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The heat had a way of sticking to everything that summer, a syrupy shimmer in the air that made the whole neighborhood feel half-asleep. John Armstrong’s sedan rolled into the driveway of their perfect suburban house, sunlight glancing off the windshield, lawns cut within an inch of their lives. The world looked steady, safe—so different from where John Armstrong had been not long ago.

He cut the engine and sat there a moment, feeling the sweat collect under his collar. 

For John, walking through that front door was a ritual of relief. Each day he returned to this—the plush grey carpet, the smell of lemon polish, the profound, almost shocking safety of it all—was a day he celebrated silently. It was a far cry from the cold, echoing cacophony of county lockup, a 16-week nightmare he was still shaking off. He still bristled, thinking about that goddamn judge and his smug, personal vendetta: "Just because you're an attorney, Mr. Armstrong, doesn't mean you're above the law yourself!" 

But here, with the scent of hydrangeas drifting in from the garden, it was easier to forget.

John's tie was crooked, his stomach was pressing uncomfortably against the seatbelt, and his brain still throbbed from the endless day of arguing over contracts that would be forgotten next quarter. 

But for once, he didn’t feel cursed. Things were finally, mercifully back to normal. The nightmare of his DUI months—county jail, the whispers at the firm, the humiliating silence from his colleagues—was fading into memory. Amazingly, his life had survived the wreckage.

And tonight, he told himself, maybe his reward would be waiting poolside.

He pictured it—the sun melting behind the fence, Stacey stretched out in a bright bikini by the new pool, the one he’d paid for partly out of guilt, partly out of lust. She’d flash him that teasing smile, the one that said I forgive you, but don’t push it.

He smiled at the thought and stepped through the side gate. The air was heavy with honeysuckle and the smell of fresh-cut grass. But instead of a bikini-clad goddess, he found his wife gardening.  

Stacey was bent over a ceramic pot of vibrant petunias, a watering can in her hand. 

Her sundress, a flimsy piece of yellow cotton, had ridden up her thighs, offering him a breathtaking view of her magnificent, round bottom. The outline of her thong was a faint promise beneath the fabric. Her chestnut hair, thick and long and dark and smelling of coconut and summer, fell over her slender shoulders. Even from behind, he could sense her smile.

And for a long, silent second, John forgot how to breathe. 

Something in his wife's posture—the easy sway of her stance, the unselfconscious strength in her body—made him feel small. There was nothing delicate about her beauty. It was generous, radiant, physical in a way that felt ancient. She looked like she belonged to some older world, one where softness and abundance meant power.

The sun turned her skin into porcelain, soft and glowing. Her silky hair was piled up messily, a few damp strands clinging to her neck. When she straightened up and saw him watching, her eyes went wide, then brightened into a mischievous grin.

“Well, look who finally escaped the law library,” she said, waving the hose. “You’re home early.”

“I was hoping you’d be in the pool,” he muttered, trying not to sound like a man defeated by cotton fabric. “I mean, what’s the point of buying a six-figure pool if my wife insists on—”

“—watering plants instead of parading around half-naked?” she finished for him, laughing. “Maybe you should’ve thought of that before someone went and spent a few months in county lockup.”

He winced but couldn’t help smiling. “You’re never gonna let that go, are you?”

“Not when it gets me new pools and diamond earrings.”

She winked, and just like that, the tension that had sparked between them fizzled into something playful. He crossed the lawn, slipped his arm around her waist, and kissed her neck. Her skin smelled like sunscreen and peaches.

“You know,” he murmured, “we’ve still got an hour of sunlight left. Want to try the water?”

Her laugh came out low and musical. “You just want to see me in that bikini.”

“I didn’t hear a no.”

“Fine, Mr. Bigshot Lawyer,” she teased, stepping away. “Give me five minutes.”

He’d followed her into the cool, dim interior of the house like a devoted puppy, but she’d pointed a firm, perfectly manicured finger at the leather sofa. “Wait.”

He obeyed, tugging off his tie as the air conditioner blasted him with relief. 

A few impatient minutes later, the bedroom door creaked open—and his patience was rewarded.

