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1. Saturday in Big Rock
The little neighborhood of Big Rock wasn't very large, but for the people living in the gated community, it was like living in paradise. Founded in 1934, it originally consisted of only Five Oaks Road but later expanded to encompass River Falls Drive.

The management of Big Rock took great pride in maintaining the upper-middle-class neighborhood. Twenty-five houses, each with sizable yards, was a lot of work, but they spared no expense. Some members of Big Rock occasionally griped about the hefty HoA fees but they all paid on time; they enjoyed seeing the well-maintained yards and beautiful trees.

Some people waited for years for a property to be available. It didn't happen often and when it did, it was the result of a tragic passing. Other times it was someone with enough money to convince a resident to sell.

One such occasion occurred in 1977, when Nelson Cartwright purchased 1002 Five Oaks Road, the second lot on the western end, from a retired surgeon who wanted to spend his remaining years in Florida — which he could, even after the realtor fees and taxes. 

Nelson Cartwright was forty-five years old but already a successful senior partner at a hedge fund. Married to the beautiful Joyce Cartwright, with a twenty-year-old daughter, Rachel. He had everything that he ever wanted, yet on that Saturday afternoon, he was unhappy.

Nelson stood in the lounge, already wearing golf attire for his regular eighteen holes with Frank — his best friend — looking out through the diamond-latticed window at Five Oaks Road. In one hand, he held a tumbler of scotch, his second of the day, and in the other a cigar. That was how he liked spending his days off. That was his way of unwinding after a stressful week at the office.

Joyce laid on the leather couch in her fuzzy aquamarine bathrobe, reading a random book she picked off of the bookshelf. There were a lot of books but Nelson hadn't read any. He just liked the look of them — everyone in his position had a lot of books in their office. It was a sign of intelligence. Every day, Joyce picked a new one. She read for an hour with coffee and crumpets. Sometimes she liked the book and devoured it hungrily, other times she set it aside the moment she finished eating.

Her day didn't start until much later. She would spend a few hours exercising in the home gym before moving on to her bathroom. Creams, tinctures, masks, and a small fortune in makeup. Nelson was the kind of man who appreciated a refined woman and Joyce had the time and energy to play the part.

At forty-four, she liked the woman she saw when she stared in the mirror. Long, blonde hair that reached down to her breasts. A taut stomach with only barely visible stretch marks. The only blemish on her otherwise stellar body. 

"There's something just not quite right about him," Nelson muttered.

Joyce looked up over the edge of A History of International Law. "What's that, honey?" Her husband looked tense. The cigar in his left hand hadn't even been cut yet.

"He's mowing the lawn again."

There wasn't a need to ask who he meant. Nelson was talking about Mr. Rowland, the man who had moved in across the street last month. It didn't matter what he was doing, Nelson would find a fault with it. Lately, it had been gardening. The week before that, it had been the man's pants.

"What's not right about him mowing his lawn?" Joyce inquired. The book wasn't particularly interesting. It was one of the ones she'd put back on the shelf as soon as the coffee was gone.

"It's not right. It's not how it's done."

Joyce rolled her eyes, glad that her husband's back was to her. The "way it was done" in Big Rock was to let the caretakers do it. Twice a week, like clockwork, the company hired by the HoA made the rounds. They mowed the lawns, watered the plants, cleaned the pools, and collected the trash. The Cartwrights did not own a lawnmower.

"He does that kind of stuff for a living. Maybe he knows something they don't," Joyce replied. She had met Mr. Rowland once, at the housewarming party. Darius Rowland owned and operated GreenCare, a small landscaping firm. He looked the part, too. A behemoth of a man with broad shoulders and arms the size of tree trunks. A mass of coiled muscles, capable of moving mountains.

"There's something wrong with him," Nelson insisted.

"Couldn't be the fact that he's black, could it?" asked Rachel, coming down the stairs. Nelson flinched. "Morning Mom, morning Dad."

"Morning," Joyce chirped back. She was proud of her daughter. In many ways, Rachel was just like her. They had the same nose that pointed upward into a tip and the same soft face that made men think they were completely innocent. The biggest differences were the color of their hair — Nelson's brown hair had drowned out her blonde genes — as well as Rachel's relentless spunk.

That was the only word Joyce knew to describe it. Rachel always brought up the things that Joyce wanted to say but didn't dare. Fearless and fiery. 

"No, absolutely not," protested Nelson, slightly sputtering. "I couldn't care less what the color of his skin is."

It was only by tightly pressing her lips together that Joyce managed to suppress her smirk. Rachel did the same, but the rest of her face screamed of incredulity. 

There were other black residents in Big Rock. The Johnson's on River Falls Drive — they were a retired bank manager and gastroenterologist; Nelson was on friendly terms with both of them. He also frequently played golf with Mr. Wong, though he was Chinese-American.

None of them were as young as Mr. Rowland, however. Ten years younger than Nelson. A man in the prime of his life with the physical attributes of a Greek statue. Worse, a bachelor. An unmarried man in the prime of his life. Nelson never said anything disparaging outright but didn't have to. Joyce had known her husband long enough to read him like A History of International Law. He was intimidated by the man mowing his own lawn.

"I'm gonna play tennis with Becky," Rachel chirped. 

"Alright, dear. Don't forget we're having dinner with Luke and Patty tonight. And yes, we expect you to be there, too," Joyce reminded her.

"Fine," Rachel sighed. "But I'm still not gonna go on a date with their dumbass son."

She slipped out the door before Joyce could chastise her and started jogging south down Five Oaks. Mr. Rowland looked up at the sound of a door slamming shut. Rachel smiled at him and gave him a big wave, resisting the urge the glance back through the window at her father.

Nelson downed the rest of his scotch, barely tasting the expensive liquor. He wanted to complain to his wife that their daughter had just waved to Mr. Rawling, but in his mind, he could already imagine the argument. That wouldn't improve his mood.

Another scotch might.



2. Sweet Pea

The aisles of BuyMart were packed on the Thursday evening before the long weekend as everyone in the city restocked their fridge. Joyce had already gotten her shopping done on Wednesday but Nelson had requested a roast duck for a dinner with one of his bosses, so Joyce was on the hunt for a duck. Her weapons were a shopping cart and a purse.

Business dinners were always stressful. Nelson wanted everything to be perfect and that included his wife preparing the meal. Over the years, Joyce had gotten pretty good the culinary arts out of necessity, yet she had never made roast duck before. She stared down at the freezer cabinet stuffed full of frozen poultry, wondering if she should buy two of them. One for practice.

It would be a waste of money but they had money to burn. Nelson spared no expenses in making the Cartwright family look as prominent as it was possible to buy. That's why she wore a three-hundred dollar Greene summer collection a-line to the supermarket.

Sometimes she felt like that was the only reason Nelson married her. So he could show her off. He liked doing that. She had liked it at first, too. Going to fancy parties, weighed down by a small fortune in gemstones and precious metals. It was the life of splendor she had always dreamed of. It didn't make her as happy as she had thought.

She had only put her foot down twice. The first time was when Nelson wanted a caesarian for Rachel, so nothing would happen to her "down there." The second time was when Nelson wanted her to get breast augmentation up one or two cup sizes. She loved her breasts. They were full C cups, still nice and perky. She would do a lot of things to make her husband happy but she couldn't believe he had asked her for that.

"Having trouble deciding?" a rich baritone voice asked.

Joyce nearly jumped out of her skin and whirled around. She was face to face with a broad chest clad in red plaid. She had to actually crane her neck up to look Mr. Rawling in the eyes. They were brown. Darker than his skin. He had a scar on his left cheek. A tiny knick that was practically invisible from distance.

"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to startle you," Mr. Rawling rumbled. His smooth words flowed over Joyce's skin like a gentle wave cresting on the beach.

"It's—You didn't—I was just—Hi," Joyce prattled. 

"Good evening," he smiled. His entire face seemed to light up with genuine mirth. 

"Good evening, Mr. Rawling. Joyce Cartwright," she said. "We live right—"

"—across the street, yes. Lathyrus odoratus," he said cryptically.

"What?"

"The flowers in your front yard. The maroon and violet ones. They're of the species Lathyrus odoratus, otherwise known as sweet pea. A fantastically beautiful choice."

Joyce felt completely overwhelmed and slightly intimidated. She hadn't expected him to know who she was, much less name the flowers in her yard. She tucked her hair behind her ear. "I didn't know their name," she confessed. "GreenCare sent us a book with pictures and I just picked the ones I thought were prettiest."

"That, in no way, diminishes your excellent taste, ma'am."

"Please, call me Joyce," she said, offering her hand.

"Darius," he replied and grasped her hand. It was large and rough. Not at all what she had expected. Nelson's hands had always been soft; he worked at a desk all day. Darius' palm was calloused, bearing the marks of years of hard labor. "How is your husband?"

"He's doing great," Joyce replied, hoping to steer the conversation away from Nelson. "He's playing tennis with our daughter at the moment."

"I'm afraid I haven't had the pleasure of meeting her. I take it she's the lovely lady who likes to listen to very loud music when she arrives and wave at strangers?"

"Yes, that would be Rachel," Joyce said, suppressing a grin. If the loud music bothered him in any way, he hid it well. "She only stays with us for the weekends, the rest of the time she's attending Ferguson upstate."

"Ferguson? Wow, I'm impressed."

"What about you? I apologize for asking but I don't even know if there is a Mrs. or Mr. Rawling."

"There used to be a Mrs. Rawling but... well, I'm a widower now. No, no, it's okay. It happened a long time ago. Five years, almost six. It's just me, at the moment."

"Ah," Joyce muttered, embarrassed at her faux pas. 

Fortunately, Darius came to her rescue. "You're buying a duck?"

"Yes," Joyce nodded. "My husband has a business dinner and wants roast duck. I've never made one before, so I was wondering if I should buy two so I can practice. Do you know anything about roast ducks?"

"I know that you probably don't want a frozen duck from BuyMart, no offense. When is the dinner?"

"Saturday."

"I know a guy up in Woodburn, he runs a farm. My company did some work for him once. They raise their own turkeys, chickens, and ducks. If you have the time, I could give them a ring and see if they can't get you two organic, non-frozen ducks by say, tomorrow afternoon?"

She could already picture the conversation at the dinner; Nelson bragging to his boss about how his wife bought locally sourced, organic duck. The finest in the state. That would make his week. Of course, if he knew that Darius had been the source of them, he'd choke on the first bite, but he'd never have to know. 

"Really? That would be... really nice. If it's not too much trouble."

"Of course, Joyce. What are neighbors for?"



3. Tow Truck

"Hah!" barked Nelson triumphantly from the living room. "I finally got him."

"Got who, honey?" Joyce called out and looked up from the stove. The shrimp and noodle dish was almost ready.

As predicted, Nelson had been over the moon happy at her roast duck story. The sex that night had been fantastic. It put her in a good mood all week and inspired a new dish every night. She couldn't remember ever spending as much time shopping for ingredients at BuyMart. 

"Come check it out," Nelson urged, waving her over to the window.

"Can it wait? Food's almost done."

"You don't want to miss this."

That piqued her curiosity. Nelson hadn't so much as mentioned the neighbors over the past couple of days, apart from Frank, his golf partner. She rushed into the living room, keeping one eye on the stove in the kitchen.

