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	one

	 

	Jeremy finished reading Darius’ new contract one last time before signing off  on it. He needed to ensure the streamer hadn’t slipped any language into the  document after his last round of approvals. He also needed to check that it  made sense.  

	Too many paralegals were using AI to generate documents and never  checked to make sure the computer brain wasn’t hallucinating. It was becoming a serious problem in the legal profession. He hated that everyone seemed  to want a shortcut these days. Jeremy understood that he’d learned valuable  lessons by methodically climbing the ladder and doing all the scut work himself. It was where he’d developed his critical thinking skills.  

	Lately, he’d been applying those skills to getting a handle on his boss,  Tommy Siegel. He was determined to knock that bastard down a peg no matter  what it took. But he was learning that Tommy was a clever man—just as clever  as Jeremy—and he kept his bodies sagely buried. It didn’t help that everyone  seemed to owe Tommy something, which meant no one was inclined to help  Jeremy.  

	Darius wished him good luck, but made it clear he would not be helping  Jeremy on his revenge mission. Too much of the retired football player’s business dealings were tied up with Tommy. He understood. He’d gotten to endlessly fuck the Black man’s gorgeous younger wife while they were in LA  on business, so Jeremy decided the man had done enough. Until Darius  stretched Jeremy’s wife, April, with that monster cock of his. They’d never be  even again after that.  

	Jeremy tried delicately fishing around at work, but it went nowhere—  probably because he had to be so subtle that no one understood what he wanted. He had no interest in attracting attention from Stirling Sports Management’s in-house leg breaker, and Tommy’s personal henchman, Sammy. The  squat, powerful man could snap Jeremy like a twig.  

	The stunning sapphire waters of South Florida beckoned outside his office  windows. He pushed the contract aside and stared at their gentle motion, hoping for inspiration. Mostly what he got was sunblind from the fiery tropical sun  reflecting off that water. Maybe a walk on the beach will give me a revelation, he  thought.  

	“Have you finished with the contract, Mr. Sampson? Mr. Siegel has been  looking for it.”  

	His assistant Liliana’s lightly accented voice snapped him out of his reverie.  She was South Florida born and raised, but having two Cuban immigrant parents had given her just a tinge of the island’s accent. He spun around in his  chair to face his office. The sight of Liliana was just as stunning as his ocean  view.  

	She was a ridiculously curvy Latina in her twenties with jet-black hair all  the way down her back. Her figure was highlighted by the standard office attire for Stirling, a figure-hugging, jewel-tone sheath that stopped well short of  her knees. The dress code wasn’t in writing, but Jeremy still didn’t understand  how the company hadn’t been sued for sexual harassment. Maybe that’s my  leverage against Tommy, he considered.  

	“I finished a few minutes ago. I want to let it sit for a minute to make sure I  didn’t forget anything, and then you can send it on over to him,” he said.  “That’s easy for you to say. You’re not the one who has to keep telling Mr.  Siegel he must wait. Is there anything I can do to help clear your mind, Mr.  Sampson?”  

	Liliana planted both hands on the edge of his desk and leaned forward,  pushing a deep valley of tanned cleavage in his face. Gold chains, one holding  a Saint Christopher medal, dangled there. Protect us indeed, he thought, recognizing the obvious offer from his assistant. A weaker man would have taken  the gorgeous young woman up on that offer in a heartbeat.  

	Jeremy wasn’t clear why he didn’t. That sort of thing went on all the time at  Stirling—maybe even daily—so he didn’t fear for his job. And he was in an  open marriage now. He and April had only slept with their neighbors so far,  but they’d never discussed that their field was limited to the people who lived  on Milford Court. She and Richelle flirted with those two younger guys at that beach club. Would it have been okay if April had fucked one of them? The  thought of it made his cock pulse, weakening his resolve to behave in the of-  fice.  

	“Go ahead and shut the door, Liliana.”  

	His assistant smiled and sashayed over to close the door and drew the  blinds over the glass wall between his office and the open floor. The offices  were like fishbowls at Stirling. She came around to his side of the desk and set  a hip on the edge, hiking her dress dangerously high. He might have spied a  flash of black lace between her thighs.  

	She’d been pushing to take care of all of Jeremy’s needs for the couple of  months he’d been at Stirling and must have thought it was finally going to happen. He’d wondered more than once if there was a punishment for Liliana if  she didn’t seduce him. He originally thought that his sexy assistant was part of  Tommy’s plan to fuck April. Get Jeremy to sleep with Liliana, and his wife  would be ripe for the picking, right?  

	“What can I do for you, Mr. Sampson?” Her tone was low and seductive. She  knew how to work it.  

	Jeremy placed his hand on her warm, bare knee. It was meant to be a reassuring gesture, but he immediately recognized it was an error. Touching her  increased the pressure in his groin.  

	“I just want to talk, Liliana,” he said, removing his hand. She didn’t look like    

	she believed him. “Are you happy here at Stirling?”  

	“Of course, what’s not to like? It’s high pressure, but it’s a fun environment.  The office is beautiful, and the pay is amazing. I’d be making, like, half anywhere else.”  She positively beamed, and he realized she probably wasn’t giving up what  he sought.  

	“I get that. It is a great job. But are you entirely comfortable?”  

	Liliana used one of her stiletto pumps to nudge his legs apart and placed it  between his legs on the edge of his chair. The motion opened her legs, and his  earlier suspicion was confirmed. Jeremy had to will himself not to stare at the  black lace between her thighs. Even after everything that had happened in the  last few weeks, he was still frozen in the presence of his assistant’s blatant  sexuality. It was a reassuring sign that he was still himself.  

	“I’m not sure what you mean, Mr. Sampson. You don’t make me uncomfortable.”  

	“Good. I try very hard to be, uh, respectful.” His thoughts toward the girl  were anything but respectful. “Does anyone else make you uncomfortable?”  

	She looked confused, and he spelled it out. “Mr. Siegel?”  

	“What have you heard?” she asked, stiffening.  

	“Nothing. I haven’t heard anything.”  

	“Then why did you ask that?”

	 “It’s okay, Liliana. I was not implying that you’ve done anything wrong. It’s  just… I don’t know how many other places you’ve worked…”  

	“I used to be a shot girl at a club in Miami Beach,” she replied, perking up.  

	“Okay. That’s a little different. Most offices aren’t like this one. Office attire  is usually different than what the women wear here at Stirling. And management isn’t usually so familiar with the people under them. Some people may  not be comfortable with that, so I just wanted to check in with you.”  

	Liliana took a moment to process his words and smiled again. The pointed  toe of her magenta pump inched closer, nearly touching his crotch. Jeremy felt  like the air conditioning had stopped working.  

	“I like it here. I don’t do anything I don’t want to, and no one has ever  pushed me. I make my own choices. Do you assume that any woman who isn’t  an uptight prude is being exploited, Mr. Sampson?”  

	“Of course, not, Liliana,” he quickly defended.  

	“I know a lot of wives can be uptight. I think some men like escaping into a  more relaxed environment. Don’t you think, Mr. Sampson?”  

	“Uh, I guess. I’m not… My wife…April…she’s not…”  

	Jeremy had to fumble for his wife’s name. Between the flashes of black lace  and the tempting cleavage in his face, he had trouble thinking. His assistant  had doubled down on whatever she was offering. She couldn’t be more wrong  about April, he thought. She’s never been looser—uhm, less uptight.    

	“Am I making you uncomfortable, Mr. Sampson?”  

	“Uh…yeah…no… I’m good. I just think I may have given you the wrong idea,  Liliana.”  

	“I think you’re the one with the wrong idea. Just because I’m dressed like  this and working here, you assume I’m some dumb slut. I was working my  way through the University of Miami when I was a shot girl. I have a degree in  sports management. This is a golden opportunity to make connections and  work my way up the ladder. Girls like me don’t get a lot of chances like this, so  yeah, I’m willing to do what I need to. I’m going to make this work for me. Besides, I like to have fun.”  

	“I…uh…don’t think you’re a dumb slut…”  

	Liliana smiled and pressed her pump against his dick, which was throbbing  and rising. “But you obviously think I’m just here to serve you… Coffee, snacks,  what else, my mouth?”  

	“Liliana… I…”  

	She massaged him with the sharp point of her pump, and his vision swam.  It somehow felt incredible and hurt. He had a death grip on both armrests.  

	“I won’t hold it against you, if you get that I’m here for my own reasons and  that I’m nobody’s plaything.” She smiled.  

	“I get it.” His voice was a strangled plea.  

	“Good, now how can I help you, Mr. Sampson?”    .

	Jeremy grabbed her pump and stilled it, but didn’t move it. She kept the  pressure on. But he felt a measure of control coming back.  

	“I don’t need your help like that. I don’t cheat on my wife.”  

	“Every man says that. Some of them even mean it.”  

	Liliana proved her dress was incredibly stretchy by pulling it wide and  down, taking her bra straps with it. Her tits tumbled free. They were even  more spectacular without the pushup bra. She massaged them for him.  

	“I do mean it,” he reiterated, although his words were undercut by the way  he gaped at her tits.  

	“But I thought you were in an open situation. You live on Mr. Siegel’s street,  right?”  

	That threw cold water on his arousal. He held her foot back while he rolled  his chair away from her. 

	“I do, but what do you mean, Liliana?”  

	“Everyone knows about the lifestyle you all practice there. Aren’t you a part  of that?” She looked embarrassed. “I’m sorry, I just assumed…”  

	Goddam it! Everyone thinks we’re swingers! The horrifying thought tumbled  through his head, clearing everything in its path. What the hell? Does everyone  think April and I are perverts? 

	 He was so scandalized that their secret might be out that he didn’t even  slow down to consider that everyone was right. Maybe they hadn’t been  swingers, or a hotwife couple when they moved to Florida—he’d been doing research on the wife swapping lifestyle—but they were now, weren’t they? He  told Liliana he didn’t cheat on his wife, but couldn’t he fuck his assistant if he  wanted to? For all he knew, April was fucking one of the neighbors in their bed  at that moment. At least he knew it wasn’t Tommy because his boss was in the  office.  

	“It’s more complicated than that. We did not move to Milford Court to become swingers—or whatever it is our neighbors are. We had no idea what  goes on there until a few weeks ago.”  

	Liliana laughed. She’d stopped caressing her breasts, but she kept her top  down and held them. “That must have been quite the shock. Did you just show  up to a barbecue and everyone was fucking?”  

	“Something like that,” he smiled ruefully. “The truth is that Tommy lured us  here because he wanted to fuck April. I guess he thought that if he got us into  their games on the cul-de-sac, he could have her. I don’t know if you’ve noticed,  but he doesn’t exactly take no for an answer.”  

	“Oh, I know.” Liliana smiled, too. “I don’t mind it if I’m taken care of.”  

	Jeremy didn’t want to judge the girl for her mercenary attitude, but it was  difficult. Would I feel that way if she were a man? He knew it was important to  confront his own bullshit.  

	“His plan sounds evil when you put it that way,” she continued. “I would be  flattered if someone moved me halfway across the country to fuck me, but I get    .

	why you may feel differently.”  

	“It is evil. And that’s why I was asking about Tommy, because he deserves  some blowback for pulling that kind of shit. I’m just looking for some kind of  leverage, but he rules this place with an iron fist. I haven’t had any luck back at  home either.”  

	Liliana took her pump from between his legs, but turned and sat on his lap,  which was way worse. He knew she felt his cock throb against her soft ass. She  knew he wanted her, and it was embarrassing. Jeremy knew he should have  better self-control. She hugged him, practically shoving his face into her tits.  

	“I understand, Mr. Sampson. I’m so sorry.” She sounded like she meant it,  even if it felt like she was still trying to seduce him. It made him feel like she  was still Tommy’s agent in his office.  

	“This conversation needs to stay between us. Can I trust you?” He felt foolish for even asking.  

	“I may owe Mr. Siegel a lot, but I work for you, and loyalty matters, Mr.  Sampson.”  

	Jeremy stared at her tits and barely resisted grabbing them. They were just  so inviting. It was torture knowing he could just have her. He and April had  discussed many things since he returned from LA, but it seemed they had one  more thing to clear up. The only problem was that he wasn’t sure that he wanted to open her up to fucking whoever she came across.  

	“I appreciate that, Liliana. And please, I really think you can call me Jeremy  now.”  

	Fine, Jeremy. But only when no one is around. We don’t want people to  think you’re weak. Perception is everything here.”  

	“Thanks.”  

	“Listen, I don’t know anything that could help you, but if you can get her  alone outside of the office, Whitney Markley might be able to. She plays the  game here, but I know she doesn’t like it. And she’s always around. If anyone  has dirt on Mr. Siegel, it’s her.”  

	“Thanks for the tip. I promise that if I can make something happen, I’ll  bring you along with me.”  

	“That’s all a girl can ask,” she replied, bouncing on his lap. He really wished  she wouldn’t do that. “By the way, you never said… Did Mr. Siegel’s plan work?  Did he…get…your wife?”  

	Jeremy didn’t know what to admit, but he didn’t need to answer her.  

	Tommy Siegel came through his office door without knocking.  

	“Where is that fucking contract? Oh…”  

	The boss stopped short when he saw Liliana topless on Jeremy’s lap. He  grinned like a predator cornering his prey. He doesn’t have anything on me. I  won’t keep this from April, Jeremy thought.  

	“I see you’re busy,” Tommy chuckled. “Carry on but get Darius’ fucking    .

	contract on my desk ASAP. We still have to do business here.”    
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	April clicked on the link from Cami to find a gift subscription to her friend’s  OnlyFans profile. Against her better judgment—because the last thing she  needed was more stimulation—she registered and went to Cami’s page.  

	Cami was stunning in her photos. The woman had an eye for lighting and  composition and obviously knew how to edit a photo. April idly wondered if  Cami could make her look that good—not that she would be posing for those  kinds of photographs any time soon. Or ever. Definitely never.  

	The variety was surprising. Cami posted everything from standard nude  selfies to slice of life photos with her clothes on, to artfully shot nudes, to highly  graphic closeups of her pussy. April found the latter jarring. She didn’t understand why anyone wanted to see that. The other pictures, especially the lingerie shots, gave her an unexpected tingle. Cami had beautiful curves. Her  thicker body was the type that inspired a thousand Renaissance era masterpieces. April felt boyish compared to Cami and her other neighbors. It wasn’t  the first time. Her only saving grace was that she had to have something going  on because her friends’ husbands wanted to have sex with her.  

	April smiled wickedly when she thought about sex with the men of Milford  Court. The three she’d had so far had been excellent lovers—even the cuckold  Marc—in their own unique ways. Marc truly was a master at oral sex. Chase McLaughlin was a surprisingly sensitive lover. And Tommy made her feel and  crave things that no decent woman ever should. She shared her husband’s disdain for the man, but that didn’t blunt the way he made her feel. Her desire for  him was shameful considering the games he’d played, but she couldn’t help  herself.  

	The video Cami shot with Rey had been posted several days earlier. April  pressed play with a trembling finger and was shocked by what she saw, even  though she’d been there when her friend recorded the scene. Seeing the  recorded version made the things Cami did with Rey somehow seem more  graphic and obscene. The video had angles that April couldn’t see that day. She  didn’t know how her friend got the close-ups from the three static cameras in  the room.  

	April had been downstairs fetching Cami’s husband when the session started, so it was her first time seeing that part. The curvy Latina led Rey into the  bedroom by the hand. He told her she was as sexy as ever and that a body like  hers needed a real fucking. Cami whined that she knew, and that’s why he was  there. He made her spell it out.  

	“I need you to fuck me the way I need it, Papi,” she cooed in the video. “You  know I need your big cock. My husband just can’t fill me the way you do.”  

	“That’s because you’re a needy slut. You always were. I don’t know why you  got married. You never could keep those legs closed.”    

	“I can’t, Papi. Not when you’re around.”  

	“Does link dick know what a slut he married?”  

	“No, Papi. He’s too busy working hard to know what I do.”  

	Rey laughed. “Maybe I’ll stick a baby up in you, so he knows you’ve been  getting real dick. Do you want me to breed you, puta?”  

	“That’s so wrong, Papi.”  

	“Get on your knees and show me how bad you want it, puta.”  

	April understood it was all a performance—even if Marc really was a  cuck—but the words still sounded cruel. She would never even role-play something like that. Jeremy was not weak, and she had no desire to pretend he was.  She’d been worried that perhaps he could become a cuckold like Marc, but  Jeremy had spent the last week and a half proving he was still her man. She’d  been all over her husband, too.  

	They both had something to prove now that they were having sex with their  neighbors. Their sex life was white hot. And yet, she was still itching to see  what trouble she could get into with their neighbors—especially Darius.  

	Cami went to her knees and pulled out Rey’s cock. April had been impressed by his size at the time, but it looked unreal in close-up on her phone.  She would have sworn it was somehow faked if she hadn’t been there in person, and he wasn’t even fully hard when she took it out. Cami tried to wrangle  it, but he slapped her hands away. Her submission was established right at the start.  

	Rey rubbed the blunt tip of his weapon all over her pretty face, leaving  trails of his seeping excitement in its wake. He roughly grabbed her hair, tilting  her face up at him, and ordered Cami to open wide. April didn’t see how it was  possible to open wide enough. He steadily fed his meat to the woman, and she  eagerly swallowed it. Cami’s eyes went wide when he kept pressing it deeper.  

	The scene entranced April. It looked like another camera trick because  there was no way that much thick cock disappeared into Cami’s mouth. Was he  all the way down her throat? Rey’s slow feeding of her kept it in her mouth, and  the Latina’s cheeks rapidly flushed. How is she breathing? April marveled.  

	Rey pulled out, and Cami coughed and drooled. It was only a momentary  respite. She begged him to fuck my throat and he did just that. The thuggish  man held nothing back, grabbing fistfuls of the submissive wife’s hair, and  mercilessly rammed his cock down her throat. That was where April had  walked in with Marc.  

	She couldn’t fathom a man doing that to her. Tommy was big and had taken  what he wanted from her, but he didn’t cruelly use her the way Rey used Cami.  April was sure it would kill her. I’d never… But she’d never let a man treat her  like that in general. Submission was a kink. She understood that and didn’t  want to shame anyone—particularly because of her own recent activities—but  she just didn’t comprehend wanting that. April valued herself too much. And yet…  

	The video was so engrossing that she missed its effect on her. April was  flushed from her cheeks down her chest. Watching a man just take control like  that touched something deeply primal inside her. She could never be with a  man like Rey. She wanted a man who made her feel safe and loved. A thoughtful man who was still strong, like Jeremy. That was what her heart and head  wanted. But as her hand pushed into her yoga pants, she understood that her  body, ruled by her limbic system, might crave something else.  Something…dangerous. She came closer to understanding the pull of someone  like Tommy Siegel.  

	April sat on the edge of the bed, but then lay back, holding her phone with  one hand while the other was busy stroking into her pink. A low, sharp cry escaped when she brushed her button. Watching her friend get roughly fucked  on camera was darkly thrilling. She was disgusted by phrases like demolished  her pussy, but that was the only way to describe what Rey did to Cami. Do I  want that? Do I want a brute to…demolish my pussy? Ohmygod! No… Yes?  

	Her eyes closed, and she just listened to the erotic sounds from her phone.  She was back in that bedroom, watching Cami and Rey. She felt the way he  savaged the Latina on a visceral level. The sounds and smells of their wild sex  came rushing back. Her fingers slid faster up and down her furrow, spending  more time at the apex, which began to throb. She bit her lip to suppress her soft moaning. She had become practiced at getting herself off quickly and quietly.  

	April was once again the bad girl who knelt and grabbed Marc’s cock without asking. And she didn’t resist when he pushed her onto her back to devour  her pussy. Her touch concentrated in tight circles right on her button. The pleasure inside her surged like a flash flood, and she was pulled under.  

	Getting herself off felt so good that she felt silly for doing it so rarely in the  past. She honestly didn’t know what her hang-up had been. Her sex life with  Jeremy was good, but that didn’t mean she didn’t need it in between their  times together. For some reason, she just waited until they made love again.  Masturbation had become a daily routine since they moved to Milford Court. It  wasn’t what she really needed, but it was a perfect appetizer.  

	Her heart was still hammering when Gabi called out from downstairs. April  sighed and shouted that she’d be right down. Smiling, she thought about how  much easier it had been giving in to her dirty side when the kids had been  away with her parents. Maybe I do need help like the other wives, she thought.  They could afford it with what her husband made at Stirling—if he didn’t  throw everything away in his anger.  

	April was sympathetic to his position and readily agreed that Tommy deserved some kind of retribution for luring them to Florida for the express purpose of bedding her, but they were finally settling into their new life, and she had to admit that it had been a net positive. Her initial apprehension about living that kind of life had melted away as she opened up to the possibilities in  front of them.  

	If asked which of them would adjust more easily to an opulent life in a  swinging community, her first response would have been disbelief that such  an outlandish situation was impossible, followed by an insistence that it didn’t  matter because they would never agree to such a thing.  

	But if really pressed, April would have said Jeremy because he’d always  been the looser, go-with-the-flow member of their marriage. She preferred a  simple, ordered life. And yet, she was the one slipping right into their new lifestyle while he struggled.  

	They’d been on a break since he returned from LA because he thought they  needed breathing room to evaluate everything and reconnect. She agreed but  found she didn’t need as much of a break as he did. She would have already  been back at it. Jeremy loved having sex with the neighbors as much as she  did. He was just conflicted about sharing her. She also struggled with that, but  the rush of new feelings had been enough to carry her through—so far.  

	“Mom!” Gabi shouted again.  

	April rolled her eyes, thinking, Nine-year-olds just have no patience. When  she thought about their break, she could relate. 
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	Saunas seemed pointless in South Florida, but April went along after their  workout. All she really wanted to do was get a smoothie from the health bar at  the clubhouse and then go home and jump in the pool. Cami insisted she loved  nothing more than hitting the sauna after a hard workout and letting the heat  sap the soreness out of her body. Richelle said she and Chase had had too  much fun the night before and needed to sweat out the toxins.  

	April sat baking in the wood-paneled sauna, jealous of the good time her  friends had enjoyed the night before. The McLaughlins and Russells had din ner together, but she knew it was so much more than dinner. Richelle positively glowed from having enjoyed Darius. April had yet to try their muscular,  hung, Black neighbor.  

	She was even jealous that Peyton had Chase. He’d been the last man—other  than her husband—she’d been with, and now that she knew how good he was,  she wanted more. Besides, it felt like Peyton was getting all the men in her life.  She still didn’t know how many times the cheerleader had fucked Jeremy in  LA.  

	Richelle poured more water over the lava rocks, throwing a burst of steam  into the room. April already found the humidity in the small box oppressive.  She was already about to throw off her towel before her friend added more steam.  

	“We missed you last night,” Richelle said, settling back onto the bench.  “Have you guys become hermits again?”  

	“Jeremy…we…just wanted a minute to reconnect after being apart for so  long.”  

