Does that feel good, baby? You like that
thumb in your ass?”

Jessica didn’t answer, but moaned his name,
looking dazed.

“Yeah you do, I can see it in your
eyes.”

“Oh god,” she groaned. It sounded like
resignation.

The harder she pushed back onto his cock,
the deeper it pushed his thumb into her ass, and now he was past
the knuckle. Her rosebud tightly hugged his thick thumb, and when
he flexed it inside her, Jessica wailed. Once she started wailing,
she didn’t stop. She came hard, both her cunt and her anus locking
down on him. It felt like she was trying to milk the cum right out
of him, and Winston had to fight to keep from coming with her. She
hung her head, down, but he put a hand on her shoulder and pushed
her back. He wanted to watch her as she climaxed. Her face was all
twisted with passion, and then it looked like she couldn’t believe
what she was feeling. Her eyes were a little bit unfocused. It
seemed that Jessica was ready to collapse, but with Winston’s hands
on her, she had no choice but to keep fucking him.

Jessica was like a rag doll when he pushed
her upward. She sat up on his cock and her eyes flew open wide as
she felt him push deeper than he had before. Winston knew she’d
never felt anything that deep inside her. She stopped moving and
just worked her hips, grinding onto his cock. Her pink lips looked
obscene stretched around him.

“Oh god,” she groaned, staring into space.
“It it’s so big.”

“Is it too big, baby?”

She shook her head quickly.

“You wanna ride that thing, don’t you
Jessie?”

She nodded, biting her lips, her eyes
burning into him. Winston loved it when women gave him that
look.

“You wanna ride my big, black dick?”

Another nod. Her lips parted, but she didn’t
speak.

Winston took her slender waist and lifted
her a couple inches before dropping her back onto his shaft.

“Ohhh!”

He did it again, prompting another loud
proclamation.

“Tell me, Jessie. Tell me what you
want.”

“I…I…want it. I want your dick, baby,” she
said, a tremble in her voice.

“My black cock,” he corrected. It was time
to push her.

“Black cock,” she repeated, although it
sounded more like a question.

“Right, Jessie. My big, fucking black
cock.”

Jessica nodded, doing that sexy thing biting
her lower lip, then gasped when he lifted her off his cock.

“Please. Please give me your cock,” she
whimpered. “I want your black cock.”

“Yeah, Jessie. Now do it, fuck me, baby,” he
grunted.

Watching Jessica lose control made him want
to come. He wanted to come and then have her suck him until he was
ready to fuck her again. That was how Winston would have treated
most other women. But Jessica was not most women. He wanted to hear
her beg, he wanted her to need him, but he couldn’t just use her.
It was not love, but Winston had real feelings for her, and that
made him want to protect Jessica, even as she fulfilled his
fantasies. If it ever came to it, he would even protect her from
herself.

His hands stayed on her hips to guide her,
but Jessica had taken over, showing off her flexibility by working
one foot underneath her. It allowed her to ride him up and down,
sliding on the length of his cock. Winston reached for his phone
once again.

“Let’s show Kyle what he wants, Jessie,” he
urged.

“Yes! Ohh yes!” she vocalized, somewhere
between a moan and a whimper.

Jessica stared right into the camera on his
phone, transfixed. Winston knew she was only thinking of her
husband now, and he fought down a spike of jealousy. Her moans grew
louder and went up in pitch. She held onto her tits and teased her
nipples. This was not the proper woman he knew. Jessica had
transformed into a porn star for her husband. Only Winston knew it
wasn’t all an act. Her ecstasy was real. He would prove it for
Kyle.

“Come on, fuck me, Jessie!”

“Yes! Yes, baby! It’s so good.”

“What is? Tell me!”

“Fucking you…your dick…”

“Tell me what you want. Fucking say it,” he
growled.

“Your cock! Your big dick!”

“Say it!”

“Oh god, please, don’t make me,” she
begged.

“Say it! Tell me what you fucking want! Show
Kyle!”

“Oh god…fuck…OH FUCK! I want it, baby. I
want your big-fucking-black-cock. It’s so fucking big! Oh god, I
fucking want it!” she cried.

Winston smiled. “That’s it, girl. Fuck that
big black cock. Fuck me real good. Make me fucking come.”

“Yes, baby! I want you to come with me!”

It was the perfect moment, and when Kyle saw
this video he was going to come in two seconds. Winston had no
doubts. He snapped off stills while he recorded the video, but she
felt so good riding him that he had trouble holding the phone
steady. This wasn’t going to be a long video, because Winston was
about to bust his nut.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck yes!” she cried.

Winston put his thumb on her clit and after
just a few seconds of rubbing, she was coming again, bouncing
vigorously on his shaft. He dropped the phone, but left the
recording running. Kyle could hear the ending.

It was too easy to flip Jessica onto her
back and keep his shaft buried in her. He lifted one of her legs
and put it over his shoulder. Now he could keep stroking nice and
deep into her. Winston took over, fucking her with powerful
thrusts. It was like he poured all those months of frustration into
her.

“Oh god! Oh fuck!” she cried. “Don’t stop!
Don’t stop!” she begged. The camera was no longer on her. This was
not a performance. This was all for him.

“Yeah…yeah…fuck, baby…fucking need you…gonna
bust my fucking nut…”

“Mmm…yes…Winston…”

Jessica held onto his shoulders, she stroked
his smooth head, she put her hand on his chest, the entire time
keeping her eyes locked on his. The moment hung between them,
pregnant with meaning and emotion. Just for that instant, they
needed each other. It was only them. The rest of the world dropped
away.

“Fuck, Jessie, I’m gonna do it…”

“Yes…yes…please, please come for me,
Winston. Please come for me, my beautiful, beautiful man…”

Winston’s cock throbbed as deep as he could
plant it inside her. He fell onto Jessica and crushed her to him.
She trembled in his arms, and he had no idea if she was coming with
him or not, but he planted his seed deep inside her cunt and clung
to her like she was his anchor to the world.
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Jess woke up beside Winston before the sun
rose and tried to disentangle herself from his body without waking
him. They were locked together so tightly. She didn’t want to leave
his arms, but she couldn’t stay. He briefly stirred, but stayed in
bed when she slipped away. Jess hugged herself, freezing. She
looked around the dark bedroom for her clothes before she
remembered they hadn’t made it upstairs with her.

The walk of shame was new to her. She had
never had to scramble for her clothes in the dark so she could
sneak out of someone’s place. It gave her an illicit thrill. Her
dress was on the living room floor where she’d left it, and she
stepped into it, only buttoning it far enough to keep it from
falling off. Her keys were on the coffee table where she’d left
them, but her phone was missing.

“It’s on the dining room table,” Winston
said, his voice booming in the dark from the stairs.

Jess jumped and clutched her chest. “Jesus!
You scared me.”

“Sorry. I came down and took your phone last
night and put the pictures and videos on it.”

“Did you erase them from your phone?” she
asked.

He paused, then smiled. “I will if I have
to, but I’d like something to remember you by.”

Jess wondered when he did it. The last thing
she remembered was a final slow, sensuous encounter, where they
kissed and caressed each other until they both climaxed. She was
asleep in his arms almost immediately afterward. She had been
overwhelmed.

Winston came down from the steps, naked as
the day he was born. That thick hose hung between his legs, and
Jess couldn’t help staring at it. She only stopped herself by going
to fetch her phone. Seeing his perfect, nude body stirred her lust
all over again.

“I’ll never forget last night,” she
said.

“Oh, I won’t either, but it’s nice to have
the reminder.”

Jess turned to face him. She shivered, but
it wasn’t the cold. It was the way he looked at her. She acted
without thinking, pulling the straps of her dress from her
shoulders and letting it drop to the floor. Her heart pounded.

“Is this a good reminder?”

“Damn, you’re fucking beautiful,” he
murmured, coming to her.

They came together and kissed, but she did
the impossible and pushed him away. It was nice to know she could
still be rational when she had to.

“I really have to go,” she said.

“Tease.” He was smiling.

“You’re worried you won’t see me again—not
like this.”

“Will I?”

“Kyle doesn’t come home until tomorrow.” She
touched his chest, tracing his pecks with her fingers.

“Haven’t had enough?”

Jess pulled his lips down and kissed him.
The kiss made her tingle all the way to her toes. She feared she
might never get enough of him. Winston started touching her. She
pushed him away as suddenly as she grabbed him.

“I really can’t stay.”

Winston visibly reined himself in and
stepped away from her. “You’d better put that dress back on, then.
If you don’t, I’m throwing you down on that couch.”

Oh god, she thought. Jess retrieved
her dress from the floor—once again—and wiggled into it.

“Maybe I’ll see you tonight?” she asked.

“I hope so, if Kyle is coming home
tomorrow—unless he does want to come over and watch.”

“I’ll see you later.”

Jess fled his house before her last ounce of
willpower gave way and she begged Winston to throw her onto that
couch. It was shockingly hot and humid when she stepped out into
the predawn morning. It felt good after the icebox condition of
Winston’s house, but she did not want to linger outside. Jess
didn’t know any of the other neighbors well, but she still didn’t
want them to see her skulking home in the early morning. Behaving
like the walk-of-shame rookie she was, her eyes darted around as
she crossed the street and scurried into her house.

Once safely inside, Jess immediately
stripped and took a steaming shower. She felt that she must reek of
sex after all of the fucking she did with Winston. Part of her
wanted to leave his smell on her, but washing him away felt like an
appropriate, important ritual. She was back in the home she shared
with her husband. It wasn’t right that she brought Winston back
with her.

Winston was with her. Memories of their
night together flooded her mind as she scrubbed her pale skin pink.
Everywhere she touched herself, she recalled his hands on her. Her
breasts had red marks from his rough handling and her nipples were
still tender—touching them brought unexpected pleasure and she
could almost feel Winston nibbling them, riding the line between
pleasure and pain. She was sore everywhere from Winston tossing her
around, but especially in her pussy. She did not consider it a
knock on Kyle, but she truly had never been fucked like that. The
soreness did not stop Jess from touching herself, and she leaned
against the cool tile wall as she brought herself to a swift
climax.

After drying off, Jess snuggled nude between
the sheets—something she never did. There were a couple hours
before she had to get ready for work, and she needed to get her
head straight before she went in, or she wouldn’t get anything
done. But first, she had to tell Kyle what happened. It was still
the middle of the night where he was, but she had to try.

Jess had no idea how to start. She could
just text, I did it. I fucked Winston. It felt weird how
easily the word fuck came to her now. It wasn’t much in her
vocabulary before. She could try to gently break it to Kyle, but
that felt childish. Perhaps the best way was to give him what he
wanted, and see how he reacted.

Her phone had a new folder in the gallery
app, holding two videos and about a dozen photos. Jess opened the
first photo and her jaw dropped. Her mouth hung open and her eyes
were squeezed shut. It looked like she might be shouting, and she
was certainly having an orgasm. And right there against her pale
white cheek was Winston’s thick, wet mahogany cock. The photo was
so dirty, and her first impulse was to delete it. She had to make
sure no one ever saw her like that. Everything about the image was
wrong. How could she let Kyle see that? Jess looked at it closer,
wondering, Is that what I look like when I come? Jess
thought she looked like a mess. It also looked like she was
desperate for Winston’s prick. The photo was so graphic. Could Kyle
be turned on by something like that?

The other photos were no less graphic. They
looked like anything one might find on the internet. How would she
feel if she caught Kyle looking at something like this on a porn
site? Once the initial shock wore off, Jess began thinking about
the photos in a different light, and a little smile crept over her
lips as she thought about how naughty she was. It was such a nasty
thought, but she wondered if men would look at these pictures of
her and jerk off—not that she would ever allow these out. Jess
didn’t even feel safe having them on her phone. She had no idea
they were so graphic. Winston would have to delete his copies. She
trusted her husband, but it would be a huge leap of faith to send
him any of these images.

Despite all of her reservations, she did it.
Jess chose a photo where she was riding Winston and clutching her
breasts. It felt counter-intuitive to lead with a sex photo, but
just didn’t feel as graphic as Winston’s dick rubbing all over her
face. While she waited for Kyle’s response, Jess played one of the
videos.

Jess sensuously rode up and down on her
black lover, moaning his name with her eyes closed. Her face was
the picture of bliss. She gasped at the image and shifted her
thighs, as if she could feel him inside her again. The video was
not obscene to her, but sexy and passionate. There was no way Jess
thought she could watch a video of her having sex—she shot it down
every time Kyle suggested taping them—but now she couldn’t stop
watching. Winston captured her entire body, and she could watch her
own expression and see his dark shaft sliding in and out of her.
Instinctively, she touched herself while watching the video. She
hoped it would turn Kyle on as much as it did her.

The video had her so engrossed that Jess was
startled when Kyle’s reply chimed through and interrupted the
video.

K: U did it

Was that all he had to say? What did that
even mean? Was he angry? Pleased? Hard?

-I got home a little while ago. Do u want
more?

No pause before his answer: Yes!

Jess sent more pictures of her riding
Winston and finally sent a picture with his dick on her face. She
was becoming quite the tease. Sending the pictures to her husband
was just as much of a turn on as watching the video herself.

K: OMG u really did it. OMG

-r u hard baby?

K: fuck yes

-show me

Moments later, her phone rang with a video
call. Jess pulled down the sheet so Kyle could see she was topless
in bed. Her screen filled with the image of Kyle fisting his cock.
He stroked it slowly, and she knew it was because of her. She
touched her pussy again.

“You stayed all night?” Kyle asked, his
voice tinny from her speaker phone.

“We did it…” she started, but then paused.
Jess knew how he wanted to hear it. “He fucked me until I passed
out, basically.”

“I bet he would have kept going.”

“He would have. God, baby, he never
stops.”

Kyle grunted off-camera, and stroked his
cock harder.

“This is making you hot, baby?” she cooed,
fishing for the obvious answer.

“What do you think?” There was a harsh edge
in his voice. Then, “Show me your pussy.” It was not a request.
This aggressive side of her husband turned her on even more.

Jess turned her phone around and pointed it
down between her legs, where her fingers rubbed her tender clit.
She was still red and swollen from the pounding Winston had given
her. She thought Kyle would like that.

“You’re still horny. Didn’t you get
enough?”

“Sending you the pictures was hot. I like
showing off for you,” she moaned. It was most of the truth.

“And you’re thinking about him fucking
you?”

“Yes,” she admitted. “So are you.”

“You shaved your pussy for him.” It was an
accusation.

“I thought he’d like it. Should I keep it
this way?”

“Yeah, I like it.” Then, “His dick looks
huge.”

“Oh god, it was. I didn’t know what to do
with it.”

“Yeah you did.”

“I did,” she gasped. She was going to make
herself come again, but she wanted Kyle to go first. She wanted him
to get off.

“You put that thing in your mouth?”

“Mmm, yes… But not much. I couldn’t take
much…ohhh…”

“I bet he fucked your pretty
mouth…ahhh…”

“Yesss…”

“You just gave yourself to him,” Kyle
moaned. It sounded like he couldn’t quite believe it.

“I walked in…mmm…he undressed me right in
the living room and…ohhh…he undressed me, I wasn’t wearing
underwear…mmm…he carried me upstairs…”

“Uhnn…and you fucked him.”

Jess turned her phone around. She had to see
him. As she hoped, his face was on the screen now, because he’d
been watching her. Jess held the phone out so he could see her
tits.

“Yes! Mmm…yes, baby…”

“He made you come.”

“Yes…god, I came so many times…mmm…”

Ahh, fuck, Jess. Did he come inside
you?”

Jess hesitated, but had to answer honestly.
If he was angry, they would deal with it. “He did, baby. I’m
sorry…”

“No condom?”

“It happened so fast. I didn’t think. Oh
god, baby…”

“He fucked you and came in your pussy?” Kyle
sounded angry, but he was moaning. He was still jerking off.

“Yes, he fucked me and came in my pussy. He
fucked me all night. OH GOD!”

With a loud cry, Jess came, soaking her
fingers.

“Fuck me,” Kyle groaned. “Fuck, Jess!”

Jess wanted to see him come, but Kyle kept
the phone up on his face. She stared at him through the phone as
she panted and tried to gather herself. She couldn’t read him. What
should she expect now? Kyle would have to say his piece first.

“Jess..” Kyle stopped, looked confused, then
started again. “That was so strange.”

“Strange good or strange bad?”

“Good?” He sounded unsure. “Is it good you
fucked someone else?”

“You wanted me to,” she snapped
defensively.

“And you wanted to. Don’t forget that. I’m
not mad, Jess. It’s just a lot to process.”