There wasn't anything there. The street was empty, save for the flatbed truck belonging to Darius' landscaping company, parked on the curb. "What am I looking at?" she inquired.

"Just wait for it," Nelson said. He was giddy with excitement, stepping from one foot to the other, unable to stand still. That made her worried. Whatever it was, it made him too happy. "There it is!"

Joyce heard the engine of the truck rumble before she saw it. It was the tow truck employed by the HoA, a big, orange beast. She wondered what it was doing on Five Oaks. The last time she had seen it was when a car burnt out the year before after a bottle of deodorant caught on fire in the summer heat. 

She didn't connect the dots until the truck slowed down, pulled to the curb in front of Darius' truck, and backed up to it, beeping loudly. "How did you know they were going to... Nelson? Did you have something to do with this?"

"Yup," Nelson admitted gleefully. "It's the third evening he's parked that thing on the curb. The HoA rules clearly state that no personal vehicles may be parked at the curb past six without written permission. I notified Mrs. Billington and she's gonna have it towed."

"Why?" asked Joyce exasperatedly. She couldn't wrap her head around what he had just told her. It was simultaneously so cruel and so petty. The food simmering on the stove was completely driven out of her mind.

Darius must have been alerted by the beeping of the truck. The front door to 1003 opened and the tall man stepped out wearing a black silk bathrobe. There was shampoo in his short-cropped curls.

The driver of the tow truck got out, a middle-aged fat man. For a second, Joyce was worried about it coming to blows. Darius was angry but restrained. Whatever argument they had didn't last long. The driver hooked the chain to the underside of Darius' truck.

"Hah!" Nelson snorted next to her, smug as a pepper. "See?" he asked, turning to his wife. "That's what you get when you mess with the neighborhood."

"What in the world are you talking about?" barked Joyce, hands in the air, looking at Nelson as if he were an alien from outer space. "What did he ever do to you?"

"What didn't he do?" postulated Nelson and turned back to the window, watching the tow-truck pull Darius' car away.

Joyce was furious. With lips tightly pressed together, she stomped up the stairs to get her checkbook out of the drawer of her office table. She stormed out of the house and crossed the street in a flash.

The door opened after three loud knocks. The dour expression on Darius' face evaporated the instant he realized it wasn't the tow-truck driver. He was still in his silk bathrobe, smelling strongly of coconut.

"Joyce. What are you doing here?" he asked in surprise.

"Oh God, I'm so sorry," she blurted out. Her arms were shaking with rage, her fists balled up.

"For what? The truck thing? It happens."

"No, no, it doesn't happen. Oh God. How do I even... where do I... God damn it," she cursed.

Darius grabbed her forearms. His broad fingers easily encompassed her entire limb. She was surprised at the calming effects it had on her. He was steady as a rock. A soothing presence. "Calm down, Joyce. Tell me what's wrong."

"It's Nelson. My husband. He's the one that got your truck towed," she said between quick, angry breaths. 

"He did? Why?" Darius asked, furrowing his brows.

The question struck Joyce speechless. What possible answer was there? She looked into the man's eyes and only saw the kindness in there. How could she possibly tell him that her husband didn't like the color of his skin? It was embarrassing and humiliating. 

"I'm so sorry," she said again. "I'll pay for everything. I have my checkbook here, just tell what it will cost and I will cover everything."

"That's not necessary."

"Yes, it is." Joyce pulled her arms out of his grip effortlessly and pulled out her checkbook. She scribbled her signature and made it out to "Cash."

"Joyce. Stop. It's really not necessary. It was my fault for parking there, I'll take care of it," he said in a soothing tone of voice. As if he was the one afraid of her.

"Please, just let me do something. I'll drive you to the impound."

"No. I think it's better if you go back to your husband. I don't want any more trouble than I already have. Don't worry, I can take care of myself."

Joyce just felt so utterly helpless. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, trying to fight back the tears.

Then the alarm started. It was shrill and piercing, emanating from her home. The fire alarm. The stove. A jolt of shock raced through her. She had completely forgotten about the food.

She turned about and sprinted back across the street. Dark clouds billowed out of the kitchen door, rolling along the ceiling. Nelson stood frozen in the hallway, completely useless. She dashed into the kitchen and yanked the pan off the stove top.

Fortunately, there was no actual fire, just a lot of dark smoke. She opened both of the windows as wide as they would open, grabbed a dish towel, and started fanning the smoke. 

A minute later, she heard the sirens approaching. That was just what she needed now on top of everything else. 

Nelson leaned against the doorframe, watching her try to air out the kitchen. "See, honey? Good thing they towed that truck. Now the firetrucks won't have a problem getting through."

It took all the strength she possessed not to lash out at her husband that moment. With gritted teeth, she greeted the firefighters.

The clamor of the alarm rang in her ears long after it had stopped.



4. Payback
"Thank you for calling GreenCare. My name is Tina, how may I help you?" the friendly voice on the other end of the line said.

"Uh, hello. My name is Joyce Cartwright and I'm in a bit of an emergency."

"What's the problem?"

"Someone drove a car over my yard and now there are deep gouges in the grass. I have a party tonight and it needs to be fixed immediately."

"I'm not sure if we—"

"Please. It's an emergency. Money's not a concern, I will pay whatever it takes to have it fixed by six o'clock," Joyce said in her best arrogant-rich-woman voice. 

"Um, let me check. Tire tracks, you say? Is the grass natural or artificial?"

"Yes. Two of them. I'd say about ten feet long. And it's natural."

"Okay. Let me make some inquiries. Would you please hold?"

Joyce didn't have to wait long. Less than a minute later, Tina informed her that they could do it. She gave the woman her address and once again assured her that money was of no concern.

After she set down the phone, she gazed out of the kitchen window. The sun was out in full force and the weather warm. The grass was a beautiful green. The HoA made sure of that, even during droughts. In fact, it couldn't have looked any more perfect. Not a single halm of grass was out of place.

An hour later, a GreenCare truck pulled out, just like the one that had been towed. The back was filled with stacks of square sods of grass. The two men who exited the vehicle in work uniform looked at the immaculate lawn in confusion. One of them was in his early twenties, with sunburnt bronze skin. The other was older, carrying a clipboard, but exhibited the same signs of sun exposure.

The driver gazed down at his worksheet, up at the address, and scratched his head.

"I think there might have been some sort of confusion," he said after ringing the bell.

"No, it's my bad. It was a false alarm. Turns out it was nothing after all."

"A false alarm, ma'am? This says tire gouges," he said, tapping at his clipboard.

"I'm really sorry for calling you out here on such short notice," she apologized, amused at the man's bewildered expression. It faded quickly, turning to apprehension.

"I'm afraid we're still going to need to charge you for expenses," he said, gesturing vaguely at the truck.

"Oh, that's perfectly alright." She grabbed the checkbook out of her purse and pulled the cap off of her pen. "How much will it be?" she asked, beaming.



5. Rejected
It wasn't until a day later, on Thursday afternoon, that she got the visit she had been predicting. She was engrossed in her copy of The Slime Monster from Venus that she picked up that morning when the doorbell rang.

Before opening it, she checked her appearance in the mirror. Light, natural makeup. Unobtrusive lipstick. She tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear and straightened a wrinkle out of her mustard yellow sundress. 

"Joyce, we talked about this," Darius grumbled in his smooth baritone in lieu of a greeting. He waved the check she had made out to GreenCare. He didn't seem upset or angry. Slightly amused, maybe. He had on his work uniform, olive pants and tan shirt with plenty of stains.

"I don't know what you're talking about," she said, putting on her best smile. She leaned against the doorframe and crossed her arms in front of her chest.

Darius sighed. "I can't accept this."

"Why not?"

"First of all, it's way too much, and second of all, it only makes things worse."

"It's what your guys charged me for fixing my lawn very urgently."

"We both know that's not what happened."

"All I know is that I wanted my lawn to be in top shape and I am very happy with how it looks now. I'd say that's a service worth paying for."

Darius laughed and rubbed his chin. His teeth were spectacularly white. "I don't understand you, Joyce. I don't understand any of this. But I know I don't want your money. So, let me ask one last time to please take back your check."

"No," she said pointedly.

He tore the check in two, laid the halves on top of each other, and tore them as well. And again. He tossed the confetti into the air and met her eyes, challenging her.

Joyce scowled or at least tried to. She couldn't quite manage it, looking more petulant than anything else. She couldn't figure out why her temper seemed to flare up. Why seeing the calm and patient look on Darius' face made her blood boil.

"Why won't you let me help you?"

"I don't need your help, Sweet Pea." Darius winked at her, turned around, and walked back to his truck.

Joyce swallowed the lump in her throat. She slammed the front door shut with all the strength she could muster. Nimble feet carried her up the stairs and into her bedroom.

The slim, pink vibrator she kept in her top drawer buzzed to life. She jumped on the bed, hiked up her skirt, and slipped it inside. In her imagination, Darius' rough, calloused hands glided over her bare chest.

It was good that the houses on Five Oaks were built so far apart. Nobody overheard her screams of pleasure.



6. Defeat
On Friday, she called the impound and asked how much it had cost and was surprised to find out it was only fifteen dollars. Darius must think of her as a disconnected, rich bitch. She never thought of herself that way, but she couldn't remember the last time she had even looked at the total of her shopping bills.

She knew how much it cost to buy a car. She knew how to calculate a mortgage. Those were Big Numbers that she was comfortable with. Then she chided herself for being ungrateful. If anyone ever heard her complaining, they'd just scoff and wonder what was wrong with her.

That was her life. She could afford anything she wanted — within reason. She could give her daughter an amazing life of opportunities, one she never had when she grew up.

But it was all tied to Nelson. The golden chain around her neck and he had the key. She had thought she loved him at one point, around the time they got married. Then she had Rachel and things like love weren't really things she ever thought about. She knew without the shadow of a doubt that she loved her daughter, there wasn't a need to also love Nelson.

It wasn't until Rachel left the nest five days of the week that Joyce wondered what happened between herself and her husband. He wasn't a terrible man. He worked hard and often. He smoked and drank in moderation. Never laid a hand on her — unless she asked him to pull on her hair or smack her bottom.

She hated herself for not loving him. She also knew that the road she was going down wouldn't end well. It was impossible to deny her attraction to Darius any longer.

The thought of losing it all was frightening but at the same, exciting.

That afternoon, she forged a letter from the municipality to Darius, using their letterhead and everything, to let him know they found an error in their records in his favor and refunded him fifteen dollars. 

On Saturday she checked to mail only to find the letter in her mailbox with "Nice try, Sweet Pea" scribbled on it in black marker.

On Monday, Joyce went to Mrs. Davis, the most honest member of the Big Rock HoA committee, a woman of bullish nature. One that always got things done and steamrolled anything in her way. She handed the sixty-five-year-old a blank envelope with fifteen dollars in singles and told her the story of how she saw Mr. Rawling drop it out of his jacket on the way to work and she didn't know when he was in.

To her chagrin, Mrs. Davis knocked energetically on the door with a bright smile on her face, just a little after seven. She returned the envelope, still containing the money, laughing about how Mr. Rawling actually intended to give it to her in the first place. Joyce had little choice but to accept it, listening to the amused woman while her blood was boiling.

