

White Wife Down: The Takeover

From Anna Onyx


Table Of Contents

Table Of Contents      2

White Wife Down: The Takeover      3

Chapter One – The Welcome Basket      3

Chapter Two – The Pool Party      7

Chapter Three – The Garage Gym      9

Chapter Four – The Cul-de-Sac      12

Chapter Five – The HOA Meeting      15


White Wife Down: The Takeover


Chapter One – The Welcome Basket

The fruit basket was Gina's idea. Of course it was. Everything in Briarwood Estates that had a veneer of civility and a core of control was Gina's idea. She was the HOA president, the woman who enforced lawn-height ordinances with the fervor of a parole officer, and right now she was standing on the porch of 14 Magnolia Lane with a cellophane-wrapped arrangement of pears, grapes, and imported cheese, rehearsing her speech about trash day protocol.

The new neighbor's name was Cameron Ellis – Cam, according to the deed paperwork she'd pulled from the county website. Former defensive end. Six years in the league, two Pro Bowl nods, retired at twenty-nine with more money than anyone on the cul-de-sac. Gina didn't follow football. She followed property values, and a single man in a four-bedroom colonial could mean parties, could mean noise complaints, could mean problems.

She pressed the doorbell. Chimes echoed through what sounded like a largely empty foyer. Footsteps – heavy, unhurried. The door swung open and every rehearsed sentence about recycling schedules evaporated from her mind like dew on July asphalt.

Cam filled the doorframe the way a painting fills a gallery wall – completely, deliberately, like the architecture had been built to display him. He was shirtless, dark skin still damp from a shower, a white towel slung low around his hips. His chest was broad and carved, each muscle defined like something sculpted rather than grown. Water trailed down the deep channel between his pectorals, disappearing into the ridges of his abdomen – eight of them, Gina counted involuntarily before she caught herself. His arms were thick, veined, relaxed at his sides in a way that somehow emphasized their size. He smelled like cedarwood and cocoa butter, and the contrast between that warm scent and the cool January air made Gina's nostrils flare.

"Hey," he said. His voice was low, resonant, a bass note that she felt in her sternum. He looked down at her – she was five-six in heels and he had close to a foot on her – and smiled. White teeth against dark lips. "You must be the welcoming committee."

Say something. You are forty-one years old and you are the president of this homeowners association and you will not stand here like a sorority pledge at a mixer. "I'm Gina Harlow. HOA president. Welcome to Briarwood." She thrust the basket forward like a shield. Her wedding ring caught the porch light. Three carats. She'd picked it herself.

Cam took the basket with one hand – one hand, the thing weighed eight pounds – and stepped aside. "Come in. I just made coffee."

She should have said no. She should have handed him the informational packet about guest parking and left. Instead she heard herself say, "I'd love some," and stepped across his threshold on legs that felt strangely warm.

The house was half-furnished. Moving boxes stacked against walls. A massive sectional sofa still wrapped in plastic. The kitchen, though, was done – granite countertops, stainless steel, a coffee maker that probably cost more than Gina's first car gurgling away on the island. Cam set the basket down and reached for two mugs from an open box. His back was to her. She watched the muscles there shift and roll like tectonic plates beneath silk – his lats flaring, his shoulders bunching, the towel riding dangerously low so she could see the twin dimples at the base of his spine and the upper curve of his ass, round and dense as carved mahogany.

Stop staring. You are a married woman. You are here in an official capacity.

"So," Cam said, turning around, mug extended, "what's the neighborhood like? Give me the real version, not the Zillow listing."

She took the mug. Their fingers brushed. His hands were enormous – her entire fist could have fit inside his palm – and warm, radiantly warm, and that tiny contact sent a current straight through her wrist and up her arm and into a place she was refusing to name. "It's quiet," she managed. "Families. Professionals. We have a pool, a community center, monthly meetings."

"Monthly meetings." He leaned against the counter opposite her, ankles crossed, arms folded. The posture made his biceps swell. The towel shifted. She did not look down. She absolutely did not look down. I looked down. The towel was tented, slightly, unmistakably, the heavy outline of him pressing against terry cloth like something caged. She looked away so fast she nearly gave herself whiplash.

"We – yes. First Tuesday of every month. Seven p.m. Attendance is appreciated." Her voice was half an octave higher than normal.

Cam sipped his coffee. Watched her over the rim. His eyes were dark brown, almost black, with a ring of amber near the pupil, and they moved over her body with the calm appraisal of a man who was used to being looked at and had learned to look back. She was wearing a cream cashmere sweater tucked into high-waisted jeans, and under his gaze she became acutely aware of the way the denim hugged her hips, the way her bra was slightly too thin for this temperature, her nipples pressing against the cashmere like accusations.

"You're staring at my chest," she said, and immediately wanted to die.

He laughed. It was a warm sound, unhurried. "You stared at mine first."