Jess was worried. He didn’t seem to be
taking it well. “Does it feel like you expected?”

“I don’t know what I thought it would feel
like. And I’m not sure how I feel. It changes every second.”

“Tell me, honey. You can’t bottle this
up.”

“It’s hot, yeah, but at the same time I’m a
little ashamed that I think that way. I sort of rationalized it
before because I was so turned on when I thought about it, but a
man should not get turned on by another guy fucking his wife.
There’s got to be something wrong with me, right?”

“There’s nothing wrong with you, honey. No
one has the right to judge you, and you shouldn’t judge yourself.
Didn’t we decide this was just about us?”

“I know that rationally, but it still feels
weird. I know I only care about how you feel about this.”

“And I love you, Kyle. You’re not less of a
man because of this. If anything, you’re more of a man. How many
guys are confident enough that they would do something like
this?”

“I guess, but that’s part of it too. Can you
still respect me after I just sent you off to be with someone
else?”

“I thought we were clear on this. No one
sends me anywhere. You don’t get to trade me like a baseball
card.”

Jess had the edge in her voice now, but she
knew she was defensive because she’d enjoyed being submissive so
much. Whether it was Winston tossing her around his bed, or Kyle
telling her what to do, Jess had discovered she liked letting a man
take charge. It went against everything she had been taught, but
she couldn’t help it. In that way, she could relate to how Kyle
felt.

“You know that’s not what I meant. I mean,
if I didn’t want you to, you wouldn’t have done it. Right?”

“Of course not,” she replied. With a hint of
mirth, she added, “I just don’t want you to get any ideas about
offering me around to whoever you like.” The suggestion gave Jess a
thrill she did not care to admit to.

Kyle’s façade cracked too. “What if you like
them?”

“Well, maybe. I’ll think about it.” She
smiled.

“You still respect me, right?”

“Kyle, of course.”

“And you still want me?”

“Honey, I love you.”

“But it sounds like he’s quite the lover.
You’re not, like…”

“Are you trying to ask me if I’m ruined for
all other men?”

“Well…”

“That is the most ridiculous thing ever.
Yes, I had a good time. An amazing time. And after everything that
happened the last few months, I might have always wondered if I
hadn’t done it. But no, this isn’t some bad porn. I am not
ruined. I’m not suddenly addicted to Winston.”

“But it’s not out of your system is it,
Jess?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean. You want to see him
again.”

Jess couldn’t meet his eyes, even through
the phone. “I don’t have to.”

“But you want to.”

“Yes, I want to. But I don’t want to hurt
you. It’s not that important.”

“So this is my decision?”

“I guess.”

“That’s not fair, Jess. If I say no, you’ll
resent me.”

“I won’t. Listen, it’s not that important to
me. It’s not nearly as important as you are, as our family. The sex
was amazing, and yes, I’d like to feel that again, but not at the
expense of everything else. If you don’t want me to, I’ll survive.
Incredible sex is still just sex.”

“I never said I didn’t want you to go back,
by the way.”

“Do you?”

Jess hung on tenterhooks as she waited for
his answer. She did want to sleep with Winston again, and she
wanted it badly. She could barely admit how badly to herself, let
alone to her husband. It was silly to suggest she could become
addicted to sex with Winston, but she couldn’t help the way she
wanted him. Jess hoped it was something she could get out of her
system. If not, she would have to live with it. In that way, seeing
him again could be dangerous. What if it made her want him more?
But if Kyle said yes, she knew she would go to Winston again.

“I don’t need you to go. I’ve read
about some of these cuckolds on the internet, and they need their
wives to fuck other men. I’m not like that. But I do think it’s
hot, and I like it more than it bothers me. So if it’s something
you want, then I want you to do it.”

“Really?” She tried to hide her
excitement.

“Yes. But. Jess, I don’t want you to become
his mistress, okay?”

“I would never. I told you that before.”

“But you also said it could be opening
something we can’t control. I don’t think I could handle this being
an ongoing thing, where you skip across the street to see him while
I watch Maddy. I couldn’t take that.”

“That will never happen. I love you. I don’t
want to be a mistress. I know what I said before, but listen, I
agree with you. It’s not healthy for this to be an ongoing thing. I
don’t want it to be anything like a relationship.”

“Shit, you sound like Nic now.”

They both laughed.

“Maybe I finally understand a little of how
she feels. But I am not Nic. I couldn’t be. We have something she
doesn’t understand. I hope she finds it for herself one day,” Jess
said, thinking that Winston could be that for her friend, if the
two of them would open themselves to it. She ignored the twinge of
jealous she felt.

“I am going to see him tonight, but that
will be it. You will be home tomorrow, and then we will reconnect,
and we will go get our daughter, and we will go back to
normal.”

“I like the sound of that, but do you really
think that’s possible? He lives right across the street. Can we
pretend we never did this?”

“I know I can control myself. I’m not some
hormone crazed teenager.” Jess wished she felt as confident as she
sounded. “But you’re right. We can’t pretend we didn’t do this. So
we have a new normal. Maybe it’s a sexier new normal.”

“Maybe next time I see some guy flirting
with you at the bar I’ll just hang back and see what happens.”

“And maybe I’ll tease him, just to turn you
on.”

“Oh, I don’t think it’s just for me. Not
anymore, Jess.”

She smiled. “If I kiss him, that’s for
me.”

“I want you to have fun tonight. Don’t leave
with any regrets.”

“Sounds like you’re telling me to embrace my
inner slut.”

“I never knew you had one before, but
apparently she’s pretty crazy.”

“She likes to have fun.”

“I can’t wait to hear all about it.”

“There’s one more thing we have to talk
about. I’m sorry I didn’t make him use a condom.”

“Yeah, that. I’m not thrilled about that. I
guess we just have to trust he’s a good guy like we think, and he
wouldn’t give you anything. At least you’re not going to be
pregnant.”

“Although it would almost be worth it to see
the look on my mother’s face when I brought home a black baby.”

“She’d clutch her pearls and keel over. You
don’t really want to kill your mother, do you?”

They both laughed.

“What about tonight?” she asked.

“You don’t want to, do you, Jess?”

“I hate how they feel. You know that.”

“It is hotter without them, isn’t it?”

“I guess,” she admitted. She couldn’t tell
him that feeling Winston come inside her made her climax all over
again. Yes, she wanted his bare cock.

“No sense closing the barn door now.”

“I think I should be insulted!”

“Oh, quit it.”

They were both laughing, and Jess knew it
was going to be okay.
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The workday felt impossibly long. All Jess
could think about was what waited for her at the end of the day. At
times, she felt like she was obsessed with her new lover, but she
cut herself some slack. This was not all that different from having
a new boyfriend—not that Winston was a boyfriend in any way, shape
or form. Jess remembered the excitement of a new guy, and how she
couldn’t stop thinking about him in the beginning, and she knew
that’s what this was. It couldn’t be anything else. She loved her
husband.

Her day suddenly became longer when she
texted Winston and asked what time he’d like to see her, and he
replied she should come over at 10. It felt like he was making her
wait just to tease her. Jess did not want to seem overeager, so she
just replied with an okay and a smiley face. She passed the time by
going back to her phone and looking at the pictures Winston had
taken of them together. Jess even popped in her earbuds and watched
part of the videos he made. That turned out to be a mistake. She
was left so aroused that she considered sneaking off to the
bathroom to take care of herself, but Jess was not that far
gone.

Nicole texted halfway through the day,
asking if Jess wanted to go to dinner. Jess was relieved for the
distraction, but nervous because she knew Winston would come up,
and she didn’t know what she wanted to say. Nicole insisted, since
she would be in the city anyway, and they agreed to meet at a
little bistro on the developing commercial strip not far from
Jess’s place.

“This place is cute,” Nicole said, as they
took their seats.

“Kyle and I love it here, and they are good
with Maddy.”

The restaurant was long and narrow, and the
women were at a small, round table for two against the wall. The
tables were packed so tightly that the man behind Jess had to pull
in his chair so she could sit. A waitress took their drink orders
and left.

“I bet in another five years you won’t even
recognize this area,” Nicole said.

“That’s the plan for a lot of people, but
they don’t think about what’s being displaced.”

“Half the store fronts on this block were
empty two years ago. They’re turning that factory over on Hancock
into the cutest apartments. The building was an abandoned
firetrap.”

“Sure, the commercial stuff is a good thing,
but I just feel bad for the people who feel like their neighborhood
is being taken away from them.”

“They should have taken better care of it
then.”

“It’s not like that and you know it,” Jess
protested.

The waitress returned with their wine, but
they hadn’t even looked at the menu yet, so she gave them more
time. Nicole picked up the menu and examined it as Jess went
on.

“It’s the whole cycle of poverty. The jobs
go away, the people who can leave, the neighborhood starts to
deteriorate. It’s not the fault of the people who live there.”

“I love your bleeding heart, Jess. But you
can’t argue this isn’t a net positive for the area. The people who
sold you guys that house made out pretty well.”

“But they could have really cashed in if
they’d held out a couple more years. They just couldn’t afford the
spike in property taxes.”

“It hasn’t been so bad for everyone,” Nicole
said, flashing Jess a knowing look over the top of her menu.

“What are you implying, Nic?” Jess’s tummy
filled with butterflies.

“We both know one neighbor who’s made out
pretty well in the deal.”

“What does that smirk mean?”

“Come on, Jess. I know what’s going on
between you and Winston.”

“Did he call you today?”

Jess really was shocked. She knew Winston
and Nicole weren’t serious, but she didn’t expect him to go running
to her friend to brag that they’d had sex. She thought he was more
discreet than that.

“Why should he have called me? What does he
have to tell me?”

“I know what you’re trying to do,” Jess
complained, her lips pressed together in a tight line.

“It sounds like there is something to tell.
What happened last night.”

The waitress chose that moment to return,
and the women hastily ordered their meal. Jess could see Nicole was
eager to hear a story, but she didn’t know if she was ready to tell
it. Nicole may have experience with this sort of thing for all she
knew, but Jess had never discussed a mutual lover with anyone. She
wasn’t even sure she should be discussing taking a lover at
all—certainly not in public. They put in their orders, but after
that Jess had no reason to stall.

“You really aren’t going to tell me what
happened?” Nicole asked.

“Do you really want to know? You and Winston
are sort of a thing.”

“Do I seem upset to you? You obviously want
to talk about this.”

“I feel like I have a lot going on inside of
me, but I don’t know that I want to talk about it.”

Jess felt Nicole staring at her. Her friend
was not going to give up, and she basically knew already. Jess
heaved a heavy sigh and chose to confess.

“Okay. It happened. We did it.”

“You sound like you’re in high school.”
Nicole laughed.

Jess leaned in and whispered, “What do you
want me to say—I fucked Winston? There, I said it. Feel better
now?”

“I think that’s a better question for you.
Do you feel better now that you did it? Is it out of your
system?”

“I don’t know how I feel about it. Should I
feel good that I broke my marriage vows?”

“But you don’t feel bad about it, do
you?”

Jess allowed a little smile. “I should. I
know I have nothing to feel guilty about—not really—but I can’t
help thinking I should. Do you know what I mean, Nic?”

“I know exactly what you mean. And knowing
you, I understand how you feel. Have you talked to Kyle?”

Jess nodded. “He’s fine.” Another guilty
smile. “He’s more than fine. I think I blew his mind. I bet he
still doesn’t believe I really did it. Honestly, I hardly believe
it myself.”

“It is a little shocking. But I think it’s
awesome. It may have taken you thirty-something years, but you
finally broke out and did something wrong. You finally did
something just for yourself. Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“When I’m not thinking about how wrong it
is, yes, it feels pretty damn good.”

“Don’t let Winston hear you talking like
that. I think he expects more praise than that.”

“Winston was…” Jess gestured like her head
was exploding, and made the corresponding sound. “You did not
exaggerate.”

“Did he ruin you for Kyle?” Nicole
smirked.

“That’s not funny, Nic. The two of them are
so different that I wouldn’t even try to compare them. And I love
Kyle, so there’s no contest.”

“Okay, point taken. But Winston is amazing
in bed. He’s even made me reconsider my stance on monogamy.”

“If any man could do it, it’s certainly
him.”

“Did he do that thing where he makes you
talk dirty?” Nicole asked. She poured on the drama and said,
“Give me your big black dick! Oh please!”

Jess laughed. “He did. But can I be honest?
I thought it was kind of hot.” The confession turned her pale
cheeks crimson.

“Ooo, you like the dirty talk. I wouldn’t
have guessed that. It can be kind of hot, but I thought it was a
little silly that he was so into it. It made me wonder if the only
reason he wants to fuck us is because we’re white girls. You know,
the whole white prize thing.”

“I wondered the same thing, but it made me
think about my own motives. Did I want Winston because he’s black
and that makes it more forbidden?”

“You are not a racist, Jess.”

“I know that, but I think it’s in there
somewhere. There weren’t guys like him where we grew up. Part of
what makes him so hot is because he’s so different, at least for
us.”

“Speak for yourself, Jess. He’s not the
first black guy I’ve been with. And as long as a guy is hot, and he
knows what he’s doing in bed, I don’t care if he’s orange.”

“Well, I’m not as experienced as you,
Nic.”

“Is that a nice way of calling me a slut?”
Nicole was smiling.

“I would never.”

They both laughed.

“So? You never really answered me. Is
Winston out of your system? Or do you want more of his big black
cock?”

“Keep your voice down, Nic!”

“You’re too cute.”

Jess sipped her wine and admitted, “I’m
seeing him again tonight, and then that’s it. II go back to my real
life.”

“Can you just quit like that? Can you go on
like it never happened?”

“I don’t know about acting like it never
happened, but it’s over after tonight. It has to be. As amazing as
it is with him, I am a married woman, and I have to put my family
first. I just don’t see this as something I could do as a regular
thing.”

“Why not? If you and Kyle are both into it,
what’s the harm?”

“So what am I supposed to do? Make dinner,
read Maddy a story and tuck her in, and then sneak across the
street to see my lover? I just don’t think that’s me.”

“All I’m saying is that you should never say
never, hon. If you guys are both into it, you may find that you
don’t want to stop. Maybe if it’s not Winston, it’s somebody else.
It could be something you do every once in a while.”

“You think Kyle and I could be some kind of
swingers?”

“I think the proper term for what your doing
is cuckold, or hotwife, or something like that.”

“I just don’t see us like that, Nic.”

“What if Kyle doesn’t want to stop?”

“I hadn’t even thought about that. If that’s
the case, we’ll talk about it.”

“I think you are open to it!”

“I did not say that.”

Jess really had not thought about anything
past Winston. It was a one—okay, two—and done deal in her mind. But
what if this was something that really turned Kyle on and he wanted
her to do it again? She really didn’t know how she felt about that,
and she had too much to think about with their current situation.
Jess wasn’t going to drive herself crazy with hypotheticals.

“It looks like our food is coming.”

