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Chapter One

“Oh my God! | think she's giving him a blow job right in their driveway.” Zora
Hall gasped as she braced her hands on the windowpane in the living room.

Grant Valente let out a heavy breath as he stepped over packing boxes and balled
newspapers to the front windows, devoid of curtains. He knew moving in together would
be hard for his girlfriend. Grant never thought Zora would let her imagination get the
best of her.

Placing ahand on Zora's back as he stood next to her, he peered through the filthy
glass.

“Looks like a guy getting into hiscar,” he said.

“Then why is he taking so long to get inside?’

Although Grant hadn’t met any of the neighbors yet in the nearly vacant cul-de-
sac, he did recognize this guy. Too cool for words, the man looked like he could walk
into any room and be the center of all activity. Grant even noticed how Zora had looked
at his dlick, new neighbor, smiling more than usual and smoothing back her long,
chocolate brown hair. He would have been jealous if he didn't trust her. As far as
neighbors went, Grant couldn’t trust them if hislife depended on it. Thank God it didn’t.

The day Grant and Zora pulled up to their rented new home in their rented moving
van, his neighbor looked at him as if he was Mr. Softie and had a ton of ice cream in the
back. Must have turned the guy on to see how real working folks lived, Grant thought.

The house Grant and Zora rented in the secluded cul-de-sac couldn’t compare to
the enormous homes that sat next to theirs. Pillars graced the front of one home. Another
had a running fountain with a stone, pot-bellied cherub pissing water into a basin. How
lovely. The last house had a Victorian look to it. A wrap-around porch surrounded the
downstairs portion of the house. Then there was Grant’s new digs. He shook his head.
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Looking at Mr. Cool across the street, his neighbor’s head visible above the roof
of hisLexus, he did look alittle too satisfied about getting in hisride. Why was he taking
so long to open the door?

Grant noticed how the man’s head tilted back and his eyes were closed. Lowering
his head, Grant tried hard to peer through the window of his neighbor’ s expensive vehicle
to see if there was a woman on her knees in front of him. But the tinted windows
prevented him from seeing anything.

But then he recognized the international guy sign of receiving oral sex. His
neighbor brought his hand down in front of him, probably to put it to the back of the
woman’s head, and his head swayed back and forth as if he was thrusting in and out of
her mouth.

Just the idea that someone could be that brazen stirred Grant’s cock. His pulse
raced. The sweat that covered his body from all of the heavy lifting he'd done that
morning couldn’t cool him down.

“Honey?” Zora asked with asuspicious lilt to her voice.

He broke his gaze for a moment and noticed how his hand stroked her back,
making small circles, as though of its own volition. He stopped the motion to lessen her
suspicions. With the move and the new job, it had been a while since the two of them
had had sex...well, risky sex like they used to a year ago after they started dating. Even
his happy hand realized that.

“Does that turn you on?’ she asked, as though she dared him to say yes.

Before answering, Grant took a deep breath. He' d been with Zora long enough to
know a leading question when he heard it. He counted on her fearless sexy side to shine
through.

He answered, “Come on. You're trying to tell me you don’t find the idea of
giving and receiving oral sex in public aturn on.”

When the air conditioner clicked off, their neighbor’s moans could be heard
through the closed windows of their house. Welcome to the neighborhood.

“Now | know you heard that,” she said. “And yes, the idea of giving my man a
blow job in publicisaturn on. 1 just don't know if I could do it with a potential audience
watching.”

She stood up straight and crossed her arms over her chest.
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Sure Grant had heard the man-cry of pleasure. So had his dick, which was now
engorged and ready to slip into a home of its own.

“Why not? We used to do things like this all of the time,” he said, keeping his
gaze directed below to see who the woman was who could give a man such a great send-
off.

“So you want me to start giving you early morning oral sex for all of our
neighbors to see and hear?” Zora picked up arag to finish her dusting.

He turned to her. “Would you?”’

For that, he got a pop on his backside from the rag she held. “Honey, you know
I’m willing to do anything at any time. But let’s see who's in the neighborhood first.
Sure there are only our four houses here. But we just got here. What if there are kids
living in the other two houses? Better yet, what if they have children and they’ re looking
out of the window at them?’

“1 don’t think they would be that irresponsible.”

His neighbor’s face contorted into a grimace as he pounded his fist onto the roof
of his car. Grant held his breath as though he released with him. Once the guy’s face
relaxed, a smile hitched up at the corner of his mouth. Grant caught tha satisfied
expression from his window.

“1 think he’sdone.” Helaughed but Zoradidn't join in on the amusement.

When Grant caught the slow rise of the woman who had been hidden behind the
car, his eyes widened.

“Holy shit!” he exclaimed.

“What? What?’ Zorarushed back to the window.

“She must be amodel or a Playboy Playmate or--"

“A hooker,” she said, interrupting him.

“Real nice, Zo.”

“Okay, maybe a dancer. An exotic dancer.” To accentuate her point, Zora
shimmied her shouldersin acomica way.

Even though he loved watching his girlfriend’s ample but firm rack sway back
and forth, he couldn’t take his eyes off of the statuesque Nubian beauty next door. Never
in a million years would he suspect that a clean-cut guy like that would pair up with
someone outside of his race.
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Grant turned back to Zora. “At least we have something in common. Looks like
he likes alittle brown sugar, too.” He playfully slapped Zora s rounded ass cheek.

She tried ducking away from him but he popped her anyway.

“Except my brown sugar isal honey.”

“Will you stop calling me brown sugar?” She shook her head. “Now you make
me sound like an exatic dancer.”

“You say that like it's a bad thing.” He snickered. “Do that little shimmy thing
you just did. | like that.”

She smirked and continued cleaning up their mess. Grant turned his attention back
to his amorous neighbors, Mr. and Mrs. Freaky Sex.

His neighbor looked like he was over six feet tal. She stood nearly eye-to-eye
with him. Her walnut-colored skin appeared darker than Zora' s honey-colored skin that
he wanted to lick all of the time.

The playmate wore a pink, lacy negligee that had skinny straps holding it up. One
of the straps fell off her shoulder and nearly exposed her large, gravity-defying breasts.
Grant licked his tongue over hislips as he stared at the duo.

The woman adjusted the man’s pants, smoothed her hands down his callar, fixed
his necktie, then kissed him on hislips.

“Just a kiss, buddy?’ Grant mumbled to himself. “Give her something to look
forward to when you get back home.”

As though the two could hear him, the guy pulled down her straps and held her
bare breasts in his hands. Careful not to aert Zora this time, Grant covered his mouth
with his hand as he stared.

His neighbor palmed her tits. Her dark areolas stood out against his neighbor’s
white hands. Surprising that in the peak of the summer he hadn’'t tanned like everyone
else.

He kissed each breast lovingly, then kissed her again. After that, he ducked into
his car and drove off, leaving her standing in the driveway in her pink dlip and cute little
bedroom shoes with three-inch heels and pink poofs over her toes.

Grant tumbled over the different arguments he could pose to Zora on why she
needed to wear cute little shoes like that to bed and in the mornings and while she did
dishes and when she scrubbed the toilet.
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He dlid his hand down the front of his sweat shorts to calm his raging johnson.
The woman picked that moment to look over at his house. She must have thought he had
been jerking off to the whole scene. Her brown eyes gazed at him but it wasn't as though
she found his stare offensive. Surprisingly, she winked before twirling around in her
heels and sauntering back inside of her house.

Like a kid caught peeking into his sister’s diary, Grant moved his hand and
backed away from the window, bumping into Zora.

“l heard acar. Did hefinally go?’ she asked.

“Yeah. The show’sover.”

But Grant had ideas of his own. His throbbing erection wouldn't go down
willingly. He needed some help. Moving behind Zora, he put his hands on her rounded
hips while grinding himself between her ass cheeks.

“Honey, what are you doing? We have to unpack.” She swatted hisleg while she
remained bent over to dust their coffee table.

“Comeon. WheninRome...”

“We'renot in Rome. We'rein suburbia.” Thistime she did laugh.

“Fine. When inthe suburbs... It’'s been too long, baby.”

He dlid his hand up the back of her t-shirt. Sweat covered her body, amplifying
the aroma of her rose-scented lotion. He took in a deep breath and growled. Bending
over, he let his hands move down her thick thighs.

Her voluptuous body always stirred him. From her full tits to her sizable thighs
and even her rounded belly, all made him excited. When she stood up, he wrapped his
arms around her waist, then kissed the back of her neck. Thank goodness she had her
mane of wild hair in a ponytail. Otherwise he wouldn’'t have been able to see her neck to
Kissit.

“l can’'t believe you're this horny after seeing our neighbors.” She put her hands
on his bare arms.

“l amaman. Men arevisua.”

He palmed her breasts through her flimsy t-shirt. The touch made her shriek.

“Not here.” She attempted to remove his hand but once he latched on he didn’t
want to let her go. “I don’t want someone to see us.”
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“Only people who can see us are our neighbors,” he said. “We don’t have thru-
traffic. We're not on the main road.” His hand slipped down inside of her shorts in the
front. “And after what they just did, | think anything we do will be tame in comparison.”

“Baby.”

She struggled to get his hand from between her legs but as soon as the warmth of
her pussy enveloped hisfingers, he found his heavenly sanctuary.

“Not here.”

She nuzzled her head under his chin.

Grant smiled at her relenting nature. “Why not?’ he asked.

This time she did manage to remove his hand. She turned around while holding
hisarms. “I don’t want anyone to see me naked.”

“Why? Talk about a morning treat.”

“For you. | don’t want to be someone else’ s whack-off material.”

“At least not yet, right?” He laughed.

He put his hand to the back of her head and pulled her close. Once his lips
touched hers he was reminded again of why this woman owned his heart. No one he had
ever been with conveyed their personality through their kiss like Zora did.

Her soft lips gave under his, which meant she was flexible. At times during the
kiss they were firm. Just like in life, Zora could stand her ground. And now, as she
dlipped her tongue into his mouth, she surprised him. Having her shock him, aways
made him hard.

He gripped a handful of her ass and squeezed it.

“If you don’t want the neighbors to see us, | suggest you get me to another room
quick.” Hisnimble fingers unclasped her brafrom under her shirt.

She giggled and grabbed his hand and pulled him to the kitchen. Grant took
control and wasted no time in pinning her against the middle island. Her elbows banged
against the boxes on top but that didn’t stop him.

She kissed him again, frantically, hungrily, letting her tongue probe his mouth
while her hands explored his body. Grant was the epitome of every woman's dream. He
was tall, handsome, smart, funny. He kept his thick, dark brown hair cut short. His
equally thick dark eyebrows framed his face nicely. And she melted every time she
peered into his doe eyes.
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And she would do anything to please him. The great thing about that kind of
devotion was that he would and had done the same for her.

“New house ritual dictates that we fuck in each room,” he growled in her ear.

With a strong hoist up, he set Zora on the low kitchen island.

“Hmmm, | hadn’t heard that one.” She pulled his t-shirt from his shorts. “Does
that still go for rent-to-own places too?”’

“Definitely.” He nodded.

The protrusion from his erection made it hard for her to ease them down. As she
struggled to undress him, he removed her shorts and panties in an instant. She shivered
when her ass made contact with the cold, marble countertop.

“1 think it's documented somewhere that it’s required to have an orgasm in each
room of your new home and,” he held up his thick finger as though he was about to
expound on some earth-shattering news, “that includes the stairs.”

Zora let out a hearty laugh. “What book was this in, Guiness Book of World
Records? And we don’'t have any stairs in the house, unless you count the brick ones
leading to the porch.”

Lowering himself to his knees, he spread her legs apart. “Then we'll just have to
make do with what we have.” He panted.

The passion in his eyes could have melted steel. It sure did weaken her bit of
resolve she tried to keep.

“Isthat what you want, baby? Y ou want other people to watch us?’

He grinned so hard she thought his face would freeze in that position. “Our sex
life has never bored me.”

He trailed kisses from her ankle to her calf and up her thigh. She quivered each
time his firm lips touched her sensitive skin.

“Me either. And | don’'t want us to get bored.” Wanting to touch more of him,
she raked her fingers through his hair.

“We can do it tonight, too.” He sgueezed her outer thighs as he stared at her
pussy. “And in the morning, and the night, and the next morning and in the afternoon if
you want. | work so close to home now | could be here to give you a nice afternoon
delight.”

The thought of him rushing home in the middle of the day to ravage her made her
clit throb.

10
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“Oh, God,” she whispered. With her head leaned back and her eyes closed, she
cooed, “More.”

His warm breath blew across her soaked sex. “You like this, babe?”’

She nodded. “Yes. But not what | was talking about.” She brought her head
forward and opened her eyes. “I think we need to spice up our lovelife.”

He gazed up at her from between her legs. A look of confusion covered his face.
“Spiceit up, how? You'regoing to finaly let me do the backdoor thing?” He winked.

“No, no backdoor entry.”

As much as she adored pleasing this man, she still found the idea of anal sex
unappealing. They'd tried it once and because she had been nervous and, apparently, not
drunk enough, they’ d stopped before he could even get the thick tip of his penisinside of
her.

“But maybe our neighbor would do that with you.”

His eyebrows shot up.

“Or maybe one afternoon when you come home from work, you can have me and
her in our bedroom waiting for you. I'll caress her and she'll touch me. You can be the
cream in between our Oreo cookie.”

“Christ, Zo--"

“Just kidding.” She chuckled, but seeing his shoulders drop dramatically let her
know he would have been for the plan if she gave him the thumbs-up.

“You are going to pay for that.”

His eager mouth pressed against her inner thigh as he ravaged it, kissing and
licking it along with taking nips at her flesh. Her hands braced against his back. With a
gentle touch, he stroked her nether lips, tickling them with each pass of hisfingers against
the curled hairs. She fisted his soft hair.

“Grant.”

When his mouth finally made the pilgrimage to her erotic core, the touch of his
tongue to her clit gave her an instant orgasm. She fell back against the counter, knocking
empty boxes to the floor as she pressed her back against the flat surface.

His strong hands kept her legs apart as his skilled tongue slid from her opening to
her hardened nub. When his mouth covered it and he pressed his tongue against it, her
legs felt like they had gone numb for amoment. If the house were to catch fire right now,
she wouldn’t make it out without some assistance.

11
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Zora palmed her tit over her t-shirt and massaged it as Grant did his level best to
blow her mind. The man did amazing things with his mouth and was a dynamo in the
bedroom. It was an odd feeling but sometimes it wasn't enough for Zora to tell her
girlfriends what a great lover Grant was or see her beaming from ear-to-ear. She wanted
to share intimate details of how he swirled his tongue around her clit until she thought she
would have to crawl out of her skin. She wanted to talk about how perfect his dick was,
the length, the thickness, the shape, even the head. And hisass. Damn, his fine ass could
turn women into howling, whistling sex maniacs if they saw it.

When Grant flicked his tongue, she twitched and arched her back. It wasn't until
he spread her pussy lips apart and darted his tongue inside of her that she let out another
scream. It didn’t matter that the neighbors could probably hear her like she'd heard them
this morning.

“Now, baby, now!” she begged.

It didn’t take Grant long to bring himself to his feet. Pulling her closer to the edge
of the countertop, he teased her first by dliding the tip of his cock up and down between
her folds.

“Isthiswhat you want?’ he asked with a guttural growl.

She nodded, afraid her vocal chords would betray her.

“No, Zo, | want to hear you say it.”

She glared at him through heavy lids. “Fuck me, Grant. | want you to fuck me.”

With her upfront request, he plunged his shaft inside of her to the hilt. His body
shook upon entry. He held onto her thighs as though to keep himself steady.

“So fucking tight and wet.”

His slow thrusts curled her toes and made her grind her teeth.

“1 could never get enough of you,” Grant said.

Still on her back, she smiled. “Just don’t stop. Whatever you do, don’'t fucking
stop.” She wrapped her legs around him as though trying to trap him.

From the way he pounded into her, he didn’t seem like he wanted refuge from her
any time soon. His large hand dlithered under her t-shirt. With a hard yank, he pulled
one bra cup down to expose her tit. Then he palmed it, massaged it until her body
became nothing but jelly.

“Zora. Zora.” He sgueezed his eyes closed and gritted histeeth. “Fuck, Zora.”

12
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She jackknifed up, then wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders. His other
hand squeezed her ass cheek. Feeling him tremble, she knew he would be coming soon.
Knowing that, her pussy constricted around his thick shaft.

“Oh shit, baby!” he screamed as he made faster thrusts.

As shefelt the build up of energy and emotion gathering in the pit of her stomach,
Zora could no longer hold back. Coiling her legs around him tighter, she undulated with
his movements as she came hard and fast. Her mewling echoed off the faint yellow walls
in the kitchen.

It didn’'t take long for Grant to follow. He drove deep inside of her and held
himself there, releasing his hot seed.

In astaggered breath he said, “1 could never get bored with that.”

His mouth covered hers and she tasted herself. Salty, but with a sweetness that
Grant claimed he loved so much. The scent of her sex wafted through the kitchen, as he
remained inside of her, seemingly not willing to break free. Not just yet.

That was fine with her. She didn’t want to let him go. Not just yet.

As she placed her head on his shoulder, she turned and peered over at the window
that looked out into the backyard. Maybe one day they could make love out there. One
day.

“I"'m glad we moved here,” she said breathlesdly.

“Yeah. Neighbors can’t complain about how loud you are.” He chuckled.

When she turned to give him a tongue-lashing, the good kind, she caught
something, or rather someone, behind him.

“Oh, shit!” she screamed as she attempted to wriggle off the counter. Her heart
pounded like it wanted to run and hide.

Confusion marred Grant’s face until he looked back and saw the fellatio queen
standing in their house.

He dlid out of Zora, a sucking sound making evident that he had been inside of
her. He, too, cursed as he bent down to pull up his shorts. Any thoughts of a repeat
performance went down along with his sense of humor and his hard-on. Watching this
woman from inside of his house was one thing. Having her barge in crossed another line
completely.

“Don’t stop on my account,” she said, as though she had interrupted them planting
anew garden.

13
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Now wearing a man’s button-up shirt, white with monograms on each cuff, and
barefooted, she smiled as she strolled into their kitchen as if she owned the place.

Grant held up his hand. “What the hell are you doing in our house? Ever hear of
knocking?’

She stopped in her tracks and blinked. “1 knocked. No one answered.”

“Maybe because we weren't available,” Zoraresponded from the other side of the
kitchen island where she had taken shelter.

She peered around Grant to look at Zora. “l see.” Then she winked. “Anyway,
my nameis Winta Forrest.” She extended her hand.

Reluctant to take it from this brash woman, Grant stared at her hand before finally
accepting it. “Did you say Winter?” he asked.

She shook her head, leaned in closer to him and repeated, “ Win-tah.”

Grant noticed how her full lips curved into a perfect little ‘O’ shape on the
opening of her name. Damn, those were the lips that were around her man’s penis not too
long ago. He pulled his hand back and crossed both hands in front of his lower region
just in case his dick decided to pop up and offer a hardy ‘good morning.’

“The name is African for desire.” She rolled her sleeves up to her elbows. “I
would have come over with my husband but he had to leave for work.”

Grant nodded. The scene seemed too surreal to be normal but since this woman
acted as though this kind of behavior was commonplace, hefell into that way of thinking.
Then again, how pissed off could he be? He had watched with great curiosity his
neighbor giving her husband a blow job. What’s good for the goose...

“I'm Grant Vaente” He nodded his head toward Zora. “And this is my
girlfriend, Zora Hall.”

Without warning, Winta pulled him in for ahug. He left his arms dangling at his
sides while she pressed herself against him.

He felt her hardened nipples through her shirt, poking him in his chest. Was she
always turned on or did she get that way watching the two of them have sex?

“Welcome to the neighborhood.” She gave him a quick peck on the side of his
face.

Once she broke the embrace, Winta sashayed around the kitchen island to Zora.
In the same intimate way she’d hugged Grant, she did the same to Zora, pulling his
stunned girlfriend into a hug and giving her akiss on her cheek.

14



Bridget Midway

The sight caused Grant’s dick to jump. Damn Zora for kidding around about her
and this woman waiting for him during his lunch break. Just seeing her kiss the love of
hislife put imagesin his head of the two of them in his bed.

“I"m sure the two of you will love this little neighborhood.” She padded back to
the front door.

Curious to know what this woman would do next and to make sure to lock the
front door this time when she left, Grant followed her.

“1 did come over here for areason. Actualy three.” She put her hands to her hips
when she made it to the front door. She stared at the two of them like she was
superwoman. “I wanted to first welcome you to the neighborhood. And,” she opened the
front door, bent over and picked up something that crinkled, “give you this.” She brought
in a huge gift basket covered in pink cellophane. “Here's a gift from the other neighbors.
Hope you enjoy it.” She handed the weighty basket to Grant, who offered a smile as a
way of thanking her. “And the third thing is to invite you both to our house tonight for
dinner. No isnot an acceptable answer.”

Grant set the basket on the coffee table Zora had just dusted. “Thank you for the
gift and the offer. But as you can see our house is a mess,” he said and gazed around
their cluttered new home. “We had planned on spending a quiet evening in.”

“Trust me. You'll have plenty of time to have quiet evenings here. Tonight we
celebrate. | have secured some of the thickest, tastiest, most tender cuts of beef in
Virginia. I’'m awonderful cook, as the other neighbors will tell you. So just for tonight,
pleasejoin us. Please?’

She clasped her hands in front of her and brought in her arms, squeezing her tits
together. So that he wouldn't be tempted to look at her chest, Grant turned to Zora.
Hoping she would play the heavy this time, he wanted Zorato say no to the invitation.

In one of those moments where she liked to surprise him Zora said, “We would
loveto go.”

Grant widened his eyes and plastered a fake smile on his face before turning his
attention back to Winta.

“Wonderful! | can’t wait for you to meet my husband and the rest of the
neighbors. You're going to love being here on Fascination Street.”

With a wave, she ducked out of the house, swaying her hips all the way back to
her house.

15
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“What the hell just happened here?’ he asked, still standing in the same spot as
though a hurricane had hit his house and left him with nothing.

“I'm not sure,” Zora began. “But I’'m kind of wondering what type of people
we' |l be seeing tonight. Did you see what’ s in this basket?’

He stared at the pink monstrosity. The more he looked the more he had to blink
to make sure he didn’t imagine what he saw in the basket.

“Arethose porn DVD’s?’ he asked.

“Did you see the handcuffs and cans of whipped cream in there?”’

He gazed out the window across the street at Winta' s house.

Fascination Street indeed.

16
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Chapter Two

Zora held Grant’s hand as they strolled across the street. The one streetlight that
sat between Winta's house and the neighbor on the other side of the court barely lit the
four houses. Zoraliked the silence that surrounded the homes.

When she and Grant had looked &t the house with their realtor, they were told that
the vacant, wooded land along the street going into the court was owned by a man who
wasn't looking to sell it any time soon and wouldn’t be developing it to put more houses
on it. That relieved her. Not that she was thinking of having children but if she did,
having just three other neighbors to think about calmed her fears more than being on a
busy street.

Grant squeezed her hand harder with each step they took heading to the house.

“You don’t want to do this, do you?’ she asked when they hit the driveway.

“And you do,” he said, without looking at her.

“Aren’t you curious about who lives around us?’

Zora wanted so much to look down on the cobbled drive to see if she could find
any telltale stains from that morning. Would it even show? Or had Winta swallowed all
of the evidence?

“Did you go through everything in that basket?’” he asked and slowed his steps.

She shook her head. After the initial glimpse of the few contents that she could
view through the hazy, pink plastic, she left it sitting on the coffee table. Grant, however,
became obsessed with staring at it, examining it. Had she known he was going to
actually open it and take alook at all of the items, she would have stayed with him.

“There were books on the kama sutra, candles, oil, both massage and for anal
penetration. | threw away the fruit.”

They reached the front door and stopped.

“Why?” she asked.

“Who the hell knows where they’ ve been.”

17
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Zora laughed as Grant raised his finger to ring the doorbell. Before his finger
could touch the lit button, the door flew open. On the other side stood the man who
started his day off the way most men must fantasize about.

Beaming from ear to ear, with a drink in one hand, he extended his other. “Hi,
neighbor. Arthur Forrest. You can call me Art.” He vigorously shook Grant’s hand. “I
believe you two met my wife earlier today.”

Grant made the introductions. When he got to Zora, Art set his short glass
containing a sallow-colored liquid on atable by the front door. Clasping her hand in both
of his, he curved it up to his mouth and placed his warm lips on the back. The chivalry of
it all sent ashiver up her spine. Grant pressed his hand harder on the small of her back.

“Very nice to meet you, Zora Winta said you were beautiful but | can see she
held back alittle on the description.” He winked.

From anyone else, it would have sounded like a line. She had heard enough of
those going from bar to bar before she'’d met Grant. Hearing him call her beautiful
surged heat to her face. It was the same reaction she' d had when Grant had said the same
thing.

Standing just an inch or so shy of Grant’s six-foot-four height, Art had a face a
camerawould love. Helooked like amovie star with his light brown locks, striking hazel
eyes and million-dollar smile. Despite his boyish good looks, he still came across as all-
man. How did she get so lucky to be with a gorgeous man and have an equally hot
neighbor?

She dlipped her hand from Art's grasp. “You're very sweet. Grant, you had
better keep an eye on him. He might give you a run for your money.” She playfully
nudged her manin hisribs.

Art's eyes widened and he let out a hearty laugh that screamed he knew
something that they didn’t.

“I like her. She'sfunny.” Art stepped aside. “Comeonin.”

“Yeah, my Zora, she’'soneinamillion.” Grant snaked his arm around her waist.

Her eyes couldn’t open wide enough to take in the opulence and beauty that
welcomed them. The stately grandfather clock that stood guard by the stairwell looked
like an antique. Expensive Persian rugs covered the hardwood floors. She had to blink
when her gaze fell on the exquisite chandelier in the dining room. Teardrop crystals
dripped all around it as it sparkled in the light.
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“Gorgeous,” Zora said, not really meaning to let her thoughts materialize into
words.

“Thank you. It's not much but we call it home.” Art sipped his drink.

She inhaled and caught scents of vanilla, roses and lavender. Somehow though,
even with all of their posh possessions, the large house felt like ahome. Zoradidn't feel
afraid to touch anything in the house or sit down in any chair. That could have been
because of Art’s hospitable personality.

Still in his business attire he’'d had on that morning sans the jacket, Zora
wondered if he'd just walked through the door himself when they had arrived.

“Come on downstairs and meet the other neighbors.”

Zora could hardly wait. It had been a rocky start meeting Winta and Art. She
hoped for better things with the other neighbors.

When Zora and Grant stepped down into the family room that led to a covered
patio, her face dropped. Seated in achair by alarge, stone fireplace sat a woman wearing
a black short-sleeved mock-turtleneck with black pants and tall black stilettos. Guess she
didn't know that the color black absorbed heat instead of reflecting. In the humid
summer season, the woman must have been sweltering.

The woman's dark brown hair was pulled back in atight ponytail. Her cat eyes
matched her full, pursed lips. She carried the appearance that everything bored her. Just
like with Art, her skin looked to have been sheltered from the sun so far this summer.
Smooth like porcelain, she didn’t appear delicate but rather cold.

Beside her chair stood atall man. He, too, wore a black t-shirt but his fit snugly
around his broad chest. His skin tone was dlightly darker than Zora's. It made her
wonder if he was a product of a biracial relationship also. His dark eyes stared at her but
he didn't say a word. A goatee ringed his mouth. And a silver chain circled his neck.
Damn, another good-looking man.

Before introductions could be made, her attention bounced to the other couple.
The man sat in a chair on the other side of the fireplace. Instead of standing though, the
woman with him was kneeling on the floor next to his chair. She reminded Zora of an
obedient lapdog, like the dogs she would groom at work.

This man had dishwater blond hair that should have looked messy and unkempt.
On him he looked dangerous. His blue eyes stared a hole through her until Zora felt like
shrinking back.
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The woman kneeling by him had short blond hair with large curls. From where
Zora stood, the kneeling woman looked like she wore a sundress. A closer inspection
confirmed her assumption. Around her neck hung something that looked like a choker.
It was thin, black and hugged her neck like a watch would awrist. Zorawondered if the
jewels glinting off the adornment were real diamonds or rhinestones. Zora smiled so that
she didn’t appear to have judged these people before meeting them formally.

“Great,” Winta said, as she strolled into the room from the patio. “Our guests
have arrived.” She made her way over to her husband.

When she’d opened the door that went to the patio, she brought in smells of
grilled meats and vegetables. Zora s mouth watered from smelling the food. She loved
summertime cookouts and hoped this one wouldn’t disappoint her.

With Winta's dark skin and Art’s pale coloring, they seemed like an odd pairing.
But when Art wrapped his arm around her waist and held her like he could lose her at any
moment, their love became palpable.

“Have you done the introductions, honey?’ she asked, as she rested her hands on
his shoulder.

“l was just about to do that when you brought your gorgeous self in here” He
gave her a quick kiss before he made the introductions. “Over here,” he began, pointing
at the woman seated, “Is Garland Fortner-Starrett. Behind her is her husband, Evan.” Art
pointed to the other couple. “That’s Brax Turniman. Kneeling beside him is his wife,
Lynia” Then he turned his attention to Zora and Grant. “Everyone, thisis Zora Hall and
Grant Vaente.”

Being the gentleman that made her fall in love with him, Grant went over to each
couple and shook their hands. Zora found it odd that after he shook Garland's hand, she
had to nod her head before Evan could shake Grant's hand. The same reaction came
from Brax and Lynia.

Zora followed him in shaking their hands as well. She winced after shaking
Garland’' s hand. The woman’s powerful grip crushed her fingers together so that the ring
she wore on her middle finger cut into Zora s other digits.

Brax didn’t mash her hand like Garland although he did hold her hand longer than
she thought he should. He maintained eye contact with her until she pulled back and
sought shelter next to Grant.
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“Please, have aseat.” Art gestured toward a love seat on the opposite side of the
room from where the other two couples sat.

The couch didn’t look inviting or even comfortable. As soon as Zora sat down on
it, she marveled at how it cushioned her backside. Grant wrapped a protective arm
around her and held her close when he sat down. She got the impression he felt the room
contained a bevy of sharks, swimming around her, ready to take a bite.

Art sat in alarge, white wingback chair that could have doubled for athrone. As
though she was used to sitting that way even when they were alone, Winta sat on his lap.
The short dress she wore threatened to uncover her ass as she crossed her legs.

Zoranoticed how Grant shot his gaze over to her so as not to take in Winta' s peep
show. The woman’'s attire made Zora survey her wardrobe choice for the evening.
Decked out in a white, sleeveless shirt with black embroidery around the V-neck, and a
long wrap-around skirt that went down to her ankles, Zora didn’'t exactly feel
overdressed, especially next to Garland. With Winta, she looked more like a church
organist in comparison.

Even with the difference in attire, Zora enjoyed the way Grant admired the other
women. She didn’'t know where that reaction came from except for the fact that sexual
energy filled the room.

“Where are my manners?’ Art began. “Would you two like something to drink?’

“Since | don’t have to drive home, a beer would be nice,” Grant answered.

He tried hard to look his host in the eyes but in his peripheral vision he caught
Winta's long, velvety-looking legs going up her short skirt. Grant swallowed, trying to
keep away the thought that she could be without panties under it.

“1 guess a beer will do for me too,” Zora said with a polite sigh.

“But that’ s not what you want,” Brax piped in.

His voice bellowed deeper than Grant thought it would.

“But it'sokay. | don't mind a beer.” Zorawaved her hands. She always hated
when people fussed over her.

Grant smoothed his hand up and down her arm to calm her.

“What do you like, Zora?’ Garland asked. Her voice came out as smooth as slow-
dripping honey.

Grant squirmed in his seat when the richness of her voice reached his ears. He
didn't know what it was about Garland that struck him. Even with her smooth, white
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skin and full lips, he didn’t find her particularly attractive. But that didn't mean she
wasn't sexy. Something about her made him want to keep staring. Something about her
countenance said that no matter what happened around her, she didn't give a shit what
other people thought of her. That kind of self-assurance was always a turn-on.

“1 love Amaretto Sours but it’s so rare that anyone actually buys that and stocks it
in their homes. So abeer isokay.”

Art patted his wife's backside like a signal to stand. She did and then he rose.
With a confident gait and a smile that rivaled any car salesman’s, he went to Zora.

“Tastethis.” Heheld hisglassto her.

Zora furrowed her eyebrows and glanced at Grant before she made any moves.
She just met this man and she'd seen him drinking from the glass. Despite what Grant
thought, she wasn’t overly cautious. But she didn’t want to drink after someone she
didn’t know.

“I'm clean. | promiseyou. Just tasteit.” Art brought the glass closer to her face.

With a shaky hand, she accepted it. She waved it under her nose to catch the
aroma. It smelled sweet and familiar. It couldn’t be...

She took a sip. As though the liquid brought it out in her, she beamed. “I can’'t
believe you have Amaretto Sour.”

“l love the drink. Anytime you run out of it at your house and you need
something to take the edge off, you can come over here. | have plenty.”

With a hand signal to Winta, he instructed her to get the drink for Zora. Art took
his glass back but not before purposely dragging his finger over her hand and staring at
her intently. When he licked his tongue over his lips, she broke her gaze and leaned in to
her boyfriend.

“Lynia, get Grant a beer,” Brax said in a commanding tone. “What would you
like? Domestic or imported?”’

Lyniarose and Grant saw right away that the white babydoll sheath she wore was
transparent and she was naked underneath.