When Stacey reappeared in the archway of the living room, time didn’t just stop; it reversed, twisted, and rebooted solely for this moment. She was a vision crafted solely for his ruin. A silky, pink robe was draped over her shoulders. She held his gaze, a sly, knowing smile playing on her lips. With a torturously slow movement, she shrugged her shoulders.

The robe slid down her arms, a whisper of expensive silk, and pooled in a soft heap at her feet, encircling her painted toes.

John’s breath evaporated.

Her bikini was an act of war on his senses. 

Two minuscule triangles of crimson fabric struggled to contain the overwhelming swell of her breasts, the deep cleavage a shadowy promise of paradise. The bottoms were a mere string, cutting high on her hips, framing the soft, pale mound of her Venus and the impossibly generous curve of her hips and ass. Her stomach was flat, pale, and utterly kissable. Every perfect, baby-making inch of her was on display, a masterpiece of abundance he felt utterly unworthy of.

A sound, something between a gasp and a groan, escaped him. He moved toward her, driven by a primal need to touch, to claim, to taste.

Stacey took a swift, Staceyful step backward, her hand coming up. “Uh-uh. Calm down, tiger.” Her voice was a low, thrilling murmur. “I want you to save your strength for later tonight.”

He pouted, exaggeratedly. “You’re killing me here.”

“Mm, you’ll live.”

Then—horns blaring. Shouting. Tires squealing.

John froze, his desire instantly cooling into confusion. Stacey’s teasing expression melted into one of startled curiosity.

Outside, the noise grew louder, spilling into their perfect little bubble. John frowned, moving toward the front door. Stacey followed close behind, her hand brushing his arm as she wrapped her silk robe around her torso for protection.

The young white married couple stepped onto the porch together, squinting into the fading light—

—and that’s when they saw movement down the block, their peaceful street suddenly alive with chaos.

At first John thought the sound was just teenagers racing down the main road again, but as he and Stacey stepped onto the porch, they saw the flash of hazard lights at the end of the street.

A long black limousine idled there, gleaming like oil in the sunset. Behind it sat the Johnsons’ Jeep Cherokee, its front bumper pressed into the limo’s rear. The scene had drawn a few neighbors from their driveways, all pretending to check their mail while they gawked.

Andy Johnson—broad-shouldered, balding, perpetually red-faced from drink or ego—was already in full performance mode. He was jabbing a finger at a man who stood between the two cars. The stranger was huge, dark-skinned, composed, wearing a suit that looked like it cost more than John’s car. It was hard to see the details of his face, but he looked... serious. And very black. 

“Good Lord,” Stacey whispered. “Who drives a limo down this street?”

John didn’t answer. He was too busy studying the Black man’s stillness—the way he didn’t flinch, didn’t retreat, didn’t even bother to raise his voice. It wasn’t a standoff; it was a demonstration. The stranger’s calm felt more dangerous than Andy’s shouting.

Andy barked something sharp and took a step forward, arm lifting as if to punctuate his threat—but the other man caught his wrist mid-air, not roughly, just enough to stop it cold. The motion was so fast, so clean, it didn’t even look real. 

For a heartbeat the two men were frozen there, every muscle taut, the sun gleaming on the Black stranger’s cufflinks. 

Andy was thrown down, kicked several times until he curled up in the fetus position, a shiny black boot resting on his throat now. 

Then Andy’s wife, Rebecca Johnson, appeared from the Jeep—a small redheaded woman in pearls and a floral blouse, her face pale and strained. She rushed between them, hands up, murmuring something desperate. The suited African-American man relaxed his hold on the beaten man's neck instantly, backing off half a step, his expression still unreadable from the distance.

The woman fumbled for her phone. He said something to her—quietly, evenly—and for a strange second she just stared up at him. Then she nodded, tapped something into the phone, and handed it over. The much larger Black man looked at the screen, then returned it to the redhead (obviously not expecting that big shiny diamond on her finger) with a slight nod before walking back toward the limousine.

Andy got up. But he kept his head bowed low, his sad defeated eyes focused on the pavement while the tall dark stranger said something that made Rebecca Johnson throw her red hair back with rich laughter.