Thank God, Jess thought. She was
ready to get off of the subject.






~~~






The women lingered at the restaurant,
talking and drinking wine, for so long that Jess was short on time
when she returned home. Her shower had to be quick, and she blew
her hair dry, rather than letting it air dry. She had no idea what
she should wear for her final night with Winston, but it should be
something special. Nicole did a great job picking her outfit the
first time, but her friend couldn’t stay. Jess was on her own.

Since Jess didn’t think of herself as a
seductress, it was difficult to pick an outfit for Winston. She
knew what her husband liked, but she suspected that Kyle and
Winston had very different tastes. There probably wasn’t even
anything in her wardrobe that Winston would think of as
over-the-top sexy. And then inspiration struck. It could have been
too much wine, but she had a wild idea.

She went to her lingerie drawer and threw it
open. Jess dug into the back of it, where the special stuff she
rarely wore was kept. It was the things that Kyle bought her for
anniversaries. The guilt over wearing something bought by her
husband for another man was fleeting. It felt naughty and daring,
and Kyle would probably even get a kick out of it.

Kyle mostly bought her elaborate lingerie,
the kind of things she would only wear in the bedroom. Those pieces
just weren’t comfortable to wear under clothes. She chose skimpy
bra and panty sets when she picked something to show off for her
husband. Jess worked hard on maintaining her body and was proud of
it. While it wasn’t in her nature to show off for others, she did
like being sexy for Kyle. She laid out the pieces Kyle had bought
and zeroed in on one right away. It was a red and black camisole
set Kyle purchased for Valentine’s Day three years ago. A lot of
wives would be annoyed receiving lingerie for Valentine’s Day—it
was really a gift for the husband—but he always accompanied it with
a nice piece of jewelry, and Jess appreciated that her husband
still found her so sexy. Not a lot of her friends could say that
after the kids came.

Jess eagerly slipped into the lingerie and
modeled it in the mirror. The body was black stretch lace, utterly
see-through with polka dots, while the cups were red and satin and
framed by heavier lace, presenting her breasts with a bow in her
cleavage. The bottom edge had a flirty ruffle. The panties were
also black and red and sheer, and had a big bow on the front to
match the camisole, which she’d always thought was silly. She’d
tried in vain to find a way to detach it without ruining the
panties. Jess also wore the diamond pendant that came with the
lingerie, and found matching diamond studs.

Pleased with her choice, she finished her
makeup—color for her cheeks, kohl around her eyes, red lipstick to
match the lingerie—and brushed her hair straight. Staring in the
mirror, Jess habitually pushed her hair behind her left ear and
pursed her lips, trying to look seductive. She just looked like a
duck.

She posed in the full-length mirror and
texted Kyle pictures, adding: Ready to go!

K: Ur going across the street like
that?

-worried what the neighbors will
think?

K: If they’ve seen you with him that ship
has sailed

-haha. Funny

Jess pouted, wondering if she was that
obvious.

K: U look amazing. He’s never going to
let u out of his bed

-that’s the point!

K: R U wet?

-I’ve been wet all day. It still feels
like a fantasy

K: It’ll feel real when he’s fucking
u

Jess didn’t know how to take that and let it
pass. She knew Kyle had mixed feelings, but he wanted her to do
this. They would be fine afterward. She kept telling herself that.
Jess only had to live with the nerves for a few more minutes. Once
she was with Winston, all that would be gone. There would only be
him.

-I’d better get going

K: have fun. Bring me something
good

-my phone is fully charged. I’ll try to live
up to your expectations. Love you

K: Love u












twenty-five






Winston waited nervously on his couch,
flipping his phone around in his hand. His feet were up on the
coffee table. The stand lamp in the corner was lit, but the room
was otherwise in shadows. The only sound was the hum of the air
conditioner in the window and the occasional creak of the house
from upstairs. Jessica would be there any minute, and the wait was
killing him.

He wasn’t used to nerves when it came to
women. He had always been smooth as silk, and rejection was never a
thought in his head. On the rare occasions when he had been shot
down, he rolled with it, knowing there would be another hottie just
around the corner. Winston wasn’t nervous about rejection. There
was no question Jessica would be there. She was past cold feet. He
was sure of that. But tonight mattered to him—mattered in a way he
couldn’t explain. It wasn’t like he was trying to win her—that
would never happen—but he did want to make sure she missed this. He
even wanted Jessica to regret ending it so quickly. Maybe he could
make her regret it enough that she would come back. Winston didn’t
count on that, but he didn’t dismiss the possibility either.
Jessica was full of surprises.

If Jessica didn’t come back, he could live
with that. Having Nicole made that easier. Winston felt a pang of
guilt. He did not think of the brunette as a consolation prize. If
Jessica was full of surprises, then Nicole was an endless supply of
them, and he felt like he’d only scratched the surface. Winston
very much looked forward to exploring everything Nicole had to
offer. He had a feeling their relationship might change with
Jessica out of the picture.

Winston left the door ajar, so when Jessica
knocked it drifted open. She called out his name, and he told her
to come in. He watched her come through the door and close it,
habitually locking it behind her. It appeared she did not want to
be disturbed.

Jessica’s outfit was surprising. It was a
denim shirtdress, belted at the waist and falling just past her
knees. It didn’t show much skin. The dress was pretty, but it
wasn’t sexy. She even buttoned it almost to her neck. However,
spiked red heels tipped that she may have a surprise in store. She
stood in front of him, on the other side of the coffee table and
put her hands on her hips with the pretty, thin smile that always
suggested she was pleased with herself.

“Hi,” she said softly, like they were just
pals hanging out.

“Hey Jessie, what’s shakin’?”

“I’ve been thinking about you all day. I
probably shouldn’t tell you that, but I knew I wanted to come back
the second I left.”

“We don’t need to play it cool, baby,” he
said, flashing his brilliant smile. “I like that you wear your
emotions on your sleeve. I didn’t think you wanted to leave at all
this morning.”

Jessica looked down, taking her pretty eyes
away from him. “I didn’t, but if I stayed it probably would have
killed me. I needed some recovery time.”

“Are you ready, Jessie?”

She nodded, short blonde hair bouncing.

“Then why are you just standing there?”

“I wanted to show you something.”

Jessica started at the top and slowly
unbuttoned her dress. It parted slightly as she went, but he
couldn’t tell what was underneath it. She unbuckled the belt and
threw it back from her shoulders, dramatically presenting herself.
Winston stopped flipping his phone in his hand and stared at her.
Jessica was fucking hot. She looked like she’d just stepped out of
a lingerie catalog.

“Damn, girl,” he said, followed by a soft
whistle.

“I’m glad you like it.”

Winston poured over her body. The lingerie
was classy, sexy without being slutty. He realized he could see
more of her body than he initially thought. Her fabulous toned,
flat tummy was visible through the top, and her nipples were two
hard pebbles through the red satin. Jessica executed a slow turn
and the panties were as sheer as the top. Her ass looked perfect.
He pulled up his phone and snapped pictures.

“Hey, I have my own phone for that,” she
protested.

“If tonight is our last night, I need
something to remember you.”

“I don’t think I like the idea of you
walking around with these pictures on your phone.”

“C’mon Jessie, you trust me enough to fuck
me. You don’t trust me enough to have a couple sexy pictures?”

She smiled. “That makes logical sense, but I
still don’t know that I’m comfortable with it. Use my phone.”

Jessica bent over and retrieved her phone
from a pocket in the dress she dropped on the floor and tossed it
to him. Winston was happy to snap some photos. Jessica got into it
as she posed for him. The room was light enough that her phone’s
camera could still compensate and snap decent pictures. She looked
particularly hot when she leaned forward and her diamond pendant
was hanging right in front of her cleavage. He imagined it was a
present from her husband. He would enjoy watching it bounce around
as he fucked her. As he snapped the pictures, he took the liberty
to send a couple to Kyle. The poor man shouldn’t have to wait for
his thrills. Why not let him see in real time?

Winston’s cock felt like it was going to
tear through his basketball shorts. He’d had enough teasing. He
laid her phone aside and beckoned her to him. Jessica stepped
around the coffee table and she gasped when he took her hand and
pulled her onto his lap. He knew she felt his thick hard-on by the
way she wiggled her little butt against him.

He brushed the fine blonde hair away from
her face and kissed her. It felt so good to be past the initial
awkwardness and tentative actions. He didn’t have to ask her any
longer. He could just take her. Jessica closed her eyes and threw
herself into their kiss, her tongue flicking back at his, while she
caressed the smooth back of his head. He was shirtless, and she
also rubbed his smooth, bare chest, making him jump when her
fingernails tickled over his nipples. Winston was sensitive there,
and very few women he’d been with could touch him there in a way he
liked. Jessica didn’t linger. She kept touching him everywhere,
like she was trying to memorize his body with her hands.

“Mmm, yes, baby,” he moaned, tilting his
head back when her lips moved to tease him there.

Jessica leaned against him, turning her body
so he could touch her as his hands began to roam. Her perky tits
looked small in his big, dark hand, and he treated them gently,
massaging while he toyed with her nipples. Her breathing turned
heavy, and her nails dug into the back of his neck. Now that he
knew her body, Winston knew he could drive her crazy teasing her
nipples, and he focused there, teasing her through the satin
lingerie. He dipped his lips lower, catching her nipple between his
lips and pulling on it. The satin soaked though and she cried out,
and whimpered his name.

Her thighs slid apart for his hand. He
wasn’t surprised to find her panties soaked through. Winston liked
to think that she was always aroused around him. He rubbed her,
pressing the panties between her lips, and she rested her forehead
on his cheek while gasping.

“Winston, please, take me upstairs,” she
moaned.

“Damn, you’re already soaked, baby.”

Jessica nodded, and whimpered, “Please,
Winston, take me upstairs.” She hesitated, then added, “Take me
upstairs and fuck me, baby.”

“Maybe I just want to fuck you right here,
Jessie.”

“Oh god…”

Winston considered it, and while he did,
Jessica pulled her top off and threw it on the floor. He could not
resist her cute, naked tits, and devoured them. He buried his face
and sucked those pink nipples, nibbling one, while he pinched and
rolled the other. She wrapped both arms around his head and held
him there, shaking as her cries filled the quiet living room.
Finally, she pushed him away.

“Baby, I can’t take it,” she sighed,
shuddering in his arms. “I can’t take the teasing tonight.”

“No?” he asked.

She shook her head. “I’ve been horny all
day. I need you to fuck me. Give me your big, black dick,
baby.”

He liked the way the words rolled out of her
mouth so naturally now. It made him wonder if Jessica would be able
to just walk away after tonight. It seemed to him that her need was
great, and her husband might not be able to satisfy it.

Jessica slid from his lap and knelt on the
couch beside him, tugging on his basketball shorts. His cock sprang
free and she grabbed it before his shorts were around his ankles.
It filled both her hands, with plenty left over. She pushed her
hair back behind her ear and leaned down to kiss his fat head. She
lovingly licked and covered it in kisses before stretching her red
lips around it to suckle him. Winston grabbed his phone to snap
more pictures, and saw he had a return text from Kyle.

K: she’s there right now?

-yeah, look at this

Winston framed up a nice shot of her hands
on his cock and her lips wrapped around the head. Her hands were so
pale on his dark flesh, and her diamond flashed in the light from
the lamp beside them. Jessica’s eyes were closed, and her
expression was bliss. He snapped the picture and her eyes flew open
at the shutter sound.

“Winston, come on,” she complained, lifting
her lips from his prick. She did not stop massaging the shaft.

“It’s for Kyle, see?”

He turned the phone around to show her he’d
texted the picture to her husband, and in that moment Kyle texted
back. Her eyes widened and she looked conflicted. Winston turned
the phone back so he could see Kyle’s reaction.

K: oh shit!

“Looks to me like he’s enjoying it. Let’s
give the man what he wants.” His smile was wide.

“I think you’re getting something out of it,
too.”

“We’re all getting what we want,
Jessie.”

Winston put gentle pressure on the back of
her head and Jessica returned her lips to his cock. She started
with the head again, but he nudged her and he slipped farther into
her mouth. Jessica sucked him ardently, cheeks hollowing to where
he could see the outline of his cockhead bulging against them.

-Jessie loves that cock. U want
more?

Kyle’s reply was instant: fuck
yes!

“Your man wants to see more, Jessie. Let’s
show him what you really can do,” he said, not hiding how much he
was enjoying this.

Jessica strained to twist and look up, but
kept his prick in her mouth, and he turned the phone to show
Jessica her husband’s reply. Something flared in her pretty eyes,
and when she turned back she was sucking him harder, taking him
deeper. She had closed her eyes again, but when she heard the
camera snap they opened and she stared right into the camera—right
at her husband—with a mouthful of cock while Winston snapped
away.

It was a good thing Winston could multitask,
because Jessica had a nice, tight mouth. When her slick tongue slid
across his cockhead in her mouth he shivered and moaned her name,
encouraging her to take more. She had made herself comfortable,
laying on her stomach on the couch, with her legs kicked up and her
heels in the air, while her arms rested on his lap. She still
massaged him with both hands, as there was no way she was going to
take him all. He didn’t expect her to, but he did want to see how
far she could go.

Winston stroked her hair—he loved how silky
it felt slipping between his fingers—and pressed. Jessica took the
encouragement in stride and swallowed more of him. He texted to
Kyle: She might just suck it all this time, and snapped
another picture, before switching to video.

Jessica struggled with her mouthful,
breathing hard through her nose as she wrestled with his monster.
She had been bobbing slowly as she tried to accommodate him, but at
his urging she was sucking him faster now, and drool ran down his
shaft from her tight lips. She also grunted and made little mewling
sounds as she struggled to please him. Winston sent her husband
short twenty second videos of Jessica working so diligently on his
cock. He didn’t think Kyle had ever seen her slobber all over a
cock like this. It was probably a very different experience when
she went down on her husband. Winston did not want to dominate the
man, but he did want to show Jessica losing control. He wanted Kyle
to see how badly she wanted it.

Winston forgot himself for a moment, and in
the excitement of watching the beautiful blonde blow him, and
taunting her husband with it, he started jacking his hips up from
the couch and fucking her mouth. He forced his cock deeper down her
throat, and Jessica gagged on it. But he still kept feeding her his
cock, and shooting video clips for Kyle. Jessica gripped his shaft
tightly and pushed back against his hand on the back of her head,
but he kept thrusting into her mouth. Damn, it felt good, and he
felt his load boiling up in his balls.

Jessica finally ripped her mouth away from
his prick and coughed, gasping for air. Her eyes watered, but they
were on fire when she stared up at him. She was struggling, but she
loved it. “God, Winston. I couldn’t breathe,” she gasped, rubbing
her lips over his head while she tried to catch her breath.

“Do you want to stop, Jessie?” he moaned. He
wasn’t ready for her to stop. He was too close.

“No,” she moaned, giving him a hard, quick
suck.

“Why not?” Winston made sure he was getting
this on video.

Jessica smoldered. Her animalistic
expression was completely out of place on her pure face. Winston
was sure Kyle had never seen her like this.

“I want you to come, baby,” she cooed.

Winston laid his head back on the couch and
hit Send on his phone when Jessica returned her mouth to
him. He was going to enjoy this last bit for himself. It was for
them. Kyle could see the aftermath. Winston let her suck on her own
for a minute, but then took control again. He held her head and
smoothed her silky blonde hair as he fucked her pretty face. He
heard Kyle texting back, but he ignored it. He was focused on the
man’s wife. She fought him, and her eyes watered, but Jessica never
stopped sucking. It only took a minute or so of that incredible
scene to make Winston lose it.

“Fuck, yeah. Suck that fucking cock, Jessie.
Take it all, baby. Gonna fucking come for you, Jessie.”

Jessica moaned and grunted around her
impossible mouthful and then she choked when his load blasted into
her throat. He kept coming in her mouth as he pulled out, leaving a
heavy glob on her tongue. She greedily sucked him, but it was too
much for her. He was sure she’d never had such a load. His cum ran
from her lips and dripped off her chin. Jessica finally pulled him
out of her mouth and as she jerked his shaft the final shots of
thick cum landed on her porcelain cheek and across her nose,
forcing Jessica to reflexively close her eyes. The last of his load
oozed out, dripping down her hand and covering her wedding rings.
She kept a tight hold on him, like she wanted to be sure she had
every last drop.

“Fuck, Jessie, that was fucking hot,” he
sighed, taking up his phone in a trembling hand. Kyle had to see
this.

“Baby, I don’t know,” she protested with a
full mouth, but he snapped away, capturing her beautiful mess.

It looked like she didn’t know what to do
next, with her face covered in his seed. She swallowed, and then
tentatively licked her lips. She wiped the cum away from the bridge
of her nose, and wiped that finger over her lips.

“Oh my god. That got intense,” she said
softly.

“You are amazing, Jessie. You look fucking
hot.” He stroked her hair lovingly.

“Really? I must be a mess.”

“That’s why you look hot. I didn’t hurt you
did I?”

“No, baby. It was a little rough, but once I
relaxed a little, I kind of liked it.” Her smile suggested she was
as surprised as anyone.

“I like it gentle too, Jessie, but sometimes
not.”

“Me too, baby.” Her smile was warmer, more
self-assured. “And I wasn’t expecting…”

“You didn’t think I’d come that much,” he
said, finishing her sentence with a chuckle.

“It’s just that I’ve never been with a guy
who,” she hesitated, showing there was still enough of the proper
girl in her that she was embarrassed to be talking about his load.
“A guy who comes that much. How do you still do it after all the
sex we had last night? I thought it was supposed to go down the
more you do it.”

He stroked her hair. “Nothing goes down when
you’re around, Jessie.”

She stuck her tongue out at him, and his
cock twitched as he thought about what that tongue had just been
doing. “Very funny.”

“I guess I’m just gifted.”

“You certainly are,” she agreed, giving his
cock a squeeze. “Let me see your phone. I want to see what Kyle
said.”

Winston handed over his phone and tried to
read her expression as she read her husband’s reactions to her
slutty behavior. This was a true test for Kyle. Seeing his wife
sucking dick in real time would show if this was something he was
really into. Winston knew he ran the risk that Kyle would freak out
and demand that Jessica stop and go home, but he gambled the man
would not react that way. He thought he’d read Kyle well.

“Oh my god,” Jessica said. “How is he ever
going to look at me the same again? I mean, look at me! I look like
a…”

“Like a what, Jessie? A woman taking what
she wants? A woman letting her desires take control?”

“I look like a whore, and you know it,
Winston. That’s exactly what you would think if you just saw these
pictures. Look at that last one! How could you send that to
him?”

“Because I know guys like him. What did he
say, girl?”

Jessica appeared hesitant to share what was
on the phone, but she did it. “First he said, don’t let her
stop. Then he said, I can’t believe she did that.” She
looked pleased by that last comment.

“You’re proud of yourself, aren’t you?”

“What do you mean?”

“You like surprising Kyle, don’t you?”

“Maybe,” she replied, paired with that
tight, knowing smile.

“Sounds like Kyle like’s what he’s seeing.
Let’s really blow his mind.”

“Are you finally going to take me
upstairs?”

“Yeah, Jessie. Let’s go.”

“I’ll meet you in the bedroom, honey.”

Jessica hopped off the couch and he watched
her tight ass in those tiny panties as she went upstairs. Damn, she
was sexy. Winston was proud to have brought this side of her out,
and was sad his enjoyment of it would be so short-lived.
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Jess was thankful the house didn’t have
central air as she stood half-naked in the bathroom. She’d felt
bold leaving the living room in nothing but panties, but Winston’s
place was still an ice box, just like the other day. The warm
washcloth she used to clean her face felt good. It was one thing to
be a slutty mess in the moment, but she did not want to spend the