“Uh, whatever is fine. I’'m not picky,” Grant finally answered, without breaking
his stare.

Keeping her gaze straight ahead, not really looking at anything or anyone, Lynia
strolled across the room and headed up the steps to the kitchen. Grant swallowed. He
didn’t know his knee bounced until Zora put her hand on it to calm him.
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Winta returned first with Zora's drink. When Lynia came back, she held up a
Corona bottle complete with a lime resting on the lip. But Grant couldn’t take his gaze
off her body. Up close, he noticed that Lynia wasn't completely naked. Visible under
the dress, was a chain that went from one pale pink nipple to the other. The outline of her
small breasts caught his attention and he wanted so much to gaze down and see if she
sported any other special jewelry.

“Would you like the lime in the beer?’ she asked, her voice as light and as
delicate as her dress.

“Um, sure.”

With her index finger, she pushed the lime into the bottle, |etting the wedged fruit
drop down in the golden drink. Then she put her thumb over the opening and flipped the
bottle over without spilling a drop so that the lime could swim around in the beer.
Bringing it back upright, she handed it to him. After Grant accepted it, he thanked her.
She sucked her thumb to get off the remnants of the beer and backed away. Obediently,
she took her spot next to Brax, lowering herself to her knees again.

“1 hope you al brought your appetites,” Winta said, breaking the thick silence
hanging in the room. “Dinner isamost ready.”

“I"m hungry now,” Garland snapped. “Do you have appetizers?’

“You know I do.” Wintaturned to get them when Garland stopped her.

“Evan, get the appetizers for our guests.”

The towering man stepped from behind the chair. He wore black leather pants
that had to be sizzling to wear even with the air conditioner turned on full blast.

He returned with a tray of fruits and vegetables. Instead of heading to the guests
first, he brought the tray to Garland and knelt before her.

“No. Serve Grant and Zora first this time.” She grabbed his chin and glared at
him. “Thistime,” she repeated through gritted teeth.

“Yes, maam,” hereplied.

Still holding the tray in one hand, he rose to his feet and came back to Grant, who
stared at the man as though trying to understand why he would put up with a demanding
woman like that. Zoracould stand her ground but she could be yielding when she wanted
to be.
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Garland reminded him of his new boss. That witch took distinct pleasurein riding
him from the time he walked through the door at the accounting firm until the time he left
for the day. And sometimes she would call him at home after work and on the weekends.

Grant picked up a small cocktail napkin and grabbed a couple of baby carrots. If
dinner would be ready soon, he didn’t want to ruin his appetite. The aroma of seasoned,
barbequed meat wafted in the air until he nearly drooled.

Evan made his way around the room again, starting with his wife before serving
everyone else. Zora wanted so much to pull Grant aside and ask him if he thought the
neighbors were strange or if it was just her. From the way his leg hopped up and down,
she figured he was just as anxious to figure out the mystery or leave, one of the two.

“Shall we get started?’” Winta asked.

No time like the present, Zora thought.

As Winta promised, her cooking melted in Zora's mouth. The steaks were all
cooked to perfection, thick, juicy, flavorful. Even the cool summer night air proved to be
a perfect balance to an otherwise odd evening.

Asthey sat at the large round table on the patio, Zora wondered if she could ever
get their modest house to look anywhere close to Winta and Art’s. She kept that thought
in her mind instead of staring at Evan and Lynia sitting on the floor next to their
respective spouses. What kind of relationship did these people have to treat their partners
like that?

Neither Lynia nor Evan ate during dinner. They both sat silently by Brax and
Garland as though waiting for the next request.

“So what isit that you do, Grant?’ Brax asked. He sipped his wine, then stroked
Lynia' s hair like a pet.

Grant gritted his teeth before he answered. “I work in an accounting firm.
Nothing exciting but it pays the bills.”

“Here, here on paying bills.” Art lifted his glass before downing his drink.

“lsn’'t your wife hungry?’ Grant asked.

The table fell in an uncomfortable silence. Winta took a sip of her wine and
volleyed her attention between Grant and Brax.

“She’'ll eat when | think she'sready.” Brax continued stroking her hair when he
responded.
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What an ass. Sure Grant didn’t want a bitch-on-wheels as a wife. God knows he
wouldn’t treat his wife the way Brax treated his. She wasn’'t a partner to him. He treated
her like a possession. He kept thinking that perhaps the woman liked, or maybe even
loved, the treatment. He would go on that assumption until he saw a sign that she needed
assistance.

“What about you all?’ Grant asked.

“l own asmall e-book publisher.” Brax fisted Lynia's hair and gave her a rough
kiss.

Grant’s stomach flexed at the sight at the same time his cock twitched. He
couldn’t be both repulsed and turned on by Brax’s caveman antics, could he?

“l am an art dealer and | own a small gallery down on the beachfront in Virginia
Beach,” Garland said.

“And | am the evil plastic surgeon,” Art said with a chuckle. “I think we're seen
as being more grotesque than lawyers now, right?’

“Why would you think that?’ Zora asked. She finished off her drink and set her
glass on the table.

Mistake.

As soon as Art noticed she emptied her glass he ordered Winta to refresh her
beverage. Zoralost count after four drinks.

“With shows like ‘Extreme Makeover’, TV has trivialized the true intention of
plastic surgery. Itisn’t the cure-all when you have emotional baggage to unload.”

“Then what isit for?” Grant pressed.

Art grinned. “It’s to bring a person back to their original self after a traumatic
event. A car crash that disfigures a person’s face, | can restore. A fight that leaves
unwanted scars as a reminder, | can remove.” He pointedly stared at Zora. “A double
mastectomy, | can make awoman feel like awoman again.”

From his tone, Zora felt Art wasn’'t merely talking about inserting implants into
the hollow shells where full breasts once were. His overt sexua tone demanded
attention, her attention. She averted her gaze and instead looked at her drink.

The glass became fuzzy in her view but she kept her stare on it until she could
focus.

“I'm curious, Grant,” Garland began. “You asked about Lynia s hunger but you
didn’t mention Evan’s. Why isthat?’
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Winta rolled her eyes. “Not tonight, Garland. This was supposed to be a nice
quiet evening with friends.”

“He'saman,” Grant began, ignoring Winta's plea for peace. “He should step up
and take what he wants when he needsit.”

That response not only raised Garland’s eyebrows but Zora's as well. During the
exchange, Evan remained silent although Zora caught his jaw flexing.

“So he's less of a man if he listens to me and does what | tell him to do?’
Garland crossed her long legs so that it created a barrier between Evan and the rest of the
guests.

“No. That doesn’'t mean he’s not a man. If he denies what he needs, then, yeah,
that makes him less of aman.”

“Okay, folks,” Art said as he held up his drink. “I can fix a lot of things but |
won't be able to repair all of you if you get into afight here in my home.” He glanced at
hiswife. “And | could never do work on my beautiful bride.”

Zora laughed to help erase the tension in the room. When Grant’s gaze fell on
Winta, she shook her head.

“No work done on me,” she supplied as though she’'d read his thoughts. “People
think Art did my breasts but | promise you they are all-natural. If you don’t believe me,
look at my mother.”

Grant blinked at her candor as his attentive cock steadily rose with each titillating
word.

“1 know.” Art reached over and pulled down the straps of Winta's dressas he'd
done that morning with her negligee. “Look at them. They’'re perfect.”

He palmed her tit. Grant, as hard as he tried, couldn’t stop staring at the display.
On what planet was it cool to fondle your wife in front of strangers at a dinner party?
Why did he want to join in?

“They are quite extraordinary,” Brax said. He put his hand to the other bare
breast and massaged it.

Winta leaned her head back and released a moan that made Grant’s dick crush
against the zipper of his sacks.

“Maybe we should go,” he said.

He put his napkin on the table and reached for Zora's hand but didn’'t find it.
When he turned to see what she was doing, he saw that she was taking in another sight.
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Evan had Garland’s pants down and his face buried between her muscled thighs.
She kept her hand to the back of his head, pushing him harder into her pussy. Grant
heard the swishing sound of his tongue swirling around her wet vagina.

“Zora,” he said, trying to get her attention.

“Zora, that name,” Art began as his hand traveled down Winta's body. “It's
unusual.”

So was this dinner.

“Is there a special meaning behind it?’

Zora's mouth hung open as she took in everything around her. Evan giving
Garland oral sex. Brax caressing Winta's breast. And now Art finger-fucking his wife at
the table.

“Zora?' Art asked again.

Brax let Winta's breast go but he wasn't finished with his hedonistic behavior.
Pushing his chair back from the table, he turned to face his kneeling wife.

“Y ou may now eat,” he said.

She smiled and crawled to him. With delicacy, she undid his pants and pulled
them down to his knees aong with his boxers. She held his hard shaft in her hand and
wasted no time in dliding him into her mouth.

Zora put her napkin on the table and pushed herself back. “It looks like you all
are busy.” It was a strange way to excuse herself but she didn’t know what else to say
about the situation. “I think we had better go.”

Grant stood up and grabbed her hand. Too bad he couldn’'t break his gaze from
Art dliding his finger in and out of hiswife. Her body writhed with ecstasy. She put one
hand to the arm of her chair and the other grabbed his shoulder.

“Wait!” Art said to Grant and Zora but kept his gaze on his wife. “Just one more
minute.”

Grant tugged on Zora's hand until the sound of Winta s orgasmic wail halted him
in histracks. Her body convulsed in the aftershocks and her breathing came out |abored.

Her climax must have caused a chain reaction. Garland released alow growl that
sounded more like a lioness's roar. She grabbed a handful of Evan’s shirt as her body
tightened into aball. Zora held her breath with her until Garland relaxed.

Lynia's head bobbed up and down as she continued sucking her husband’s long
cock in front of everyone. Her tongue slithered around it like an exotic dancer working a
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pole. Brax grabbed a handful of her hair and brought her head up and down his dlick
shaft like he was a mad puppeteer. His body tensed and he growled.

Lynia held him in her mouth and sucked harder, audible in the intimate patio. She
gazed up at her husband and smiled.

“Good wife,” he said on an exhale.

“We'releaving.” Grant pulled Zorathrough the house.

Before they reached the front door, Art stopped them. He grabbed Zora s hand,
which made her stop. Since she held Grant’s hand he stopped as well.

“Let go of her,” Grant said as he balled his other hand into afist.

“Before you go, hear me out.” Art continued holding Zora s hand.

The gentle warmth he had before in his hand disappeared. Replacing it was a
searing heat that felt like it was burning her skin.

“I have something to tell you both,” Art said. “This place, this small
neighborhood, isn't what it seems.”

“No shit,” Grant said. “We didn’'t come over to see a sex show.”

Art’s gaze went down, then he smiled before he brought it back up. “But | can
see that you did at least enjoy the display.”

Grant pulled Zora in front of him to block the view of his now waning erection.
“That’s not our thing, buddy.”

“Speak for yourself.” Art gazed at Zora. “| didn’t hear it from her. What do you
think? Did you get turned on back there?’

Zora opened her mouth to say something, anything. She should have said she was
offended. She should have slapped the smug expression off his boyish face, making all
of that cinnamon-colored hair dance around on his head.

Instead she said, “I don’'t know.”

Art grinned. “I have something to tell you two that may surprise you.” He leaned
into them. “We all swing here on Fascination Street.”
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Chapter Three

“Get the fuck out of here. Swingersin thisday and age?’ Grant said.

“Yes, although | hate the term *swingers'. It sounds so dated. We just call it the
Good Neighbor Policy,” Art said and laughed.

Punctuating Art’s point, Winta, completely nude, strolled by the group standing
by the front door.

Harnessing all of hiswill and strength, Grant strained not to stare at her body. He
loved Zora. God knows he would move heaven and earth for her. But Satan himself
must have had a hand at waving this tempting morsel in front of him. To help restrain
himself, he held onto Zora's hand.

“Honey?” Winta began.

Without breaking his gaze from Grant’s he answered, “ Y es, dear.”

“Arethey going to stay?” She ran her hands down her body, then clasped them so
that the union covered her cleanly shaven pussy.

“We're talking about that right now.” Art hitched up a smile as though he'd
already won the argument.

“Good, because | don’'t want to see them go. | like them.” Winta's smile came
across more genuine than Art’s.

The nude beauty sauntered from the room, returning to the remaining party on the
patio.

“Perhaps this conversation would go better at your home.” Art opened the front
door and stood by it waiting for Grant and Zorato lead the way.

Grant stopped in front of Art. Art’s smile never faltered. Arrogant, cocky son-of-
a-bitch. He wanted to knock the man’s teeth down his throat for proposing such a plan, a
lifestyle.

Instead he huffed. “Fine.”
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Pulling Zora behind him, Grant heard the heavy front door slam which signaled
that Art was tagging along. Grant shook his head, unsure of why he would even bother
giving this crazy idea another thought.

Could he actually sleep with another woman, other women, under Zora's nose?
Sure they had joked about it. Now here it was in their faces. And how would he feel
knowing that other men enjoyed his girlfriend, the woman he wanted to spend the rest of
hislife with? Could he handle that?

He would have told Art to go to hell if Zora had offered any resistance. Asit was,
she'd been quiet since they’d gotten up from the table. He wasn't sure if she was
embarrassed, repulsed or curious. She'd kept her gaze down to the ground as though
unsure of how to walk and where she should place her next steps.

Grant was sure of one thing. He wouldn’'t do anything that would make her feel
uncomfortable. Although he'd sunk a mint to get this house, he would take a loss if he
had to if it meant making her happy.

Once at the house, Grant released Zora's hand as he stood in the living room,
unwilling to let Art get comfortable...not that he could. Boxes still littered the room and
covered all of the furniture including the couch and love seat.

“Tak,” Grant said as he kept his arms crossed.

Almost like explaining the details bored him, Art sighed before responding. “A
few years ago, | met my wife.” He paused and strolled around the room. Had to have
been for a dramatic effect.

Grant chewed on the skin inside his cheek while he waited for the rest of Art's
twisted tale.

“We both realized that we needed a lot of attention. We wanted fun, adventure.
We wanted to experience new people and new sensations.” Art closed his eyes as though
recalling those carnal moments.

“Then why marry?’ Grant asked.

The question made Art pop open his eyes and direct his attention to him.
“Because we love each other.” He said it so matter-of-factly that it aimost made sense.
Almost.

“How could you love someone and have sex with someone else? It doesn’t make
senseto me.”
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Art put his hands to his hips. “Okay, let’s put it thisway. Say you and Zora jog
every day for exercise, right? One day you want to play basketball with your friends and
that’s considered exercise. It'sthe samething. I’'m not in love with my wife because she
can give me agreat orgasm. | love her because she’s intelligent, generous, good-natured
and honest. If something were to happen to her where she became paralyzed from the
neck down, | would love her and take care of her no matter what. And she would do the
same for me. That’slove.”

“You're bastardizing love to fit in your world.” Grant shook his head.

“No. You're seridizing it. Love is anything you want it to be. But we aren’t
arguing about love. We're arguing about recreation, and that’'s all we're doing. We're
having safe fun with one another. No one gets hurt.”

“Are you kidding me with that shit?” Heat circulated around Grant’s head until
he thought it would explode.

“No. WEe ve been doing this for far too long. It works for us.” Art picked up an
empty box sitting on the couch and set it on the floor. He sat down as though he planned
on staying until he won Grant over.

In turn, Grant undid his cuffs and rolled them up to his elbows. He could argue
until the cows came home. Being near the oceanfront section of Virginia Beach, he
doubted that any heifers would be strolling by their homes any time soon.

“We started off with former lovers. But then that got complicated. Some wanted
renewed relationships and neither Winta nor myself were interested in breaking up our
marriage. We just wanted fun.” Art crossed his legs and settled his hand on the arm of
the chair. “Then we thought we would try the internet but we found way too many
perverts and deviants. Winta knew Lyniafrom the gym. Lynia shared some information
about her then new boyfriend, about how he' d wanted to bring in more people into the
relationship. Wintaliked Lynia. | got to know Braxton, or Brax aswe call him now. We
hit it off and we started swapping wives between the four of us.”

Zora shifted her weight from one foot to the other but remained in her spot, afraid
to make much of a disturbance so that no one would pay attention to her.

Art continued. “Brax told us about Garland. They travel in the same BDSM
circle. Seemed kind of intense having two dominants in the group but we found it to be a
good mix. Although we all lived in Virginia Beach, we lived in different areas of the
Beach. Getting together sometimes became difficult. So | scoped around for some
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property. | found my house for sale. It was by itself except for this small house you all
arerenting. From what | understand, this used to be the servants’ home. Lotsof land so |
bought it all.”

“You're the owner of the land that goes up this street?” Zora asked. Her voice
cracked at the opening of the question.

Art nodded. “I needed a private sanctuary for usall. So | offered to sell Brax and
Garland land to put their homes on the property since neither one liked this comparably
smaller home. They did. Brax lives to the left of me. Garland to the right. Then your
house isby Garland's.”

“So you're aso our landlord.” Defeat laced Grant’s tone.

Art seemed to enjoy that little victory. “In amanner of speaking, yes, | am. But |
handleit all through the realty company.”

Grant glanced at Zora. She seemed mesmerized by the story. Her gaze fixed on
Art like he was a snake charmer blowing out a seductive tune.

“So you had the six of you. Why did you need a fourth couple?’ Grant asked,
now curious about this whole lifestyle they’ ve created.

“Wedidn’'t. But my wife, my beautiful wife, thought it would be nice to bring in
another couple, someone neither one of us knew about.”

“Why us?’ Zora asked.

“l blame it on fate.” Art ran his fingers through his hair. “Next to my officeisa
therapist, a sex therapist.”

Art bounced his gaze from Grant to Zora as though trying to pick up alook or an
expression.

“One day during lunch, the therapist and | were talking. He didn’t mention names
or even the patient’s sex, but he said that he knew someone who was a dear friend of his
and that person was looking for a house to rent or buy. Whoever this person was seemed
like they would be the right fit for our group. So | passed along the house info to my
friend. He must have passed it along to you al. | talked to your realtor and told her that |
would lower the price of the rent to get you all in here and even offered a rent-to-own
clause.” Helet out along breath. “So that’s why you're here.”

Grant pointed at Art. “No, we're here because we found a house that we liked.
Our application was approved and we were allowed to move in here. We didn’t sign up
for some sex fest.”
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Art stood. “That’sthe bonus of being in this house. Isn't it great?’

Grant turned his back on his delusional neighbor.

“So would you like to see the contract pact?’

Just as Grant said, “No,” Zorasaid, “Yes.”

He stared at her. What was she thinking? Did she actually want to consider doing
this?

Art’s smile widened as his gaze swung like a pendulum from Grant to Zora. “I
see at least one of you isinterested.” Hetook his cell phone from his pocket and punched
two buttons. “Bring the contract and the questionnaire over to their house.” He closed
the phone. “Please take careful consideration of what we're offering. Believe me. It's
better than Disneyland.”

“You seem awfully sure of yourself that this would be something we would want
to do,” Grant said, maintaining his tough stance.

“If my ingtincts are right, and they usually are, you'll do this because you're just
like me.” His gaze fell on Zora. “You'll do anything for the woman you love and kick
yourself later when you find out that she wasright.”

Art turned to the door but then stopped. He pivoted to face them again. “Now |
wonder who's been seeing the sex therapist. Grant?” He stared into Grant’s eyes but he
didn’t budge, didn’t break. “Zora?’

She, however, did turn her gaze down to the floor.

“I'll talk to you all later.”

Grant slammed the door behind him and paced. “The nerve of that guy. He's got
some major balls on him to come in here and snoop into our persona lives like that and
offer us some whacked-out sex plan. Did we step into ‘Fantasy Island’ or what? Where
the hell is Tattoo?’

Zora stepped lightly to the couch and slid down, sitting in the same spot that Art
had occupied. The cushions still held his warmth. She ran her hand over the arm of the
chair. Leaning her head back, she caught the faint scent of his cologne, something musky
with acitrus base.

She opened her eyes when the room became silent. Grant had stopped marching
back and forth and he’d halted his rant. Gazing at him, she saw the confusion cover his
face.

“So how long?’ he asked.

33



FASCINATION STREET

She didn’t have to ask him to elaborate. “It's not what you think.”

“What should | think when | hear, from a stranger, that you're seeing your ex
behind my back?’

Her gaze dropped.

Grant lowered himself by her feet and grabbed her hands. “Are you still in love
with him?”’

It tore her heart to shreds to hear him question if she loved the man who had
broken her heart a year ago. She ran her hand down the side of hisface.

“Absolutely not,” she said. “He called me up one day out of the blue and said he
had to tell me something. He wanted to meet for lunch.”

He tightened his grip on her hands. “And?’

“And he's gay. | should have known something was wrong when he stopped
touching me the last few months in our relationship.”

Grant’s grip loosened.

“He wanted to apologize for misleading me and hurting me when we’'d broken
up.” She framed Grant’s face and made sure he looked into her eyes when she made her
next statement. “1 told him | was completely happy now with you and | wished him luck
on hisfuture.”

“S0 no problemsin the bedroom between us?’

She smiled. “I want to shout from the rooftops every day I’'m with you and tell
the world how happy you make me. That's probably why Art picked us. Have you
noticed how happy the other three couples are? No one seems dissatisfied with their
mates.”

He turned his head and kissed the palm of her hand. “Do you really want to do
this? | know you said you wanted to add some spice into our relationship.”

“Thiswould do it, wouldn’'t it? Maybe we shouldn’t totally turn our backs on the
idea.” Her voice dipped down to a deep octave. “I must admit, the idea of you giving
another woman head does turn me on alittle.”

“Y ou want to have sex with other men?’

“1 want usto live our lives to the fullest.”

He looked pensive, taking everything in and processing it like a good accountant.

She nuzzled her face by his ear. “Baby, you have my heart. Everything else is
just...basketball.”
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That got a chuckle out of him. The laughter was interrupted by someone turning
the doorknob, then a knock on the door. Grant stood and |ooked through the peephole.

“Jesus H.” He put his hand to the door and lowered his head.

“What isit?” Zora's heart sped to a rate she never thought it could go. She put
her hand to her chest.

Grant stepped to the side. In walked Lynia, wearing only a fitted corset around
her waist, exposing her breasts and vagina, and a thick, black leather collar around her
neck with connecting chains that attached to the matching black cuffs around her wrists.
She appeared content despite being half-naked.

Her nipples jutted forward, ringed by her petal pink areolas. Just like with Winta,
she was clean-shaven as well.

In her hands she held two packets of papers. Without a word she handed one to
Zora and the other to Grant. Then she lowered herself to the floor and sa on her
haunches, her back straight and her eyes facing the bare wall across from her.

“What the hell”?”” Grant glanced down at his papers.

Zora looked over hers. ‘Fascination Street agreement’ read the heading. So Art
wasn't kidding about the agreement. Flipping through the papers, she glossed over the
questionnaire, something else Art had promised. It wasn’t until she passed page twenty
of it that she knew Art and the rest of the folks had meant business. This wasn't an
ordinary, fun lifestyle. Thiswas away of life for them. After seeing the naked bodies of
two of her neighbors, she wondered if she would have to have her pussy hair-free as well.

Grant combed his fingers through his hair. His pacing started up again.

“Okay, fine, tell whoever that you gave us the paperwork,” he said to Lynia, who
sat motionless. “Zora and | will look it all over tonight and maybe tomorrow and give
you all an answer then.”

Nothing. Lyniadidn’'t say aword, didn’t blink, didn’t stir.

Grant stormed around to face her. “Did you hear me? I’m telling you you can go.
Y ou don’'t have to sit here and wait for us.”

She didn't look at him. Lynia continued staring straight ahead as though she
didn’t see him, as though she could look right through him.

“Shit, honey, alittle help here.” He glanced up at Zora.

“Maybe she can’t go home until she has the completed forms,” Zora said.
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That answer got Lynia to smile dlightly. Zora guessed she was on to the right
answer.

“Are you kidding me? This is the heavy they send over to coerce us into filling
out these forms?’ Helaughed. “Fine. Stay here al night like that, aweek. | don’'t care.
I’'m tired. 1I'm going to bed.” He headed for the bedroom then turned back. “You
coming?’

Zora stared at Lynia. The strength it took for her to parade around in that ouitfit,
then to sit obediently to wait for their answer no matter how long it took awed Zora. Her
love for Brax must have been tremendous.

She peered up at her frustrated boyfriend. “1’ll be there soon.”

Grant threw his packet of papers on the dining room table and stormed to their
room. After Grant shut the bedroom door with a noticeable force, Zora removed her
sandals. Picking up an ink pen on the coffee table, she started reading and filling out the
questionnaire.

“I'll try not to have you waiting here al night,” she said to Lynia. “Hopefully
Grant will come around.”

Still not aword.

Zora answered questions she never thought she would see on an application.
What was her favorite sexual position? Did she like multiple partners at one time
together or would she rather have a one-on-one situation? Was she strictly hetero or did
she do the bi thing? She answered them all as honestly as she could.

Some of the questions erupted the flow of molten lava between her legs. Did she
enjoy oral sex? How large of a penis pleased her? Was she into length or girth? Did she
like to be watched? Was she more submissive or dominant? At that question, she
glanced at Lynia. Zora wanted to leave that question blank but instead she answered that
shewasn't sure.

The last page of the questionnaire and two hours later, Zora answered her last
probing question. She closed the packet and set it on the floor in front of Lynia.

“One down,” Zorasaid.

Lynia smiled but kept her gaze focused ahead.

Zoraleaned down. “Would you like some water or something to eat? | promise |
won't tell Brax if that’s against the rules.”

The smile drifted from Lynia s face. She didn’t answer, didn’t move.
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Zoranodded. “Good night.”

She headed to the bedroom, not knowing what to expect. Would Grant be awake
and waiting to hear what she’ d done? Would he want another argument or just concede?

A sleeping Grant greeted her when she stepped into the bedroom. Their lamp that
sat on the bare hardwood floor emitted a strange, dim light in the room. If nothing else,
shewas at |least glad that they got the bed set up. Way past exhaustion, Zora stripped and
got into her standard long t-shirt. After turning off the light, she slipped in behind Grant
and wrapped her arm around hiswaist.

He was a good man. He would do the right thing. She kissed the back of his neck
and was acknowledged with agrumble. Y es, he would do the right thing.

**%*

Grant winced with each creaky step he took toward the kitchen. Finding it hard to
sleep even after Zora got into bed, he decided to get himself something to eat.

Sure, eat. That was the excuse he would have given to Zora had she asked him
what he was doing if she woke up when he got out of bed. But since she’'d slept through
his movements, he didn’t have anything to explain...to her.

As soon as he hit the living room, his gaze fell on the petite beauty trussed up in
leather and steel chains. He stared at her for a while. Her back faced him. The corset
gave her an hourglass shape with a tapered-in waist and accentuated her round bottom.

“Still here, huh?” he said. “I told you that you wouldn’t get those papers until we
were good and ready. Y ou should really go back home to Brax and tell him that.”

He ducked into the kitchen. Opening the refrigerator, he sighed at the slim
pickings. He snatched a bottle of cranberry juice, one of Zora's favorites, and slammed
the door. On top of the fridge sat a box of oatmeal raisin cookies. He took the box and
headed out of the kitchen.

His gaze fell on his copy of the questionnaire. He snickered until he turned back
to Lynia and saw that she had another copy in front of her. Zora's copy. Grant went to
her. After setting his drink and cookies on the floor next to this determined statue, he
picked up the papers.

His mouth hung open when he flipped through the pages and saw that not only
had Zora answered each and every question, but also the way she answered them. His
woman fantasized about being with more than one man? She enjoyed his penis because it
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was just the right length and thickness. His eyes widened when he read the answer that
shewasn’t sure if she would be turned off by being with awoman. Zora? His Zora?

He hurried to the dining room and picked up his copy. Cool air from the air
conditioner hit his chest as he returned to the living room.

Looking at his watch he said, “Two am.” He stared at Lynia. “How long did it
take Zora?’

Shedidn’t answer.

He sat on the floor in front of her. He crossed his legs, then cracked open his
bottle of cranberry juice. Just as he was about to tip it into his mouth he stopped.

“Want some?’

She blinked but didn’t utter aword.

He took a sip and set it down next to her. “It's here if you want a drink.” He
opened the box and pulled out a small cookie. “These are the best but I'm sure they’ll
kill me.” He took a bite and let the sweetness roll around on his tongue. He especialy
liked theraisins.

“Help yourself. | promise | won't tell Brax. Or will he check your breath?”

Lynia took a deep breath and exhaled through her nose. He wasn't sure if that
was anormal breath or done out of frustration.

Once he found an ink pen sitting on top of the coffee table, he opened his
questionnaire and started answering. Embarrassed heat rose from his neck to his face on
guestions that asked if he preferred large or small breasts. Would he like to have more
than one woman at the same time? Did he do threesomes with another man in the group?

“They really want to know it al, don't they?’ he said with a snicker. “Did you
really have to answer al of these questions?’

She stayed till.

His gaze fell on her pebbled nipples. With the chain gone, he wondered if it hurt
her to have it on, to wear it constantly.

“Does Brax hurt you?” he asked in a whisper.

Although she didn’t answer, her mouth tightened into aline.

Grant held his hand up. “Okay, fine. Didn’'t mean to offend your relationship. |
don’t know what goes on and what to expect.” His gaze glossed over a question but he
couldn’t concentrate. “Doesit hurt? That chain that was on your nipples earlier? Would
he do that to her, to Zora, if she were with him?”’
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Thetight line disappeared and her face relaxed, softened.

“1 don’t want her hurt. | love her with all of my heart and soul. I’'m just not sure
she's considered what all isinvolved in doing this. | mean, you're beautiful and all but |
prefer to be with Zora and not another woman.”

He popped another cookie into his mouth and continued answering questions.
Page after page of intimate details of his likes, wants and desires faced him with each
turn. Hiseyesitched from exhaustion but he couldn’t stop.

When the sun peeked through the morning clouds, he slammed the last page over
and let out along exhalation. “Finished.”

He set his papers on top of Zora's. Pain stung each leg as he struggled to unfold
them and stand up again. He collected his mess, an empty bottle and the half-eaten box
of cookies.

“I'm sorry | had you waiting here all night. If Brax asks, tell him | was the
asshole that held you up.” He returned the box to the top of the refrigerator and tossed
the bottle away.

When he returned to the living room, he had to blink several times before it hit
him that the living statue that he’ d been talking to all morning long did actually move.

Lynia had picked up the papers and she turned her gaze to him, a sweet smile
lighting her already angelic face. Not fully understanding why, just to see her move after
so many hours of sitting on the floor, being completely still and waiting patiently, made
hisdick come alive.

Grant wanted to blame it on morning lust. He would be waking up with a hard-on
anyway right about this time. But he wasn't sleeping and this definitely wasn’'t a dream.
Now that she moved, he felt underdressed in front of her. In his pgama pants and no
shirt or shoes, he suddenly felt the need to cover up.

Lynia stood with papersin hand. She sauntered to him. Once in front of him she
bowed her head.

“Thank you for filling these out,” she said.

He was immediately reminded of how delicate she was from the tinkling sound of
her voice. Despite the harsh, black leather, she could have been afairy.

“And no, after you get used to them, the nipple clamps don’t hurt.” She grinned.
“Not that much.”
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He nodded. “Good.” He struggled with what to say. It wasn't as if he'd
borrowed a cup of sugar and was now returning it.

“I'll give these to Art and Winta. You two will be given instructions on what to
do next.”

Grant folded his arms over his bare chest. “Fine.”

“Would you like for meto pleasure you oraly?’

Shock, surprise and a little glob of spit caught in his throat at her candid question
until Grant had to cough to clear histhroat.

“Excuse me?”’

“Brax gave me permission to please you, except by penetration for now, if you
completed the paperwork within twenty-four hours.” She took a step closer to him. “I'm
told I’'m very good and | do enjoy it.”

He had to take a step back although he felt silly feeling intimidated by this pint-
sized cutie. Her full eyes reminded him of a doll but his gaze wouldn’t remove itself from
her lips. Not as full as Zora's, they were pink and soft looking. Just imagining them
around his shaft, giving him the morning treatment the way Winta had given her husband
yesterday morning, engorged his penis even more.

“No, I’'m good,” he said. He held up his hand to stop her from moving forward.

“How about ahand job? I’'m told | do that very well, too.”

No man should be asked this at five am., especialy not with his woman seeping
afew doors down.

Before Grant could answer, Lynia slid her small hand up the front of his pgjama
pants. Her small fingers stroked his hardened shaft through the thin, striped fabric of his
pants. She must have known he had a need that required immediate attention. The brief
contact of her hand made his cock twitch. He held her wrist and pulled her away from
him.

“No, thank you. Thisisall so new to me and Zora. | would rather just talk it out
with her first before anything happens.” He let her hand go and she used it to clutch the
papers close to her chest.

She nodded. Silently she turned to the door. Feeling ungentlemanly, Grant raced
to it before she could touch the knob. He opened the door for her and stood by it, waiting
for her to leave.
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Instead of walking out just as she’'d walked in the night before, without a word,
she stopped in front of him.

“By the way, when Garland and Evan did this questionnaire, | had to wait over
five days for them to finish it. So you're not an asshole like you said.” She stood on her
tiptoes and kissed Grant on his cheek. “Thank you.”

In the golden sunrise, she padded toward Art’s house. Her lightly tanned skin
looked like it glowed along with the sun. Grant stood at the door waiting for her to at
least be acknowledged by Art or Winta. He didn’t want to see her having to sit on the
porch for hours until they decided to answer the door.