The onlookers started murmuring again. 

The limo’s door opened, a driver in dark sunglasses stepped out, and within seconds, the big Black man was gone—sliding into the back seat as if the whole thing had been a business meeting instead of a major physical altercation between two grown males.

The limousine eased away down the street, the scent of exhaust mingling with cut grass.

Stacey exhaled slowly. “That was... intense.”

John nodded, but he couldn’t quite shake the image of the other woman obviously giving her phone number to the Black man standing over her husband's defeated body. “Did you see that? Did you see what I just saw?"

“Andy probably deserved it,” Stacey answered, half to herself. Then she turned, her gaze softening on her husband. “You’re gripping the railing.”

He glanced down, surprised to see his knuckles white. “Guess I got worked up.”

“Mm. Maybe you’re not as calm under pressure as Mr. Limo,” she teased, trying to lighten it, but there was still a tremor under her voice.

As they stepped back inside, the air-conditioning hit them, but the tension lingered. John found himself staring out the window toward the empty street. Something about that brief, wordless exchange wouldn’t leave him—the power of it, the man’s effortless command.

Behind him, Stacey said gently, “Hey.”

He turned. She was smiling again, faintly, the way she did when she wanted to pull him out of his head. “Still want to swim?”

He hesitated, then nodded. “Yeah. Yeah, I do.”

She brushed his arm as she passed, a casual touch that still left heat behind. Whatever had just happened outside, it made the quiet inside their house feel suddenly fragile—and alive.

"Knock! KNOCK! KNOCK!"

The sound of the knocking was so deep it seemed to shake the air. Not polite taps, but a deliberate, weighted thuds that made John’s pulse jump.

He froze halfway down the hall, towel still in his hand. “Who the hell—”

Another knocking, slower this time.

John crossed the foyer, already uneasy, and pulled the door open. The late sun caught on the glass, throwing glare into his eyes. Then the light shifted, and he saw who it was.

Lester "Brick" Cole.

For a moment John couldn’t speak.

Brick stood tall—at least six foot two—and carried himself with the effortless confidence of a natural-born athlete, someone born to dominate and lead men in the daytime and use their wives in the nighttime. His head was shaved smooth, not from impending baldness, but because it sharpened his presence, made him look even more formidable. His skin was deep and dark, and after sharing a prison cell with him for so long, John knew all too well that Brick was packing a weapon that was slightly darker than the rest of him, with a monstrous plum-colored head, balls that looked almost cartoonishly large. But Brick's strength wasn’t limited to his physique—he was intimidating in every sense of the word.

Brick could shift in an instant—from loud, cocky, and fearless to quiet and calculating, a watcher in the crowd with eyes that missed nothing. And he had a past that hinted at the life he might’ve led. One late night in their cell, as the air filled with the thick, chemical haze of synthetic weed, Brick had mumbled through a lazy grin that he’d once been a nationally ranked basketball prospect. Major Division I schools had courted him, but after his grandmother died, everything unraveled—he started selling weed to fund his habit, skipped graduation altogether, and by the time the offers dried up, he was already making more money on the streets than college basketball ever promised him.

And now, inexplicably, the man stood there, at John's house, just as broad, just as Black, just as still, as he had been at the end of the street. The tailored suit looked like it had been sculpted onto him; even his tie seemed heavy with authority. His expression was calm, but his wide cunning eyes had that same penetrating sharpness John remembered from jail—like he could see everything behind your words before you said them.

“Hey, whiteboy, miss me?” Brick said quietly. His voice was smooth, lower than John remembered. “Long time, partner!"

For a moment, John couldn’t make words. Old memories pressed in—the clang of metal, the smell of disinfectant, Brick's laugh echoing off gray walls. He stammered out a greeting, something like surprise and dread stitched together.

“Mind if I come in, whiteboy?”

He hesitated. The instinct to say no rose up fast—but his hand was already moving, holding the door wider.