The honesty of it cracked something open in her. She laughed too – a real laugh, not her HOA laugh – and set her mug down and covered her face with both hands. "Oh God. I'm so sorry. I'm not – I don't usually –"

"Hey." His voice was closer. She lowered her hands. He'd crossed the kitchen in two silent strides and was standing in front of her, near enough that she could feel the heat radiating off his bare chest. He smelled like a sauna in a forest. "Nothing to apologize for."

I want him to touch me. I want this man I met four minutes ago to put his hands on me and I am not even going to pretend otherwise. The thought was so clear, so calm, so entirely unlike her that it felt like someone else had placed it in her head. But it was hers. She owned it. She looked up at him and let her eyes say what her mouth wouldn't.

Cam reached out. His thumb traced the line of her jaw – slowly, giving her every opportunity to step back, to laugh it off, to invoke her husband's name or her position or any of the hundred walls she'd built around her life. She didn't. She turned her face into his palm and closed her eyes and felt his hand cradle her cheek like she was something precious and breakable, and then his mouth was on hers.

The kiss was slow. Exploratory. His lips were full, impossibly soft, and he tasted like black coffee and something sweet she couldn't name. His free hand settled on her hip – a question, not a demand. She answered by pressing forward, her palms flat against his chest, feeling the warmth of his skin and the hard terrain of muscle beneath it and the steady, heavy thud of his heartbeat. He was calm. She was vibrating.

He lifted her. Just – lifted her, hands under her thighs, and set her on the granite countertop like she weighed nothing. The fruit basket wobbled. A cluster of grapes broke free and rolled across the stone. She didn't notice. She was too busy wrapping her legs around his waist and pulling him closer, feeling the towel-covered mass of him press against the seam of her jeans, thick and heavy and hot even through two layers of fabric.

"Tell me to stop," he murmured against her throat, lips brushing her pulse point.

"Don't you dare."

This is consent. This is me, choosing. This is the most deliberate thing I have ever done.

He unpeeled her. There was no other word for it. The cashmere came over her head in one fluid motion, revealing a sheer lace bra that hid nothing – her breasts pale and full, nipples pink and already stiff, visible through the fabric like roses under ice. He looked at her the way a man looks at a meal after a long hunger, and then his mouth was on her collarbone, her chest, the swell of her breast above the lace. He unhooked the bra with one hand – of course he did, of course those enormous dark fingers are dexterous, of course – and her breasts fell free and his mouth found her left nipple and she gasped so loudly it echoed off the kitchen tile.

His tongue was wide and warm and slightly rough, circling her nipple, then flattening against it, then sucking gently while his hand cupped her other breast, his dark fingers stark against her pale skin – the contrast was obscene, beautiful, exactly the image she would replay behind her eyelids for weeks. He palmed her entire breast easily. She was a full C-cup and his hand made her feel delicate. His thumb rolled over her right nipple while his mouth worked the left, and she arched into him and gripped the edge of the counter and felt the first slick pulse of heat between her thighs.

"Cam – " She didn't know what she was asking for. She knew exactly what she was asking for.

He sank. That was the word – he sank, controlled, graceful, his mouth trailing down her sternum, her stomach, his hands going to the button of her jeans. He looked up at her from his knees. His face was level with her navel. He was on his knees on his own kitchen floor and somehow he was the one in control. "These need to come off," he said.

"Yes." She lifted her hips. He peeled the jeans down, taking her underwear with them – simple white cotton, she hadn't planned for this, hadn't dreamed of this – and there she was, naked on his kitchen counter, legs spread, the cool granite under her bare ass, the warm air of his kitchen on her exposed skin, and Cameron Ellis between her thighs with his dark eyes fixed on the most intimate part of her.

She was wet. She could feel it, could feel herself slick and swollen, her pink folds glistening under the overhead LED lights. He could see it too. His nostrils flared and he made a low sound in his chest – not a groan, something more primal, something that vibrated in the air between them. His big hands gripped her inner thighs and spread her wider, his dark thumbs against her pale skin, framing her pussy like it was the center of the universe, and then he leaned in and dragged his tongue from the bottom of her slit to the top in one long, slow, devastating stroke.

"Oh – fuck – " Gina's hand slammed down on the counter. Grapes scattered. A pear rolled off the edge and thudded on the floor. She didn't care. She didn't care about anything except the wide, hot, impossibly skilled tongue that was now circling her clit with the precision of a man who understood female anatomy the way she understood zoning ordinances.

He ate her out like it was worship. There was no rushing, no tentative flicking – he buried his face in her, his full lips sealed around her clit, sucking gently while his tongue worked tight circles against the swollen bud. His hands held her thighs open, thumbs pressing into the soft flesh, and the visual – his dark head between her pale thighs, her fingers tangled in his short-cropped hair, grapes crushed underfoot – was pornographic in its beauty.