night with Winston’s cum on her face. She shifted her jaw from side
to side. It was sore from being stretched open so wide, for so
long, so Winston could fuck her mouth.

Their night was off to a dirty start. It
felt slutty enough lying on his couch and sucking his fat dick, but
seeing the picture of his cum on her face made Jess feel very
slutty. She was still ashamed Kyle saw her that way, even if it
secretly turned her on as much as it did him. It looked like they
would be documenting their night together in real time for her
husband, and Jess wasn’t sure how she felt about that. She didn’t
know if she could be truly intimate with Winston if Kyle was
looking at pictures and videos of everything they did together. She
wanted them to focus on each other tonight. But then, it was not
just about her, and Jess was grown-up enough to understand that.
She was not just fulfilling her needs, but also doing this for
Kyle.

Winston was waiting in the bedroom as
promised, standing beside the bed, which was covered with clean,
black sheets. She appreciated that he had changed the sheets after
last night, although she wondered if that was because someone else
had been in his bed. Nicole had been in an awfully good mood
earlier. She wished his bed was more than just a mattress on the
floor. Winston was a man. He was old enough to have a proper bed.
The condition of his bedroom drove home that he was a single,
unencumbered man with a bachelor’s life, while she was a married
woman sneaking over to see him.

The bedroom was just as cold as the living
room had been, and her nipples tightened into hard little
pinpoints. She rubbed her arms.

“Why is it always so cold in here?”

Winston chuckled. “You tiny girls always say
that. A big man gets hot easily, and I hate getting hot, so I keep
it cool.”

“I guess Nic had the same complaint?” she
asked, smiling. She walked over and turned down the window unit
without asking permission.

“Come here and let me warm you, Jessie.”

She could not explain the way it affected
her when he called her Jessie—a hated nickname from
childhood. She had never corrected him. It was arrogant that
Winston just assumed he could call her—a grown woman—a childish
nickname, and that arrogance was part of what attracted her to him.
It was like he assumed right off that she was going to be his, and
he’d already assigned her a pet name. Still, if he wasn’t so
charming she would have never let him get away with it.

Jess felt bold when she grasped his thick
cock in her hands. The muscular organ was almost back to full
strength, and she stared down at in amazement. Playing with him
made her shiver, as she became acutely aware of how badly she
wanted him inside her.

“God, are you always hard?” she
breathed.

“You just have that effect on me.”

“So every time you see me you’re like
this?”

“Wish you knew sooner?”

“Maybe,” she allowed.

If she had known what he wanted earlier, and
if she had known how incredibly hot he was, would she have come to
him sooner? It was frightening to think what she might have done if
Kyle had not encouraged her dalliance and she was so tempted. Would
she have crossed the line on her own? Jess did not want to think
so, but was that honest?

Winston shoved his hand inside her panties,
and two thick fingers effortlessly slipped into her soaked pussy.
She went weak in the knees, and her grip on his shaft helped Jess
keep her balance. He was so big she could actually use him as a
handle. His fingers alone filled her as much as any man had, but
his cock would be thicker still. She took her hands off of him and
shimmied out of her panties.

Jess wrapped her arms around his muscular
neck when he pulled her into his arms and lifted her off the ground
to kiss her. She loved that she felt like a doll in his arms. His
strength and power was intoxicating. Even his warm, full lips felt
powerful when they covered hers. She wrapped her legs around his
waist, while he held her by the butt, kneading her cheeks. His
fingers pressed between her cheeks, and when his fingertip glanced
over her backdoor she tensed around him. The finger was slick from
her cunt, and when he probed she opened to him, voicing a low
groan, but he did not push it. Instead, Winston held her butt in
one hand and grabbed his prick with the other.

“Oh god, baby,” she moaned, realizing what
he was going to do.

Winston rubbed his prick across her lips,
and Jess pulled up on his neck, so he could fit his head into her
cleft. He was so solid that it felt like she was climbing on a
statue. The head spread her open and she loosened her grip on him,
slowly sinking onto his shaft. His hand cradling her ass kept Jess
balanced, and kept her from dropping right onto him. Even though
this was not their first time together, she still felt like she was
being stretched wide open—like he would barely fit. He pushed
inside her until he was nestled against her cervix and her lips
were stretched impossibly wide.

“Oh. My. God.” She exclaimed. “Ohmygod!”

“Yeah, it’s nice and deep, isn’t it,
Jessie?” Winston grinned.

“Ohmygod!”

Jess thought he felt big before, but it was
nothing compared to this. Now she understood what it felt like to
be completely filled. It hurt a little bit, but the tingling and
throbbing more than made up for that. He felt so huge that she felt
like if he let go of her she could just dangle there, impaled on
his cock. Her legs had gone slack. It was hard to tighten her
thighs around him when his giant prick was buried inside her.

Winston was in complete control, and he used
the pretty blonde like a fuck toy. With both hands back supporting
her butt, he slowly worked her up and down on him, starting with
just a little bit at a time, but as her cries grew louder, he gave
her more, lifting her until she feared he was going to slip out
before pulling her back down on him. The ease with which he handled
her was intoxicating. Jess felt weightless. It felt like they had
become one. Her nails dug into his shoulders. it had to hurt him,
but she didn’t care. All she cared about was that he kept working
her on his cock. Jess had never been taken like this, and she knew
she never would be again. Her shoes dropped off her feet as she
bounced on him.

“Feels good, baby?” Winston asked. He didn’t
even sound exerted from lifting her.

Jess nodded vigorously. She moaned
constantly, but was unable to speak.

“You gonna come on my dick?”

She nodded again, harder this time.

“I wanna feel you come all over my dick,
Jessie.”

“Yes!” she cried, the single word tearing
out of her throat. “Mmm, yes!”

“That’s it, Jessie. Let go! Fucking let
go!”

Jess had no idea what she was letting go of,
except maybe her sanity. It was irrational, but in that moment she
didn’t think she could ever let go of his cock. She didn’t know how
she would cope if she wasn’t fucked like this again. Intense
pleasure does funny things to the brain, and Jess was ready to
pledge herself to Winston forever. It had nothing to do with her
husband, because it had nothing to do with love. Jess was in the
grip of animal lust.

Winston bounced her up and down on him like
a piston, the sparks of their union brought the explosion of her
orgasm. Jess screamed and threw her head back as she came. Her legs
wrapped tightly around his waist once again, trying to trap him
inside her. She was dizzy with pleasure, and it felt like she was
going to come apart.

“Please! Please!” she sobbed.

Jess was not begging for more, but begging
for mercy. She needed him to stop, or she was going to lose herself
completely. He took the hint when she pushed against his chest.
Winston turned and lowered a knee to the mattress. With a hand
behind her, he eased Jess onto the bed without ever pulling his
cock from her. Even as he came down on top of her, his cock stayed
fully embedded in her, throbbing with a life of its own. Jess
stared up at him starry-eyed, and when she kissed him it was with a
feeling as close to love as she could ever feel for a man who was
not her husband.

They kissed tenderly, and her hands roamed
his muscular back, and when her hips urged him on, Winston slowly
started moving inside her again. It felt like they would never
part.

“Mmm…oh god…yes…” Jess begged, and this time
it was not for him to stop.

“You just can’t get enough, can you, baby?”
he cooed, between kisses.

“No…I can’t…god, I love…” she caught
herself, as she was about to say something very stupid, swept up in
the moment. “I love your big, black dick. God, it’s perfect, honey!
Give it to me! Please don’t stop!”

“Uhn, Jessie, so fucking good…” he
groaned.

“Come on, honey, give it to me. I know you
want me, baby…”

“Yeah…”

“You want to fuck me good, don’t you,
honey…” she caressed his smooth head, stared up at him.

“Fuck, Jessie…”

“Come for me, baby. Give me that big
fucking black cock, and come in my tight pussy. Please
Winston, I need your big black dick!”

Jess was playing him, but he felt so good
inside her it was easy to play the pliant slut. She wanted to make
him feel as good as he made her feel. She wanted it to be
unforgettable for him too. All of her men seemed to want her to be
their whore, and Jess finally let go. She was ready to be that and
more. It was thrilling to let her inner slut come out and play. She
felt powerful. Jess could be Kyle’s slutty wife. She could be
Winston’s begging married conquest. But she was only those things
because she chose to be. Kyle did not give her to Winston.
Jess gave herself, just like she would give herself back to her
husband when she and Winston were done. But they would not be
finished until Jess was ready to be.

“Come inside me, honey. Fill me up, I know
you want to. Do it! Fuck me, baby!” Her words were even more
confident.

“Fuck me, Jessie! Oh fuck yeah!” Winston
groaned.

Winston looked shocked when he rammed his
cock in her with a final thrust. Jess felt him pulsing deep in her
pussy, felt his seed flooding her, and it triggered her own climax,
making her cunt contract around him as she moaned his name and her
body tensed. It was like her body needed his seed, like the
biological imperative took over. It was only natural that her body
would crave the seed of such a stud. It didn’t matter that it
couldn’t possibly impregnate her. The only effect was to give her a
toe-curling orgasm. His cock shrank, but it still filled her as she
kissed him passionately.

“Wow, Jess, you’re an even bigger slut than
I am. I’m impressed!”

Jess’s head snapped to the side, where she
found Nicole kneeling beside the bed. She held Winston’s phone, and
was recording them.

“Nic…” Jess stammered.

“Kyle is impressed too. I think your poor
husband has probably rubbed his dick raw,” Nicole said.

“Nic? What the hell?”

Jess had the urge to cover herself, but
Winston was on top of her, and she could hardly move. Winston
flexed inside her, and she involuntarily groaned, aftershocks of
pleasure rocking her. She was so shocked that she only just
realized Nicole was naked too. Jess had been set up.

“Winston?” she asked, looking up at him.

“Can you really blame me? Doesn’t every guy
want this? Nic thought you might be open…”

“But,” Jess interrupted, but then he flexed
his cock inside her again, and she closed her eyes while the
pleasure rocked her. It was proving difficult to work up any anger
when she felt so damn good. Her orgasms had her higher than any
drug could get her.

“Kyle would love it. He wants to know what
I’m going to do,” Nicole said.

“What did he say?” Jess sighed.

“He doesn’t seem to know what to think. He
texted, you and Jess? I replied, hopefully.”

Jess’s mind reeled. It was all too much to
take in. Discussing Kyle made her wonder what Nic had shown him.
Did he see Jess begging Winston to come inside her? She didn’t want
to hurt her husband. Would he understand it was just an in the
moment thing?

“Based on all the exclamation points and
omgs, I don’t think Kyle has ever been more impressed with
you, hon. You are his goddess,” Nicole said, lying the phone
aside.

Winston finally moved off of her, and there
was a wet sucking sound when he finally pulled out. He still didn’t
look soft, not really. He pulled Jess over, and Nicole slipped onto
the bed with them.

“I don’t know about this. Kyle and I didn’t
talk about this,” Jess said.

“I really don’t think he minds. And I know
how we can make it up to him. We’ll make sure he doesn’t feel left
out, hon,” Nicole said.

Nicole kissed her, and Jess closed her eyes,
opening her mouth to her best friend. Jess had always imagined
kissing another woman would be gentle and soft and loving, but if
anything, Nicole was more aggressive than Winston. For what seemed
like the hundredth time that evening, Jess had her breath taken
away, and she returned the fiery kiss. It was strange to touch the
person kissing her and find a soft cheek and long hair. It gave
Jess pause, but she didn’t hold back. Nicole was a seductive
kisser, and Jess still floated on the cloud of her climax with
Winston. She was not in the mood to resist. Winston gave a low
whistle, and knowing they were turning him on made Jess kiss her
friend harder.

Jess jumped when Nicole touched her. Long
fingernails trailing over her soft, pale skin was an unfamiliar
sensation. Those fingernails flicked at her nipples, and Jess
moaned into the kiss. Nicole liked the reaction and kept teasing
Jess’s nipples with slender fingers. Jess was ready to focus on her
friend, but then Winston pressed in from the other side, and his
big hands were touching her too. His thick cock lay across her
thigh, and Jess reached for it, stroking him.

“That’s it, Jessie, just go for it, baby,”
Winston encouraged. “Fuck, you girls are hot.”

“Don’t get too excited, big boy,” Nicole
warned with a smile. “This is about her right now, not about
you.”

Jess smiled at her friend’s attitude. Nicole
was not passive with Winston like she had been. Of course she
wasn’t. That’s not who Nicole was. The chance to tease
Winston—instead of being on the receiving end of the teasing—made
Jess tingle, and she grabbed Nicole and pulled her back into the
kiss.

Nicole rolled onto her back, pulling Jess
with her. Jess liked the way their smooth bodies felt together.
Jess was surprised by how small Nicole’s breasts were. The brunette
usually wore something padded, so Jess thought they were the same
size, but Nicole was at least a cup size smaller. But Nicole’s dark
nipples were more prominent, and when Jess touched them her friend
jumped, and aggressively thrust her tongue into Jess’s mouth. Jess
pinched those nipples, and Nicole wrenched her mouth away to cry
out.

“Yeah, hon, that’s good,” Nicole moaned.
“You don’t have to be gentle, Jessie.”

Jess gave that dark nipple a hard pinch and
warned, “I’m not your Jessie,” she warned.

Nicole laughed. It was musical. “Fair
enough. You don’t need to be gentle, Jess.”

“I’m just figuring it out as I go,” Jess
said, covering her friend’s lips.

The more she kissed Nicole, the more she
liked it. And exploring Nicole’s body was exciting. Jess might have
been intimidated if her friend was some kind of bombshell, but
since the friends’ bodies were similar she could relax and
experiment with this side of herself she didn’t even know she had.
She appreciated that Winston hung back and let them get to know
each other. A less confident man would probably be all over them.
He was probably busy sending pictures and videos to Kyle anyway.
What must her husband think?

Her tongue lashed at Nicole’s nipples, and
the brunette arched her back off the bed. She did as Nicole
advised, and fought her instincts to go slow and loving. Instead,
Jess pulled at those puffy nipples with her lips, drawing them out
as she sucked.

“Fuck, yes, hon! Oh, that’s it!” Nicole
cried out, encouraging her.

Nicole ran her fingers through Jess’s silky
hair, but when Jess nibbled on the sensitive buds Nicole dug her
nails in, and Jess appreciated for the first time how much that
could hurt. The pain only made Jess go at her friend harder. She
reached low, and it was so strange to encounter a smooth mound,
rather than a hanging appendage. Jess had no idea what to do, but
Nicole placed her hand over Jess’s, and guided the blonde’s fingers
between her pink lips, to her clit.

“Fuck…fuck…” Nicole murmured.

Winston came back into the picture. He
snuggled behind Jess, his endless hard-on pressed into her behind
before he scooted lower. She shivered when he kissed her shoulder
and her back. His big hand smoothed over her hip and dipped between
her thighs. Of course Jess was wet. It seemed she was always wet
now. He rubbed her pussy, and her breath caught, making her stop
teasing Nicole’s tits for a moment.

“Fuck, don’t stop!” the brunette
demanded.

“Don’t stop, Jessie. Make her come,” Winston
whispered in her ear.

“Yeah…yeah…fuck…” Nicole cried.

Jess wanted to make Nicole climax, but it
was so difficult with Winston touching and kissing her. She just
couldn’t think. It got that much harder when he lifted her leg and
pulled it back. His fat head pressed at her lips and he popped
right inside her. It didn’t take any effort for him to enter her
tight pussy anymore.

“Mmm…god…” Jess gasped.

“Come on, Jessie, you can do it. Don’t stop.
Make Nic come, girl,” Winston ordered.

The huge prick slowly slid in and out of
her, making Jess’s brain fuzzy. It was like she was floating in a
warm sea of ecstasy, but she made herself focus, and she rubbed
Nicole’s clit quickly, trapping it between two fingers. She sucked
and bit the brunette’s nipples, but she moaned as she much as she
sucked. Maybe she just wasn’t made for threesomes—not with Winston
anyway. When Jess was with him, he was her world.

“Fuck yes! Fuck yes! Jess! Fuck yes
you’remakingmecome! OhmygodJess! Oh fuck!”

Nicole bucked and twisted, and Jess couldn’t
stay with her to keep teasing her through her orgasm. It was
amazing to see her friend climax, and see the way she flailed.
Nicole was so hot when the frenzy of her orgasm was on her. Jess
wondered if she looked that crazy when she came.

Winston pulled Jess away from her friend. He
rolled onto his back, and pulled Jess so she was lying on top of
him, but his magic cock stayed inside her. Her legs spread on
either side of his. Winston’s big hands held her narrow waist, and
it looked like he could encircle it. Holding her in place, he
flexed his hips and slowly pumped his cock up into her. Jess had
always heard the g-spot was a myth, but when his head pushed along
that special spot inside her, Jess saw stars. Winston had her
coming right away.

“Oh god! Oh god, baby!” she cried, holding
his hands. Hers looked so tiny and pale beside his. Her wedding
rings stood out like a beacon.

Nicole was back, kneeling beside them, and
she kissed Jess between the blonde’s cries and moans. When that
proved too difficult, she amused herself by playing with Jess’s
tits. She tortured those pale nipples like a pro, and Jess swore
she never stopped coming. Having her breasts played with while
Winston fucked her like that was nirvana. Jess didn’t think it
could possibly get better—until Nicole started rubbing her
clit.

“Oh god! Ohh…ohhh…mmm…FUCK!” Jess screamed,
echoing her friend. The epithet was perfect for the moment. “Oh
fuck!”

“Yeah, Jessie, you’re ours now, aren’t you,
girl,” Winston taunted, pumping harder.

Jess shook her head. She belonged to her
husband. She could not tell him this.

“It’s okay, hon. We know what you need. I
know how good it feels. I know you need his big dick,” Nicole
cooed.

“Yeah, you’re ours, Jessie. Just say it.
Fucking beg for that black dick,” he demanded.

“No…no…GOD! Yes! Yes, I’m yours! Oh god, I’m
yours! God, fuck me!” Jess screamed.

Jess was woozy from stimulation overload,
and was almost grateful when the others eased her back onto the
bed. Nicole kissed her, and then climbed over her to get on top of
Winston. The mattress rocked, and Jess looked to see Nicole
bouncing on Winston like a pogo stick.

“Oh fuck that’s good. That’s what I needed,
baby,” Nicole moaned.

“I got what you need, Nic,” Winston moaned,
smiling up at her. His hands were on her chest, thumbs flicking her
nipples.

“I do need it. I fucking need that big,
black dick, baby. I need it all night,” Nicole moaned.

“Don’t tease me, bitch,” Winston warned, but
he said it with a smile.

“I’m your bitch. You made me your
bitch, you fucking stud.”

“Then beg for it!”

“I’m your bitch, baby! Fuck me hard, baby. I
fucking need you!” Nicole cried.

Jess couldn’t believe the way they talked to
each other. It was next-level dirty talk. She could never do it,
but the lovers beside her reveled in it. Jess could feel the
genuine affection the couple shared. They could both protest as
much as they wanted, but Jess saw the emotion that passed between
them. It was not just about lust and sex. The energy they shared
was different than what Jess felt with Winston. She thought her
friends might have accidentally fallen in love.

“Get up there with her, Jessie,” Winston
ordered. “Help my baby come.”

“Oh fuck!” Nicole cried.

Following his orders had become second
nature for Jess. She straddled his legs, behind Nicole. Winston
moved his hands to Nicole’s waist, the better to bounce her on his
cock. Jess pressed her breasts into Nicole’s back, squeezing in
behind her, and reached around to tease her nipples. Nicole leaned
her head back onto Jess’s shoulder and moved one of those hands
down to where she joined with Winston. It was difficult to keep up,
but Jess rubbed Nicole’s slippery clit. Jess was bounced by
Winston’s motion too, and it almost felt like the three of them
were fucking together.

“Fuck! I’m coming!” Nicole screamed.

Nicole stiffened, and Jess held her tight,
arms wrapped around her best friend. It was an incredible feeling.
Jess swore she could feel the energy moving through Nicole as the
orgasm radiated through her body. Nicole positively vibrated, like
she’d grabbed a live wire. And just as quickly as she’d come alive,
Nicole went slack and slipped from Jess’s arms. Winston helped her
to the mattress. Nicole had a dreamy look on her face. Jess looked
down and saw Winston was as hard as ever.

“Don’t you ever stop?” she asked,
amazed.

“You’ve already made me come twice, Jessie.
I can go a long time now,” he chuckled.

“God, you need two women in your bed. You’d
kill a normal woman.” Jess laughed too.

“I’ll go that way, please,” Nicole sighed
from the side.

“You’ll get your chance,” Winston said.