	Cami stood and leaned into the steam, unknotting her towel and pulling it  away. Modesty was meaningless for the wives of Milford Court. She laughed  and replied, “He was only gone for a few days. Are you one of those couples  who are joined at the hip?”  

	“No…” April defensively replied, wondering if the Goldman-Santiagos still  had any connection at all.  

	“Don’t you remember what it was like in the beginning, Cami? It was hard  to be apart, not knowing what your partner was doing—or who they were  doing it with,” Richelle said.  

	Cami shrugged, jiggling her enormous, tanned breasts. “I never felt any  kind of separation anxiety. I’m not worried about what Marc does.” She sat  back on the other side of April.  

	“I’m sure he doesn’t feel the same way,” Richelle replied, also shedding her  towel and sipping from her large, metal water bottle. “I bet that man worries  24/7 about what you’re doing when he’s not around.”  

	“Ouch! Don’t be mean,” Cami frowned.

	“I’m not, it’s just… You guys have a different relationship. Marc…struggles.”  

	“He likes the struggle. He loves it. I know it looks weird from the outside, but  I promise he’s more devoted to me than any of the other husbands on the cul-  de-sac.”  

	“I’m sure you’re right, but I don’t really understand it either,” April confessed. “I don’t understand how all of the…stuff…doesn’t hurt him.”  

	Cami laid a hand on April’s thigh, lightly caressing her slick, hot flesh, making the more innocent wife jump. “Didn’t you see how much Marc loved it for  yourself? I’m pretty sure he was so into it that he came all over your hand.”  

	“I heard about that. I’m jealous. I haven’t been to one of Cami’s video  shoots.”  

	“Only because you’re afraid I’m going to get you on camera.”  

	“That will never happen. I don’t care what kind of masks you have in that  costume closet. I’m not that much of a showoff. Were you tempted to jump in,  April?”  

	“Ohmygod! I could never! I’d be too afraid someone would recognize me!”  

	“It’s not like you have any tattoos or piercings someone could pick out. In  fact, that probably makes you more desirable because it makes you seem  purer than the rest of us,” Richelle said.  

	“Seem is the right word. I think I’ve proved I’m not the tight ass you all  thought I was when I moved in.” 

	The prove her point, April unknotted her towel and let it slip away. She  hated giving in to peer pressure, but it was stranger to be the only one covered  when both her friends were naked. Shedding the towel was a relief.  

	Cami laughed. “Not anymore.” Her hand stayed on April’s thigh, casually  caressing like they were a couple. “Don’t think I didn’t notice that you said  you’re worried about someone recognizing you from a video, not that you  aren’t excited by the idea.”  

	“I do not want to be filmed having sex. I mean, I would never stop worrying  about it falling into the wrong hands.”  

	“That still doesn’t mean you don’t want to do it,” Cami pressed.  

	“Leave the girl alone,” Richelle interjected. “I’m sure if April wants to join  OnlyFans, you’ll be her first call.”  

	“Thank you.”  

	“But seriously, if you guys don’t get back on the horse, you might build it up  to be a thing in your minds. I think it’s better if you get back out there. Did you  guys fight about it? Is that the problem? You didn’t seem conflicted that night  with Chase and me.”  

	“That night was amazing.” April might have blushed if she weren’t so overheated by the sauna. “I think it’s better to make sure we don’t have any lingering doubts before we move forward. We need to do this with our eyes wide  open.” She purposely made sure that her friends didn’t put their pause on Jeremy.  

	“Mmm, it really was. I’m not gonna lie. I’ve been thinking about how hot it  was to watch Chase make you come ever since. I’m dying to see it again,”  Richelle replied with a dreamy smile. One of her hands drifted into her lap.  “And then seeing you take charge and fuck him. I loved seeing what you could  do. I know he loved it even more.” She lightly touched her shaved mound.  

	“I wish I’d been there to see it. I hope you invite us next time,” Cami said.  Her caressing hand became more active on April’s thigh.  

	“It felt good to…ahh…take charge. It was like Chase was a new toy I could  play with.”  

	“Mmm, you wore that toy out.” A gasp slipped out as Richelle actively  rubbed her pussy.  

	April didn’t understand what was happening. She loved her new masturbation hobby, but she didn’t see it as a group activity, and certainly not something to be done in a public place. Her friends were onto something when she  didn’t fully deny that being filmed—being seen—having sex would be thrilling.  But they couldn’t do this in the sauna at the clubhouse. Milford Court may have  been a tight little swinging community, but the exclusive gated neighborhood  of Peregrine’s Nest was not. She couldn’t imagine the fallout if they were dis-  covered.  

	“And you tasted so good.” Richelle licked her lips when she said it. April felt    .

	like she was in a porn scene. This isn’t real life, she thought. She’d been thinking  that a lot.  

	“I want a taste,” Cami pouted.  

	“Mmm, you should,” Richelle affirmed.  

	Cami didn’t wait for an invitation. Her hand slid up and pressed between  April’s thighs. The wife in the middle gasped and tried tightening her legs, but  her friend’s fingers were already there, pressing…massaging. Squeezing her  thighs only pressed Cami’s fingers harder against her furrow.  

	“Make sure she’s nice and juicy,” Richelle moaned, watching Cami’s hand  busy in April’s lap.  

	Cami giggled. “She’s already halfway there. I think she likes thinking about  that night as much as you do.”  

	“We…should not…be doing this…here…” April panted, her thighs relaxing to  give Cami free rein with her pussy.  

	“No one’s going to bother us.” Richelle moaned her reassurance.  

	“And if they do, they’ll get a thrill,” Cami added, pressing deeper between  April’s petals and finding her apex.  

	“Ahhh…Camm…I…I…” Was she pleading for her friend to stop or go further? April wasn’t even sure.  

	Richelle turned on the bench, still rubbing herself, and fondled April’s  sweat-slicked breasts. Every time she tried to roll one of the woman’s nipples, it slipped from her fingers, which was sweet torment for the horny wife. April  was truly beginning to feel like a sexual plaything. She allowed anyone who  desired it to touch her, and that always turned her into a moaning, soaked  mess. God, what is wrong with me? Have they turned me into a nymphomaniac?  

	“Chase was right, your tits are so perfect, April. I’m so jealous. They’re going  to stay perky forever,” Richelle marveled, flicking one of the rosy tips with a  sharp fingernail, making her friend wince and moan.  

	“They really are,” Cami cooed. “Promise you won’t touch them, girl. I swear  I would have never gotten mine done if they looked like yours.”  

	April glowed. Cami’s fake tits stopped traffic, and Richelle truly had a perfect body. She would have told them so if they hadn’t robbed her of coherent  speech. The fingers in her pussy were driving her mad, and the teasing of her  nipples made her entire body throb. It was difficult being naked next to them,  at least when men were around. But their praise was a reminder that no one  loves their body.  

	“Guys…ahhh…you’re driving me…”  

	“We’re making sure you stick with us, girl. Once you join the wives on Milford Court, you’re one of us forever,” Cami smiled.  

	She made it sound like they were all sisters, but then the way she kissed  April was not sisterly at all. Cami grabbed the back of her head and led with  her tongue, kissing her so deeply that it took her breath away. April’s head swam as she returned the kiss with every ounce of passion the Latina had  stirred in her. She’d been gripping the bench like it was her anchor to reality,  but she ran her fingers through Cami’s thick, damp hair.  

	Richelle gave her no time to acclimate to making out with a woman for the  second time in her life. The sultry Filipina bent forward, brushed back her  hair, and ran her tongue around April’s swollen tip. The wife in the middle  tried to moan, but she was too busy feverishly kissing her other friend.  

	April tightened the moment Cami pushed three fingers inside her. That was  what she needed, something inside her—someone else getting her there. Well,  it was almost what she needed. Neither of her friends had what she really  needed, but their husbands did.  

	Cami pulled her lips from April’s and joined their find in sucking on the  woman’s tits. April held her friends’ heads while they devoured her. It was a  crazy, improbable dream, being pleasured by two gorgeous women in a sauna,  but she didn’t care if she’d lost her mind. She was in heaven. Cami sucked like  she was trying to nurse, while Richelle teased with her tongue and nipped with  her teeth. And gentle and rough made April want to scream.  

	“Ahhh…god…girls…ahhh god…I can’t…can’t…take it…”  

	“You can. You were made for this, honey. You’re one of us,” Richelle said,  just before she kissed April.  

	Cami went back to focusing on April’s clit, and Richelle slipped her fingers inside her. April felt like she was completely out of control. Her friends were  going to make her come in the clubhouse sauna. At least if they were kissing,  no one would hear her shout of ecstasy when it came. And it was coming.  

	The urge to resist being a passive plaything returned. April had never been  passive before moving to Milford Court. She needed to prove she could give as  good as she got. Wiggling to get her arms between her friends, she pushed a  hand into each of their laps. Richelle happily let her hand be replaced, but  Cami wasn’t touching herself. She was much too busy with her friend’s body.  

	“Ohhh fuck…yesss…make me come, honey…ohhh fuck, April…” Richelle  moaned  

	Cami pulled her lips from April’s and pressed their foreheads together,  whimpering, “Ooooo, Mami…rub my slutty cunt…” She took her friend’s hand,  pressed all four fingers together, and shoved them inside her. “Mami…fuck my  pussy…Ooooo, Mami…fuck me…”  

	April ran on pure instinct. She had no choice because she was too close to  her climax to think. She sloppily rubbed Richelle’s slippery clit, while jamming  all her fingers inside Cami. The woman returned the favor by rubbing her button and driving fingers into her. They all moved as one, all with the goal of  coming.  

	“Ahhh god…Shellyyy…Cammiii…ohmygod…ohhh god…OHH GOD!”  

	April cried out, the first to reach her peak. The pleasure seared through her,    .

	and it felt impossible to breathe the humid air in the sauna. Richelle was right  behind her.  

	“Ohhhhhh fuuuck…fuuuck yesss…April…honey…yesss…honey…”  

	Richelle grabbed her wrist to ensure April’s hand stayed in place and furi-  ously worked her dripping pussy against her friend’s fingers. Cami thrusted  back at April’s hand even harder than the wife fingered her.  

	April melted into a puddle when she came down from her high. She was  desperate to get out of the sauna and breathe, but her friend still needed to get  off. Cami didn’t get there quite as easily as the other women. Richelle came to  the rescue.  

	“Let me help you with that, honey,” the Filipina said, sliding to her knees  between Cami’s legs. She started kissing her friend’s pussy before April’s fin-  gers were even out of the way.  

	“Help me, April. Let’s make Cami come so hard,” Richelle urged.  

	April kissed Cami and roughly massaged her huge tits. She was exhausted,  but the aggression poured out of her. She’d make someone else the easy sex toy  for a change. But the Latina knew what she wanted. She pushed April’s face  into her tits. The brunette wife latched on, sucking and biting. Cami whined  she dug her nails into April’s scalp. Below, Richelle noisily slurped at the Latina’s pussy.  

	“Ooooo…Mami…fuck…Oooo fuck…sooo good…gonna come, Mami…yeah…”    

	The curvy Latina cursed loudly in Spanish and shook in her friends’ arms.  Her nails dug so deeply into April’s head that she may have drawn blood. Her  thick thighs crushed Richelle’s head, suffocating the woman. Both of them had  to pull away from the panting woman to save themselves.  

	All three wives slumped in the sauna, ready for a long afternoon nap. April  wondered how long Viktoria would look after her kids. She also wondered if  Jeremy would count this as ending their hiatus. She couldn’t wait to see his  reaction.   
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	Jeremy had been on edge all night. The sexual energy between Darius and  April was electric. He couldn’t shake the buzzy, unsettling, light-headed anxiety it caused. Everyone else laughed and smiled and flirted, unfazed by the  erotic tension between the two. But he didn’t know how to handle his wife  vibing with another man like that.  

	Everyone knew what was going to happen. Darius told them he’d booked  the penthouse suite at Miami Beach’s most exclusive hotel for a nightcap after  dinner. Jeremy didn’t even pretend to offer to chip in for the suite. He could  never compete with the Hall of Famer’s wallet. It wasn’t Darius’ wallet, however, that concerned him. He’d seen what the muscular Black man was packing—and so had April. And his wife was acting like she couldn’t wait to get her  hands on it.  

	Peyton acted like she was thrilled her husband would have the chance to  fuck April. Jeremy didn’t quite understand that. He’d gotten to know her much  better and was still surprised she was so okay with her husband having other  women. In his experience, women like Peyton were jealous creatures. That  was a feeling he could relate to.  

	They’d taken a luxury SUV from the cul-de-sac to the exclusive Miami Beach  steakhouse. It was the sort of place civilians like the Sampsons could never get    .

	into, but Darius had that kind of juice. It wasn’t just money. Having two  championship rings opened a lot of doors. The man had everything. Money.  Looks. Fame. Jeremy understood he was insane to let his wife get within a  country mile of the man.  

	He’d generally accepted that they were doing this—living the Milford Court  lifestyle. Although he saw the upside, accepting that other men would have  free access to his wife’s body was still difficult to wrap his head around.  Marc was not a threat, and he’d grudgingly accepted that she’d fucked  Chase McLaughlin—partly because her story of that night was so hot—but he  didn’t want April anywhere near Tommy—even if he told her she was free to  do as she pleased. And then there was Darius. Tall, rock-hard, hung-like-horse Darius. He sought solace in the knowledge that he’d finally see  April in action. They’d only played apart so far. That, and getting to fuck Peyton again would go a long way to making him feel better about whatever April  did.  

	They drank champagne in the hired car like they were celebrating that Darius would be despoiling April. She greedily drank the bubbly, and he knew she  had nerves of her own. She may have wanted it, but she was still his April. She  had to feel the pull of real life—who she really was. He couldn’t believe their  strange new life made any more sense to her than it did to him.  

	Darius reserved a quiet, intimate table in the corner of the restaurant. The table was small, so they were crowded together, the women between the men.  An onlooker wouldn’t know how the couples sorted out. Jeremy watched his  wife flirt with the other man and laugh, casually touch his arm or his hand on  the table, and decided they would make a stunning couple. She was at least a  little more age-appropriate than Peyton. There were only about fifteen years  between April and Darius.  

	April was a match to the handsome athlete because she barely resembled  the wife he knew. This was not the casual mom who lounged around the house  in sweats with her hair up in a loose, messy ponytail. Her chestnut hair fell in  waves over her shoulders—the left one to be more precise, which is how she  usually wore it down—and her daily comfy clothes were replaced with a tiny  LBD—Little Black Dress—that may have been the skimpiest thing he’d ever  seen his wife wear. It barely came to mid-thigh, and the bustier top was so low  that her modest chest spilled out of it to rival the spectacle that Peyton put on.  

	The sheer black lace, which was only lined where modesty demanded it,  made the dress look more like lingerie than something April would ever wear  outside of the bedroom—at least, the April he knew. The only familiar touch—  a reminder of the woman he knew—was a family heirloom, a golden heart  locket that she wore on special occasions. It was an odd choice given that it  held pictures of their children. Perhaps it was to remind her to keep perspective.    .

	“Hey, are you still with us, stud?” Peyton asked, leaning closer and laying  her hand on his thigh.  

	The ex-cheerleader’s cleavage was a welcome distraction, and there was so  much of it. He didn’t know how she stayed in the low-cut top of her crocheted  dress. He swore her tits would pop free every time she moved. Peyton’s dress  hid even less than April’s. It felt like the women were in a contest to see who’d  attract more attention. But while April was wearing seductive black lace, Peyton’s crocheted dress was baby blue, making her seem the more innocent of  the two women at a casual glance. He’d never have thought that was possible.  

	“Yeah, sorry. I have a lot on my mind,” he told her, finally looking her in  those clear blue eyes. It wasn’t necessary. She liked it when he stared at her  tits.  

	“I don’t want to hear about work or whatever. I want your undivided attention. No girl wants to play second fiddle.”  

	Jeremy grinned. “Well, my wife is at this table, too.”  

	Peyton returned the smile but had a wicked glint in her eye. “I’m glad you  remember, but does April remember that you’re here?”  

	“What was that?” April asked, tearing her focus away from Darius.  

	“I was just telling your husband how much we like attention. He needed a  reminder that a girl wants to be the only thing on your mind.”  

	April took her husband’s hand. It was a reassuring anchor against the storm  tossing inside him. “Jeremy doesn’t need to be reminded of that. I’ve felt special since our first date. I’m so lucky he asked me out that day.”  

	He loved the sentiment, but it was difficult to believe when she’d been giving Darius fuck me eyes all night. Has she ever looked at me like that? April got  horny, and she wanted him when she did, bit she’d never looked at him like  she was desperate for his cock. Her love is more important than her unbridled  lust, he reminded himself.  

	“Nothing is better than when a woman feels like that about you, am I right,  brother?” Darius asked.  

	Jeremy knew he was right, but sitting at that table, he would have rather his  wife looked at him the way she did at the Black man. “I know how lucky I am.  Women like April come around once in a lifetime, if you’re lucky.”  

	“I hear you, brother. I feel the same way.”  

	Peyton laughed. “I love you, baby, but do I need to remind you that I’m the  third Mrs. Russell?”  

	Ouch, Jeremy thought. Maybe she’s not as okay with Darius lavishing all this  attention on other women as she pretends.  

	“And I had to get through the other two to find you. I wasn’t as lucky as my  man Jeremy. I didn’t find you first.”  

	“That’s because I wasn’t born yet.” Everyone at the table just stared at Peyton. Jeremy couldn’t believe she said the quiet part out loud. The tension only broke when she laughed and added, “Come on, you were all thinking it!”  

	The table joined her laughter, but Darius didn’t look amused. Jeremy could grudgingly admit that he was a good guy, but he was not the sort of man who  wanted to be reminded of his flaws. A lifetime of people kissing your ass tended to do that.  

	“But I never would’ve said it!” April barely got the words out through her  laughter.  

	Jeremy’s heart ached when he was reminded of how adorable she was  when she laughed. Her cheeks flushed from that and the wine, but he knew her  cheeks would be flushed for a different reason later. He ached to see her cut  loose with another man, but he wondered, Can I really handle watching her  fuck a man like Darius?  

	“Seriously, baby, I love you, but we can’t pretend the obvious isn’t true,”  Peyton told her husband, blowing him a kiss across the table.  

	“Hey, a lot of people fall in love at work, right? It’s not your fault you have  cheerleaders at work, Darius,” Jeremy added.  

	“Yeah, true enough. You’re not falling in love with that assistant Tommy assigned to you, are you, brother?”  

	“I’m not falling in love with anyone but April,” Jeremy replied, bristling.  

	“What’s this about your assistant?” April asked. “You’ve never said much  about her. Her name is Lily, or something like that, isn’t it?” 

	“Liliana. She’s a…” Darius looked like he wanted to say something like piece  of ass, which wouldn’t be wrong, but thought better of it. “I’ll just say that  Tommy likes to hire a certain kind of woman at Stirling, and fraternization is  strongly encouraged.”  

	“Tommy tried to hire me. He wanted me in the PR department, but I knew  better. I’m not willing to do whatever it takes to get some baseball player a slot  on ESPN,” Peyton said, drinking her wine and laughing. “He has certain expec-  tations of his employees, especially the female ones.”  

	Darius chuckled. “I knew better than to let you go work there. And I wasn’t  worried about you doing whatever it takes. I just didn’t need you around  Tommy all day, every day.”  

	“I thought you were good with him,” Jeremy asked, hoping he saw a crack  there.  

	“Don’t you trust him?” April asked.  

	“Hey, I’m down with what we do in the neighborhood.” He smiled and put  his hand over hers. Their fingers danced together, and Jeremy’s chest tight-  ened. “More than down. But you guys know better than anyone that Tommy  plays games, and I don’t want my wife at his mercy every day.”  

	“I know how to handle Tommy, baby,” Peyton replied.  

	“Oh, I know you do. That’s the problem,” Darius chuckled again and returned his attention to April.

	“Why does Tommy get away with his…games…if everyone knows he’s playing them? Why do people put up with it?” April asked, trying to engage everyone, but Darius kept pulling her attention back to him. She fingered one of his  huge, diamond-encrusted gold rings.  

	“Because he’s good at figuring out what people want, and he gives it to  them. He has things people need, and it keeps them in his orbit,” Darius said.  

	“You know that as well as anyone, don’t you, April?” Peyton’s tone was  catty.  

	April flushed and slipped her hand away from Darius’ big paw.  

	Jeremy was tempted to let his wife dangle for how she acted toward the  football player, but just couldn’t. Peyton couldn’t blame her for playing the  same game all the other Milford Court wives did.  

	“I can’t be the only one tired of his bullshit. No one likes an asshole holding something over their head, even if they need it,” he said.  

	“A lot of people would like to see Tommy knocked down a peg or two, but  no one is willing to go out on a limb and try it,” Darius replied.  

	“Until now,” Jeremy warned.  “Just be careful, brother. I think you know Tommy isn’t someone to fuck  with.”  

	“That’s enough about Tommy. I don’t want to talk about him tonight,” April  interrupted. “But I’d love to hear more about this Liliana. It sounds like maybe    

	there’s a reason you haven’t said much about her, babe.”  

	If April was trying to break the tension around the subject of his boss, she  did a terrible job. He couldn’t tell if she was just messing with him or actually  jealous. His wife had been so easy to read the entire time he’d known her, but  the way she’d taken to their new lifestyle made him question everything about  her. He still loved April, but it seemed that she had secrets he could have never  guessed at.  

	“Liliana’s a nice girl. She’s very helpful,” he slowly replied, carefully choosing his words because his mind suddenly filled with his assistant perched on  the edge of his desk, topless, just days earlier. He still felt the way she ground  her shoe into his crotch. He’d been all over April that night, and for the first  time in a long time, it hadn’t been solely about her.  

	“Is she helpful helpful?” April pressed.  

	Jeremy tried not to be annoyed. He hadn’t done anything with Liliana, but  his wife had fucked two other men. What might have been cute teasing before  had become irritating. He was finding that getting into a more open lifestyle  was not the easy, straight line of acceptance their neighbors pretended it was.  

	Peyton took his hand the way Darius had taken April’s. The squeeze was  assuring. The sweet, Southern girl was a surprising ally. “Jeremy’s a good man.  I know that you don’t worry about that stuff with him. Except for Marc, I may  trust him the most out of all the men around us.”    .

	“Hey!” Darius protested.  

	“Again, baby, three wives.”  

	“I hear ya,” he replied with a smile that didn’t reach his eyes.  

	The night was turning out to be spicier than Jeremy had anticipated, and  they were still at dinner. 
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	“J ust breathe,” Peyton told him. She was perched on the arm of the couch,  rubbing his shoulder.  

	They watched their spouses out on the balcony, which overlooked the glit-  tering lights of Miami and the Intracoastal. The same balcony where Jeremy  just gave his wife the green light to fuck their hulking, well-hung neighbor. It  was sweet of April to check in and make sure he was still okay with it, but they  both knew it was inevitable that the huge Black man would have her. At least  that night, Jeremy was there to watch. Two other men had already had April,  and he’d been thousands of miles away.  