My husband hasn't done this in three years. My husband never did it like this. My husband doesn't have lips like this, a tongue like this, hands that make me feel like I'm made of glass and fire simultaneously –

She came fast. Embarrassingly fast. One minute she was gripping the counter and the next her spine was curving like a drawn bow and her thighs were clamping around his head and she was moaning – loud, guttural, animal – a sound she had never heard herself make, a sound that came from somewhere deeper than her throat, somewhere primal and electrical. Her pussy clenched around nothing, pulsing, aching, and he didn't stop – he kept licking, kept sucking, rode the orgasm with her, his tongue gentling as the waves subsided, lapping softly at her folds until she was trembling and pushing weakly at his forehead.

He rose. His lips were wet, shining, and he licked them clean while looking directly into her eyes. "Welcome to the neighborhood," he said, and she laughed – breathless, wrecked, still shaking – and pulled him in for a kiss that tasted like her.

The fruit basket lay on its side, cellophane torn, grapes scattered across the tile like tiny green witnesses. Gina didn't retrieve the informational packet from her purse. She didn't mention trash day protocol. She sat on his counter for twenty more minutes, drinking coffee in his shirt, and when she finally left, her legs were still unsteady and the basket was forgotten.

She'd come back for it tomorrow. She'd come back for a lot of things.


Chapter Two – The Pool Party

February in Georgia was a liar – cold in the morning, seventy by noon – and Briarwood Estates made the most of it with a neighborhood pool party the second Saturday of the month. Gina organized it, naturally. She set up the drink station, arranged the lounge chairs, and made sure the speakers were playing something inoffensive. She wore a white bikini under a sheer coverup, and if she'd chosen that particular bikini because it made her waist look narrow and her ass look round, that was her business.

Three more men had moved into the cul-de-sac in the weeks since Cam. Darius Reed, a shooting guard – lean, six-five, with a jaw like a geometry lesson and skin the color of dark honey. Marcus Cole, a retired linebacker, built like a refrigerator wrapped in velvet, with a shaved head that gleamed in the sun and hands like dinner plates. And Jamal Price, a wide receiver still active, long and rangy with a smile that could melt asphalt – he had the body of a Greek statue reimagined by West Africa, all long muscle and narrow hips and a face almost too pretty for the size of him.

The HOA wives had been talking. Gina knew because she'd started the group chat and now couldn't stop it. Linda, who lived at number 8, had been bringing Darius casseroles every other day. Tanya from number 12 had been spotted leaving Marcus's house at six a.m. in yoga pants and a satisfied expression. Even Beth, quiet, churchy Beth, had been lingering at Jamal's mailbox in outfits that were decidedly un-churchy. The neighborhood was shifting. Something electric had settled over Briarwood like heat lightning, and every woman in the cul-de-sac could feel it.

Gina hadn't been back to Cam's since the kitchen counter. Not because she didn't want to – she'd replayed that afternoon so many times her shower routine had tripled in length – but because she was scared. Scared of what she'd done. Scared of how easily she'd done it. Scared of how badly she wanted to do it again.

Cam was at the pool. Of course he was. He wore black swim trunks that clung to his thighs and left absolutely nothing about his build to the imagination. He was standing in the shallow end talking to Darius, water lapping at his waist, sunlight catching the beads of water on his dark chest like scattered diamonds. He saw Gina and nodded. She felt that nod in her knees.

She slipped into the deep end to cool off. The water was perfect – sun-warmed on top, cool underneath – and she floated on her back for a moment with her eyes closed, listening to the chatter and the music and the splash of someone doing a cannonball. When she opened her eyes, Marcus was three feet away, chest-deep, looking at her with those dark, calm eyes.

"Gina, right?" His voice was deep enough to register on a seismograph. "Cam told me about you."

What did he tell you? That I came on his tongue in four minutes? That I left my bra on his kitchen floor? "Good things, I hope." She stood in the water. It came to her chest. Marcus was close enough that she could see the water droplets in his eyelashes.

"Very good things." He smiled. His teeth were perfect. His shoulders were wider than her dining table. "Said you were the one to know around here."

A presence behind her – warm, solid, close. She turned her head. Darius. He'd drifted over silently, that lean body cutting through the water like a blade, and now he was behind her with one hand resting casually on the pool's edge, bracketing her. She was between them – Marcus in front, Darius behind, the deep end of the pool, no one within ten feet. The nearest wives were on lounge chairs, sunglasses on, apparently reading magazines. Apparently.

They're watching. I know they're watching. And I –

I don't care.

The thought hit her like a wave. Not defiance. Permission. She'd spent twenty years caring – about appearances, about propriety, about the gap between who she was and who the cul-de-sac expected her to be. And now she was standing between two beautiful Black men in a swimming pool and the only thought in her head was yes.