Brick stepped inside, his presence filling the hallway. The air seemed to tighten around him. He glanced once around the room, taking in the clean lines, the framed wedding photos, the bowl of keys on the entry table. “Nice place, whiteboy” he said. “You weren't lying about having some money. Looks like you landed on your feet.”

John tried to laugh. It came out thin. “Yeah. Guess I got lucky.”

That word hung in the air. Lucky.

He’d told himself he’d never see this man again. Last he’d heard, Brick was waiting on a transfer to a state facility—twenty years, no parole. How he was standing here, free, in an immaculate suit and with a limo outside, John couldn’t begin to guess.

"Brick , how did you find me?"

“Relax, whiteboy,” Brick said, reading him. “I’m not here for trouble. I just wanted to... reconnect. Talk, maybe.”

John opened his mouth to respond, but before he could, he heard Stacey’s voice from the hallway behind him. “John? Who is it?”

He turned sharply. His wife had already come halfway down the hall, looking puzzled, hair still damp from the shower. She stopped when she saw the stranger at their door.

"Mr. Limo?" Stacey smiled. 

The recessed lights in their vaulted foyer now became a spotlight, glinting off the crimson triangles of fabric that did a laughable job of containing her. The bikini was little more than strings and sheer audacity, a slash of intense red against the breathtaking canvas of her skin.

Her breasts, pale and milky and so profoundly full, were pushed up and out by the scant top, forming a deep, shadowed valley that seemed to draw all the light from the yard. They were heavy, jutting orbs, their weight evident in the way they settled with a soft, promising sway as she took a step onto the warm patio stone. The crimson fabric strained at its delicate ties, each gentle movement causing a tantalizing tremble that John, from his periphery, saw Brick's eyes track with the focus of a predator sighting prey.

Her waist nipped in dramatically before flaring out to the magnificent curve of her hips and the glorious, round swell of her backside. The bikini bottom was a tiny, scarlet frame for the two firm, wobbly orbs of her ass. Each cheek was a perfect, plump hemisphere, seeming to defy gravity as she walked, a hypnotic, jiggling bounce that was both innocent and profoundly carnal. Her skin, smooth and unblemished, glowed in the light, a stark, creamy contrast to the dark tan lines that hinted at more modest swimwear.

Her dark hair was piled into a messy, untamed bun, tendrils escaping to frame her angelic face and curl against the slender column of her neck. 

Stacey was a vision of voluptuous perfection, a fertility goddess in a suburban backyard, and John felt a familiar, aching mix of pride and piercing inadequacy.

“I was going to say, the water looks perfect, outside, dear,” she said, looking uncertain because of the stranger's presence, her voice a little breathless.

Brick didn’t speak. He kept his large ebony hands clasped in front of him. Standing just inside the door, he watched her, a slow, deep smile spreading across his broad ebony face. It wasn’t a friendly smile. It was a smile of ownership, of appreciation for a prize he already considered his. 

Now his large brown eyes, dark and hungry, traveled down her curvy white body and back up again, leaving a visible trail of heat on her skin. 

Stacey blushed, a deep rose color rising on her cheeks and chest, but she didn’t look away. It almost looked like she was basking in the raw, unfiltered intensity of the dark stranger's inappropriate stare.

Brick's gaze shifted, measured, unhurried. The silence stretched a beat too long before he smiled. “You must be Stacey,” he finally said, his tone unreadable. "Damn Stacey, you look as sexy as you do in all of John's stories, yo, for real."

John felt his throat tighten. The air was thick with memory and embarrassment, and something else he couldn’t name.

Stacey glanced between them, trying to piece it together. “John... this is?”

"Lester Cole,” he managed. “Although everyone just calls him Brick. We... we knew each other a while back.”

The two men stood there, an invisible current running between them, while Stacey’s mostly nude presence turned the ordinary foyer into a place that suddenly felt like a stage.

“Right, right, an old acquaintance of your husband’s,” Brick suddenly added. “We shared a little time together, a while back.”

The words hung there, too casual and too deliberate at once. Stacey’s face shifted—recognition dawning. She looked at John, waiting for him to explain.

“Brick and I... we were in county together,” John said finally, forcing the words out. “During the DUI thing.”