	“Are you still good with this?” she’d asked when they’d been out on the balcony together. Her hand rested on his on the balcony railing, slowly turning his  wedding band. “I need to be sure.”  

	“Darius pulled out all the stops to fuck you tonight. Look at this place. Christ,  can you believe this scotch? I think it would be ungrateful to deny him my  wife.” Jeremy had forced a laugh he hadn’t felt.  

	The scotch truly was incredible. He knew the Macallan M single malt  whiskey went for north of five grand a bottle. The opulent penthouse Darius  rented must have cost a small fortune. If he weren’t so nervous, he would have  been proud that the retired all-pro—who could have almost any woman he wanted—had gone to such great lengths to impress them and bed his wife.  

	Jeremy knew April was worth it, and on some level, he appreciated that  Darius got that. He didn’t just show up on their doorstep like that caveman,  Tommy Fucking Siegel, and just except April to spread her legs.  

	“That’s not funny. This stuff doesn’t impress me. You know I can’t be bought.”  

	She’d always been the most down-to-earth woman he’d ever met. April recoiled at the excesses of Peregrine’s Nest when they’d first moved into the  gated community, but over the past few months, she’d found a way to fit right  in with the wealthy South Florida lifestyle—another way she had changed. But  he knew her body wasn’t literally for sale. She hadn’t changed that much.  

	“I know, honey. Sorry. This is just weird for me.”  

	“That doesn’t sound like we should go through with this,” she’d replied,  barely hiding her disappointment.  

	“No, I’m going to be conflicted whenever…wherever…with whoever this  happens. And I know it’s ridiculous. You’ve already had sex with other guys.  I’ve been with Peyton…”  

	“And Marti.”  

	“Yeah, and Marti, although we didn’t have sex.” He kept forgetting that  Tommy’s wife blew him. It felt like it was a thousand years ago. It was also the  first time he put his dick in another woman’s mouth in fourteen years. He’d gone on to tell April, “What I’m saying is that unless we’re slamming the door  shut, this is going to happen, and I need to man up.”  

	“This shouldn’t be a chore, Jeremy.”  

	“No, it’s not. I still want this. I really do, honey. When I think about you…  doing things…”  

	April had let go of his hand to rub the front of his pants and felt his honesty.  

	His cock was like a lie detector. “Are you nervous because it’s him?” she’d  asked.  

	Jeremy was not about to admit that yes, he was worried that their neighbor’s giant black cock was going to ruin her forever. He’d told April, “It’s not  him. Watching you with any other man is going to be difficult.”  

	“But exciting?” she’d asked, squeezing his package through his pants, making his balls ache.  

	“Yeah, definitely exciting, honey.”  

	And that was why he sat inside the penthouse with Peyton while his wife  was out on the balcony kissing football Hall of Famer Darius Russell.  

	April was not a tiny woman, but the six-foot-four former athlete towered  over her. He hunched down to meet her, but even with her five-inch heels, she  had to stretch up to meet him. Her hands looked tiny against his black shirt on  his broad chest. When his thick arms encircled her, it looked like she might  disappear.

	Most disturbing was the obvious passion the makeshift couple shared. They  came together gently at first, just like a real couple sharing their first kiss. It  made Jeremy feel like Darius punched him full force in the gut rather than  kissing his wife. Seeing a raw, sexual kiss would have been easier to take. He’d  imagined this scene so many times in the past few weeks, but he suddenly realized that he had no idea what to expect from the reality of it.  

	“I said, breathe,” Peyton said, smacking him on the shoulder. “If you don’t  get a grip, you’ll hyperventilate.”  

	He was too busy watching Darius cover his wife’s ass with both hands to  reply, but he did take a slow, deep breath. Peyton wasn’t wrong. April looked  so small with those legendary hands on her. How many career receptions does  he have? Jeremy’s brain may have been broken.  

	“I’d try to relax you, but I know better than to attempt to distract you right  now. Besides, I don’t want the indignity of two men focused on her and ignoring me.”  

	Jeremy looked away from their spouses to find Peyton’s tits right in his face.  Up close, her dress was completely see-through—the pink of her nipples obvious. They were always a welcome sight. If anyone could distract him from  such a shocking sight, it was Peyton. He caressed her hip, running his fingers  just under the hem of her short, crocheted dress. The warmth of her flesh was  reassuring. He managed a smile for her.  

	“Come on, now, Peyton. You’re impossible to ignore—especially in that  dress—and you know it.”  

	Her returned smile settled him. She stroked his dark hair. “Aww, you’re  such a nice guy, sugar.” It was the first time he’d heard her full Georgia accent  unleashed. She usually kept it to a slight lilt. “Maybe too nice for all this.”  

	Jeremy smirked and told her, “I’m not as nice as you think I am, Peyton.”  

	To prove his point, he slipped his hand up between her thighs. Her lack of  panties was unsurprising. The blonde gasped when his fingers danced on her  slick slit, and her thighs relaxed.  

	“Feels like you enjoy watching, too,” he said.  

	“I like watching my Daddy do anything. He’s so hot,” she said. It came out  as an exhalation, her syrupy drawl intact.  

	When his attention returned to their spouses, Darius held April’s ass so tight  that he’d literally lifted her off her feet. Her heels dangled just above the balcony floor, and she looked like she wanted to climb his huge, powerful frame.  Jeremy’s breath caught in his chest as he thought, He’s going to fucking destroy  her. He didn’t know how she could possibly be the same after being with a  man like Darius. Why am I letting this happen?  

	Darius said something they couldn’t hear from inside, and April laughed.  When he set her back on her feet, she took his hand and led him back inside.  She only paused for a moment to favor her husband with a dreamy smile. 

	“We’re going back to the bedroom,” she said without a hint of guilt.  Jeremy watched them go. He didn’t stop them because deep down, he didn’t  want to. he had to see this.   

	 

	“I’m gonna make you come so hard, baby. All fucking night long,” Darius  promised, his rich, deep voice rumbling her pussy. They were on the balcony  and the Miami night was still humid, but a breeze cooled them at the top of the  tall building.  

	“What if I can’t come all night long?” She didn’t doubt he was capable of  doing it, but she might pass out before he was done. April vividly remembered  what he had done to her friend Richelle.  

	He chuckled. “Oh, April, I promise you can. If you don’t know it, I feel bad  that no man’s ever proved it to you before tonight.”  

	April kissed him again. His lips were almost too soft for a man. Only his  neatly-trimmed mustache verified his masculinity. Well, that, and the massive,  granite body she was crushed against. His gigantic hands lifted her by the butt,  massaging it, but it was no effort at all. It was like he could hold her up all  night. Ohmygod, this is so hot! she gushed inside.  

	“I might not survive you,” she admitted, laughing.  

	“I promise I’ll be gentle, girl.”   

	“Not too gentle, I hope.”  

	They both laughed as he set April back on her feet. She gnawed on her bottom lip as she looked at him. It was no reflection of how much she loved her  husband, but she’d never ached for a man like she did for Darius. It felt like  she might die if she didn’t have sex with him. Fuck him, she told herself. I need  Darius to fuck me. Oh god, do I need it!  

	Jeremy knew she wanted their Black neighbor. There was no hiding it. But  he could never know just how badly she wanted him. He’d never understand.  

	“I want you to fuck me, Darius.” Saying it made her feel bold.  

	“I know, girl. And you have no idea how bad I want to fuck you. Shit, I can  barely hold myself back every time I see you.”  

	April took his hand. “Then let’s go, babe.”  

	Tension crackled when she led Darius through the penthouse living room.  She felt her husband’s eyes on them while they passed through. April purposely ignored their spouses while she and Darius were out on the balcony because she didn’t know if she’d be able to kiss him otherwise. Hooking up with  Chase while Richelle was there was different because it felt like a threesome  from the start.  

	Jeremy briefly met her eyes. He smoldered but looked stricken. She related  because her stomach knotted when she noticed his hand was up Peyton’s  dress. Seeing that was difficult. April prayed he could handle what was about to happen because they were past the point of no return. She would stop if he  demanded it because her family was more important than anything, but the  thought of that physically pained her.  

	April led Darius into the master bedroom, surprised when Jeremy didn’t  call out to stop her. Her heart hammered so hard that she felt faint. This wasn’t  the first man she’d brought into her bed as a married woman, so why was she  so nervous? God, I’m really doing this.  

	They reached the bed, and Darius held her hips from behind. He kissed the  top of her head and brushed her hair aside to tug the stubborn zipper down  the back of her dress. The outfit only needed a little push to drop to the floor.  April held her breath and turned to face him. She wasn’t naked—yet—but his  eyes still pored over her.  

	Once again, her impostor syndrome flared. Darius’ hungry gaze didn’t stop  her from marveling that these men with their stunning wives wanted her. Peyton was a literal pro football cheerleader. Why does he want a suburban mom  from Jersey? 

	But he did. His hands smoothed over her bra. She wanted him to tear it off.  The strapless undergarment had been chosen because it gave her a great silhouette in that tiny strapless dress, but it was fortified like armor, and she  wanted to feel his touch. He didn’t tear her underwear off, but gently ran his  fingers all over her body like he was afraid to break her. His gentle touch was such a tease. Break me! she pleaded in her head.  

	April unbuttoned his shirt, exposing his broad, mahogany chest. The dusting of gray hair was the only nod to his age. Her hands pushed inside his shirt  and followed the lines of his muscles all the way down to his belt.  

	While Tommy and Chase had the exaggerated muscles of the gym that were  there to look good and perhaps had a little chemical help, Darius’ body was a  perfect machine. He still had the powerful body of a trained, Hall of Fame athlete nearly twenty years after his career ended. His body seemed to hum with  potential, and she recalled how fluidly he moved when he fucked Richelle.  There’s no way this man is fifty-two, she marveled. He looked like he could step  onto the field tomorrow. April ached deep in her core with the need to be taken  by such a man. She unbuckled his belt without thinking.  

	“Tell me what you need, girl,” he seductively asked, stroking her hair back  from her cheek. His rich baritone was almost enough to make her come in the  state she was in.  

	“I need you,” she replied, pulling open his belt. She unbuttoned his pants  and corrected, “I need your cock, Darius.” Had she ever said cock before they  moved to Milford Court?  

	His huge hands engulfed her face, and he kissed her so deeply, she thought  she might choke on his tongue. April would have happily done it. She sucked  on his tongue to prove she was eager to choke on something else, reaching into    .

	his snug, black briefs to grab his root.  

	April reluctantly peeled away from his lips to sink to her knees and pull  down his pants and briefs. Darius shuffled to kick off his shoes and pants. That  thing was finally right in her face, and she couldn’t quite believe it was real.  

	Oh. My. God. What am I going to do with that? It’s too big. Being stunned by  a dick felt silly, but Darius had a stunning dick. It hung down at an angle, even  as it thickened and visibly pulsed with life. His cock seemed like it was its own  entity. He was too thick to close her fingers around when she grasped it at the  base, and when she added her other hand, they didn’t come close to covering  his length.  

	“Take your time, girl,” he said, smiling down at her. He was clearly used to  that reaction when a woman came face to face with his cock for the first time.  She didn’t care. She didn’t want to seem naive.  

	April sensually kissed the head. He tasted warm and musky, but clean. The  smooth, flared surface felt like it was made to fit to her lips. She slowly worked  him with both hands while she kissed it. Eyes closed, she felt like she was making out with his cock. Her efforts were rewarded with a salty taste leaking  from his tip. She lapped it up with her tongue.  

	“Good girl, April. That’s real nice. Show me what you can do with that  thing,” Darius encouraged.  

	Her lips parted wider, and she began suckling him. The slightest motion of    

	his hips was all the encouragement she needed to open even wider and suck  more of him. But her mouth felt so open, even with just his head. She took  more, and her mouth was impossibly full. And somehow, he kept growing. The  more she sucked, the bigger he got. It wasn’t a shock. She knew how dicks  worked. But she could only handle so much.  

	April slipped him from her mouth and dragged her wet lips up and down  his shaft, smearing it with her ruby lipstick. She was going to need every trick  she had—and make up new ones—to please Darius. The drawn-out, sloppy  kisses, turned to licking, which turned to sucking. His length rested against her  cheek when she kissed him near the base. His cock was hot on her skin. He  was shaved down there, like the other men of Milford Court, making going  down much less of a chore.  

	“Aww, girl, you love that cock, don’t you? Shit, you’re making love to it,  baby,” he cooed. He sounded impressed, which made her glow. She ignored  the part about loving his cock. She did not love cock.  

	April drew her tongue all the way back up the underside and sucked the excitement dripping from his trip. He was as ready as she was, which made her  proud. She smiled and replied, “I just want to make you feel good, babe.”  

	“Shit, girl, you’re going a great fucking job of that. Now let’s see how wide  you can stretch that pretty mouth.”  

	“I’ll do my best,” she grinned. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Peyton tried to keep him distracted, but Jeremy wasn’t going to leave his wife  alone with Darius in that bedroom for long. It was bad enough that he was  thousands of miles away when April fucked the other guys. He didn’t even  know she was going to do it beforehand, although he knew how her night with  the McLaughlins would probably end. But now he was in the same penthouse,  and he didn’t want to miss a thing.  

	Their spouses were beside the California king bed and April was on her  knees worshiping Darius’ cock. Worship was the only word for it. She held that  beast in both hands and was slobbering all over it. It looked to Jeremy like she  was rubbing it all over her face.  

	“Aww, girl, you love that cock, don’t you? Shit, you’re making love to it,  baby,” Darius groaned to April. His tone suggested he was fully in charge, and  she was more than willing to please. But the wife he knew would laugh if Jeremy told her how she loved cock.  

	April licked her way back up that hunk of meat and eagerly sucked the pre-cum from the tip. She looked up at her lover and earnestly told him, 

	“I just  want to make you feel good, babe.”  “Shit, girl, you’re going a great fucking job of that. Now let’s see how wide  you can stretch that pretty mouth.”  ^

	“I’ll do my best.” She smiled when she said it.   

	Jeremy watched his wife of twelve years unhinge her jaw and take that  huge black cock into her mouth. Her cheeks quickly flushed, but she kept  going. How the fuck is she doing that? he wondered. Who is this woman?  

	“Wow, color me impressed. I didn’t think your prissy little wife had it in  her. She’s really going for it,” Peyton commented from beside him.  

	“He’s…”  

	Jeremy stopped because he was about to say he’s making her, and he knew  it wasn’t true. He’d have liked to believe it was, but he knew it wasn’t. April  was swallowing that horse cock because she was dying for it, and he had to  find a way to accept that. Could be believe that she still loved him, but she desperately wanted to fuck other men? April looked very desperate on her knees  in front of Darius.  

	“Maybe you should sit down, sugar,” Peyton suggested.  

	She guided him to a chair near the large windows overlooking the glittering  Miami skyline and stayed behind him, rubbing his shoulders. He didn’t notice  the beauty. He could only see April stuffing as much of the huge cock into her  mouth as she could.  

	Her cheeks bulged as she slowly slid back and forth on it, taking just a little  bit more each time. Darius stroked her hair back from her face and stared  down with lust and admiration. Jeremy’s cock unexpectedly surged. His anx-  iety was momentarily banished when he saw the way his neighbor looked at    .

	his wife. He loved a man like Darius looking at April that way. Every man  should know just how sexy his wife is. Darius got it, and Jeremy was proud.  

	“Aww fuck, such a good girl, getting so much of that cock. Just breathe and  suck it, April. You can do it. Fuck, you suck cock so good,” Darius encouraged. Over his shoulder, he asked Jeremy, “Was she always this good, brother? No  fair that you’ve been keeping such a good little cocksucker to yourself all this  time.”  

	The fight side of Jeremy’s fight or flight instinct kicked in when Darius  spoke to him like that. Everything he’d been taught about being a man told him  that he couldn’t let another man talk about his wife like that, call her a good little cocksucker. But the swell of pride returned. The football player had probably had hundreds, maybe thousands of blowjobs, and it was something that  he was so impressed with April’s mouth. Jeremy shifted from jealous to rooting  for his wife. He wanted her to impress Darius.  

	April pulled off his cock, slobbering and panting. He gently held her head  and made sure his shaft stayed right in her face. She kept pumping it with both  hands. The fat head bobbed against her lips and nose. Jeremy was in disbelief  that this was his wife—the woman who sang lullabies at bedtime.  

	Rather than stuff him back in her mouth, April kissed her way up and down  his shaft again. Jeremy thought she needed a break so she didn’t choke on that  thing, but she couldn’t stop playing with it. She just loved kissing Darius’ cock that much. She got low, right down to the root of it.  

	“Mmm, suck those balls, girl. Go ahead, aww fuck, that’s sooo good, Ape…”  

	“Okay, maybe she isn’t the good girl, I thought. Damn, Jeremy. No wonder  you’re so in love,” Peyton giggled. 

	 Jeremy wanted to have a snappy response, but he was stunned by the sight  of his wife sucking Darius’ massive balls. He heard her noisily slurping his  balls. Her pretty face down there was so wrong. It made the blood sizzle in his  veins. He couldn’t hate it because it was thrilling. His own balls felt like they  were going to burst. He wanted to shove his balls in April’s mouth. She’d never  done that to him, but then, he’d never asked her to, had he?  

	But he did have Peyton right there. And if Darius is going to put his balls in  April’s mouth, it was only fair that Jeremy did as he pleased with the Black  man’s sexy wife. It wasn’t a competition, but…  

	He took Peyton’s hand and pulled her onto his lap. She was game for anything. His hand goes back up her dress.  

	“Are you just going to tease me all night?” she gasped when his fingers entered her.  

	“I think we have plenty of time to find out,” he replied, smiling.  

	Jeremy’s eyes were only off his wife for a moment, but that cock was back  in her mouth. Darius held her teased chestnut hair and fed it to her. He wasn’t  rough, but he was in control. He tilted her head back. Her jaw was stretched so    .

	wide it looked like it might snap. An impossible amount of cock disappeared  down her throat.  

	“Yeah…good fucking girl, April…relax…you can take it nice and deep, girl…”  

	“Mmm…Daddy loves teaching them how to…ohhh…suck his cock…” Peyton  moaned on Jeremy’s lap.  

	“What else does he teach them?” Jeremy was hoarse.  

	“Ohhh…you’ll see…”  

	Darius pulled out of Jeremy’s slobbering wife’s mouth, still hard as a rock.  April looked disappointed that he didn’t finish.  

	“Come here, girl,” Darius said, pulling April to her feet for an intense kiss.
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	Seeing Jeremy watching from the chair sobered April, but only for a moment.  Her world had constricted to Darius’ cock and doing all she could to please  him. She didn’t even know when their spouses came into the bedroom. Jeremy  was flushed. She hoped that meant he liked what he saw.  

	April felt strange in Darius’ arms, kissing him, while her husband was in the  same room. Even being on the balcony, having the sliding glass doors between  them had made it easier. Jeremy’s gaze weighed on her, but her lover’s hands  on her body pulled her attention back to him. She wanted Darius too much to  be slowed—even by her husband’s presence. She unhooked her bra and  dropped it to the floor.  

	Darius grinned. His cock jumped at the sight of her naked breasts. She ruefully thought, They aren’t that big, but they’re probably the first real pair he’s  seen in ages. His hands were hot on them. The big paws made her breasts feel  even smaller, but she loved that they engulfed her. She struggled to hold her  enthusiasm back for Jeremy’s sake.  

	“Good lord, you’re beautiful, April. I’ve got you have you, girl.”  

	“I’m here, you have me.” The word just slipped out. How did they land with  Jeremy?  

	Darius lifted her onto the bed. She felt weightless. Past the bulk of his dark    .

	body, she saw her husband and watched him as her lover rolled her panties  down her legs. Curiously, he left her heels on. Jeremy’s jaw was set, his body  tensed. He was flushed.  

	Peyton, on the other hand, looked pleased. Can I ever get to where she is, so  casual about all of this? Seeing the blonde’s hands on her husband—Jeremy’s  hand up her dress—filled April with fire. It was strangely fascinating to see  how another woman reacted to her man, but her jealousy burned. And then  Darius’ hand on her hot center demanded her attention once more.  

	“You feel ready,” Darius said, kissing her breasts. April sighed. She gasped  when his teeth nipped at a swollen nipple.  

	“Ahhh…I…Darius…”  

	“It’s okay to admit you need this, baby.” He sounded amused. His confidence should have grated. She loved it.  

	“I…”  

	April pulled him up to kiss her. His huge body covered hers. The thing was,  she didn’t think it was okay to admit it with Jeremy right there. He didn’t want  to hear her telling another man she needed him. How did the other couples get  past this? Richelle loved watching me and Chase together…  

	Two thick fingers filled her. Just his fingers were thicker than some men  she’d had—not that she’d had so many men before they moved to Milford  Court. She gasped and urged her hips at them. The weight of his cock rested on her leg. It was what she really wanted. She had to stop worrying about how  Jeremy would react. He told her to do this.  

	“Yeah, girl. I think you’re ready, aren’t you?” Darius asked, kissing her neck,  spreading her wetness with his fingers.  

	“Yesss…I…I’m ready…” She looked right into his eyes. “I want this…”  

	“Yes! Goddam it, yes April!”  Darius hiked her legs wide apart—wide enough to get his massive body be-  tween them. April reached out and took his shaft. She didn’t even think. She  was the one who put it inside her. Something made her look over at Jeremy  when she did it. She had to see the moment, had to know he could forgive her  for it.    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Holding eye contact with April when Darius slipped the horsecock into her was  the most intense moment of Jeremy’s life. She looked shocked when his head  parted her lips. Then her eyes widened, and she looked thrilled. She winced  when he really started stretching her. Finally, he saw acceptance as she got  used to the big man’s girth. Jeremy felt like he was watching his wife transform before his eyes. Part of him was horrified. He couldn’t deny it. But the  rest of him was coiled in excited anticipation, like opening presents on Christmas morning.

	April tensed, relaxed, tensed again. It was like every time Darius pushed  deeper, she had to fight to take him. I’ll never believe size doesn’t matter again,  Jeremy chuckled to himself. The man wasn’t even close to bottoming out, and  April looked like she might pass out. She was red, sweating, panting.  

	“Breathe, girl,” Darius grunted. “Breathe. It’s gonna stretch you…go deep-  er…but you can take it. Shit, I don’t know if I can… So goddam tight, girl…”  

	“I…ahhh…I…can take it…I want it…Darrr…don’t stop…ahhh god…don’t  stop…”  

	Hearing his wife plead for another man to fuck her chilled Jeremy. He also  nearly came in his pants.  

	Peyton took his fingers out of her. He was so distracted that he’d stopped  moving them. “I don’t think you can give me what I need right now. Let me  help you, sugar.”  

	“Peyton, sorry,” he mumbled. “I…”  

	She smiled as she slipped off his lap, gave him a long, slow kiss. He needed  to see April, but he still took the time to kiss the blonde properly. “I’ll help you  now, you can take care of me later.”  