Darius's hand found her hip underwater. Gentle. A question. She answered by leaning back into him, her ass pressing against his groin, and she felt him – already hard, thick even through swim trunks, pressing against the cleft of her ass like something with its own heartbeat. His breath was warm against her ear. "This okay?"

"Yes." Barely a whisper. She reached behind her, gripped his thigh. Pulled him closer.

Marcus moved in from the front, closing the distance until his chest was nearly touching her breasts. Underwater, hidden by the rippling surface, his hand found her other hip. Two sets of dark hands on her pale skin, thumbs tracing circles, holding her steady in the deep water. She was floating between them – weightless, anchored only by their grip.

Darius's fingers slid along her hip, over the string of her bikini bottom, to the front. His hand slipped beneath the white fabric and she bit her lip so hard she tasted copper. His fingers found her slit – already slick, the water doing nothing to wash away how wet she was – and he traced her folds with two long fingers, exploring, unhurried, while Marcus watched her face from inches away.

She wrapped her legs around Marcus's waist. He supported her easily, one arm under her thighs, and the position opened her up so that Darius's fingers sank deeper, parting her lips, finding her clit and pressing gently. She exhaled – shaky, loud enough to be heard above the water line – and Marcus leaned in and kissed her. His lips were thick, demanding, his tongue hot against hers, and behind her Darius's cock ground against her lower back while his fingers worked her pussy with slow, devastating precision.

The other wives are watching. Linda is watching from behind her sunglasses. Tanya definitely just put her magazine down. Gina gasped above the waterline, a sharp little sound that could have been a laugh or a moan, and Marcus's free hand came up and cupped her breast through the wet bikini, squeezing gently, his dark thumb finding her nipple through the thin white fabric. The bikini had gone translucent in the water. Her nipples were visible – pink, hard, pressing against the fabric – and Marcus rubbed one with his thumb while Darius slid two fingers inside her.

She clenched around him. His fingers were long, thicker than anything she'd felt from her husband, and they curled upward and found that spot – that devastating, electric spot – and pressed. Her hips bucked in the water. Marcus held her steady. Darius's free hand gripped her hip, pulling her back against his erection, and she could feel the full length of him now – absurd, intimidating, pressed along the small of her back like a steel pipe wrapped in skin.

"Right there," she breathed, and she wasn't whispering anymore, she was saying it clearly, her voice carrying across the blue chlorinated water, and she didn't care. "Right there, don't stop – "

Darius didn't stop. He worked her with his fingers – two, then three, stretching her gently, curling on every stroke – while Marcus held her and kissed her neck and palmed her breast and the sun beat down on all of them and the pool water lapped at their bodies in small, telling waves. She came with her legs wrapped around Marcus and Darius's fingers buried inside her and her moan was not subtle and it was not quiet and when it was over she hung between them, gasping, trembling, her forehead against Marcus's collarbone, and she could feel both of them – hard, enormous, patient – pressing against her from both sides.

She looked over Marcus's shoulder. On the lounge chairs, Linda had taken off her sunglasses and was staring openly. Tanya had her hand on her own thigh. Beth was flushed from neck to forehead.

Gina smiled. She felt like a different woman. She felt like herself.


Chapter Three – The Garage Gym

Cam texted her on a Tuesday. Come work out with me. I have a home gym. Three weeks had passed since the pool. Three weeks of electric glances across driveways and HOA emails she proofread seven times for hidden double meanings. Three weeks of lying next to her husband – Brian, an accountant, kind, soft, entirely adequate in every way that no longer mattered – and thinking about dark hands on pale skin.

She showed up in leggings and a sports bra. He answered the garage side door in compression shorts and nothing else. The garage had been converted – rubber flooring, a squat rack, a weight bench, a cable machine, a wall of mirrors. It smelled like iron and him.

"What are we working on today?" she asked, and her voice was steady even though her pulse was hammering because she knew, they both knew, this had nothing to do with exercise.

I want him. I have wanted him every day since that kitchen. I am here because I choose to be here and I want every single thing he is about to do to me.

He crossed the garage in three strides and kissed her. Not like the kitchen – not slow, not exploratory. This was hunger. His hands gripped her waist and lifted her and she wrapped her legs around him and his mouth devoured hers, tongue and teeth and heat, and she could feel him hardening against her through the thin layers between them and it was enormous and it was terrifying and it was exactly what she wanted.

He carried her to the weight bench and set her down on it lengthwise, her back against the padded surface, her head near the racked barbell. He stripped her leggings off in one pull, her underwear with them, and then he hooked his thumbs in his compression shorts and pushed them down and she saw him for the first time.

Oh God.

He was massive. There was no polite way to describe it, no euphemism that would capture the reality of Cameron Ellis's cock – thick as her wrist, long enough that the visual made her mouth go dry, dark as the rest of him but darker at the head, which was broad and smooth and already glistening with pre-cum. It hung heavy between his thighs, and as she stared it stiffened further, rising, curving slightly upward like something proud and alive. His balls were heavy, full, and the entire package was framed by powerful thighs and that sculpted V of muscle at his hips that pointed downward like an arrow – like a sign that said here, look here, this is what you came for.