On Tuesday morning, she waited until Darius left for work and just shoved the money into his mailbox. It wasn't the best idea she had but it was all about persistence. Darius would give in eventually. She had far more time than he did.

The plan seemed to work. There wasn't anything in the mailbox all day. Mrs. David never stopped by. Nobody dropped anything off. She went to bed that night disappointed. It seemed too easy.

She waited all day Wednesday for Darius to make his move but nothing happened.

On Thursday morning, she received the shock of her life when she saw the thing standing next to the sweet pea bush. It was a twenty-inch tall lawn gnome but only in name. It was hideous. A bright ned, knobbly nose, bloated cheeks, fat belly, and twisted legs. Its clothes were stained. It held a dead fish in one hand and a bucket in the other. 

Even before reading the note, she knew there was only one person it could have been from. The note, clipped to the bottom of the ornament, was a receipt from GreenCare for fifteen bucks. "Thank you for your purchase, Mr. Nelson Cartwright."

That evening, Joyce stood in Darius' driveway, fists on her hips, scowling as he returned from work. The ugly lawn gnome stood at her feet. Her intimidating nature was only marred by the fact that she spent hours dolling herself up, trying to look like she wasn't trying. Even her blouse top and jeans were carefully selected to look as casual as possible.

She didn't budge an inch when Darius pulled into the driveway. He got out of the truck, took one look at the lawn gnome, and chuckled. His work clothes were sweat-stained and he had dirt in his hair. There were large grass stains on his knees.

"What the hell is this?" she snarled.

"That's your purchase, Sweet Pea. You wouldn't believe what those things cost but I think I got you a pretty good deal."

"What the hell am I supposed to do with this... creature?" she scowled.

Darius shrugged with both hands in the air. He could have wrapped them around her three or four times at least. "I don't know. You wanted it."

"I. Did. Not. Want. This." 

"Then what do you want, Sweet Pea?"

Joyce's heart skipped a beat. She was just a hair's breadth away from blurting out, "I want to fuck you." But that would pretty much end it all. Darius would be disgusted by her behavior. Maybe he'd even tell her husband about it. He definitely wouldn't want to talk to her anymore.

"I just want you to accept the money," she grumbled.

"I can't do that."

"You can't stop me. I'll never give up."

"By all means, go ahead," he said, grinning. "We've been wanting to get rid of those for a long time, they've just been wasting space in the warehouse. I can see how much you love that one, just imagine, you could have a dozen."

Joyce's face soured and her nose scrunched up. Like someone flung a piece of dung into her face. Darius burst out into laughter. Loud, rumbling, belly laughter. Her lips pressed together so hard they would have turned white if it wasn't for the lipstick. 

Still laughing, Darius headed for the front door and went inside. 

Joyce knew she had been defeated and she hated it.



7. Potluck
"Honey?" Joyce asked at the dinner table.

"Yes?" asked Nelson without so much as looking up from his plate of green beans and baked potatoes. 

Ever since the day where he called the tow-truck, Nelson had been moody. He didn't like that she ran over there to apologize and they had an argument about it. A very one-sided one, where Joyce tried to tell him that even if he didn't like the guy, he still had to live across the street from him for years. Maybe decades. Maybe the rest of his life. It wasn't what neighbors did.

His mood hadn't improved on its own, either. If she wanted to, she could definitely mollify him with a few blowjobs, but she couldn't think of anything she was less in the mood for. No, she had a better plan. One where Nelson would be pleased and she got something, too.

"Do you remember where I got that recipe for beer infused ribs from that I made at last year's cookout?"

"No, should I?" Nelson stabbed his fork into a piece of golden brown potato.

"I was just talking to Mrs. Davis, and she said that Mr. Rawling, since he's new to Big Rock and all, has plans to invite the neighborhood to a get-to-know-you potluck party at his house, and I was thinking about what we should bring. Everyone loved that dish last—"

Nelson's head snapped up like a buck who heard a gunshot. "He is?" he asked sharply.

"Yeah, I think so, although I think it's still in the planning stages. Mrs. Davis wanted to know if we had any plans on Saturday, so I think that's when it is. I haven't gotten an invitation yet, though."

"Hell no, not if I can help it," roared Nelson and shot to his feet. His chair toppled over, clanging loudly against the hardwood. Joyce winced. "We're having our own barbecue. A real barbecue, not that potluck crap. If you invite someone to a potluck, their first impression is gonna be that you're stingy. I'm gonna call Frank and all the others and tell them right now. That bastard can't have his when everyone's at ours."

"I think that's a great idea, honey," she feigned sycophantically.

"Really?" Nelson asked, surprise.

"Yeah, I was just thinking about how it's a shame that Summer's over soon and we should do something with the remaining sunny weekends. It'd be nice to have everyone over."

Nelson looked at her suspiciously for a brief moment, before concluding that she had apparently given up on defending Mr. Rawling and decided to stand fully supportive behind her husband. He turned around, righted the fallen chair, and looked the happiest in a week.



8. Hunger
 Joyce loaded a little bit of everything on her plate. A scoop of potato salad, a frankfurter, a skewer of roasted vegetables, two wings, a piece of lamb, and an ice cold can of beer. She looked around the backyard, seeing if anyone paid attention to her. Nobody was.

Nelson was engrossed in a raucous story of one of his golf trips with Frank. She heard it a dozen times already. It involved a group of strippers who apparently challenged each other to a round of strip golf, while the two of them stayed one hole behind.

Rachel was upstairs in her room, studying. Or pretending to study, at least. She had never been much of a fan of Big Rock crowd, and as a young woman not married to Nelson, she had freedoms that Joyce did not.

While not the entire neighborhood had shown up — it had been fairly short-notice after all — there were enough people that she wouldn't be missed. Sixteen, including Nelson. The catering service they hired had far too much food for twice that many people to consume.

During a moment when half the group laughed loudly, she slipped inside the house with her plate. Seconds later, she emerged from the front door, crossed the street, and rang Darius' bell. Her heart was pounding.

Nelson had expected her to wear something nice, but she hadn't needed his encouragement to go all out. Her hair was artificially flat, tied to one side in a loose braid. She spent three hours perfecting her makeup. Unblemished skin, glowing lips, and flawless eyebrows. She wore a lavender summer dress with a low cut and push up bra that made her breasts pop. Her matching lavender panties had a dark spot where it pressed against her sex. She'd been wet all day.

Darius opened the door and his eyes went wide. He was just dressed casually in jeans and white shirt, clearly not expecting any company. His cheeks were beset by stubble and he didn't have any socks on.

"Joyce, what a pleasant surprise," Darius greeted her. His eyes flickered down to the plate of food in her hands, getting caught briefly on her bosom. "Ah, the party. I'm afraid I did not get an invitation."

"I know you didn't."

Darius leaned against the doorframe. "Came to rub it in?"

"No, I came to offer you some food and to tell you that I finally won."

"You won?" he asked, raising his eyebrow.

"Yes. I told my husband that you were planning to host a potluck today and he went out and organized this barbecue. I figured I wouldn't be able to get you to accept my money, but now you know that Nelson spent way more on this party than you paid for your stupid truck just to try and slight you and there's nothing you can do about it."

Darius rubbed the back of his head and chuckled. She couldn't take her eyes off of his bulging biceps. "I admit, that's unconventional. I didn't see that coming. You're one hell of a woman, Sweet Pea."

Joyce proffered the plate once again, gently poking him in the abs. He grabbed the rim and tried to take it, only she held on. Her pulse quickened. "Aren't you gonna invite me in?"

It was the first time Darius looked uncomfortable. He looked left and right down the street, but everyone who was home was at Nelson's party. Five Oaks was deserted, save the cars parked in front of the Cartwright residence.

"I'm not sure if that's such a good idea, Joyce," he said.

For a brief moment, she wondered if she had misjudged their game. If she had misread everything. Yet even though he seemed hesitant, she couldn't miss his longing glances at her cleavage. There was only one way to tell. She took a step forward.

"I'm hungry, too, Mr. Rawling," she said in a husky voice and raised her head to stare him in the eyes.

Darius' chest rose and fell with a deep breath. He let go of the plate and stepped aside. "I see you only came to gloat after all."

The inside of Darius' home smelled wonderful. The hallway was lined with plants. Flowers of all colors. She felt like she stepped into a greenhouse. If it wasn't for the mahogany furniture.

The door clicked shut behind Joyce, and her heart skipped a beat. She was alone with Darius. Inside his house. Away from prying eyes. Even without having to look, she felt his massive presence behind her, checking out her ass.

She looked over her shoulder and confirmed it. "Where do you want me to put it?" she asked, waving the can.

"I was just watching TV in the living room."

The living room was tastefully decorated, though with far fewer greenery. It was very warm, from the terracotta colored walls to the mahogany couch with cream fabric. Not at all like the gaudy furnishings in her own house. It looked like somewhere you could curl up for a lazy afternoon.

The TV was on, though muted. A movie with a car chase was playing. She knew exactly how those people felt. Adrenaline pumping through their veins. The wind rushing through their hair. Living life at full speed.

Joyce set the plate and can down on the coffee table. When she stood up again, Darius was right next to her. A large, imposing presence. She wasn't afraid in the slightest.

"By God, you are beautiful," Darius rumbled.

That was more than she could bear. The pebble that crumbled the dam, releasing a torrent of emotions. She dug her fingers into the collar of his shirt and pushed him towards the couch. Despite him easily being three times her size, he went down as easy as a kitten.

She pounced on him, straddling his waist. Her legs split apart and the dress rode up her thighs. She felt the heat of his body between her legs.

Joyce pressed her lips to his. He was surprised but only for a moment. She had never kissed anyone with such big lips. Everything about it felt so different. After kissing only one person for the last twenty-three years, she forgot what it was like to kiss someone new. How it felt to explore a new mouth. How you didn't know what they would do. How it tasted.

It also became apparent very quickly that Darius was just as into her as she was into him. While his outside demeanor had been hesitant, his lips told a different tale. A hungry, lustful energy. His enormous hands slipped under her skirt and squeezed her butt, each hand easily gripping a cheek a piece.

The only reason she broke the kiss was to suck in lungfuls of air. She steadied herself with her hands on his firm chest, panting for breath. "Oh. God. Take. Me."

Finally, Darius sprang into action. He started unbuckling his belt. Joyce sat up on her knees. She wanted to take off her panties but realized very quickly that her legs were far too unsteady. She made a snap decision and yanked at her lavender underwear.

The sound of fabric tearing joined the heavy breathing. Joyce's thigh stung with pain but it didn't bother her in the least. She welcomed it, tossing the torn garment aside. Darius' pants were down to his ankles.

Joyce just had to see it. She wanted to know what she was throwing her marriage away for. She grabbed the hem of her skirt and lifted it up.

She always heard the jokes about black guys being bigger down there. The locker room talk and late night gossip. She wasn't prepared for what she saw. The thing between Darius' legs defied all of her expectations. It was dark, far darker than the surrounding skin. Except for the tip. Out of the foreskin poked a wine colored head.

It was as big as her forearm. "Holy crap," she blurted out and looked up at him. His gaze was fixed on her pussy. Two puffy lips and dense patch of blonde fuzz, slick with wetness. With her legs pried apart as they were, she was already open. Still, she worried that he might not fit. 

