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Chapter one



The late afternoon sun hung low over Johnny’s quiet suburban neighborhood, casting long shadows across his modest backyard. The air was warm, thick with the scent of freshly cut grass and blooming jasmine from the nearby fence line. Johnny, a lanky 22-year-old college student with tousled brown hair and nervous green eyes, paced near his weathered patio table, his palms sweaty as he muttered to himself. He was dressed in a simple button-up shirt and jeans, an outfit he’d agonized over for his first real date with a girl from his sociology class, Emily. She was sweet, with a shy smile that made his stomach flip, but the pressure of making a good impression gnawed at him. He’d never been good with women—hell, he’d barely kissed anyone beyond a clumsy high school make-out session. The weight of his inexperience pressed down on him like a physical thing, making his chest tight as he rehearsed what he’d say when he picked her up in an hour. 

“Shit, what if I mess this up?” he grumbled under his breath, running a hand through his hair for the tenth time. “Hey, Emily, you look nice—fuck, that’s lame. Hey, I’m glad we’re doing this—no, too desperate. Goddamn it, why is this so hard?”

His self-deprecating spiral was interrupted by a sultry voice from across the fence. “You look like you could use some help, Johnny.”

Johnny froze, his heart skipping a beat as he turned toward the sound. There, stepping out onto her patio, was Naomi Marks, his neighbor of the past few years. At 38, Naomi was a vision of confidence and raw sexuality, her presence magnetic in a way that always left Johnny tongue-tied. Today, she wore a tight sundress, the thin red fabric clinging to every curve of her body—her full breasts straining against the low neckline, her wide hips swaying with each step, and her long, tanned legs gleaming in the sunlight. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her full lips curled into a knowing smirk as she caught his stare. Naomi was married to Marcus, a towering Black man with a physique that looked carved from stone and a deep, commanding voice that could fill a room. Johnny had always been intimidated by Marcus, but Naomi… she was something else entirely. She exuded a dangerous kind of allure, the kind that made Johnny’s pulse race and his thoughts wander to places he knew they shouldn’t.

Naomi sauntered over to the low wooden fence separating their yards, her hips rolling with deliberate intent. She leaned against it, her arms crossed just under her chest, pushing her cleavage up in a way that made Johnny’s mouth go dry. “First dates can be nerve-wracking,” she purred, her voice low and teasing, dripping with a warmth that sent a shiver down his spine. Her fingers toyed with the hem of her dress, pulling it up just enough to expose an extra inch of smooth thigh. “But confidence is key. And sometimes, a little practice helps.”

Johnny swallowed hard, his eyes darting to the swell of her breasts before he forced himself to meet her gaze. Her dark eyes sparkled with mischief, and he felt like a deer caught in headlights. “I, uh… yeah, I guess I’m just… nervous,” he stammered, his voice cracking slightly. He shoved his hands into his pockets to hide how much they were trembling.

Naomi’s smirk widened as she stepped closer, her body now pressed lightly against the fence, the wood creaking under her weight. “Nervous is cute,” she said, her tone almost predatory. “But you don’t have to be. Not with me.” She tilted her head, her gaze traveling down his body before snapping back to his face. “Have you ever been with a woman who knows what she wants, Johnny?”

The question hit him like a punch to the gut, heat flooding his cheeks and a very different kind of heat pooling lower. He opened his mouth to respond, but no words came out—just a choked sound that made Naomi chuckle softly. Before he could even process what was happening, she stepped over the low fence with an effortless grace, closing the distance between them in a heartbeat. The scent of her perfume—something spicy and intoxicating—washed over him as she stood mere inches away, her presence overwhelming.

“Naomi, I—” he started, but she cut him off with a finger pressed to his lips, her touch sending an electric jolt through him.

“Shh,” she whispered, her voice a seductive caress. “Let me help you, baby. You don’t need to say a thing.”

Johnny’s breath hitched as Naomi sank to her knees in front of him, right there in his backyard, the grass soft beneath her. His mind screamed at him to stop her, to say something about Marcus or boundaries or the fact that anyone could see them, but his body betrayed him, frozen in place as her hands reached for the waistband of his jeans. Her fingers deftly undid the button and tugged down the zipper, the sound obscenely loud in the quiet afternoon. His cock was already straining against his boxers, and when she pulled the fabric down, it sprang free, hard and throbbing in the warm air.