She reached for him. Her pale fingers wrapped around his shaft – or tried to; they didn't close, not even close – and the contrast made her breath catch. White fingers on dark skin, delicate hand on brutal cock. She stroked him slowly, feeling the weight, the heat, the veins that ridged the shaft like topography. He was silk over steel. He was the most beautiful thing she had ever held.

"I need you inside me," she said. No preamble. No coyness. "Right now."

He produced a condom from somewhere – she didn't ask, didn't care – and rolled it on, the latex straining around his girth. He positioned himself between her legs. She was lying on the weight bench, arms above her head, hands instinctively gripping the barbell in the rack. The position arched her back and pushed her breasts upward, nipples tight and pink, and Cam looked down at her – pale body stretched across his weight bench, legs open, wet and ready, gripping his barbell – and his jaw flexed with restraint.

He rubbed the head of his cock against her slit. The contact made her gasp – he was hot, heavy, the broad tip parting her folds, nudging her clit, sliding down through her wetness. He teased her entrance, pressing just enough to stretch her opening around the tip, then pulling back. Again. Again. She was panting.

"Cam – please – "

He pushed inside her.

The stretch was – there was no word. It was beyond fullness. It was her body rearranging itself around him, her walls expanding to accommodate something they had never been asked to accommodate, and the sensation was a wire-thin line between too much and exactly enough. He went slow – agonizingly slow – inch after inch feeding into her, and she could feel every ridge and vein through the condom, could feel her pussy gripping him like a fist, could feel herself getting wetter with every centimeter he advanced.

"Fuck," she breathed. "Fuck, you're so big – " It wasn't dirty talk. It was reporting.

He bottomed out. She felt him press against her cervix – a deep, heavy pressure that made her eyes roll back – and then he held there, fully seated, giving her time. She looked down between their bodies. His dark shaft disappeared into her, her pink lips stretched impossibly wide around his girth, and the image was so explicit, so pornographically beautiful, that she clenched involuntarily and they both groaned.

He began to move.

Slow at first. Long strokes – almost all the way out, the thick head catching at her entrance, then all the way back in, bottoming out, that deep pressure that made her gasp every single time. The weight bench creaked beneath her. The plates on the barbell she was gripping rattled softly with each thrust – a metallic percussion that synchronized with his rhythm. Out. In. Rattle. Out. In. Rattle.

Then faster.

He braced his hands on either side of the bench and drove into her with increasing force, his hips snapping forward, his dark body looming over her pale one, and the sound of it – wet, rhythmic, obscene – filled the garage and bounced off the concrete walls. The plates rattled louder. Her breasts bounced with each impact, and he watched them – watched the way her pale flesh shook and jiggled, watched her pink nipples draw tight circles in the air – and his pace increased again.

"Oh God – oh God – Cam – " She was loud. She was loud and the garage door was wide open, rolled up to let in the afternoon sun, and anyone walking down the sidewalk could hear her, could possibly see her – pale legs wrapped around dark hips, her back arching off the bench, the barbell rattling like a seismic warning. She didn't care. The not-caring was its own aphrodisiac.

I am getting fucked on a weight bench in an open garage by the most beautiful man I have ever seen and I do not care who hears me.

He shifted angle – tilted his hips upward – and hit that spot, that place inside her that Darius's fingers had found in the pool, and she screamed. Not a moan. A scream. High, sharp, broken, and it triggered an orgasm that hit her like a car crash – her entire body seizing, her pussy clamping down on his cock so hard he grunted, her knuckles white on the barbell, plates rattling, the bench shaking, and she came so hard her vision went white at the edges and she couldn't breathe and she couldn't think and she was nothing but the place where their bodies joined.

He fucked her through it. Didn't slow down, didn't gentle – just kept driving into her with those powerful, measured strokes, and before the first orgasm finished a second one rolled over her like a wave behind a wave, and she was crying out – "don't stop, don't stop, fuck, don't stop" – and her body was shaking and her thighs were trembling and she could feel her own wetness coating his shaft, dripping down between her cheeks, pooling on the vinyl bench.

He came. She felt it even through the condom – the swell of him, the throb, his hips pressing flush against her as he buried himself as deep as he could go and held there, and the sound he made was low and raw and it resonated in her chest like a drumbeat. His forehead dropped to her collarbone. They breathed together, heaving, slick, wrecked.

Through the open garage door: birdsong. A lawnmower in the distance. Briarwood Estates, carrying on.


Chapter Four – The Cul-de-Sac

Eleven p.m. on a Friday. Brian was at a conference in Tampa. The house was empty. Gina stood in front of her bathroom mirror in a black silk robe and nothing else and looked at herself – really looked – at the flush that started at her chest and climbed her throat, at her nipples visible through the silk, at the woman she'd become in six weeks. A woman who got eaten out on kitchen counters. A woman who came in swimming pools. A woman who screamed in garages.