It was out of her hands, however. Darius grabbed her by the waist and hoisted her up as if she weighed nothing. His cock twitched and became even bigger. Harder. More rigid. It rose to meet her entrance and she guided the last distance inside.

Gravity and the intense desire for pleasure did the rest. Joyce slid down on his massive shaft, savoring the sheer thickness. The sensation of being filled. She rolled her head back and let out a long sigh.

It was sex unlike anything she had ever experienced with her husband. It was raw and animalistic. Darius bucked his hips in a frantic need, thrusting into her. Joyce met his efforts by rocking her hips back and forth.

"Oh. My. Gooood," she screamed and nearly succumbed to an orgasm.

"You're magnificent, Sweet Pea," Darius rasped. One of his large hands slipped under her dress, sliding upwards and underneath her bra. His rough, calloused digits raised a trail of goosebumps. His other hand squeezed her ass.

That's when she did climax. An intense fire that ravaged her body. She wanted to keep it going, to stoke it, and ground her hips harder and faster. She rode him like the devil rode his horse.

Darius hand left her tit and pulled her close. He pressed her body against his and plunged in deep. His cock twitched, shooting its seed deep inside of her.

The silence that ensued was a calm and peaceful one. The electric hum of the muted TV served as a background to their satisfied breathing. She rose and fell on his broad chest, taking in his musky scent. 

"You're gonna be the death of me, Sweet Pea," he rumbled. His voice reverberated inside his chest and made her body buzz.

"How ironic, just when I feel alive for the first time in years," she replied. 

Unfortunately, the haze of sexual desire slowly lifted. She pushed herself off of his chest and the flaccid slug of his cock pulled out of her with a squelch. Even then, it was still far bigger than anything she had ever seen, in pictures or in real life. It was coated with a sheen of her mucus and his seed.

Joyce took a deep breath, trying to gather her thoughts. She had done it. She had fucked Darius. It had been everything she wanted and more. Her legs were still trembling. Less happy was the realization that she also cheated on her husband. The one thing she had promised never to do. The ultimate betrayal of the holy matrimony. And yet, looking at Darius, she knew she would do it again. 

She also knew that she had to leave, as much as she didn't want to. If it were up to her, she would stay there all day, but Nelson would be wondering where she went. She sighed. "I have to go."

Darius nodded. "I hope you don't regret what happened," he said quietly.

"Is there a reason I shouldn't?" she asked, trying to see if her legs would support her.

Darius expelled air through his nostril. "A man like me sleeping with a woman like you? I've heard that story before, and it's not one that ends well for me."

Joyce's mind instantly snapped to Nelson. What would he do if he ever found out? She forced the thought down. "Well, it's doubly important I get back, then." She looked around the room but saw no trace of her panties. Not that they'd still fit, anyway.

Darius leaned back and put one of his arms up on the back of the couch. His cock was right there, out in the open. She surreptitiously licked her lips while straightening her clothes.

"I'll be back to collect that plate, Mr. Rowland," she said and forced herself to walk out of there.

The warm Summer air billowed under her dress, tickling her legs and wafting up against her bare pussy. While crossing the street, she felt cum dribble out of her and slither down her thigh. 

She felt like a woman reborn, ten years younger. Buzzing with joie de vivre. It felt good to be desired.

Before returning to the barbecue, she grabbed two squares of paper towels and wiped herself clean in the bathroom. The party was almost the same as when she had left it. She hadn't been gone for more than... ten minutes. It had seemed like a lifetime to her.

Joyce slipped onto the bench next to her husband. Another glob of Darius' cum oozed out of her and she clenched as best as she could. It felt weird to be sitting there among so many people without wearing panties. Nobody knew that she just had a sexual epiphany. She wanted to stand up and shout how much she loved sex.

Nelson turned to look at her and smiled. She smiled back and planted a quick peck on his cheek. While she wasn't a very good wife, she was a good actress. She could pretend that her husband wasn't the least attractive blob she saw him as.



9. The Plate
It was different to cross the street when you knew that you were about to get fucked. It wasn't as exciting as the first time. The overwhelming dread of something going wrong wasn't lurking in the back, yet there were memories in its place now. Memories of the previous encounter. Those roared inside her brain like a constant blaze.

If anyone were to see her, they'd probably think she was on her way to go play tennis. They wouldn't know that it was her most scandalous outfit yet. Not unless a gust of air lifted the short hem of her tennis skirt, revealing that she wasn't wearing any underwear. She never imagined just how incredibly flimsy her tennis outfit really was until she decided not to wear anything underneath.

Fortunately, their end of Five Oaks was predictable. Rachel was away at Ferguson again. Nelson was working and the earliest he'd be home was in half an hour. The Greenes next door had grown a privacy hedge just the year before. The Hills were away on vacation.

The truck in Darius' driveway had been cleaned recently. It still dripped water on the hot pavement. She wondered what he did all day at work. Did he think about her as much as she thought about him? Probably not. He wouldn't be able to get anything done. 

She pressed the doorbell and listened to the pleasant ding-dong inside the house. It took him less than ten seconds to open the door. He was still in his work uniform, sweaty and grimy.

"Aren't you a sight for sore eyes?" he said, smiling, and checking her out.

"Now, now, Mr. Rawling, please contain yourself. I've only come to collect my plate," she said, trying her best not to salivate.

"Is that so? By all means, please step inside," he countered politely, but his smile turned into a voracious grin.

The moment the door clicked shut behind her, she felt the tingle of excitement in her fingers. The rush of adrenaline. She wrapped her arm around his neck and pulled him down for a kiss. 

"I need a shower first," Darius said.

The thought of seeing him naked, drenched in soap suds, and rubbing every inch of his body had its merits. But there wasn't the time or the patience. "No. I need you. Right here, right now."

"You don't mind if I'm all filthy?"

"Mind it? Please. I'm all filthy, too." To demonstrate her point, she lifted up her skirt.

Darius laughed and scooped her up. He twirled her around — once, twice — before pressing her against the wall, high enough for him to kiss her. Her feet weren't touching the ground. 

She wrapped her long, smooth legs around his back, clinging to him. Their lips met once again, but it wasn't enough. Darius unbuckled his pants and shoved them down just far enough to pull out his erection.

Joyce gasped as he entered her. Darius kissed her neck, nuzzling it with his soft lips. Underneath the sweat, she could smell the earth on him.

With powerful, deep thrusts, Darius pressed her against the wall, entering her deeper than she thought possible. His hips slammed into her behind, lifting her several inches. Then she dropped back down, impaling herself just a little bit more.

Neither of them said anything. Joyce was too far off in a world of pleasure to speak. Darius was too occupied. Every muscle in his body made an effort to contribute. His grunts of effort sent his hot breath down her cleavage.

The fat cock inside of her pulsed as it emptied its load. She felt the power of it. The magnificent fury. Before Saturday, she hadn't even imagined that something like that existed. That human beings were capable of feeling that much pleasure.

"How many women have you slept with?" she asked in the quiet, post-orgasmic peace.

"Why do you ask?"

"I want to know how many other women have known the joy that I feel. How many other pussies have gripped your tool. How many times you sowed your seed."

"Oh God, you're gonna make me hard again. I've been with a fair share of women but believe me, not a single one of them was as fiery as you."

Joyce purred. She unhooked her feet and he let her down. The tennis skirt dropped down, hiding the evidence of their infidelity. Nothing could hide his slick cock, however. "Good answer, but you're not off the hook, yet."

"How much time do you have? Maybe we can have that shower after all."

"Not enough, unfortunately. My husband is due to come home soon."

"Ah. Does that mean it's already a goodbye?"

"No. I need my plate first," she said, grinning.

Darius didn't bother pulling his pants back up. He stepped out of them and pulled off his shirt. Joyce let out a little moan and bit her bottom lip. His body was like a textbook definition of muscles. His firm buttcheeks barely bounced. 

It made Nelson look like an overweight geriatric by comparison. She followed him into the kitchen, unable to tear her eyes away.

"Here you are," Darius announced, holding out the plate. His penis swung back into view.

Joyce dropped to her knees. She gripped his cock with one hand and licked up the entire length of his shaft. She savored the taste of salt, sweat, and something indescribable she knew was her own flavor.

She was barely able to get her mouth over the bulbous head. She swirled her tongue around it, pushing back the foreskin, dragged her lips over the sensitive skin, and gripped the shaft with both of her hands.

Under her teasing, he got hard again very quickly. She licked and kissed and slurped with all the experience she possessed. 

"Lady, you are too sweet to know how to do these things," Darius grunted. 

Spurred on by his compliment, she stroked his behemoth cock with both of her hands, took in as much of his cock as she dared, and lost herself in the frenzy. It was less like giving a blowjob and more like managing one. She had to pick and choose her battles.

"You know what's coming," Darius grunted.

She did. She placed her wide-open mouth to the tip and pumped as hard as she could. She drank every drop of his seed. Something she never even did for Nelson. 

Joyce rose back to her feet, licked her lips, and tugged the plate out of Darius' hand. He just stood there, dumbfounded. "Thank you, Mr. Rawling. I'll see you tomorrow."

Walking back across the street felt like she was walking on clouds. Everything seemed brighter and lighter and more wonderful.



10. The Talk
On a still-warm Tuesday morning, everything was quiet on Five Oaks. Almost everything. Out of the top floor of 1003 Oak Drive, passersby could have heard quite unusual noises. Yet at this time of day, the residents of Big Rock were either working or still sleeping. Almost all of them.

The unusual noises came out of the bedroom, more specifically. The walls were painted a dark coffee, with bamboo furniture. The king-size bed took up most of the room, providing plenty of space for the occupants.

The two of them couldn't be more different. One was a behemoth of a man. Six-foot-two, with broad shoulders and the physique befitting a master gardener. The two woman was almost a foot shorter, with long, blonde hair and a slim figure. Yet in that moment, they were intimately connected in the way only a man and a woman can be. 

"Ohhhhh yes, fuck me, Darius," Joyce screamed, riding his cock. "I'm your toy! Your slut! Your whore!"

"You're better than, hngh, any whore I've had," Darius grunted.

"Oh yeah? How many... ohh... whores have you... um... had?" she panted.

"I don't know. Mmm. I lost count after hundred."

"Ohhh! Oh! Oh, yes, oh! I'm a whore! Oh, I'm your whore! Oh yes, yes, yes!!"

Joyce rolled her head back and threw her arms into the air, victorious. Her entire body trembled with an orgasm.

"Damn it," Darius muttered, slowing down.

"I won! I won! Hah!" gloated Joyce. "Suck it."

Darius sat up quickly and Joyce went flying backward, squealing with delight. He grabbed her biceps and pinned her down against the mattress. She couldn't have moved even if she wanted to, entirely at his mercy.

"Time to earn second place," Darius laughed and started pumping. Hard.

"Oh, oh! Wait, slower, slower! Still. So. Uff. Sensitive!" she panted.

"Should have... thought of that before... being a brat... Whores don't whine!" he grunted and thrusted harder enough for the bed frame to rattle.

"Ohhh! Slower! Slow-oh-oh-oh-no-faster-please-oh-God!"

Joyce started squirming and writhing on his cock, unable to move her upper body at all. She winced and bit her lip.