	Jeremy was embarrassed that he hardly paid attention when she took his  cock out and began sucking it. But then her lips tightened, and he groaned and  pushed his hips at her hungry mouth. Peyton purred around him. She’s so fucking good, he thought.    

	When Jeremy looked up, Darius was moving in his wife, not just easing it  into her. April arched her back and rolled her hips with the longest, lowest  groan he’d ever heard from her in fourteen years together. Seeing his wife  opened like that by such a huge cock didn’t make him soft like it would other  men. It made him surge in Peyton’s mouth. He grabbed the back of the cheerleader’s head and started to fuck her face. She struggled for a moment but then  kept sucking. Of course, she took it. She was used to Darius.  

	“Ahhh yesss…ahhh yesss…ahhh god yesss…Darrr…don’t…stop…”  

	“You…love it…don’t…you…Ape…”  

	“Yesss…god help me…yesss…harder…”  

	Darius chuckled. Her legs were over his arms, and he pushed them back  and apart as he leaned into his strokes. “They don’t…usually…ask…for that…the  first time…you’re incredible…April…”  

	“Harder…Darrr…harder…fff…fffuck mmmeee…”  

	Hearing his wife beg another man fuck me was a slap in the face, especially  hearing his wife say it—a woman who rarely cursed. He suspected that had  changed in the last few weeks. April was probably cursing a lot when other  men had their hands on her. Jeremy just hadn’t been there to hear it.  

	It looked like surrender. It looked like domination, but Jeremy knew it  wasn’t. Darius wasn’t taking her power—trying to take her from him—and she  wasn’t giving anything up. They were sharing passion—pleasure. They moved in perfect sync, April’s hips rising to meet the piston Darius drove down into  her.  

	“Yesss…yesss…God…Darrr…too much…sooo much…”  

	Peyton lifted from Jeremy’s cock with a slurp. “I love hearing when he fills  them for the first time, and they realize how big he truly is—when they’re  stretched by him…”  

	Jeremy pushed his cock back into her mouth. That was the last thing he  needed to hear. He knew it was happening, but he didn’t want to think about  Darius stretching his wife. And yet, it was happening right in front of him, and  April was transforming into something else.  

	“Come for me…Ape…come for me, baby…” Darius growled, demanding.  

	“I…I…Darrr…”  

	“Ape…uhnn…April can’t get enough…uhnn…can she…”  

	“Nooo…ahhh…god nooo…I’m…”  

	“You’re gonna come…aren’t you, baby…”  

	“Yesss…ahhh…yesss…AHH MY GOD…YESS! DARRR…YESSS!”  

	How many men get to watch their wife come like that? How many want to?  Jeremy found out what it was like to see his wife as a force of nature. April  tensed…panted…whimpered…moaned…shouted… Darius kept rolling his hips,  thrusting in and out of her the entire time. Jeremy swore that if the Black man  kept doing it, she would never stop coming. 

	Jeremy groaned, light-headed, as he flooded Peyton’s mouth. It was upon  him so fast he didn’t think it was real, but he couldn’t hold back while he  watched his wife with Darius. Luckily, the cheerleader was experienced and  swallowed every drop.  

	“Hey, sugar, you could give a girl a warning next time,” she said, still kissing  his spent cock.  

	“Hey, uh, sorry…”    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	April burned for Darius. She came and he didn’t stop moving in her. Jeremy  usually came when she did—right before or right after—so she was not used to  a man who just kept going. Did the men on Milford Court train themselves to  hold out? Darius’ motion drew out her orgasm, made April keep coming until  she felt like it might burn her up.  

	“Ahhh god…it feels…feels like…I can’t breathe…”  

	Darius slowed his motion in her, but didn’t stop. He hadn’t even broken a  sweat yet. “Do you need a break, April?” He stroked her cheek when he asked,  a tender gesture she didn’t expect.  

	“No…” she gasped. “I’m just…ahhh…”  

	April didn’t know what to tell him. She almost said she was amazed, but  saw Jeremy out of the corner of her eye, and couldn’t tell Darius that in front of her husband. Peyton was on her knees. Of course, she is. Not even sex with Darius could make her like that any better, but April had to figure out a way to  overcome her jealousy.  

	Peyton stayed on her knees, stroking Jeremy, said, “Hope you have another  one in you, or you’ll need to finish me some other way.”  

	Jeremy looked down at Peyton, smiled. April hated that he looked away  from her. Those feelings were so complicated.  

	Darius flicked his hips, harder, deeper. It pushed a low cry out of her. He  kissed her deeply. She wrapped her arms and legs around him. It felt so wrong  to do in front of her husband, but she wanted it too much. Jeremy told me to,  she reasoned.  

	“Ahhh god…Darrr…” He drove her toward another peak, so quickly, so eas-  ily. She looked at her husband. She saw it there. Conflicted, but he liked it.  Why?  

	Darius took both of her slender wrists, pinned them above her head with  one hand. His grip was iron. A new flutter in her core. He’s so big…so strong…  bigger than any of the others…Her body responded, hips rolling up at her ea-  gerly. Watching Jeremy the entire time. Her husband. How can he watch this?  

	“Fuck yesss…girrl…taking it so deep…those hips sooo eager…”  

	“Yesss…Darrr…” All the dirty talk on Milford Court got easier every time.  April knew she was changing. Was Jeremy, too. 

	Jeremy looked stricken, but it wasn’t about him. She couldn’t feel bad, not  when Darius was making her feel so good. The tension added the spice that  took her over the edge again. She wailed, clenching, while Darius fucked her  through it.  

	“Uhnn…there she is…coming for me again…feels so good when you come on  my dick…uhnn…”  

	“Yesss…” she cried.  

	Darius flipped her, pulled her butt into the air. She felt empty when he  pulled out. Purred with satisfaction when he slipped it back in. All of it. He was  so deep from behind. Huge hands nearly encircled her waist, and she was not  tiny like Peyton. April tried to look at Jeremy, but couldn’t in that position.  

	“Fuck, Ape…love that round ass…” He smacked it. The sting felt…good? New  Jersey April would have never allowed that. “Love that fucking jiggle…”  Smacked her ass again, and she realized she pushed it back at him. Don’t encourage him, she thought, moaning.  

	“Ahhh…Darrr…yesss…”  

	He slicked his thumb with her pussy. It was easy. She was so wet. He  pressed it to her back door. Her breath caught. She tensed, but his massive  cock fucked the tension right back out of her. His thumb nudged at her rosebud. She whimpered between moans. Why are these guys so obsessed with  that? The men of Milford Court kept eating her ass. She knew what it was a preamble for, but April did not do that—no matter how good a tongue back  there felt. His blunt, slick thumb popped back her defenses.  

	A sharp cry. “Ahhh god…Darrr…I can’t…”  

	“Uhnnn…oh you can, baby…sweet ass like this…made for it…feel how you’re  gripping me now…uhnnn…just need…training…”  

	Clenching because I’m so full, April thought, wanted to say, but only moans  came out. It burned, throbbed, but in the best way. If his thumb made her feel  so full…she could never…not him anyway. Jeremy? 

	 “Ohhh sugar…” Peyton cried. “Aaaass training…so fun…you’ll…ohhh…love  it… They’ll…love…ohhh…your…sweet aaaass…”  

	What is he doing to her? Did Jeremy stop watching? Did he stop caring? It was  enough to pull focus from Darius and the huge cock pounding her. Her husband would always be more important. Her family was everything. But April  was face down on the bed, ass in the air. She couldn’t see.  

	April didn’t need to wonder any longer. Peyton bounced onto the bed beside  her. The girl smiled at her and stroked her hair. “Enjoy him, April. He’s magnificent. A cock like his changes you.” Peyton cried out, arched her back off the  bed, thrusting out those fake tits. A twist of her head and April saw Jeremy’s  face between the cheerleader’s legs. Her first thought was of Marc Goldman. Is  he becoming… She couldn’t think it.  

	Darius pulled her hair, forced focus. As drenched as she was, it still felt like    

	he was splitting her in two. The throb was so good. He was pushing her to an-  other peak. Her third on his cock. April thought this one might kill her.  

	“Ahhh…ahhh…Darrr…Darrr…”  

	“That’s it, girrl…let it out…come for me again…taking it…uhnnn…so deep…so  good…”  

	Oh god, he is so deep! How is he so deep? Never been so full…like I’m wrapped  around him…ohmygod…yes! Shouldn’t let Jeremy see this…see me…come…so  hard…for Darius…can’t help it…there…  

	April howled. She’d been white knuckling the sheets, but now she slapped  the bed. Everything inside her fell like dominoes: reason, restraint, propriety.  She was reduced to Darius stretching her and how hard he made her come.  

	“Fuck, girrrl…yeah, girrrl…that’s it Ape…come for me…fuck…milking it right  out of me…”  

	The climax still rolled through April, obliterating thought. She didn’t realize  what was happening until Darius grunted, and his warmth spread through her.  His massive cock somehow seemed to expand. It felt deeper than ever when he  filled her.  

	His meat felt like it pulsed as an endless amount of his strong, proud seed  pumped into April’s unprotected pussy. She groaned, her body reacting naturally, making her come again. Her body tightened around Darius, milking  every drop from him, like her primal self demanded the powerful Black athlete breed her.  

	When reality hit her, it was like a slap to the face. Darius was coming inside  her unprotected pussy. His huge cock plugged her, even soft, trapping all of it  inside her. She was full of his cum. Shame—fear—flooded her. This was  wrong. She hardly ever let Jeremy do that. She wasn’t on the pill or anything  else. Oh god, he’s right here. Does he realize?  

	“Darius…no…please…” she whimpered.  

	“What is it, baby?” he huffed, stroking her cheek. “Ready for round two al-  ready? I heard you were eager, but damn, baby.”  

	“It’s… just…” She struggled to control her breathing, her racing heart. Felt  his warmth seeping through her—packed up inside her. It was difficult with  Peyton twisting and moaning beside her, Jeremy’s face buried between her  thighs. He probably doesn’t realize… I have to tell him. He’ll know.  

	April crawled away from Darius, his thick cock slipping out of her. Despite  everything, she felt a void when he wasn’t inside of her. She ached where he’d  been because she was so stretched by him. It wasn’t some silly porn thing like  she was changed by him, but the man left an impact, one that still had her core  twitching.  

	“Hey, baby, you good?” Darius asked, warmth in his voice.  

	His big hand caressed her round ass, the one she’d just been shaking for  him. At least his hands are so big it makes my ass feel small, she thought, smiling. “No, I just need to go to the bathroom.”  

	Darius held her ass with both hands, firmly massaged it. She pressed back,  despite herself. It felt good. But she had to clean up. I need to clean him out of  me.  

	“Ohhh fuck…yesss…fuck…Jerrr…ohmygod…lick me…sooo good…making me  cooo⁠—”  

	Peyton held Jeremy’s short brown hair in an iron grip, grinding her pussy  up at his face—literally fucking his mouth. April knew how good that felt—how  good her husband was at going down—and felt a bloom of bizarre pride. The  blonde cheerleader had probably had a lot of men—sorry for being judgy—  and knowing he could impress her, make her come like that, drove home exactly what April had—why she didn’t need anyone else. None of this was about  need. But she was still jealous.  

	April crawled off the bed and padded to the bathroom, feeling Darius’ issue  running down her thigh as she walked. Did he shoot a gallon? she worried. She  hated leaving the three of them alone, and expected to come back to find Peyton between her lover and her husband, taking it from both ends. She never,  ever used to have such dirty thoughts, but it warmed something low in her  belly.  

	She looked back over her shoulder and saw Jeremy push up from between  Peyton’s legs. He looked for April first. Her heart skipped. “Be right back. Behave while I’m gone. I mean all three of you.”  

	Peyton had hands on Darius and Jeremy’s thighs. “No promises. Don’t be too  long.”    
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	Jeremy watched his wife. They were finally alone, and she seemed tentative,  nervous. She’d wiggled back into her dress when she returned from the bathroom, which he knew was the sign she was done for the night. He’d been surprised.  

	It seemed like April couldn’t get enough of Darius. He was disappointed,  too, but he’d never admit it. He didn’t know how much he could take, but he  wanted to see more. Twisted as it was, he wanted to see how much she could  take. He wanted to get hard again and fuck Peyton, too. Jeremy hoped it would  maintain balance if April saw it. Making those calculations felt so strange.  

	Darius and Peyton were still vocally going at it in the master suite. Jeremy  thought someone might call security. He was beginning to believe that Darius  could literally go all night and wondered if the man took Viagra before these  things. He didn’t want to believe the man—one of the men—fucking his wife  was that good.  

	“I guess we should talk about it,” he said, putting his hand on April’s shoulder. She sat up, arms wrapped around her knees. “Are you okay?”  

	She pushed her hair back over her ear, smiled weakly, and said, “I’m more  worried about you. I’m sorry, babe.”  

	“Sorry for what? You only did what I expected. There’s no reason to apologize.”  

	“I let…” She looked away. “Darius finished inside me. I’m sorry, Jeremy. I  was so caught up, I didn’t know it was happening. And then it was happening,  and I didn’t know how to stop him.” She looked back at her husband for his response.  

	Jeremy caught a glint in her eye. She didn’t want to stop him. The idea of his  sweet, normal wife being so sex-crazed that every shred of self-control went  out the window scared the hell out of him and thrilled him in equal measure. It  also burned in his gut that she never lost control like that with him. He didn’t  know how to explain that. But there was the practical to consider.  

	“We don’t use birth control.” Stating the obvious was the only thing he could  do until his thoughts caught up. “Is it a safe time? Last night, you made me pull  out.”  

	“It should be okay. It’s on the line. I’m going to get Plan B in the morning,  just in case.”  

	“Christ, April. You…we…need to be more careful.” He saw her wince and  smiled before adding, “There’s no way we’re passing off Darius’ kid as ours.”  

	“Asshole.” She broke, and they both laughed. It felt good.  

	“Seriously, I’m sorry. I don’t want you to feel like I want him—anyone—  more than you.”  J

	eremy tried to keep his fears off his face. “None of this works if we don’t trust each other, honey.” Is that a dodge, he wondered. “But about Darius…  finishing…there. I know you don’t tolerate the pill, but if we’re doing this now,  we have to take precautions. We can’t be foolish and just cross our fingers. An  IUD?”  

	“They’re long-term, Jeremy. That’s making a choice that we’re…done…”  

	“We haven’t talked about that in a long time, not since Gabe was born. I just  sort of assumed you were done.”  

	He knew she loved being a mother—it was her world—but she also had her  hands full with two kids. And April was thirty-eight. He was forty-one. If they  wanted another kid, the clock was ticking.  

	“That’s an us decision, babe. Not a me decision. I guess life got ahead of us,  and we just never talked about it. I don’t know how I feel about it. My friend  back home, Daniela, had another one in the spring. She said being pregnant at  forty was very different than at thirty-two. This is a weird conversation to be  having after what we just did.”  

	“Yeah, you’re right. But we do need to do something.”  

	“I know. Let me think about it, okay?”  

	“Of course, it’s your body. I’m not pushing a solution on you. Even if the  guys on Milford Court used condoms, you can’t be too careful.”  

	April’s eyes narrowed. “Did you use condoms with Peyton?”  

	“Uh, no. She told me she was safe and didn’t ask for one. Should I have? Are    .

	you angry?”  

	Her look said she felt some way about it, but she side-stepped. “How was it  being in the same room?” She relaxed, letting go of her legs and turning toward  him, propped up on her hand. “It was different for me with you there.”  

	“You know, I’d gone through it so many times in my mind. I thought I was  prepared. Nothing can prepare you for that.” He exhaled.  

	April frowned and reached for her hand. “Was it that bad?”  

	“Parts of it were hard to see. Watching you do it meant accepting it was really happening. Seeing another man put his hands on you—it just didn’t feel  right. Seeing how badly you wanted it from him was hard to see at first.”  

	“I’m sorry,” she reflexively replied before catching up. “At first?”  

	He couldn’t hold the smile back. It was a wicked smile. He sat up and  turned, tugging at the top of her strapless dress. It resisted coming down over  her breasts. “I needed a minute for the shock to wear off.”  

	“The shock?” she asked, twisting back to free her zipper.  

	Jeremy kept pulling and her pert tits popped free. They were perfect. I get  why they all want her. April has the only real tits on Milford Court, he thought.  They still had red marks from where Darius touched her. He wasn’t gentle. It  would have bothered him if she didn’t clearly love it. He traced the marks with  his fingers. She shivered.  

	“Of seeing another man touch you… Seeing how much you wanted him to…”  

	April’s voice was low, breathy. She gasped when he traced her nipples. “I’m  sorry, but when he touched me… You said you were okay with…everything.”  He teased her tips with his thumbs. Her gasp sent a charge through him. He  recalled the sounds she made for Darius. “I wanted to see it, April. I’m just saying it’s complicated.”  

	“But you’re not judging me for wanting it?” She palmed his boxer briefs.  He’d stripped before getting in bed in the suite’s second bedroom. April had  hesitated to undress.  

	“Not judging… Figuring out how to accept it.” He pinched, and she bit her  bottom lip, but it didn’t stop the moan. Her grip tightened on him, surging his  blood down there.  

	“Well, ahhh… What can I do to help?”  

	April turned Jeremy and rolled his underwear down his legs. Her hair  brushing his thighs made him tremble. He was already thick and dripping his  excitement when he popped free. She straddled his hips, gathering the little,  lacy, black dress around her waist. It was almost sexier than if she’d taken it  off completely. She rubbed along his length, slick and ready. How much of that  is Darius? Shit, he came inside her! He was playing it cooler than he felt.  

	“Tell me which parts you liked.”  

	Jeremy groaned into her lips when she kissed him. She moaned back when    .

	he kneaded her breasts. Their tongue dueled before she allowed him to answer. He sculpted her tits, and she rocked her hips on him, but didn’t take him  inside—yet.  

	“You were so tiny in his arms, April. It was like he could just do anything  with you.” He was breathing harder.  

	April purred. “I wouldn’t let him do anything. I have limits.”  

	He grinned. “I think maybe he could convince you. You gave him everything he wanted.” Let him come inside you… Goddam, how far did his monster  cock push it inside you? The implications sizzled through him.  

	“Mmm… Feels like you want him to convince me,” she moaned, feeling him  twitch beneath her.  

	“I… when I came into the bedroom and you were on your knees… His…”  

	“Cock was in my mouth? I remember… It…” Her voice was husky.  

	“Uhnn…stretched your mouth…”  

	April reached between them, put him in. They moaned together. Jeremy  was thankful for Peyton’s blowjob because he would have lost it the moment  he felt her wet grip on him if she hadn’t drained him once.  

	“Ahhh…he’s big, babe…so big…”  

	“Shit…Ape…ohhh…”  

	Her rocking slowed on him, she looked concerned, “Sorry, babe, I didn’t…”  

	Jeremy grabbed her hips and moved her on him. “Don’t stop…tell me all of  it…”  

	April looked uncertain, but then moved, rolling her hips with more force.  Jeremy was gasping. This woman riding him, this queen who took everything  Darius had to give, who rode him and told him how big her lover was, couldn’t  possibly be his wife. April didn’t do those things. She didn’t say those things.  He was so hard his cock hurt.  

	“He…ahhh…had to take control…guide me…too big…”  

	“Shit…you took it…took it all…”  

	“Ahhh god…yesss…teased me…then he put it in…ahh god, babe…I’m sorry…  but he stretched…stretched me…”  

	“And you loved it…”  

	“Yesss…babe…I…loved it…”  

	Their bodies rocked together hard enough to rhythmically slap the head-  board against the wall. They didn’t make the sort of noise coming from the  master suite, but they were doing their part. Their moans grew together, as  their bodies rocked in unison. Darius may have been the bigger man, but no  one knew April’s body like Jeremy did.  

	Jeremy felt insane. The more his wife described how good Darius felt, the  more he wanted her. The jealousy, the insecurity, didn’t fade, but this new desire, a desire to see her taken, pushed to her limits by another man, was so  powerful that it washed all of that away.

	“Ape…I’m close…I’m there…you have to…”  

	She lowered her lips to his ear. It came out almost like a growl. “Come inside  me, babe. Please… Fill me… He can’t be the only one tonight…”  

	Jeremy’s brain broke, and his release flooded up into his wife. In their fourteen years together—twelve married—she never once told him come inside me.  His body felt numb, except for his cock throbbing his load deep into her—not  as deep as Darius, he realized.  

	“Ahhh…god…Jeremy…ahhh god…”  

	April went rigid, arching her back and jamming down on his cock. He was  thrilled that he made her come. He had doubts after the noises Darius tore  from her throat with his cock. Her sheath milked the last of his cum out of his  balls as she trembled on him. When her wave crested, she fell forward into his  arms.  

	“I guess you don’t hate me then,” she sighed.  

	“What would I hate you for, honey? That was incredible. It’s strange, and  scary, but I love what this is doing to you.” He held her against his chest, ca-  ressing her back.  

	“Not sure what you mean by that. I’m still me.” April didn’t even sound like  she believed it.  “

	And I hope you stay that way,” he replied, giving her that one. “Maybe  you’re just a little more open?” 

	April giggles against his chest. “Because Darius is so big?”  

	Jeremy hadn’t thought about it that way, but she wasn’t wrong. He’d felt a  difference. She wasn’t as tight around him. He knew what he felt wasn’t all excitement. He was feeling another man’s cum in his wife’s pussy. It made him  burn for her, to reclaim her, while they were doing it, but now that he’d come,  he felt weird about feeling Darius’ load. He’d only felt it once on the LA trip,  and that was on the private jet.  

	“Something like that,” he mumbled.  

	Right on cue, Peyton cried out from the other room. “Ohhh fuck…fuck me,  Daddy…pound my pussy, Daddy!”  

	April laughed. “That’s weird, right? The daddy thing?”  

	“Yeah. It threw me for a loop.”  

	She tensed in his arms. “Did she call you that?  

	“She tried.” He laughed. April relaxed in his arms.  

	“Are we good, babe?” she asked, kissing his chest.  “We’re good. It’s just sex. It can’t come between us.”  

	Jeremy had worked hard to convince himself of that, but it was harder to  believe after watching Darius make his wife come harder than he ever had.  Coming down from the afterglow was harder than he expected, but he’d figure  it out. He didn’t have a choice. 
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	“Thanks for meeting me, Whitney,” Jeremy said, flagging down the bartender.  

	They were at a trendy bar near the beach during happy hour. Evening was  coming, but the Miami heat was still oppressive. He was dying in his polo and  khakis and had no idea how Whitney coped in that tight black sheath. It left a  lot of her long, tanned legs and a measure of freckled cleavage exposed, but it  didn’t look like it breathed.  

	“I was surprised to hear from you. I know you’ve been with Stirling for a  couple of months now, but there hasn’t been much reason for our paths to  cross. None of my contracts have landed on your desk yet.”  