A woman who wants more.

The text from Cam was simple: My place. Bring yourself.

She walked across the cul-de-sac barefoot, the asphalt cold under her feet, the streetlight casting her shadow long and thin ahead of her. Cam's front door was unlocked. She let herself in.

The living room had been finished since her first visit. The massive sectional sofa – dove gray, L-shaped, deep-cushioned – dominated the space. The curtains were open. The cul-de-sac streetlight poured amber light through the floor-to-ceiling windows like a floodlight on a stage.

They were all there.

Cam on the left arm of the sectional, shirtless in gray sweats, leaning back with his arms spread across the cushions like a king on a throne. Marcus in the center, wearing basketball shorts and nothing else, his massive body taking up two cushion-widths. Darius on the right, lean and still, long legs crossed, dark eyes luminous in the amber light. And Jamal – she hadn't been with Jamal yet, had only admired him from across driveways and pool decks – standing by the window, backlit, his silhouette a study in angles and length, his smile a crescent moon in the darkness.

Four Black men. One living room. One white woman in a silk robe.

I want all of them. I want all of them at once. I want to be the center of something I have never been the center of.

"Hey, beautiful," Cam said. "Come here."

She walked to the center of the room and let the robe fall. It pooled at her feet like a surrender. She was naked underneath – completely, deliberately naked, her pale skin luminous in the streetlight, her breasts full, nipples already stiff, the trimmed strip of blonde hair between her thighs the only interruption in smooth white skin. She stood there and let them look. Four sets of dark eyes moving over her body with unmasked hunger, and she felt it – felt their gazes like hands, like heat, like worship.

Cam stood first. He crossed to her, cupped her face, kissed her – deep, proprietary, the kiss of a man who'd been first and knew it. Then he turned her gently toward Marcus, who had risen from the couch – a mountain of dark muscle, shirtless, his basketball shorts doing nothing to hide the thick column of his erection pressing against the fabric. Marcus kissed her differently – slower, wetter, his huge hands spanning her waist, his thumbs touching at her navel. Then Darius, who kissed like a whisper – soft lips, clever tongue, his lean body pressed against her side, his hard cock against her thigh. Then Jamal, who kissed her last and longest, tipping her chin up with one finger, his mouth tasting like mint, his other hand settling on the small of her back and pulling her hips against his and – oh – he was hard and he was enormous, a long thick ridge pressed against her stomach, and she moaned into his mouth.

They guided her to the sectional. She sank onto the center cushion, and they surrounded her – dark skin and muscle and heat on every side, the amber streetlight painting them all in gold, the open curtains framing the scene for anyone who happened to glance toward 14 Magnolia Lane.

Marcus sat on the couch and pulled her into his lap. She straddled him, knees on either side of his massive thighs, and felt his cock – freed now from his shorts, thick and dark and pulsing – press against her stomach. She reached between them and wrapped both hands around him. Both hands. Her pale fingers stacked on his dark shaft and there was still more of him, the head poking above her upper fist, weeping pre-cum onto her wrists.

She rose up on her knees. Marcus rolled a condom on and she positioned him at her entrance and sank down – slowly, so slowly – feeling herself open around a girth that made her eyes water and her mouth fall open in a silent O. He was thicker than Cam. Thicker than anything. She took him inch by inch, her pale thighs trembling against his dark ones, until she was sitting fully in his lap with every inch of him inside her and her pussy stretched to its limit and her clit pressed against the base of his shaft and the fullness was – it was everything.

I am sitting on a Black man's cock in full view of the cul-de-sac and I have never felt more alive.

She began to ride him. Slow rolls of her hips, grinding down on every stroke, feeling him deep – so deep it was almost painful, the best kind of almost-painful. Marcus's hands gripped her hips, dark fingers digging into pale flesh, and he helped her – lifting her up, pulling her down, setting a rhythm that had them both groaning.

Cam appeared beside her. He was naked now – all of them were, four Black men naked in a living room, cocks hard and heavy, bodies like monuments – and his cock was at her face level, dark and thick and familiar. She turned her head and took him in her mouth without breaking her rhythm on Marcus. Her lips stretched around Cam's shaft, tongue working the underside, and she tasted him – salt and skin and musk – and moaned around him, the vibration making him curse under his breath.

Darius and Jamal flanked her. She felt hands on both of hers – guiding them, wrapping her fingers around hot, hard flesh. She gripped them – Darius in her left hand, Jamal in her right – and stroked, matching the rhythm of her hips, and for a suspended, impossible moment she was connected to all four of them: riding Marcus, sucking Cam, jerking Darius and Jamal, her pale body at the center of a constellation of dark skin and hard muscle and massive cocks.