~~~






Winston felt like Superman. Despite his
bravado, it had taken an incredible effort to keep from coming with
Nicole. As much as he liked being with Jessica, he felt magic with
his brunette lover. Nicole touched something deep inside him, and
as obsessed as he had been with Jess, it was just different. But
that did not mean he was done with Jessica. As long as he was hard
tonight, he was going to fuck the sweet blonde. He would send her
back to her husband staggering.

Jessica was pliant as usual when he spun her
around and pulled her ass in the air. Damn, that was a sweet ass!
He would miss it. He had to hike it high to get under her, and
Jessica’s face was planted in the mattress. Winston was too far
down the path, too fired up, to do anything but ravage the slender
blonde. He pulled Jessica back onto his cock and pounded her hard,
right from the start. Just a day ago he had to be gentle and ease
her into it, and now his balls were slapping the backs of her
thighs as he slammed into her.

“Oh god! Mmm…” Jessica cried, clawing at the
sheets. “Oh, honey! Oh, please!”

He didn’t know how long he drilled her, but
after she came once again, Jessica was begging him to stop.

“Baby…honey…it’s too much…baby, please…”

Winston pulled out, and Jessica flipped
right onto her back, reaching out for him. He was surprised. He
thought she wanted to stop, but no, she did not ask him to stop.
Would Jessica ever want him to stop? She grasped his slick cock and
guided it into her. Winston lifted her slender legs over his
shoulders and pushed deep into her cunt. The flexible blonde was
bent in half. He was impressed. She fluttered around him, and
Winston teased, fighting a sudden urge to come on the spot.

“Baby, you need to take it easy now,”
Jessica said, pulling him down into a kiss. “It’s been a little too
much. I’m getting sore.”

“Sorry, Jessie. I guess I got carried
away.”

She shook her head, tossing her silky hair
across the mattress. “No, honey. I loved every second of it. But
now I just want to make you come. Please, baby, one more time, I
want you to come for me. Mmm, that’s it, baby. Feels so good when
you take it nice and slow.”

She was right. It did feel awesome when he
took Jessica nice and slow. He enjoyed every nuance of her
body.

“Mmm, your dick feels so big like this. It’s
so deep, baby. Mmm, I love it. I love how your big black dick makes
me feel,” Jessica cooed. He sensed she was working him, but it
wasn’t mocking like Nicole. Jessica was too sweet for that.

Winston felt his balls clench. He could not
hold out—not being with Jessica like this. It was too intimate. Too
real. “Jessie…baby…”

“Yes, yes, do it, honey. Do it, Winston,”
she whimpered. Her whimpers were the sexiest thing ever, hotter
than when she screamed. “So close, honey, come on, baby, come with
me…”

“Jessie…” he moaned, helpless in her
arms.

Winston groaned softly and planted his cock
balls deep inside her. It felt like the lithe blonde’s entire body
was rippling around him as he came, filling her once again with his
hot, thick seed. She whimpered his name one more time and clenched
tightly, climaxing just after him. Her eyes were wide when she
stared up at him.

“Mmm, that was the best one, baby,” she
cooed.

“I like to go out on top, Jessie.”

The couple kissed.
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Jess spent the day in bed, only rising when
she was too famished to lounge in any longer. New Jess—she
now thought of herself as New Jess when she did something
wicked—went down to the kitchen nude and snacked on leftovers from
earlier in the week. She still didn’t have the energy to fix
herself anything. It had been a long night. After her quick bite,
she retreated to the bath, where she ran the water as hot as she
could stand it.

She was lucky it was a Saturday. Jess never
would have made it to work this morning. After falling asleep
cuddling between Winston and Nicole, she awoke in the early hours
to her friends coupling beside her. Jess didn’t think they were
trying to be subtle, but the couple was slowly grinding and
whispering to each other. To Jess, they were making love. She
kissed them both and let herself out, gathering her lingerie and
throwing on the shirt dress with nothing beneath it. It was better
this way, Jess thought. She had no idea what she would say to
Winston if they had been alone. She had never been in that
position. How do you tell someone, Thanks, that was the most
amazing sex of my life, but I need to go back to my husband, so
it’s over? Winston knew the score, but that didn’t mean the
conversation would be any less awkward—if there was a conversation.
Jess knew there was a good chance that if she’d awakened alone in
bed with Winston he would have grabbed, and she would probably
still be there. Jess didn’t think she would have survived that.

Jess was sore everywhere. She laughed at how
she thought she was sore after her first night with Winston. That
had just been an appetizer. The main course almost wrecked her. God
bless Nicole. Jess had no idea how her best friend could handle
that all the time. A night with Winston was extraordinary, but she
paid for it in the morning. Every muscle ached from being thrown
around, and her pussy was red and swollen. She hoped the hot
scented bath helped.

Nicole. Thinking of her friend brought a
flurry of conflicting feelings. What were they going to say to each
other? There was the possibility she could avoid Winston if she had
to after this—even though he lived across the street—but there was
no avoiding her best friend. Were they just best friends now? Were
they lovers? Nicole might have some kind of expectations going
forward, even though that was crazy. It was another conversation
she had no idea how to have.

The hot bath relaxed her, but it also caused
her brain to float back to the night before and all of the
spectacular sensations she experienced at the hands of her lovers.
She would never forget Winston’s touch, or how incredible his cock
felt inside her. Jess could recall those orgasms as if they’d just
happened. She could still feel Nicole’s lips on hers, and her
friend’s fingernails teasing her nipples. Jess should have been
sexed out, but the warmth of desire seeped through her body again,
leaving her to wonder if being aroused was her new permanent
state.

Forcing the thoughts from her mind and
closing her eyes made Jess drift off in the bathtub. She needed to
shut off her brain, because she needed to be ready for Kyle to come
home that evening. When she thought about facing her husband, Jess
was filled with dread and excitement.

Her eyes fluttered open and she looked at
the time on her phone. Kyle’s plane landed in less than an hour!
She jumped up, sending water everywhere, and almost slipped back
into the tub, injuring herself. Even though she had been in the
bath for over an hour, Jess took a hot shower to wash her hair and
scrub clean. She didn’t know if she would ever feel clean again
after her crazy night.

Luckily, Kyle’s flight was delayed, so she
had time to get ready and get to the airport. Getting ready for her
husband was not easy, as Jess couldn’t decide from going with
Old Jess or New Jess. It would be fun to vamp out and
see what kind of looks she got in the airport. Kyle would like
that, but after everything she’d done, Jess wanted to show him she
was still the same girl he married, so she went with Old
Jess, pulling her hair into a short ponytail, going with light,
natural makeup, and a simply white V-necked t-shirt and jean skirt.
She still had her sex appeal. The t-shirt was snug enough to
outline her breasts, and the skirt, which buttoned up the front,
was a few inches short of her knee. Jess caught a look at herself
one last time in the mirror before she left, and she was startled
by how normal she looked. She was definitely Old Jess. In
fact, with her simple outfit and fresh makeup she looked almost ten
years younger. Twentysomething Jess really was Old Jess. And
twentysomething Jess would have thought New Jess was an
amoral mess. She couldn’t help but smile at how naïve she’d been,
with her black and white view of the world.

Jess still garnered her share of attention
as she waited for Kyle at security. There was one middle-aged man
in particular who couldn’t stop looking her over. His eyes kept
travelling from her lace-up sandals to her boobs, but they always
stopped there and worked back down her body again. It was a shame
Kyle wasn’t here yet.

She just assumed her husband would still
enjoy that sort of thing, but she didn’t know what to expect after
last night. Jess texted him in the morning to let him know she was
home, leaving it to him to start any conversation he wanted to
have. Kyle only replied that he loved her and would see her soon.
With that in her mind, she tortured herself thinking about what was
in Kyle’s head. He could grab her and start pulling at her clothes,
or he could look at her in disgust and walk away. Kyle had the
fantasy of her being with another man, but that didn’t mean he’d
been able to handle the reality—even if it turned him on. New
Jess knew the world was not so black and white.

A fresh stream of passengers came through
the security gates, and she spotted Kyle in the crowd. He looked
tired. Jess immediately felt guilty. Had he been up all night,
deciding what to do about their marriage. She was tense as a steel
rail when he came over to her.

“Hey, honey, you look great,” Kyle said,
embracing her with his free arm. His carryon bag was over his other
shoulder. His hand rested on her butt for a heartbeat, but she
noticed. It wasn’t the sort of thing he would have done before. Was
he showing the world she was his? And before, she would have moved
that hand, but now she liked his show of possession.

“Really? I didn’t know what you expected,”
she said, pecking him on the lips.

“I just expected my wife. It feels like I
haven’t seen you in forever.”

They kissed then. Really kissed. A deep,
lingering kiss they never would have shared in public before. Jess
would have been too self-conscious, worried about people staring,
and Kyle would have acceded to her wishes, but now they kissed like
the long-separated lovers they were, as travelers flowed around
them. Kyle’s hand drifted back to her butt, and Jess pressed
against him, rubbing her body on him the way she’d learned to like
with Winston. They had been apart for so long, that now it felt
different to be in her husband’s arms. She’d become accustomed to
her huge lover.

“I guess you really missed me,” she said,
breathless.

“I was ready to run across the country to
get back to you, Jess.”

“God, I love you,” she replied, kissing him
again.

“But did you miss me?” he asked, their
foreheads pressed together.

“Of course I did. How can you ask me that?”
An icepick stabbed at her stomach.

“It didn’t look like you were missing me
last night.”

Jess started to recoil in shock, but then
Kyle smiled, and reeled her back. Their kiss was hotter this time,
laced with sexual heat, not just longing.

“That wasn’t nice,” she murmured between
kisses.

“You didn’t look like a nice girl last
night, honey.”

They both spoke low, lest a passerby
eavesdrop on their conversation.

“Don’t I look nice now?”

Jess stepped back, holding his hand, so he
could look at her. At first he looked in her light eyes, but then
he lingered on her body too, just like the stranger had. Was there
something different about her now, or was Kyle just picturing her
naked with Winston? Would he always see that now when he looked at
her?

“You look like my sweet, beautiful wife. But
now I know about the dirty girl within.” He must have seen the look
on her face, and added, “And I love both of you.”

“I love you too, honey.”

Kyle had a weird look, but he kissed her
again. “Let’s get out of here before I tear your clothes off.”

“You need to get me alone first. I’m not
that far gone yet,” she replied, smiling.

As they departed for baggage claim, Jess
caught the stranger looking at her again, and looking at Kyle with
envy. She didn’t point it out to her husband, not yet, but she
turned to the stranger and smiled.

They walked hand-in-hand through the
airport, and Kyle fetched his bag from the luggage carousel. Jess
could feel Kyle staring at her lustily, especially when he thought
she wasn’t aware. Her husband’s lust was having an effect on her,
and her soreness began to matter less and less. They had the
elevator in the parking garage to themselves, and Jess pressed
herself against Kyle and kissed him. He held the back of her head
tightly, and kissed her with an aggression and possessiveness she
wasn’t used to. Jess liked it.