To his surprise, Winta answered it. Wearing a midriff t-shirt and boy-cut panties,
she kept her position in the doorway. She lifted her gaze and stared at him from her front
door, her smile evident even from across the street. She waved to him. Then she put her
hand to Lynia stit and massaged it as she gave her a deep kiss.

Grant sslammed the door on the scene and ran down the hall. “Zora, honey, are
you awake?’
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Chapter Four

Zora s nude body undulated under Grant’s as he dlid his cock inside of her pussy.
What a way to wake up, a sexy man stripping naked and taking her body like a man
should, full of vigor and lust and overpowering need. She loved it.

“Good morning,” he growled.

“Good morning to you, too.” she purred.

When she caught Grant’s animalistic expression she became wetter. She gripped
his shoulders. Her legs tightened around him.

How the hell had she become so lucky? Her heart fluttered whenever he walked
into aroom. He could call her at any time and she got weak in the knees.

“So you like my penis?’ he asked in a soothing voice.

“You read my application.” She curved her hips upward to let him get deeper
access.

When her fingernails embedded in his flesh, he winced. But he didn’t stop.

“What else did you see?’ she asked.

“Y ou and another woman.” He increased his speed. “Damn, that’s hot.”

She licked her tongue over her lips. “Is that what you want, baby? |s that your
fantasy?”’

“You are my fantasy. Anything above that isgravy.”

In afrustrating if not sexy move, he pulled out of her, brought her up off the bed,
rolled her over, then hoisted her up so she was on her hands and knees. Then he took her
from behind.

“Damn it, you know how much | love this position,” she said as she pushed
herself back into him. “You're hitting my spot. Don’t stop!”

He held her hips as he dlid in and out of her faster and faster. She couldn’t help
but think at that moment of whether he would do this to Winta or Lynia or even Garland
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if shewould let him near her. Then briefly her mind tripped over thoughts of her with the
other men. Art, Brax, Evan. All different. But all intriguing. All sexy.

“Oh shit, baby! Let's do it!” she screamed as though her thoughts had been
audible.

Grant knew exactly what she meant. “Okay.”

He let out a long groan as his hot cum squirted inside of her. Once she reached
down and played with her clit, she reached her orgasm shortly after. Her body quivered
as he slowed down his pace, allowing her to catch her breath.

She did down to the bed and waited for Grant to come behind her. He did, as
usual, wrapping his arm around her waist and holding her close.

“l love you, Zora.” He kissed the back of her neck.

“1 love you, too.”

He took a deep breath, then asked, “Did we just agree during some great fucking
sex to sleep with other people?’

Zoralaughed. “Yeah, | think we did.”

“Just wanted to make sure | wasn’t completely losing my mind.”

She patted his arm before getting out of bed. “Y ou want coffee? | need coffee.”

Sliding on one of his button-up shirts, she padded to the kitchen, knowing her skin
and face must have glowed. Her hands trembled as she filled the coffee pot and scooped
out the crystallized brown grounds. Bracing her hands against the counter, it was now
her turn to grin like an idiot. This would be the most risky thing she'd ever done. With
Grant, she felt okay about doing it.

She gazed down the hallway when she heard the hiss of water from the shower.
Used to be when Grant showered she would have joined him or just watched him towel
off. After that session, she needed a break.

Zora poured a steamy cup of coffee, then settled her weary bones in a chair at the
kitchen table. She stared into the washed-out brown liquid, stirring her spoon mindlessly
in the cup, clinking the utensil against the insides of the mug until the sound hypnotized
her. She barely heard Grant walk into the room until he sat down next to her.

He held her hands and said, “I want so much to stay home with you. Fuck the
job.”

The warmth of his hands made her sigh. She smoothed her thumbs over the backs
of hishands. “I’m going into work today so you might as well go too.”
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With all of the tenderness he could muster, he planted his lips on hers. So soft, it
felt like he was kissing a handful of rose petals. To let her know how much he still
desired her, he pressed his lips harder on her mouth. He dlid his tongue between her lips,
afeat considering she clamped her lipstight at the first indication of it.

She always hated kissing Grant with morning breath.

“You're perfect to me and | want all of our kisses to be perfect,” she used to tell
him.

He didn’'t care. Bad breath or not, he wanted Zora, the real Zora. He didn’t taste
coffee on her palate like he thought he would. Her mouth tasted stale.

Grant squeezed her breasts through the shirt she wore. He thought she would
have shirked back but instead she leaned her body into him.

Her willingness flooded his cock until he gave serious consideration to calling in
sick. Taking her other hand, he eased it toward his growing erection until the sound of
his front door knob jingling stopped him cold.

“What the hell is up with these people? Can't they knock or ring the fucking
bell?’

After giving Zora another quick kiss, he stood and stomped to the door. He
snatched it open and found Art standing on the other side with a huge grin, odd
considering how early it was. Who the hell could be that happy on a workday? He
stepped into the house without an invitation.

“Good morning, neighbors.” He strolled around the living room, gazing up and
down as though sizing up their worth. “Hope you all slept well.”

“l was just heading out the door, Art.” Grant didn't want to chitchat about
nonsense right now. And he really did have to go to work.

Glancing at his watch, Art said, “Yeah, I'm running a bit late too. But when
Winta gives me that look, it's hard to tell her no.” He playfully slapped Grant on his
shoulder as though they shared areason for running late.

If he only knew...

“Winta gave me your applications,” Art began. “That’s the reason I'm here.”

Zora stepped out of the kitchen but stayed by the doorway. Art’'s attention went
directly to her.
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“Ah, good morning to you too, sleepyhead.” He surveyed her body like he’'d done
to the room when he first walked in. “I seethat it’s all women who look gorgeous when
they wake up.”

Zora smoothed her hand over her unruly hair. “Would you like some coffee,
Art?

He held up hishand. “No, but thank you. What | wanted to tell you two was that
step one of the processis over.”

“Step one?’ Grant questioned. He slung his jacket over his arm to give the man
the indication that he needed to hurry up with his news.

“Yes, the next step is that you two will need to be tested for STDs.”

Zoragasped. “You've got to be joking.”

Art shook his head. “Afraid not. We al go through it every six months.” He

fished around in his pants pocket and pulled out a business card. “I’ve made
arrangements for you and Zora to go to the lab in my office building at five o’ clock this
evening.”

“Zorahasto work then.”

“l can get off early,” she said, her voice sounding lighter than Grant had ever
heard it.

“Wonderful.” Art turned to the door. “I'll go over the rules and regulations with
you al tonight. Once the results are in, we can start.”

“Start? Start what?’ Grant asked.

Art smiled, then walked out the door.

Before Grant left for work, he kissed Zora and said, “Keep that door locked.
These people don’t understand the concept of personal space around here.”

Shelaughed. The sound of it made his happy johnson twitch. If she only knew.

“I’ll see you here tonight and we' Il go there together.”

She nodded.

He walked out of the house to his car. Birds chirped their hellos. The sun’'s
golden haze covered the neighborhood until, with the morning dew, it looked like
everything sparkled. Summer was always his favorite season.

What Grant viewed on the way to his car changed his perception of the goodness
of the season.
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Standing naked and spread-eagle on the porch, three doors down was Lynia
Upon careful inspection he saw that her wrists were bound to the porch railings keeping
her arms above her head and held apart. Standing in black stilettos, her ankles were
bound to the bottom wood railings as well. Stuffed in her mouth was a red ball gag
secured by atight leather strap.

Grant stopped in his tracks when he saw the sight and wondered if she wasin pain
or needed help. He couldn’t tell from her mouth but the corners of her eyes hitched up as
if she was smiling.

Over by Art’'s car again stood Art and Winta. Instead of her giving him a blow
job like she had the morning before, she kissed him as her hand steadily made a piston-
like motion up and down at the level of his penis, again hidden behind his car. Art closed
his eyes and rolled his head back, enjoying the treatment. And who wouldn’t?

Dressed in a pink, cropped lace t-shirt with skinny straps, Winta looked all of the
pure sex fiend that Grant suspected her to be.

Just as he reached his car, Grant caught Art giving Winta a nod. She lowered
herself to her knees probably to finish off her handy work.

“Shit,” Grant muttered under his breath.

As he unlocked his door, he saw Evan and Garland on the side of their house.
Garland, held up by Evan, had her legs wrapped around his hips and her arms around his
shoulders as he fucked her. She let out alow grumble that rumbled over the street.

Before his penis could burst through his pants, Grant hopped inside. Determined
not to take in any more of the morning glories, he kept his gaze down as he started the car
and sped away, not waiting for it to warm up.

What in the world had he and Zora agreed to?
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Chapter Five

Zora couldn’t get the images of her neighbors fucking against the wall of their
house out of her mind as she drove to work. Right after Grant had walked out of the
house and she’ d locked the door as he' d asked her to, she went back to the kitchen to do
some cleaning before she got ready for work. When she'd gone to the utility room, she
heard a strange noise. Moaning, then a knocking sound, athough the knocking didn’t
sound like it was up against her house but close.

She'd peeked through the lace curtains in the utility room and saw Evan and
Garland fucking like wild animals. Zora marveled at the strength it must have taken
Evan to keep her lifted the way he had. Not like Garland was out of shape. The woman
had corded muscles strapped all over her body, down her back, over her arms, through
her legs.

Instead of having her hair pulled back in a ponytail or bun like she had before,
Garland let her long brown hair flow down her back. When she’'d tossed her head back,
her hair dangled down almost to Evan’s shins.

Zora wondered if Grant had seen them. It wasn't like Evan and Garland were
trying to be discreet. If Grant had seen them, what did he think? Did he want to do that
too? With her? Or with Garland?

After getting dressed, Zora headed to work. Once in the parking lot, she parked
her car far from the building. She closed her eyes and thought of Grant.

The morning fuck session left her reeling. Maybe answering that questionnaire
got to him. It certainly had gotten to her. She would have jumped on Grant when she
went up to bed if he hadn’t looked so peaceful.

Zora ran her hand down her stomach as she sat in her car. Though her belly
wasn't huge by any stretch of the imagination, it wasn't as flat as she would have liked.
But Grant liked it. He loved caressing her body. She loved his hands. Strong, large,
controlling. Every time he touched her he possessed her body.
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Her hands coasted over her breasts. They brushed over her nipples, now pebbled
under her touch. Once she got between her legs she stopped for a moment. Her heart
pounded, anticipating her next move. Her labored breathing wouldn’t correct itself until
she made that last relieving plunge inside. In her jeans it would be difficult to pleasure
herself.

Difficult, but not impossible.

She didn’t want to do this aone. Zora dug through her purse and pulled out her
cell phone. Grant would be at work right now but maybe he could find a nice, quiet
corner to hide in or duck out in the men’s bathroom. She needed to hear him.

“Hey, darling,” he said.

She unfastened her jeans. Lifting her butt, she pulled them down to her knees.

“1 need some help,” she said in araspy voice.

“Did your car break down? Did the neighbors do something?’

She caught the frantic tone in his voice and she had to cam him before he
stormed out of the building and headed back home.

“No. Not that kind. I'm at work.”

“Yeah?’

“I'm ill inmy car.”

“Okay?’

“1 have my pants down.”

A pause lingered.

“Hold on.”

She thought she heard his footfalls on his end. She wasn't sure. Her pounding
heart sounded in her head.

“Okay, I'm outside. It'sthe only place | can get privacy.”

“I'm touching myself.” The light caress of her fingers smoothed against her
nether lips, tickling her but making her shiver al over. Her other hand gripped her phone
as she explored deeper. Grant’s soulful brown eyes invaded her thoughts, making her clit
pulsate.

“Are you thinking about me?’ he asked in alow tone.

“Yes. | can see your eyes.” She moistened her lips. “I imagine my fingers are
yours but they’re not as thick as your fingers. Maybe if | dip in asecond one.” She dlid
her middle finger inside of her thick wetness, then gasped.

48



Bridget Midway

“That’sit. Now work it back and forth,” he instructed. “Think of it as my dick,
baby. | want to be inside you right now.”

Rubbing the pads of her fingers against her ssimmering sex, she released a long
breath. “1 should have fucked you again when you were in the shower this morning.”

“Y eah, you should have. Why didn’t you?”’

His response made her laugh.

“l wish | could see you, baby. You' re making me hard just thinking about you
rubbing that sweet pussy of yours. Areyou really out in your car?’

Zoracouldn't answer. She rested her head against the steering wheel, turning her
face to the side to look at the building where she worked. Just as she plunged her fingers
inside of her greedy pussy, she opened her eyes and caught one of her coworkers walking
toward her.

“Oh, shit!” Zora scrambled to remove her hand and lift her pants.

“What isit?’ he asked.

“Inez. She's heading toward me.”

Inez was known as the mouth of the office and had a way of spreading rumors
faster than a computer virus. The last thing she needed was for her coworker to squeal
that Zora enjoyed fingering her pussy before work.

The closer Inez came, the faster Zora's heart beat, until it was the only thing she
heard in her head. She managed to lift her pants to her hips but she would have to raise
them to get them fastened. So much for spontaneity.

“1 gottago.” She closed the phone on her man and threw it in her purse.

Zora s dlick fingers slipped on the button-fly on the jeans until she couldn’t fasten
them. She glanced over when she heard Inez’s footsteps. Maybe if she pulled her shirt
down, the woman wouldn’t be able to notice Zora's half-dressed condition.

When she got to the front of Zora's car, Inez stopped. Sweat beaded on Zora's
head until it ran down into her eyes. She stared at the young woman, who busied herself
by digging through her purse. Once she retrieved her small, silver cell phone, she placed
it to her ear and turned her back on Zora.

The short time allowed Zora to get out of the car and fasten her pants. Grabbing a
bottle of hand sanitizer she kept in her purse, Zora covered her hands and rubbed
vigorously to get rid of any telltale smells.
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With her call ended, Inez twirled around, then said, “I thought you were off
today.”

Zora made sure her clothes were straight, then slammed her car door. “1 was, but
Julie said | could come in if | wanted to. | was bored so | thought | would earn some
extramoney.”

“Bored? How could you be bored when you just moved to a house? | would be
excited with trying to fix it up and paint it.”

Zora walked with her to the building. “Grant and | are doing that little by little.
We don’t want to burn ourselves out.”

“l candigit.” Inez nodded. She got to the building first and opened the door for
Zora. “Areyou feeling okay?”’

“I'm fine. Why do you ask?’

“Your cheeks are all flushed like you've been running around the building for a
couple of hours.”

Zora put her hand to her face. “I don't know. Maybe | had too much sun
yesterday or something.”

Inez accepted that excuse with a nod. Heading back to the employee area, a
chorus of dog howls and barks welcomed her. Cat meows came in as backup vocals to
the dog barks. Zora put her purse into her locker, then headed to the shampoo area.

Pet grooming wasn’t a glamorous job and it certainly didn’t top anyone's list as
the most popular job in the world, but Zora enjoyed it. When the dogs or cats were sweet
and wanted attention as you groomed them, it made doing the job worthwhile. She
especialy liked watching poodles getting groomed and having their curly hair styled so
that when they walked around with their owners they looked like they were strutting.

Too bad Zora never got to do any of the styling. For the last two years she'd been
at Doggie Style she’' d been relegated to shampoo girl. She wanted more. Zora knew she
could be agreat stylist if given the chance.

As she headed to the back area, Julie came out of her office and stopped her.

“Didn’'t expect to see you today,” she said.

“1 took you up on your offer to comein if | wanted overtime.”

“Good, because we definitely need it today. Karen called in sick so I’'m down one
stylist.”

Zorabeamed. Her heart drummed in rhythm with the dog barks.
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“I'll have to take over as stylist today and | need you at the front desk.”

Zorafelt the smile dlip from her face. She should have told her boss that she was
more than capable of grooming pets. She'd done well in her beauty academy training,
graduating at the top of her class. Not only did she cut Grant’s hair regularly but she did
her own.

Instead she let out along, haggard breath and said, “Okay.”

“Good. Go relieve Inez and tell her | need her back here.”

Julie hurried to the wash area, leaving Zora alone.

Inez. She was newer at the job than Zora. It didn't help that she was aso
younger. Zoratook her time going to the desk. She gave Inez the news and listened to
the young woman squeal with delight as she headed to the back area.

Zora sat at the desk feeling her heart beat slower than before. Now she felt more
than ready to go into the neighborhood deal. If she couldn’t control her life at work, then
shewould do it at home...and have some fun to boot.

**%*

“The bitch is on the warpath this morning,” Grant’s coworker, Bret, said in a not
so low whisper.

Grant didn’t have to look up to know Stephanie Stalhelm moved around him. She
wore an overpowering scent that seemed more male than delicate female. Some men
who'd stared a her long enough eventually had to look away as though backing away
from achallenge.

Not him. He got so that he amost enjoyed the challenge. Since she caused his
exquisite erection from Zora s phone shenanigans to deflate, Stephanie would be getting
him at his absolute worst.

Her tactics grated on his nerves. She bullied any employee who didn’t jump
through all of her hoops. Grant wasn't that type. He needed the job. And, damn, this
place did pay him alot of money. But he’d be damned if he would be someone’s pet.

“Did you finish the Wilson-Sloane financial report?’ she asked as she stood
behind him.

Grant contemplated whether he should even turn around to look at her.

“Not yet,” he answered, with his back to her.

He heard her take a long breath. Great. That normally signaled that a tirade
would begin soon.
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“In my office.” She stormed off without glancing behind her to make sure Grant
was following.

He pushed himself back from his cubicle, stretched his arms over his head and
then took his time getting to her office.

The blonde fury sat behind her desk, her gaze directly at him. “Close the door.”

Grant obliged. He could care lessif his coworkers heard her chewing him out. It
wouldn’t be the first time and it certainly wouldn’t be the last. They al thought she was a
tyrant in heels. So she came off more like an asshole instead of him appearing weak.

“| asked for that report to be done today,” she began.

“That’sright.” Grant stood in front of her desk, his hands clasped in front of him.

“Sit.”

He kept his gaze on her and didn’t move.

She cocked her head. “I told you to sit down.”

“1 have alot of work to do today. If this meeting is only about the report, | can
tell you that it'll be done before | go to lunch. I'll have it on your desk in a couple of
hours.” He hoped she caught the bored tone in his voice.

Her straight hair, parted in the middle, framed her face. Her green eyes held an
icy stare that would melt any person, man or woman. To him, it just egged him on to
keep pushing her back.

He turned to the door but stopped short of touching the doorknob when she said,
“You know you're still in your probation period.”

Heturned to her. “Isthat athreat?’

That question drew a snicker. “No, just a reminder. | don’'t tolerate less-than-
stellar work from anyone. 'Y our school records mean nothing to me here. | want results.”

Flames licked the sides of his face as he turned to respond to her accusation that
he wasn't a worthy employee, just a guy who’d graduated at the top of his class when
he' d returned to college.

“Don’t you have a report to do?’ she said, cutting him off before he could say
anything.

He turned to the door and stormed out, muttering, “Bitch” under his breath. At
his desk, he gripped the back of his chair, unable to sit down now. She’d wound him up
to the point of distraction. He needed to calm himself down. He needed a reason to stay
at this job besides the great pay.
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His gaze fell on a framed picture of Zora. Her sweet smile made his racing heart
slow to a normal beat. His grip on the chair loosened. When he remembered the kiss
they’ d shared in the kitchen when he played with her tit, he felt a gentle stirring under his
belt that he couldn’t ignore. Then the phone call hit him again.

Fuck!

Taking long strides, he went to the end of the hallway to the men’s bathroom.
Checking under each stall and by the row of urinals, he found the place empty. He
ducked into the end stall and locked himself inside.

He remained standing although he faced forward like he was about to sit on the
commode. After dropping his pants, he wadded a handful of toilet paper and held it in
one hand. The other he wrapped around his stiff shaft. With a slow and easy movement,
he stroked himself, pulsing his hand at the tip.

He closed his eyes. Zora's image flooded his thoughts. It wasn't the Zora who
came to bed in his t-shirts and snored lightly in his ear at night. This was the Zora who
once gave him the best hand job he'd ever had. The softness of her hand still made his
skin tingle. ' When he remembered how she'd wrapped her lips around his cock, he
groaned.

His legs trembled until he thought he would drop to his knees soon. He couldn’t
wait to get home now to see her. Forget dinner. He wanted to shove his head between
her legs and give her an orgasm that would rival Garland’ s that morning.

Damn, had he actually thought about his neighbors just now? What was it about
that neighborhood? Sex consumed his thoughts more than ever.

Grant jerked his hand faster. He felt his balls start to tighten. His stomach
compressed and his breathing sounded staggered. When he remembered how sweet Zora
smelled, the taste of her pussy juice, the way she called his name during sex, Grant
couldn’t hold back.

“Fuck!” he said between gritted teeth.

He covered the tip of his cock with the wad of paper just as someone walked into
the bathroom. The rough paper caught the result of his pent-up frustrations. Leaning
against the stall wall, Grant struggled to regain composure.

He shook his head. He couldn’t keep doing this. He couldn’t keep jerking off in
the men’'s bathroom to cam himself down when his tight-ass boss pissed him off.
Something had to happen.
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**%*

Zora's knee bounced as she and Grant sat in the lab waiting room. When he'd
gotten home from work, he’d pounced on her like a lion after a wounded elk. Her face
and mouth were met with a barrage of kisses. Her body had been assaulted with roaming
hands and nimble fingers.

And she wanted him. After that steamy call from this morning, she really needed
to relieve some tension.

Before they could both back out of the lab appointment, Zora had headed to the
car hoping beyond hope he would follow.

He had.

Grant squeezed her hand as they waited. She gazed at him. His compassionate
eyes washed over her like awarm blanket.

“It'sjust atest. We'll be okay,” he said.

“That’s not why I'm so nervous.” She resumed her knee bounce as she rubbed
her free hand up and down her skirt to dry it.

“What’ swrong?’

Zora had to take in a deep breath and release it through her mouth several times
before she could say what was on her mind. Would Grant understand? Hell, did she
even understand what she wanted?

“Zora?’ He brought the union of their hands onto his lap and covered it with his
other hand. “If you don’t want to do this then---"

“No, that’s the problem.” She stared at him. “1 want to do this. Isthat crazy?”’

“Just when | didn’'t think you could shock me any more than you already have,
you surprise me with this.”

She put her free hand on his knee. “Is it strange that | want to see you with
Winta?’

Grant hesitated before he answered. He felt like it was one of those questions
like, “Do you think | look fat in this?” He couldn’t answer this question right even if he
tried.

“| think she’ s gorgeous,” she said.

Grant released the breath he' d taken when she' d asked the question.

“This would be the perfect thing for us to do before we get married. | don’t want
you to ever get bored with me.”
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He cupped her face. “Not possible. Its stunts like this that keeps me on my toes.”
He placed a soft kiss on her lips, then slipped the tip of his tongue into her mouth. When
he pulled back he asked, “Just so I'm clear. You do understand that we'll be having sex
with our neighbors?”’

Zora whispered in his ear, “I can’'t wait until one of the other women gets to
experience your incredible mouth on her pussy.”

She laughed. When the nurse called them to the back, the laughter stopped.
“Areyou ready?’ Zora asked.
“Let’'sgo.”
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Chapter Six

A week went by and, aside from the usual morning and evening sex parade that
occurred outside of Grant and Zora's house every day, it had been quiet. The neighbors
all waved, even Lyniawhen she wasn't trussed up like aturkey in front of the house.

In that time, Zora and Grant managed to make the house livable. Gone were all
the boxes and newspapers. While Grant worked during the day, Zora spent her time
painting each room. She started with the living room and had finished the dining room
and kitchen on her own. Grant told her to stop and that he would finish the rest of the
house during the weekend.

The weekend arrived. Zora loved Saturday mornings more than Sunday
mornings. It was the first day after a grueling week of work that they both got to sleep in
instead of rushing off.

Grant’s arm surrounded Zora's waist as he nuzzled his face next to hers. His
heavy breathing let her know he was still asleep, that was until his hand crept up and
squeezed her sensitive breast.

She moaned. “I knew you weren’'t sleeping.”

When Grant eased closer behind her, she felt the jab against her ass.

“1 was, but then you moved and | woke up.” His normally deep voice thundered
even more as he struggled to wake up.

“1 just think you' re horny.”

With a gentle nudge, he rolled her onto her back.

“1 think you're right.”

After aquick good morning kiss, he slid underneath the sheets and comforter.

“Baby,” she said as she weakly tried to squirm away.

His strong hands held her down, pressing against her hip as his other hand pulled
down her panties. Her body hummed as though electricity surged through it.
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Grant made sure to take his time now. He kissed her inner thighs in a slow,
languid motion that made her writhe with pleasure. Needing to cool down her hot flesh,
she pulled her t-shirt over her head and tossed it to the side. And now she had to see her
man.

Grabbing a handful of the covers, she pulled it off of him. Still in his pgjama
pants, he looked so sexy nestled between her light brown thighs. His warm lips pressed
against her skin as he kissed a trail to her pulsating clit but then bypassed it to give the
same treatment to her other thigh, kissing down it until her body shuddered. She licked
her tongue over her dry lips. With the window open, a refreshing breeze blew through
and danced over their bodies.

She leaned her head back and squeezed her eyes closed in anticipation of his
mouth on her pussy. But instead he tortured her, blowing his hot breath along her dlit and
kissing the area where her inner thigh met her vulva.

“Doit, Grant,” she growled.

“Say it. You know I like to hear you say it.”

To stoke her along, he gave her a quick kiss on her clit. The connection matched,
igniting a bomb with a short fuse. She arched her back.

“Lick my pussy. Please, baby.”

Grant redly didn’'t need to hear the request but he loved it when Zora was fully
into sex, which meant she was into him. To hold off from tasting her tested his resolve.
He wanted to put his mouth on her, lick up her creamy juices, hear her come over and
over again.

As soon as she made the request, he parted her dlick folds and dipped his tongue
inside of her. The scream she emitted pierced his eardrums but made him want her even
more. From the base of her pussy to her hardened nub, he made a ow pass with his
tongue. She tasted like a margarita, all sweet and salty at the same time with alittle kick
that made him come back for more and more.

Zora undulated her hips, rubbing her wet folds into his face. He darted his tongue
inside of her, deeper and deeper. The way her body twitched, he knew her climax drew
near but it would be one of many.

When his thumb made small circles around her clit she jackknifed off the bed and
put her hand to the back of his head as though he would have left her right now.

“Oh, Grant! Oh, Grant! Oh, Grant!”
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God, she was sexy. This was the vibrant woman who grabbed his attention when
they first met. He wondered if she still wanted to swing with the other couples. At this
point, it didn’t matter to him.

“Fuck me, baby. | need you.”

He sat up on his knees to undo his pants when the sound of a consistent knocking
stopped them both cold.

“They’ll go away,” she said as she helped him pull the pants over his jutting cock.

Grant struggled to get them off while trying to ignore the doorbell and the
knocking.

“Shit! It’seight o' clock in the fucking morning,” he grumbled.

Zoraturned hisface to hers. “They’ll come back. | need you now.”

She reclined back on the bed and wrapped her long legs around him. The
knocking at the door stopped but the throbbing in his dick persisted until the only thing
that would calm it would be to slide it into her tight channel.

His hand held her breast, massaging it while his thumb played with her nipple.
He loved her breasts. He loved everything about her but especially those perfect orbs.
So round and firm and full.

He' d never dated anyone outside of his race. Although Zora was biracial, she
carried more of her mother’s side in her features, full lips, thick thighs, wide eyes. Her
tits had dark brown areolas, lighter than Winta' s though.

He sat up on his knees and held one leg in the air. Positioning the head of his
penis at her opening, he prepared to push inside of her. He wanted to take his time with
her but he couldn’t wait. Just as he was about to push inside he heard a voice that wasn't
Zora's.

“Catch you at a bad time?’ Art asked from outside of their open bedroom
window.

This time when Zora screamed it wasn’'t because of sheer delight. She scrambled
away from Grant and covered her body with a sheet.

“What the fuck do you think you're doing?’ Grant snatched his pants from the
bed and dlipped them on.

By the time he got to the window to confront his nosy neighbor, he was gone. In
amatter of seconds, the doorbell rang.

“That'sit. I've had it with him.”
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Grant stormed to the front door. As soon as he swung the heavy door open, Art
bolted inside as though seeking shelter from the cold.

“It’s about time,” Art said. “Didn’t you hear me knock?’ He blinked and smiled.
“No, | guessyou didn’t. Or maybe you did and it didn’t matter, right?’

“You've got some balls, buddy.” Grant pushed the man back to the door.

“That’swhat my wife says.” He snickered.

When Grant brought his fist up, Art halted him with his handsin the air.

“Wait. Before you do something rash, | wanted to talk to you and Zora. And
although you may think my timing sucks, | did get here just in time.”

Grant lowered his clenched hand. “This had better be good.”

“Trust me. It is” Art scanned him. “Would you two like to shower and get
dressed first? | can wait.”

“Why can’t you tell me now?”’

“Because | need you both here. Besides, | can make breakfast for the two of
you.”

Without another word he headed to the kitchen and started clanging pots and pans
around. Grant, alittle befuddled, went back to the bedroom where he found Zora still in
bed with the comforter tucked under her chin.

“Well?’ she asked.

“He’'s making us breakfast.”

She scrunched her facein confusion. “Excuse me?’

“He needsto tell us something. Let’s get dressed.”

“While he' s here, shut the door and lock it. | don’t want any more surprises.”

Grant nodded and obliged. Zora dlipped out of bed and headed to their bathroom,
still naked.

Grant licked his tongue over his lips at the sight. “Take your shower first. If |
join you we'll never make it to breakfast and | need that man out of my house now.”

Once they got dressed, Grant and Zora walked to the kitchen. Taking in a deep
breath, she smelled onions, green peppers, eggs and coffee. She hoped he hadn’t used up
all of her vegetables. The lasagna dinner she’d planned for that evening depended upon
having them.

Inside the kitchen Art buzzed around like a fly. The table had been set with only
two place settings. Omelets covered the plates with glasses of orange juice and cups of
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coffee flanking the sides of each. If she didn’t love Grant so much Art would certainly be
in the running.

“Just in time,” Art said, grinning from one side of his face to the other. “Sit.
Relax.”

Grant pulled out Zora's chair for her. When she was seated, he took his chair at
the round table. Before allowing her to take a bite of the delectable smelling food, Grant
cut apiece of it and shoved it in his mouth.

Art stopped moving to gauge his reaction.

Grant nodded. “Good.”

Zorasmiled and picked up her fork.

“It’s the reason I’'m with Winta now.” Art dried his hands on a dishtowel and set
it on the counter. “I made her breakfast one morning and she never left. Well, that’s part
of the reason she stayed.” Heflitted his eyebrows to Zora' s amusement.

Once Art took his place across from Grant, Zora noticed a bag sitting on the table.

“What'sthat?’ she asked.

“It’s the reason I’'m here.” Art reached into the canvas bag and pulled out two
bound booklets. He handed them each their own copy.

The cover said ‘ Fascination Street Codes of Conduct’.

Grant brought his gaze up from the booklet. *Y ou're kidding me, right?”’

“You aways ask me that and | keep giving you the same answer. No.” Art
sipped his coffee. “Just to let you both know, your STD tests all came back negative. |
wouldn’t be hereif either of you had something suspect in your test.”

Although she knew she was fine, being able to count the number of lovers on two
fingers, Zora breathed a sigh of relief hearing it.

“If you'll look inside you'll find profiles on everyone on this street, just the eight
of us. You'll seewhat we like. What we don't like. What we'll do.” He winked at Zora
when her gaze met his.

“Zora, you want to be tied up?’ Grant asked.

Her heart sped up at the inquiry made in front of the stranger. “It’s afantasy.”

“Why didn’'t you tell me? | would have done that if you wanted.”

She dropped her gaze to the book and glanced over hisrequests. “I guess| didn’'t
tell you for the same reason you never mentioned that you wanted to be with two women
at the sametime.”
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“l didn’t think you would be into it. You get jumpy when | bring toys into the
bedroom.”

“l am not jumpy.”

Art held up his hands. “That's what | like about our little group,” he began,
silencing the bickering duo. “We learn so much about ourselves.”

Zora settled back into her chair, picking over her breakfast.

“Shall we move on?’

Neither said anything. Grant drank his juice while staring at Zora.

“I'll take your silence to mean yes.” Art flipped a page in his copy. “The next
section is the important one. This one lays out the rules of our arrangement. This special
relationship relies on trust and honesty. So the rules are very simple. Your front door
must always remain unlocked.”

“What? That's crazy.” Grant slammed his hand on the table. “If I'm not home,
I’m not letting Zora stay alone in this house with the door unlocked. It’'s unsafe.”

“You have to trust me on this, Grant. We live in a very safe area of Virginia
Beach. We've been having our doors left unlocked for the past four years without
incident. Besides, we have surveillance equipment in case strangers come into our area.
And most of us are armed. If you aren’t home and Zora is by herself, the rest of us will
look out for her. Nothing will happen to either one of you.”

“Is that the reason why you all keep trying our door before you ring the bell?’
Grant asked.

“It’shabit.” Art shrugged his shoulders.

“Why do we have to keep our doors unlocked?’ Zora asked.

“We're open here. If anyone needs anything, we like the freedom of knowing we
can come to anyone's home at any time. If you have guests over and would not like to
have any of usintrude, you simply have to be sure to turn on your yard light to signal us
to keep our distance. We'll respect that.”

“So with the door unlocked, you can come in here at any time and have your way
with Zora?’