	The bartender takes their orders: bourbon for Jeremy, vodka martini for  Whitney, extra dirty. “I’m still getting the lay of the land, trying to find out  who’s a good ally, who’s best to avoid. Liliana suggested I talk to you.”  

	“Liliana.” A knowing smile played across her lips. “She got assigned to you.”  

	“What do you mean by that?”  

	Whitney laughed. “I think you’re defensiveness answers your question.”  

	“She’s my assistant. Just my assistant.” The image of Liliana sitting on the  edge of his desk, dress at her waist, foot on his dick, floated through his mind.  He cleared it.  

	“Well, I don’t think you need to worry, Jeremy. Word is, you’re Tommy’s

	fair-haired boy of the moment. You can write your own ticket. I’d take advantage while you can, if I were you.”  

	He didn’t answer until the bartender set down their drinks. He wanted to  down his in one gulp and order another. Whitney sipped her martini, coolly assessing him. He thought, Can I write my ticket because Tommy fucked—is fuck-  ing—my wife?  

	“That’s the word, huh? What’s the other office gossip about me?”  

	Whitney pulled an olive off the toothpick with precise, sharp teeth. “Well,  you moved onto Tommy’s cul-de-sac in Peregrine’s Nest. Some of us know  what that means.”  

	“It’s a nice neighborhood,” he lamely replied.  

	“Very friendly.”  

	Jeremy hated how she sat there smugly, waiting for him to react to her  innuendos. He had no intention of confirming anything for her, but knowing  people were talking made his palms sweat. Did people at Stirling think the only  reason he had his job was because Tommy was fucking April? He wasn’t a  woman, so he couldn’t truly know, but it felt somehow worse for people to  think you got a job for giving your wife to the boss than if you’d just fucked  him yourself for the position.  

	She sipped her drink and said, “Relax, Jeremy. Not everyone knows about  that part. There are whispers that Tommy doesn’t just fuck around behind Marti’s back, but that she knows and doesn’t care, even gets her own benefits.  But it’s a smaller circle that actually knows about your little suburban  swingers’ club.”  

	“My club…” he stammered, doing a terrible job of appearing neutral.  

	“Unless they haven’t invited you and your lovely wife in yet. What’s her  name? April? I kind of assumed she was part of the package.”  

	“April isn’t part of any package,” he snapped.  

	“My mistake, you guys aren’t in the club.” She paused so that he would  know she knew the truth. “In that case, you should get yourselves invited to the  next neighborhood barbecue. Trust me, they are eye-opening, and it can only  be good for your career to be inside the circle.”  

	“It doesn’t sound like you’re relying on rumors about what goes on at those  Milford Court barbecues.”  

	Whitney smiled. “Mmm, I was hoping you weren’t that naive. Listen, I don’t  judge anyone. I like to have fun, and I’ve certainly done what I’ve needed to get  ahead. My brains and sparkling wit aren’t my only assets, and I use every tool I  have.”  

	“I’m not using—” Jeremy almost said my wife to get ahead. He didn’t even  want to suggest it. “I wouldn’t do anything like that to get ahead.”  

	“Ah, mid white men. The world is so different for you, isn’t it?” She finished  her martini and signaled for another, looking toward Jeremy, who thought, why not, and downed his bourbon.  

	“I’ve attended a few of your neighborhood get-togethers. You know that star  right fielder in Boston? I ended up dating him while I was trying to land him  for Stirling. Tommy thought it would be a good idea if I went above and beyond to show him a good time. I don’t know why he thought I needed reinforcements,” she sniffed. “I’m perfectly capable of wrapping a dumb baseball  player around my finger. But it turns out he was right. That boy had a thing  about MILF types and Marti was right up his alley.”  

	“Marti…” Jeremy too easily imagined his boss’s wife devouring some young  stud athlete. An experienced, flexible woman like her would rock his world. “I  didn’t know they invited outside people into their world.”  

	“Their world? Cut the shit, Jeremy. You’re not coincidentally living on Milford Court. Tommy didn’t bring you in from out of nowhere when you have no  real background in this kind of law, and take you under his wing for no reason.  He doesn’t do anything unless it benefits him in some way. And knowing  Tommy, I’m sure it’s about your wife and not you. He enjoys taking things that  aren’t his.”  

	“Tommy isn’t taking anything from me. I won’t let him.”  

	“Good. There’s a fighting spirit I haven’t seen yet. For your sake, I hope  Tommy isn’t just taking, what was it, April, but that you’re also enjoying the  benefits of living there. The neighbors are quite attractive, as I remember. I wouldn’t be surprised if you have to submit headshots to buy a house on Milford Court.”  

	Taking April, he thought. Tommy went out of his way to make it sound like  anything but that, but nothing was what it seemed with him. It didn’t seem like  the other couples in the cul-de-sac felt that way. No one was taking anyone’s  spouse. They were just borrowing for a little fun. He wasn’t under any illusion  that he could take Peyton from Darius. Tommy is in for a rude awakening if he  thinks he can take April from me.  

	“Why don’t you come to the neighborhood parties anymore?” He paid more  attention to Whitney’s trim figure. She would be popular with the Milford  Court husbands. Jeremy wouldn’t mind seeing what was under that dress for  himself.  

	She tucked a stray lock of her copper-colored bob behind her ear. “Tommy  got what he wanted for me. Not just the baseball player. He gets bored easily.  He always needs a new challenge. And since I’m not a resident over there, not  one of the wives, there was no reason for me to be there anymore.” She sounded bitter. “That’s why I was saying that you should take advantage of your  position before he gets what he wants—whatever that is—and moves on.”  

	“I’m not playing Tommy’s games.” His voice was harder than he intended.  “

	Oh? And just what do you plan to do to him? Unless he’s that taken with  your wife…”    .

	“April is not a bargaining chip.” He wondered if she could be for half a second. No. No way.  

	“Okay, so what’s your plan?”  

	“I was hoping you could help. Liliana implied you might know something.”  

	“Fuck. These damn assistants are thick as thieves. It’s like they’ve got their  own secret society. Listen, I’m not going against Tommy. He could bury my career. An over-the-hill triple-A left fielder wouldn’t touch me.”  

	“I get it. Everyone is afraid of Tommy Fucking Siegel. Well, I’m not. And I  don’t expect you to screw yourself for me. Just point me in the right direction.  There’s no reason anyone has to know anything came from you.”  

	Whitney looked conflicted. She’d obviously been abused by Tommy just like  Jeremy, but the boss still had a grip on her. She had too much to lose if Jeremy  screwed it up.  

	“Don’t you think it’s time someone fucked with him just like he fucks with  everyone else? Come on, Whitney. I’m good. I can do this. Just give me some-  thing to go on.”  

	“Fine. Fuck it. This isn’t what you need, but do you know why he threw me  to the side? When I was trying to get that baseball player signed, using everything I had, the kid knocked me up. I should have known a twenty-two-year-old  specimen like him would have powerful swimmers. The kid freaked, and  Tommy forced me to get an abortion. That’s what earned Tommy his loyalty and why he’s with Stirling. Tommy made his problem go away. That ape  Sammy even drove me to make sure it got done. And then he handed me my  commission check like he was paying me for…”  

	“Whitney, shit. I’m sorry, I didn’t know…”  

	She looked away, sniffed, and drained her second martini, which gave her  the composure to go on. “How could you? But that’s why I won’t risk my career, because I’ve worked too fucking hard to get here.”  

	“Yeah, I’m sorry. I’ll figure it out on my own.”  

	“No, you’re right. I don’t know if you can truly fuck him over, but he deserves it. Last year, I went with Tommy and some others to Vegas for the draft.  While we were out there, after he tried to fuck me—I mean literally this time—  he hands me this invoice for a massive consulting fee and tells me to submit it.  When I asked him what it was for, he told me not to worry about it, that he  would make sure it was approved.”  

	“Why didn’t he submit it himself?”  

	“That’s what I wanted to know. He put his hand back on my ass and told me  to just do it. So, I asked him which account to charge it against. I didn’t know. It  wasn’t my expense. He told me to put it against the Rodgers account.”  

	“You mean Aa…”  

	“Don’t say it! Listen, I moved his hand off my ass for the third time, and I  did what I was told. But I think if you pull that thread, you’ll find something.  Hopefully, you’ll know what to do with it if something does come loose.”  

	“I appreciate this, Whitney. I promise, I’ll keep you out of it.”  

	Her jaw set. “I don’t think there’s any way to keep me out of this one. Just  make sure you do it right, so it doesn’t matter that I gave this to you.”  

	“I will. You can trust me.”  

	She gave him a long look. “You know, you might be the only man I know,  certainly at Stirling, who’s actually believable when he says that. Good luck,  and be careful in Tommy’s world, over there in Peregrine’s Nest. It’s easy to get  lost in the excitement of that world.”  

	“I appreciate it, but April and I are strong. No one is going to make us do  anything we don’t want to do.”
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	April couldn’t sit back and do nothing while Jeremy took the risk to neutralize  Tommy. None of this was her fault, but she knew it wouldn’t have been as bad  if she hadn’t slept with his boss. 

	 Tommy was the first husband on Milford Court to have her. His plan,  apparently. He told the others to keep their hands off until he had her. The  thought infuriated her. She was no man’s property, and certainly not Tommy  Siegel’s. If any man had a claim on her, it was her husband. And yet, his possessiveness, the lengths he’d gone to just to have sex with her, stirred something  inside April that she couldn’t suppress.  

	Even though she should hate the man—and she thought he was a pig—he  had a power over her. When he fixed her with those slate gray eyes, when he  touched her, she didn’t want to resist him. It felt like a bad enemies-to-lovers  trope from one of her romance novels—not that there was any love involved.  This was all about raw lust. She might not roll her eyes so hard the next time  she read one of those books.  

	April took the kids next door. Richelle was surprised to see her. “Hey, April.  What’s going on?”  

	“Could Izzy watch the kids for, like, an hour? There’s something I need to  take care of.”

	“Sure, come on in. The kids are bored anyway. They’ll love an impromptu  playdate.”  

	Gabi and Gabe ran back to meet Richelle’s kids in the backyard, while the  moms stopped in the kitchen. Richelle gave her guest a glass of water from the  pitcher in the fridge. “You look agitated, what’s going on? Is it Jeremy?”  

	“It’s… No, he’s been great. Why do you ask?” April sipped the water, impatient to get on with it, but knew the pause to cool down was a good idea.  

	“I know the other night was the first time he was there when you were with  one of the other husbands.”  

	“But it wasn’t my first time. There was that night with you and Chase.” The  women shared a smile at the memory of their wild night together. She didn’t  mention the afternoon Tommy had her in her bed.  

	“Right, but it was the first time he was there. You don’t really know how  they’ll handle it until it actually happens. And it was Darius. Talk about jumping into the deep end.”  

	April touched her stomach, and her core tightened with thoughts of how big  their lover—Peyton’s husband—is. Deep indeed. “Very funny.”  

	“Oh,” Richelle said, laughing. “I didn’t even think about that. But you get my  point. Did he handle it okay?”  

	“He says he’s fine. He was all over me right after. We stayed in some penthouse Darius rented for the night, and we went to the guest room. We talked some, but then we needed to reconnect, you know?” April wondered how she  had become the woman who shared such intimate details. It felt so outrageous  when she first met the other wives on Milford Court, and they did it. But then,  she had been in bed with Richelle and her husband. “Jeremy definitely likes it.  A lot, I think. But he’s weird about it, too. I can tell. I mean, I can’t blame him. I  didn’t like seeing Peyton sucking his dick, at all. And then hearing her with Darius in the other bedroom. I swear she was performing for her audience.”  

	Richelle laughed. “That’s Peyton. Reminding you who Darius belongs to.  Deep down, I don’t think she really loves sharing him. She accepts it because  she knows who she married, and at least he’s not cheating like he did with Mrs.  Russells one, two, and three. And she likes the freedom it gives her.”  

	“I know what you’ve said, Shelly, and I saw you that night, but I still don’t  get how you’re okay with seeing Chase…”  

	“Fuck you?” Richelle finished with a satisfied smile. She moved around the  kitchen island, close to April, and fingered the strap of her cute little sundress.  April jumped. “Because seeing Chase make women come like that gets me so  hot because I know he’s mine. It’s like I’m seeing his power, and it makes him  want me more. Maybe you need to see Jeremy make a woman scream. Do you  think he can do that?”  

	“I think so,” April muttered, distracted by Richelle’s fingers twisting the  strap of my dress. Her heart was like a hummingbird in her chest. She hated that she didn’t give Jeremy her full-throated endorsement. “I know he can. But  I don’t know if I want to see it.”  

	“Maybe I can help you. I’d love to get to know Jeremy better, and maybe we  can show you how fun it can be.”  

	“I don’t know, Shelly.” April wondered if her friend was going to peel that  strap off her shoulder. Wondered if she would stop her. “He can do what he  wants. I don’t need to be there for it.”  

	“But it’s so much fun if you learn to love it. Give me a chance to make you  see it?”  

	“Fine, Shelly,” April sighed, like she agreed to eat her vegetables.  

	“It won’t be so bad. I promise. Chase will be there. It’ll be fun.” Richelle softly kissed her.  

	The biggest sign of the change that had occurred in April was that she didn’t  freeze or overthink it or pull away. She kissed her friend back, softly at first,  but then with enough steam that she had to brace her shaking hand on the  kitchen island.  

	“Good,” Richelle said, flushed. “Let’s look at our calendars. Now, what’s this  urgent errand you need to run?”  

	Damn it, I forgot all about the reason I’m dropping off the kids. Tommy. But  for a second there, I forgot the kids were in the backyard. What am I doing kissing Richelle right here?

	“Just something I need to take care of. I promise, I won’t leave the kids  long.”  

	“Take all the time you need. I’m sure they’re having a blast.”  

	“Thanks.”  

	On some wild impulse, April kissed Richelle. A hungry, leading kiss. The Fil-  ipina moaned and melted into it. April was proud to leave her breathless and  smiled. “Great, we’ll plan that get-together.”  

	April floated out of Richelle’s, feeling confident and powerful, and walked  straight across the cul-de-sac to the Siegels’ house.    

	  

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	“Nice to see you, dear,” Marti said, answering her door. “What brings you  across the cul-de-sac? Tommy?”  

	April bristled. “I need to talk to him.”  

	“Talk?” The older woman smiled.  

	“Yes, talk. Is he here?”  

	“He is. By all means, please come in.” Marti stood to the side and closed the  door behind April. “He’s downstairs in the gym. Can I get you something while  you wait? Water? Something stronger?”  

	“I didn’t come over for a bottle of water, Marti,” April replied, following the  blonde through to a living room meticulously arranged with stark, modern furniture.  

	The Siegels’ house did not exude warmth. It was the first time April had  been back since the July 4th barbecue, the day they learned the truth about  Milford Court. The first time she watched her neighbors have sex. The first  time Tommy touched her. She looked out at the pool where it all started. That  felt like a lifetime ago.  

	“It’s been so long since I’ve seen you. Work keeps me so busy. I have to go in  to start prepping for the six o’clock newscast in a couple of hours. How have  you been, dear?”  

	“I’ve been…busy. Figuring out how to fit in here is a learning process.”  

	“You’ve been fitting in quite nicely, from what I hear. Taken to it like a duck  to water. Once Tommy got you started, that is.” 

	April turned on her. Marti leaned against the back of a couch, arms crossed,  pushing up her already huge, enhanced breasts. Her light, cream-colored top  was like gauze, showing the expensive, lacy bra underneath. Her beige pleated  skirt was short, showing off the woman’s long, tanned legs. The outfit looked  like it cost more than everything in April’s closet combined. Marti was always  perfectly put together.  

	“Did you know, Marti? What Tommy was up to with us?”  

	Marti’s smile spread slowly. “We don’t have any secrets. Tommy and I are  equals in our marriage. We plan everything together.”    

	The answer infuriated April. “Why, then? Why play these games with us?”  

	“Tommy offered your husband a dream job and helped you find a beautiful  home. What kind of game is that, April? My husband’s been nothing but generous with Jeremy. With you both.”  

	April flushed at the woman’s implication. “He didn’t offer Jeremy that job  because of his lawyering skills.”  

	“So little faith in your husband? I hear he’s very good at what he does. Peyton said he did excellent work out in LA.”  

	“Why didn’t Tommy just tell us why he wanted us…” April almost said  wanted me, “here.”  

	“Would you have come, dear? We’ve found it’s better to lead people to their  options and let them make their choice. Could you have dreamed of this life sitting in your cute split-level in that dreary neighborhood back in New Jersey?  You needed to see the possibilities of what life could be for yourself to understand.”  

	April hated the way Marti made their old life sound. She loved that life and  would have happily kept it. Part of her still longed for its simplicity. She didn’t  have to worry about a neighbor dropping over to bend her over the counter or  ask for her mouth. She didn’t have to worry about what Jeremy was doing at  any given moment. But she wondered if they could go back to that normal suburban life after what they’d done.    .

	“I’d rather have had the choice,” April flatly said.  

	Marti laughed. “You’ve made a choice at every step of this journey. Has  anyone forced you to do anything? That’s not how we do things here. Did  Tommy make you fuck him?”  

	“I… He literally tossed me over his shoulder and carried me to the bedroom!”  

	“And did you tell him to stop? Did Tommy make you do anything at any  step?” She smugly stared at April. They both knew the answer.  

	“He should have been honest with us. Jeremy won’t let it go.”  

	“Jeremy isn’t stupid enough to go against Tommy. A man that stupid  couldn’t have gotten you, dear.”  

	Tommy walked into the living room, looked at the two women, and smiled.  “Am I interrupting something?”  

	“I think April here came to give you a piece of her mind,” Marti said, taking  a step back from their neighbor.  

	“Is that so? I’ve already had the rest of her. What’s up, kiddo?”  

	April watched Tommy come closer and hated how her core tightened when  the heat coiled low in her belly. He was shirtless, wearing a pair of tight shorts  that accentuated his physique, as if he had expected her. His broad, muscular  chest glistened with sweat. A towel was slung over his neck.  

	“Can we talk somewhere private?” April shot Marti a side glance.    

	“I don’t hide anything from my wife. You might as well just say it here,  kiddo.”  

	“He’ll tell me everything anyway. He always does,” Marti confirmed.  

	“We need to talk about this game you played on us. The real reason you  brought us down here and moved us into this community. None of it was a coincidence. It was a series of moves executed to get me…”  

	Tommy looked amused when she faltered, and April hated it. “I don’t play  games, kiddo. I want things, and I get them, but it’s not a fucking game to me. I  value the things I have. Most men don’t.” He moved closer, and she wished he  wouldn’t. “Yeah, I wanted to try you, but it wasn’t only that. I told Jeremy. I  wouldn’t have brought him into the firm if he was a shitty lawyer. I would  have found another way.”  

	“Another way?”  

	He tilted her chin up and ran a thumb over her lips. April barely resisted  reacting. I’m going to fight this…for Jeremy, she thought. But she already felt  weak with Tommy so close. When did he get so close?  

	“As soon as I laid eyes on you, it was inevitable I was going to have you,  kiddo. I was smitten.”  

	The old-school word almost made her laugh. “Smitten?”  

	“Yeah, smitten. I knew I was going to sample all your delights, and that  when I did, you’d keep coming back for more.” His thumb pressed, pulling her bottom lip down. She shook it off, but he still lightly held her jaw.  

	“You called dibs on me with the other husbands. I’m not some toy to claim.”  April hated how breathless she sounded. The living room had gotten hot. Why  do I react to him like this? This man is an arrogant asshole!  

	“Oh, you’re definitely not a toy, April. You’re an enthusiastic participant,  aren’t you? I learned that firsthand. Would it have been better if Chase and  Darius had you first, and then I gave you the fucking you needed? You should  be flattered that I wanted you that badly.”  

	The truth was that April was flattered. She hated it, but it was true. A man  like Tommy Siegel should not move heaven and earth to bed some mom from  suburban New Jersey, but there she was, standing in his living room, discussing how he’d claimed her. And her body craved him to claim her again.  When his thumb brushed her lips this time, she kissed it.  

	“Good girl,” Tommy grinned.  

	April hated how his approval made her tingle everywhere. 

	“I love my husband.”  

	“This ain’t about love, kiddo,” he insisted. April didn’t see love in his eyes,  but something hungrier. Primal.  

	“You can have his cock, dear, but I keep his heart locked in a box,” Marti  said.  

	“You just should have been honest. You shouldn’t have played games with our lives,” April weakly said.  

	“And what? You would have invited me to your cozy little house for dinner  and then taken me upstairs and fucked me in that cramped bedroom of yours?  You had to learn to want it, April. I taught you what you really wanted.”  

	“We taught you,” Marti corrected.  

	“Tommy… That’s not…”  

	“Fair? True? I saw the wild little minx in you, and I let her out of her cage.  And now, I’m going to enjoy my prize.”  

	April was halfway through protesting I’m not a prize when his lips covered  hers. She didn’t even pretend to resist, her whole body gasping when her lips  parted for him. He held the small of her back, and she went limp against him.  She hated that Tommy Siegel was the man who taught her that power was  such a turn-on.  

	“Take her to your game room, hon. You know I don’t like it when you fuck  them in our bed,” Marti said. “And keep it down, April. The twins could be  home at any minute.”  

	Wait, your kids are coming home? April thought, panicked. She tried to push  away from Tommy, but he swept her up in his arms and carted her off down the hallway. Her flip flops clattered to the hallway floor while he carried her.  

	“Tommy, wait. We can’t… Not if your kids…”  “They’ll be in the other end of the house, and they know better than to come    .

	into my game room without asking.” He doesn’t break stride.  

	“I’ll make sure you have your privacy,” Marti called after them.    
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	Tommy pushed through double doors to an enormous game room and kicked  the doors closed behind them. The room was so over-the-top that April thought  it looked like a parody of a mancave. Instead of carrying her to one of the  black leather loveseats, he sat her on a red velvet pool table.  

	“Tommy? What the⁠—”  

	April didn’t finish because his tongue was in her mouth. She sighed and  swooned into the invasive kiss, hating how easily it enflamed her. She gripped  the towel around his neck with both hands, holding his lips to hers while she  slowly took over the kiss. He plucked at the buttons on her bodice with practiced ease. His fingers swept the straps from her shoulders, and the dress fell to  her waist.  

	“Tommy…” she whimpered when he nibbled that spot behind her ear. She  hated how weak she sounded, but her grip on that towel tightened. “Should  we… here…”  

	He answered the desperate question by pressing a hand up her dress. Her  thighs willingly parted. It was so different than when he touched her before  and she resisted—even if that resistance proved to be token. April fought internally, knowing she shouldn’t give in to her husband’s boss, but she didn’t fight  the man himself.

	“Ahhh…Tttomm…”  

	April tensed when he pressed her damp panties to her needy mound. She  nearly broke a nail on the towel that had become her anchor to reality. Her  hips moved of their own accord, rolling back at his hand.  