Kyle threw his bags into the rear of the
Volvo and guided Jess to the passenger side of the car. She was
surprised, thinking he would want her to drive home after the long
flight. She reached for the passenger door handle and he stopped
her. It was sweet he wanted to open the door for her. He hadn’t
done that in ages. He did not open the door. Kyle spun her around
and pinned her against the side of the car. Their faces were inches
apart and he pulled at her skirt, opening the buttons that ran down
the front. Jess panted and stared at him helplessly. He pressed his
hand between her thighs and found her lacy white panties moist. He
grabbed her and she gasped.

“Mmm, not too rough, honey. I’m really
sore,” she groaned.

Kyle kept rubbing her, but lightened his
touch.

“Is that from his giant cock?” Kyle asked,
voice thick with lust and emotion.

“Yes,” she moaned.

Her husband’s gentle fingers were a reminder
that he knew exactly how to touch her in a way no other man ever
could. She immediately responded to Winston’s touch as well, but it
only seemed like he knew her so well. She was so hot for him
that he had an unnatural advantage.

“You begged for that cock,” he accused.

“I did. I’m sorry, honey. I was so bad—so
dirty.”

“Don’t apologize. We both know you loved it.
Didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

Kyle leaned even closer, his lips brushing
her ears. “Why are you so sore?”

“He was so big. He...” Jess hesitated. She
couldn’t be sure what he wanted to hear. She didn’t want to guess
wrong and hurt him, but he seemed to want her to tell him how good
Winston was. He pressed harder into her lips and she tensed. It
stung, but it also felt good. Kyle had to feel her soaking her
panties.

“He fucked me so hard. He fucked me all
night. I’m sore from his big, black cock, baby,” she whimpered.

“Fuck, Jess,” he groaned.

Jess was so confused. Kyle sounded angry,
but he wasn’t pulling away. If hearing these words hurt him, why
did he make her say it? She felt the front of his cargo shorts and
he was rock hard. He was as aroused as she was. Jess recalled him
saying his feelings were conflicted.

“I was a slut, but you wanted me to be. You
liked it,” she taunted, squeezing him.

“You liked seeing that big dick in my
mouth.”

“Yeah.”

“I thought I was going to choke on it,
baby,” she cooed, keeping one hand on his cock, and using the other
to pull his canvas belt loose. “He pushed it down my throat…”

“Fuck, you slut…”

“I was. I never stopped sucking him. It was
so hot knowing you would see it.”

“God, Jess.”

Kyle almost ripped her panties trying to
pull them off, and she kicked them down her legs. He yanked at her
skirt, leaving only a button or two at the waist to keep it
attached to her. Her nipples were so hard they burned through her
bra and t-shirt. Kyle pulled up her leg and forced himself between
her thighs. His prick moved against her, but he had trouble getting
the angle. Jess reached in and helped him, fitting him against her
puffy, slick sex. He shoved himself into her and her cry seemed so
loud in the echoey parking garage. It was painful, and
wonderful.

“Baby, gentle please,” she begged.

“I can’t fuck you like he did?” He sounded
angry.

“But honey…”

“A slut needs to be fucked,” he growled.

“Yes, I need it. I need you,
Kyle.”

That slowed him down, and rather than pound
against her he slowed down and they joined in more of a slow grind.
Jess looked around nervously, and thankfully didn’t see anyone.
There was a large SUV parked beside them, providing some shelter,
but she had to wonder if anyone was watching on the ever present
security cameras. It didn’t matter. Jess didn’t want to stop. She
wouldn’t stop. She didn’t care if security came storming up to
them. Jess wasn’t lying. She needed Kyle, and she would not
wait.

“Baby, you feel so good,” she moaned.

“As good as him? I can’t fill you like he
did.”

“I don’t care. He doesn’t fuck me like you
do, Kyle. I love you, baby.”

“I know, Jess, but the way you moaned. The
way you screamed for him…”

“It was hot being with someone so
different.”

“So big,” he grunted.

“Yes, baby, he was so big. You want to hear
how he fucked me with that big dick of his?”

“Uhn, yeah…”

“I thought it would hurt, but he made me so
wet it slid right in…”

Jess meant the words to inflame her husband,
but they got to her too. Her desire kicked up into another gear,
and her muscles began fluttering around Kyle as her orgasm
built.

“Jess…”

“I screamed because it felt so good. I
begged him not to stop because I had to, baby.”

“He made you a slut.”

“Yes,” she hissed between gritted teeth. Her
orgasm was right there, she could feel it, and then Kyle pulled
out. Jess whimpered with disappointment.

Kyle turned her around and pressed her back
against the side of their car. The Volvo served to highlight their
change. It was a sensible family car, and they were a smart,
sensible couple from the suburbs—at least until Winston came into
their lives. Now they were fucking in an airport parking garage
against the side of that sensible Volvo. Her husband called her a
slut, and Jess lapped it up. She stuck her butt out, and Kyle
slipped back inside her. One hand held her hip, but the other had a
grasp of her hair and forced her head against the car. His show of
dominance took her breath away as he took her in a staccato of
short, violent thrusts. Kyle stopped being gentle, but she didn’t
care anymore.

“Beg me like you begged him,” Kyle
grunted.

“Fuck me. Fuck me, baby!”

“Jess…”

“Please! I’m your slut. Fuck me like a
slut!” she cried.

They were on the far side from the elevator,
but they were getting loud, and anyone coming off that elevator
would hear them. Jess knew they would come and investigate. She
shoved back harder at her husband.

“Fuck me, baby! I need your big dick!
Please, baby, I’m so close.”

“Jess…”

“Anyone could see us, baby.” Jess had a
thought. “Anyone could see me.”

Kyle groaned and moved his hand from her
hip. He pushed her t-shirt up, exposing her breasts bouncing in a
barely-there white lace bra. He grabbed a tit and roughly pinched
her nipple. It was rough, but the stinging felt good—it felt right.
Jess wanted Kyle to take her like this after she’d been with
another man. He had to reclaim her.

“Fuck me! Fuck me! I’m your slut!”

“Fuck…Jess…”

Kyle stopped so suddenly that he nearly
slipped out of her when she pushed back at him. He pulsed inside
her, and Jess knew her husband was finished. Feeling him come
inside her, where Winston had come just hours before, gave her a
sudden, electric orgasm. Jess cried out sharply and sagged against
the car. Kyle grabbed her, hugging her back against him. She turned
and hugged him so tightly she could barely breathe.

“I love you, honey. I love you so much. I
love you,” she sobbed, unsure why she was on the verge of
tears.

“Shh, Jess, I love you too. I will always
love you. Come on, honey, it’s alright.”

“Baby, I love you.”

“Let’s get in the car, Jess, before someone
really does come along,” he said softly.

Kyle guided his wife into the car and bent
down to retrieve her panties from the concrete. She took them and
sheepishly thanked him as she pulled her shirt back into place. He
climbed into the driver’s seat and started the air, cranking the
air conditioning. It was humid in the parking structure, and they
were both drenched in sweat. Jess lay back in her seat and caught
her breath, reaching for Kyle’s hand. She clutched it tightly.

“I mean it. I love you, Kyle. I don’t want
this to—”

“Stop right there. I mean it, Jess. It
sounds like you’re beating yourself up, and that’s ridiculous.”

“Are we really okay?”

“Yeah. I mean, I do feel a little weird, but
it’s as much about me as anything about you. I have a lot of
questions about myself.”

Jess turned in her seat and realized her
skirt hung open, still exposing her. She tried pulling it closed.
“What do you mean?”

Kyle chuckled mirthlessly. “Well, it’s
fucking weird that I got off on seeing you fuck another man, isn’t
it? It goes against everything about being a man, doesn’t it?”

“Don’t do this to yourself, honey. I’m sure
you’re not the only one.”

“Oh, I’m not. I looked this up. There’s all
kinds of stuff on it on the internet. Some of these guys are called
cucks, but I’m not one of those guys. I don’t want you to call me
names or tell me how tiny my dick is.”

“Good. I wouldn’t do that,” she
declared.

“There’s this other group. They call their
wives hotwives.”

“You’ve always said I’m a hot wife.” She
smiled, and it drew one in return from Kyle.

“You are, but not like you’re hot, but
hotwife, all one word. These guys get off on their wives fucking
other men, but they don’t sleep with other women. It’s different
from swinging.”

“So they like to watch?”

“Some of them. And some of them don’t just
watch. They are into threesomes, just with two guys focused on the
woman. And some of them stay home while their wives go out and
date.”

“I don’t want to date other men.”

Kyle squeezed her hand. “I don’t want you
to. Reading about these guys made me feel a little better about
this, but I still have to wonder about it. Was this always in me
and I didn’t know it? I mean, I do like it when you’re all dressed
up and guys hit on you. Maybe it was always there.”

“Did you ever think about it before?”

“No, not that I recall. But once it came up,
it was all I thought about. And then seeing it—wow. I can’t ever
unsee it.”

“Is that bad, honey?”

He shook his head. “No. I didn’t mean it
like that. It was the most incredible thing I’ve ever seen. Seeing
those pictures you texted me when you were just dressing up to
tease him was hot, but when I saw the other pictures…and the video.
Damn, Jess, you have to be the sexiest woman on the planet. You are
the hottest hotwife.”

“So you really liked watching me?”

“Yeah, Jess. More than I should,
probably.”

“Did I do anything bad? It got intense. I
didn’t want to do anything to upset you, but I have to be honest—I
wasn’t always thinking clearly.”

Kyle chuckled again, this time he sounded
amused. “I could tell. I was really shocked you didn’t make him use
a condom, but we talked about that. I’m cool with it now. And I
have to admit, it stung a little when you called him honey. It
sounded emotional.”

“Sorry, Kyle. It did get emotional. Not like
I was falling for him, but there were emotions. I’m not a hooker. I
can’t shut that off and just have sex. I need to feel
something.”

“I know, babe. And I know that makes it
dangerous, but the risk is part of what makes it hot, I think.”

“Really?”

“I think so. Like I said, I’m still figuring
a lot of this out. But the one thing I am sure of is that I love
you.”

“I would never risk our family,” she
said.

“I know. If I really thought another man
could steal you I couldn’t do this.”

“I’m not a possession.” She gave him her
tight-lipped smile.

“You know what I mean.”

“By the way, I had no idea Nic would be
there. I was as surprised as I’m sure you were. I would have told
you if I knew that was going to happen.”

“It didn’t look like you minded.”

“It was…interesting.”

“I didn’t know you were into that.”

“I didn’t either, but I’ve been learning a
lot about myself lately. I think it’s time I start deciding who I
want to be, rather than let other people decide for me.”

“I think that’s a great idea, sweetheart.”
They kissed.

“Have you spoken to either one of them?”
Kyle asked.

“They were pretty busy when I left.”

“What are you going to say to them?”

“I don’t know if I have to say anything to
Winston. He understood what this was. I’ll hold him to his word to
let it go.”

“And you won’t be tempted when you see
him?”

Jess sighed. She didn’t have an answer for
that—or she didn’t want to give an answer. Of course she would be
tempted. How could she looked at Winston and not think about what
they’d shared? But other things were more important to her.

“It doesn’t matter. It’s over, and I am okay
with that.”

“And Nicole? That’s got to be weird
right?”

“We’ll work it out. We’re like sisters.”

“Sisters who kiss,” Kyle joked.

“Ew, stop. You know, she had an idea to make
sure you didn’t feel left out,” Jess teased.

“I like where this is going.”

“We’ll see. Maybe it’s not smart to open
that door again.”

“So we’re done? With all of this?” Kyle
asked.

“What do you mean?”

“I’m just saying—you liked it. I liked it.
If you’re ever tempted again, or maybe some guy starts hitting on
you and it gets out of hand…”

“Are you saying this is something you want
to do again?”

Jess was more than surprised. She’d never
even considered doing anything with anyone else. For her, it was
about her attraction to Winston, as much as anything else, and she
was adamant that she would not be his mistress. It didn’t occur to
her that Kyle might want to do something like it with someone else.
So if she met another man she felt attracted to, was Kyle giving
her a pass?

“I don’t know, Jess. I’m just not closing
the door. It was hot. I love the change in you. I don’t know if I
just want to pretend this never happened. Maybe it’s something we
should explore.”

“I’ll think about it, but no promises. I
don’t know if I want to be one of these hotwives. If I start going
off with other men, there’s always the risk we’ll lose our
connection.”

“Just think about it.”

“I will. But can we go home? We’re paying to
park by the minute. This is a very expensive conversation!”

“Expensive, but worth it,” Kyle said,
smiling.
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Jess was excited to throw a party now that
many of the renovations on their house had been completed. They
finally broke down and hired some people to come in and do the
work. After what happened, it didn’t seem like a good idea to have
Winston come over and do the work. Always the gentleman, he
understood and gracefully bowed out. Jess suspected he was too busy
with his budding romance with Nicole to take care of them
anyway.

Life changed after her experience with
Winston. The most immediate effect was on their love life. Jess and
Kyle couldn’t keep their hands off of each other. If they were left
alone for more than five minutes, she was flirting with her
husband—maybe bending over to give him a peek down her shirt—or he
was inappropriately touching her, sliding a hand up her skirt and
only just snatching it back before they were discovered. Their
riskiest—and most fun—encounter came when Kyle pulled her into her
father’s office, at her parents’ house, and Jess went down on him.
Kyle finished in her mouth just in time for them to be called to
dessert.

Jess avoided Winston for a while. She would
still wave when she left in the morning, but gone were the days
when she would go out of her way to cross the street just to tease
and flirt. Maddy missed their neighbor, but that was made easier
when Winston stopped appearing on his doorstep in the mornings.
With Nicole spending the night, he had reason to stay inside.

Avoiding Winston was a tricky decision. She
talked to Kyle about it, asking if it would make him more
comfortable. She didn’t need to do it for him, Kyle insisted, and
Jess couldn’t help suspecting her husband hoped contact would spur
another night of reckless passion. Kyle swore he agreed it was
better that they didn’t go there again, but Jess realized she’d
always be suspicious of his motives. But then, she wasn’t exactly
pure on that front. Jess trusted herself, but had nagging doubts
about her self-control. If she closed her eyes, she still vividly
remembered how Winston felt inside her, how his hands felt on her
body. She could still feel his kiss on her lips. When Jess touched
herself while alone, it was those nights with her lover she thought
about. It didn’t affect her love for Kyle, or her attraction to
him, but it was there.

Kyle gave her plenty of reason to suspect he
wanted a repeat performance. He always encouraged her to dress to
the nines when they went out, choosing sexier outfits for her than
Jess ever would have worn before. Jess went with it. She’d
discovered she enjoyed her newfound sexual power, and the attention
from other men thrilled her like never before. When Kyle left her
alone at the bar and a man hit on her, Jess couldn’t help thinking
about the possibilities, leaving her soaked and ready to drag her
husband out to the car for a quickie. She wondered if it was
inevitable she would be with another man again.

The house was crowded with friends and
co-workers for the holiday party, but one set of guests occupied
her thoughts. Nicole and Winston would be coming as a couple. It
would not only be the first time Jess spent any time near Winston,
but it was also the first time she would be around her friends as a
couple. Jess wondered if she would be jealous.

Jess had seen Nicole many times since that
night, and luckily things went right back to normal. Jess let it go
more easily than she thought possible, and of course it rolled
right off Nicole. Every once in a while, Nicole would make a
remark, or mock-flirt with her, and Jess would turn red, but it was
all just to tease Jess. It was exciting to see her friend fall in
love for the first time. At first, it bothered Jess to hear about
Winston. She couldn’t help being jealous. Nicole being Nicole, she
never stopped telling Jess how amazing Winston was—in and out of
bed—and now that she had a frame of reference, she couldn’t help
picturing it when Nicole bragged of their exploits. When Nicole
breathlessly told Jess about the night they brought another woman
home from a club, Jess couldn’t help feeling left out. That turned
into a night to remember for Kyle.

“You look pretty awesome tonight,” Jen told
her. Jess was in the kitchen with her sister, and they were
catching up.

“Yeah? Thanks. I just wanted to look
festive,” Jess replied.