Darius grunted and stopped. A look of supreme serenity crossed his face as he pumped his load inside of her.

After draining his balls, he let go of her arms and collapsed next to her. Joyce laid there, panting, and looked over at him. She wanted to kiss him or snuggle up next to him, but she didn't have the energy. It wasn't their first time that morning.

"Have you really slept with over a hundred hookers?" Joyce asked, blushing.

Darius snorted. "No. I've never been with a hooker."

"Oh right, I forgot. Your specialty is seducing lonely, frustrated wifes."

"Seducing? Is that what you call it? The way I remember it, you practically ran at me, cunt first."

"Ohhh, say that again."

"Cunt?"

"Yes. So naughty, isn't it?" Joyce reached over and grabbed the flaccid shaft. She slowly dragged her fingers along it, savoring the remnants of their lovemaking. She loved just holding it, like a talisman.

"Do you get off on this?" Darius asked in a more serious tone.

"Oh yes. That's why I win every time."

"I don't mean the sex. I mean the cheating part. Is that why you're doing all of this?"

Joyce sighed. "I supposed we had to have this conversation eventually."

"It's the first opportunity we actually have the time to do it at length. That's partly why I took half the day off."

Joyce stared up at the ceiling. It was made of wood panels, each having concentric inlaid squares. It was a nice house, overall. Warmly decorated, like her own house. Nelson wasn't much of a judge of color, in more ways than one, and left everything up to her to decorate.

"Joyce?" Darius prompted.

"I don't think about Nelson. I see you, and I see how incredible you are and I can't think of anything else. The first time we did it, I think I forgot my own name."

"Do you love him?"

"I don't know. Even before I met you, I was having doubts. What about you? Do you enjoy sleeping with married women?"

"I'm not sure. I love the excitement. The risk. I'm afraid of the consequences."

"I haven't really thought about it."

"Maybe you should."

"I'll need to hear arguments from both sides, and since you're here at my mercy, I think I need to hear from your penis first."

"Oh yeah? How do you plan on talking to it?"

"Well, the only way to truly communicate with it is with my... cunt," she laughed and swung her leg up over Darius'. 

The cock was still flaccid, so she opted to sit on it. She felt it wedge between her labia and started gliding back and forth on it.

"Mmm, what's it saying?"

"It's not saying anything. I think it's dead."

"No, it's just sleeping. And it's hungry. It needs some food."

"Oh?"

Darius grabbed her cheeks and pulled her forward until she straddled his cheeks. He licked a swath through her crack before digging in.



11. Family
Joyce flitted about the house in good spirits. Her sister, Anne, was coming to visit. That wasn't the sole of her happiness, of course, but it was the reason for the hustle and bustle. Every once in a while, the house needed a good cleaning and a visit from her sister was as good a reason as any.

The current focus of her attention was Nelson's study, where he kept all of his documents and two walls were covered in bookshelves. She stood on top of a wooden stool and used a feather duster to wipe the top of a rack containing an entire encyclopedia set. She'd already cleaned all of downstairs and looked more like a feather duster than a human being herself, but she was in a great mood, humming and sweeping away.

"Will you knock that off?" Nelson grunted, frustrated. "I'm trying to work."

"I'm working, too," she fired back, unperturbed.

"You're not working, you're singing."

"I'm doing both."

"Why are you in such a good mood?"

"My sister's coming to visit," she replied immediately. It wasn't a lie, but it wasn't the full truth, either. The other reason was Darius, of course. The gentle, yet powerful, lover

She wished she had more time to spend with him. Other than the half-day he had taken off, it had mostly been quickies. Once in the morning, after Nelson left; once in the early evening before Nelson returned. That added up to at least three orgasms on her part, counting the one she gave herself during the day. 

Yet as much sex as they had, she didn't get to know the man very well. He moved to Big Rock because it had been closer to his office. He had just told his real estate agent that he wanted to move closer, and the firm took care of everything else. He hadn't even heard the name Big Rock before moving in. 

He was also a widower, though he didn't say much about that. She saw a picture of him with another black woman sitting on his nightstand and broached the subject. It was gone the next time she visited. 

Other than that she only knew that he loved everything to do with plants. And that he really enjoyed making her squeal like a sow in heat. She liked that part, too. A lot.

"You're singing again," Nelson grunted. "Why do you even have to clean in here? It's not like Anne will ever be in here. You could have saved yourself an entire day's worth of work if you just had your sister stay at the hotel like I suggested. I'd gladly foot the bill."

"It's just for the weekend, hon. I know you don't like her very much, but she's my sister. You don't send family to a hotel."

"She's not my family," Nelson muttered under his breath.

Joyce heard it but chose to ignore it. Nelson didn't know it, but she would exact her restitution for the barb in different ways now. She thought about what his face would look like if she told him that she was spreading her legs twice a day for another man. It would be interesting to find out but not worth the repercussions.



12. Unwind
Anne Cook was Joyce's younger sister by two years. They had been very close growing up but life had taken them in separate directions. They shared the same blonde hair but where Joyce had the time and money to live life as she chose, Anne worked all day. Her husband, Johnathan Cook, owned the Cook Inn franchise of hotels that were scattered up and down the coast. 

Despite their age difference, people usually pegged Anne for the older of the two. She was also somewhat stockier, while Joyce was lean. Nevertheless, Anne had never resented her older sister. They have always been on excellent terms with each other.

The two of them sat outside on the warm summer afternoon at the Cafe Brule, drinking cappuccino and eating a slice of cheesecake. Although he had been invited, Nelson stayed home, as was usual. Rachel was having a sleepover at one of her girlfriends.

After exhausting the weather, Rachel's performance at Ferguson, the hotels, and Nelson's job, the conversation turned to more serious matters.

"Is everything alright? You seem stressed out," Joyce asked, looking at the bags under her sister's eyebrows. They had been covered with makeup but she knew her sister too well. 

"Oh, no, it's nothing. I just haven't been getting enough sleep lately."

"Anne, please. I know you."

"It's just business stuff. I don't actually know all the details but someone out there wants to take over John's hotels."

"Take over? Like the mafia?"

"Oh no, no, it's all legitimate. At least that's the way he explained it. The guy — Ethan, I think his name is — bought the loan papers from the bank and now we owe him a lot of money or something. John's been really stressed out and it has rubbed off on me. I've been non-stop driving up and down the coast visiting all our locations and trying to whip people into assessing the value. Then I come home and I'm weary to the bone. I'm so glad that I'm spending this weekend with you. I really, really need this break from my job and my husband."

"You need a break from John? That's not like the Anne I know."

"You don't know the half of it. He can't get it up anymore. Ever since this whole business started, he's just been so deflated."

"Is it bad?"

"I don't know." Anne took a deep breath and sighed. "The way it stands right now, he could lose the business."

"Oh no," Joyce commiserated. "If you need to borrow money I can talk to Nelson, I'm sure he would—"

Anne chuckled. "You're sweet, Joyce, but I don't think that's gonna help. Actually, I was really hoping I could just put this entire business behind me for the weekend. I need to unwind, and who better than to help me than my dear big sister."

"You still play tennis?" inquired.

"Not really. I haven't touched a racket in six months. Besides, it's not really what I had in mind. Tell me your secret, Joyce. How do you always stay so happy? You've been smiling ever since I arrived and no, it's definitely not because you just like me that much. You're practically glowing. Tell me, you're not pregnant, are you?"

"No," snorted Joyce. "One little brat was enough for me and I'm sticking to it. Anyway, why shouldn't I be happy? Life is good. I finally have all the time I need for myself now that Rachel is out of the house. I don't have a job but I can afford to do anything I want."

"Joy, the sword cuts both ways. I know you're hiding something from me."

Joyce shifted in her seat uncomfortably, looking left and right. The cafe was right next to the community park. Dogs were barking and children were laughing. All around them, couples or friends occupied the tables, far enough away or too engrossed in their own conversations to pay any attention to them.

Nevertheless, she lowered her voice and leaned forward, elbows on the table. "There might be something but you need to promise me that no one can ever know."

Anne raised her eyebrow. "Something bad?"

"I won't say another word until you promise."

"Alright. I promise I won't tell anyone," Anne said, smirking.

"No, I'm serious. Promise me."

The smirk turned into a frown. "You really think I'd ever betray you?"

"Of course not but this is... different."

"Very well. I solemnly swear on the sacred bonds of our sisterhood never to tell another soul of this conversation. Now spill, Joy."

Joyce took a deep breath. She couldn't believe she was about to tell someone about it but she had been bursting to be able to tell someone. That was partially why she had invited her sister in the first place.

"I'm cheating on Nelson," she blurted out all at once.

"What?" gasped Anne loud enough to make several people turn their heads.

"Shhh," Joyce admonished.

"You cheated on him?" Anne hissed quietly.

"Yes."

"No way!"

"Uh huh. And it's not 'cheated' it's 'cheating'. I'm still doing it."

"With who?"

"A neighbor."

"Not Frank?"

"Oh no. He moved in only a few months ago. Right across the street."

"I don't believe it. Not goody-two-shoes Joy."

"It's true."

"Holy crapola," Anne said and let out a whistle. She leaned back in her chair and seemed dumbstruck.

"I know I shouldn't have but it's just so... good."

"Does Nelson know?"

"Of course not!"

"Are you gonna leave him?"

"I don't know."

"How do you not know?"

"Why would I leave him?"

"Because this new mysterious guy wants to sweep you off your feet and carry you away."

"I don't think so."

"Why not?"

"We just want to have sex."

Anne snorted. She took a sip of her coffee and bit her bottom lip, deep in thought. The initial round of burst-fire questions was over. She had to process all the new information and distill it into more questions.

That was fine for Joyce. She took a deep breath and ate a mouthful of cheesecake. Adrenaline was pumping through her veins and her fingers were unsteady. Even though she had wanted to do it, actually telling someone about her infidelity was exciting to the point she found herself getting wet.

"Okay. Wow. This is big," Anne said finally. "Why are you doing it?"

"I just wanted to. I saw him and he was just so damned hot, I couldn't stop thinking about him. I just knew I would do just about anything to sleep with him."

"You're not happy with Nelson?"

"Happy's not the right word. He's not terrible. He doesn't beat me and he provides for me, but it's just so... boring."

"And it's not with the new guy?"

"No. It's a complete rush. Every single time we do it, it leaves me trembling. Nelson never managed that."

"Wow. What's so special about him?"

"He's just so... different."

"Different how?"

"Okay. He's black."

"Oh my. Does Nelson know him?"

"Yeah. He can't stand him. That's actually how it all started. Nelson had his truck towed from the neighborhood and I went over there to apologize. To make a long story short, he's getting very handsomely rewarded for his troubles."

Anne snorted. "Now that's poetic justice."

"He has a huge cock," Joyce blurted out, jubilant at finally being able to brag about it. "Eight and a half inches." 

For once, Anne didn't have a quick response. Her eyes opened wide and her jaw went slack. Johnathan wasn't particularly well endowed and she had commiserated about it with her sister many times. Joyce raised her hands and kept widening the gap until she approximated the size of Darius' penis. With every inch, Anne's eyes grew even wider.

"Wow," Anne finally said.

"Uh huh."

"Just... wow."

"Mmmhm."

"What's it like?"