	“Seems like Darius and Chase have softened you up, kiddo. Nice to see you  coming into your own,” he breathed between kisses, his voice a gruff rumble  in her ear.  

	“No one…ahhh…had to soften me…”  

	Tommy chuckled. It sounded like broken glass. “Nice to hear you admit it.”  He plucked her bra open and tossed it away. His calloused thumb stroked her  nipple to throbbing stiffness.  

	April trembled, pushing her breast into his hand, even though she didn’t  want to appear too eager. He began kissing down her chest, but she pulled his  lips back up to hers. She needed to slow him down. She pressed her tongue into  his mouth first this time. His growl at her responsiveness rumbled down to her  core. Her soaked panties clung to her pussy, where his fingers worked her.  

	His thick root bounced against her thigh, scolding the tender flesh, when  Tommy pushed his shorts down, and it popped free. April grabbed it without  prompting, bringing a low, hungry sound from him.  

	“Fuck, kiddo… That’s a tight grip you’ve got there… Ready for it, aren’t  you?”  

	“You talk too much,” she replied, between kisses.  

	Tommy responded by tilting her back and burying his face in her chest. She  whined and trembled when his teeth caught her nipple, just sharp enough to  make her jump and burn for more. Her fingers scrambled through his sweaty,  wiry gray hair. She pulled him against her breasts, and he sucked hard, teeth  digging in hard enough to mark. His possessiveness seared through her, but  she knew it was dangerous.  

	“Tommy…too hard…no marks…” she moaned, digging her nails into his  scalp as a warning, while arching her back to push at him.  

	He laughed and lowered her onto the pool table, swiping balls out of her  path. Her dress rode high on her thighs, and he pushed it to her waist, pulling  her panties down her thighs in the same smooth motion. Tommy got onto his  knees and pulled her right to the edge. The polished mahogany had a curved  edge but was still hard under her ass.  

	“Ahhh…Tommy…ahhh…”  

	“There she is,” he said grinning up from between her thighs before kissing  her pussy again. “That’s the girl I want to bring out.”  

	April wanted him to just stop talking, but couldn’t complain because he  spread her wide with both thumbs and dove right back in. Tommy Siegel may  have been a bastard, but he was very good at licking pussy. Her back arched  up off the red velvet when the first wave of pleasure pulsed through her. His tongue flicked deep. It felt impossibly long and agile. She absurdly thought of  that guy with the make-up from that band her dad liked just before her brain  went white when his tongue danced on her clit.  

	“Ahhh god…Tommy…please…” Her button pulsed every time his tongue  touched it.  

	He sucked and kissed, his entire mouth somehow covering her. He effortlessly brought her right to the edge, before backing off, making her squirm on  the pool table. April whimpered and planted her feet on his shoulders, using  the leverage to grind her mound up at him.  

	“Please, Tommy…ahhh god…don’t…tease me…”  

	He brought her right back to the edge but kept her from going over it once  again. April was losing her mind. She hated that he had such control over her  body, but the building frustration was like adrenaline. Her heart felt like it  would explode if he didn’t let her come.  

	“So needy, kiddo,” he chuckled, watching her.  

	April closed her eyes. She couldn’t handle seeing him down there. “Yesss…”  she moaned, hating herself for agreeing.  

	His finger pressed inside her, but only for a second. She moaned, then  whined when it was gone. She wanted to be filled. But then that pussy-slick finger pressed at her rosebud, and April whined.  “What? Tommy…why…no…it’s so…dirty…please…”  

	The protest died with a low grunt when his finger pushed into her ass. She  clenched against the burn, but she was getting used to the men of Milford Court  playing with her ass. The burn made her clit throb harder when Tommy  sucked it. He didn’t move his finger but just let her lock around it. Everything  below her waist throbbed. April almost couldn’t handle the intensity. And that  was when he finally let her come.  

	“Ahhh god…ahhh god…yesss…Tommyyy…yesss…”  

	April thrashed on the pool table while her cries echoed through the game  room. The waves kept crashing over her. She was so nonsensical that she  didn’t even realize he’d moved until he started stretching her. He pushed it  deep with one long, slow thrust. She was so soaked, she took him right in.  

	“Tommy…god…wait…”  

	“You don’t want me to, April? Do you? I feel that quiver. I know you don’t.  Have you ever been fucked on a pool table before?”  

	She bit her lip, shaking her head, chestnut hair spilling across the red velvet.  

	“Of course not. Not a good girl like you.” His voice grew husky as he began  to move. “First time for everything, kiddo.”  

	Tommy plunged it deep, and she bent off the pool table, hips twisting to  take as much of him as possible. He didn’t stretch her the way Darius had, but  she still felt deliciously full. When he paused, her hips eagerly worked back at him. Tommy chuckled and dropped the hammer. Holding her narrow waist,  he powered his cock into her. April locked her legs around his waist, pulling  him into her.  

	“Fuck, kiddo…your inner slut…really is out…uhnn…isn’t she…”  

	“Ahhh…ahhh…Tommy…shut up…shut up and…”  

	“Yeah? Say it…April…”  

	“Fuck me…Shut up and fuck me…”  

	Saying the words was liberating. Letting go of the good girl felt amazing.  April loved being deliciously dirty, but she needed an asshole like Tommy  Siegel to fuck her on a pool table to fully let go.  

	“Fuck me…Tommyyy…you want it…just do it…fuck meee…”  

	“Fuck, kiddo…this is even hotter…uhnnn…than when you pretended you  didn’t…want it…”  

	“Fuck me…fuck me…Tommyyy…” 

	Once she started, she couldn’t stop.  

	The punishing strokes drove the orgasm right out of her. April shrieked fuck  me and her entire body went rigid, the climax seizing her body. All she knew in  that moment was the sizzle of her pleasure. When he turned her over, she gyrated her ass, asking for more. Any thoughts of telling Tommy Siegel to back  off were gone. All she wanted was for him to fuck her until she couldn’t take it.  With a fistful of her hair, he found a way to drive his cock into her even  harder. Her entire body jolted when he thrust into her. That was how she wanted it—needed it—from Tommy. Punishing. Punishing her for her weak-  ness. Jeremy will understand, she told herself. Jeremy told me I could do it. Ahhh  fuck…  

	“I’m impressed. You should be honored, April, dear. Tommy does not fuck  on his precious pool table. He’s much too concerned about the felt.”  

	Marti sounded amused as she walked around the pool table, watching  them. Her long, French manicured nails trailed down April’s back while  Tommy slammed the girl. April was afraid of how much she liked Marti touching her while Tommy used her pussy.  

	Tommy lifted one of April’s legs, bending it up on the pool table, opening  her up, giving himself the perfect angle. She wailed. “She’s fucking worth it.  Besides…uhnnn…I’ll think of her…fuck…every time I look at the stain….” His  panting quickly took over.  

	Marti sat in one of the black leather loveseats and raised her skirt. She  didn’t wear panties. April was surprised, but also not. The older woman casually rubbed her pussy while she watched her husband drive April back to the  brink.  

	Make her come again, darling. I love it when you make them come,” Marti  cooed, fingers focused on her clit. A shiver ran through her.  

	pril’s brain was scrambled. All she could do was hang on and enjoy the  ride. Tommy’s power and entitlement scorched through her—the way he just positioned her for use like she was there for her pleasure. Maybe she wanted it  because it was so wrong. She exploded again, crying out his name, no longer  worried about the satisfaction her surrender gave him. It seemed that he could  fuck orgasms out of her at will.  

	“Ohhh, darling… Look at how she loves it… You’ve exposed her…” Marti  moaned, fingers faster on her clit.  

	Tommy paused, ecstasy etched on his face. April was sure he was going to  come with her this time, but he pulled out, demonstrating his control. His cock  dripped with evidence of her surrender to him. She whimpered at his absence  inside her.  

	“Let’s keep this going somewhere more comfortable, kiddo,” Tommy  huffed.  

	“Don’t you ever stop…” she gasped, struggling to maintain her composure.  

	“Not when I have my turn with a piece of ass like you, April.” He grinned  wolfishly.  

	April felt weightless when he carried her to the loveseat. They sat beside  Marti, April in his lap. Tommy pressed a button, and they tilted back. She  kissed him fiercely. Marti turned toward them. Her fingers slipped inside April  easily.  

	“Marti… What are you…” April gasped, her lips against Tommy’s.  

	“She’s drenched for you…ohhh…darling…”  

	“That’s because she needs it, hon. Making up for lost time, aren’t you,  kiddo?”  

	April’s hips moved at Marti’s hand. She didn’t like it and slipped the blonde’s fingers from her pussy. She wasn’t there for both of them. “Are we done?  Or do you want to finish what you started, Tommy?” She felt his thick hardness  against her hip and knew the answer. Her tone betrayed that she didn’t want  him to be done.  

	“Show him, dear… Show Tommy why you’re really here…” Marti moaned,  fingers deep in her own pussy.  

	Taking orders from Marti didn’t feel right, so April chose to see it as taking  what she needed. She turned on Tommy’s lap and straddled him. The stretch  felt tighter in that position, and she took her time settling onto him. The satisfaction from his thickness rippled through her. Settling on him, making the  choice to take him, felt so different than when he just put it in and stretched  her. She had the time to really feel him, to throb around him.  

	“Yeah… Love that cock opening you up, don’t you, kiddo…” Tommy moaned,  hips jerking while he allowed April to take her time. She kept her eyes closed.  She didn’t want to see the satisfaction on his face. The moment was about her.  Tommy told Marti, “She’s fucking rippling around me…fucking desperate for  it…”  

	April laughed. “Just enjoying myself…not desperate…don’t flatter  yourself…ahhh…”  

	The moaned words came out when she started rolling her hips, taking him  deeper, enjoying the control. She hoped they sounded more convincing than  they felt. She worked her hips faster on him, and his grip tightened on her  waist. Tommy’s breath grew heavier.  

	“Fuck…kiddo…know how to work those hips…when you really want it…”  

	“So sexy to see you…ohhh…come into your power…the wives run Milford  Court…” Marti moaned. She moved close enough to palm one of April’s bouncing breasts. Tommy grabbed the other one.  

	“Ahhh god…this…isn’t…right…” April moaned, brain fighting what her body  craved. Richelle and Chase, Darius and Peyton, the other couples touching her  felt right. The Siegels just felt corrupting. But the corruption made the blood  sizzle in her veins.  

	“Always…ohhh…right to get…what you need…”  

	Marti’s hand was busy between her legs. She looked as close as April felt.  Tommy churned up into April. Her rolling hips had him right there, too. April  couldn’t believe it. She was going to come with the Siegels.  

	“Fuck…Ape…ohhh fuck…those hips…pulling it right out of me…kiddo…”  Tommy moaned. His fingers dug into her hips, and he powered his hips up  into April, losing the control that let her take the lead. 

	“Ahhh…Tommy…wait…too hard…ahhh god…”  

	“Can’t, Ape…too fucking close…”  

	“Ohhh…it’s okay…let go…dear…ohhh god…yesss…” Marti cried.  

	The threesome all came so hard. April couldn’t quite untangle the order,  even though she wanted to remember it for Jeremy later. She would tell him  everything he wanted to know. No secrets, even if the truth was hard.  

	She thought Tommy came first. His roar filled the game room and then he  grunted like an animal as he held April spiked on his thick cock and he filled  her. Marti seemed to come next, with a throaty moan, gasping her husband’s  name. April thought she came last because she vividly remembered the other  two coming. Tommy’s release flooded her, and she finished with a high-pitched wail, the climax so powerful it made her vision go white.  April folded to Tommy’s sweaty chest, shaking with the intensity of it all.  His hairy arms closed around her, and she welcomed it. She needed the anchor  to calm her pounding heart. It’s okay to rest for just a moment, she thought  with a sigh.    
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	The garage door was on its way down when Richelle hurried to dip below it  and step inside before it closed. She came around to meet Jeremy on the  driver’s side of his older model Nissan. He was well aware that he and April  had the oldest cars on the cul-de-sac. He planned to fix that soon. Chase had offered to get him into a new car for a good price. Richelle’s sudden presence  startled him. She felt close in the hot confines of the garage.  

	“Oh, hey, Shelly. You could have used the front door if you wanted to see  April. She’s probably getting dinner ready.”  

	“I don’t think so,” his neighbor replied.  

	He looked over at his wife’s minivan in the garage, confused. “She’s ordering takeout out, then? Did we have plans I’m not aware of?”  

	Jeremy let his eyes roam over her curves. The black athleisure wear clung  to her body like a second skin. The cropped tank top left plenty of tanned skin  to admire. She glowed, even in the dim light of the garage. With the secret of  Milford Court out in the open, he didn’t feel the need to hide his admiration.  Richelle was at the top of his list of the wives on the cul-de-sac, but he hadn’t  had the time to get to know her better. Tommy always kept him busy with  work. But he’d been captivated by their next-door neighbor since the day he  and April moved in.

	“She’s out. April dropped off the kids to run an errand. She left the impres-  sion she wouldn’t be long, but it’s been about three hours.”  

	Jeremy went into the house. The garage door opened near the kitchen, and  he found the house in shadows, the early evening light not penetrating. He  called out April’s name like he didn’t believe Richelle. Their minivan was in the  garage.  

	“I don’t think she’s here, Jeremy. She would have picked up the kids if she’d  come back.”  

	He did the quick mental math. April wasn’t with Chase, obviously. He worried she wouldn’t be able to stay away from Darius and his big cock once she  had it, but he knew the retired football player was wrapping up his radio show  at the studios in Coconut Grove. She could have been waiting for him afterward, but her minivan was there.  

	“Maybe she’s at Cami’s,” he hopefully suggested. That idea was hot, and he  didn’t worry about Marc at all.  

	Richelle shook her head. “They took the kids to the Keys for a few days.”  

	“Oh, I didn’t know.” It always felt odd when someone from Milford Court  did a normal family thing.  

	He felt the truth drop on him, its weight slumping his shoulders. Tommy  wasn’t around the office that afternoon. He was working from home. Working  April, he thought. Tommy Fucking Siegel.

	“Listen, Jeremy,” Richelle said, her hand on his arm. “Tommy’s an asshole,  but you can’t let him get under your skin. April wasn’t skipping when she left  my house. If she went there, I don’t think it was to…”  

	He allowed a smile. “We’re adults, Shelly. You can say it.” He let out a long  breath. “And I don’t own April. We’ve…embraced…this lifestyle. Tommy isn’t  off limits.”  

	Jeremy had the chance to tell April to stay away from his boss, but he didn’t  want to be that guy. Besides, he hoped he didn’t need to say it.  

	“Hey, even if she’s over there…”  

	“Fucking him.”  

	Richelle smiled, made Jeremy look at her. “Yes, fucking him, it’s just sex. It’s  not any different than any of the other husbands. I speak from experience.  None of you guys has ever been a threat to Chase. It doesn’t matter how much I  enjoy you. Chase trusts me. You trust April, don’t you?”  

	“It’s not about…” He didn’t finish because he knew it would only sound like  petty jealousy to Richelle, and he didn’t want her to see him that way. But it  wasn’t about trusting April. It was about Tommy thinking he was winning.  Jeremy couldn’t stand that. It was hard to watch Darius drag those sounds out  of his wife, but not hard like this.  

	“Hey,” Richelle said, calling back his attention. “Don’t let that asshole ruin a  good thing.”    .

	Jeremy kissed her. It just swept over him. The need to assert himself. Marti  and Peyton had both been the aggressors at first, but he didn’t need permission  to take what he wanted on Milford Court. The wives were available. He needed  to start acting like it.  

	Richelle gave him the kind of kiss that could make him come in his khakis.  Peyton was eager and brash, which was such a change from April’s shy passion—or the shy passion she had back in New Jersey. Richelle was controlled,  confident heat. Sophisticated. Her tongue was playful, but she kept pausing to  slow him down.  

	“Easy, tiger. I’m not a cheeseburger you throw down. I’m a steak you  savor,” Richelle murmured, still breathless from the kiss. Her flushed cheeks  said she wasn’t just toying with him. “Izzy is watching all the kids. I have a few  minutes.”  

	Jeremy stared when she pulled the tank over her head, letting her tits  bounce free. She tossed her jet, highlighted hair to keep it from tangling. He  swore it was in slow motion, like something from a movie. Peyton and Cami  were all sexy, dangerous curves, but they’d been sculpted by surgeons’ hands.  Richelle was natural perfection. He didn’t even care about the sternum tattoo  that swept out under her amazing breasts like a chandelier, which would have  been a turn-off on any other woman. With apologies to his wife, Richelle may  have been the most stunning woman he’d ever seen.    

	
“Don’t tell me you’ve never seen tits before, Jeremy. I know April isn’t a missionary position in the dark kind of girl. And Peyton only does it with the lights  on.” Richelle laughed.  

	He smirked. “Don’t see tits like yours every day. Don’t have to pretend to be  modest, Shelly.” His fingers dug into the pliant flesh. Her nipples grew dark  and thick when he teased them. He was fascinated with her piercings. She rewarded him with an eager moan.  

	“Mmm, don’t feel hands like yours either… No wonder April’s always so  perky…” Richelle moaned, closing her eyes. “I’m not fragile, though…” Jeremy  grinned at her permission. His frustration with Tommy came out in cruel  twists of her nipples. He’d never do that to his wife. Richelle winced but  moaned from deep in her throat. “Fuck…yesss…”  

	His thumbs pushed her piercings around. Her tips grew darker, painfully  swelled. Her nails drew blood, leaving crescents in his arms.  “Jerrr…god…fuck…” She pushed her tits into his hands. Her eyes pled for more.  Richelle forced his lips to hers for a desperate kiss before dragging his mouth  to her chest. He followed her lead, but knew he was in control. His cock ached  in his khakis.  

	Her piercings clacked against his teeth when Jeremy eagerly sucked on her  nipples. The rougher he got, the more she moaned. Her nails dug into his scalp  when he tugged a piercing with his teeth. She seemed to vibrate when he flicked it with his tongue. I could fuck her. The possibility still seemed crazy to  him. Richelle was the kind of girl he’d jerk off to when he watched MTV in his  youth.  

	Richelle pulled him back to her lips for an urgent kiss. “I don’t have a lot of  time, but let me give you a reason to keep a cool head. We can have real fun  when there’s more time. April and I were talking about setting something up.”  

	After another kiss, the stunning Filipina slipped to her knees and opened  his khakis with practiced efficiency. The kitchen slipped sideways when she  took him between her pretty pink lips. He grabbed the counter for balance. She  smiled around him. Men must always react to her like that, but he was impressed that she still enjoyed it. Richelle slowly pumped his base while sucking  and licking his head. She began bobbing with hollowed cheeks.  

	“Ohhh…yeah…god…dammit…Shel…”  

	She put his hand on her head and took him deeper. Her dark hair was too  silky to be real. He laced his fingers through it, and she purred, sucking harder.  Her deep brown, feline eyes seemed to plead up at him. Jeremy was content to  let her do whatever she liked, but Richelle wanted aggression. He knew how  the other husbands on Milford Court were—except for Marc. He had to measure up.  

	“Oh my god…feels so damn good, Shelly…god, you’re killing me…”  

	“A lethal blowjob? That would be fun to see on Law & Order,” she cooed,    

	popping him out of her mouth to lick his shaft up and down. “Did I tell you I  had a bit part on Law & Order when I was modeling in college? I played a club  girl-turned-hooker.” The stunning woman went lower to suck his balls.  

	“Oh Christ…Shelly…shit…” he groaned, knuckles white on the counter. It was  too easy to picture a twentysomething Richelle dressed up like a turn-of-the-Millenium hooker. He’d found some old modeling photos online and stopped  just short of jerking off to her in a miniskirt in an old Delia’s catalog.  

	Richelle noisily and messily sucked both of his balls, leaving them glistening  before she licked her way back up his cock. Her tongue dragging up the underside nearly made him blow his load all over her perfect face. She smiled, reading him. “Please don’t hold back on my account, Jeremy.”  

	His fingers tightened in her hair and his hips flexed as she sucked him  harder than April ever had. His wife’s blowjobs had always been polite before  they moved to their new community. They’d become hungrier—mostly because she was learning on other cocks—but April still didn’t seem to love his  cock in her mouth the way Richelle or Peyton did. But Peyton always seemed to  be teasing. The wife on her knees in his kitchen just seemed to love having his  cock in her mouth.  

	Jeremy pushed it deep, locking his fingers in her hair. She only made the  lightest gagging sound. She’s used to Darius’ monster, he thought. He was glad  he didn’t know what her husband was packing—it had been inside his wife, too. The worry of measuring up to a man like Darius had him trusting hard  into her mouth without realizing it. Richelle’s throat made crazy noises and her  mascara ran, but she never stopped sucking. It was all too much, and he lost it.  

	“Shit…Shelly…shit…I’m…dammit…I’m…”  

	Richelle grabbed his hips, digging her lethal nails in when he tried to pull it  out of her mouth. Polite men didn’t come in a woman’s mouth without asking,  but she didn’t give him a choice and lavished his head with her tongue as he  spurted his release into her mouth. Every drop was effortlessly swallowed.  

	“Mmm, thank you. That hit the spot,” Richelle said, batting her eyes up at  him while rubbing his head over her lips to get every last drop.  

	“Uh, you’re welcome?” How is this gorgeous woman thanking me for sucking  my dick?  

	They heard the front door, and he jumped away from Richelle like she tried  to bite his cock off. She laughed and was slowly easing up from her knees  when April walked into the kitchen, disheveled and slightly dazed. She looked  like she’d been through it. Jeremy’s jaw set as he tucked his dick back into his  khakis. April managed to look jealous while Richelle pulled her tank top back  on and arranged her tits in it.  

	“Looks like that errand went well,” Richelle told April, hand on her arm. She  kissed her friend, letting April taste Jeremy in her mouth. Watching his wife  kiss another woman like that disoriented him almost as much as her appearance. He wondered for the millionth time if he really could adapt to this  lifestyle.  

	“Keeping Jeremy company?” April asked ruefully.  

	“Just doing my part.” Richelle smiled. She kissed Jeremy’s cheek and whis-  pered, “Remember to keep your cool, tiger. Don’t blow everything up.” Louder,  she added, “Come get the kids when you’re ready. I’ll feed them dinner. No  rush.”  

	The Sampsons were left alone in their kitchen.    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 “How’s Tommy?” Jeremy asked.  

	“How did you… Oh.” April didn’t want to meet his eyes. “That’s not why I  went over there.”  

	“Then why…”  

	She finally looked at him, eyes flashing annoyance, if not anger. Her haze  was wearing off. “This isn’t just about you and your wounded male pride.  Tommy manipulated both of us. And you’re not the one he…”  

	“You don’t seem upset by it.” He struggled to contain his feelings. He didn’t  want to be unfair, but Tommy Fucking Siegel touching his wife felt like a personal affront.  

	“I asked if I should avoid him. You told me to do what I wanted.” April took    .

	a few steps across the kitchen and turned on him. “And that’s not why I went  there.”  