Kyle had commented on her outfit too, and
Jess denied that she’d dressed in anticipation of Winston coming to
the party. She’d denied it with a suggestive smile. The truth was,
Jess did want to look good for Winston, even if nothing was going
to happen. Her vanity said she wanted him to remember what he was
missing. Her red-and-black patterned wrap dress hugged her figure
and showed off the cleavage created by a very special bra. Old Jess
would have worn a cami because the dress was low-cut, but now she
proudly showed off her perky boobs. And only she knew—so far—but
the black hose she wore with her knee high riding boots were not
tights, but thigh highs. A few of her co-workers from the office
had already given her a second look in that dress, and Jess tried
to hide how pleased she was.

“Is that all?” Jen asked, eyes
narrowing.

“What do you mean?”

“There’s just something different about you
over the last few months.”

“Different?”

“You’ve got this confident aura. I mean, you
were always confident, but this is different. I mean, look at you.
It’s like a sexy attitude. Even Mike’s noticed it.”

“I don’t know how I feel about Mike noticing
my sexy attitude,” Jess replied, with a laugh.

Jess had always felt something was off about
Mike, especially the way he behaved when Jen was around other men.
Now that she was more experienced, she questioned if Mike might be
like Kyle, but Jess could not imagine her sister doing what she had
done with Winston. Jen was even more of a goodie-two-shoes than
Jess.

“This isn’t about Mike,” Jen protested. She
leaned in close and whispered, “Are you having an affair?”

“What?” Jess responded, more loudly than she
intended. A couple heads turned their way. Jess smiled like nothing
had happened. Now she lowered her voice. “I am not having an
affair. Why would you think that?”

“From what I’ve read, when a woman goes
through a lot of changes, when she gets sexier, a lot of times it’s
because she’s having an affair.”

“Jen…”

“Listen, I’m not saying it’s your fault. I
know Kyle goes away a lot for work, leaving you alone down
here.” The way her sister said down here made it sound
like Jess lived in a war zone.

“You’re starting to sound like Mom.
Waitaminite. You haven’t talked to Mom about this, have you?”

“She’s noticed something’s different about
you, but I didn’t tell her my suspicions.”

“Well, I am not having an affair. I have not
slept with anyone behind Kyle’s back.”

Jess liked that she could answer her sister
without lying. Everything she said was true. Jess knew she had
changed, and she was dressing sexier in general, but she felt like
the changes were internal. If her sister, who she only saw
every-so-often noticed something, what were other people
saying?

Jen was called away by Mike. Jess finished
refilling the spiked punch and carried the bowl in the dining room.
As she looked toward the living room, she saw the front door
closing, and there—head and shoulders above most of the other
guests—was Winston. Presumably petite Nicole was in front of him.
Kyle moved through the crowd and intercepted them. Jess felt a
spike of panic, and took a deep breath to steady herself. She
pressed through the crowd to greet their new guests.

“Hey you guys,” Jess called out, over the
noise of the party. The rowhome was fairly packed with friends.

“Hey, hon. Merry Christmas!” Nicole
announced, in the midst of hugging Kyle.

“What’s up, man?” Kyle said, sharing a
handshake and that half-hug that guys do that ends with a slap on
the back.

“Not too much. Can’t complain,” Winston
said.

Jess was held spellbound for a moment,
staring at Winston. He wore a snug white sweater that highlighted
how massive he was, and snug jeans that reminded Jess of just what
she was missing.

“Hello. You there?” Nicole said, stepping in
front of Jess.

“Yeah, sorry. There’s just a lot going on
here,” Jess replied, pulling her friend into a hug. She held Nicole
out at arm’s length and examined her ugly sweater.

It had a giant multi-colored Santa on the
front, but Nicole being Nicole, it was very tight and had a deep
V-neck. The ugly sweater was matched with a tight leather skirt and
red spiked pumps. Even with the heels, she seemed tiny beside
Winston.

Nicole came close and whispered to her
friend “It’s okay, hon. He’s hot. I know it. You know you can
borrow him anytime you want.”

“Stop it,” Jess said, feeling her cheeks
heating.

Jess turned to Winston, and there was an
awkward moment while she tried to figure out how she should greet
him. It was only on her side, though, because Winston grabbed Jess
and pulled her into a tight hug. She closed her eyes and held her
breath as she instinctively sank into his muscular frame. Just
being in his arms made her heart quicken, and she was right back
there in his living room, standing naked before him. She was
disappointed when he let her go.

“How are you doing, Jessie?” he asked.

“Great. I’ve been great. I’ve missed you,”
she said, those last words slipping out before she could stop
them.

“I’m only right across the street, baby.
Stop over and see me sometime.” There was that handsome smile.

Before she could answer, Kyle slapped a hand
on Winston’s back, and said, “Let me get you a drink, buddy.”

Jess’s eyes narrowed. Kyle looked a little
too happy to see Winston.
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Winston’s feelings upon seeing Jessica were
unexpected. He honestly didn’t expect to have much of a reaction at
all. He’d glimpsed her here and there over the months and while
he’d check her out, it didn’t go beyond that. He was with Nicole
now, and in love, maybe for the first time in his life. Sure,
Jessica was still hot, but he didn’t feel the need to drag her back
into his bed. He was sure the obsession was out of his system. But
seeing her again up close, and feeling her body against his, he had
a surprisingly visceral reaction.

Nicole had been very understanding about his
feelings for Jessica, even after they were officially a couple. One
of the things he loved about the little brunette was her lack of
possessiveness. Just because they were a couple, it didn’t mean
either of them suddenly had a personality transplant. Nicole said
he was free to bed Jessica anytime he liked—although she would
prefer to be there to join the fun. He knew she was serious. They
were out at a club one night and Nicole convinced a very pretty
blonde to come home with them. The three of them had a fantastic
time, but it was not like when they were with Jessica. There was a
special energy to their threesome with Nicole’s best friend.

Kyle led him back to the kitchen and pressed
a craft beer in Winston’s hand. Winston was not a beer snob, and
could not have cared less about the beer Kyle insisted he had to
try. They moved over to a corner of the kitchen where they
could talk with a modicum of privacy.

“How’s it going with Nic, dude? I never
thought I would see her settle down. You must really have a magic
dick,” Kyle said.

Winston thought of all of the replies he
could make to that, but decided he was not opening that door. He
didn’t need to discuss what happened unless Kyle really wanted to.
The only contact the men had had was a brief conversation a few
weeks afterward. Kyle told him everything was fine, and even
thanked him for being so cool.

“She’s a great girl. I think I’m the lucky
one,” Winston said.

“Yeah, she is. I guess it took a real man to
tame her.”

Winston smiled. “Trust me, man. Nic is not
tamed.”

“You are lucky, dude.”

“You’re a lucky man, too. Jessie is
incredible.”

“Oh yeah. I know how lucky I am. It’s been
an interesting ride.”

“So everything’s okay? There was no fallout?
I really didn’t want to mess anything up,” Winston insisted.

“You didn’t mess anything up. If anything, I
should still be thanking you. Jess has been amazing since…you know,
since that night.”

“Since I fucked her,” Winston said in a low
voice. He just couldn’t help himself.

“Yeah,” Kyle said, eagerly adding, “since
you fucked her. I mean, she’s still Jess, but it’s like this other
side of her has emerged. She’s got this new attitude. I love
it.”

“Nice.”

“And dude, we’re fucking all the time now. I
had nothing to complain about before, but she is, like, always down
to fuck. You know what I’m saying?”

“I hear you. Jessie’s a hot one. You’ve just
got to cultivate a woman like that, and make sure you work to keep
her interested.”

“I’m doing what I can. We re-watch those
videos together a lot. The night was…”

“I feel you,” Winston replied. He wasn’t
shocked. He knew how guys like Kyle were. Kyle was probably
picturing Winston fucking Jess a lot of the time he was in bed with
her. “Have you guys ever thought about doing anything again?”

“Well, you’re with Nic now,” Kyle said
quickly.

“I didn’t mean me, man. Although if you need
my services…”

“Yeah, we’ve talked a little here and there,
but it’s mostly fantasy. I think Jess is afraid it would really
change her if we went all the way down that road.”

“And you?”

“I’m not worried. I love the changes in her,
and I hope they’re permanent. I wouldn’t even mind if she got a
little wilder—like Nic.”

Winston chuckled. “I don’t know if Jessie
could ever be like Nic, but you never know. Nic really is down with
anything.”

“Yeah?” Kyle asked. His eyes glazing over as
he considered the possibilities.

“Yeah, man. If Jessie ever comes over again,
I’ll send Nic over to your place and you can find out.”

“She would? With me?” Kyle seemed
stunned.

“She’s got a new appreciation for you since
everything with Jessie. Get her under the mistletoe tonight and
you’ll find out.”

“You’re pulling my leg.”

Winston shrugged. “We should probably find
those women before they get themselves in trouble.”

As he moved through the crowd, Winston
observed he wasn’t the only African American at the party, but he
still felt that he didn’t quite fit in. It didn’t bother him. He
was cool with everyone, but he sensed a few side-eyes here and
there. It was like when Nicole brought him around some of her
friends. Not that they were offended by the interracial
couple—mostly—but the guys always seemed intimidated by his mere
presence, and everyone worked hard to be politically correct.
Nicole enjoyed their discomfort as much as he did.

Winston turned, and Jessica walked right
into him. He held onto her arms, keeping her close. She froze, but
then stepped back.

“Sorry about that. I need to get another can
of Sterno from the basement. I don’t want the meatballs to get
cold,” she said.

“Let me help you,” he offered.

“You don’t have to do that.”

“I don’t have to do anything.”

“Really, I got it,” she insisted.

Winston followed her anyway. He held the
door to the basement, noting the mistletoe hanging above it.
Jessica saw it too when she looked up, and turned red. He followed
her down the tight stairs.

“You really didn’t have to come down,” she
said.

“As I recall, last time you came down here
during a party I had to save you from a pushy drunk.”

“Oh, yeah. I’m glad he’s not here
tonight.”

“And then there was the last time we were
down here.”

Jessica turned and looked at him. Her eyes
were in shadows from the dim lighting, but he didn’t need to see
them to know what she was thinking. Winston really didn’t intend to
push anything. He just couldn’t help himself around her. It didn’t
help that Nicole told him to go for it. God, he loved that woman,
but her wild streak was going to get them in trouble someday.

“I remember,” she softly answered.

“I was kind of hoping I’d get to talk to you
again after that. It happened, and then you were gone.”

“What were we going to say? We knew what it
was. I couldn’t come back. And even if I wanted to, I’m married and
you’re with Nicole.”

“She says—”

“I know what she says,” Jessica said,
laughing lightly.

“I’d like to think we had other things to
talk about.”

“We did, but…”

“It would be weird for you? Is this
weird?”

“Yes…no. I like you, Winston. Maybe that’s
the problem.”

“You’re afraid of temptation.”

Jessica smiled. “I’m learning to handle
temptation, and enjoy it. It’s not the temptation I’m afraid
of.”

“It’s the giving in,” he finished for
her.

“Could be. The funny thing is, I don’t think
Kyle would mind. I think he’d like it.”

“And Nic doesn’t mind,” Winston said.

“But that’s not the point. It would be so
easy to just give in.”

“But?”

“It would be too easy. Once I gave in, kept
giving in, where does it stop?”

“You’re afraid you’d be over every night.”
Winston touched her arm and she shivered.

“Maybe. It’s not just about doing whatever I
feel. I love my husband, my daughter. If it was an occasional
thing, maybe. But you’re just right across the street.”

“So test it,” he suggested.

“What do you mean?”

“We did just pass under the mistletoe.”

“Very funny.”

“I’m not kidding, Jessie.”

Hands gripping both arms, he pulled her into
a kiss, nearly lifting her off the ground. Jessica murmured
something against his lips and fought his strength, but in seconds
her mouth was open, and her tongue sought his. His arms enclosed
her body pressing it against his. He stroked her silky blonde hair.
It was like they’d never been apart. His cock throbbed against her,
and Jessica rubbed into it.

Winston lifted Jessica like a doll and sat
her on the washing machine. It was like a repeat of their first
kiss, on the other side of the basement, except they were both
frustratingly wearing more clothing. That could easily be remedied.
Winston tugged at the knot holding her wrap dress closed. It fell
open, and his hand grazed over her breasts. He could barely feel
her nipples through the padded black bra, but he didn’t care. He
knew she was excited. Jessica was panting when he tiled her head
and kissed her neck.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” she panted,
digging her nails into his arms.

Jessica didn’t tell him to stop, and he
didn’t. He doubled down, pushing the dress from her shoulders and
her bra straps with it. He pulled the bra down, and his thumbs
strummed her puffy, excited nipples. She bit her lower lip, but
still cried out, her body tensing.

“Winston…” she whimpered.

He pressed a hand between her legs and found
her panties damp. She squeezed her thighs closed, but all that did
was push his hand harder against her mound. The edge of his hand
pressed into her pussy and she moaned loudly. It was a good thing
the party upstairs was so raucous.

“Winston…please…we can’t…”

“We can’t what, Jessie?” he purred into her
ear.

“We can’t…we can’t…fuck…”

“But you want to.”

“We can’t.”

“But you want to,” he insisted.

“We can’t, Winston, please…”

Winston heard her resolve failing, and she
was rubbing her pussy against his hand, instead of the other way
around. She was completely soaked. His cock ached. He had forgotten
just how intoxicating it was to be with Jessica, and he desperately
wanted to fuck her. But he wasn’t going to make her. He hadn’t come
to the party with that intention. He was just hoping to talk to
her, but here they were. Even if he wasn’t going to fuck her, he
could still make her come.

“Okay, baby, okay. But I’m gonna make you
come,” he hissed.

“Winston…oh god…mmm…”

Jessica relaxed her thighs, and he freely
gripped her pussy, pushing a finger between her lips. He didn’t
move her panties. They wouldn’t stop him from making her come. He
pressed more firmly, and she rocked herself against his fingers. He
knew he had her clit. It just took a few moments of that motion,
and Jessica was hanging on him, crying into their kiss as an orgasm
rocked her body. He clung to her tightly, knowing this was likely
the last time he would feel this.

“Oh god,” she gasped, slowly pulling herself
together.

Winston loved the way she looked after she
came. Her pale skin was flushed from her hairline all the way down
her chest, and her pupils were wide. The red lipstick she’d been
wearing was smeared, and her hair was messed, but she easily raked
it back into place. She fixed her bra and pulled her dress back
into place.

“That wasn’t nice,” she said, smiling.

“There was mistletoe.” He shrugged.

“Very funny. I don’t remember stripping and
groping being part of that tradition.”

He brushed her cheek with his fingers. “I
can’t help it when I get around you, Jessie. There’s just something
about you.”

“You love corrupting me.”

“It’s something like that,” he admitted.

“Then you’ll be happy to know that I am
thoroughly corrupted. I haven’t been quite the same since that
night.”

Winston helped her down from the washer, and
she finished fixing her dress. “Yeah?”

“I just notice things more now, other men. I
get these dirty thoughts all the time.”

“Sounds great. Maybe you guys should explore
that.”

“I told you, I think it’s dangerous.”

“Not with me, Jessie. There are plenty of
bulls out there. I’m sure you could find one and make it all about
sex.”

“Bulls?”

“They’re the guys who like to do married
women. You need to research this stuff some.”

“I’ll talk to Kyle about it.”

Jessica stared at his crotch, and put her
hand on it. His cock jumped, and it was visible through his pants.
“Sorry, baby. I didn’t mean to leave you like that.”

He grinned. “You could take care of it.”

“I think that’s Nic’s job now,” she
said.

“You’re afraid to, aren’t you?” Winston
asked, reading her eyes.

She looked away. “I shouldn’t admit this,
but things already got out of hand. You’re right. I’m afraid if
your pants come off I’m not going to want to stop.”

“I’ll let you off this time.”

Jessica sighed. He could see it in her face.
She was dying to fuck him. He admired her self-control. If it was
up to him, he’d be balls deep inside her.

“Go upstairs. I’m going to wait a couple
minutes, and then go up.”

Winston pulled her into one last, lingering
kiss. Jessica looked like she was going to stumble when he let her
go. He chuckled and headed upstairs. His work was done here. He’d
done everything he’d set out to do with his pretty blonde
neighbor.
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Jess was reeling from what just happened.
She stared into space in the dim basement, waiting for the tingling
to recede from her body. At least one thing had been confirmed. It
was dangerous to be alone with Winston. She may have stopped short
of fucking him, but her willpower was weak around her handsome
neighbor. They could never be friends, if they ever were that. Jess
realized now that the strong sexual undercurrent had always been a
part of their relationship.