"I don't have the words for it, Annie. It's out of this world. I've never felt anything like it."

"Does he have a brother?" Anne blurted out.

"I don't know. Why?"

"That sounds like exactly what I need to unwind."

"What are you saying?"

"I'm saying if my big sister can cheat on her husband, then so can I."



13. Bad Influence
"We're heading out, hon," Joyce called into the living room.

"Sure. Don't stay out too long," Nelson called back matter-of-factly, engrossed by the television. 

Joyce was poked, prodded, and pushed out of the door by her little sister. The two of them had spent hours dolling themselves up. Nelson hadn't asked where they were going, he'd been far too happy that Anne was out his hair to attempt anything that might prevent her from leaving.

"Bye, Nelson," Anne called out in an exaggerated tone and earned a poke in the ribs.

"Behave," Joyce hissed.

Anne rolled her eyes but said nothing more until they were in the car. She wore a very revealing, diamond cut-out dress that worked very well in softening her slightly stockier frame. Joyce looked almost conservative by comparison. She had opted for a more comfortable maxi dress with a floral print. Anne laughed and said she looked like a grandma but Darius would appreciate it.

"The poor sap has no idea," Anne laughed as they pulled out of the driveway in the Ford Granada.

"Yes, and I'd like it to stay that way."

"Oh God, this is so exciting!" Anne grinned.

"I know."

"It's just like that time we stole that pack of cigarettes. Do you remember?"

"I remember but this is different. Way, way better."

"Drive faster, I can't wait."

"Calm down. You'll have plenty of time."

"And he really has a cock as big?"

"That's what Darius said."

It had been a weird conversation. Darius had been very surprised after she rang his bell unannounced. He knew that her sister was there for the weekend and hadn't expected her.

He had been even more surprised when Joyce wanted to know if she could ask something very strange — if he knew anyone with a cock as big as his. After he had stopped laughing and Joyce explained the situation a little better, he said he knew someone who was clean and well endowed. Those were Anne's only criteria.

She still couldn't believe her little sister was going to do it. It made her feel like a bad influence. She was a bad influence.

Sometimes it felt good to be bad.

The address Darius had given her was on the west end of the city. A series of tall, beige apartment blocks. Their destination was the tallest of the five, a fourteen-story landmark. The complex had its own subterranean parking garage — for residents only. 

They found a nearby parking spot and stepped out of the car. Their attire was completely out of the place and several passersby turned their heads to gaze at them. They flashed each other smiles.

The elevator dinged on the fifth floor. Standing in front of the door to apartment 5D, Joyce grabbed her sister by the shoulder. "Anne, you don't have to do this. There's no going back. I want you to think very carefully about it."

"I want to do it, sis. I want to fuck a big black cock."

Joyce laughed. Her sister had such an expression of glee on her face she couldn't help but feel joy herself. That must have been what she looked like herself a while ago. "Okay. But if you change your mind at any time, just say the word."

Anne threw her arms around her big sister and hugged her tight. "Thank you. I love you, Joyce."

"Love you, too, little sister. For better or worse."

"Now let's get stuffed," laughed Anne.

There was faint music playing behind the door. A romantic medley. Joyce knocked.

The door swung open and the broad, gentle face of Darius greeted them both. "Joyce!" he called out, swooped her up, twirled her around, and embraced her in a deep kiss. Anne gazed longingly at the two of them. 

One thing was very obvious — the two sisters were way overdressed. Darius just wore jeans and a loose olive sweater. The man who appeared behind Darius had a dress shirt on at least but nothing like their getup.

"You must be Anne," Darius said after setting Joyce back down. "You are as beautiful as your sister. Please, let me introduce you to my good friend Lemar. Lemar, this is the gorgeous Joyce and her radiant sister Anne."

Lemar was younger than Darius. In his late twenties, early thirties. He was nothing at all like the broad, barrel-chested gardener. Lemar was lanky, with light brown skin the shade of caramel. He had a dark goatee complete with soul patch and an easy smile.

Joyce glanced at her sister, trying to gauge her reaction. The man didn't look like what she had expected. In her mind, she had pictured someone like Darius, only not as big. There didn't seem to be a need to worry. Anne's eyes were glued to Lemar with utter fascination.

"Very lovely to meet you, miss," Lemar said and swooped down to kiss Anne's hand. He spoke with a faint southern accent.

"Hi," mumbled Anne, blushing.

A big hand gave Joyce's butt a squeeze. "Come on inside."

The inside of 5D was only sparsely furnished. There were three guitars, two of them electric, and a record player. The bare brick walls were beset with pictures of concerts, musicians, and posters.

They settled on the red couch and Lemar offered them drinks from the kitchenette. The music came out of two tall speakers, plunging the room into a pleasant atmosphere.

Lemar was, as Joyce had guessed, a musician by trade. They each sipped from a glass of wine, listening to him talk about his band. He has been playing guitar since he was fourteen and now earned his living playing at bars throughout the city. He definitely possessed that easygoing, charismatic charm that performers always had.

Anne was smitten by him at once. She sat between Lemar and Darius, but every minute seemed to scoot another inch closer to the affable man. She hadn't so much as looked at her sister since they arrived. Joyce herself was sitting on Darius' lap. She leaned back, comforted by the man's broad chest.

A few minutes later, Joyce wasn't paying any attention to Lemar anymore. Her focus was on the hand slowly but surely riding up her thigh. The lips that nibbled on her earlobe. The gentle rumble of Darius' words in her ear. "You're such a wicked sister."

It was Anne herself who really set things in motion, however. "Why don't the two of you get a room?" she said, rolling her eyes at Darius and Joyce making out.

"That's a wonderful idea," Lemar added. "Darius tells me that the two of us will get along well."

Before she was carried off to the adjacent room, Joyce was able to see her little sister emphatically nod while blushing. Then the door closed and they were in a small bedroom, as sparsely furnished as the living room. It smelled of lavender.

"Whose room is this?" she asked.

Darius tossed her on the bed, eliciting a squeal of laughter. "Lemar's roommate. She's away for the—"

"You know what. I don't care. Just fuck me!"

In a whirlwind of arms, legs, and mouths, their clothes came flying off. All the effort she put into dressing up was undone in a fraction of the time she spent. Darius barely even saw her matching red lace underwear.

After he plunged deep inside her, it didn't matter anymore. All that mattered was the carnal act of love.

Ten minutes later, she slumped down next to Darius, exhausted and sweating. The light shining in through the ruby curtains just started to dim down. Now that her own needs were taken care of, her mind wandered to Anne and what her sister was doing.

Darius got up to use the restroom but she was too comfortable to move. As soon as the door opened, she heard the moans and screams. She scrambled to her feet and traipsed out of the room.

"Oh, oh, oh, yes! I love your big cock!" Anne shouted through the wall. "It's so big! It's so big!"

The toilet flushed. Darius walked into the living room buck naked. His ears twitched at the next audible noise, which was somewhere between a moan and a growl. A big grin spread across his face. He walked up behind Joyce and pinched one of her nipples. His cock pressed into the small of her back.

"Guess the plan worked," he chuckled.

"Uh huh."

Joyce turned around and pushed Darius towards the red couch. She straddled his lap and ground her pussy on his shaft until he was hard again, then slipped it inside of her. 

"I. LOVE. BLACK. COCK," Anne roared.

Joyce ground back and forth slowly. She didn't know why, but listening to her sister in the height of orgasmic throes was intensely exciting.

"You like listening to them?" Darius asked.

Joyce's head snapped back to Darius. She hadn't even realized she was staring a hole into the wall. "It's extremely inappropriate, which is apparently a turn on."

Darius chuckled. "Not a lot of people would invite their own sister to fuck a stranger."

"She's married, too," Joyce added.

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!" Anne screamed.

"I'm beginning to think I'm a bad influence on your family."

"I've been thinking the same thing about myself," Joyce said and giggled. She shifted so she could lean forward and kiss her lover. Her breasts pressed against his warm, hairy body. Her stiff nipples dragged across his skin. Still, she only very leisurely ground on his penis.

"I see she's one of those women," Darius said, after a particularly loud moan from the other room.

"One of what?"

"I'm not sure what to call it. Size queens? I've mostly heard stories from some of my friends. Women who'd do anything for a large, black cock. I've only ever met one, her name was Candy. She was twenty-nine, I think. Smoking hot but the charm of a viper. She wanted to feel two guys in her at the same time, me and Patrick."

"Did you do it?" Joyce asked with great curiosity.

"Oh yes. Barely managed to fit into her tight ass but from the way she was screaming, it must have been quite the experience. She professed her love of cock many, many times."

"That does sound like what's coming from the other room."

"She was married, too."

"Oh? Not to your friend, I presume."

"No. A CEO or CFO, or something-or-other. And get this — he knew."

"He knew what? That you had sex?" Joyce gasped.

"Yes. Her husband dropped her off at my friend's house. When he picked her up, he thanked us for satisfying his wife."

"Now you're just winding me up," Joyce laughed.

"I'm serious."

"I'm not sure I believe you. Anyway, Nelson is not that kind of man. He... doesn't like black people. He gets uncomfortable around them."

"So I've noticed," Darius chuckled.

"Is that what you want?" she asked cautiously. "For me to tell my husband?"

"Oh, heavens no. This just reminds me of her. It's the only time I've been with a married woman."

"My sister isn't like that at all, and I'm not either. This doesn't have anything to do with our husbands."

"Of course not."

The deluge of grunts from the other room faded away and grew oddly still. They ceased their conversation, listening to the silence.

"We should probably go back to our room," Darius suggested. "Unless you want your sister to walk in on us like this."

"Well... that might be interesting," Joyce giggled.

"But then she might see what you're getting and want it for herself."

"Damn. In that case, we better—eeh!"

Darius stood up. With her still on top of him. He had one arm around her back and just walked towards the bedroom.

Gravity pushed her deep down on his cock and every step sent an almost painful jolt into her body. After five steps, she came and the fact that her sister or their husbands even existed was driven clean out of her mind.



14. Proposal
Joyce let out a long sigh and at the last moment remembered to add a little moan. It probably didn't make a difference. She looked at the clock on the bedside table. Only a little after midnight. She yawned, glad that her back was to Nelson.

She wished he would just cum already. He had been at it for at least five minutes. Poking around down there with his cock, thrusting like a textbook definition. 

He'd finish quicker if she faked an orgasm but she just didn't care about that today. She just wanted to lie there and not have to do anything. The price to pay for her laziness was only an extra two minutes at most.

Nelson's grunting got louder and his breathing shallow. Then he grunted and came. "I love you," he said, kissed her on the bare shoulder and rolled onto his back.

Joyce yawned, stretched her arms, and stood up. She opened the window, letting in cool evening air. Went to the bathroom to clean up. When she returned to the bedroom, Nelson laid there with his hands folded underneath his head, looking up at her.

"You didn't climax, did you?" he inquired.

"No," she confirmed and slipped into the bed beside him.

"What's bothering you?" he asked.

Joyce stopped herself from rolling her eyes. It had to be something wrong with her, of course. The fact that he might not be satisfying never entered his mind. Then she chided herself immediately. Something was wrong with her after all.

"Have you ever thought about... experimenting a little?"