Art’s face became deathly serious. “Absolutely not. That's the next rule.
Although we run on the assumption that sex is open and available at al times, if at any
point you don’t want to have sex, just say so. For example, some women may not want
to be intimate at that time of the month. Just let the rest of us know and we'll back off.
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There are certain specia occasions where you may want the sexual relationship to remain
exclusive, like on anniversaries.”

“Christmas and birthdays,” Grant chimed in.

Art cocked a smile. “Actualy some of the neighbors like having the extra
attention on those days. A special Christmas present may be for a man to have a harem
of women to serve him. Or awoman here may want to be pampered day and night on her
birthday.” He turned to Zora. “What do you think? Would you like to have your every
whim, wish and desire taken care of by four men on your birthday?”

Zora's mouth opened but she didn't know how to answer. Her brain screamed
yes. But she didn’t want to surprise Grant more than he' d been shocked already.

“The next rule is obvious,” Art continued. “You don’t talk about what goes on
here on Fascination Street with anyone outside of the group. Not your friends, not your
family, not your coworkers and,” he turned his gaze pointedly back to Zora, “especialy
not your therapist.”

“Ex-boyfriend,” she clarified.

Not that she should have to explain herself, but seeing Grant’s hurt expression,
she wanted to clear the air again.

“We've managed to stay the way we are, undetected, because we abide by that
rule.”

“l don't see a problem with doing that.” Grant shoveled more of the ham-and-
cheese omelet into his mouth.

“The postal carrier till comes through here, so we ask that all sexual activity
remain behind closed doors between noon and two o’ clock. | suggest that you get a post
office box but that’s your choice.”

“Guess ordering a pizzais out of the question,” Zora said.

Art smiled. “You do have to tell your spouse every detail of what occurred
between you and another neighbor after the event. There are no secrets here. If you tell
your significant other what happened it doesn’t come off like an affair but more like a
play-by-play.”

“More sports metaphors, huh?’ Grant said. Then his eyebrows furrowed. “Whoa,
whoa, whoa. This says that all couples have to wear condoms during sexual intercourse
including with our own spouses. | don't wear a condom when we have sex. | thought
that was the reason for the tests.”
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“Part of the reason you had to do the tests was to see if you both were clean.
Wearing condoms prevents accidents.” Art clasped his hands together and set them on
the table. “One of our rules here is that there cannot be children present. If any of the
wives gets pregnant, you must move immediately if she decides to keep the baby. Our
lifestyle is not conducive to impressionable minds, and, quite frankly, they slow things
down and prevent people from being true to themselves.”

“No children?’ Grant said.

The longing in his voice crushed Zora. She held his hand.

“If we decide that we want children, we'll just have to move.”

“But you picked this house because you said it would be great to raise kids here.”
He stared at her as he waited for an answer.

“l know. But we're young. You just started your job. Let's live first before we
settle into aroutine.” She kissed the back of his hand to reassure him.

“We've never really talked about it. And I've never thought about having them
but it was an option | wanted us to explore.”

Art leaned toward them. “Zoraisright. If you decide later on that you want to try
to have them, then you'll have to move from Fascination Street first. We can still be
friends and you may contact us whenever you want, however we will not have the same
relationship we had before. |sthat understood?”

Zoraand Grant nodded.

“The last item on the list is the one exception we made for the two of you.”

Zora glanced down and saw that last bullet under the rules heading. “Married.”
She snapped her head up and stared at Art. “Y ou require that we get married?’

“May sound silly but the rule keeps the perspectives clear. Y ou are bound to your
spouse and everything else you do is for fun and fun only. Since | assume you two are
altar-bound, we allowed you into the neighborhood and into our circle.”

“And if we don't get married?” Grant asked. Not that he would ever leave Zora.
But he wanted to know how far this group went with their rules.

“Since | own the house and | can decide to rent it or not, I'll make sure that after
your rental isup | do not offer to extend it. Until that time you two will be shunned by
the rest of the group. No one will talk to you or communicate with you if you do not
marry.”

Zora attempted to squeeze Grant’s hand. He dlipped it away.
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Art stood from the table. “Look over the booklets. Take your time. Ask as many
questions as you want.” Picking up his canvas bag, he strolled to the door, then paused in
the doorway that led to the kitchen. “There is one other thing. If at any time a neighbor
asks another not to touch his or her spouse for any reason and that request isignored, then
the neighbor will be punished.”

“Punished how?’ Zora asked.

Art tried to give her a reassuring smile but her heart pounded with all of the
scenarios that she wouldn’t want to happen to her. She’'d seen how Brax had Lynia tied
to his porch on some mornings. And Garland talked to Evan like he was adog. Would it
be that type of punishment?

“Just don’'t do it,” was Art’ s response. Then he reached into his bag and pulled out
a cell phone and two chargers, one for vehicles and one for the home. “Thisis for you,
Grant.”

“1 dready have my own cell phone. Thanks though.” He held his hand up to
refuse but Art set the items on the table anyway.

“It’s not for you to use like aregular cell phone. Thisis one just for the men in
the neighborhood. As a matter of fact, we're having a get-together at Garland and Evan’'s
tonight. Make sureit’s charged up and bring it with you. You should also memorize the
phone number. You'll see how we use them.”

After Art shared the time of the event and some other little odds and ends, he
walked out of the house.

Grant picked up his empty plate, then reached for hers. “Are you sure you're
ready for something like this? Y ou’re free in some respects but bound in others.”

“So you're saying that if we got married you would feel trapped?’ She crossed
her legs and leaned back in the chair as she waited for his answer.

After he set the dishes into the sink, he turned to her. “I didn’t want the reason |
marry you to feel forced. | love you, Zo. But wouldn’t you think that a part of the reason
| asked you to marry me would be so we could stay here?’

“It’s better than knowing you want to marry me for my oodles and oodles of
money | have stashed away in a Swiss bank account.”

Although Zora made a joke out of the situation, Grant noticed her hurt expression.
It was that ook he didn’t want to see if he asked her to marry him and she thought it was
to stay in the neighborhood.
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“It’ll be interesting to see what happens tonight now that we're al on a level
playing field.” He shook hishead. “Damn, now I’m doing the sports analogies.”

When she heard the front door slam, her smile dropped. From the click of the
shoes against the floor, she knew it was a woman.

Winta stood in the kitchen doorway. Wearing the highest heels known to
strippers and the tiniest pair of shorts with atight t-shirt, she let her pink purse hang in the
crook of her arm. With enough makeup to make a beauty pageant contestant jealous, she
looked way too put together for an early Saturday morning.

“Good morning, folks,” she said. “Art told me that you two are in. I'm so
happy.”

To show her happiness, Winta skipped to Zora and gave her ahug. Not knowing
exactly how to respond to the good news that someday she would be fucking this
woman'’ s husband, Zora patted Winta s back.

“You're going to love it here. | know it.” This time Winta, instead of kissing
Zoraon the cheek, placed her lips on hers.

Zorajerked back. Her face felt hot. She fought against covering her mouth with
her hand and instead tried to smile like the gesture was okay. Her belly tickled. Asmuch
as she hated to admit it to herself, the kiss was nice.

Winta's soft, full lips had covered hers but didn’t feel possessive like with Grant’s
Kisses. Zorawasn't alesbian but damn if she didn’t think about bedding this woman and
caressing her body.

Winta strolled to Grant. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and held him
tight. After seeing this woman just lay a kiss on his girlfriend, he hunched over to keep
her from feeling his gradually swelling cock through his shorts.

Like with Zora, Winta kissed Grant lightly on his lips. The kiss was nothing like
Zord's. Whereas Zora's kiss held passion, emotion and love, Winta's was al sex and
lust. A triple‘x’ sticker needed to be placed over the woman’s mouth.

Winta broke her embrace, then turned to Zora. “Good. You're dressed. Grab
your shoes and purse. We have some shopping to do.”

“We do?" Zora asked

Winta sauntered back to her and hooked her arm into Zora's. “Yep. We need to
supply you two with some stock materials. You know like condoms, whipped cream,
body lotion, lubricant and clothes pins.”
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Zora's eyebrows shot up with the tawdry grocery list.

Her expression made Winta burst into laughter. “I’'m just kidding. You should
have seen your face, Zora. Classic.”

They walked to the front door after Zora gave Grant her goodbye. With her shoes
in place and her purse secured, she walked to Winta’'s BMW convertible.

Onceinthe car, Zora asked, “ So what am | getting?’

Winta started the car. “Everything | just mentioned except for the clothes pins. |
was kidding about that.”

Of course. A cup of sugar would have been out of the question. What the hell
had she gotten herself and Grant into?
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Chapter Seven

Winta, in her less-than suburban look, attracted a lot of attention at the local Wal-
Mart. It didn’t help that the woman wore the outfit like a second skin. Her long, dark
legs seemed like they went on forever. With her large breasts to balance her out, she
could give a Playboy Playmate arun for her money.

Strolling down the aisles by the pharmacy, Winta took stock of the different
condom brands.

“Let’'ssee” shesaid. “Brax likes ribbed-for-her-pleasure.” She grabbed a few of
the thirty-six-to-a-box packages and tossed them in the cart. She cocked her head and
smirked. “Evan will put on anything you give him but he needs the Magnums.” She
grabbed a couple of economy-sized boxes of that brand. “And my dear husband loves
this new one that warms up when he puts it on. Have you and Grant tried this one?’

She showed off the box to Zora but Zora grabbed it and threw it in the cart with
the rest as she caught the expressions of the elderly men and women sitting by the
pharmacy counter. They watched Zora and Winta, and occasionally made noises of
dissatisfaction through their noses.

“We don’t need to broadcast our business,” Zora said.

Winta furrowed her perfectly manicured eyebrows, then peered over Zora's
shoulder at two women who were sitting behind them.

“What we buy when we shop is our business.” Winta purposely went to the end
of the aisle where the personal lubricants lined the shelves and where the two women sat.

Winta put her back to them. “If people want to get nosy and snoop in other
people' s baskets, then they shouldn’t be shocked at what they see.” With that she bent
over at the waist, hoisting her assin the air so that it faced the ladies as she reached down
to the bottom shelf.
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The women’s faces flashed a dark crimson as though someone had sprayed them
with paint. They turned their gazes until Winta decided that four bottles of the large-
sized lubricant would be enough for whatever they had planned.

Zora could hardly hold back her laughter watching Winta. She put the items in
the cart and pushed it down another aisle.

“That waswrong,” Zorafinally said once they were away from them.

“l can't stand it when people judge others.” Winta shook her head. “Besides, |
never said | wasnice.” Shewinked. “Y ou never told me, Zora.”

“Told you what?’

“What is Grant’s size? Is he large or smal? Medium size? Thick around the
middle or just---"

Zora cut her off before she could keep going with her personal questions. “Could
we talk about this when we get to the car or something?’ Not that she would be ready to
talk about her boyfriend’s penis size to this stranger. But she would have to, because
sooner or later Winta would discover it for herself.

After buying enough condoms, lubricants, whipped cream and lotions to start her
own brothel, Zora and Winta headed back home. Once there, Winta insisted on helping
Zoraput away al of the items.

Zora wanted to take the condoms and lubricants back to her bedroom but only
after Winta left. The woman strolled around in the kitchen as though waiting for the
house tour to start. Hearing the lawnmower in the backyard, Zora knew Grant was
working out his early morning aggression on the helpless blades of grass. He wouldn’t
even hear her scream.

“Thanks for shopping with me,” Zora said, as she clutched the blue plastic bag. “I
guess I'll see you all later tonight.”

Winta's eyes widened. “Clothes! What do you plan on wearing?’

“Uho-s”

“1 just have to see your closet.”

Fast as gunshot, Winta grabbed Zora by the elbow and nearly ran to the bedroom.
The scent of sex dtill lingered in the air. Winta must have caught it. She gazed at her
with asly smile and winked.

“Put the bag down. Where's your closet?’

68



Bridget Midway

There were two huge closets in the bedroom. It was one of the selling points of
the old house.

“Grant and | share that closet.” She pointed to one by the window, the same
window that Art looked through earlier that morning.

“Share?’

As though not believing her, Winta whipped the door open, then gasped. Zora
would have thought for a reaction like that that there must have been a dead body lying
there among the shoes and gym bags.

“Why? There's another closet over there. Y ou two shouldn’t have to share one.”
Winta shook her head and, with careful steps, ventured inside.

“We had planned on using the other closet as a mini office. There are no
windows so we wouldn't get distracted. And it’skind of cozy.”

Winta backed out and shook her head. “You have other bedrooms you could use
for the office.” Winta tsked and planted her fists on her hips. “Listen to me. | sound like
amother or something. It’syour place. You do what you want with it. I’'m just asimple
landlord.”

When Winta laughed, Zora laughed with her. She couldn’t help it. Wintawas a
force to be reckoned.

The Force sat on the unmade bed, then kicked off her high, strappy sandals.
o

Zorablinked, not knowing what the woman wanted now.

“Clothes. Tonight. You.”

Zora smacked her forehead. “That’'sright.” She set the bag down on the bed and
went into her cluttered closet.

Kicking some shoes to the side, she managed to get all the way to the back of it.
Rifling through some colorful dresses, Zora picked out one. She wasn't exactly sure
what she would be wearing that night. But she would show Winta anything to get her out
of the house. More than likely the two of them wouldn’t be showing up to the dinner
wearing the same thing.

“This,” Zorasaid, and held up a dress she hadn’t worn in two years.

Winta's face screwed up like the garment personally offended her. “Oh, no. You
cannot go in something like that.”
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Zorasurveyed the dress to see what was so offensive. The multi-colored sundress
had atie in the back and it came down to her ankles. With its thin, cotton material, it was
heavenly to wear in warmer climates.

“You would look like an old woman and you'’ re anything but that.” Winta stood
and dlid by Zora.

Not wanting to look inside, Zora heard the squeaking sound of the metal hangers
dliding up and down therod. Thiswoman was on amission.

“Ah hal” Winta screamed from the depths of the walk-in.

She came out of the closet holding up a leather bustier that Zora had bought as a
joke, one of Grant’s white button-up shirts and a necktie.

“1 thought you were finding something for me to wear,” Zora said, as she placed
her dress on the bed.

“Stand in front of the mirror.” Winta nodded her head to the full-length mirror
that sat by the door.

Zora didn’t move until she saw Winta's downcast eyes and sweet smile. She
smiled and trudged to the mirror.

“Fine. Now what?”’

Winta stood behind her. In the reflection, Zora noticed that Winta's shoulders sat
maybe an inch or so higher than her own. The difference in their skin tones also became
readily apparent. Winta's dark skin made Zora's light brown skin look more like a tan
than actual pigmentation.

“Wear this.” Winta put the bustier against Zora's chest. Her hand remained on
Zord s stomach to hold the item up. “Then wear this shirt over it.” She slung a shoulder
of the shirt over Zora s shoulder to give her the effects of the look. “And tieit off around
your waist with thistie as a belt.”

“What would | wear underneath? A skirt? Shorts?’

Winta shook her head. “l suggest you shave above the knee and wear your best
thong.”

Then Zora shook her head. “No. | can’t walk out of this house in a shirt and my
underwear.”

“Why not? It'sjust us.”

“I just---"
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But Winta cut her off. “I think you're having a hard time imagining it because
you can’t seeit. Take off your clothes.”

Zora's heart pounded. She turned around and gazed into Winta's green eyes.
“What?’

“We're both women. It'sno big deal. | want you to try the outfit on and see how
good you look.”

Zora sucked in her lower lip and started chewing on it. When she balled her
hands she noticed how cold her fingers were.

Winta brought her hand up and, with the gentlest of touches, eased her lip from
the assault by her teeth. “You don’'t have to be nervous.”

Winta held the clothes and took a couple of steps back like she was creating a safe
zonefor Zora

After taking a deep breath and releasing it through her mouth, Zora giggled.
Wintawas right. They were both women. It wasn't like they didn’t have the same body
parts. Zorahad seen Winta's naked body on more than one occasion.

As though her neighbor knew what she was thinking, she said, “Would it help if |
took off my clothestoo?”

Before Zora could respond, Winta stripped out of her top to reveal her bare
breasts. She unfastened her shorts and had to wiggle to get them down. Once they were
off, Winta only had on a beige lace thong.

“Better?’ she asked.

“Actually, no.”

But Zora took off her t-shirt and her shorts and kicked them to the side. Standing
in her white, standard Sears bra and Hanes Her Way white cotton panties, she felt dowdy
against the vixen she allowed in her bedroom.

“Oh, God!” Winta began. “Had | known you had underwear like that, | would
have taken you to pick up some lingerie when we were out.”

Zora stared at herself in the mirror. Conservative or not, she thought she looked
damn good in her underwear and out of them.

“They have got to go.”

With one snap, Winta managed to undo Zora's bra and dlide the straps down her
arms,
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Before she lost her covering, Zora folded her arms over her chest. “What are you
doing?’

“You haveto try on the bustier. You can’t wear the bra under it.”

“You can’t take my word that it’'ll fit and ook okay in the shirt?”’

Winta cocked her head. “Y ou surprise me, Zora.”

That response made Zora blink. “Why?”

“Art said it was your ideato swing with us. Y et you come off as such a prude.”

Zoratook a step back. “I am not a prude. Just because | don’t want to show off
my tits to a stranger doesn’t make me a prude.”

“It does when you've just agreed to have sex with my husband and the other
people herein this court and you’ re squeamish about undressing in front of me.”

Damn. She was right. Zora turned back to the mirror. If she had to look at a
naked woman, she would rather just look at herself. She dropped her arms and let the bra
hit her feet.

“Raise your arms.” Winta unhooked the garment and waited for Zora to make her
move.

Zoralifted her arms.

Wrapping her arms around Zora's body, Winta brought the sexy top in front of
her, then secured it in the back, hooking each tab one by one. Being bound and having
Wintatouch her with such care made her heart thud.

“There. Gives you anice hourglass figure.” Winta dlid her hands down the sides
of Zora s body, dipping it in her curves and letting them ride the swells. “Wait. Y ou need
to be adjusted.”

From behind her, Winta brought her hand up, reached into one bra cup and
adjusted her breast inside so that her now hardened nipple was positioned in the center.
She did the same for the second breast. Zora stood motionless as she allowed Winta's
hands to mold her.

Once the adjustments were done, Winta pressed her hands underneath the duo and
pushed them up, then alowed the weight of them to weigh her hands down.

“Has Grant ever told you that you have perfect breasts?”

Zoraswallowed. “Y eah, sometimes.”
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Winta took a deep breath, pressing her nipples against Zora's back. Her hands
coasted down over Zora's hips. She broke her embrace long enough to pick up Grant’s
shirt. Asgentle as she was before with the bustier, she helped Zora put on the shirt.

“Now what | would do,” Winta began as she made her way around to the front of
Zora, “iswear it like this.”

She buttoned the bottom two buttons on the shirt so that the bustier could be seen
but not her underwear. The shirt fell right about mid-thigh on her until Winta tied one of
Grant’s gray silk ties around her waist and let it dangle off the side over her hip. Once
Winta tightened the makeshift belt, the hem of the shirt rose to Zora s hips. Zora tugged
the garment down, which made Winta cinch the tie tighter.

Winta stood next to Zorato gaze at her handiwork in the mirror. “You like?’

Zora stared at herself. The look was daring but it wasn't at all uncomfortable. It
did exude sexiness without being overly-slutty. Wanton but not wicked.

Sheturned to Winta. “I likeit.”

Winta beamed. “I knew you would.”

As payment for her accomplishment, Winta kissed Zora fully on her lips. She
didn't allow the kiss to linger, as though only priming her for what was to come. Winta
pulled back and took in the reflection again.

“1 have the perfect shoes that would go great with that outfit. A high pair of silver
stilettos. They would make your legs look even better than they do now.” Winta made
her way behind Zora again. “And you haveto let your hair out.”

“No, don’'t---"

Zora reached back to stop her but Winta had her hair freed from her scrunchie.
Asthough taking on alife of its own, her thick hair puffed up around her face.

“There. Much better.” Winta smoothed Zora' s hair down her back.

“Too wild. It'stoo thick and curly.”

Winta snickered. “Honey, that’s what guys want nowadays. They like that tiger
in the bedroom.”

Wintaran her hand over Zora' s hair. The stroking soothed Zora, until she closed
her eyes and fell into the caress. She felt Winta's face pressing against the back of her
head, nestling in her hair, then she heard her take a deep breath.

“Mmmm, you smell like honey,” Winta said. “Art told me that and | didn’t
believe him.”
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“What else did he tell you?’

The thought of these two discussing her hardened her nipples. To keep her hands
occupied, she gripped the bottom of her shirt.

“He said he couldn’t wait to fuck you. That he knew you would be great in bed
and he couldn’t wait to hear you come.”

Zoratilted her head to the side, her eyes closed. When she felt Winta's full lips
pressing against the side of her neck, her first reaction wasn't shock or disgust. Instead,
she sighed.

Winta's hand roamed up to the tie around her waist. With one finger, she untied it
and let it fall to the floor. Her other hand made a slow trek to Zora' s breasts, settling just
below them.

Zora couldn’'t control her breathing. She placed one hand on top of Winta's,
which had made a home under her tits and with the other stopped Winta's hand from
creeping up her shirt.

“I---I'm not a lesbian,” Zora said, even though the touch from this woman made
her feel aive and sensual.

Winta laughed. “Neither am I.” She slipped her hand between Zora' s legs, then
brought it up under her shirt heading straight for her panties. “But | know what | like and
I know what feels good. Don’'t you, Zora? Does thisfeel good?”

Just as Wintatugged at the side of Zora's panties, she heard Grant.

“The lawn nearly kicked my ass when |---"

The abrupt halt of his tirade made Zora's eyes pop open. Standing in the doorway
stood her boyfriend, who must have thought she had lost her mind. She glanced at
herself in the mirror. Dressed in his shirt but with a half-naked woman behind her, the
scene seemed too surreal for words. What would her man think of her, of this?

Winta slipped her hands from around Zora. “I guess | had better go home and
start getting ready myself.”

She tiptoed to her discarded clothing and shoes. Instead of putting them on, she
held them in her arms.

When she went by Zora, she stopped. “See you tonight.” She kissed her again on
her lips. The gesture almost felt natural, normal.
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At the doorway, she stood on her toes and gave Grant a kiss, too. He stood there
stunned, as though he didn’t just see his girlfriend in the arms of a naked woman and
looking like she liked it.

Winta whispered, “1 have her ready for you. Don’t forget to use a condom.”
Then she sauntered out of the house.

“What the hell is going on?” Grant asked when the front door slammed.

Instead of answering, Zora took off her shirt and bustier and threw them on the
floor. Her body tingled like it had been ignited. Only her man could put out her raging
fires.

“Fuck me, baby,” she said between gritted teeth. “I need you.”

She stripped out of her panties and pulled him into the bedroom. The bulgein his
shorts signaled that the scene must have excited him. He smelled of fresh cut grass. And
shedidn’t care. Sheliked him smelling like the outdoors.

With her hand behind his head, she brought his face down to hers and kissed him
hungrily, nipping his lower lip and darting her tongue into his mouth. He stepped
forward, making her walk backwards into their bedroom.

With each step she pulled off a piece of his clothing. His shorts were the first to
go. Hisboxers came next. Grant ripped off hist-shirt and tossed it to the floor.

“Were you going to fuck her?’ he asked.

Zoratried to gauge his voice. Was he angry, curious or jealous? From the wild
look in his eyes and the way his breathing labored, she guessed the last two emotions
must have been running through him.

“l don't know.” It was the only answer she could muster.

He spun her around so that her hands landed on their waist-high dresser. He
kicked her feet apart and brought her ass back.

When she felt the tip of his cock dliding up and down between her puckered lower
lips, shejerked. “Condom, baby.”

He gripped her hip but stopped moving his penis. “Fuck!”

“On the bed.”

He let her go and tore through the bag on the bed. The condom box became
shredded in his attempt to find their protection.

She heard him stomping back to her.

“| hate that fucking rule.” He held her hipsagain. “1 want to feel you.”
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“For now, baby. Just do it for now until we---"

Before she could finish her plea, he shoved his thick length inside of her. Her
breath caught as she lunged forward. Her fingernails clawed the dresser top as Grant
made hard thrusts inside of her.

“Damn, you're hot.” He leaned forward and kissed her shoulder, taking a small
nip. “You areso hot.” Histhrusting accelerated. “I mean really hot.”

Now Zora understood what he meant. He may have started off talking about how
sexy she was but now she felt the temperature change in her cunt go from mild to wild.

“What the hell is going on? My dick feels hot.”

Zoralaughed alittle. “It does feel weird. Good, but weird.” Her tits swung back
and forth with each pounding entry. “Doesit hurt?’

He growled. “No. Now it’s starting to feel pretty good.”

She felt him trembling.

“Really good,” he said.

Feeling Grant nearing his orgasm, Zora became aroused. She pushed herself back
against Grant just as he let loose with an explosive climax that shook her body. She came
just as hard, scratching the surface. She fought to regain her normal breathing but lost
miserably.

He put his face next to hers. “Remember the agreement,” he said between heavy
breaths. “You have to tell me everything that happened between you and Winta in full
detail.”

She smiled. “Even when she touched my tits?’

“Oh, babe. Keep talking like that and we won’'t make it to dinner tonight.”

But dinner was exactly where she wanted to go. Anything could happen.
Anything.
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Chapter Eight

Grant didn’t know what made Zorawear just his shirt and the bustier out to dinner
but he had to admit that he did like the look. With Winta's silver heels on her feet, she
looked like a woman who needed to be fucked hard and often.

“l don't know what to expect tonight,” Grant said. He tightened his grip on
Zora s hand.

Her hand felt still. When she wrapped her fingers around his, she calmed him.

“Why did you straighten your hair?’ He ran his fingers through it. The silkiness
of it slipped easily through his digits. “I like it when you have it all out and curly.”

“1 wanted a change.” She beamed. “You look really good tonight, honey.” Her
hand coasted down the front of his cotton shirt to his khaki shorts. “Some woman is
going to be very lucky tonight.”

He kissed the side of her face, then nuzzled in her ear. “And you'll get doubly
lucky in the morning. | don’t know what it is about this place but | want you more than
before.”

“1 know what you mean. But then again, you experienced that first hand after |
was with Winta this afternoon.”

He wrapped his arms around her waist. “Mmm, tell me again how she grabbed
your tits.”

As his cock pressed against his zipper, the front door flew open. Grant nearly
gasped when he came face-to-face with a naked Evan. Only donned in a collar and
leather wrist cuffs, Evan smiled as he stepped to the side without a word to allow them
passage.

Grant noticed how Zora's eyes dipped down to scan the man’s body. Standing a
few inches above Grant, Evan did have an impressive body. Muscles rippled over his
arms, chest and stomach. Normally not one to look at another man’s package, the length
and girth made Grant jeal ous.
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“It’ s that type of party, huh?” Grant asked as he made his way into the house.

Paintings of nudes and photographs of naked models lined the stark white wallsin
perfect order. The bare hardwood floors reminded Grant of a museum. In the center of
the room sat a circular platform, too short to be a coffee table but big enough to set a
statue on. He wondered if Garland had the statue meant for that spot out to be repaired or
restored. The woman looked serious about her art.

“You madeit,” Art said after he and Winta walked into the room.

Dressed in linen pants and a breezy pullover shirt, Art looked like he was ready
for bed. Winta, as always, appeared stunning in a white bikini top that barely covered her
large tits and a short skirt.

“Miss the opportunity for another interesting evening? Not on your life.” Grant
shook Art’s hand.

“Hi again, you two,” Winta said. She pulled away from Art. “I knew you would
look great in those shoes.”

“Thanks for loaning them to me.” Zora peered down at them. “They are---"

Before she could finish her statement, Winta pressed her lips against hers. Gone
were the sweet kisses. Now Winta's mouth seemed hungry. Her hands framed Zora's
face as she let her tongue dive into her mouth.

Grant stared at the spectacle in awe. Not sure of how to react, he stood still. He
noticed how Zora's shoulders relaxed. Her eyes closed, and she even alowed her hands
to rest on her neighbor’s narrow waist. He clasped his hands in front of himself to cover
his persistent erection.

When Winta pulled back from the kiss, she smiled at Zora s stunned reaction. “I
owe you, honey,” she said to her husband, keeping her eyes on Zora. “Sheis awonderful
Kisser.”

“Not one to doubt you, babe, but you know how | am,” Art said as he made his
way toward Zora.

“1 know. Y ou haveto find out for yourself.”

From Zora s nervous smile, Grant could tell she felt alittle overwhelmed. Art put
one hand on her waist and the other cupped the back of her head. He held her there for a
moment, staring at her with a cocksure smile.
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Winta put her hands to the sides of Grant's face and kissed him just as
passionately as she'd kissed his girlfriend. Not realy wanting to fight it, he closed his
eyes and fell into the ravenous kiss. His hands sought her body, resting on her waist.

Winta took one of his hands and brought it down to her ass, curving his hand
under, encouraging him to squeeze it, palm it, become familiar with it. She grabbed his
other hand and moved that down to her breast.

As hard as he'd fought from doing so, he couldn’t help but moan with pleasure.
When Winta's hand dlid up against his raging cock, he finally broke the kiss.

Turning his head, he found that although Art had stopped kissing Zora, he kept his
hands on her body, one at her waist and the other stroking the side of her face as they
talked intimately. They could have been talking about the weather but the position
looked so intimate. Grant blinked, unsure about watching the display. He liked seeing
another man treat Zora as special as he treated her. He wondered if Zora felt the same
way when Winta kissed him.

“l have an Amaretto Sour for you.” Art took Zora's hand. He turned to Grant.
“Did you bring the cell phone?’

Grant’s eyes widened. He felt around his pockets as though magically the phone
would have shown up but he knew he' d left it sitting on their bedroom dresser.

“Shit! | forgot.”

“That’sfine. We're still waiting for Brax and Lynia. Why don’t you just run next
door and get it. We'll bein heretalking.” The gaze Art gave Zoralooked like he wanted
to do more than just talk.

“Comeon, Zora.” Grant reached for her hand but Art pulled her away.

“She’sfine here with us,” Art said. He handed her a glass filled with her favorite
drink.

“What do you think we'll do, eat her?” Winta laughed.

Her statement made him think about Winta between Zora slegs, licking her pussy
and making her come.

“Two seconds.” He darted from the door, nearly knocking over Brax and Lynia,
who was tethered to Brax by aleash.

“Where' sthe fire?” Brax asked.

“Forgot my phone. Coming right back. Don’t start anything.” The plea came out
feeble as he ran to his house, not looking back.
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He'd left Zora to a pack of wolves. He just hoped eating her was the least of his
Worries.

**%*

Positioned between Winta and Art on the couch, Zora held onto her drink,
counting the seconds it took Grant to go home and get the cell phone. Why he needed it,
shewasn’t sure. But all of the men had them hanging off their hips.

When Brax and Lynia walked in, Zora's eyes widened even more to see Lynia
nude and on something that looked like a dog collar. But she kept her head held high as
though proud to be led around like a prized Pomeranian.

“If I knew that having new neighbors would get us more entertainment during the
week, | would have asked that you rented the house out long before now,” Brax said with
ahuge smile, the first one she’d seen on him.

“So who was in the house before?’ Zora asked.

“It depends.” Art took adrink and set his glass on an end table. Then he casually
rested his hand on her knee. “When Brax and Lynia had their house built, they lived in it
until it was done. Then Garland and Evan moved into it when their house was put up.
When the homes were finished, we sort of used it as a playground. It was like having a
tree house but it was on the ground.”

“And had plumbing,” Winta interjected.

“That was fun.” Brax nodded, then stroked his hand down the front of his wife,
playing with her nipple, then rubbing hisfinger against her clit.

Zora had to cross her legs as she stared at the spectacle to extinguish the
smoldering flame. Where the hell was Grant?

As though hearing her thoughts, Grant burst into the room, winded but smiling
and holding up his cell phone. “Got it.”

Garland strolled into the room. With her hair pulled back into her standard tight
bun, making her already exotic-looking eyes more cat-like, she appeared stern. She wore
a patent leather top that looked like a t-shirt except the back was open and a matching
short skirt and thigh high boots.

“You'relate,” she said, pointing to Grant.

Her ominous tone quieted the room. The silence hung in the air as the group split
their attention between her and Grant. Even Evan swallowed hard and kept his gaze on
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hiswife. Zorarolled her glass between her two hands and wondered about the fate of her
man. Garland wouldn’t hurt him, would she?

Garland took a deep breath, her hands planted on her hips. “No dessert for you!”

The crowd laughed. Grant even smiled as he made his way over to her.

“Very funny, Garland.” He extended his hand.

“1 don’t want you to think | don't have a sense of humor, Grant.” She shook his
hand in a powerful grip.

He responded in kind, squeezing her hand until he saw her eye twitch. Then he
pulled away. He shook Brax’s hand. When he turned to Lynia, she gave him the same
greeting that Winta had earlier. She wrapped her hands around the back of his head and
pulled him down while standing on her tiptoes. She kissed him, dliding her tongue into
his mouth.

Zora stared at the display, or at least tried to. Brax deliberately stood in front of
Zora, blocking her view and making her stare at his crotch. What aview.

“Hi, Zora.” He leaned down, cupping her face before he kissed her.

His kiss was nothing like Grant’s or even Art’s. He forced his mouth on hers,
crushing her lips. Histongue invaded her mouth. When he pulled back, he nipped at her
bottom lip like he was marking her.

She felt Art stroking his thumb over her leg. She gazed at his hand, then to him.
He was the type of man women dreamed about fucking or having in their lives. She
loved Grant. But Art would be afun treat...if she got him tonight.