The party was still in full swing when she
returned. She placed the Sterno and lit it, then looked around for
Kyle. She had to tell him what happened with Winston. There were no
secrets between them. Jess saw Winston talking to her
brother-in-law Mike, and her sister watching nervously. Something
was going on with Mike and Jen, she just didn’t know what.
Satisfied Kyle was not downstairs, Jess went looking for him
upstairs.

Jess reached the top of the stairs, turned,
and froze. Kyle and Nicole were standing just outside the bedroom,
kissing passionately. Nicole’s arms were around Kyle, and he held
her tight butt. The party noise must have masked Jess’s approach on
the creaky old steps, because they kept right on going, unaware
they had an audience. Reading their body language, she saw Nicole
was way into it. This was not just a kiss.

Her first thought was, Are they having an
affair? Kyle encouraging her to be with Winston could have been
a smoke screen to get approval for his own desire to step out. Jess
dismissed that. Even if Kyle did want to cheat, Nicole would never
betray her, despite what she was witnessing. Also, it would have
been much easier for Kyle to cheat on the road than risk an affair
with her best friend. Once the paranoid thoughts cleared from her
head, Jess found herself fascinated watching her husband and best
friend.

Part of why Jess couldn’t understand Kyle’s
voyeuristic desires was because she could never see herself giving
the same permission, let alone getting off on it. Jess thought
herself much too jealous to see Kyle with another woman. The idea
was so crazy that she never allowed the possibility she might like
it. But her experience with Winston had changed her. Opened her
eyes. Instead of rushing in to stop them, Jess hung back and
watched. She also remembered the mistletoe over the couple. They’d
hung mistletoe over all their doors as a joke. It looked like
Nicole took it seriously.

Jess was still ravenously horny from her
encounter with Winston, and she tried to blame her feelings on
that, but she had to admit, watching Kyle and Nicole was hot. She
already had a new appreciation for how sexy her raven-haired friend
was, and seeing Kyle all over her made her see her husband in a new
light. She saw him for the desirable man he was—not just as Kyle.
Jess barely resisted the urge to touch herself as she crept closer
to the couple. She was beside them when Kyle finally noticed her.
He pulled away from Nicole and turned bright red.

“Uh, hey, Jess. I…uhm…this isn’t what you
think…” he stammered.

“Kyle,” Jess said.

Nicole laughed. “Slow down, cowboy. It
doesn’t look like she’s mad. You’re not mad, are you, hon?”

“I’m surprised,” Jess answered, unsure what
to say.

“We just saw the mistletoe, and well, what
else were we supposed to do?” Nicole asked.

“It might have gotten a little out of hand,”
Kyle suggested.

“I told you, it looks like Jess is good with
it. Let’s see.”

Nicole kissed Kyle again. Being so close to
them while they kissed, Jess was sure she was reacting to them, and
not some residual feelings stirred by Winston. She felt a pang of
jealousy, because she did want her husband to herself, but she was
also jealous to be left out. She knew how well both her best friend
and her husband kissed. Nicole didn’t leave her out for long. She
pulled back from Kyle. He looked stunned when he turned to
Jess.

“See, she’s not stopping. You’re actually
under the mistletoe, too,” Nicole said.

Nicole kissed her, and Jess gasped as
adrenaline spiked through her. Jess clung to both Kyle and Nicole
and fully gave herself to the kiss, accepting Nicole’s playful
tongue. Nicole groped her, and Jess regretted wearing the padded
bra. When she touched Nicole, there was no such padding. She felt
the brunette’s nipples rising even though her sweater.

Jess didn’t let Nicole get away when she
turned to kiss Kyle again. She swept Nicole’s hair, which had grown
out longer, and kissed her neck. Nicole hissed Jess’s name between
kisses. Jess reached to touch her husband’s crotch, and found
Nicole’s hand already there. Nicole broke her kiss, and pushed Kyle
and Jess together. It felt like the sexiest kiss she’d ever shared
with her husband.

Everything became a jumble. Instead of
making a scene in the doorway—where they could be discovered at any
moment—the threesome pushed into the bedroom, and the door was
closed. They stumbled toward the bed, kissing and groping each
other, and Jess was glad the guests’ coats had been thrown on
Maddy’s bed.

At the foot of the bed, Nicole slipped to
her knees and pulled open Kyle’s corduroy pants. He stared at his
wife wide-eyed. Jess understood. She could hardly believe this was
happening either. She looked down and saw Nicole engulf his cock in
her mouth. Her friend didn’t tease, she just went right to work,
swallowing half of Kyle’s meaty shaft in one gulp. Nicole looked up
at Kyle, but then her eyes shifted to Jess, who swore her friend
was smiling around her mouthful.

“Oh fuck,” Kyle gasped, one hand on Nicole’s
head, the other on Jess’s hip.

“Does that feel good, baby?” Jess cooed,
kissing his neck and stroking his hair.

“Fuck, Jess…”

“It’s okay, baby, I want you to,” she
said.

The married couple kissed, and Kyle held the
back of Jess’s head hard. It felt like he was trying to drill his
tongue right through her. She liked him aggressive. He tore his
mouth away, and cried out.

“Fuck me,” Kyle groaned.

Jess looked down to see Nicole was sucking
Kyle’s balls, and she was really into it. She stroked his shaft,
pressing to her face as she sucked both his balls into her mouth.
Kyle trembled like he was going to fall over, and then she put his
cock back in her mouth. Jess pushed Nicole’s hair back from her
face and held the back of her head, pushing it deeper onto Kyle’s
prick.

“Fuck her mouth, baby,” Jess hissed. Fire
ran through her veins. This was how dirty Winston made her feel,
and she loved it. “She deserves it, doesn’t she, baby? She fucked
your wife.”

“Fuck, Jess. Yeah, god…” Kyle groaned.

Kyle worked his hips, forcing his cock deep
into Nicole’s mouth, and she nearly swallowed it all before she
started to choke. Kyle kept fucking her pretty mouth, and Jess did
not let go. It was Kyle who finally stopped and sat back on the
bed, visibly shaking. Nicole wiped her wet lips on the back of her
hand and got up. She pulled off her sweater and tossed it on the
floor, revealing a see-through, black lace bralette, which barely
hid her tiny, perky tits. She gave Kyle’s prick a hard tug and
turned her attention to Jess.

“You two are fucking nasty, aren’t you? I
like it,” Nicole said, smiling.

“I learned from the best,” Jess shot
back.

“There’s still more to learn,” Nicole said,
swatting the blonde’s ass.

The women were kissing again, but this time
Nicole worked on undressing Jess. She untied the wrap dress and
pulled it open. Jess wondered if Nicole was surprised her panties
were drenched. Winston had left a mess in his wake. Kyle moved
behind Nicole and grabbed her tits from behind, teasing them with
both hands. Nicole moaned. He hiked up her leather skirt until it
was around her waist, and he gave her ass a smack.

“Mmm, you can do better than that, Kyle,”
Nicole taunted.

Kyle slapped her ass so hard that she
jumped.

Nicole turned them and pushed Jess backward
on the bed. Jess fell backward, and her dress fell open. Nicole
pushed her legs apart and bent over, her butt high in the air, her
face near Jess’s lap.

“Do you think I’m a bad girl?” Nicole
asked.

“Yeah, you’ve always been bad,” Kyle
answered, admiring her ass from behind.

“Turns out Jess is pretty bad too,” Nicole
replied. “You like bad girls.”

“Yeah,” he groaned.

“Did you punish Jess for fucking Winston?”
Nicole stroked Jess’s thighs, then peeled her panties away from her
mound.

“He did,” Jess moaned.

“How did you punish this slut?” Nicole
asked.

“I fucked her as soon as I saw her.”

“Right at the airport,” Jess added. Nicole’s
fingers stroking her lips drove her crazy.

“Mmm, nasty,” Nicole said. “How should you
punish me?”

Kyle responded with a hard slap to her ass.
Jess was shocked by how hard Kyle struck Nicole. She could never
handle that. Nicole gasped and her face turned red.

“Punish her, baby. Do it,” Jess urged.

Kyle spanked Nicole again.

“Harder. Be a fucking man,” Nicole
taunted.

Jess saw fire in Kyle’s eyes. It was almost
scary. He reached for his pants, still around his ankles, and
pulled out his belt. He doubled it over and swatted Nicole’s
waiting ass.

“Fuck yes!” Nicole cried.

Swat!

“Fuck, Kyle!” Nicole cried.

“God, baby, you’re so hot,” Jess moaned.

Swat!

“Fuck me, Kyle,” Nicole begged.

He looked to Jess.

“Fuck her, baby. You deserve it. I want you
to,” Jess said.

Kyle didn’t hesitate. He dropped his belt,
pulled up his shirttails, and slammed his cock into Nicole. She was
shoved forward, her face in Jess’s lap.

“That’s it, Kyle. Feels good,” Nicole
cried.

Jess was insanely jealous, but only because
she wanted to be fucked too. She wished Winston would come in and
fuck her alongside Nicole and Kyle. She was right back to the high
she felt during those nights with her lover, and just like then she
was ready to do anything. Watching her husband’s power as he took
Nicole was intoxicating. Nicole did not ignore her. The brunette
pulled Jess’s ruined panties to the side and started licking
her.

“Mmm…god…yes…” Jess cried.

The married couple stared into each other’s
eyes. Even with Nicole between them, it was like they were
together. Jess could feel his thrusts through Nicole while Nicole
sucked on her clit. Jess’s passion for her husband was wild. She
was ready to claw Nicole out of the way and mount him herself. And
Kyle was wild. He looked out of his mind. Jess didn’t think it was
possible, but this was even hotter than when Winston took her. It
was an indescribable high. Jess came so quickly, so powerfully,
that she couldn’t control her cries. Her head thrashed from side to
side, and she prayed the music downstairs was loud enough.

Kyle was energized by seeing his wife
climax. He spanked Nicole hard and jackhammered his cock into the
petite woman.

“Fuck me…fuck me…fuck me…yes!” Nicole cried,
resting her head on Jess’s thigh.

“Fuck,” Kyle shouted, drawing out the
word.

It seemed Nicole and Kyle came together. He
held his cock deep inside her and filled her, while Nicole shook
and fell on top of Jess. Jess held onto her friend and watched her
husband. Kyle was glowing.

Nicole pulled away from the two of them and
staggered while pulling her skirt back down. She leaned against a
dresser and sucked in air. “God, you two are fucking crazy. I wish
I knew about this a long time ago. I would have been over every
weekend!”

Jess laughed. “Me, too. I’m still getting
used to all this.”

“This is awesome!” Kyle exclaimed. They all
laughed.

“I had better go find Winston, before he
finds me half-naked with you guys,” Nicole said, retrieving her
sweater from the floor.

“He’s not going to be mad, is he?” Kyle
asked.

Nicole laughed this time. “Oh, please? What
do you think? But next time he’ll want to be here. Have fun, guys.
I’ll try to keep the guests distracted.”

“Bye, Nic,” Jess said, and it felt lame.

Nicole closed the door behind her, and Jess
sat up on the bed, beckoning her husband closer. She grabbed his
spent cock and began sucking him. Tasting her friend’s sweetness on
him made her shudder.

“I can taste Nic all over you. Mmm,” she
cooed.

“Fuck, Jess…”

“Did you mean it? Am I a bad girl?”

“So fucking bad, Jess. I need to punish you
too.”

“I was bad again, baby. Winston got me alone
downstairs.”

Kyle looked surprised, excited. “Did you
behave?”

She shook her head, licking his cock. “I
couldn’t. He touched me, and I couldn’t resist him. He undressed me
with all of you right upstairs.”

“Jess…”

“I’m such a slut, baby.”

“Did you fuck him?”

Kyle didn’t wait for an answer, but pushed
deep into her mouth, fucking it as he’d just done to Nicole. But
this time it was his hands holding her hostage. He pushed to the
back of her throat, and Jess panicked, pushing back against his
hips. He did not relent. Tears welled in her eyes, but Jess kept
sucking. She realized she wanted him to punish her. She loved his
power. She coughed when Kyle finally pulled out of her mouth, but
there was no time to catch her breath. He pushed her down, and she
was on her back again. He nearly ripped her panties pulling them
aside. He was the third person to play with her tonight, and none
of them had even bothered to undress her. Jess had never felt so
slutty. He shoved inside her.

“Ohhh…baby…” she moaned.

“My little fucking slut,” he growled.

“Yes…I’m your slut, baby…”

“Can’t leave you alone…”

“No…I couldn’t resist at all…he made me
come…”

“Fuck, Jess…”

“I came so fast for him…felt so good…”

“Fuck, Jess…”

“Wanted him to fuck me…”

“Uhn…”

“He didn’t…saved myself for you…”

“Fuck…”

“You want to see me fucked again…”

“Yesss…”

“Want me to be your slut…”

“Yesss…”

“Love me on my back…with a big cock inside
me…”

“Fuck…”

“Tell me…” she demanded. Kyle hammered her,
and it felt like the bed was going to shake apart.

“I…I…I want you to fuck…to get fucked…”

“Yes!” she cried. “Me too! You fucking
Nic…god, baby…”

Her pussy locked around him when she came,
and Kyle finished inside her. Jess wrapped her arms and legs around
him, holding him to her. She never wanted to let go—never wanted to
be apart from him. Their brief encounter with Nicole opened
something new inside Jess, and she hoped Kyle felt it too. Jess had
a new clarity.

Kyle finally pulled away and sat on the end
of the bed. Jess sat up beside him. They looked at each other,
uncertain for a moment, and then couldn’t wipe the grins off their
faces.

“We’re never leaving this behind, are we?”
she asked.

“It doesn’t look like it. I mean, how did
this happen tonight?”

Jess laughed. “I don’t know, honey. It just
did. We have a house full of guests downstairs. We really are
perverts!”

“Were you really with Winston?”

She looked down. “I was. One minute we were
talking, and the next…”

“It’s okay, Jess. You know I don’t
mind.”

“I think it’s a little more than that,” she
replied, nudging him. “But I shouldn’t do anything without letting
you know first. That’s not fair.”

“So… Do you still think the door on this
stuff should be closed?”

“I don’t know if it can be. Obviously, we
both want this, but I’m still afraid it’s going to change us. I
mean, it already has. I know it has, but I don’t want it to take
over.”

“I know.”

“And I do think the door has to be closed on
Winston, which probably also means Nicole.”

“After this? Why?” He sounded surprised,
ready to argue.

“Truth? I don’t trust myself around him. I
just don’t. Not that I’m afraid I’d leave you, it’s not like that,
but I just become, I don’t know—crazed. Like, I just want him. And
I don’t think that’s healthy.”

“And you don’t think you’d be like that with
someone else?”

“I guess I can’t know, but I don’t think so.
I see other men I’m attracted to—”

“Yeah?” Kyle brightened.

“Stop it. Yes, just like you’re attracted to
other women, like Nicole, I am attracted to other men sometimes.
But it doesn’t feel the same as with Winston. I have another idea
anyway.”

“Please share.”

“I wasn’t expecting it, but seeing you and
Nicole—watching you two—it was really hot. I’d like to explore
that, too.”

“So you want me to fuck other women? I
really did not start all this as some kind of trick,” he said.

“I know, I know.”

“I don’t need to, Jess. Don’t think you need
to make anything up to me.”

“Will you stop? I know all that. I just
think it’s hot to see you doing that. I guess I have the same kink
you do.”

“We really are perfect for each other.”

“I never had a doubt, honey.”

“So what’s your plan, Jess?”

“I think we should explore playing
together—maybe with other couples.”

“Like swingers?”

Jess laughed. “Don’t use that word. I’m not
ready for that. But yes, I guess like that.”

“I think I could be down with that. I just
hope I’m not so distracted by what you’re doing that I can’t pay my
date the proper attention,” Kyle said.

“Oh, I think you’ll figure it out.”

They kissed.

“I love you so much,” Jess said. “I feel
like you’ve given us a gift—a crazy new way to have fun. I never
would have gone here. It never would have entered my mind as a
possibility.”

“I’m not entirely sure where it came from. I
had no idea I had this in me. Maybe we need to thank Winston. If he
hadn’t come into our lives, we might have never stumbled onto
this.”

“Maybe, but he doesn’t need his head to get
any bigger. Besides, maybe we would have gotten here anyway. You
never know.”

“Nope, never know. I have the hottest,
craziest wife, and I love it. You’re an amazing woman, Jess.”

She pulled her dress closed—again. “This
crazy wife needs to get back downstairs. God, do you think they
heard us?”

“I’m starting not to care. I made my wife
scream, maybe even another woman? I think I can live with that
shame.”

“You really are insane. Let’s go.”
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