"Like what? You want to take a trip to somewhere? Hawaii maybe? Or we could go back to that hotel in Aspen. We could really take the time to get in the mood. A candlelit dinner. Wine. Music. Backrubs."

"No, I mean experiment in bed."

"I'm open to ideas."

"Have you ever thought about a menage-a-trois?"

The bones in his neck cracked as he snapped his head to look at her. "A threesome?" He paused, mulling the words over. "I mean, I've never really thought about it. Just me, you, and one of your friends?"

Joyce's heart beat faster than at any other time in the evening. She couldn't believe she was actually having that conversation with her husband. She couldn't remember why she brought it up, either. "No, I was thinking you, me, and another guy."

A vision flooded her mind. Of her riding Darius, while Nelson laid next to them and watched. Just watched her at the height of her sexual pleasure, feeling alive. She felt herself getting wet.

She started playing with herself, remembering the woman Darius had mentioned. Candy. A weird name and a weird woman. Strange husband, too. The blanket rustled with her fervent movements.

"Are you masturbating?" Nelson asked.

Joyce froze. "Yes," she said meekly.

"I'm not sure how I feel about the idea of a threesome."

"It's okay. Forget it. It was just a silly thought," she said and turned away. The entire conversation had been a mistake. What had gotten into her? "Let's just go sleep."

Nelson didn't say anything after that.

After a minute, Joyce began playing with herself again but not as fervently. Slow and quietly, so as not to disturb her husband.



15. Fruit Salad
The memory of Darius' cock was still fresh in her mind. The way his powerful rod pierced her soul. Even after weeks of fucking him nearly twice a day, every single time was just as exciting as the first. Well, maybe the second one. Nothing could ever come close to that first time. 

She was in the kitchen, chopping apples into tiny squares for a fruit salad, humming a happy tune to herself. Every time she reached over to the sink, she felt a little glob of Darius' seed leak out of her. She could have cleaned up of course, but she liked the way it tickled. It made her encounters feel like they lasted longer.

Nelson arrived as she moved on to the oranges. Like clockwork. He drove his car into the garage, walked into the front door, set his briefcase down on the armoire, and took off his shoes. 

"Fruit salad is gonna be done in five minutes," she called out.

Normally, that's when he'd come into the kitchen, kiss her on the cheek, look at whatever she was making, and say how tasty it looked. He did step into the kitchen but he remained silent for a few minutes.

"I've been thinking about what you said. A lot. I think maybe we could try it."

"Try what?" she asked in confusion.

"The menage-a-trois you mentioned the other week."

Joyce's heart skipped a beat. She turned to look at her husband, leaning against the counter with his arms crossed in front of his chest. She had forgotten about their conversation. Apparently, he had not. So many questions were buzzing through her brain.

"What do you mean?"

"I'm not a fool, Joy. I've noticed that you haven't been as happy as you should be, lately. You're doing an excellent job trying to cover it up and put on a good face for me, but it's a bit foolish to think your own husband wouldn't notice. I noticed how excited you were after bringing up the idea. Yes, don't give me that innocent look. I realize you kept masturbating afterward."

"No really, it's alright. It was just a trifling thought."

Nelson seemed to relax after she said it. Like the only reason he even brought it up in the first place was to hear her deny it once again. She realized it must have been eating away at him. That she wanted to sleep with another man. She cursed herself for ever mentioning it.

"Ah, of course, if that's what you want. We all get these crazy ideas sometimes, but they usually don't mean anything. Honestly, it's kinda funny if you think about it. A threesome with another guy. I can't imagine going around and asking any of my friends if they want to be involved that in that. It's so gauche."

Joyce rolled her eyes. "There are people other than your friends. Anyway, you wouldn't have to find anyone, I could do it."

Nelson gave a little laugh. He stepped closer and planted that kiss on her cheek he had missed out on earlier. "You're so adorable, sometimes? You're very good at many things, but I've seen you flirt. You're lucky you married me, you know. Who knows if anyone else would have found you attractive."

The words stung. She wasn't sure if he was trying to insult her or if he was trying to compliment her. What made it worse that she had thought that way for years. How lucky she was that she was married to him. 

It was only recently that she realized that another life was possible. She was still relatively young. She didn't have to spend the rest of her life married to Nelson. Not that she would mind it too much, of course, but she didn't have to. 

That line of thought hit home to her just at that moment. It was incredibly liberating. 

"I actually know of someone already," she said pointedly.

"You do?" he asked in surprise and stepped back as a precaution. "I thought it was just a trifle."

"And I thought you just told me that we could try it."

"That was only because I knew you weren't being serious."

"What if I am?"

"That's ridiculous."

"We can do it right now. Give me half an hour," she said hotly.

"Stop it. It's not funny."

"I'm not joking."

"Who is it?"

Joyce froze. Nelson's face made the journey from baffled to grave concern. The discussion was rapidly getting out of hand, but every time Nelson casually insulted her, she wanted to lash back. Yet, mentioning Darius was something else. She never would have imagined that that day might end with her out on the street.

"It's not Frank, is it? If you talked to him behind my back and suggested that you and he—"

"It's not Frank. It's definitely not him."

"It probably isn't anyone, but I've driven you into a corner and you just don't want to admit it," he sneered.

Joyce hated him at that moment. A burst of anger bubbled in her as hot as the fires of hell. She knew that she was about to take a step down a road she'd never be able to return from, but she didn't care.

"It's Darius Rawling," she said and watched with utter satisfaction as the sneer was completely wiped off of Nelson's face. Immediately afterward, panic joined the thrill.

"No," Nelson said.

"Yes."

"There is no way in hell you can possibly think about that n—"

"Don't. You. Dare. Finish. That. Sentence," Joyce snarled.

Rage rippled over Nelson's face. His brows were furrowed deep. His skin flushed red. "How can you stick up for someone like that over your own husband? For the second time!"

"Hah," barked Joyce. "I've done more than that. I've fucked him, Nelson. Many times. And he's an amazing lover."

"Bullshit," spat Nelson. "You're just trying to piss me off and it's working. But let me tell you, if there's even a hint of truth to this utter nonsense, I'll divorce you quicker than you can pack your bags."

"No, you won't," she laughed derisively.

"And why is that?" he asked. His fists were balled up so hard they turned white. His nostrils were trembling.

"Because then everyone would find out your wife is sleeping with a black man. And I mean everyone. Frank would know that you aren't good enough in bed and your wife has to find satisfaction somewhere else. Everyone at the church will know. Everyone at work will know. Hell, I'll even call your mom and let her know the good news."

"You wouldn't dare," he hissed. She saw the gears and levers in his brain working furiously. 

All of his life, the one thing he cared about more than anything was his status. He wanted a grand house to show everyone he could afford it. He drove a Mercedes so that everyone could see the star on the hood. Unlike other wives she knew, he never complained once when she bought a dress, shoes, or a purse. As long as it was something that made her look good.

This would be the end of that, too. A fatal wound in his image. She saw the moment the bulb lit up inside of him.

"I don't believe any of this," he muttered. "You're lying. I'm the only guy on this planet who loved—who loves you, Joyce. I'm the only guy willing to take care of you."

Joyce had enough. There was a fury building inside of her that needed to be released or she'd blow up. She untied her apron and wiped her hands. The fruit salad could wait. "You don't believe me? Fine. Just wait right here."

She was out the door and across the street before she knew it. She rung the bell repeatedly, hammering away at it. Hasty footsteps approached.

"Joyce! Are you back for more already? Wait, what's wrong? Is everything okay?" Darius asked with concern in his soulful brown eyes. A wave of coconut scent washed over her. He must have just gotten out of the shower.

"Do you trust me?"

"Of course. What happened? Is it your husband?"

Joyce didn't answer. Instead, she grabbed him by the belt and pulled him behind her. She felt angry enough to just pick him up and carry him over her shoulder but there was no need. He followed her across the street, led like a puppy.

Nelson stood in the living room. He jumped a little when all of a sudden the big, bulging Darius stood in his house. 

"Good evening, Mr. Cartwright," Darius said politely and shot a questioning look at Joyce.

"Um. Hello," Nelson mumbled, also shooting a questioning look at Joyce.

Joyce went down on her knees in front of Darius and unbuckled his belt. Her heart was hammering so hard she was afraid it would burst out of her chest. She tugged on his jeans and they slid down his muscular legs. The bulge under his boxers was impossible to miss.

She turned around to look at her husband as she tugged at the boxers. His eyes went wide and his jaw went slack, but he just stood there, frozen. Darius just had a faint smirk on his face.

She turned back to the cock and gave it a lick. All the way from his smooth balls to the tip of his shaft. She took it inside of her mouth. After all these weeks, she was proud to have practice in that area. She could fit half of it in her mouth. Darius had called her a beautiful little cocksucker.

She put in even more effort now, trying to put on a show. That meant a lot more effort focused on the outside. She dragged her lips over the bulging shaft. Teased the underside of the glans with her tongue. Let the saliva drip freely down the front of her dress.

Every once in awhile, she looked over at her husband. His face was as pale as a sheet and he had grown faint, gripping the back of the couch for support. Still, he couldn't look at away.

It was the most fun she ever had sucking a cock. She lost herself in it, even forgetting about her husband.

Usually, she just swallowed the delicious seed but not today. When she felt Darius throbbing, she pointed it right at her face and pumped.

The warm semen splashed on her skin. Her mouth. Her nose. Her neck. When it stopped erupting, she placed her lips on the tip and gingerly suckled the last remaining drops out of it.

She turned to look at Nelson with her face covered in Darius' thick seed and smiled. Nelson sat on the ground. Tears rolled down his cheek. "Believe me now, hon?" she taunted him.

The words broke Nelson out of his stupor. He scrambled to his legs, whimpering. His eyes flickered between the massive cock dangling between Darius' legs and the cum covered face of his wife.

Then he stumbled into the hallway, grabbed his keys, and left.

"Was that... wise?" Darius asked. 

"Absolutely not," Joyce laughed. "But it felt damn good."

The engine of Nelson's Mercedes roared and the tires squealed as he pulled out. Seconds later, the cry of the engine was already a distant buzz. He was finally able to get use out of the zero to sixty in eight seconds he kept bragging about.

"Are you in any danger?" Darius inquired. "You can sleep at my house tonight. He won't hurt you there."

"No, I'm staying right here," Joyce said.

"I don't think that's a good idea, Joyce," he cautioned.

"You don't know Nelson very well."

"You're right. I don't. What do you think he'll do?"

"Nothing. Nothing at all. He's far too obsessed with his image. No, he won't risk anyone finding out about this. I think he'd much rather have his wife fuck other people as long as no one knows than for people to think he's a bad husband even if it's not true."

"That's a hell of an assumption to make. He doesn't own a gun, does he?"

"No. Nelson wouldn't hurt a fly."

"Can I just say how beautiful you look like that? I've never seen anyone so fiercely determined with semen on their face."

Joyce laughed. "You wanna help me clean up?" she asked, grinning.

Darius looked around as if he realized for the first time in whose house he was. "I want to say yes because I want to protect you, but it might not be the best idea for me to be here when your husband gets back."

"I'm making fruit salad."

"Hmm, I was just about to eat something when you interrupted."

"You'll stay right there, then."

"I can't say no to a face like that."