Her luck she would end up with Brax and, quite frankly, she was afraid of him.
Not down for the bondage scene, she didn't know what to expect if trapped in a room
with him.

“So Winta, did you cook tonight too?’ Zora asked with a shaky voice.

“Do you think | can’t cook?’ Garland’ s voice echoed off of the walls.

“Oh, uh, no. | just thought---"

“1 cooked tonight.” Her tone softened. “I’m sure you'll enjoy it. Leg of lamb
with mint jelly and asummer salad. Come. We'll eat outside.”

Art stood and held his hands out for both Winta and Zora. They rose in unison.
As soon as she got next to him, Zora grabbed Grant’ s hand.
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Garland had picnic tables decorated and set with dishes aready. Surrounded by
lawn torches, the scene looked almost primitive. Grant helped Zora sit down but as soon
as he started to sit next to her, Garland spoke up.

“No. Sit with someonenew. Thisisamixer. Timeto mix it up.”

Grant glanced at Zora, who feigned a smile. He kissed her before heading to the
other side of the table where he sat next to Winta. On the other side of Winta sat Brax,
who had Lynia on the ground kneeling on a blanket. Next to Zora sat Garland. She had
Evan behind her in the same position. On her other side sat Art.

Y es, thiswould be an interesting dinner.

**k*

To Zora's surprise, dinner was excellent. The woman proved to be a magnificent
cook, if not an intimidating figure. After dinner the group went back into the living room.

Drinks had all been refreshed. And attitudes were refreshed as well. Brax had
split his attention between Zora and his wife. This time he allowed her to eat. Of course
it was from his plate and only when he was done eating.

Winta had pressed her breasts against Grant so many times during dinner that
Zoralost count.

“Are we ready to play?’ Art asked as soon as everyone had gotten settled.

“Play?” Grant scanned everyone' s expressions.

“We normally have a special group night on Fridays. We play a game to liven
things up,” Brax said. “So this, two nights in arow deal is pretty sweet.” He stared at
Art. “Maybe we should start doing that, do something special on Fridays and Saturdays.”

“Something to consider,” Art replied.

“Let’s just get it over with already.” Garland's exasperated tone nearly brought
down the room’ s jubilant feel.

“Fine.” Art stood. “Women, line up over there.”

“I'm not standing in some goddamn line.” Garland folded her arms over her
chest.

“Just shut up and get in line like the rest of the ladies. Damn, Garland, does
everything have to be a pissing contest with you?" Brax raked his fingers through his
hair.

Zorafelt the tension between the two of them. They were like bulls fighting over
the same cow.
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As she sauntered by him, Garland said, “What's wrong, Brax? My dick bigger
than yours?”’

He snickered. “You wish. That’swhy you' re so pissed.”

“Fuck you.”

Art held up his hands. “Enough.”

Zorastood in aline with Winta on one side, Lynia on the other and Garland at the
end. Art held the end of his shirt to make a pouch.

“Gentlemen, drop your cell phone in here.” Art started the pile by putting his
phone in the makeshift basket. Brax and Evan followed, with Grant glancing at Zora
before depositing his phone.

Grant wasn't sure what was going to happen but he had a sneaking feeling. With
his back to the women, Art tossed the phones around, mixing them up. Then he turned
around.

“This is the cell phone game,” Art began. “In case you haven't figured it out,
each woman will pick a phone. The man who owns that phone gets her for the night.”

Grant hoped beyond hope that he didn’'t end up with Garland. Talk about a night
of pure hell.

“If the woman picks her mate’s phone, then we'll start all over.” He started at the
end of the line with hiswife. “You pick first, honey.”

Winta kissed him and reached inside, pulling out a phone. Art stepped in front of
Zora. Hesitating at first, she took a deep breath and grabbed the first phone she felt.
Lyniadid the same. At the last phone, Art picked it up and handed it to Garland.

Evan handed a cordless house phone to Art. Now Grant understood why he
needed to memorize the number in his new cell phone. Talk about a bootie call.

“Now, gentlemen, all you have to do is call to see who you'll get tonight.” Art
started dialing until Winta asked him to stop.

She flipped open the phone and began pushing buttons.

“No fair, honey. You can’t look at the number first.” Art wagged hisfinger at his
wife.

“I’'m not looking at the number, sweetie.” She lifted her skirt and slid the phone
down inside the front of her panties. “I put it on vibrate.”

Art beamed at hiswife’' singenuity. “Y ou ladies can do the same if you want.”
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Zora was going to decline when Winta took her phone and programmed it the
same way. Then she lifted Zora's shirt and eased the phone down into her panties as
well. Zora trembled at the touch. Her heart drummed a wild beat until it was the only
sound she could hear.

Being naked already, Lyniajust held her phone by her vagina after she put hers on
vibrate aswell. Garland shot everyone an evil look and held her phone in her hand.

“Ready now?’ Art asked.

The ladies nodded, except for Garland.

Brax started first. He dialed a number and waited. The small red light on the
phone Garland held lit up and it played “Knock Three Times.” Grant couldn’t help but
let out asigh of relief. He wanted anyone but her.

“Great. You again,” Garland said, as she opened the phone to stop it from ringing
and closed it right away.

“Yeah, I’'m going to have fun with you, too.” Brax handed the phone to Evan.

Evan called his number. A distinctive buzz sounded in the room. Lynia grinned
as she hopped on her toes.

“It'sme. It'sme,” she squealed.

Garland smiled. “Good. Slave games?’ she asked of Brax.

“Fine with me.”

Garland grabbed Lynia' s arm and pulled her out of theline.

“Guess there’s no need to keep going,” Zora said. “l have to go with Art and
you'll have Grant.”

“But | still want to feel the tingle,” Wintasaid. “Come on, Grant. Call.”

Grant took the phone from Evan and tried recalling his number. He punchedit in
and waited.

Zorajumped. “It'sme. | have Grant’s phone.”

She went to take the phone out when Winta grabbed her shoulders and pulled her
around. Grabbing her ass, Winta pressed Zora's crotch against hers. The phones clinked
against each other on contact.

“Art, you call your number from Garland's phone and Grant call yours again.”
Winta held Zorain place, staring at her as she licked her tongue over her lips.

As instructed, both men called their respective numbers. A buzzing noise
sounded and Winta closed her eyes and let out a dirty, gritty growl. Zora wrapped her
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arms around Winta's waist and held her just as tight. The vibration in her pussy felt so
good. It made her body tingle al over.

When Zorafelt ahand grip her arm, she turned her head. Art stood next to her.

“Houserules.” Art turned to Grant. “Y ou have to go to the woman’'s house.” Art
pulled Zora away from his amorous wife. “See you in the morning, honey.” He kissed
her. “I love you.”

Grant held Zora s other hand. While staring deep into her eyes he said, “Y ou sure
thisis what you want?’

She smiled and nodded.

Then he smiled. “I love you so much.” He kissed her, dliding his tongue into her
mouth.

Art pulled her away. “Try not to wear my wife out, will you?’ he said to Grant
with awink.

Winta dipped her hand into Grant’s. “Ready?”

When Grant took in the scene that was happening behind him, Garland shackling
Evan to a bar above the white platform in the living room that he'd noticed earlier, he
nodded.

“Let’'sgo.”
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Chapter Nine

“Make yourself at home,” Zora said, her voice trembling on each word. She
wasn't sure why she was so nervous.

“1 will if you do something for me.”

His deep voice made her insides quiver. “What?”’

He approached her cautiously but with an air of confidence that made her stay in
her position. He held her shoulders and stared deep into her eyes.

“Take three deep breaths.”

She blinked at his request but obliged. The first deep breath she did to please
him. The more he stared at her, the more she realized he was serious. Her second deep
breath she took more seriously, holding it for a solid five seconds before releasing. By
the time she got to the last one, her shoulders slipped down, her eyes closed and her heart
rate returned to normal.

“Easiest thing in the world to do to relax and most people don't do it,” Art said
with agenuine smile.

“That obvious, huh?’ She giggled, but the jovial expression came out manic.

“It's al new to you. | can understand.” He let her go and took a step back. “So
why don’t you give me atour.”

She scrunched her eyebrows and looked down her body. “You want me to get
naked now?’

That question made him laugh so hard he held his stomach. Tearsrolled from his
eyes. “You are sweet. No, darling, of your house. If I need help finding body parts then
| need to stop operating on people.”

She squeezed her eyes shut and turned her head. Her face flushed. He probably
thought she was some over-sexed hick from the sticks.

“1 feel so stupid.” She didn’t mean for the declaration to come out but she wasn'’t
one to hold back.
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He put his hand in hers. “Don’t. | like that you were willing to give me a private
tour of your luscious body.” He kissed her forehead. “So tell me what you and Grant did
to my place.”

She bit her lower lip. “You don't mind that we painted, right? Our lease said we
could.”

“Of course not. | added the clause about being able to rent-to-own in case we got
acouplein here that we liked. So far so good.”

She smiled and, on instinct, squeezed his hand. “We got everything unpacked in
here and painted the walls beige to go with the furniture.”

“Nice.”

She knew he was being polite. Anyone who lived in a large house like he had
must think of her place as alittle tree house. But with all the work she and Grant had put
into it, she’d grown to love the home. She found it hard to believe that this was the
servants house. Smaller than Art’s, it was still a whole lot bigger than the shacks she'd
seen floor foundations for on the grounds at Monticello.

Zora pointed out her brown couch, loveseat and chair, all courtesy of Grant’s
parents. She showed off their find of a beat-up, old coffee table they purchased from a
thrift store that Grant refinished and restored. Then pointed out the lace and silk curtains
she’'d made.

“You made these?’” Art let her hand go and went to the window. He let his hands
slide down the panels as though not believing she could do such work.

“Yep. One of many talents | have.” She bowed comically. “When you grow up
poor you haveto learn to make do with what you have.”

Heturned to her. “They’re exquisite.”

Her heart thrummed.

“Anything else you can do?’

Keeping her mind from sex this time, she averted her gaze. “Yes, but you
wouldn’t want to hear about all of that.”

“If I didn’t I wouldn’t have asked.” He stepped away from the window and made
his place by her side. “I’m assuming you can cook.”

“1 am a Southern girl. It’sin our handbook.”

Art snapped hisfingers. “That’'sright. | did remember reading that.”

Shelaughed. No nervousgirl giggle. A real laugh.
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She showed off the rest of the house, letting him meander around their modest
kitchen with the sky blue walls, showing him the dining room with their blood red walls.
She even took him to their bedroom. Thank goodness she’d made the bed and sprayed
the room down with Lysol before they left. She didn’t want him walking into the place
and having it smell like sex as it had when Winta had come over earlier.

“What about the other two bedrooms?’ he asked.

“Disaster areas. Right now we keep boxes of books and other things we haven't
unpacked yet.”

His face went serious. “May | see them?”

She nodded and showed him both rooms. One room was completely empty
except for a drop cloth covering the hardwood floors and tape around the windows and
doorframe. The second bedroom had boxes lining the walls.

Art turned to her. “Where are we going to have sex?’

Her bottom jaw dropped.

“We are not having sex on your bed. That bed isfor you and Grant.”

Damn. She should have read the handbook. “I didn’t know.”

He flashed her alook that screamed she should have read the handbook.

“1 know,” she began before he could say it. “I should have read the rules.”

“We could go back to my house. It would be against the rules. However, my
house is big enough to where we wouldn’t see or hear Grant and Winta. But | thought for
your first time that it would be better if we were separated...thistime.”

This time? Did that mean other times they were having sex right in the same
room at the same time, all with each other?

Her eyes became wide. “The couchisasofabed. If you don’t mind that.”

She took in his blank expression.

“You would, wouldn’'t you?” She put her hand to her face, covering her eyes. “I
knew this would happen. | knew | would meet you people and feel about this big.” She
held her hand up with her thumb and index finger a dliver apart. “You all have these
great, high-paying jobs and Grant and | are just regular working people. We scrimped
and saved just to have enough for the deposit and first month and last month’s rent
required for this place. And now you'’ re saying we need to get another bed.”

“Hey, hey, hey.” Art pulled her hand down from her face and brought her chin up
so she could look at him in hiseyes. “Do you know why you’ re here?’
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“Yeah, my ex and his big mouth.” Her voice quivered this time but it wasn’t out
of nervousness. She was angry and pissed and frustrated and now on the verge of tears.

“l saw you a few months ago when you came to the office and | couldn’t get you
out of my head. | came home and told Winta all about you, seeing you. | approached
Frank and asked him about you.” Art smoothed her hair back from her face. “He
assumed my marriage was on the rocks if | was asking about another woman, so he
assured me that you were in a happy relationship and that you were even looking to move
in together. | got my realtor to get with yours and | had him accept whatever offer you
two wanted. | knew the price range you two wanted to pay in rent and | said | would
lower my rent to get you in here. So you’re here because you belong here. How much
we all makeisirrelevant.”

She snickered. *Y eah, says the man with the mansion and the acre of land behind
your house and a shiny, new Lexusin your driveway.”

“A man is measured by the company he keeps.” He planted a sweet kiss on her
lips.

Zoranearly crumbled.

“Let’s make up the sofabed.” Art smiled.

She nodded. “If you'll pull it out, I'll get the covers.”

She watched him walk back down the hallway, admiring the view of his perfect
backside. Grant still had the best assin the world. Doctor Art came in a close second.

Ducking into her bedroom, she pulled out a couple of sheets from the closet and
grabbed two extra pillows. Before running back to the living room, she saw the Wal-
Mart bag full of condoms and |ubricant.

Her hand hovered over the bag in contemplation. Should she grab the whole thing
and leave the lubricant inside, giving him the indication that she was up for anal sex or
just grab a box of condoms? She remembered Winta mentioning that Art liked the
rubbers that heated up when worn so she grabbed the already opened box.

When she returned to the living room she was struck immediately at how dark the
room had become. Art had turned off the ceiling fanlight and only had on a small lamp
that sat by the front door on an end table. He'd also managed to find the entertainment
center and popped in one of her jazz CD’s.

“1 didn’t know you like Peter Cincotti,” she said.

He whipped around. “I was going to say the sameto you. Or isit Grant’s?’
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She shook her head. “No. Mine.”

He took the sheets from her hand and chuckled when he took the box of condoms
from her grasp. “There’s a great song on here.” Slipping around the open bed, he went
to the entertainment center again and skipped songs to get to it.

Her stomach tumbled, hoping it was the same song that was her favorite as well.
As soon as she heard the opening staccato sound of forceful fingers pounding on the
piano keys, a wave of energy washed over her body. She wrapped her arms around
herself to keep from jumping for joy.

“Thisis my favorite song, t00.”

Art beamed as he took her hand in his and put his other on her waist. “‘Sway.’
Such aclassic.” He brought her in close. Heat radiated through his thin garb.

“A thousand bucks says you don’t know who sang it first.”

She put her hand on his shoulder and curved her head up to meet his ear. “Dean
Martin.”

He growled. She felt the rumbling through his body.

The music, the mood, the man all made her place her head on his chest. He dlid
his hand up her back, then laughed. An odd reaction, she thought.

“Do you like wearing that corset thing?’ he asked.

She pulled back. “It's mashing my tits down and they feel like they're sitting
right under my chin.”

“They are actually.” Even in the darkened room, she caught his gaze going over
her plump orbs. “I think | can help.”

Like a caring doctor, he turned her around, then lifted the back of her shirt. She
wanted to stop him but her numb hands prevented her.

“Wow.”

She assumed the comment was for her thong. Grant had made a similar comment
when she put on the garment.

Oh so carefully, he undid each clip. With each release she breathed easier and
easier, until finally he removed the top from her.

Her breasts filled and felt as though they were weighing her down. One thing was
for sure. The cool air from the vents combined with the light shirt brushing against her
hard nipples made them feel wonderful.

She turned around. “What arelief.”
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His gaze never broke from her body. She peered down and remembered that she
had only the bottom two buttons secured. The shirt remained open athough still covering
her tits.

Art tossed the bustier to the chair behind him, then undid the bottom two buttons.
She didn’t stop him. Her stare remained on his face although he kept his gaze squarely
on her body. Then he unbuttoned her cuffs. If he wanted, he could have dlid the shirt
down her arms and had her nearly naked in a pinch.

Instead, he admired her body. “Don’t move.”

She blinked but obliged.

He made up the sofa bed. When she tried helping him, he shooed her away,
demanding to do the chore on his own. He removed his sandals. She dipped down to
take off Winta s shoes but, again, he stopped her.

“Don’t. | want to have you in those shoes.”

He pulled his shirt over his head, revealing his sinewy body. He had a perfect
swimmer’s body. Broad shoulders, dlightly muscled chest, long arms with corded
muscles, rippling abs. As her gaze traveled down him, she settled it on the protrusion in
his pants.

His gentle hands burrowed under the shirt collar and with one slick move he had
her shirt down her arms and onto the floor. Thistime it was his turn to admire her body.

“Winta told me you had great breasts.” He stared at them like she'd stared at the
Picassos hanging in Garland’ s living room.

He picked up her hands and put them on the waistband of his pants, encouraging
her, amost daring her, to remove them.

She swallowed and took a deep breath, listening to the melodic sounds coming
from the stereo. Then she pulled his pants over hisjutting cock and down his legs.

Not like Grant’s fine penis, Art’s was nothing to ignore. Where Grant’s had
thickness and length, Art’s cock was a mirror image of him. Slender in shape, it had a
dight bend in the middle. Much like Art, as cool as he was, there was something
different about him, something off, abend in his road.

He slipped his fingers on the sides of her panties and brought them down her legs.
Completely nude in front of him, she shivered. He must have noticed. Holding her hand,
he led her to the bed and helped her down. He crawled in on the other side.

Zorareached for the blanket to cover her body but he stopped her.
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“1 need time to worship you,” he said.

The statement made her blink again. Then Art showed her what he meant. With
awhisper of touch from his fingertips, he ghosted his fingers over her body, starting with
her head and face. He made circles around her forehead that sent a tingling feeling down
her body.

“Why did you straighten your hair?’ he asked.

Keeping her eyes closed, she answered, “1 wanted to be different.”

“Pity. | hadn’t gotten used to the old you enough to want to see a new you.”

His fingers danced lightly over her cheeks and down her chin. As though he
willed it, she lifted her head without being asked so he could touch her neck. Wherever
his fingers touched, her body came alive.

As he smoothed his fingers down her arms, she asked, “Are you bisexual ?’

He chuckled. That made her open her eyes and seek truth in his expression.

He became solemn. “No. | don't sleep with men. | love women too much.
However, if the mood hit me, | would.”

She nodded. “Have you done a threesome with another man and a woman?”’

He paused before answering. “Yes.” He caressed her chest between her breasts
but never touched them. It was as though he was saving them for later or maybe he just
liked torturing her.

“Would you like to have sex with two men at once?’ he asked.

She swallowed, a response she hoped he didn’t catch. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

His hazel eyes glared at her as though demanding the truth. “You can have
whatever you want here. If it doesn’t work, you don’'t have to do it again. But if you're
curious, why not try?’

“Is that why you married a black woman?’ she asked, not meaning to pry but
curious to know.

“Isthat why you’' re with awhite man?’ he shot back.

“I'm biracial. Black mother. White father. | could have gone either way.”

He smiled at her candor. “I’m glad the pendulum tilted in our favor.”

His lips covered hers in a hungry kiss. Tongues touched in an erotic dance. He
tasted of Amaretto and smelled like expensive cologne, full of musk and woodsy. It was
during the kiss that he finally touched her breast.
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She gasped in his mouth but he never broke from the kiss or the embrace. His
hand palmed her, massaged her breast like he'd done it before. The touch, the kiss, they
erupted a current between her legs. She couldn’t believe how her body reacted to this
man, this stranger. What was even more alarming was that she craved more of histouch.

She curved her leg up. The motion must have given him the impression to do
more exploring. His hand flitted down her body, over her stomach and to her legs. Just
like before, he purposely avoided touching her pussy. Her clit throbbed, awaiting his
attention.

Art didn’t give in easily to her body's demands. With the patience and the
precision only a surgeon could have, he broke from the kiss and moved his hand down
her leg to her feet. Then he switched to her other foot and made the same trek up her leg.
To encourage him she spread her legs apart, dying to feel him touch her, please her.

Instead he let his hand curve up her waist, then to her breast.

“Y ou want me to beg, don’t you?’ she asked out of frustration.

“A man likes to be asked.” He smiled and winked.

He knew he was torturing her and loved it. Without a word, he took her shoulder
and pulled her up, prodding her to turn over onto her stomach.

Zoraobliged but her body tensed. The position was vulnerable. What did he want
to do to her?

Pushing her hair off to the side, he started kissing her at the back of her neck.
Zora couldn’t stop the moan that escaped through her mouth. He positioned his body so
that he straddled her backside. She felt his thick rod resting at the crack of her ass. She
tightened.

But he never stopped. He continued kissing down her back, tickling her spine
with his tongue and allowing his fingertips to caress her arms, her sides, her shoulders.
His hard body slid down her legs until his face hovered over her ass. She knew this from
feeling his hot breath on her cheeks.

“Mmm, you smell so good.” He kissed one ass cheek and she flinched.

The warmth of his mouth surprised her. When she felt his teeth taking a nip from
her cheek, she yelped. It didn’t hurt her but it sure did shock her...in a good way. His
tongue laved her backside, circling her cheek before diding under it where it met her
thigh.
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Her body trembled. She clutched the pillow under her face, hoping to rein in her
anxiety. It only made her more anxious. When he spread her legs apart, her insides
contorted into a tight ball. He licked his tongue from her clit to her puckered anus,
making her let out an obscene scream. She hoped to God that Grant was in Art’s house
and wouldn’t be able to hear her cries of ecstasy. Maybe he was having a good time too,
with Winta.

Art teased her with his skilled tongue, flitting it over her pussy lips but never
darting it between the wet folds. Zora clawed the bed, aching to come, needing the
release.

Without prompting, she raised her ass in the air to give him better access. The
motion worked. He licked her clit until her legs twitched and felt almost numb.

“Oh, God, Art!”

He hummed, moaned, squeezed her ass until everything inside of her screamed.
Tired of waiting, she moved her body up and away from him and turned over. Even in
the darkened room she saw the confused expression covering Art’ s face.

“Come here!” she demanded.

A dy smirk hitched up as he crawled to her. “I love a woman who knows what
she wants and demandsiit.”

She put her hand to the back of his head and kissed him, tasting her salty juices on
his mouth and tongue. She rolled him onto his back. Feeling his chest, she had an
interest in worshipping his body too. But it was in a different way than when he'd done
it.

She nipped his tight flesh at his shoulder. Then dragged her tongue over his
nipple. Meanwhile her hand had an agenda of its own. It reached down and wrapped
around his cock. At the touch, Art sucked air between his teeth and leaned his head back
against the pillow.

A pearl of pre-come beaded at the tip. It glistened in the dim lighting. Hungrily,
she dlithered down his body and licked the tip of his cock.

“Oh, Zora!”

His breathing came out in shallow pants as she continued licking his bulbous tip.
Her mouth dipped down halfway on his shaft and she held him there. With her ass still
next to his chest, he let his hands caressit.
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When she took a breath, she noticed his cock even smelled of his cologne. His
scent made her want him more until she couldn’t stop the flood raging from her cunt.
She cradled his tight balls in one hand, gently massaging them while her other hand held
the base of his shaft.

Zora attempted to bring her mouth down as far as she could go without gagging.
She couldn’t with Grant and Art proved to be just as difficult. Her throat tightened and
she backed off before he could notice. But it didn’t stop her.

Her tongue snaked around him, becoming familiar with all of his bulges and
veins. His erection throbbed in her mouth, in her hand. She stroked the base while her
mouth worked the top.

She barely caught Art telling her to stop.

“Please, stop!” he screamed.

Still holding onto his sac and clutching his shaft, she turned to him.

“1 don’t want to come in your mouth,” he said breathlessly.

His words made her reach for the box of condoms next to him. Ripping one from
the string of packages, she opened it and slid it down over him.

“Mmmm, the one that warms up. Y ou must have been shopping with my wife.”

Zora straddled him, till holding him in her hand. “She told me some of the
things you liked but not everything.”

Before he could say another word, she eased him inside of her, deep, until she
rested on his hips, her knees by his sides.

“Damnit! Sotight!” He grabbed her hips.

“So deep.” She braced her hands against his chest as she rode him, slow at first to
enjoy the feeling. The curve in his shaft managed to hit her sensitive G-spot. “Winta
must love fucking you.”

Suspending her upper body over his chest, he moved his hands from her hips and
held her breasts. His thumbs circled her nipples until the sensations from above and
below made every cell in her body quake.

Zora undulated her hips back and forth, riding him hard. The heat from the
condom combined with the sex made her sweat. Her mouth sought his in the darkened
room. She pressed her chest against his as she kissed him.

Zora ground her hips down until she was at the point of no return. Her body
shook as her fingernails dug into his shoulders.
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“I'mcoming! Hard! Fast! Now!” she screamed.

To help her along, Art dlid his hand in between them and rubbed her clit. Zora
jerked back upright and let out a scream that seemed inhuman. It was followed by a
growl! from Art that was inevitable. He grabbed her thighs and held onto her, pushing his
cock in and out of her until they both collapsed into a fleshy, sweaty heap.

Zora climbed off of his body and positioned herself next to him, her head on his
chest and her hand on his stomach. She didn’t want to move.

Art pushed her hair back from her damp face. “Tell me. Be honest. Did you
think about Grant during that?”’

She swallowed and tried to catch her breath. “Yes.”

She thought the truth would have hurt his feelings. Gazing up, Zora, instead,
found him smiling.

“Good. You belong here then. Welcome to the neighborhood.”
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Chapter Ten

“So you want to do this or what?’ Winta asked, placing her hands on her hips to
amplify her abrupt inquiry.

Grant stepped back. He felt his mouth open and close but nothing came out.

Her giggling made him breathe again.

“Just kidding.” She poked him in the chest. “Lighten up. It’sjust sex.”

“You people keep saying that like you’re taking a joyride or something.” He put
his hand on his chest and gulped down a deep breath.

She sauntered around him. “You wouldn’t enjoy this ride?”’

Not trusting his vocal chords, Grant remained quiet while Winta positioned
herself in front of him. In her come-fuck-me heels, she stood ailmost as tall as him. Her
ass pressed against his crotch and she leaned her head back, alowing her straight, black
hair to sweep across his chest.

Grant knew she had to have heard him panting. It took every ounce of strength
not to touch her, stroke her hair, caress her. He could have had her bikini top off with a
pull of astring. Her short skirt allowed him to see she had athong on that showed off her
rounded ass.

When Grant didn’t respond to her, she turned around. It was then that he became
awestruck by her green eyes contrasting with her dark skin. She looked like a statue, al
angles and fullness.

“You need to relax.” Shetook hishand. “Drink?’

“No, I'mfine.” Hedidn't pull away from her.

“Come see our playroom.”

Grant could only imagine what a playroom would be like for Winta and Art. It
was probably some kinky sex den with whips, chains, lots of leather and a camera.

Winta led him down a hall, then down a set of stairs. At the bottom, she opened
the door. To Grant’s amazement, she truly did take him to a game room. Five pinball
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machines lined the walls. A dartboard hung on an empty wall. A foosball table sat by a
window. And in the center of the room had to have been the biggest and best-looking
pool table Grant had ever seen.

Each leg had something different carved into it. An elephant on one, giraffein a
jungle on another, a panther with an extended paw on the third, and two lovers
intertwined on the last leg.

Winta must have noticed Grant staring at the impressive piece.

“Art had that made and shipped here. It’'s his favorite.” She ran her hands down
the blood-red top. “Want to play?’

“What do you know how to play?’ he asked, as he surveyed the rack full of pool
CU€sS.

“How about a simple game of Eight Ball?’

She sauntered to him and reached up for the highest cue, brushing her breast
against him in the motion.

“What? Not Strip Eight Ball?’ he joked.

“1 was going to suggest it but | thought you would freak.”

“No, you knew | would turn it down because | know that you're a ringer. You
would whip my tail in pool.” He chose a stick and followed her to the table.

“Is that what you want, Grant? You want me to spank you?’ She batted her
eyelashes.

“1 have to be on my toes with you | see.”

She placed the balls in the rack and moved them around. “Or | can be on my toes.
Whatever turns you on.” Shewinked. “You want to break?’

“Ladiesfirst.”

“Such a gentleman.”

On purpose, she strolled by him, squeezing herself between him and the table
instead of walking around him or walking around the other side.

Grant, deciding not to let her win at this intimidation game, stood his ground.
When she was directly in front of him, he put his hands on her waist. She gasped.

“Winner take all,” he whispered in her ear.

She turned to him, her ass still at his slow rising cock. “I plan oniit.”
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Then she continued to the end of thetable. Like a pro, she chalked the end of her
cue. Bent over, she positioned her hand on the table, her stick sliding between her long
fingers.

She brought her hand back and sent the cue ball careening through the rest of the
colored balls. They scattered over the table with a couple going into side pockets. Grant
peered down at one ball that rolled toward him. He thought the balls looked unusual. It
wasn't until he made a close inspection that he noticed each ball had a picture of a naked
woman. Upon acloser examination, he discovered that the woman was Winta.

“Art had them specially made too.” She smiled as she chalked up her cue again.
“That was afun day, posing nude all day. Wedid it here at the house.”

Grant broke his gaze and held his cue tightly. “Guess Art doesn't bring many
friends and family members down here to play.”

“Not children.” She made another shot that sent two more balls into two different
side pockets. “But he's brought other doctors, close friends, associates in here. They've
al seenit.”

“And you’ re not ashamed?’

Winta pulled one of the balls out of the side pocket and walked back to Grant.
She took his hand and placed the ball init. “Doesit look like I should be ashamed?”’

She walked away, leaving him to examine her picture. In this one, the six ball, it
was a profile shot where she sat naked on her haunches with her arms raised in the air.
Her body did look amazing.

He dropped the ball into the side pocket and cleared his throat.

“Art has you on display.”

That statement got her attention. She finally missed a shot. A curse punctuated
her failure.

“No, Art doesn’'t have me on display. | have me on display. Art just has me by
hisside. There'sabig difference.”

Examining the remaining balls on the table as he strolled around it, he took his
position on the side and concentrated on the shot. If only Winta wasn't standing at the
other end of the table, leaned over, with her succulent breasts dangling in front of him.

“You'realittle uptight,” she said, her voice dropping down.

Grant kept his gaze on the cue ball but missed his shot anyway. He couldn’t get
his mind off of Winta's body.
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“Goes along with the stereotype, right? Uptight accountant.”

“1 hate stereotypes. Black men are bigger than white men. Black women love to
fuck.” She hiked her assin the air as she reached for a difficult shot. Before attempting
it, she turned to him. “White guys love big asses.”

She cracked the cue ball against one ball, sending two more balls into pockets.

“How about never play pool against awoman who knows how to play the game?”’
Grant asked.

“No, that’s not how it goes. It should be never bet awoman in pool when sheisa
master at the game.” Shelined up her last shot. “Eight ball in the corner pocket.”

Grant stood next to the pocket she called. With a slow and easy hit, she tapped
the eight ball to the pocket. Before it could roll in, he picked it up. On the eight ball, the
picture of Winta was of her standing with her arms crossed over her head, giving her a
true hourglass figure.

“That’s cheating.” She held her stick and glared at him.

“l never said | played fair, did 17" Grant could banter and tease as well as Winta.

“So you know what | have to do?’

“What?’

“Teach you alesson.”

Grant snickered. “What are you supposed to teach me? Or am | supposed to
show you something?’

“Oh, you're going to show me something. You'd better believe it.” She set her
pool stick against the table and sauntered to him. Taking his hand, she said, “I’m going
to teach you how to properly fuck a black woman.”

He snatched his hand from her grasp. “Get out of here. | know how to fuck and |
know how to satisfy a woman, no matter the color.”

With disbelief covering her face, she crossed her arms over her chest. “Really?’

“Of course. Zoraissatisfied. Believe me.”

“Issherealy, Grant? I'm awoman. | can tell when another woman has that ook
in her eyes, the look that says she wants more, she needs more.”

Grant stared at Winta, searching her eyes to see if she was telling the truth or if
she was handing him shit on a platter.

“Bullshit.” Hethrew his cue onto the table.

“You want meto tell you what’s going on at your house right now?’
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Putting his hands to his hips, he glared at her. He didn’t answer, letting his stare
be his response.

“Art has got Zora so relaxed she probably doesn’t know what's hit her. Heisthe
master at getting women to relax. It’sin his nature. Then he'll do what drives me crazy,
worship her body, caress her until she wants to pounce on him.”

Hearing about this man and how he planned on seducing Grant’s girlfriend made
him harder. He put his hand on his midsection but remained quiet.

Winta continued. “He'll let her choose her position. He's a gentleman that way.
And all of that will work.”

“1 do that,” Grant said, his tone softening.

She snickered. “No, you don't. | can see the fire in your eyes. You are as
stubborn asthe day islong. And you don’t trust people. Why isthat?”’

He stared at her. Biting the inside of his cheek, he contemplated his next move.

Instead of answering her question he asked, “So what can you teach me?”’

She held out her hand, waiting for him to take it. After a beat, he slipped his hand
into hers. Winta' s soft skin made his skin prickle. He wondered if her body felt this soft.

This time she left him in the dark. She pulled him out of the game room and to a
room across the hall. She flipped on alight.

A large bedroom welcomed him. He surveyed the space. A four-poster bed sat in
the middle of the room. A red comforter covered the huge bed with a mix of black and
red pillows ontop. A huge plasma TV hung on the wall across from the bed.