The sounds were pornographic. Wet, slapping, grunting, moaning – the creak of the sectional, the slick sound of her pussy on Marcus's shaft, the pop and suck of her mouth on Cam, the rhythmic slap of her fists on Darius and Jamal. The streetlight turned them into a tableau – shadows on the wall, visible from outside, four dark shapes surrounding one pale one, moving together in unmistakable rhythm.

She came on Marcus first. Came hard, grinding down, her pussy clenching around his impossible girth, her scream muffled by Cam's cock in her mouth. Marcus groaned and thrust up into her, his hips leaving the couch, driving so deep she saw stars, and then he was coming too, his body rigid beneath her, his cock throbbing inside her.

They rotated. Seamless, choreographed by instinct. Darius took her next – bent her over the arm of the sectional, her breasts hanging, her ass pale and round in the amber light, and entered her from behind with a long, slow stroke that made her fingers claw the cushions. He was longer than Marcus, not as thick, and the angle was different – deeper, more direct, hitting the back of her with every thrust. She buried her face in the cushion and moaned while Jamal knelt in front of her and lifted her chin and fed her his cock – long, curved, the head pressing against the back of her throat.

She took them all. One by one and in combinations – riding Jamal while Cam fucked her mouth, taking Darius from behind while Marcus stood before her and she worshipped his cock with both hands – rotating through positions on the sectional like a constellation rearranging itself, every configuration a new image, a new sensation, dark and pale intertwined in the amber streetlight.

She lost count of her orgasms. Five. Seven. Each one built on the last, a rolling sequence of pleasure that blurred the boundaries between where one ended and the next began. Her body was slick with sweat – theirs too, dark skin gleaming, muscles flexing – and the living room smelled like sex, thick and human and unashamed.

Jamal was last. He laid her on her back on the sectional, her head in Cam's lap, and pushed inside her with a groan that vibrated through both of them. He was the prettiest of them – that almost-feminine face above that brutally masculine body – and watching him above her, his dark features taut with pleasure, his long body moving between her pale thighs, was like watching art being made. He fucked her with long, rolling strokes, his pelvis grinding against her clit on every downstroke, and she came one final time – a trembling, exhausted, full-body orgasm that made her sob into Cam's thigh – and Jamal followed, burying himself deep and shuddering, and the room went quiet except for five people breathing hard.

She lay on the sectional, surrounded. Dark arms, dark legs, dark skin everywhere she turned. The streetlight still poured through the open curtains. She didn't close them.


Chapter Five – The HOA Meeting

Gina called the special meeting for the first Thursday in March. Seven p.m. Community center. Attendance mandatory. She sent the email from her official HOA account, subject line: Neighborhood Integration – Open Discussion. Professional. Proper. No one would suspect a thing.

They'll all suspect everything. And that's exactly the point.

The community center was a beige box with fluorescent lighting, folding tables, plastic chairs, and a laminated agenda that Gina had printed but never intended to follow. She arrived early. Set up coffee. Arranged the chairs in a circle because the symbolism amused her. She wore a navy dress that looked conservative from across the room and sinful from up close – low back, high hem, no bra. Her wedding ring was in her jewelry box at home. She'd stopped wearing it two weeks ago. Brian had noticed. Brian had also noticed the way she moaned in her sleep now, and the way she no longer flinched when he reached for her in bed, and the long conversations they'd been having – honest conversations, for the first time in their marriage, about desire and stagnation and the space between love and want. Brian was processing. Brian was, in his quiet way, consenting to a world he didn't fully understand but recognized he could not stop. She'd told him everything. His response – after the shock, the tears, the three days of silence – had surprised them both: I'd rather know who you really are than live with who you're pretending to be. They were working it out. It was complicated. It was honest.

I am done pretending.

The wives arrived first. Linda, Tanya, Beth, and six others – all of them dressed slightly better than a typical HOA meeting warranted, all of them glancing at each other with the conspiratorial energy of women who have been sharing secrets in a group chat for weeks. Gina knew what she knew: Linda had been sleeping with Darius since January. Tanya and Marcus were so consistent they might as well exchange keys. Beth and Jamal had a thing that started when he helped her carry groceries and ended with her bent over her own kitchen island. The other wives were in various stages of the same gravitational pull – curious, tempted, teetering.

The men arrived together. All four of them. Cam, Marcus, Darius, Jamal. They walked in like they owned the room – because they did, because the room rearranged itself around them the way every room did, chairs shifting, posture straightening, oxygen thinning. They wore casual clothes – fitted shirts, jeans, sneakers – and they looked like a magazine spread, four variations on a theme of dark, beautiful, masculine power.

Gina locked the community center doors. The click echoed.

"I think," she said, turning to face the room, "we can skip the agenda tonight."

The energy shifted. It was like a held breath releasing. Linda laughed – a giddy, nervous, liberated laugh. Tanya said "Thank God." Beth's face went scarlet and then she smiled, really smiled, the kind of smile that rewrites a personality.

