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"Hey," I smiled as Cynthia drove past me in her brand-new Mercedes.

"Hey Charles," she smiled and waved.

Cynthia and her husband, Dennis, moved into the neighborhood three months ago, and she was the talk of the town, or the neighborhood, as we called it.

Dennis might have been the husband and the moneymaker, but Cynthia was, well, to put it lightly, incredible.

Every guy's mouth dropped as she walked by, and when she showed up at the neighborhood barbecue, every woman envied her.

Cynthia was drop-dead gorgeous with a body sculpted to impress. Of course, some of the neighborhood hens had to talk ill about her.

'She's fake, plastic, a Barbie doll,' were some rumors.

'She's cheating on her husband, she's a whore,' were others.

I never understood women. They quickly said that men were the root of all their problems when they were the fastest to tear each other down. Cynthia had done nothing wrong.

'Oh, you would say that you are a man; you don't know women like we do,' was the favorite saying whenever a guy said something.

'She's being passive aggressive; you just don't get it' was one of the worst lies ever told.

We knew exactly what it was: Cynthia was the new woman on the block. It happened every single time a new family moved in. Every single woman would get together and talk bad about the new woman until the next new woman moved in, and then the old one would join in with the rest of them.

It was a fact that women hated other women just for the fun of it for no other reason, and now Cynthia was the new person to hate.

I secretly thought Cynthia loved the hate and the attention; if anything, she stoked the fire now and then.

One day, Cynthia started running around the neighborhood in a bright red sports bra and matching shorts. You talk about a bouncing site to see going down the road.

Poor William, one of the men in the neighborhood, crashed his Corvette into a parked car. Leonard, who was watering his flower bed, turned the hose on his wife to blind her so he could stare longer.

A few days later, we all got an HOA notification saying we couldn't run in bright colors as they distracted drivers and may cause a hazard. The day after the notice, Cynthia ran in a dark purple sports bra and black leggings, which caused another notification.

I was utterly confident that Cynthia was doing it on purpose.

I parked my car, got out, and headed into my garage.

"Hey Charles?" I heard from behind me.

"Cynthia!" I beamed from ear to ear as she stood before me.

Wherever Cynthia worked, it must be a sight to see her daily walking around in a pencil skirt and dark blue blazer. The poor thing was trying to hold in her fantastic rack.

"Do you watch college basketball?" Cynthia asked, moving some hair from her eyes.

"Not really," I replied. "More of a football person myself."

"Oh," Cynthia said, a bit dejected.

"Why, what's up?" I asked.

"Dennis is having a hard time finding friends that want to watch the games with, and I wanted to ask if you would mind coming over and watching with him.

'And those fucking hens thought she was cheating!' I thought.

Here, Cynthia stood reaching out to a neighbor to watch basketball games with her husband.

"To think of it," I said as I walked out of the garage and looked across the cul-de-sac. "I have never seen you guys entertain anyone."

I would know. I lived right across the street from them.

"Do you blame us?" Cynthia asked as she looked down the street.

Already, a few of the women were staring directly at us and already talking.

"I am sure I am talking up the big black guy to come over and fuck me," Cynthia mocked them in a funny voice.

"You know us black guys we love to fuck married women," I did a funny voice with her as we looked at them.

"Look Suzie, I bet she is going to get pregnant by the big ape and he will leave her high and dry," Cynthia said as one of the women pointed to us.

"You know he just wants to bend her over and put his big black cock in her ass," I said as the other woman shook her head at us.

"Poor Dennis will be forced to raise another black child, because of him," Cynthia said as another woman joined the group.

I couldn't carry on as I started laughing. "You're too good," I smiled.

"I practice a lot," Cynthia smiled. "It gets me through the day."

"I would love to come over and watch," I said.

"Thank you!" Cynthia shook my hand. "I will try not to let Dennis bore you; he gets into it," she said, shaking her head.

"It can't be that bad," I shrugged.

"Oh, it's bad. He has a board, a laptop, and all the stats of each player," Cynthia shook her head. "It's really nerdy, but he is my nerd, and I love him."

'See! How could anyone talk bad about that?' I thought.

"Just let me know when," I told her.

"Thanks again," Cynthia waved as she walked across the cul-de-sac to her house.

I shook my head at the hens down the road and went into my house.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~
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It didn't take long for the rumor mill to spew thousands of rumors about Cynthia and me talking. Some were okay, like that we discussed the HOA and its new restrictions.

Then there were bad ones, like Cynthia trying to get me to help her get in shape to do more laps and make other people crash.

Then there were the awful ones like we were having an affair and meeting in secret.

It was the norm for living in a tight-knit community like this one. People couldn't stay in their own lanes.

Cynthia was right about one thing, though. Dennis was a huge nerd. It took him over an hour to explain everything happening in his den downstairs.

She wasn't kidding that he had a board and everything.

Cynthia apologized profusely after the first game. Dennis had made a computer program that simulated every game.

Eventually, I got used to it. Namely, because Cynthia was there, and she always dressed to impress, as usual: short skirts and tight tops. Plus, she made the best appetizers and finger foods.

The neighborhood hens finally stopped talking about Cynthia as a new victim had moved in, and now their attention was on her. 

They even tried to get Cynthia into their henhouse, but Cynthia refused to accept their invitation to a dinner party.