“Niceroom,” Grant said in awe.

“Thank you. | decorated it. Art paid.” She smiled, then let his hand go. “So tell
me what you like about Zora.” Winta sat on the bed and kicked off her shoes.

Standing in front of her, he ailmost felt funny talking about Zora, like he wasin a
job interview.

“She’s kind. She has this great big heart that consumes a room every time she
walksinto it.”

Wintasmiled. “I know. You can't help but love her.”

“l know! You get it too?’

She nodded. “Warm, funny, intelligent.”

“Exactly.”

“And a great kisser.”
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Grant got quiet.

Too bad Wintadidn't. “With great tits.”

“Uh, yeah.”

“You don't like her breasts?” She curved her legs under her buit.

“No. | likethem. Wéll, lovethem. That’'s not the point.” He scratched his head
until he felt like hisfingers would go straight through his scalp and into his skull.

“Tell me what you love about her body.”

He swallowed hard. His cock started to swell the more he thought about Zora.
His Zora.

“First of all, her eyes,” he began. “So big and soulful. You could drown in
them.”

Winta smiled.

“Her tits. But we just talked about that.”

“Better than mine?” With her inquiry she removed her bikini top.

Up close her breasts were amazing. Black areolas capped her firm breasts. Her
nipples projected magnificently from them until his hands itched to touch them.

“Yours are, um, nice too.” He took a step closer to the bed and licked his lips.
“She has nice legs. Thighs you can grab onto and squeeze during sex.”

“Like these?” Winta smoothed her hands up and down her thighs so that on the
way up, her hands dipped inside of her inner thighs and up to her pussy.

Grant’s mouth went dry. “Her skin is lighter.” He didn't know why he'd said it
but the words just tumbled from his mouth.

She laughed. “Of course.”

Knowing what she would do next and wanting to be honest with his assessment,
he said, “And she has a perfect ass. Nice and round. Firm.”

An Atlantic Ocean-sized grin covered Winta's face. She sat up and dlipped her
skirt and panties down over her backside and down her legs to her feet. Once down, she
kicked them to the floor.

Getting on all fours on the bed with her backside to him, she said, “Tell me,
Grant. How’s my ass?’

As though pulled to her like a magnet, he extended his hand and touched her
round cheek. The contact caused her to writhe like a cat in heat, twisting and curving her
body as though wanting more.
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“Um, it'sokay,” he answered.

Winta flipped over and moved down to the edge of the bed so that her legs opened
wide and went around him. Peering down at her he saw a gold hoop hanging from her
navel. Up close, her shaved twat made him want to drool.

“Okay? I'll have you know that | work out hard every day, at least three hours so
that | can have an ass that can stop traffic.”

Traffic? How about his heart?

Without warning, she grabbed the zipper of his shorts. “Let’'s take a gander at
your attributes now.”

He held her wrists to keep her from unveiling his hard-on. The more he stared
into her eyes, the looser his grip became until he finally let her go and alowed her to
undo his shorts. She instructed him to remove his shoes when his shorts fell to his feet
and he did without question.

“And your shirt.” She reclined on the bed and watched him do a clumsy strip
tease. In a teasing fashion that made him want to claw his skin off, she stroked his leg
with her foot. “Boxers. Down.”

Grant put his hands to his waist and waited. Not sure why. It wasn't as though
his dick wasn't aready poking through the hole. He slipped his underwear down and
stepped out of them. Curious to gauge her reaction, he stared at her.

Winta's gaze dropped down his body until it reached its intended target. Once she
caught sight of his hardness, her eyebrows went up during her examination.

“Hmmm.”

“What?’ he asked.

“You're not like Art.” Her foot moved up to hiswaist. “Yoursisthicker. | like
that.”

In a move that must have surprised her, he grabbed her foot. Winta's eyes got
wide but she tried to maintain a cool fagade.

“So | have the size down. Now teach me something.” He raised her foot to his
mouth and kissed her toes.

The way her breathing became labored, he knew he had her. His lips moved
down her smooth leg, over her calf, then up to her knee. Feeling her tremble made him
harder. He closed his eyes and thought of Zora, an odd reaction while he was with this
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beautiful woman. He couldn’t help thinking of her, comparing her body, her reactions, to
Winta

As though reading his thoughts, Winta asked, “Is this what you would do to
Zora?”

Grant crawled onto the bed, still holding her calf in his hand as he positioned his
body between her legs. “Yes.” His response came out grittier than he wanted but the
result got Wintato sit up and attempt to move away from him.

“Then don’t do it to me.” Her request seemed odd since from the goosebumps
that formed on her body, he could tell that she enjoyed what he' d done to her.

“Why?’

She smiled. “I’m supposed to be teaching you, remember?”’

He lowered himself over her face, his lips a mere millimeter from hers. “I'm
waiting.”

She couldn’t. Winta brought her face forward and kissed him hard. Her hand
held the back of his head as though he would have pulled back from this kiss at any
moment.

Her lips, though not as soft as Zora's, held hot passion. Her tongue darted in his
mouth, coaxing his tongue to come out and play. When it did, she sucked it. He
imagined how she would wrap those same lips around his cock like she’'d done to Art on
several mornings.

Not satisfied with just kissing her, Grant moved down to the side of her face. Her
skin felt like velvet. His heart drummed until he felt like an exposed nerve. When his
hand touched her breast and her breath caught, he massaged it while his mouth sought the
other.

His tongue twirled around her pebbled nipple. Grant wasn't sure why he needed
to give this woman any type of foreplay. If the idea of the neighborhood was all out sex,
he should have just given her that. Something in the way she talked about Zora, his Zora,
made him want to show her how much he loved her. Odd way to express his feelings,
through hedonistic sex. But it worked.

His mouth and hand exchanged places. His thumb stroked her moistened nipple
as Grant became acquainted with her equally beautiful breast. As soon as he caught a
whiff of her pungent sex, a tantalizing mixture of ocean spray and vanilla, his body
simmered.
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Kissing her body on his way down to her shaved sex that had been plaguing his
thoughts since he'd first seen it, he peered up. “So far am | loving a black woman
properly?’

Breathlessly, Winta brought her head up. Sweat made her face glisten. She
nodded. The fact that he wore her down to this mute mess made his cock twitch.

When the tip of his tongue touched her flat stomach, she shuddered. The closer
he got to her pussy the more she writhed under him, until by the time he parted her legs
and blew along, hot breath over her soaked cunt she screamed.

“Fuck me! Do it now!” she growled.

He wasn't done teasing her. “Y ou don’t want to show me how to lick your pussy?
| would hate for you to ruin me for Zora after al of this.”

Clawing the bed, she scooted herself from under him and ripped open a drawer in
the nightstand by the bed. The drawer overflowed with condoms of all different types,
shapes and sizes.

Careless of the brand, Winta grabbed one in a gold wrapper. Her hands trembled
so much Grant didn’t trust her to sheath him without injury.

“Let metakethat.” Hetook the prophylactic from her hands.

“I'm so glad I'm the first one you get in the neighborhood.” Winta sat on her
knees in anticipation.

After rolling the rubber down his shaft to the base, he asked, “Why is that?’

Winta licked her pink tongue over her lips. “Because | wanted to be the first to
tell the others how magnificent you are.”

In a possessive move, Grant pushed Winta onto her back and grabbed her hands.
With one hand, he held her wrists together and against the bed.

“Too late,” he said as he positioned his cock to invade her.

Her eyebrows furrowed. “What do you mean?”’

“Zorabeat you toit.” He smiled with his clever answer.

Before Winta could retort, he dlid his full length inside of her and held it. She
screamed. Her legs wrapped around him so tight, he had to blow out a puff of air that
must have been gathering in the lower section of hislungs. Her fingernails clawed the air
and attempted to grip his hand but he had her wrists bound tight in his grasp.

Staring into her eyes, Grant dlid his cock out to the tip, then slammed himself
back inside of her hot, tight wetness. With each thrust, he felt her constricting around
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him. If she kept it up, he wouldn’t be able to hold out for very long. The last thing he
wanted her to spread around the neighborhood was that he couldn’t hold out.

Turned out, it was Winta who came quickly. She curved her hips up to get more
of a penetration and with his rhythmic movements, it was all she needed to erupt in an
explosive orgasm.

She cursed. She thrashed. She attempted to free her hands. But Grant had her
under his control and that turned him on more than fucking this beautiful beast.

“Zora's a fucking lucky woman.” Winta managed to give him a genuine smile
with that statement. “It’s no wonder she wanted to do this. | would want my man to fuck
other women to show off how good heisin bed, too.”

Cum bubbled in his nuts and he knew he was close to coming. Palming her tit, he
pumped harder and faster. His mouth crushed hers in a bruising kiss. Digging his toes
into the bed, he gave one last good thrust before his explosive climax. It was then that he
let her go so he could brace his hand against the mattress.

He learned what a mistake it was to let Winta's hands go free. She wrapped her
arms around his shoulders and let her fingernails rake his back. He sucked in air but
didn’t stop, didn’t pull away although it felt like she'd ripped half the skin off his back.

Before pulling out of her, he kissed her, lightly at first, then more passionately,
reintroducing his tongue and moaning when she moaned. He rolled off of her and tried
hard to catch his breath.

Winta directed him to the bathroom behind another door where Grant disposed of
his condom and washed his hands. Staring at his reflection in the mirror above the sink, a
smile eventually graced his face. He'd done it. He and Zora had their first swinging
experience and he liked it. He thought he would have felt guilty but it was strange. Guilt
never plagued him. Physical satisfaction filled him. Damn if Zorawasn’t right about this
place.

He dried his hands, wanting so much to tell Zora about the night. Grant returned
to the bedroom and got back into the same position on the bed next to Winta.

Still on her back, Winta stared at the ceiling. A smile splayed across her face until
she had to laugh.

“And | was supposed to teach you something?’

Grant smoothed his hand over her soft hair that was spread under her head. “I'm
sure there’ s something | don’t know.”
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“If thereis, I'm sure Zora will tell me after she watches the video.”

Grant blinked and bolted upright in the bed. “The what?”’

Winta reached over to the same nightstand and opened a second drawer. She
retrieved a universal remote that could have doubled for a VVolkswagen Bug. With aclick
of a couple of buttons she activated the flat screen TV and showed Grant one of hisworse
nightmares. The image on the TV was of him and Winta fucking. From the camera
angle, it looked like the camera had to be above the TV.

“In the clown,” Winta said, as though he'd asked the question out loud. “There's
acamerain hisred nose. It comes on whenever the light switch ison.”

Sitting on a shelf above the TV sat a marionette-looking clown doll. A leg hung
over the shelf asit leaned against the side.

“Fuck! | knew there was areason | hated clowns.”
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Chapter Eleven

“Why the hell didn’t you tell me there was a camerain thisroom?’ Grant asked.

He jumped out of bed and tried not to look at the TV screen each time he paced
by it. But the sounds aone, his grunts, growls and groans, were enough to make him
glance at it once or twice...maybe three times.

Winta cocked her head. “You didn’t read the handbook, did you?”

He stopped. “The fact that there’'s a camerain thisroom isin the handbook?’

She nodded. “Everythingisinthere.”

He let out a bear-worthy snarl as he scratched his head.

“What'sthe big deal ?” she asked.

Her words stopped him in histracks and he glared at her. “Are you kidding me?’

“What? You don't think Zora thinks you’ re over here playing bridge, do you?”

He shook hishead. “I'm sure she knows. But hell, she doesn’t haveto seeit.”

Winta laughed. “Then you're going to hate ‘orgy night’ on the Street.”

Grant cursed again. He didn't mind telling Zora what had happened tonight. He
would have been tactful and respectful of her feelings. To see him in action had to be
something else entirely. What would she think of him? What would she say?

“You were going to tell her anyway,” Winta began. “So what’s the difference
between telling her and letting her see for herself just what happened? Frankly, I'm
always turned on when | see Art with other women. | like hearing them cdl his name.
And when he makes them come, | just want to grab him and fuck him right there and
then. Usually | do.”

“Shit! So what happens now?’

She let out a long breath as though not in the mood to do anymore teaching.
“Now I'm tired. You' ve worn me out on the first go ‘round and that never happens.”
She pulled back the covers on the bed, then clicked off the TV. “Cometo bed. | can't
sleep unless I’'m held.”
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Grant couldn’t calm down enough to sleep, let alone hold Winta.

She cuddled herself under the covers, then gazed at Grant. When he didn’t make
amove, she huffed and jumped out of bed.

“Wait here.”

Naked, she padded out of the room. He heard her heavy footfalls going up the
stairs. Oncein the main part of the house, he couldn’t hear her. Good to know. If he and
Zora were to ever have sex at the same time in this house they could be on different
floors and not hear each other.

Damn, was he actually planning that far in advance? Did he really want to keep
doing this? Not that the sex had been horrible. His cock pulsated just thinking about
how tight and wet Winta had been.

She returned to the room and threw the Fascination Street manual on the end
table. “Reading material for you for when | go to sleep.” She crawled back in bed.
“Unless you plan on walking the streets, you can’t go back home now.”

“Why?” And she' d better come up with a damn good reason he couldn’t go back
to his house.

“For one, our rules dictate that you return home any time after seven am. And
second, right now you probably don’t want to see Zorawith Art, right?”’

Winta had hit it right on the head. Until he could talk to Zora, his mind still
couldn’t wrap around this concept.

Then Winta concluded with, “Besides, | need you.”

And she gave him a look that screamed she wasn't talking about having him
prepare her taxes or fix a leaky faucet. She licked her tongue over her full lips. When
she settled back into bed, she held open the covers for him.

More out of exhaustion than need, he crawled into bed with her. Winta's warm
body curled against his. Her leg draped over his as he remained on his back, his back
against the headboard. Her head and hand found a home on top of his chest.

Feeling obligated to do so, Grant put his hand on her shoulder and alowed his
thumb to stroke her soft skin. With that, she let out a long breath through her nose that
tickled over his stomach.

“Good night, Grant.”

Good? Hewasn’t sure about that. Interesting? Of course.
**%*
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After reading half of the strange rules and regulations in the Fascination Street
handbook, Grant finally fell asleep next to Winta. He couldn’t tell if her actions were
because of him or if she did it normally, but throughout her sleep she had come onto him
like atiger.

Her mouth had sought and found his nipple during her slumber. Winta's tongue
had swirled around it and occasionally sucked it into her mouth. Lord, he’d tried to stop
himself but between her hot mouth and nimble tongue and feeling her tits against his
body, his cock had plumped up and wanted action.

Winta's hand had moved down between hislegs. When her fingers had wrapped
around his shaft, Grant wasn't sure if she was awake or just half-asleep. One thing was
for sure. He didn't want to stop her. She'd stroked him languidly, occasionaly stopping
her motion as though she' d gone back to sleep. Then when he’d moved, she'd start up
again until he nearly came. That's when he removed her hand and put it back on his
chest. At least there he could keep an eye on her. That was until he’ d fallen asleep.

“How did he do?’ avoice asked.

Grant stirred but didn’t wake up, convinced he was still dreaming. The smell of
fresh linen surrounded his head as he sunk his face deeper into the pillows.

“Great. But hedidn’'t dig the camerathing.”

Grant didn't like this part of the dream. He turned onto his back and slung his
arm over hisface.

“Nice package.”

“Even better, Grant knows how to use it, too.”

At the sound of his name and hearing the laughter, he blinked his eyes open.
When he saw Winta and Garland standing at the end of the bed, he closed his eyes and
took a deep breath, convinced he was still dreaming. He opened his eyes, then
concentrated on focusing. When he realized he was still in Winta' s bedroom and indeed
she and Garland were standing at the foot of the bed gazing at his naked form, he sat up
and tried covering himself with a pillow.

“What are you two doing?’ he asked.

Garland let out an exasperated breath and gazed over at Winta. “I see what you
mean.” She shook her head. “What man who has two beautiful women admiring his
body goesto cover it up?’
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“A man with some dignity.” Grant scooted to the edge of the bed and picked up
his shirt and shorts.

“Dignity. Yeah, right.” Garland snickered.

“If you two don’t mind, I’'m going to shower and head home.” Keeping his
package covered, he scurried to the bathroom door while keeping his ass from their view.

Garland ran over to the doorway and blocked it before Grant could make his way
into the sanctuary.

“Need me to wash your back?’ she asked.

Her cat eyes looked more sinister up close. She pursed her full lips as though
waiting, wanting to be kissed.

Instead, Grant said, “Nope. | can reach al of my partsjust fine.”

He ducked around her and made it inside the bathroom. Then he closed the door.
He would have locked it if the knob had alock to it. What was it with these people and
locked doors?

Through the closed door, Winta said, “Brand new toothbrush in the top drawer.
Just toss it when you' re done. Towelsin the cabinet.”

“Thanks,” he caled back.

Dried and dressed, Grant took the stairs by two. Once on the main floor he heard
voices coming from the kitchen area. Hoping not to be noticed, he tried to dlip by the
kitchen and leave but Garland’ s voice stopped him.

“You're leaving without saying goodbye?’ she asked.

Right at the door, Grant’s hand hovered over the knob. He felt the heat from their
stares at the back of his neck, raising the hairs on hisarms. Turning to them, he smiled.

“Goodbye, ladies.” He gave a courtly bow. “Winta, thank you for last night.” He
glared at Garland. “Garland.”

“No goodbye kiss?’

Winta swayed to him. Her nude body looked as tantalizing now as it did last
night. Before she could reach him, he leaned forward, putting his hand to the side of her
face and kissed her. Not satisfied with a mere peck, her hungry tongue dlid into his
mouth.

Keeping his eyes opened, he glared at Garland as she took in the display. He
pulled back from Winta.
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“Why do | have a feeling you don’t like me very much?’ Garland asked, putting
her hands to her narrow hips.

“You're dressed in leather pants and a corset.” Grant opened the front door.
“You're alittle tough to take at,” he glanced at his watch, “shit, | didn’t know it was that
late!”

Before he could make a mad dash, Winta put her hand on his. He brought his
attention back to her although his heart beat like a timer on a bomb.

“You're going to have to relax around here, Grant. No oneistrying to hurt you or
Zora"

He nodded but from Winta's expression he could tell she wasn't convinced.
Grant finally pulled away from the dynamic duo and hustled himself across the street.
Knowing his new neighbors like the back of his hand, he glanced behind him to Brax and
Lynia's house.

His instincts were right. Stretched out on the porch, a fully nude Brax had Lynia
straddling him. She rode him hard, making her small breasts bounce up and down.
Although it was a pleasant Sunday morning with a slight breeze, Lynia' s hair stuck to her
face from her swest.

Brax tilted his head over and smiled at Grant when he saw him. “Morning,
neighbor.”

Unable to speak, Grant waved.

Brax gave Lynia a quick pop on her rounded ass, then whispered something to
her. With the skill of an acrobat, she turned herself around on Brax’s penis, seemingly
without removing him from her pussy. Neat trick.

Riding him now with her back to his face, she gazed up at Grant. “Good morning,
Grant,” she said between pants.

This was too weird, he thought as he ran to his front door. He fumbled through
his pocket for his keys. When he got to the door though, he quickly realized that he
wouldn’t need his key.

He opened the door and his jaw nearly broke through the floor when it dropped as
soon as he saw Zora giving Art a long hug. Wearing the cream colored silk robe he'd
given her for Vaentine' s Day, Zora held Art as though they’ d shared more than a night of
good fucking.
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Art’s hands rested on Zora s waist, low though, so they were right above her ass.
Respectful but not possessive. The reaction Grant thought he would have viewing a
scene like this didn't occur. He had to put his hands in front of him, covering his
growing hard-on. Seeing Art cherish the woman he loved filled him with a strange
combination of pride and lust.

When Art pulled back from her, he brought his attention to Grant.

“Good morning,” he simply said.

Zoraturned to him. With her hair now in her normal thick curls instead of being
stick straight, she looked like the woman who could drive him crazy with just asmile. As
soon as she flashed her pearly whites, he was done for.

“Talk to you later today,” Art said as he made his way past Grant.

But Grant barely gave him a response as he closed the door behind him. Every
molecule in his body throbbed. He wouldn’'t have thought that after a night with Winta
he would want to have more sex. Looking at Zora now, he couldn’t think of anything
else he would rather do.

“Hi,” she said, twirling her robe sash in her hands.

He set his keys and phone on the end table. Making his way to her, Grant stepped
out of his shoes. Zora's gaze dropped, then rose to meet his. From the way she licked
her lips, she must have seen the bulge in his shorts.

Once he got to her, he framed her face with his hands.

“Did you?’ she asked him.

He waited a beat before finally nodding. “And you?’

She chewed her lower lip, then responded in kind.

Unable to hold back his passion, Grant crushed his mouth against hers. One hand
caressed her cheek while the other ripped off the sash from around her waist. He slipped
the silky garment down her arms to the floor, exposing her nudity.

Just as fierce as Grant had wanted her naked, Zora pulled his shirt over his head as
the duo walked back to their bedroom, continuing their manic kissing and groping.

“Did you come?’ she asked when they hit their bedroom door.

“Yes. You?" Heworked on his shorts, getting them caught around his feet before
successfully getting them and his underwear off.

“Yes.”

He pushed her onto the bed.
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“Sowhy isit that we still want each other even more?’

Her question didn’t make him pause or think. He needed her. Now.

“Later.” He opened her legs and made his way between them.

“Wait! Condom!” She pointed to the dresser.

“Fuck! | hate that damn rule.”

Grant jJumped from the bed and rummaged through the plastic bag for acondom.

“You did use one last night, right?’ Zora asked, her voice sounding unsure and so
unlike her normal demeanor.

He felt his face go serious as he ripped open the condom package. “Of course.”
Herolled the rubber down his hard length. “Did---"

“Absolutely.” Zorawouldn’t even wait for him to get his question out.

He approached the bed. “And you still want to---"

Again she cut him off. “More than ever.”

Zord s body’ s reaction to Grant surprised her. Never would she have thought that
sleeping with another man, especially one who had successfully given her a pleasurable
evening, would make her want to fuck Grant even more.

Her nipples hardened to an aching degree, until she had to rub them to ease the
strain. She opened her shaky legs for him, greeting his familiar weight with a welcoming
embrace. Once he did his considerable girth inside of her, her body became his again.

Smoothing his hand over her face and hair, she felt him trembling. Zora knew it
wouldn’t be long for him to come. Knowing that, her body prepared itself to meet his
demand.

On the last thrust, she clutched his shoulders, giving him small nibbles around his
neck. Her legs kept him trapped between hers until both of their bodies relaxed.

Grant attempted to pull out of her but she held on to him tighter. “Just one more
minute,” she pleaded.

“1 need to remove the rubber before it gets messy in here.” He kissed her sweetly
thistime.

He crawled out of bed and into the bathroom.

“So give me al of the details from last night,” he said from the bathroom.

“Sure,” she began, rolling onto her side and propping her head on her hands. “As
soon as you tell me about the scratches on your back.”
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With a furrowed brow, Grant turned his back to the mirror and peered over his
shoulder. He must have seen the long sets of scratches that marred his skin. He cursed,
then faced her.

“Mad?’ he asked.

“Intrigued.”

Grant padded back to the bed and cuddled behind her. “Then wait until you hear
about the DVD of me and Winta.”

**k*

Zora glanced behind her as she got dressed. Still stretched out in bed, Grant
propped his head up to watch her. She smiled at him, an odd response considering the
events of the last twenty-four hours. Had they actually had sex with other people and
were now happy about it?

Happy? Zora couldn’t remember the last time she and Grant had a marathon sex
fest like the one they just had all morning. As soon as he walked into the front door, they
were on each other like they only had twenty-four hours left in the day.

But she couldn’t get enough of him. As they both had tried painting the spare
bedroom, each time they’d talked about what had happened, how Art had reacted with
her and how Winta had reacted to Grant, they were on each other again, fucking with
wild abandon...save the condom. Grant did hate that part of it but got used to reaching
for it.

Zora fastened her jeans and smoothed her hands over her backside. That motion
got a groan from Grant that pumped her heart. She had to get out of the house now. If
she didn’t she would be on him again in a millisecond.

“Do you have to go to work?’ he asked. “It's Sunday. You should stay at home,
in bed, with me.”

He reached out for her with his long arm. She didn’t try to get away from his
grasp. When he hooked his finger in her belt loop, she happily tripped backwards and
fell onto the bed.

Grant stared at her. He shook his head.

“l know,” she replied as though reading his thoughts. *“Sex with other people
shouldn’t make us feel thisway.”
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To her relief, he rested his hand on her thigh and stroked his thumb over her jeans.
Just his touch percolated her pussy juices. The animals at the groomers would go crazy
when they smelled her.

“The overtime money will help.” She put her hand to the side of his face.

A fine sandpaper grit covered his chin. She wanted nothing more than to rub her
face, her body, her pussy against it.

“How about this?” Grant sat up and wrapped his arms around her. “You cal in
sick and stay home with me. We'll try that backdoor thing.” He flitted his eyebrows as
though trying to calm her.

Instead her asshole clamped shut and she stood. “If those are the choices, then |
know I'm going to work.” She chuckled as a way to lighten the mood. “Besides, we're
going to need money for our wedding, right?”’

Grant covered his eyes with his hand and fell back onto the pillows. “I hate that
fucking rule more than the condom deal.” He removed his hand and stared at her
intently. “Why do we need to get married anyway? They can’'t force us. They’ll just
ignore us. Ohhh, big deal.”

Zorda s heart sank with how glib he was with the whole marriage idea. Instead of
showing it, because she didn’t have time to argue the real reason he should want to marry
her, she kissed him lightly and told him she loved him.

In the bright light of the afternoon sun, Zora dlipped on her sunglasses as she
headed to her Toyota 4Runner. As soon as she opened her truck door, a light touch on
her shoulder made her jump.

Turning, she found Winta behind her. Dressed in shorts and a t-shirt, Winta had
on more clothes than Zora had ever seen her wear.

“Scare you?’ Winta asked.

“Didn’t hear you behind me.”

Winta held a smile like she knew something. A tickling feeling attacked Zora's
stomach as she thought about the questions or statements Wintawould pose. They would
al be about Grant. Was she ready to hear just how he made another woman feel?

“Going out?” Winta leaned against the car door.

“Work.”

“And leaving that man alone?’ She nodded her head toward the house.
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Zora glanced at the door, the unlocked door, then back at her amorous neighbor.
“He' s going to finish painting the spare bedroom while I’'m at work.”

“With all that he’'s done between me and you, | can’t believe he has the strength to
do anything else.” Wintaleaned in close to Zora. “So tell me. How many times did you
two do it before you got dressed to leave?’

Zora swallowed. Staring into Winta's eyes, she didn't find a competitor. She
found a confidante. Easing her shoulders down, Zora took a deep breath before she
uttered aword.

“Three times,” shefinally admitted.

The response made Winta's eyebrows shoot up. “Wow! | need to get on Art. We
had one good go around before he had to go to sleep.”

Zoralaughed with Winta.

“l guess you wore my husband out.”

Zoraquickly stopped her laughter. “I—I"m sorry.”

With a playful slap against Zora's arm, Winta said, “Don’t be. I'm just glad you
two had a good time.” She eased into Zora's space. “Trust me. There will be more
opportunities to wear each other out.” Then she winked. “Have fun a work.” With a
turn on the ball of her bare feet, she sashayed back to her house.

It wasn't until Zora felt Winta was far from her that she released her breath. She
didn't know why but Zora thought for sure Winta would have asked specific questions
about Grant’ s technique, what Winta did and didn’t like about his love making skills, and
how Art wasin bed. Glad shedidn’'t. Zorahad afeeling that topic wasn’t over.

Hopping in her truck, she blasted her stereo, feeling too good to come down to
earth yet, as she backed out of the driveway. Her cell phone chirped in her purse before
she could drive away from the house.

Looking at the Caller 1.D. screen before answering it, she smiled.

“What are you doing?’ she asked.

“Hurry up and get to work,” Grant said, his voice sounding more gravelly than
she’'d ever heard it. “1 want to do phone sex with you again when you get to the parking
lot.”

“You'reinsatiable.”

What a reassuring feeling that after a night with another woman, a terminaly
gorgeous woman, that he still wanted her. Her Grant.
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“Come on, buddy. Just a little while longer.” Zora struggled to hold down the
wiggly cocker spaniel as she tried rinsing off the shampoo.

Turning her gaze to the side, she caught Inez clipping the long, shiny red hair of
an afghan hound. Zora could do that and do it much better than Inez. The hair should be
trimmed evenly. It looked as though Inez was putting her own special touch to the cut,
making zigzag designsinstead of something stylish, classy.

As Zora opened her mouth to protest, the frisky spaniel she'd been shampooing
jumped from the sink and ran through the office.

“Shit!” Zora screamed as she went after the dog.

“How many times do | have to tell you, Zora, to chain the dogs up when you
shampoo?’ Julie called after her.

“I know! | know!”

The last thing she wanted or needed was a lecture. She hated chaining the dogs
up for a simple shampoo. Most stood still for the process. Then there were the ones like
this little guy running through the Doggie Style office leaving a trail of soapy water with
each sloppy step.

Once he burst through the door to the waiting room, Zora knew she was done for.
All the clients needed to see was that she couldn’t control a dog and they would take their
business el sewhere.

When Zora came through the door, she followed the wet paw prints until she
found the little troublemaker sitting on the feet of a customer.

“Oh, my God! I'm so sorry.” She didn’t even look the person in the face as she
bent down to get the dog. Cradling him in her arms, the spaniel escaped severe
punishment when he licked her face.

Zora tilted her face away, then glanced at the man’s wet shoes and damp pant

legs. “I'll pay for those. I'm so sorry.” When she brought her gaze up to meet his face,
she coughed.

“It's okay. | should have known better than to wear something this nice on a
Sunday anyway.”

“Brax?”’

She couldn’t believe her neighbor was standing in her place of employment. She
didn’t remember seeing a dog running around his house. But she’'d never been over to his
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home so maybe he did have one that just stayed in the house. Or maybe he had acat. Or
maybe she should just ask him what he was doing here.

“Wintatold me you were going to work.” His deep voice filled the empty waiting
room.

After wiping shampoo from her face, she said, “Yes, have to earn aliving.”

“You aso haveto eat. I’'m here to take you to lunch.”

She blinked. She shook her head. Then she wondered if she was dreaming.
“What?’

“Lunch. You do eat, right?’

“Um, yes. But | don’'t get alunch break. Thisisjust a part-time gig. Asyou can
see, I’'m just adog bather.”

Exasperation covered Brax’s cool expression. “Call your boss out here.”

His demanding tone forced her to comply. After calling Julie to the front, Zora
stood a few feet behind the duo as she tried listening in on their conversation. The only
thing she recognized was that Brax pointed to Zora, to his pants and shoes, then to the
front door. He kept hisicy blue stare directly on Julie.

As though he hypnotized the woman, Julie approached Zora and took the dog
from her hands. “Take as long as you need,” her boss said. “I'll take care of this little
guy.”

When she was sure Julie was out of earshot, Zora asked, “What did you say to
her?’

Brax smiled. “I presented avery compelling argument that she couldn’t refute.”

“Should | get my purse?’ Zora asked Brax.

“1 just need you.” He held out his hand.

Her heart pounded in her head, drowning in sounds coming into her ears. Good
thing. She couldn’t hear herself tell him she would go with him.
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Chapter Twelve

“Hungry?’ Brax asked Zora, as she scarfed down the rest of her turkey-and-
cheese sandwich.

“Nervous,” she answered, once she wiped her mouth.

Brax folded his arms and leaned back in his chair. The lag thing he needed to do
was look even more regal and commanding than he did. With his new stance, diners who
sat around them glanced at him like he owned the restaurant and the city of Virginia
Beach.

“Why would you be nervous?’

Zora washed her sandwich down with some ice water, then attempted to look
Brax in his eyes. The feat proved too daunting for her, so she dropped her gaze back
down to the table.

“1 don’t know what to expect from you. | see what you do to Lyniaand I---"

He cut her off. “What | do with my wife is consensual. You do believe that,
don’t you?’

She nodded, hoping he would believe her. Then again, did she truly believe it
herself?

With a flick of his wrist, Brax juggled his expensive-looking gold watch around
and glanced at the time.

“Should | be getting back?’ Zora asked. She peered down at her watch.

“No. I'll decide when you should return.”

“Until then you have me hostage, right?’

The obscene thought rolled in her head until she imagined that he would take her
out to his Escalade and demand that she please him, sucking his cock, licking his body,
fucking him until he came. She crossed her legs to tamp down the flames that had been
building. The seam of her jeans rubbed her clit until the friction felt too good to stop.

“A happy hostage.” He smiled. “So tell me why you eat when you get nervous?’
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Zora shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know.”

“Don’'t do that.”

“What?’

“Sit up straight and don’t shrug your shoulders like that. You're a beautiful
woman. Furthermore you’ re a beautiful black woman.”

She opened her mouth to reveal her racia identity but Brax barreled through.

“Men around you take notice of you whenever you enter aroom. I've seenit. So
| don’t want you to ever act as though you aren’t important.”

Hearing his encouraging words, Zora sat up straighter and put her hands in her
lap.

“Again, now tell me why it is you eat when you’'re nervous.” Brax brought his
body in close and stared at her so hard she knew his full attention would be on everything
that came from her mouth.

“I’ve doneit since | wasachild. It'san awful coping mechanism, | know. But at
least now I'm eating healthier foods than the junk | ate asakid.” She laughed but Brax’s
face remained serious.

“1 want you to stop doing that.”