Stacey’s eyebrows lifted slightly, but she nodded, offering a polite smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “I see.”

Brick's gaze didn’t waver. “He talked about you a lot,” he said evenly. “You were kind of the reason he kept his head up.”

The silence that followed was taut as wire.

And John could feel his pulse in his neck as he tried to think of a way to usher Brick back to his limo. The man’s presence filled the foyer; even the air felt denser with him in it. “Hey, man, it’s good to see you,” John said, forcing a grin that didn’t quite hold. “But we were just about to—”

Brick didn’t let him finish. He smiled—slow, easy, practiced. “About to what, whiteboy? Relax? Catch some sun on that pasty skin, princess?” His eyes flicked toward Stacey, who had folded her arms, her robe tied hastily at the waist. “Why don’t we all sit out back a while? Feels like old times, right? A drink, some fresh air. I drove a long way to come see you.”

There was no polite way to refuse. 

Within minutes they were outside, the three of them around the small glass table near the pool. 

The water reflected shards of light up onto Stacey’s face, which was still touched with color from embarrassment. She'd already wrapped herself up in her robe because of the stranger's sudden appearance. And Stacey kept fussing with the knot of her robe, as though the fabric were the only barrier holding her world together.

John poured drinks with trembling hands, trying to look casual. Brick , his dark skin darker in the little sunlight left, lounged easily in his chair, the suit jacket open now, the sun glinting off the gold of his watch. He took a sip, smacked his lips approvingly, and let his gaze wander. “Man, look at you, whiteboy,” he said with a chuckle. “House like this, wifey like that. Didn’t think I’d see the day.”

John laughed awkwardly. “Yeah, well... life’s different on the outside.”

“Show'is,” Brick said. “And you—” he turned his attention to Stacey—“you’re the kind of blessing a man’s supposed to be grateful for.”

Stacey looked down quickly, her fingers tightening around her glass. The compliment, though politely phrased, carried a weight that made John’s stomach twist.

Before either could reply, Brick's phone buzzed. He glanced at the screen and stood. “Excuse me a minute, y’all. Business don’t stop for us grinding brothas, even for the mfer Sabbath.”

He walked a few steps away, voice low and easy on the call. John and Stacey sat frozen in the uneasy silence that followed.

“What does he want?” Stacey whispered, tugging at her robe as though she could make herself smaller.

John’s mouth was dry. “I don’t know. Probably money. What else do these guys want?”

“Mr. Limo? Why would someone with a limo need money?” she asked, her tone breaking somewhere between fear and disbelief.

“If you think that guy has a freaking penny to his name, you’re freaking crazier than I freaking thought,” John muttered. But his confidence wavered as he said it.

When Brick returned, his smile was back in place, that relaxed authority radiating off him. “Apologies for stepping away,” he said, dropping into his chair. His gaze lingered on Stacey. “Didn’t mean to leave such a beautiful woman unattended, looking like a peach.”

“She wasn’t alone,” John said quickly, but the words sounded small even to him.

Brick made a low, dismissive sound and waved a hand. “You know what I mean. Now, what were we talking about? Right, we were talking about me. My life. My successes.”

The well-clothed Black man leaned back, folding his large spindly ebony fingers over his suited stomach, the movement deliberate, unhurried. “I’ve been blessed, whiteboy, Stacey,” he said. “Truly. Lord pulled me up out the mud. After I got out of the joint, I started doing my own thing—posting some workouts, you know, the kind you do when all you got is four walls and a concrete floor. They were on Youtube.” He chuckled, shaking his head. “People loved it, shit. Fuck. Channel fucking blew up. Million subs before I could even count them Youtube checks, you feel me?”

Stacey blinked. “You’re... you’re a YouTuber?”

“Entrepreneur,” Brick corrected smoothly. “I’ve got a few irons in the fire now—fitness brand, supplements, speaking gigs. Jet Magazine called me ‘Black Entrepreneur of the Year’ last spring. Shit, baby, like damn, I just go where the blessings flow, you feel me?”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Bobbi lL.ove

BUEKGIENHotwife/ Femdom Erotica





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