I was sure that her refusal would have returned their attention to her, but it didn't. I guess they knew Cynthia wasn't to be messed with and decided to leave her alone.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~
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Now that I hung out with Cynthia and Dennis nearly weekly and sometimes daily, it often boggled my mind how a nerd and introvert like Dennis got with someone like Cynthia, who was the total opposite.

I knew opposites attract, but on this scale, it was unbelievable. Cynthia liked being the life of the party; anywhere she went, she wanted the spotlight, demanded the spotlight, and dressed so that all eyes were on her.

Dennis hardly ever left the house, and when he did, he was so bundled up in clothes that he looked like a woolly mammoth. We went out, just the two of us, to a bar. It was sunny and humid, and Dennis still wore a hoodie and layers. He hardly spoke to anyone and wanted to leave as quickly as possible.

I thought he might have a social disorder or something that would explain it, but no, he just liked staying inside. At least when I didn't want to go out, it was because I genuinely wanted to stay inside, and I disliked crowds; he was always online. He played video games, watched others play games, and watched computer shows online. You name it, and he did it, but online.

After we went to the bar, Dennis wanted to show me where he hung out. I thought we would go out, and I dressed for the occasion, but I was sorely disappointed when he showed me a virtual game with avatars, talking to and meeting other people just like him through the virtual game.

"Big game, tonight," Dennis smiled as he opened the door for me.

"Yeah," I said, trying to be excited.

"The simulation says it will come down to the wire," Dennis said as he jumped into his oversized computer chair.

"Made your favorite," Cynthia said as she descended the stairs.

I loved it when she made potato skins with bacon and cheese. "You spoil me!" I said as I picked one up.

"Hot fucking hot!" I yelled as I threw it back onto the plate.

"You're so funny!" Cynthia laughed as she came close and wiped my hands with a wet cloth.

"Shhh!" Dennis said, watching the big screen as the players came out.

"It hasn't even started!" Cynthia rolled her eyes.

"I know, but they are naming the starters!" Dennis shifted in his seat and drank his avocado smoothie.

Cynthia sighed as she sat on the couch beside me.

I couldn't believe what she was wearing tonight: a crop top, jeans, and a baseball cap with her ponytail coming out the back.

The problem with any crop top that she wore was that it barely covered her huge breasts. Tonight, I could see the underside of her breasts. She wasn't wearing a bra.

Cynthia moved closer to me. In front of us was Dennis, who was utterly oblivious to his surroundings, especially his wife.

"Do You like?" Cynthia asked as she stared at me.

"Fuck yeah," I said as I looked at the back of Dennis's head as he was engrossed in the game before him on his enormous television.

Cynthia moved her hand to my groin. "I want it," she said.

"Guys!" Dennis exclaimed. "Trying to focus here!"

"Me too," Cynthia answered. "You could turn it up a little!"

I smiled as the volume of the game turned higher.

"My god!" Cynthia mouthed as she fished my cock out of my pants.

Her head immediately went down. "It looks like it would be a good night!" Dennis said, as his team was already leading.

"Yeah, it definitely looks that way," I said as Cynthia's mouth fell upon my cock.

I felt my cock enter Cynthia's mouth and go over her tongue. Then she shifted her head slightly to make it go down her throat.

Within moments, Cynthia's head bounced up and down faster in my lap, and I had my hand on her large breasts.

They weren't fake. These mammoth tits were all hers.

The sound of her sucking my cock was drowned out by the loud talking of the announcers and the sound of the game.

Dennis got up for a second, went straight to his board to put up some numbers, and then returned to his seat.

'Damn idiot,' I thought. If he had turned around, he would see his wife sucking my cock like it was the best lollipop she ever had.

"Shhh!" Cynthia put her finger to her mouth as she got up and took my hand, we left Dennis in his man cave and went upstairs.

"I just have to get this cock inside me," Cynthia said, pushing me down on their couch.

"No complaints there," I responded as I sat back on the couch.

Cynthia dropped her jeans to the floor and straddled me.

Her monster tits were in my face as she flung her baseball cap across the room.

"Fuck yes!" I said as I sucked on her nipples as Cynthia lowered herself onto my cock.

Her tight pussy gripped my cock as she slowly slid down onto it.

"My god," I said, feeling her walls constrict around my cock.

"So, much thicker, and longer," Cynthia said as she bit her lower lip. "You are going to stretch me out!"

Cynthia started to ride my cock hard and fast.

"Goddamn!" Cynthia yelled as I wrapped my arms around her and bounced her like a fuck doll onto my cock.

I stood up with my arms around her.

"Yes! Fuck me!" Cynthia yelled. "Use me! Fuck me like I deserve!"

Cynthia's legs wrapped around my waist, and her arms were around my neck as I stood in their living room.

I could feel her tight grip on my cock as I bounced Cynthia up and down on me. I had been waiting for a moment like this for months.

The harder I bounced Cynthia on my cock, the louder she got; I was sure the whole neighborhood could hear her screaming my name.

"Cynthia?" Dennis's voice came through the loud sound of us fucking.

"Go back to your game sweetheart," Cynthia said as she looked at him over my shoulder. "Charles is just enjoying his new play toy."

"I don't...." Charles started to say.

"You heard her," I said as my head went down to suck on her tits. "I will be down after I am done."

"Oh, okay," Dennis said as he turned around and went back down the stairs.

"You
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