Joyce spent a few minutes in the bathroom, wiping the semen off of her face with a wet towel. She didn't need Darius to protect her but it was nice to have company. Especially if the company had a large cock.

They ate fruit salad directly from the bowl and discussed what happened. She filled him in on what happened and reminded him of the story he had told her of Candy. That got her so turned on she demanded that he fuck her again. 

Nelson didn't return until almost midnight.

He walked in the door and saw the tall Darius stand behind his wife like a silent guardian. Joyce was still holding the book she had read to Darius when the sound of the returning car interrupted the two of them.

"Good evening, Mr. Rawling. Joyce," he mumbled. "I'm going to bed."

He shuffled up the stairs quietly and defeated.

"Wow, I didn't expect that," Darius said.

"See? I told you. He's as meek as a lamb. You don't have to worry about me. I've got this."

"Are you sure? I feel bad about you leaving you alone."

"It's okay, Mr. Rawling," she said, mocking her husband's tone. "Thank you. For everything." She stood on the tips of her toes and kissed her lover one last time for the night.

When she went up to her bedroom later, Nelson wasn't asleep yet. He laid in his usual spot, staring up at the ceiling, only briefly acknowledging her presence.

She crawled into bed beside him and planted a big kiss on his cheek. "You're the best husband ever."



16. The Show
It was the best week of Joyce's life. Nelson had been giving her the silent treatment, which she found amusing. Other than that, he had been mostly ignoring her. She took full advantage of that. 

Not having to sneak around anymore took some of the excitement away from her fling, but Nelson knowing more than made up for it. She had no idea why she enjoyed it so much. There was a demon inside her that took immense pleasure in it.

Every night as they laid in bed, she told him about all the things she did with Darius. She told him how good it felt to feel his big cock inside of her. How forceful and demanding his lips were. The way he managed to make her scream like no one else did. How happy she was.

Every other time, she played the perfect wife. They had a dinner engagement with Nelson's boss Philip Dowd and his wife Patricia on Monday. She had spent three hours getting ready for it. It was part of the implicit deal she had struck with him, even if he didn't know it. 

Nelson had been very surprised when she greeted him in her charcoal sheath dress with gold trim, expecting to have to go to dinner by himself. She laughed at all of Patricia's jokes, flattered Philip when he said something interesting and made sure to kiss Nelson several times. 

"Thank you," was all he had said in the car on the way home.

Joyce checked on the meatloaf in the oven. It was basically done. She turned off the heat and waited for the telltale sound of Nelson's car. The peas were done just in time, too.

At the sound of the engine, she took the meatloaf out of the oven and prepared a plate for her husband. He came straight into the kitchen, following his nose. Meatloaf was his favorite. He almost mentioned how good it smelled, before catching himself, remembering that he wasn't talking to her.

"I'm going over to Darius, so you'll have to eat alone," she said and he just nodded. The smile faded from his face. "We want to try out something new today. I've been thinking about letting him do me in the butt. Honestly, I'm a bit worried that he might not fit, so we're doing some exercises first. We already tried a finger this morning and he got his fingertip in, but he said we needed proper lube before we go any further, so I went shopping today. That's on today's agenda. I want him to fuck me while he has a finger up my ass, I think it's gonna be very exciting. If it all works out, we're gonna try to use my vibrator and slowly work my way up to being able to fit his mammoth dick inside. Anyway, I made you your favorite meal today because I might be over there longer than usual. Have fun."

She grabbed the bag from the pharmacy and was already halfway out the door when Nelson called after her.

"Wait," he said, sounding desperate.

"What's up?"

"Do you remember the... conversation we had the other day? About the menage-a-trois?"

"Of course I do, why?"

"I... wanted to know if we can still do it."

"You want to have a threesome with Darius and me?"

"Yes."

"I'm not sure how that would work. I think you'd just get in the way, honestly."

"Oh, that's not a problem. I won't be much of a nuisance. I just want to... be there."

Joyce's eyes lit up like a Christmas tree. "Really?"

Nelson hung his head in shame and nodded.

"Oh, that's fantastic! Wait right here, I'll fetch Darius! I guess anal will have you wait. Oh, this is going to be grand!"

Joyce was in high gear organizing it. It didn't take a lot to convince Darius to do it. She told her husband to wait in their bedroom.

Five minutes later, everything was set.

She opened the door to her bedroom and found Nelson waiting for them. He sat very stiffly on the edge. Her pulse raced.

"Are you ready?" she asked.

"Yes," Nelson mumbled and looked at her. His eyes scouted for Darius.

"He's just outside the door. I don't think you're ready yet. You're all wound up tight, that might dampen the mood too much. Go on, lie down on the bed. Yes. Just like that. Take a deep breath. Yes, that's good. Now relax, hon."

"Okay," Nelson said. Some of the color returned to his face.

Joyce opened the door and let Darius inside. He looked out of place in their neat, orderly bedroom. The only man other than Nelson who had ever been in there. 

She started unbuttoning her blouse while Darius pulled off his shirt. 

"Do you like my body?" Joyce asked her husband.

"Yes."

She reached behind her back and unsnapped the clasp of her bra. Her breasts dropped free and Nelson breathed in sharply. She hooked her thumbs into her pants and pushed them down.

"Do you like the new look, Nelson? I shaved my cunt for him."

A jolt shot through Nelson when she said the c-word as if he couldn't believe she would actually use words like that. But she was a different kind of wife now. "Yes," he said.

A naked Darius moved to stand behind Joyce. He wrapped his arms around her and with one large paw, squeezed her breast. He planted a kiss on her neck.

"Do you like the way he kisses me?" she asked.

"No," muttered Nelson.

"You're gonna hate this, then."

Joyce crawled on all fours on the bed. Her breasts dangled freely. She moved gracefully, like a cat, staring her husband in the eye. The look of utter helplessness on his face was like a drug to her inner predator.

She crawled nearly onto his lap and kissed him.

It was only a brief kiss, barely a touch, before Darius pulled her away. He flipped her on her back. His rock hard cock jutted out of his body like a magnificent figurehead. Nelson let out a gasp at the veiny essence of man.

"See, hon? There's just no way you could ever compete," she said.

Darius scooped her up with one hand at the small of her back. She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled herself onto his rod. All eight and a half inches of it. 

"Ohhhh God," she moaned.

She looked up at Nelson but his attention was focused elsewhere. On the spot between her legs where an onyx cock ten times the size of his own pushed aside his wife's labia

"It feels soooo good," she rasped and watched Nelson tremble.

Darius moved his hand up to her back and actually lifted her into the air. Her spine arched and she was suspended on his dick.

She had never come so quick or so hard as she did, knowing her husband was watching. Her blonde hair fell backward on the bed as she writhed with a powerful orgasm.

It was the first of many.

Joyce rode the wave of bliss from one peak to the next. Darius flipped her over and started fucking her doggy style until she squealed like a whore. She rode him like a thoroughbred stallion, watching Nelson the entire time.

At some point, tears started rolling down his cheek, but he neither complained nor tried to stop them. 

Several hours later, their bodies were covered in a thick sheen of sweat, as they collapsed after what would be her second-to-last orgasm of the night. Even Nelson had climaxed at some point, as evidenced by the dark spot in his trousers.

"Wow," Joyce sighed. "That was incredible. What did you think, hon?"

For the first time, Nelson averted his gaze. "It was alright," he muttered and swung his legs out of the bed. He got up and hurried off in the direction of the bathroom.

"Thank you so, so much for everything, Darius," Joyce thanked her lover and kissed him deeply.

It took them fifteen minutes to say goodbye to each other in a language of lips and tongues. Not until the front door closed behind Darius did Nelson return. He was naked.

"Come here, my love," Joyce cooed and spread her legs wide. A copious amount of thick, white cum flowed out of her pussy. Her thighs and labia were a sloppy mess.

Nelson knelt between her legs and his small cock was hard as could be. He slipped inside of her, though after her night, she barely felt it. She heard it, though — the slick wetness of him pushing inside of her filled hole.

She pulled him close to her, feeling the warmth of his body. "Do you feel that? Do you feel your cock bathing in the pool of a real man's work? I bet you love getting sloppy seconds. Don't worry, you can have them. Every night. This is how amazing our life is now. Isn't it wonderful, Nelson?"

"Yes, Joy. I love you," he said so quietly it was almost a whisper. "You can have anything you want."

That's when she came for the last time that night. After the pounding, she couldn't even feel his penis inside her, but knowing that he was completely hers now was all the stimulation she needed.



Epilogue
Darius was in the kitchen, getting a drink. Joyce sat on the countertop, ogling her lover's muscular butt. Both of them were naked and sweaty. Nelson wasn't home yet, they still had half an hour before he was due home. That didn't stop them from having fun, however.

The phone rang. Joyce hopped off and went into the hallway.

"Mrs. Cartwright speaking," she announced.

"Joy!" Anne's giddy voice rang through the line.

"Oh! Great to hear from you," Joyce piped back. She pulled up an armchair from the living room and got herself comfortable.

"You won't believe what a week I've had, my dear sister," Anne bragged.

Darius stepped into the hallway and saw her lounging the chair. He grabbed a pillow from the sofa and tossed in the ground in front of her. 

"Oh yeah?" asked Joyce.

"Do you remember that guy I was telling you about? The one who bought up John's debt?"

"Yup. Did you finally get rid of the bastard?"

"Better."

"Better how?"

Darius knelt down on the pillow in front of her and pushed apart her legs. He kissed his way up her thigh.

"Well..." Anne giggled. "Okay, you're so not gonna believe this."

"Just tell me!" Joyce demanded, getting a little flustered as Darius' kisses neared her sex.

"Okay, do you also remember Lemar?"

"Yes, sweet Anne, I'm not likely to forget."

"Turns out the guy's an African American."

"Oh no! Anne, you... hngh... didn't!" she blurted out, as Darius started nibbling on and around her clit.

"I did. Actually... okay, this is gonna sound weird."

"Just, hmmmm, tell me."

"John knows."

A jolt surged through Joyce and not just because of Darius. She sat up straight and Darius had to consider a different approach. "He knows?"

"Yeah. He actually sort of... sold me."

"He what?" Joyce yelled.

"Well, we couldn't come up with the money and the guy — his name his Ethan, by the way. Did I tell you that? — anyway, he said he'd forgive some of the debt if he could fuck me."

"And John agreed?"

"Uh huh. John was the one to tell me. You should have seen him. He was so scared and at his wit's end. We had a check bounce that week and we were pretty much rock bottom. Then he told me about Ethan's offer. I was so shocked at first. I couldn't believe what my own husband was asking of me."

Darius picked up her left foot and sucked on her big toe. It tickled. "But you — ahhh — changed your mind?"

"Well, yeah. After the shock wore off, I realized what an amazing opportunity it was. Ethan's cock isn't as big as Lemar but God damn, it feels good. And John knows, Joy. Can you believe that? He drives me over to Ethan's mansion — yes, he has a mansion — every evening and knows that I'm having sex with him. Oh god, you have absolutely no idea how good that feels, Joy."

Joyce laughed. "Actually, I have something to tell you, too, my dear sister."

As Joyce filled in her sister about her situation with Nelson, while Darius kissed every accessible square inch of her body, she realized that she was happy.

She couldn't think of a single thing she wanted, except for it to go on forever.
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