“What?’

“Stop eating to soothe yourself. It's unhealthy. You're just running away from
problems you should be dealing with.”

She nodded, unable to stop his rant.

“From now on, | want you to follow adiet that 1’1l set up for you.”

“Are you serious?’

His glare made her want to swallow her question.

“When you feel nervous and you want to eat, give me a call.” From his jacket
pocket, Brax pulled out a business card and handed it to her.

Along with the name of his company, Tantric Publications, his name, cell phone
number, office number, pager number and e-mail addresses were printed on the card.
This man was serious.

“So what are you saying? You think I'm fat?” She left the card between her
thumb and index finger, tapping it against the glass tabletop.

In anot so low voice, Brax replied, “1 love the shape of your body and | can’t wait
to see you naked.”
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A response like that snatched her breath away.

“S0, your first swapping experience was last night. How wasit?’

This time some diners at another table turned to them. Not interested in giving
anyone a free ear show, Zora stood.

“Maybe we should finish this conversation outside.”

Instead of waiting for his response, she walked to the door and went out to his
black shiny truck. Inthe noonday sun, it glittered like it begged to be looked at, admired.

Brax made his way through the restaurant door. He slipped on a pair of dark
sunglasses before he crossed the parking lot to her. In his dark jacket and his shades, he
looked like a secret service agent. A sexy one at that.

When he got to the passenger door he said, “I have to break you of being so
reserved from talking about sex.”

He opened the truck door and slammed it closed once she got inside. When he
got in on the driver’ s side, she waited a beat before speaking.

“What if Grant likes me being alittle shy?”’

Brax turned to her, with the glasses still covering his eyes. “Then I'll have to
convince him that he should want you to be more open.”

After instructing her to put on her seatbelt, he took off and headed back to Doggie
Style. He parked in the front and looked up at the building.

“Cute name,” he said.

“Draws alot of attention.” Zorafought to keep from shrugging her shoulders.

“1 bet.” Then he glared at her. “Isthat how you like it?’

She wanted to pretend she didn’t understand what he was asking. Her hands
trembled until she had to ball them into fists and push them against her legs.

“Yes,” she croaked. Then said a more confident, “Yes,” to make sure he
understood her.

With that he smiled. “Good to know.”

He turned off the truck and got out. She opened her door but as he walked around
the front of the truck he put his finger up to stop her.

Once to her side, he opened her door, took her hand and helped her out of the high
vehicle. He held her hand as they walked to the building, an intimate gesture considering
everyone in the office knew Grant and knew she was with him and loved him.
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Brax opened the front door for her. Behind the front desk sat Inez, who looked at
Brax as though the man came from another planet.

“1 want you to come over to my house tonight.” He told her the time and waited
for aresponse.

“Okay.” Shecleared her throat. “Yes, I’'ll be there.”

“Good.” He kissed her forehead. “Thanks for accompanying me to lunch.”

“Thanks for taking me.”

“Seeyou later.”

Asthe door closed behind him, Inez scrambled to Zora.

“Who the hell was that and does he have a brother?’ Inez asked.

“That’s my neighbor.” And the man Zoramost likely will be fucking tonight.

“Can | move to your neighborhood?’

Zora laughed but her insides felt like they were balled up in aknot. How the hell
was she going to explain this to Grant?

**%*

“Brax wants you to go over to his house tonight?’ Grant asked as though he didn’t
understand her the first time.

After hearing how his neighbor showed up at Zora's job, Grant’s blood started a
slow simmer but he wasn't angry. Looking at how excited Zora was to have been asked,
he smiled. He liked that Zora had come home and told him everything that happened
between her and Brax, including his whacked-out request to follow his specified diet.
And he wasn't jealous because, no matter what, his Zora would come home to him.

“Okay,” he said.

“You don't mind?’ She chewed her lower lip.

His thumb coasted over her mouth and pulled her lip from between her teeth.
“Considering what you were like this morning after being with Art, | can’t wait to get you
back in the morning.”

She kissed him, offering a bit of her tongue in the exchange. “This may not be
sexua at all. Like | said, he talked about my diet. Maybe he just wants to talk some
more about the foods he thinks | should be eating.”

“1 know what | should be eating.”

Grant lowered himself to his knees in front of her, his face directly in front of her
sweet-smelling sex. He forced himself to get past the scent of wet dog hair and shampoo
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to take in her aroma. At times he could recall the smell of her pussy while sitting at
work.

His fingers worked to undo her jeans when the sound of their front door opening
stopped him. Heels clicking against the floor signaled the approach of someone coming
down the hall to their bedroom.

Standing in the doorway stood Lynia dressed in skyscraper black stilettos, black
patent leather wrist and ankles cuffs and her thin black choker. Other than that, she was
completely nude.

God help him, even while at Zora's feet, Grant couldn’t stop the slow rise down
below as he stared at Lyniain all of her nude glory.

“Hi, Grant.” She waved to him.

Afraid of saying or doing something stupid, he waved back and offered a smile.

“Brax and | are waiting for you,” Lynia said.

“But | haven't had dinner and | should shower and change.” Zora put her hands
on Grant’s shoulders.

From her touch, Grant knew Zora needed some support.

Lynia must have gotten a different message from Zora' s response. She beamed as
thought Zora had admitted to having the winning lottery ticket and wanted to give it to
her.

“Perfect!” Lyniasaid. “Come with me now.”

“Okay.” Zorabent over and kissed Grant.

What started off as a standard goodbye kiss turned into something more
passionate. Grant slid his tongue into her mouth, making her moan. Her hands cradled
his face until they moved up to his hair, fisting it as though she wanted to take him with
her.

Zora lifted her head. She trailed her fingertips down the side of his face. “Will
you be okay for the night?’

Lynia approached them both. “He'll be fine.” Her innocent smile contrasted with
her wanton, sexual look. But the purity of her voice made him feel okay to let Zoraleave
with her.

“If you need me, you call me or just come home.” He held her hand even as
Lynia pulled her away.

Zoraheld his hand for as long as she could. “I will. | love you.”
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“Love you too, babe.” Before the duo could leave the room, Grant got Lynia's
attention. “Don’t let her get hurt, okay?”’

As a way to respond to his request, Lynia offered a smile as she took his love
away. When he heard the front door close, his heart stopped beating. Grant was sure the
organ wouldn’t resume its duties until Zora came back to him safe and sound.

Until then, he would keep busy by touching up the trim work in the spare
bedroom. He' d managed to get the room completely painted that day, using his pent-up
energy from their day’s sexual Olympics.

Picking up a smaller, angled brush, he shook it out before dipping it into the thick
sallow-colored paint. The front door opening stopped his motion. His heart started
beating again as he threw the brush down and ran to the front door like an obedient |ap
dog.

“Decided to come back home after all?” he asked as he rounded the corner.

He stopped short when he saw that it wasn’t Zorawho’d come back.

“Hi, Grant,” Winta and Garland said in unison.
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Chapter Thirteen

Zora fidgeted as she stood in one spot in Brax and Lynia's home. Before she
made herself a statue, she noticed how different their home was decorated compared to
Art’s and Garland’s. Whereas Art’s home felt comfy and livable, and Garland’s home
seemed to be a close cousin of a hands-off museum, Brax’s home was a strange mixture
of the two.

Black leather furniture decorated all of the rooms, including the dining room. The
chairs that sat around the dining room table had black leather padded seats, backs and
arms, held on by brass studs. As aresult, even if the lighting in the place wasn’t so dim,
the rooms appeared dark and almost sinister.

Oriental rugs covered the honey-colored hardwood floors. On the walls hung
black-and-white photographs of Lynia, al nude, in all positions. When Zora's gaze
stopped on one large photo of Lynia with her hands bound to a black horizontal bar over
her head, she glanced at her hostess, who must have noticed her staring at the picture.
Lynia smiled and made her way by her husband.

The distinct scent of leather hung in the air, sweet and aged. Wearing just the
white shirt he’d worn earlier for lunch and the same pants with a water stain on the legs,
Brax put his hands on his hips as he stared at Zora, taking her in like he was checking out
anew sofa.

“1 see you and | haven’t had a chance to change yet,” he said.

The sound of his booming voice ignited a spark in her body. She jumped and
hoped he didn’t notice. From his sly smile she gathered that he had and he liked her
unsure nature.

“1, um, offered to shower and change but Lynia said you wanted me here now.”
Zora clasped her hands in front of her body, then realized how scared it made her look.
She released the hold and put her hands to her hips like Brax.
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Brax turned his gaze to his sweet wife. With his hand to the back of her head, he
stared at her for a moment before saying, “Good wife,” then smothering her delicate
mouth with akiss.

Zora had to cross her arms over her chest to hide her hardening nipples under her
tight t-shirt. No way could she be turned on by this caveman attitude. But then again,
how many times had Grant chased her around the house and, when he caught her, slung
her over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes, like a possession? And she loved it.

She loved when he held her hands down against the bed so that she couldn’t touch
him. Sheloved his breathtaking kisses. The man knew how to drive her crazy.

“Did you run the bath?’ he asked.

Lynia smiled and nodded.

“Good.” Heglanced at Zora. “Come with us.”

He didn’t bother to explain himself. He and Lynia walked down a hallway, then
up the stairs. Zora followed, trying hard not to fall too far behind. The deeper she got
into their house, the more her heart thudded. Why did Brax, more than Art and especialy
more than Evan, scare her so much? Aside from how he treated Lynia he hadn’t done
anything to Zora. And maybe he wouldn’t treat her the same way. Maybe.

At the top of the stairs, both Brax and Lynia ducked into aroom to the right. By
the time Zora got to the room, she found Lynia unbuttoning Brax’s shirt.

The room was sparsely decorated. A huge, flat bed took up residence in the
center. Only a dresser and a nightstand competed for attention. Zora assumed this was
their spare bedroom. After looking at the living room, she suspected that this duo’s room
would be decorated more than one was.

“Your diet specifications are on the dresser.” Brax nodded his head to the paper
sitting on top of the chin-high piece of furniture.

Zoranodded and brought her attention back to Brax.

He jutted his head forward and gave her anicy stare. “Get it.”

“Oh.” She went to the dresser and picked up the three pieces of loose paper.

Her gaze swept over the paper. As she read each entry, her eyes widened. This
wasn't adiet. It wasarestriction.

“You must be---"
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Zora stopped when Lynia unzipped his pants and dropped them to his feet.
Standing in only a pair of black silk boxers, Brax waited for Lynia to remove his shoes
before he stepped out of his pants.

Zoracleared her throat. The sight of his rippling abs dried her throat and buckled
her knees.

“Um, thisdiet,” she began.

“Yes?” Brax shot back.

“It doesn’t seem realistic.”

With great delicacy, Lyniafolded Brax’s clothes.

“They go to the cleaners,” he said to her as she walked away with the garments.

Lynia nodded and stepped out of the room, probably going to their bedroom.

“So what’ s unrealistic about the diet?’” Brax pressed.

Zora's gaze dropped down to the paper as soon as Lynia returned to the room.
“The breakfast sounds fine. A half cup of plain yogurt, a half glass of orange juice
without pulp and a half of a plain bagel, not toasted. But the lunch.”

Lynia pulled Brax’s boxers down. Zora couldn’'t help but stare at his penis. She
blinked when she saw his pubic area hairless. But the more she took notice of him, the
more his penis came alive, engorging until she had to bring her gaze back up to his.

“What about the lunch?’ he asked.

“Um, you have that I'll only have half of an apple, ten raisins and ten almonds.
That’ s rabbit food.”

“Food is for sustenance, not entertainment. Eating what you need instead of
eating what you want will prepare your body to be an efficient running machine instead
of adave.”

With the word ‘dlave’, Lynia brought her gaze up to her husband’'s. He smiled
and kissed her lightly on her lips. The tenderness touched Zora s heart. She felt warm all
over.

“Undress her,” hetold Lynia.

Zora's body went cold. As Lynia stepped forward, Zora stumbled back until she
met the dresser behind her.

“You'll have to be bathed,” he said as away to explain his request.

Lyniatook the papers from Zora s hands and put them back on the dresser before
she started stripping her down. First her t-shirt came off. Instead of tossing it on the
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floor, Lyniafolded it and set it on achair. She lowered herself to her knees and removed
Zord s sneakers, setting them by the dresser.

Zorainhaled deeply when Lyniaworked to undo her jeans. When Lynia got them
down to her knees, Zora s gaze split from the woman at her feet to Brax. As she stared at
him, Zora noticed how he appreciated her body. His tongue snaked over hislips. His
long dishwater blond hair hung around his face as though afraid to cover hisview.

The stare stabilized her heart rate until she didn’t fight Lynia when she removed
Zora's bra. When Lynia pulled Zora's panties down her legs, Zora stepped out of them
quickly. And there the three of them stood, naked, staring at one another, until Brax
spoke.

“Bring your diet to the bathroom.” Brax led the way.

Zora picked up the paper and gasped when she felt a light touch on her free hand.
Peering down, she saw Lynia had taken hold of her. Without a word, Lynia pulled her
toward the bathroom.

The brightness of the bathroom attached to the bedroom contrasted with the rest
of the dark house. White tiled walls melted into the white tiled floors until Zora couldn’t
tell where one ended and one began. And, just like with the bed, the large whirlpool tub
took up space in the middle of the room.

A couple of lit candles lined the countertop, giving the room alight flowery scent.
Zorareleased a sigh of appreciation for the subtle touch.

At the tub, Lynia let Zora's hand go. Brax took his wife's hand and helped her
into the sudsy water. The white, fluffy bubbles surrounded Lynia up to her knees. Then
Brax took the pages from Zora s hand and assisted her into the bath with his wife.

Still standing on the outside of the tub, he faced the duo. “So, where were we?’

Before Zora could answer, a warm, wet rag touched her back. She jumped and
pivoted, finding Lynia behind her with awashcloth attempting to bathe her.

“No!” Brax barked.

Again, Zora jumped. She had to cam herself. Taking two deep breaths, she
faced Brax to find out why he objected.

“Use only your hands,” he said, a smile cocked up on the side.

Lynia set the washcloth on the edge of the tub. Zora swallowed, waiting for the
next touch. A dollop of cold gel plopped on her shoulder.

“Sorry,” Lyniawhispered as she rubbed the rose-scented bath gel into her skin.
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Lynia s soft hands, combined with the heavenly scent permeating the room and
looking at Brax’s god-like body made Zora feel light-headed. As though she’d done it
before, Lynia smoothed her hands down Zora's arms first, then curved them over her
waist and down her hips.

“You actually eat six times a day,” Brax said, as his gaze volleyed between the
pages to Zora.

“Okay,” Zorasaid, becoming breathless under Lynia s handling.

Lynia moved her hands over Zora's breasts. To Zora's surprise, her already
hardened nipples didn’t deflate. They ached to a painful degree, hungering for touch
now, any touch. Lynia more than obliged by circling her nipples with her fingertips.

Zoraleaned her head back so that it rested next to Lynia's.

“You'll have a small breakfast, a snack, then a small lunch, another snack, dinner
and another after dinner snack,” Brax said.

In the airy bathroom, his voice echoed off the walls.

Zora reached her hands behind her to touch Lynia's legs. Never one to think she
would enjoy another woman’s touch, Zora found herself enamored with the feel of
softness under her hands instead of rough, hairy flesh.

Lynia’'s skilled hands took over Zora's vulnerable body. One hand she let travel
up between her breasts until she reached Zora's neck. The other hand moved down
Zord's belly to her quivering pussy. As soon as her middle finger slipped between her
lower lips, Zoralet out along moan.

“Ah, ah!” Brax said and wagged his finger. “Careful, darling. Don’'t make her
come. Not yet.”

“Sorry, Brax,” Lyniasaid. Then she kissed the side of Zora's face.

Struggling to catch her breath, Zora lifted her head and came face to face with
Brax. He was climbing into the tub, still with papersin hand. She gasped and he heard
it, evident from the way he cocked his head.

“I’ve never hurt you and yet you act as though you're afraid of me. Why isthat?’
he asked, then sat down in the tub so that bubbles met up to his chest.

“1 see how you are with Lynia,” she said, proud that her voice didn’t crack.

“No, you perceive how | am with my wife. You think I'm cruel to her, don’t
you?’ Brax stretched his arms across the rim of the tub as he watched her and Lynia, still
in an intimate embrace.
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“l see her strapped to the porch. You treat her like a pet. How can that be
satisfying?’

“1 don’t know about you, but I’'m not one to make love to animals, so you saying
that | treat her like a pet is way off the mark.” He dropped the papers on the floor, then
dlipped fully under the water, reemerging with his hair slicked back on his head.

God, he looked even better wet. Water dripped from his face and chest, and at that
moment Zoralonged to be a drop of water.

“l love Lynia,” he said. “I would do anything for her. And what she wants, what
she’'s asked of me, is that | make her happy. Her happiness comes from serving me and
catering to my needs. Tell me, Zora, do you give Grant blow jobs?’

Zorablinked.

When she hesitated to answer, Brax screwed up his lips. “Zora, you're standing
naked in my bathtub with my wife fondling your tits and pussy. A question like that
shouldn’t stun you.”

And yet it did. She managed to answer. “Yes. But in turn he gives me great
head.”

“It’'s the same thing. | put Lynia on a restricted diet. In turn she keeps healthy
foods in the house for the two of us. She maintains her weight and has enough strength
and stamina for whatever we do.” He winked at her. “No matter how you dlice it, Zora,
we both have a give and take relationship. Ours just goes to a higher level.” He picked
up a tube with green gel swirling around inside and squirted some in the pam of his
hand. “Now come here.” He stared pointedly at Zora so that she could not mistake his
command for hiswife.

Lynia removed her hands from Zora's body, leaving her cold. Walking through
the tub, warm water caressing her legs and tickling her feet, she sloshed toward Brax.
She stopped when her toes touched his feet.

“Closer.” To accommodate her, he opened his legs.

Zora took two steps closer to him and was now in his face, at least her breasts
were. Dipping his hand into the sudsy water, he created alather in his palm.

“I’m sitting on a step in the tub. Put your foot on it next to me.”

She raised her foot and searched for the ledge hidden by bubbles. Once she found
it, she planted her foot next to his hip.
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Staring in her eyes, Brax raised his hand and cupped it against her pussy. She
flinched but not out of fear this time. Her throbbing sex begged to be touched again. It
was her pussy’s way of screaming for joy.

His hand massaged her dlick folds back and forth. The heel of his hand rubbed
against her clit until her legstrembled. He must have felt it.

“Don’'t come,” was all he had to say.

But that request was easier said than done. Resting one hand on her raised thigh,
Zora found it difficult to maintain her balance on her other leg until she had to fall
forward and rest her other hand on Brax’s shoulder.

“Winta told me you had great breasts,” Brax whispered when her face hovered
closeto his. “And Art said your pussy is delicious.”

Hearing news like that made her cry out in ecstasy. His free hand found her tit.
He kneaded it in his large hand.

“Brax, I---"

Zora struggled to find the words that wouldn’t come out of her mouth. Brax dlid
his soapy fingers back and forth through her dlit until finally he dipped his long middie
finger inside of her.

Bursts of light fired off in her eyes and sounds of explosions boomed in her ears
until if she didn’t get away from this man, she was going to come and come hard.

“Shit!” Zora backed away from Brax and fell to her knees inside of the tub.

The water came up under her chin as she curled her legs close to her body. She
wasn't sure what he would have done to her if she did have an orgasm but she didn’'t
want to find out.

“Why did you pull away?’ he asked.

Zorawiped her face before answering. “I was going to come.”

He snickered. “Good.” Then he grabbed Lynia. “But that’s not how you handle
it. Don’'t run away from things that scare you. Embrace them. Control them. You'll
come out a stronger person.”

After his lecture, with only atouch, he made Lynia part her legs, placing one foot
on the underwater ledge just like Zora had done. Then Brax shoved hisindex and middle
fingersinside of her, moving them back and forth until hiswife' s body swayed.
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From the way Lynia gritted her teeth, then fisted Brax’s hair, Zora saw the effort
it took her to hold back her orgasm. She felt Lynia's pain in her stomach as it tightened
into aball.

When Brax felt his wife couldn’t take any more pleasure, he slowed down his
thrusting motion before he stopped completely.

“Mind over matter,” he said triumphantly, as though he was the one denying
himself pleasure.

He licked her juices from his two fingers, then stood. Zora scanned his toned
body and her tongue moistened her dry lips. His cock hung thick and heavy between his
legs.

“Lynia, wash my back.” He handed her the bottle of bath gel. Then he peered
down at Zora. “You do my front.”

Zora crawled to his feet. She accepted the bottle of gel from Lynia and poured
some in her hand. The aroma of cucumbers floated to her nostrils. Starting with his
thighs right above the water line, Zora rubbed the gel into his muscled legs until foam
appeared.

When she got to his penis, one hand cradled his smooth balls. She soaped them.
Massaged them. But her gaze remained on his weeping rod with a pearl of pre-cum
hanging from the tip.

Her gaze moved up to hisface. Brax stared at her. Without him having to say a
word, she knew what he wanted. She knew what she wanted to do.

“No hands,” he said. “Just your mouth.”

Zoratongue jutted forward and licked the tip of his cock. For that, Brax let out a
growl. Her mouth covered his plump tip and she pressed her tongue against it, extracting
more juices from him. He tasted salty, not a hint of sweetness like with Grant. Then she
moved down to the center of his shaft as she continued to massage his balls. When she
pulled her head back, allowing his cock to fall freely from her mouth, she heard Brax let
out along breath as though he' d been underwater for this treatment.

Tilting her head back, she took him in her mouth again but this time got down to
the hilt. His legs trembled as she moved her head back and forth. Her free hand braced
against histhigh.

Zora sucked and licked him until her jaw started to ache. Peering up at him, she
found him smiling down at her.
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“I"m holding back,” he said, as though reading her thoughts.

Son-of-a-bitch. If he was going to hold back, then she wasn’'t going to follow his
silly rule. Moving her hand from his sac, she held the base of his cock while circling the
tip with her tongue.

“No hands. | told you,” he said, sounding more out of control than she'd ever
heard him.

She pretended she couldn’t hear him over the sounds of her slurping and sucking.
Brax had to step back, nearly knocking Lynia down in the process.

“Bad girl,” he said but with asmile. “Let’s see how you do. Sit on the edge.”

Zora scooted back on her knees in the large tub before rising out of the water and
sitting on the edge.

“Come here, darling,” he said to hiswife.

Lynia stood by his side.

“Sit next to her.” He got down on his knees and positioned himself between
Zora slegs. Once Lyniamade her place next to Zora, he said, “Kiss her.”

Zora hesitated before turning her face toward Lynia. Lynia, however, wasted no
timein planting her lipsonto Zora's. The kissdidn’t shock her as much as feeling Brax’s
mouth on her pussy.

Zora wanted so much to look down at him but Lynia put her hand to the side of
Zora sface to hold her steady. Her neighbor’s soft lips pulled her into a sensual kiss that
made Zora forget about the fact that she was kissing a woman. Lynia's hand returned to
Zord stit. Zorawelcomed that touch, too. This time she decided to return the favor.

Reaching her hand out to her, Zora put her hand on Lynia s shoulder, then slowly
moved it down to her pert breast. Lyniamoaned in Zora s mouth.

Suddenly Zorafelt asharp pain on her clit. Damnit! Did Brax just bite her? She
flinched, but continued kissing Lynia. Zora s tongue pushed its way into her mouth. Her
heart raced at how brazen she’ d become.

When it felt like Brax was chewing her pussy lips, she pulled back from Lynia
and looked down at him. Did he actually think something like this felt good? What if
she'd chewed on his nuts?

Zoraturned her gaze to Lynia.
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The woman smiled sweetly, kissed her lips, then trailed her mouth to her ear
where she whispered, “1 know. He's not very good. But he tries.” She rolled Zora's
nipple between her fingers. “When he goesto sleep, I'll make it feel better.”

Lynia slipped her tongue in Zora's ear, a welcome relief from the munch festival
going on between her legs. All of thistime and no one told this man he gives head like a
beaver? She felt sorry for Lynia. Obviously the woman loved the man enough not to
hurt hisfeelings.

At one last painful tug on her clit, Zora yelped, making Brax bring his head up.

“Sorry,” Lyniabegan. “I didn’t mean to pinch your nipple that hard.”

Away from her husband’s view, Lyniawinked at Zora as her way of asking her to
play along. Zoraput her hand over Lynia's.

“Guess you got carried away,” Zora said.

“Speaking of getting carried away, condoms, baby,” Brax said.

Lynia slipped around the rim and opened a drawer on the outside of the tub. She
pulled out a string of packaged condoms and brought them back to him.

He took them from her hands and ripped one off of the link, then handed it to
Zora. “Putit on me.”

Opening the package, the only thought that rolled around in her mind was that she
hoped he was a better lover than he was a cunnilinguist. She rolled the rubber onto him.

“Turn around.”

Zora got on her knees on the ledge and propped her body with her hands on the
rim. Roughly, Brax moved her legs apart. Then he teased her. Rubbing the tip of his
cock up and down her pussy lips, Zora melted. On instinct and from need, she pushed
her ass back against him to slide him inside.

“You'll getit when | say so,” he said, as he held her waist with one hand.

Zora heard a plop in the water. She wondered what it was until she felt nimble
fingers caressing her clit. Turning her head, she saw Lynia next to her, her hand in the
water as she kissed her husband. The touch felt too good for Zora to question who was
making her feel that way.

As she got used to the sensation, Brax shoved his full length inside of her to the
hilt and held it there. Even though the rough entry surprised her, Zora s body responded
very quickly. Her nipples rubbed against the tub as Lynia continued to stroke her and
Brax held himself inside of her.
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“Yes!” Zorafinadly said.

Brax pulled out ailmost to the tip, then dlid back inside of her, easier, slower than
before. “Remember, don’t come until instructed.”

Don’'t come? Was this guy kidding? The feelings, all of the sensations, her body
demanded to respond quickly. There was no way she could hold off her orgasm. Then
she thought about what Brax had told her earlier. Don’'t run from things that are difficult.

She pressed her ass against him as Brax increased his speed.

“Sit on the edge of the tub, baby,” Brax said, without breaking his stride.

Knowing what he meant, Lynia sat on the edge with her shorn pussy right in
Zord's face. Another first. Zora peered up at the angel-faced beauty, who only smiled
and spread her legs wide. Her fingers parted her dlick folds, exposing her creamy, pink
clit.

Lynia smelled of ocean spray and flowers. She must have perfumed herself
before getting into the bathtub. Zora swallowed. The woman did promise to reciprocate
later on. And Zoradid want to be adventurousin her sex life.

With her tongue extended, Zora leaned forward. She thought about how Grant
would use his mouth on her. Instead of treating Lynia's pussy like a watermelon eating
contest like Brax had done with Zora's poor pussy, Zora would use the same technique
that Grant used on her.

Zora closed her eyes, then swiped her tongue from Lynia s opening to the clit.
Lynia gasped, then moaned. Like her disposition, Lynia’s juices tasted sweet. Just a hint
of saltiness.

With Brax pounding into Zora harder, it was difficult for her to keep her head
steady although she tried. She covered Lynia’'s sensitive nub with her mouth and flicked
it with the tip of her tongue.

“That'sit, Zora. Make her feel good. Doit.”

To hold Lynia in place, Zora put her hands on Lynia's hips. Lynia's soft flesh
melted around Zora's fingers as she continued licking her cunt, sucking her juices. Zora
must have been doing it right. She felt Lynia's hips grinding against her mouth.

Zoramoaned, both at being fucked and at making Lyniafeel so good with just her
mouth. She dipped her tongue inside of Lynia and the woman screamed.

“Did you come?’ Brax barked.

“No, but it feels so good,” Lynia said with a quivering voice.
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“Zora, use your fingers.”

Zora pulled back from her neighbor, then circled her clit with her thumb. Lynia
raised her hips and rotated it along with Zora's thumb. When Zora plunged it inside of
her, the woman sounded like she had just cracked into a million pieces. She screamed,
wailed, trembled and had to hold onto Zora s other hand to calm herself.

“1 can’t hold out much longer,” Lyniasaid. “Please!”

“Hold it, babe. We have aguest. | have to make sure she's satisfied first.”

While pumping inside of her, Brax curved his hand under her and found her clit.
He rubbed his fingers against it making Zora s body feel electric. Her hairs stood up and
it was only a matter of time before she would explode.

“$S0...close...Brax,” Zora said.

“Now, baby, now!”

All three thrust and gyrated against each other and came together in a loud and
explosive climax that echoed off the stark white walls. Water splashed over the edge of
the tub and onto the floor but no one seemed to care at the moment.

When Brax slowed his thrusts down, then stopped, he pulled out of Zora. Sitting
on the ledge next to her, he brought Zora's face to his and kissed her, sliding his tongue
into her mouth.

“Good neighbor,” he said and winked. He gazed up at Lynia. With only his eyes,
he summoned her. She crawled to him and kissed him. “Good wife.”

With their three faces together, they all kissed at the same time, part of Zora'slips
on Brax’s and the other half on Lynia's. Zora closed her eyes. She felt a tongue going
into her mouth but she wasn’t sure whose it was and it didn’t matter. For as bad as Brax
was with cunnilingus the man did know how to fuck.

Zora sat on the ledge next to Brax with her head on Lynia's lap. “I feel kind of
bad.”

Brax’s furrowed his eyebrows. “Why?’

“Grant ishome alone. | doubt if he'll go to anyone’ s house tonight on his own.”

Brax smiled. “I’m sure he'll bejust fine.”
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Chapter Fourteen

“Let me guess. You two aren’t here to borrow a cup of sugar, right?’ Grant said
as he stared at the duo.

Garland was dressed in a black leather bra and matching bikini bottoms, and
Winta in a flimsy negligee and matching thong panties. They looked like a new-age Cat
Woman and Slut Girl, ready to fight the evils of the words and fuck a man senseless.

“Unless you use the word ‘sugar’ to mean something else,” Garland said, then
kicked his door closed with her foot. She had a bag in her hand. What she carried in it
was anyone’ s guess.

The woman was aready tall enough, but in her skyscraper heels she looked
imposing. Good thing he wasn't easily intimidated.

“We heard you were going to be aone tonight,” Winta said and sauntered toward
him.

“What? Isthere an e-mail loop with all of the latest news or something?’

“Actually, Evan wanted to start a website for our little group but | talked him out
of it. Didn’'t need some geek looking up that Cure song and stumbling on our little
world.” Garland scanned the room as though assessing whether it met with her approval.

“Yeah, God forbid you let your husband think on his own.” Grant stood his
ground even as Wintacircled him.

“Wow. | guess you know everything, huh?’ Garland put her hands to her hips.

“Will you two stop it?” Winta put her hand on Grant’s shoulder and swept it
down hisarms.

Goosebumps formed under her touch.

“So, how did | get to be so lucky to not only see you ladies this morning when |
woke up but now before | go to bed?’

“Like we said, we knew Zorawasn’t going to be here tonight,” Winta began.
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“Ah, so you two just stopped by to check up on me? How sweet. I'm fine,
realy.”

Winta dragged her hand up the front of Grant’s shorts, feeling his newly engorged
shaft. Why did she have to smell so good and ook even better in that damn handkerchief
of an outfit?

“Yes. You arefine” Wintakissed the side of hisface.

Her tongue darted in his ear. Powerless to do anything else, Grant put his hands
to her waist and held her as she continued licking his ear and giving him the best ear job
he'd ever had.

“What about your husbands?’ he asked without really giving a shit what they
were doing.

“Artisdtill at work and he knows I'm here,” Wintareplied. She rubbed her large,
firmtits against hisarm.

“Evanisat home.” And that was all Garland needed to say.

“Not able to come out and play?’ he asked, wanting to ruffle Garland’s pompous
feathers.

“Why? Would you like to play with him, Grant? Isthat your thing?’

“Enough talk.” Winta pulled a pink, satin ribbon at the top of her outfit.

Undoing the knot made the garment fall to the floor in one pink heap. In just her
panties, Garland moved behind her. She dlid her fingers down Winta' slong legs.

“Now your turn to get naked,” Garland instructed.

“No. Not until you go first.” Not that he was truly interested in seeing Garland
naked. But if she was going to play Domme then he would play asshole.

“Fine. Winta.”

Winta undid the clasp that held Garland’ s bra together. Then she dlipped it down
her long arms. Winta made short work of Garland’s panties too, until they both stood in
front of Grant completely naked. Garland even tossed her bag to the floor. Guess
whatever wasin it wasn't fragile.

Grant swallowed, not expecting them both to disrobe so quickly. “Anyone want a
drink?”’

The women glanced at each other and laughed.

“l1 knew he couldn’t handle us both,” Garland said and reached down for her
clothes.
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Her words were the impetus he needed to bed them both. Pulling off his t-shirt
and stripping out of his shorts, he stood in front of them proud, hard and scared out of his
mind. What the fuck was he doing?

Garland and Winta observed his body.

“You're right, Winta” Garland approached him. “He does have a very
nice...disposition.”

He snickered at her word choice. Then he surveyed her body. Her small breasts
had large pink nipples. Unlike Winta s tits, Garland’s would easily get lost in his hands.
A thin strip of hair covered her pussy. So the cleanly shaven thing was only Winta and
Lynia.

“You have anice set of ... personalities yourself,” he said.

Garland laughed. “I don’t know why we don’t get along better. We're so much
aike.”

Grant felt his eyebrows shoot up to his hairline. “No, we're not.”

Standing behind Winta, Garland cupped her breasts in both hands. “We both love
Winta's breasts, right?”’