	Jeremy took a deep breath and released it. “I know I told you… But honestly, I didn’t think you’d go back. I hoped you wouldn’t. I know I can’t be  angry with you. It’s not really about you anyway.”  

	“I’m telling the truth, Jeremy. I did not go over there to fuck Tommy. I went  over there to confront him. I wanted to look him in the eye and make him tell  me he’s been playing games with me—with us.”  

	“I know you’re not a liar, April. But I told you I was taking care of it.”  

	“I love you, but I don’t think you have perspective. I don’t know what I  thought was going to happen. I didn’t realistically expect him to apologize. But  I needed to do it for myself. I didn’t think it would turn out like…that.”  

	Jeremy looked at his wife. Really looked at her. Her hair was a mess, even  though it looked like she’d tried to brush it. Her complexion was ruddy, and  whatever makeup she’d been wearing earlier was worn away. His cock surged  when he thought about what wore her lipstick away, and he hated that he had  that reaction to his wife fucking Tommy Siegel. The dress hung on her awkwardly like she’d dressed in a hurry. Now that he was really looking, he noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra. April never went out like that. Did she do that  for him?  

	April caught him staring at her chest. “I couldn’t find my bra…or my panties…when I was getting dressed.” Her eyes cast downward. She looked  embarrassed, despite her defiance. “My clothes ended up kind of scattered. I’m  sorry, I know you don’t want to hear about him.”  

	Jeremy felt something wild seize him. He closed the distance and took her  by the arms, steering her back into their living room. He pulled at her dress,  clumsy in his urgency. She started fighting him, but then pushed him back and  pulled the dress off herself. He was somehow shocked to see her naked underneath, even though she just told him that she was.  

	Her nipples were swollen. Red marks streaked her body where he must  have roughly handled her. He hated that Tommy touched his wife like that.  Looking closer, he was sure he saw dried cum. April’s perfect tits were stained  with Tommy Fucking Siegel’s seed. Jeremy forced her down on the couch, fumbling with his belt.  

	“Jeremy… wait… what are you doing… Not like this…” she protested. She  still opened her legs for him, lay all the way back. She tightened when he thrust  into her. “Ahhh…Jeremy…slow down…”  

	“Ape…I…did he…”  

	April caressed his face, squeezed her legs around his hips.  “Shhh…babe…slow…not like this…ahhh…not angry…”  

	Darius did things to April that Jeremy could never unsee, but that didn’t affect him the way that just knowing Tommy had April to himself did. He    .

	managed to slow his movements, but his heart still hammered in his chest.  

	“Tell me…” he grunted. “Tell me what he did…” 

	 April kissed him, bracing a hand up on his chest as he leaned into her, hips  slowly churning. “He…ahhh…just grabbed me…took me…carried me…ahhh…to  some…oh Jerrr…right there…mancave…”  

	Tommy kept treating his wife like she was a thing for his pleasure, carting  her around, fucking her wherever he chose. Jeremy hated it… But it tickled  some dark corner of his primal brain. It was exciting that a smart, confident  woman like April would allow a brute to do that. To take her.  

	“We did it…ahhh…babe… Are you sure you want to know?”  

	“Need to know…” he moaned back.  

	“On his pool table… I’m sorry… He just…ahhh…did it…”  

	The knowledge seared through him. Tommy’s game room. That was where  it all started for Jeremy—where Marti sat him down and sucked his cock to  convince him to play ball. April let him fuck her on a pool table? Who is she  now? The question cut him deep.  

	“You loved it…ohhh…” he growled.  

	“Couldn’t stop him…ahhh…” The confession followed. “Didn’t want to…  Marti told him…to…ahhh god…do things…ahhh…ohmygod…”  

	April came hard beneath him. Jeremy couldn’t know if it was what he was  doing to her or the memory of Tommy that made her come, and the uncertainty pushed him over the edge. He didn’t want to figure out why some-  thing that tortured him turned him on so much. His hips lost their rhythm, and  he shanked it deep and emptied himself.  

	“I’m sorry if it hurt you, babe,” she said, holding him tightly while they both  panted, drained by the intensity. “I didn’t do it to hurt you. I wish I had told  him no. Wish I could.”  

	They shifted on the couch, holding each other side-by-side, instead of his  weight on top of her. Jeremy stroked her sweaty hair and tried to sort his feelings. He didn’t want to put his issues with Tommy on her, but it was hard that  she couldn’t stay away from a man he considered his enemy.  

	“I know you didn’t. And I’m not thrilled, but I don’t blame you. When you  asked me if I wanted you to stay away from him, I didn’t tell you to. You didn’t  lie to me. But what is it about him? Do you want a man like that?” He hated  how weak the question made him sound.  

	“No, god no. I’d never want a man like Tommy. I can’t imagine being married to him, although it seems like he and Marti are devoted to each other, despite the way they behave. I guess sex and love really are different for them.  But there is something sexy about him. He’s worn, but he’s handsome for an  older guy. Jeez, I’m sorry, babe, you don’t want to hear this.”  

	Jeremy exhaled and kissed her. “I don’t want secrets. And I asked, didn’t I?  I’ll tell you about Richelle. Or Peyton.”

	She laughed, but it didn’t sound genuine. “I don’t need to hear about them.  Besides, I know what you see in them.”  

	“Glad I’m not the only one who can’t just let the jealousy go.”  

	“Shut up.” She gathered her thoughts and continued. “I’m not going to pretend to understand this, so just bear with me. It goes against everything I believe as an independent, functioning woman, but he has this sense that he’s  just…entitled to me, and that just does something to me. A part of me that I  don’t love wants him to take it. I know that’s probably hard to hear. I’m sorry.”  

	“Stop saying you’re sorry for being real with me, honey. I love that you are,  even when I don’t like hearing it. It would be so much worse if I had to guess.  Is it like that with the other husbands here?” He didn’t call out Darius by name.  He didn’t have to.  

	“No, not at all. Chase wasn’t demanding, which was a surprise. I know how  he seems, but now I see why Shelly loves him. Darius… He’s just Darius. Being  with a man like him is…”  

	Jeremy laughed. “You don’t have to elaborate. I’ve seen his dick.”  

	“It’s not just the dick, babe. I mean, yeah, his dick is… It’s like a theme park  ride, although it would be a disaster if he didn’t know how to use it. Guys think  size is everything, but too big can hurt, and not in a good way. But everything  about Darius is just a walking fantasy. So yeah, maybe not what you want to  hear, but sex with Darius is incredible. He knows how to make a girl want to do anything he asks.”  

	“I get that, too,” he chuckled.  

	“Peyton?” she asked with an arched eyebrow. Jeremy’s non-answer was an  answer. She laughed. “Jeez, you’ve wanted to fuck Shelly since we moved in.  How was it getting your fantasy girl on her knees in our kitchen?”  

	Jeremy thought about the shock of having a woman like Richelle take off  her top and suck his cock in their kitchen. He wanted to go back in time and  high-five his younger self. “I feel better knowing I’m not the only jealous one.”  

	“It’s not going to destroy us, is it? The jealousy? Are we being stupid for  chasing our fantasies?”  

	“Maybe we’re being stupid, but it won’t destroy us as long as we keep talking and being honest. We can always stop if it’s too much.”  

	“You’ll tell me?” she asked.  

	“Of course.”  

	“I’ll try to stay away from Tommy.”  

	Jeremy didn’t love the try part. He told her, “If you’re getting something you  need, I don’t want to take that from you…”  

	“It’s not…he’s not…more important than you.”  

	“I know that. But I talked to Whitney today. I may be onto something that  will make Tommy understand that he has no power over us.”  “You’re not going to be reckless, are you? Don’t go crazy because of today. Promise me, Jeremy.”  

	“Today doesn’t change anything.” It was only a tiny lie. He’d be going after  Tommy anyway. “And you have to trust me like I trust you. I’ve got this.”  

	“I trust you, babe. I trust us. I love you.”  

	“Love you more,” he replied, squeezing her, the dark part of his mind whispering, making him wonder if April was still entirely his.    
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	Jeremy was frustrated that it took him a couple of days to track down the contracts and expense reports that Whitney mentioned. They had the contracts  on file, but expenses and receipts that old were kept off-site by their accounting firm. He needed a plausible reason why a new attorney at Stirling would  want to review expenses for years before he arrived that related to an account he didn’t work on. He relied on Liliana’s network of underpaid, sexu-  ally harassed assistants.  

	Liliana dropped the file on his desk after her lunch break. She’d personally  gone to pick it up rather than leave the paper trail of a courier. “Are you sure  this is all I can get you?” she asked, purposefully leaning over his desk.  

	He took the invitation to look down her dress, but he left it there. “I’m good.  Thanks again.”  

	“I’m here if you need anything else…”  

	The manila envelope sat on his desk, dauntingly thick. He was well- practiced at poring over evidence to find the needle in the haystack. The first  couple of years of his career were spent in the public defender’s office. He  loved the work, but going through reams of files had been his least favorite  part of the job. He’d only left because he couldn’t support a family on the pay-check. He unwound the string holding the flap closed and got to work.

	Jeremy had already gone over Conner Andersen’s contracts with the firm  and found nothing unusual. There were allowances for consulting fees, but he  didn’t know enough to distinguish between those that might be bogus and  those that were legitimate. He hoped that something in the paperwork from  the accounting firm would contradict what he had read in the contracts. If  Whitney was right, there should be something in those receipts that didn’t  match.  

	Hours in, with a throbbing head, he found it. An eighty-thousand-dollar invoice from a consulting firm called Falcon Consulting, LLC. The firm isn’t listed  anywhere in Conner Andersen’s contracts, which wouldn’t be so unusual except that such a large sum for unexplained work stood out. Digging deeper,  Jeremy found that Falcon Consulting was paid eighty grand every quarter for  two years. The fees came out of Conner Andersen’s earnings on top of Stirling’s  commission.  

	A quick internet search found nothing on Falcon Consulting, LLC. They had  no website. Their only address was a registered agent in Delaware, the home  of incorporation. Dun & Bradstreet listed no officers or even what type of business they were in, but an LLC was a good way to hide ownership. The whole  thing screamed shell corporation.  

	The workday came to a close, but Jeremy was still going at it, looking for the  smoking gun. Liliana stuck her head in again. “You look terrible, Mr. Sampson.  

	Isn’t there anything I can do for you?”  

	“That’s sweet, but I don’t even know exactly what I’m looking for. I have a  piece of the puzzle, but I don’t know how it fits.”  

	She closed his office door and sat on the other side of his desk. “Tell me  what you have. Two heads are better than one.”  

	“I don’t know how deeply you want to be involved in this,” he warned.  ^

	“My loyalty is to you, Mr. Sampson. I’ve made my choice.” Her smile was  warm. It made him want to accept her offer of anything, but he had to focus.  

	“Okay, here’s what I have so far.”  Liliana searched the system for other Falcon Consulting invoices and printed them as she uncovered them. Jeremy spread the invoices out on his office  floor, crawling around and adding sticky notes to track which accounts they  were charged against. There was no record anywhere of what consulting service was actually provided, and Liliana said she’d never come across Falcon in  her work. He smelled a scam. He just couldn’t quite put his finger on it.  Jeremy rubbed his temples like he was trying to force the answer out of his  brain. Liliana crawled behind him and massaged his shoulders. The woman  had powerful hands and dug into the knots she found. He groaned and sighed.  It was just what he needed. She ran her long, red nails through his short, graying hair, and he rested his head back against her breasts.  

	“Shh, relax, Jeremy. The stress will kill you if you let it,” she cooed.    .

	“I have to figure this out. The longer I let it lie, the worse it becomes.”  

	“Overtaxing your brain won’t get you there.” Her nails raked the back of his  neck, sending shivers down his spine.  

	When he rested his head back against her chest, Jeremy felt warm bare skin  and lace. His breath hitched. “Liliana…” he murmured, torn between pulling  away and giving in to the magic her fingers were working.  

	He turned to find his assistant in a sheer, lacy red bra and offered her tits  up on a platter. Her thick, dark nipples seemed to be trying to tear their way  free. He stared, his mouth gone dry.  Liliana smiled. 

	“I don’t offer anything I don’t want to give, Jeremy.”  

	“I’m married,” he weakly protested.  

	She kissed him, hungry, tongue seeking. He held her narrow waist and  chased her tongue back. She moaned when his hands slid higher. Red lace was  pulled down, exposing flesh, and he greedily sucked on her tits.  

	“Mmm… I knew those lips would feel good. Want to feel them everywhere…” she moaned, nails digging into his scalp.  

	Jeremy was pushing the dress down her slim hips when he regained his  senses. He had to pull out of her grasp. “Wait… Liliana… I can’t. April… My  wife… I can’t.”  

	“I know what goes on in your rich gated community,” she replied, smiling.  “I know you’re all free to do as you please.”

	“It’s not all of Peregrine’s Nest,” he quibbled. “It’s just our little cul-de-sac.”  He quickly added, “That’s not the point anyway. It’s in our community, we  don’t…”  

	“Wait. Where do you live?” Liliana waved her hands when she interrupted,  giving her tits an appealing jiggle that distracted him. He was already hard and  ready to go.  

	“Milford Court. Does it matter?”  

	“No, the development. Your gated community. It was Peregrine something?”  

	“Peregrine’s Nest. It’s over in…”  

	Liliana shook her head, smiling like he was an idiot for not getting it. “A  peregrine is a type of falcon, Jeremy.”  

	“What? Are you sure? How do you know?”  

	She laughed. “My father is very into birds. He used to make me go birding  with him. He got most excited over birds of prey. He loved the thrill of the  hunt.”  

	“Okay, your dad was into birds. I don’t see…”  

	The answer hit him like Liliana had smacked it into him. A peregrine is a  type of falcon. “Tommy…” he murmured. “Tommy Fucking Siegel. He’s skim-  ming money from his partners with a bogus consulting firm. Motherfucker.”  

	“It must be very expensive to maintain his lifestyle,” Liliana dryly commented. 

	Tommy pressed Whitney to put the Falcon Consulting invoice through in  Vegas. Does he have a gambling problem? Jeremy wondered. It didn’t matter.  He had the bastard. Even if Tommy denied he was behind Falcon Consulting,  the attention would force his partners to look into the invoices, and the truth  would come out anyway. He had Tommy.  

	“You’re a genius, Liliana!”  

	Jeremy grabbed his assistant and kissed her. Those perky tits still hung out  and the kiss quickly turned heated. His heart pounded. In his elation, he want-  ed nothing more than to fuck his assistant on the floor of his office, on top of all  of Tommy Fucking Siegel’s bullshit invoices. But when the girl reached for his  belt, he stopped her again.  

	“I’m sorry, Liliana. I know I’m sending mixed signals, but I shouldn’t have  done that. I want this, but I can’t. Not without talking to April first.”  

	She shrugged and smiled. “Your loss. Maybe I’ll still be available when you  and the wife make up your mind.” She stood and pulled her bra and dress  back into place. “Just don’t forget who got you here.”  

	“Never, Liliana. Unlike that motherfucker, I remember who my friends  are.”  

	Jeremy watched Liliana’s ass when she left, full of regrets. He was sure she  put an extra swivel in her hips. But he pushed that aside. He couldn’t wait to  get home and tell April the news.    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	April rolled her hips harder at Chase, trying to make him come again, but she  knew he’d get her there for the fourth time before she finally pulled it out of  him. She wasn’t complaining. He’d been entertaining her for the last two hours,  ever since he showed up with Izzy and sent the kids off with her. Chase had  plans for April.  

	They never made it to the bedroom. She didn’t push because she still felt  odd about having sex with other men in the bed she shared with her husband.  Allowing Tommy to have her there was a mistake. Instead, they’d spent the  afternoon discovering how many positions Chase could put her in on the  couch. And the kitchen counter. And the dining room table.  

	April was just adjusting to her new IUD and didn’t know if she could handle  a marathon session with her neighbor, but he quickly made her forget about  any discomfort. It had been strange just to let him come inside her without  protest. She’d never had that kind of freedom before.  

	“Come on…ahhh…don’t you ever…come…” she moaned, working her hips  harder, rippling her sheath around Chase as she rode him.  

	“Uhnn…you first…Ape…you first…” he grunted, fingers digging into her hips,  urging her to move faster.  

	“Ahhh…I already…did…ahhh god…Chase…”  

	“Ohhh…three times…as I recall…you can get there…for me…goddam you feel .

	good…for me…ohhh…again…”  

	April leaned forward, hands braced on either side of his head on the back  of the couch and threw her pussy at him so hard it felt like they were going to  break the couch. Her breasts swayed in his face, and Chase palmed them, tugging her nipples just enough to sting.  

	“Ahhh god…yesss…god yess…YES!” she cried, tipping over the edge one  more time.  

	The orgasm burned through her, but she kept thrusting onto Chase. She was  getting better at that, just like she was coming to expect multiple orgasms  every time. Jeremy could deliver, but he didn’t quite have the endurance of  some of their neighbors. She didn’t mind. April didn’t need to be fucked for  hours every time. And her husband was the only one who made love to her.  

	“Goddam it’s hot when you come, Ape…” Chase said, taking command of her  hips to make her go even faster after her rhythm stuttered during her climax.  “I…uhnn…think you can…ohhh…get there…one more time…”  

	“That…ahhh…might kill me…you…ahhh…first…” She giggled when she  moaned it.  

	April flipped her hair back to kiss him, and that’s when she saw Jeremy  standing there, watching them. She tried to stop, but Chase was insistent and  kept pulling her onto his cock.  “Babe…ahhh…sorry…meant to…ahhh…be done before you…ahhh...got home…ahhh god…Chase…”  

	“Oh, hey man…uhhn…think we’ll be done…in a sec…goddam…you know how  April is…ohhh…impossible to resist…”  

	She saw her husband’s face cloud over. Jeremy hadn’t gotten to the point of  casually sharing her like the other husbands did with their wives. The Sampsons were still new at it, but she wondered if he would ever be like the other  Milford Court husbands. He was just so conflicted about it, unable to get over  what it traditionally meant to be a possessive man. But then she saw the other  part of it. The fire in his eyes. She’d been too distracted with Darius to really  pay attention to her husband, but now she locked into Jeremy and saw that  hungry look. He likes this, she marveled. His lust was almost enough to make  her come on Chase’s cock again.  

	“Should we…ahhh…stop…” she offered, even though she didn’t want to and  wasn’t sure if Chase even would.  

	Jeremy walked closer, eyes locked on them. He smiled, but it lacked his  usual soft charm. It was dark and hungry. “No,” he carefully said. “Fuck her  harder, Chase.”  

	April’s stomach knotted. She didn’t recognize this side of her husband. It  equally thrilled and scared her. Chase drove it up into her harder, and she  made a desperate noise, staring at Jeremy.  

	“My…fucking…pleasure…man…” Chase grunted.

	Chase spilled her from his lap, bringing a startled, disappointed sound from  her throat when he slipped out of her. Their muscular neighbor easily handled  her petite body, placing April on her knees with her arms resting on the armrest. Her round ass angled up at him and he pushed back into her with a jolting  thrust. His hand on her shoulder pulled April back onto his cock. Jeremy tensed  at her cry but never stopped watching.  

	“You’ve got a…ohhh…great wife here…April just…ohhh…keeps going…”  

	“Just…ahhh…shut up and…ahhh…fuck me…” She didn’t know if Jeremy liked  all the talking and being talked about like that was weird.  

	April’s breasts bounced wildly from the pounding Chase gave her. She’d  thought he was close, but having Jeremy there to watch had given him a second wind. She hung her head, moaning and thrusting back at her lover. Her  husband’s gaze was almost too intense. Chase tugged her hair and made her  look at Jeremy.  

	“Shit, April,” he said, unbuckling his belt while he stood right in front of her.  

	“She’s…ohhh…fucking incredible…you’re…ohhh…lucky, man…”  

	“Yeah, she is,” Jeremy replied, his voice a low growl.  

	“Jeremy…ahhh…what are you…”  

	April didn’t finish her question because Jeremy pushed his cock into her  mouth. She was unprepared and gagged. He gave her a moment to adjust, but  then he slipped right back in, and instinct kicked in. Her cheeks hollowed and she stared up at him while she sucked.  

	“Right on…ohhh…man… Let’s bring this home…uhnn fuck…together…” Chase  moaned.  

	“Shit, Ape…you’re taking it…” Jeremy grunted.  

	The two men buffeted her between them. Chase thrusting from behind  pushed Jeremy deeper than he’d ever tried to push his cock into her mouth on  his own. She didn’t choke because she was becoming accustomed to the larger  men who populated Milford Court. Sucking any cock seemed easy after Darius  pushed his down her throat.  

	April burned with the thought of the men bringing this home like she was  some slut they picked up in a bar to share. The way they bounced her between  their cocks seemed to offer her no choice. But instead of shame, she felt alive.  This was exactly how she was taken in some of her dirtiest fantasies—the ones  she used to believe were impossible. She never dreamed Jeremy would share  her, let alone participate in something like this. It finally extinguished her fear  that he could become a weak cuck like Marc Goldman. It was all so dark and  sexy that another orgasm exploded through her, its suddenness scrambling her  brain.  

	Jeremy was triggered by her cries into his cock. He’d only just joined, but he  couldn’t hold out longer than Chase. She didn’t care. She loved that she turned  her husband on so much. Besides, the man behind her had already come once, giving him more staying power. Jeremy filled her mouth with a strangled cry,  and April choked on it. She had no experience trying to swallow one man  while another fucked her. Cum ran down her chin, despite her best efforts.  More sputtered from her lips when Jeremy stumbled back.  

	“Ahhh god…ahhh…I can’t…can’t…ahhh…Chase…”  

	“Ohhh fuck, Ape…yeah…goddam it…”  

	His motion stuttered and Chase stilled, cock deep inside her, filling April  with his second release of the afternoon. Her body responded instinctively,  tightening and milking it all out of him. She simply moaned and shuddered,  rather than scrambling to get him to pull out. Milford Court was teaching her  something else she loved. After years of worry, April was discovering how  much she loved to feel a man finish inside her. She looked weakly to her husband, hoping that he liked it, too. Was it unnatural for a husband to watch another man fill his wife with cum?  

	Chase kissed her back and pulled out. April immediately felt the loss. It  wasn’t like he’d wrecked her, but he had been inside her for most of the after-  noon. She sagged to the couch, catching her breath and trying to calm her still-  pounding heart. He found his clothes that were scattered around the living  room and quickly dressed. He even gallantly collected the leggings, sports bra,  and tank top she’d been wearing and gave them to her.  

	“That was awesome,” Chase said, tucking in his McLaughlin Auto Group polo. “Thanks, April. Thanks for sharing, as always, Jeremy.” April saw how  uncomfortable her husband was shaking their neighbor’s hand. “We’re still  coming over tomorrow night, right?”  

	“Uh, yeah, as far as I know,” Jeremy mumbled.  

	“Great,” Chase replied, clapping him on the shoulder. “Shelly’s looking for-  ward to it.”  