It started slowly. Naturally. Cam kissed Gina in the center of the room and it was like a permission slip for everyone else. Linda went to Darius. Tanya pulled Marcus by the belt loop. Beth, emboldened by weeks of secret afternoons, pressed herself against Jamal with an urgency that surprised even him. The other wives paired off – some tentatively, some hungrily – and within minutes the community center had transformed from a place of zoning disputes and parking complaints into something sacred and profane, a temple of skin and sound.

Gina broke from Cam's kiss and looked around the room. Dark hands on pale skin everywhere she turned. Linda's red dress pulled to her waist, Darius's dark head between her thighs as she sat on a folding chair, her fingers in his hair, her mouth open. Tanya on Marcus's lap, facing away, riding him in a plastic chair that groaned under their combined weight, his dark arms wrapped around her pale torso, hands on her breasts. Beth on the floor with Jamal, missionary, tender, his forehead against hers, whispering things that made her gasp and smile simultaneously.

And then there were two. Cam pushed the central folding table to the middle of the room and swept the agendas and coffee cups to the floor. He lifted Gina onto it. "You started this," he said. "You get the best seat."

Marcus, finished with Tanya – who lay draped across a row of chairs, glowing, satisfied – crossed the room to join them. Gina looked at both men. Cam in front. Marcus behind. The same configuration as – no, not the same. Better. Because this time there was no water to hide in. This time the fluorescent lights were on and every wife in the room could see.

Let them see. Let them all see.

She reached for Cam's belt. Undid it. Pulled his jeans down. His cock sprang free – thick, dark, familiar, beautiful – and she wrapped her hand around it and stroked him while Marcus unzipped behind her. She felt Marcus's hands on her hips, felt him push her dress up to her waist, felt his fingers hook her underwear and pull it aside, felt the broad, hot head of his cock press against her pussy from behind.

Marcus pushed into her first. That impossible thickness, that stretch – she groaned, her head falling forward, her hand tightening on Cam's cock. Marcus set a slow rhythm from behind, each stroke deep and grinding, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks she'd admire tomorrow. She was bent forward over the folding table, ass pushed back into Marcus, mouth level with Cam.

She took Cam in her mouth. The angle was perfect – he stood at the edge of the table, one hand gently cupping the back of her head, and she swallowed him as deep as she could, tasting salt, feeling his thickness stretch her lips while Marcus's thickness stretched her pussy. She was full – front and back, mouth and cunt – and the sensation was overwhelming, a dual invasion that left no room for thought, only feeling.

The other wives had paused. Were watching. The room had rearranged around her – she was the center, the axis, and they circled like satellites, dark and pale bodies intertwined on chairs and floor and against walls, but all eyes drawn to the woman on the folding table taking two men at once.

Marcus increased his pace. His hips slapped against her ass – loud, rhythmic, obscene – and each thrust drove her forward onto Cam's cock, creating a push-pull that she had no control over and didn't want. She was being used and using, taken and taking, and the orgasm built from somewhere behind her navel, a tightening spiral of pressure and heat.

Cam pulled from her mouth. He circled the table, and she understood – rolled onto her back on the folding surface, her head hanging off one edge, her hips at the other. Marcus was still inside her, never having left, and now he lifted her legs to his shoulders and drove deeper. Cam knelt at the head of the table and she reached for him – pulled him back to her mouth, taking him upside-down, his cock sliding deep into her throat, his heavy balls resting against her nose and forehead.

The table shook. The fluorescent lights hummed. Someone – Linda, she thought – moaned from across the room, and the sound was echoed by someone else, and someone else, until the community center was a chorus of pleasure, dark and light voices braided together.

Gina came. It ripped through her like something geological – not a wave, a fault line, her body splitting along a seam she didn't know she had. She screamed around Cam's cock, the vibration making him curse and thrust deeper, and her pussy clamped around Marcus so hard he groaned and slammed into her with three final, brutal strokes and came, his body going rigid, his hands crushing her thighs.

Cam finished seconds later – she felt him swell in her mouth, felt the first hot pulse against her tongue, and she swallowed, swallowed, swallowed, her throat working, his taste flooding her, and when he finally pulled free she gasped for air and lay there on the folding table – wrecked, trembling, dripping, splayed open under fluorescent lights in a community center with a dozen people watching.

She sat up. The room was humid, heavy, thick with the scent of sex. Every wife was in some state of undress, some state of satisfaction. Dark arms around pale shoulders. Heads on chests. The afterglow of something communal, something that had rewritten the social contract of Briarwood Estates in a single evening.

Gina looked at the laminated agenda on the floor. Looked at the overturned coffee cups. Looked at the folding table she was sitting on, which would never serve its original purpose again without someone smirking.

"Meeting adjourned," she said.

No minutes were taken.
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