He cleared histhroat. “Uh, | guess.”

Garland turned Winta around and planted a hard kiss on her. He saw tongues
being exchanged and thought he would explode.

“We both like kissing her,” Garland said.

“Name something that’ s not so obvious,” Grant said, trying hard not to erupt right
there on the spot.

“Y ou want to fuck me as much as | want to fuck you.”

And as he looked at her full lips that rivaled Winta's own pouty set and her
metallic-hazel eyes, he did want her. He wanted to fuck her.

Storming to her, he raised his hand. She didn’t flinch. Pulling out her two
chopsticks that held her bun in place, Grant let her hair fall down around her face to her
shoulders. Her long hair covered her breasts and made her look almost innocent.
Almost.

“You likeit rough?’ he asked, as though daring her to back away.

Garland took a step forward. “I like it any way you want to give it to me.”

Her hand clamped around his shaft and she gave him atight, long stroke. Putting
his hand behind her head, he pulled her in and kissed her hard. His tongue waited for no

140



Bridget Midway
invitation to invade her hot mouth. Then Garland pushed her tongue back at his, at first
letting the two intertwine. Soon her tongue forced its way into his mouth.

Apparently feeling left out, Winta took Grant’s hand and wrapped her lips around
his thumb. The heat in her mouth made him imagine what it would feel like around his
cock.

“You must be doing something right, Winta,” Garland said, as she glanced at her
neighbor. “His cock isthrobbing so hard now. Y ou want to feel?”

Winta brought her hand down and Garland shook her head.

“No. With your mouth.”

Winta smiled at the request. Lowering herself to her knees, she took over. Not as
strong as Garland's grip, her grasp felt good just the same. Winta peered up at him. Her
pink tongue snaked over her burgundy lips. When she licked around his tip, Grant
thought he would come in her mouth.

But Garland brought him back down to earth. She put her hand under his chin
and forced his face up so he could look at her. Then she fisted his hair and kissed him
hard. He grabbed a handful of Garland’s soft hair. The other hand moved down to Winta
and held the back of her head.

Winta brought her mouth down halfway on his shaft, then she did it up. No
wonder Art wanted her to blow him before work. The woman knew how to please a man.

As Winta worked on him, Grant let out a long moan while he continued kissing
Garland. He felt his lips vibrate against hers. His sound of appreciation made Winta
respond in kind. When she moaned, Grant broke from the kiss and stroked her black hair.

“Shit!” he exclaimed.

“Yes, my husband likes her too.” Garland pulled from Grant’s grasp, then
crouched down behind Winta. “He tells me he can’'t decide whose better, Winta or
Lynia” Garland cupped one of Winta's luscious tits, then moved her hand down
between the woman'’s thighs. “What do you think, Grant, assuming you haven't had the
pleasure of Lynia s skillsyet. Who's better? Winta or Zora?”’

At the moment, who the fuck cared? Here Grant was with two women, different
but hot in their own way. One sucking his cock. The other playing with the onelike he'd
only seen in porn movies. And Garland wanted him to answer a poll question?

“Different. Both good.” He hated his Tarzan-like answer but it was all he could
muster.
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And he hadn’t lied. Zoratreated his fleshy baton so delicately. Sweet tongue and
gentle motions. She made love to his penis.

Winta on the other hand devoured his dick as though she’ d never had one before.
Her full lips enveloped him and her tongue surrounded him. If she kept on, he wouldn’t
be able to hold out for very long.

“Why, Winta. | do believe you just made our host tongue-tied.” Garland laughed
and kissed Winta on her shoulder.

Not really wanting to take his eyes off of Winta, Grant broke his gaze for a
moment to look at the couch. Zora had told him and he'd read in the handbook that sex
with neighbors couldn’t occur in the hosts' beds.

At Winta s dlightest touch to his balls, Grant pulled back. The pop Winta's lips
made at disconnection echoed in the room.

“I"ll set the sofabed up,” he said between panting breaths.

“Okay,” Garland said and wrapped her arms and legs around Winta as she sat
behind her. “We'll keep ourselves busy.”

That’s what he was afraid of. In aflash, Grant pulled the seat cushions from the
couch and tossed them to the floor. He hooked his hand into the handle to pull the bed
out when it got jammed.

“Shit!” Peering over his shoulder, he caught the two women intertwined, their
legs wrapped around each other and kissing.

Garland glanced up at him and winked.

Rubbing his hands together to dry them and taking a deep breath, Grant took one
last tug on the bed, finally freeing it.

“Be right back,” he said to the amorous duo. He doubted they even heard him as
he left the room to get sheets and pillows.

When he returned, he found them both sitting on the bed waiting for him.

“What took you so long?” Winta asked, her lipstick smeared all around her
mouth.

“1 wanted you al to missme.” He set the items on the floor.

Standing at the foot of the bed, he snapped out a sheet while the two women sat
onit. Taking their cueto move or be covered, they both stood and tucked the sheet under
the thin mattress. Then they each took a pillow and put it at the head of the bed. And as
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though they were putting themselves on display, they both positioned themselves on their
backs, gazing at him from their reclined positions.

“Two bulls stood on a hill and looked down at a pasture full of cows,” Grant
began. “One bull ran and could only fuck one.” He strolled to the bed. “The other bull
took histime and fucked them all.”

“How poetic,” Garland said with a smirk.

Grant crawled onto the bed in between the two. “Not poetry. Fact.”

Grabbing Garland around her waist, he pinned her down first and kissed her,
taking ownership of her puffy lips. She bit into hislower lip. Grant jerked his head back
and caught her smiling.

He moved over to Winta and gave her the same type of kiss. His hands found
both of their breasts, Winta's full, firm one and Garland’s small tit. His fingers circled
both nipples and it surprised him to hear Garland growl in pleasure.

So he turned his attention to her, sucking her thimble-sized nipple into his mouth.
She arched her back and mewled in ecstasy. His hand never stopped massaging her other
tit as he sucked her. And his other hand continued twirling Winta's nipple. Both bodies
buzzed electric heat.

Grant dared to explore further. He danced his hand down Winta s body, over her
flat stomach to her pussy. Heat met his hand as he hovered it over her. Knowing what he
wanted, Winta parted her legs and help guide his hand to her clit. She parted her lower
lips to give him better access to her sensitive nub.

Slick under his touch, Grant rubbed his thumb over it, Slow at first to savor the
touch, then he pressed down harder, causing Winta to scream in delight. She pressed his
hand against her clit harder until her body shuddered. Her fingernails that she'd
embedded in hisarm relaxed.

Until she let him go, Grant hadn’t felt the pain she'd inflicted. But the scratches
wouldn’t stop him. It propelled him to an almost animalistic state where he craved flesh.

Crawling over Garland’s body, he searched the end table for the box of condoms
he'd seen there earlier that day. While over her face, Garland licked his chest, then
nibbled his nipple, making him wince in pain.

“You like to hurt people, don't you?’ he said, as soon as he found the opened box
of condoms.
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“You didn't seem to mind when Winta took half your arm off.” Garland pointed
to Grant’s arm.

Streaks of red striped his arm where the vixen had scratched. Looking coquettish,
Winta said she was sorry, then kissed the spots.

He couldn’t wait any more. Rolling the condom on his cock, Grant flipped onto
his back.

“1 know you want to take control,” he said to Garland.

She crawled onto his body. “I told you we were alot alike.” She straddled him,
holding his erection in her hand.

Pouting, Winta asked, “What about me?”’

Instead of telling her, he held her hand and pulled her over, forcing her to position
her cunt over his face. Once in position, Winta settled her hips down, covering his
mouth. She smelled of lavender flowers thrown into the ocean, saltiness tingeing her
taste.

On automatic pilot, his tongue delved into her pussy just as Garland impaled
herself on his cock. Grant’s body stiffened. He held onto Winta's thighs as he enjoyed
hisfeast, licking and sucking her as fast as she offered her milky cream.

Garland’'s powerful thighs pushed against Grant’s sides as she rode him, slow at
first then al of the sudden she moved herself up and down his cock with such fervor that
Grant thought he would come from the motion. Unable to see the women, he imagined
they were touching each other as they had on the floor. The thought made him press his
hips up, penetrating Garland deeper.

The scream she emitted pierced his eardrums. Thankfully Winta's feet blocked
most of the sound. But what a rush to know that he'd brought this ice princess to an
orgasm that hard, that fast.

Winta gyrated her hips, circling her pussy over his mouth so that his tongue licked
her clit.

“Zorawasright,” Wintagrowled. “You can eat pussy.”

Once Winta made the proclamation, her body tensed, then trembled. She uttered
something incoherent then she, too, screamed.

She climbed off of Grant’s face, then crouched next to him and kissed him
hungrily, careless that she was ingesting her own juices. Or maybe she did care. Maybe
that turned her on as much asit turned him on.
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It was then that Grant could see Garland on his cock, riding him hard. Already a
sheen of sweat on her face, her hair stuck to her skin like a spider web.

“My turn,” Winta said.

“You had him,” Garland said between gasps. “My turn.”

Could Grant’s night get any hotter? Two women fighting over fucking him? He
couldn’t wait to tell Zora.

“Bitch!” Wintaspat. “Fine. Turn around then.”

Just like Lynia with Brax when she was fucking him on the porch the other
morning, Garland managed to turn around while still on Grant’s cock so that her back
was to him. Then she leaned back, laying her head on Grant’s chest.

Her long, walnut-colored hair draped over his shoulder and part of his face.
Reaching her hand back, she tunneled her fingers through his hair while her other hand
sought his to put on her breast and play with it again.

Winta kissed both Grant and Garland before making her way down between their
legs. When he felt her warm tongue licking his sac and the base of his cock not covered
by the condom, Grant tensed.

No way could he hold out for very long. He thrust his hips upward to give
Garland a deeper penetration. Wanting to see Winta in action, he peered down and
caught the top of her head. As though she knew she was being watched, she looked up.
She moved her mouth up to Garland’s clit and started licking that to Garland’s pleasure
and Grant’ s amusement.

“God, you two are hot!” Grant held onto Garland’s breast but between the tight
sensation he felt inside of her, watching Winta and hearing the two of them come, he
couldn’t hold out. *Fuck!”

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Garland fisted his hair.

Good. Too good. Grant squeezed Garland and felt his hot seed erupt. He
continued pumping until he eventually slowed down, then stopped. All three panted.

Garland eased him out of her and climbed off of him. “Not bad for your first
threesome.”

“Hey, | never said thiswas my first.” He sat up and got out of bed.

“You didn't have to.” Garland smiled and winked.
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After depositing his loaded condom in the trashcan in the bathroom, he returned
to the living room. The two women lounged on the bed, basking in their afterglow. They
looked amazing.

From the corner of Grant’s eye, he saw Garland's bag. “What’s in your bag of
tricks?’

She smiled. “A little surprise for Zora.”

He cocked his head. “What kind of surprise? Last time | heard that, | found out |
was being taped.”

“1 have that DVD with meif you want to seeit.” Winta beamed as though having
his sexual encounter on a permanent record was a good thing.

“No, it's not that,” Garland replied. “Ever wanted to be immortalized?’

Knowing Garland, Grant had a feeling he wouldn’t like where she was going with
this.
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Chapter Fifteen

“Follow the diet,” Brax said to Zora as she walked onto his porch the next
morning. “And | want you and Lyniato work out at |east three times a week, if not more.
Y ou’re more than welcome to use our weight room and walking to the main street and
back is approximately one and a half miles.”

He kissed her but to Zora it didn't feel like a sexual kiss. It was more like a
fatherly kiss. She didn't know whether she should be offended that he was treating her
like achild or grateful that he took the time to care about her health and well-being.

So she kissed him back, waved to Lynia, who was still in the house, then walked
across the street holding her dirty clothes from the day before in one hand and her newly
prescribed diet in the other. Thankfully Brax had loaned her one of his t-shirts, one from
his publication. On the front it read ‘ Tantric Publications' and on the back in red letters it
read ‘We love keeping you satisfied.’

When she saw Winta, then Garland walking out of her house, Zora stopped in her
tracks. Winta, wearing nothing more than lingerie that could have doubled for pink-
colored air, swayed across the street back to her house. Unapologetically, she peered at
Zoraand smiled.

“Good morning,” Wintasaid. “Y ou have some man.”

Apparently. When Garland walked by her she stopped, stared at Zora and offered
the closest thing Zora had seen as a smile on Garland’ s face.

“I'm glad you two are here in the neighborhood.” With bag in hand, Garland
strolled to her house.

“Yeah, metoo,” Zorasaid silently as Garland walked into her house.

And here Zora was feeling sorry for Grant because he was home aone last night
and he had the time of his life with not one but two of his neighbors. Okay, so had she.
But he knew about it. She may not have felt so bad about him being with Winta and
Garland if he’'d told her up front.
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Opening the front door of her house, she scanned the room for Grant. Everything
looked to be in order. The couch had been returned to its original state. No telltale
wrappers on the floor. No broken furniture. Then she heard the hiss of the shower.

Storming to the bedroom, she threw her clothes on the floor, set her diet on the
dresser and burst into the bathroom. She saw Grant’s silhouette behind the burgundy
shower curtain.

“Did you have a good time last night?’ she asked over the shower spray.

Grant pulled back the curtain. His eyes were full of passion and lust. He looked
wild. Without answering, he grabbed her hand and pulled her into the shower with him.

“Grant!”

But he ignored her pleas and ripped the t-shirt from her body. He kissed her so
hard her lips ached but she didn’t want to stop. Whatever argument she was going to
make about telling her about the two women went down the drain.

“Two women,” he said between kisses.

“1 noticed.”

He pulled his head back. Confusion masked his expression.

“1 saw them leave when | came home.”

He nodded. “You?’

She nodded.

“Both?

She smiled.

“Damn, baby!” He pushed her against the wall. Holding up one leg, he pressed
his hard cock against her clit.

“Condom! Not without a condom!”

“1 know.”

Instead of his penis, he offered her his middle finger. With one thrust inside of
her, her pussy walls clamped around his digit.

“Tell me everything,” he said, his voice that sexy morning gravelly sound that
turned her on so much.

“Brax gives bad head,” she said.

Grant laughed in her ear. “That’s all Winta and Garland wanted me to do last
night. No wonder they acted deprived.”

Thistimeit was Zora sturn to laugh. “I went down on Lynia.”
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Grant stared into her eyes.

“And she went down on me when Brax went to sleep.”

He smiled. “Good?’

She beamed. “Very.”

With a piston motion, he finger fucked her pussy until she came not once but
twice.

“You're going to be late for work,” she said, feeling like she should say it as a
good girlfriend.

“l want to call in sick so bad and stay home with you.”

“Another time. | don’t want you to get in trouble with your boss.” She smoothed
her hand down Grant’ s face.

“Are you going to work today?’ he asked.

She shook her head.

“Will you call mein an hour and do the phone sex thing again?” His hand cupped
her breast.

“Anything for you, babe.”

**%*

Grant was on his twentieth goodbye kiss before he finally skipped out the door.
In their driveway as usual, Winta had her hands on the hood of Art’s car and he was
behind her, pants down, hands on her hips, fucking her doggie style.

“Good morning!” Grant said.

Art nodded but never broke his stride.

“What agreat day! | love Mondays!” Grant announced before getting into his car.

At least he thought that before he got to work. Then the bitch on heels brought
him down so fast it hurt.

“You'relate,” Stephanie said as she stood by him at his cubicle.

“No, I'm not.” Grant kept his back to her, thinking maybe if he ignored her long
enough she would leave.

“1 ask that all of my employees arrive to work at least fifteen minutes before their
assigned shift.”

With this, Grant turned around and faced her. “Then | suggest you either pay me
for fifteen minutes of overtime each day, alow me to leave fifteen minutes early at the
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end of the day or let me take an extra fifteen minutes for lunch. If | can’'t get any of
those, then you’'ll only have me from eight to four each day.”

He turned his back on her and resumed typing on his computer. Then he felt her
looming over his shoulder. She was so close he felt her breath on his cheek.

“Your work is substandard,” she grumbled in his ear. “Your colleagues have to
constantly cover for your inadequacies. You' |l never make it above associate.”

With each put-down his hand balled into a tight fist until he finally sprang to his
feet. Stephanie stumbled backward. A strange hush consumed the immediate area
around them. Grant scanned the group. They looked at him, wanting him to do
something, say something.

“Going to the bathroom.” He shoved his chair under his desk and headed to the
bathroom on the bottom floor. He didn’t want or need any of his colleagues to follow
him and offer any consolation.

Grant shot through the door to the first floor like a bullet through a gun chamber.
He kicked the door to the men’s bathroom open and paced the floor as one man washed
his hands. Once the man left, Grant ducked into a stall and stood there, motionless. He
undid his pants, reached for his meaty pacifier between hislegs but stopped.

No way would he whack off to that bitch and her degrading remarks. And he
couldn’t stay at thisjob forever. He had to do something or he would go crazy and take
Zoradown with him. Her job didn’t pay enough to cover the rent and utilities. And even
though she fucked the landlord, Grant doubted that Art would be willing to let them skip
the rent for a couple of months while he found another job.

Leaning against the cool wall in the bathroom, Grant closed his eyes and counted
until he calmed himself down. The chirping of his cell phone clipped to his belt loop
stopped him at one hundred forty-nine.

He saw that there weren't any calls or messages. Then he remembered he had
another phone, the special one. He unhooked it and looked at the display. A text
message. ‘Come one, come al to Toy Friday on Fascination Street. Brax has an
assortment of toysto try out. Meet at his house at six.’

Grant laughed at the message. He took a deep breath and felt almost calmed
enough to return to his desk. If he saw Stephanie again, he wouldn’t be responsible for
what he said or did to her.

*k*
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What started off as a fucking fantastic morning that stemmed from an incredible
night soon became a shitty day that Grant wanted to forget. No wonder people hated
Mondays. Pulling into his driveway, he waited in his car for a couple of minutes before
getting out.

Evan stood in the front yard watering hislawn. “S up, man,” Evan said.

Hanging his head down, Grant mumbled something about the day but continued
to his house. Once in the door, he took off his shoes, set his briefcase down and plopped
on the couch.

“Grant, isthat you?’ Zora asked from the bedroom.

“Yeah,” he called back. He was going to say something smart like asking if she
thought it would be anyone else. But considering the whole neighborhood had carte
blanche into their home, she was right in asking.

With his hand over his eyes, he heard her tiny steps coming down the hall. Then
the couch next to him sank when she sat down.

“Rough day, baby?’ She kissed his forehead and stroked his hair.

“Same as usual.” He removed his hand. Turning to her, he smiled for the first
timein over nine hours. “It’s always good to come home.”

She kissed him on the lips. “Feeling better?’

“Not perfect but I’m getting there.”

“*Cause | need you to be in agood mood for what | have to tell you.”

A statement like that made him straighten up. “What isit?”’

“Grant, just don’'t go crazy or anything.” She put her hand to his chest as though
trying to calm him before he potentially blew up but her stalling in sharing whatever this
news was made him angrier than anything she could have told him.

“Can’t go crazy until you tell me what’s going on. What isit? Isit money?’ he
asked.

“No.”

“Isit the neighbors? Did they do something?’

She waited a beat before answering. “Sort of.”

“Did they come over here while | was at work? Did you---"

“No, nothing like that.” She took in a deep breath then said, “It has to do with
something they did, something they gave us.”

“Gave? Tous? What?’

151



FASCINATION STREET

He scanned the living room and didn’t see anything new or different. Then it hit
him. Zora had come from the bedroom when he' d gotten home. His eyes widened as he
bolted to his feet.

“Hell, what did they do?” He stomped down the hall to their bedroom. “What do
we have a fucking swing or something now?’

“No. Nothing like that.”

Grant looked in their bedroom and didn’t see anything unusual. Everything was
in place. Wait. They did have two other bedrooms.

He turned, nearly running over Zora. Grabbing her shoulders, he moved her aside
and went across the hall. He should have guessed there was something in that room. The
door was closed and since they’ d painted the walls they’ d never closed that door.

“Grant, just let me explain,” Zora called after him.

But it was too late. Standing in the doorway with his jaw dropped, he stared at
what had to be the biggest bed he'd ever seen. The four-poster monstrosity sat in the
middle of the room. It was already dressed with new sheets, comforter and pillows.

“It came this afternoon,” Zora began. “Winta came by and said Art bought it and
she got the sheets to match the walls.” She walked into the room and crawled onto the
bed that |ooked better than their own bed. “Wasn't that nice of them?”

“Damn it!” Grant shouted as he charged from the room and out of the house.

“Grant! Wait! Thiswas something nice they did for us!”

He didn't see it that way. He saw it as a dap in his face. Worse than his boss
calling him aloser, now he had to come home and see that his neighbors found him to be
substandard too. He couldn’t have that.

Grant got to Winta and Art’s house and pounded on the front door with his fist.
“What the hell am | doing?” He opened the door.

Inside he found Winta giving her husband a backrub as he sat in a wingback chair.
She wore shorts and at-shirt. And, just like Grant, Art looked to have just gotten home
from work, too.

“Hey, Grant. How are you?’ Art asked.

“Y ou have some fucking nerve.”

Art’s smile dlipped off his face. Grant heard footsteps behind him. When he
turned he saw Zora standing in the doorway.

“Something wrong?” Art questioned.
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“That bed.”

Art smiled again. “So it came?”’

“How fucking dare you buy something like that like | can’t afford to provide for
me and Zora.” Grant poked hisfinger in Art’s smug face.

Art sat still. “It'sonly agift,” hereplied. “A welcome-to-the-neighborhood gift.”

“No, it's charity. It saysthat | can’t support Zora.”

Art stood. “You're projecting. If there's some other problem, you can always tell
me.”

Grant shook hishead. “You just don't get it. Don’t buy us any more expensive
beds.”

“Oh, so | can buy you two a cheap bed?’” Art and Winta snickered.

Just like at work, Grant hadn’t gotten through to these two either. He turned to
the door and whisked by Zora.

“Where are you going?’ Zora asked.

“A walk.”

“Without shoes?’

He glanced down at his feet. He looked silly walking around in socks. But he
needed to clear his head. Instead of admitting he needed footwear, he continued down
the street.

**k*

“Hi,” Zora said as soon as Grant walked through the bedroom door.

She’'d thought about pretending to be asleep when she heard the door open and
close. But she wanted to be there for him, be available and open.

Grant said nothing as he crouched down next to the bed and put his head on her
lap.

“Baby, just tell me. Are you okay?”’

He sighed. “I just had arough day at work and | took it out on the wrong people.
| need to apologize to Art and Winta.”

“Doitinthe morning. | don’'t want you leaving the house again tonight.”

Zoramoved over in their bed to make room for him. Grant crawled in with her,
his back against her chest. With one arm around him she stroked his hair with her other
hand.

“You know | love you,” she said to reassure him.
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“l know. | love you too. | want to be everything for you.”

Zora kissed his cheek. “You are. But | want you to be happy. If your job is
making you miserable then---"

He rolled onto his back and cradled her face in his hand. “I’'m fine. Just a bad
day.”

But she wasn't convinced. She knew Grant like she knew her hair would frizz up
in humid weather. But when he was ready to talk, she would be ready to listen.

“So what do you say? Want to try out the new bed?’ he asked.

She shook her head. “I’m content here in our bed.”
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Chapter Sixteen

Bored, Zora doodled pictures of flowers on a blank new client form. Since
Grant’ s outburst and subsequent apology, the week had gone by quietly, although she il
enjoyed watching her neighbors go at each other like rabbits. She and Grant were content
to do their businessindoors and away from prying eyes.

Grant hadn’t admitted what was bothering him. Then again, she hadn’t told him
about her desire to become more than just a dog groomer. Call it silly, but she wanted to
style hair. With all of her hair, she certainly had enough practice. She'd even gone to
beauty school and graduated at the top of her class. And here she was shampooing dogs.
Except today, when Julie sent her to do the reception desk again.

Zora's gaze fell onto her paper and she noticed one of her drawings take on a
different, more phallic look. What started off as an unopened rosebud suddenly looked
like an erect penis. So she went with that idea, making the bud look like the al too
familiar mushroom tip. She made the stem wider. By the time she got to the point where
she was going to add a bead of pre-cum, a male voice snapped her out of her
concentration.

“A hidden talent?’ he asked.

Zora balled the paper and tossed it under the counter in the trashcan. “I'm so
sorry. How can | help---" She stopped her inquiry when she recognized who stood in
front of her. “Evan?’

For most of the month that she and Grant had lived in the house, she’d only seen
Evan a handful of times. If he wasn’'t watering the lawn then he was fucking his wife
outside of the house. To see him away from the neighborhood, away from Garland, she
found him striking.

His dark brown eyes sucked her in. And with his caramel colored skin tone, his
black eyebrows and goatee stood out.

“Inthe flesh,” he answered.
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“I just never expected, um, well---"

“To see me out of the house?’ he asked.

“Well, yes. Garland keeps a close eye on you.” Something that bothered Zora
considering she had wanted to have sex with him ever since she saw him naked at their
dinner party.

“Garland is more vocal about it but the close eye thing is reciprocal. Believe
that.” He chuckled and rubbed his hands together.

His bright smile mesmerized her. Damn, if she were Garland she would have
kept this guy under lock and key in her house, too.

“What are you doing here? Do you have apet?” She looked over the counter but
Evan answered her question to stop her search.

“Lunch. Y ou want to bounce with me?’

It had been a slow day. She could use the break. And she could finally ask him
questions that had been plaguing her since she first met him.

“Um, I---"

Before she could finish what she wanted to say, Inez interrupted her. “Hey, isthe
big dog brush in here? Hello!” Inez’s mouth dropped open as she stared at Evan. “May |
help you?’

“Inez, since it's a little slow, do you think Julie would mind if | take a little
break?’ Zora asked her dumbfounded friend.

Inez volleyed her gaze from Evan to Zora. “Y ou know this guy?’

Zoranodded. “He smy neighbor.”

“Again, can you get mein your ‘hood? Between your man, the last guy that came
in here and this dude, you are surrounded by hotties.”

Inez's loud declaration embarrassed Zora but made Evan laugh. Instead of
waiting for an answer, Zora grabbed her purse.

“Just tell Julie | went out for alittle while. 1’1l be back in an hour.” She looked at
Evan. “Or so0.”

“Take your time. Please. And tell me some details when you get back!”

Zora pulled Evan out of the building before Inez could say anything else
inflammatory.

“Nice girl,” Evan said.

“No, sheisn't.”
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Evan led her to his Hummer but Zora stopped at the passenger side. “Before we
head, can | make acall?’

“Sure. Not aproblem. Calling Grant?’

“Uh, yeah.” She punched in some numbers and walked to the back end of the
truck for some privacy. When she heard a click on the other end she didn't wait for a
response. “Lunch with Evan. What should | have?’

A pause lingered before Brax responded, “Do you know where he' s taking you?”’

“Um, no. Should | ask?’

“No, it'sfine. If you go somewhere where they serve salads, get a garden salad,
only spinach leaves, not iceberg lettuce, tomatoes, cucumbers, carrots, no cheese, no
bacon bits, no crutons.”

“Dressing?”’

“No. Plan. You'll drink water. Y ou have a choice between applesauce, Jell-O or
acup of fresh fruit for dessert if those items are offered. Do you understand?”’

“Yes. Thank you.”

“No, thank you for calling me. How are you feeling?’

She breathed asigh of relief. “Actually, pretty good.”

“Good. That'sall that matters.”

Evan started the truck and Zora ended the call. Calling Brax seemed ridiculous at
first. But the night that Grant blew his top over the bed she wanted to down a box of
cookies. As soon as she'd reached for them, his business card fell from the top of the
fridge to the floor. On a whim, she'd called him and told him she wanted to eat some
cookies. He'd demanded she drink water with lemon juice and for her to come over to
his house and walk on the treadmill since he didn’t want her running into Grant while he
was cooling off.

It'd only been a week but she aready felt different, both emotionally and
physically. She no longer feared Brax. She could understand how Lynia depended on
him so much.

“Everything cool?” Evan asked as he waited for her to belt herself in her seat.

“Yes, just fine.” She put her cell phone into her purse.

“Let’'sgo.”

Evan made small talk as he took her to God knows where. The further he drove,
the less she said in her answers, until he finally stopped at a park.
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“A park?’ she questioned.

“Yeah. It'sniceout. Thought you might like the fresh air.” He hopped out of the
truck and came around to her side.

Damn it!  She didn’t have enough time to call Brax to tell him the change of
plans. What if Evan didn’t pack a salad or any of the dessert items? What if he didn’t
even have water?

Evan opened her door. Zora smiled politely but thought of ways to duck out of
the lunch date. Cramps? Headache? Jeal ous boyfriend?

Evan grabbed a large picnic basket and a blanket. “ Shall we?’” He offered hisarm
to her.

He was so charming, Zora didn’t want to hurt his feelings. Regardless of what he
offered in the basket, she wanted to know more about this man, her neighbor.

She took his arm and followed him to a large tree. Perfect for July with the hot
noonday sun overhead. After spreading out the blanket, he helped her sit on it and
encouraged her to remove her shoes.

“1 can't believe you’'ve been in the neighborhood amost a month and this is the
first time we've actually sat down and talked.” Evan opened the basket.

“Uh, yeah. Taked.” She tried peering over at the contents but couldn’t see
anything. She couldn’t smell anything either except for something that vaguely smelled
like strawberries but she couldn’t be sure.

“l1 mean, we're right next door to each other. No reason why we've waited so
long to have a sit down, you know?”’

“Yeah, sit down.” Now she was starting to sound like a parrot. “Look, | should
tell you something.”

“What’'sthat?” Evan set out several containersin front of her, then pulled out two
bottled waters.

“Um, you probably won’t understand this but I'm on this diet.”

“Diet. Yeah, | candigit.” Evan opened one of the containers.

Dark green spinach leaves filled the bowl. Then he opened the second container.
Tomatoes.

“You were saying something?’ Evan asked, then removed the lid from a third
container with two compartments, one holding carrots, the other cucumbers.
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“You talked to Brax, didn't you?’ she asked as soon as he showed off a bow! of
strawberries, grapes, chopped up bananas and pineappl es.

“Of course. How else do you think | found out where you worked?’ He laughed.

Feeling a bit foolish, she playfully punched him on his aam. “Here | was
panicking because | wasn’t sure you would have the foods | could eat.”

“So now you know | have a sense of humor. Comeon. Eat up.” He handed her a
paper plate. Helet her grab her portions first before he served himself.

Once they started eating she got comfortable with him. She asked him how he
and Garland met. It shocked her to hear the story of their stormy relationship, how he
didn’t like or trust her.

“In our relationship,” he began, “if you don’'t have trust, you' ve got nothing. It's
crucia to everything that we do, every decision that’s made. It took a while but | trust
that woman with my life.”

Zoranodded, then sighed.

“Grant has alot of issues with trust, even now,” Zora said as she picked through
her salad.

“l can tell. Brother is strung tighter than a guitar string.” Evan finished off his
water and grabbed another bottle from the picnic basket.

“1 just have afeeling he' s hiding something from me.”

“You mean like you' re doing with him?”

Sheblinked. “No, I’'m not. What are you talking about?”’

“Yeah, okay. And for best actress for * Queen of Denid’, | give you---"

She cut him off. “Hold it. You think I'm in denial about something?’

“1 know it’s not your love for Grant. That’sreal. You can seeit in your eyes.”

Zora settled back down and listened to him.

“And | know you're digging what’ s going on in the neighborhood.” He winked.

Heat rose up her neck and consumed her face until she had to finish off her bottle
of water.

“But | watched you for awhile at your job. Sister, you are not happy. What's up
with that?” Evan touched Zora s hand.

She was going to pull it back when she looked in his soulful eyes. He wasn't
being presumptuous. He was being kind, down-to-earth, real, honest.
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As though she needed to, her hand grasped his. “I could do so much more, Evan.
It's going to sound silly, but I’ ve always wanted to be a hair stylist.”

“That doesn’'t sound silly to me at all. So why aren’'t you doing it?” His grasp
tightened.

“Grant just started hisjob. | didn't want to start a new career until he got settled
inhis.”

“Bull.”

Shetried pulling her hand back. “It’strue.”

“It’s a cop-out and you know it. Baby, lifeis now. It's not a year or two away.
Live it to the fullest. That's what | love about our arrangement on the Street. | don't
have to wonder about what it would be like to have sex with other women. | candoit. |
don’'t have to imagine what a threesome or an orgy would be like. Done it. Don’t live
your life imagining what could have been. Do it now. Have no regrets.”

His deep voice and true words wrapped around her like a comforting blanket.
Zora leaned forward, needing to be close to him and wanting to kiss him to thank him.
Her skin tingled just looking at him. Then it felt itchy and now painful.

“Oh, my God.” She wiggled.

“What?’

“Oh, my God!” Zora leapt to her feet and pulled at her shirt and pants. “Get it
off! Get it off!”

Evan stood and pulled up the back of Zora s shirt. “Red ants!”

Without thinking of his own safety, Evan picked Zora up in his massive arms and
ran with her like she was a doll to apond. Taking a giant leap, he submerged them both
in the water.

“They won't drown. But it'll get them off of you.” He pulled up the back of her
shirt and wiped his hand down her bare back.

Zora ignored the cheers from the kids on skateboards and the strange looks from
the other park goers to wipe off the insects from her belly. Until the park ranger came
over to them, she was content to be attended to by Evan.

As Evan explained to the ranger Zora's dilemma, she continued splashing water
over her upper body, dousing her shirt like she was competing in a wet t-shirt contest.
Even with the ranger’ s stern warnings and dirt