“Fuck,” Naomi breathed, her eyes glinting with hunger as she wrapped her manicured fingers around his shaft, giving it a slow, teasing stroke. “Look at this pretty cock. You’ve been hiding this from me, huh?”

Johnny’s knees nearly buckled at her words, a strangled groan escaping his throat. He’d never heard anyone talk like that, let alone about him. Before he could even attempt to respond, Naomi leaned forward, her full lips parting as she took the tip of his cock into her mouth. The wet heat was instantaneous and overwhelming, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head with practiced skill. She moaned softly, the vibration sending shockwaves through him as she sucked gently, her lips stretching around him in a way that was both obscene and mesmerizing.

“Oh, God,” Johnny gasped, his hands instinctively reaching for her hair, his fingers tangling in the dark strands as she took him deeper. Her mouth was relentless, sliding down his length until he felt the back of her throat, her nose brushing against his pelvis. She gagged slightly, the sound wet and filthy, but she didn’t pull back—instead, she hollowed her cheeks and sucked harder, her tongue flicking along the underside of his shaft.

Naomi pulled off for a moment, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock as she looked up at him with watery eyes and a wicked grin. “Fuck my mouth, Johnny,” she rasped, her voice thick with lust. “Show me how you’d treat your date. Don’t hold back.” With one hand, she began unbuttoning the top of her sundress, revealing the black lace of her bra and the swell of her tits as she worked. Her other hand stayed on his cock, stroking him firmly as she waited for him to move.

Johnny’s mind was a haze of need and disbelief, but her words spurred him into action. Hesitantly at first, he thrust his hips forward, sliding back into the wet heat of her mouth. Naomi moaned encouragingly, her hands gripping his thighs as she let him set the pace. Emboldened, he tightened his grip on her hair and thrust harder, the sensation of her throat opening for him driving him wild. She gagged again, louder this time, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes, but the look she gave him—pure, unadulterated desire—told him she loved every second of it.

“Fuck, Naomi,” he groaned, his voice rough and unfamiliar to his own ears. “Your mouth feels so fucking good. I can’t—shit, I can’t hold on.”

She hummed around him, the sound vibrating through his cock as she took him even deeper, her lips stretched wide and glistening with spit. Her tits bounced slightly with each of his thrusts, barely contained by the lace of her bra, and the sight pushed him closer to the edge. His balls tightened, the pressure building to an unbearable peak, and with a guttural moan, he came hard, his hips jerking uncontrollably as he spilled down her throat. Naomi didn’t flinch—she swallowed every drop, her throat working around him as she milked him dry, her moans muffled but unmistakable.

When it was over, Johnny staggered back a step, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. Naomi slowly pulled off, wiping her lips with the back of her hand as she stood, smoothing her dress back into place with a casual grace that belied what had just happened. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips swollen and glistening, and her eyes sparkled with a mix of satisfaction and amusement.

“Now you know what it feels like to be wanted,” she purred, stepping close to press a soft, lingering kiss to his cheek. Her breath was warm against his skin, and the faint taste of himself on her lips made his head spin. “But remember, Johnny—this stays between us.”

She stepped back, giving him a final, secretive smile before turning to head back to her yard. Johnny stood there, still reeling, his jeans half-undone and his mind a chaotic mess of guilt, thrill, and lingering arousal. He watched as Naomi crossed the fence, her hips swaying with that same deliberate intent, and disappeared onto her patio.

Just as he thought he might collapse into a chair to process what the hell had just happened, a deep, booming voice cut through the air from Naomi’s house. “Babe, where’d you go?”

Johnny’s stomach twisted, a cold wave of reality crashing over him. That was Marcus—Naomi’s husband, a man who could probably snap Johnny in half without breaking a sweat. Naomi’s voice rang out in response, light and teasing. “Coming, baby!” she called back, her tone giving nothing away as she waved one last time at Johnny, her smile as enigmatic as ever.

Johnny sank into the nearest chair, his legs shaky as he zipped up his jeans with trembling hands. His mind raced with a thousand conflicting thoughts. What the fuck had he just done? Naomi was married—married to a man who could crush him, no less. And yet, the memory of her mouth on him, the way she’d looked up at him with such raw desire, made his cock twitch even now, despite everything. He felt a strange mix of excitement and dread coiling in his gut. This wasn’t just a one-time thing—he could feel it. Naomi had opened a door he wasn’t sure he could close, and the game she was playing was one he didn’t fully understand.

What would Marcus think if he found out? The thought sent a shiver down Johnny’s spine, but beneath the fear, there was something else—a dark, thrilling curiosity. How far would this go? And more importantly, did he even want it to stop?

As the sun dipped lower, casting his backyard in shades of orange and gold, Johnny sat there, staring at the fence that separated his world from Naomi’s. His date with Emily was still an hour away, but already, it felt like a distant, insignificant thing compared to the wildfire Naomi had just ignited in him. He didn’t know what tomorrow would bring, but one thing was certain: his quiet, predictable life had just been turned upside down, and he wasn’t sure he minded.








  
  
Chapter two



The evening air was cool against Johnny’s skin as he walked the short distance from his small house to Naomi’s place, his heart pounding in his chest. It had been a few days since the mind-blowing encounter in his backyard, and he hadn’t been able to think of much else since. Naomi’s sultry voice, her wet mouth on him, the way she’d swallowed him down—it played on a loop in his mind, keeping him awake at night with a mix of guilt and aching desire. So when she’d texted him earlier that day, casually asking if he could come over to help with a “project,” he hadn’t even hesitated to say yes, despite the nervous knot in his stomach. Deep down, he knew it wasn’t about any innocent task, and the thought both thrilled and terrified him. 

Johnny reached the front door of Naomi and Marcus’s sleek, modern home, the porch light casting a warm glow over the neatly trimmed lawn. He adjusted his plain t-shirt and jeans, feeling underdressed even though he had no idea what to expect. Before he could overthink it, he knocked, the sound echoing in the quiet suburban evening. The door swung open almost immediately, revealing Naomi in all her breathtaking glory. She wore a sheer black robe that left nothing to the imagination, the thin fabric clinging to her curves and barely concealing the swell of her full breasts or the dark triangle between her thighs. Her dark hair was swept over one shoulder, and her lips curled into a predatory smile as her eyes raked over him.

“Johnny,” she purred, stepping aside to let him in. “So glad you could make it.”

Johnny swallowed hard, his throat dry as he stepped into the house, the scent of her spicy perfume enveloping him. “Uh, yeah, no problem,” he mumbled, his voice betraying his nerves. “What’s the… project?”

Naomi’s laugh was low and teasing as she closed the door behind him. “Oh, you’ll see.” She led him into the spacious living room, her hips swaying with each step, the robe fluttering around her thighs. Johnny’s eyes darted around, taking in the modern decor—plush gray couches, a sleek glass coffee table, and soft lighting that cast an intimate glow over everything. And then he saw Marcus.

Marcus lounged on the couch, one arm draped over the backrest, a glass of amber liquid in his other hand. The man was a presence, his muscular frame filling the space with an air of quiet dominance. He wore a fitted black t-shirt that strained against his broad chest and dark jeans, his dark eyes locking onto Johnny with an intensity that made his stomach flip. Marcus’s lips twitched into a smirk as he took a slow sip of his drink, never breaking eye contact.

“Johnny’s here to help me with something,” Naomi said, her voice dripping with innuendo as she glanced at her husband. She moved to stand beside Johnny, her hand brushing against his arm in a way that sent a jolt through him.

Marcus’s smirk deepened, his gaze flicking between the two of them. “Is that so?” he rumbled, his deep voice resonating in the room. He set his glass down on the coffee table with a deliberate clink, leaning forward slightly. “Well, don’t let me stop you.”

Johnny’s breath hitched as Naomi sat down beside him on the opposite couch, her thigh pressing against his. Her hand rested on his leg, her fingers tracing small, teasing circles just above his knee. The heat of her touch burned through his jeans, and he felt himself hardening already, his body betraying him under her knowing gaze. “He’s been such a good boy,” Naomi murmured, her voice a seductive whisper as she leaned in closer, her breath warm against his ear. “I think he deserves a reward.”