	April watched her husband perk up at the mention of her sexy friend. Her  jealousy felt absurd after what Jeremy just walked in on. Chase left them alone.  She stiffly pushed up off her stomach and pulled on her panties. Her husband  watched her dressing with interest, like just coming down her throat wasn’t  enough. She’d give him whatever he needed, but Chase had left her exhausted.  

	“Are you okay?” she asked, pulling on her tank top without the bra.  

	“Sure,” he replied, unconvincing. “Just not used to coming home from work  to find you riding the neighbor on the couch. Kind of a shock.” He finished  putting his dick away.  

	“Will you ever be? Sometimes I wonder if you’re really okay with all of this.  If you’re not, you can tell me. By the way, I did text and say Chase was coming  over.”  

	Jeremy dug his phone out of his pocket and checked it. “Yeah, you did. My  bad. I was pretty deep in work. I didn’t check. I’m good, April. Really. Still get-  ting comfortable with everything living like this brings, but the excitement…”

	“I know. I’m still gearing up to see you and Shelly tomorrow. Maybe it  wouldn’t bother me if she weren’t so hot.”  

	“If it bothers you that much, honey…” he offered.  

	April shook her head. She would not be that much of a hypocrite, even if  part of her wanted to be. “I’d never ask that of you, not after the freedom  you’ve given me. Besides, that’s part of the deal here, isn’t it? The wives being  shared means the husbands can…partake.”  

	“But we don’t have to do what everyone else does. We can do it our way.”  

	“Are you telling me you don’t have to have sex with Shelly? Or Peyton? Or  Cami?” She laughed, and it felt good to release the tension. “I’ve seen Cami in  action. Trust me, you want to have sex with her, although she might break you,  babe.”  

	“Hey, you should have more confidence in me than that.”  

	“You know I do.”  

	Jeremy dodged when she grabbed his shirt and kissed him. She got his  cheek. He didn’t want to taste cum on her lips, even though it was his. Besides,  he’d probably guessed Chase had been in her mouth. He’d be right. April chose  not to be offended.  

	“Oh, shit. I was so distracted by… Anyway, I have news. I’ve got Tommy. I  really have the bastard.”  

	“Let me get the kids from Shelly’s, and then you can tell me everything after dinner.” 
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	April tried to keep a neutral expression as she watched her husband making  out with her neighbor. The couples were out back, sitting by the pool, which  was erratically lit by tiki torches that guttered in the growing breeze. It felt like  one of those flash Florida storms might be coming on. The whole scene had a  surreal vibe. April sipped her frozen, fruity drink and told herself, I am not  jealous. This is fine.  

	Chase didn’t seem jealous at all. He sat beside her, his arm around her  waist, while his free hand played with the hem of her dress. His breathing had  become noticeably heavier when their spouses started kissing.  

	The couples were on the Sampsons’ patio after having dessert and drinks.  

	Jeremy needed a few fumbling attempts to unhook the halter, letting  Richelle’s dress slip to pool in her waist. She was bare beneath it, but that  wasn’t a surprise. April knew he’d been hypnotized by the sway of their neighbor’s braless breasts all night.  

	She wasn’t proud, but Jeremy’s attention on Richelle had her practically  throwing herself at Chase all night. But he played it cool. She suspected Richelle  had given her husband instructions to keep her fidgeting for the evening. April  was supposed to be learning to enjoy seeing Jeremy with another woman.  Chase had been flirty, but he’d shown much more self-control than he’d shown with April the day before.  

	“Slow down, Jeremy,” Richelle laughed, putting her hands over his. April  hated how sexy her friend’s musical laugh sounded. “We’re not in a rush here,  are we?” She turned to their spouses after asking the question.  

	“Izzy should be putting the kids to bed right now. I’m sure they’re loving  their sleepover,” Chase said. “No rush at all.”  

	“Not in a rush,” Jeremy protested, grinning. “Just eager.”  

	“Eager, I like.”  

	Richelle mashed her lips to his, and the knot in April’s stomach tightened.  She hated seeing her husband being cute and playful with her friend. In her  mind, she wanted it just to be quick, dirty sex. Almost transactional. She felt  guilty for even thinking of her friend like a hooker.  

	“Relax, Ape. Don’t you like seeing Jeremy so happy?” Chase cooed in her  ear. “This isn’t supposed to torture you. His breath on her neck sent April shivers down her spine.  

	She smirked. “It doesn’t feel right to see him that happy with someone else.  Not like this.”  

	April gasped. His fingers tracing up and down her bare arms and over her  exposed collarbone did a good job of distracting her, but she couldn’t stop  watching their spouses and couldn’t release the anxiety it triggered in her.  

	“Don’t you feel proud that someone like Shelly wants him?” Chase nibbled on her shoulder when he asked. Her grip tightened on his hairy thigh, just  above his knee.  

	“It’s more complicated than that.”  

	Richelle released Jeremy’s hands. He caressed and massaged her tits instead of attacking them. He’s not some virgin, April thought. He knows what he’s  doing. He’s always taken care of me. She didn’t want her friend criticizing his  technique. The sexy Filipina trembled when he played with the ornate gold  jewelry piercing her nipples. She moaned into their kiss and paused with her  hand on his belt.  

	“Ohhh…fuck…that’s perfect, baby…” she gasped against his lips.  “You…ohhh…don’t have to be too gentle…ohhh fuck…not that rough, baby…”  

	Jeremy hungrily kissed her, then replied, “You’re not some delicate flower,  are you?”  

	Another brush of her nipples pulled a sound from deep in Richelle’s throat.  She smiled and kissed him back. “How rough do you want to get?”  Chase laughed, telling his neighbor, “Don’t hold back on my account, man.  Shelly’s more than capable of letting you know what she likes. I’m good with  all of it.”  

	April’s nipples swelled as she tried to imagine how her husband’s touch felt  to Richelle. Jeremy knew her body so well, knew how to make her tremble and  moan. Is he touching her the way I like it? Or is he learning? He was a smart man. He’d figure out how to make her come just like he did with Peyton. April  didn’t know how to handle watching it. Her body buzzed, but the reason felt  wrong. She didn’t want to compete with Richelle.  

	Richelle finally got Jeremy’s belt and shorts open but paused again when he  kissed down the slopes of her perfect teardrops and brushed her tips with his  lips. He repeated the tease back and forth, brushing them with his beard. The  move made April want to scream. She was jealous that he was using it on her  friend.  

	“April never told me…mmmm…you’re such a tease…” Richelle moaned.  

	“Maybe she didn’t want you to know,” he replied, sparing a quick wink at  his wife.  

	She knew he was trying to include her, but April didn’t know if she wanted  that. But when Jeremy captured Richelle’s thick, flushed tip in his mouth, she  definitely wanted that. The Filipina arched, pushing her tits at him. She gave up  on his belt and dug her nails into his scalp. April felt a hint of the pride that  Chase suggested.  

	“That was just selfish, April,” Richelle laughed, before kissing Jeremy again.  

	The more playful they were, the more it burned in April. He didn’t see how  her husband could be interested in more than sex with Peyton, but Richelle  had it all. She trusted Jeremy—she knew Richelle and Chase were rock solid—  but something primal shouted that letting your husband be with a woman like Richelle was wrong. But she held it all in. Everyone was into what was happening. She would not be the killjoy.  

	“I have a few tricks up my sleeve,” Jeremy said, slipping to his knees on the  patio. He placed Richelle’s leg over his shoulder, pushing the dress to her waist,  and chuckled. “Why aren’t I surprised you’re not wearing panties either?”  

	Richelle laughed. “I knew they wouldn’t stay on. Why bother?” She moaned  before she could go on. Jeremy’s face was between her thighs.  

	April felt a slow shift. Her husband’s confidence with their neighbor was  impressive. He’d been a bit of a bumbling mess around Richelle before be-  cause he was overwhelmed by her beauty, but he was leaning into his role as  one of the husbands of Milford Court, becoming confident and seductive. She  was proud but still had that knot in her stomach.  

	“Damn, Shelly’s so hot when she gets going. Don’t tell me you can’t appreciate that, Ape,” Chase said, voice low, seductive, kissing her shoulder. “Jeremy  and I are both lucky to have such sexy wives.”  

	“You don’t have to butter me up, Chase,” she softly replied, defenses slowly  melting. His touch and lips, combined with the scene unfolding before them,  had an unexpected effect. Her hand mover higher on his thigh, over his shoulders, seeking. She found her goal lying along his leg, straining his shorts.  

	“Have I told you how sexy this dress is?”  

	April turned to kiss him, fingers smoothing his slicked-back, too-black hair.    .

	She toyed with his ponytail. The hair still seemed ridiculous to her, but the rest  of him more than made up for it. Against his lips, she murmured, “Thanks, I  thought it was cute.”  

	“I really love this zipper.” He grabbed the ring on the zipper pull and slowly  tugged it down her chest.  

	The women around her wore expensive, designer outfits. She was sure  Richelle’s dress—which was now bunched at her waist—had cost hundreds.  April was still wowing the husbands with Target outfits. She’d just picked up  the cute, pink plaid summer dress that week. Chase unzipped it to her waist  and slipped his hand inside of it. His hand was hot on her sticky flesh on the  humid night. His touch glanced over her breast, seeking the swell of her nipple  through the sheer ivory lace.  

	“Ohhh fuck…what…what are you doing…fuck…don’t stop…Jerrr…” Richelle  cried.  

	April was rocked to see Richelle’s back arched, her heel digging into Jere-  my’s back, while she rolled her hips at his mouth. The Filipina’s grip on his  hair looked painful. April’s pride swelled, but she still felt that he should be  doing that to her, not another woman. Maybe I don’t appreciate how good he is  at that, she wondered. But he always made April come when he went down.  He’d always been dedicated to her pleasure. She had to accept he was giving  that to other women now.  

	Chase grasped April’s breast tighter, seeing his wife so close to the edge. She  felt his cock twitch through his shorts. She traced the outline with a fingernail,  and he groaned. “If I were jealous, I’d want to kick his ass right now. But I  think it’s so hot that I’m going to see Shelly come. And when I see her do that to  someone else, I’m so damn proud that she’s my wife.”  

	“But it doesn’t just feel…ahhh…wrong to see her with someone …ahhh,  Chase …else?” April found it hard to talk with his focus on teasing her nipples  through her bra.  

	“Fuck…fuck…ohmygod…yesss…almost there…fuck Jerrr…yesss…” Richelle  moaned, rolling her hips hard at Jeremy’s face, chasing her release.  

	April knew he felt the hitch of her breath. Seeing Richelle on the verge of  coming was hot. She may have been disturbed that it was her husband making  it happen, but the not-so-innocent wife loved to watch, and she wanted to see  her friend come. Chase pushed the straps from her shoulders, and April’s dress  fell away to her waist.  

	Chase pulled her onto his lap, massaging her tits from behind, taunting her  nipples through her bra, letting her watch their spouses while he played with  her. She held his legs and ground her ass against his erection. April needed to  turn him on like Jeremy aroused Richelle. She wasn’t proud of her competitiveness, but it was there. He rolled both her nipples at once.  

	“Ahhh…Chase…”    .

	“You like watching them, I can feel it, Ape.” His voice was a breathy growl,  hot on her neck. He loved the show.  

	“Ahhh…yesss…but…”  

	His hand slipped down, inside where her dress was bunched in her lap.  “But what, Ape? Stop overthinking this. Everyone is having fun. No one is try-  ing to steal anyone’s husband. We all know you love to watch. Just allow your-  self to enjoy it.”  

	“Ahhh…I…Jerrr…” she moaned. He found her slick inside her panties. But  not as wet as Shelly must be, she thought. A dirty thought slipped through. Make  her come, babe. I want to see it! April just couldn’t admit it aloud.  

	“Ohmygod! Fuck! Yesss! Fuck yesss…Jerrr…fuck yes!”  

	The night sky flashed with brilliant brightness, followed by a crack of lightning that made April jump. Thunder cracked again, like Richelle summoned it  with her orgasm. The wind kicked up while the Filipina threw her cries into it,  riding Jeremy’s face through a climax that made April burn with jealousy. But  then, Chase almost had her there, too.  

	“Ahhh…it’s sooo…” April moaned.  

	Richelle arched her back, and the skies opened. Rain poured on them like  someone had turned on a shower. The soaking rain cooled April just as she  came. Richelle cried even louder at the sky.  

	“Fuck you, Jeremy…” She laughed. “No one’s ever made me this wet! Ohhh fuck!”  

	“Jesus!” he exclaimed, lifting his face from between her thighs.  “We need to get inside.” She looked over at April and Chase. “Or are you  guys too occupied?”  

	April trembled on Chase’s lap, pinning his hand between her thighs.  “Ahhh…this is crazy!” she moaned.  

	“Let’s go, sweetheart,” Chase said. He swept her up in his arms and carried  her into the house, hurrying behind their spouses.  

	April was unsteady on her feet when Chase put her down, but they were all  laughing, shaking the water off their bodies, soaking the tiled floor. She saw  how Richelle’s wet nipples came to tight points in the chill of the air conditioning. Her sexy friend pulled her into an embrace  

	“Warm me up, April,” she said.  Richelle stole April’s breath when she kissed her. She whimpered, her  tongue chasing back into her friend’s mouth. Richelle dropped April’s bra to  the floor with a quick flick of the clasp. The warm hands felt wonderful on the  firm, naked flesh. April knew they were putting on a show for their husbands,  but she didn’t care. When Richelle guided her lips to one of her tight nipples,  April eagerly sucked.  

	“Ohhh…that’s good…I want you and Jeremy to myself one night. You two  could drive me crazy…” Richelle pulled April back to a kiss. “He made me come so hard, April. Thank you. But I’m not done with him.”  

	April felt dazed when Richelle released her. Everything moved so quickly.  The Filipina let her ruined satin dress fall to the floor, leaving her in just stilettos. She took Jeremy’s hand and told him, “Let’s go to the bedroom, where you  can properly fuck me.”  

	Chase held April’s face in both hands. His deep kiss made her lightheaded.  “Are you okay, Ape? Do you want to follow? We could have fun out here if you  don’t want to watch. I don’t care about Shelly’s plan.”  

	April allowed a smile. She was shifting—maybe. “I don’t want to miss a second.” She took Chase’s hand and led him back to their bedroom.    
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	Jeremy still saw Richelle as his teenage wet dream, but felt he was doing a  good job projecting confidence. He saw how the other husbands on Milford  Court acted. Chase touched April like she belonged to him—something he still  hated—and he had to act like he’d been there before if he wanted to stay in  the game. A woman like Richelle had no interest in a fumbling suburban dad.  Deep down, he still felt like he was way out of his depth in this new life, but he  was quickly adapting.  

	Her ass swayed with sweet perfection when he followed her into the bedroom. The bedroom he shared with his wife. Doing it in there still felt wrong,  but April had fucked Tommy in their bed, and he hadn’t even been there to  watch. Having Richelle in their bed felt like it evened the scales.  

	“Very nice,” Richelle commented. “Homey, comfy.”  

	“That’s all April,” he replied, imagining the McLaughlins’ bedroom was  chic, a perfect place for the unspeakable acts that took place there.  

	“I figured,” she laughed. “You men don’t really seem to have an opinion on  that stuff. I could repaint the bedroom, and Chase would never notice.”  

	Richelle turned to face him, and Jeremy did his damnedest to hold back. He  wanted to fall all over that perfect body. The tattoo under her tits continued to  grow on him. Her nipple piercings were hot, he decided—especially because of how she reacted when he played with them. I wonder if April would… No, there  was no way his demure wife would want that, let alone allow a stranger to  touch her to do it. He hoped she hadn’t changed that much.  

	Jeremy grinned. “I’m sure he’s very distracted in your bedroom.”  

	“I’ll admit that somehow means more coming from you than the other husbands. Maybe because you’re not jaded yet.” Richelle may have actually  blushed a little bit.  

	“I hope I never become too jaded to appreciate someone like you,” he  replied, gaze traveling up and down her body. It was too easy to imagine  Richelle as the centerfold in one of his dad’s Playboys the old man kept in the  garage.  

	“Are you going to make me stand here naked all by myself?”  

	Jeremy pulled at his soaked shirt, but she moved his hands aside and said,  “Let me.” The shirt hit the stone tile floor with a wet slap. His water-darkened  khakis followed with his underwear, and Richelle took him in her mouth while  she was down there. His eyes rolled into the back of his head when she swallowed him deep on her first taste.  

	“Didn’t get to finish this the other day,” she purred, stroking his length while  rubbing the head over her lips.  

	“You’re welcome anytime you like…” he moaned, thinking about the lineup  of his favorite Giants team to keep from blasting all over her face.   

	“That’s very sweet of you, Jeremy.”  

	Richelle took him deep again and commenced a masterclass in giving head.  His fingers laced through her hair, but he didn’t make her. He didn’t need to.  Richelle was an enthusiastic cocksucker. Her suction was perfect. Her slender  fingers stroked what wasn’t in her mouth. She held him deep in her throat  while massaging his balls.  

	Everything in him screamed for Jeremy to explode down her throat. Marti  was good, but Richelle was the gold standard, partially because she didn’t have  to be so good. A woman that perfect didn’t have to put in effort. Most men  would be happy to have her lying there naked. Jeremy was one of those men.  But Richelle sucked his cock like she loved it. Her smoldering eye contact  pierced him to his soul.  

	“Oh shit…damn, Shel…fuck me…” he groaned, staring at his cock disappearing into her beautiful face.  

	“I plan to,” she grinned, letting him slip from her mouth for a moment.  

	“If you keep doing that…” Jeremy was taut as a wire, fighting the urge to finish in her mouth.  

	“I’m confident I can inspire you to get it up more than once tonight.” Her  sexy laugh tickled up her spine.  

	Jeremy groaned and tried to unclench. That was the moment he noticed  April and Chase watching them. April was stripped to her panties, and his broad-chested neighbor stood behind her, one hand in those panties, the other  kneading one of her tits. She was flushed from head to toe and didn’t look like  the jealous wife he expected. He saw the new April, who got off on watching  people have sex. Their eyes locked together when he finally released and  flooded Richelle’s mouth. He was sure his wife came, too, shuddering in  Chase’s arms. His cock was in Richelle’s mouth, but Jeremy and April shared  the moment.  

	Richelle kept him in her mouth, lips sealed tightly around his shaft, while  she eagerly swallowed everything he had to offer. Is this easy after taking what  Darius’ huge balls delivered? A fleeting thought, but even with another man’s  wife, he worried about competing with the built, Black, former athlete. She  kept swallowing on her knees until his deflated cock slipped from her lips.  

	“Mmm, that was a good start,” she grinned, giving his tip a last lick. The  flourish made Jeremy stagger. She looked at their spouses and said, “I hoped  you two would follow.”  

	“She loves to watch, you know that,” Chase replied, his hands still all over  April.  

	“I think I’m the first one she watched. Wasn’t I, April?” She gracefully rose  to her feet and walked to where her husband touched the other woman.  

	“You and…ahhh…Darius…” April whimpered.  April managed a smile, still rubbing back against Chase. Jeremy’s chest was tight, and his stomach had an anxious flutter watching another man touch her  like that, but the vision was undeniably hot. The anxiety, the danger, somehow  made it even hotter. His cock fought to get hard again while he watched.  

	“Such a fun surprise when I saw you in the doorway with Tommy. That’s  when I knew you were more than you seemed.” Richelle held her face and  deeply, slowly kissed April. “When I knew you were one of us.”  

	“I didn’t…ahhh…”  

	Richelle kissed April again. It made Jeremy sizzle, but he wondered what  his wife was about to say she didn’t. Any of the possible answers would have  seemed wrong coming out of the woman he thought he knew before they  moved to Milford Court.  

	Chase held April’s tits while Richelle sucked them. The petite woman twisted in his arms, but he kept her in place so his wife could enjoy her. Jeremy was  so overwhelmed that he could barely keep up with the details, like the Filipina’s hand slipping between April’s legs.  

	“Ahhh…Shel…it’s…might be…too much…ahhh…”  

	“Can’t ever be too much, April, because it all feels so good, doesn’t it?”  

	Richelle sank lower. Back on her knees, she rolled the soaked panties down  April’s legs and helped her step out of them. Grabbing her moaning neighbor’s  ass with both hands, she latched her mouth onto April’s pussy.  

	“Ahhh god…Shel…ahhh god…sooo good…ahhh…yesss…”  

	“You’re so fucking hot, baby,” Chase told his wife, looking down April’s  body to where Richelle licked her. He roughly massaged April’s tits.  

	Jeremy watched his wife twist between their neighbors. His brain didn’t accept what he saw. This was like something in one of those late-night cable  movies he jerked off to when he snuck down to the den after his parents were  in bed. A mysterious new couple would move in next door and seduce the  vanilla couple who already lived there.  

	Those movies always had a scene like this one, where the couple seduced  the innocent wife while her stunned husband watched in horror, too aroused  to do the right thing and interfere. But Jeremy wasn’t horrified. His dark, primal side had taken over and he wanted to see the McLaughlins fuck April  senseless. He wanted to see what they could make her do. He was afraid that  the answer was anything.  

	“Ahhh god…ahhh…not back there…” April’s voice dropped an octave.  

	“Ohmygod…not…ahhh yesss…Shel…please…”  

	Is Richelle… Jeremy couldn’t even finish the thought. The Filipina had a tight  grip on April’s ass and her fingers were deep between her cheeks but was one  of those fingers in his wife’s ass. She’d never… He had to stop thinking that and  realize there might be nothing his wife would never do. Should I rescue her?  Then, Should I throw Richelle on the bed and fuck her? He was hard again,  achingly so.  

	Chase twisted April’s head enough to kiss her. She still moaned through the  kiss, working her hips at Richelle’s mouth. It looked like she’d collapse if the  couple didn’t hold her up. April tore her mouth free again.  

	“Ahhh god…ahhh…I…fuck…ahhh god…fuck…yesss…”  

	Hearing his wife curse like that was nearly as shocking as watching their  neighbors make her come. She was loud and flushed and trembled between  Chase and Richelle. April looked like she’d lost all control. Jeremy groaned,  filled with the need to prove he could make her come as hard as the McLaughlins did.    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	April was unsteady on her feet like a foal when the McLaughlins released their  hold on her. She had to brace against Chase’s hard chest to keep upright.  Richelle gave her a deep kiss, making April taste herself, before returning her  attention to Jeremy. April didn’t understand how the woman didn’t even need  to pause before switching gears. She could’ve used half an hour to gather herself.  

	Holding eye contact with Jeremy while the neighbors made her come was  more intense than April ever could have guessed it would be. She saw a dark  cloud pass behind his eyes, but mostly she saw raw, naked lust.  Having her husband look at her like that made April come so much harder than if she had just been alone with the McLaughlins. Last time she was with  Tommy, she thought she couldn’t completely let go with her husband there.  Now, she realized she was wrong. She wanted Jeremy to watch when she  played.  

	However, it was her turn to watch Jeremy again. Richelle kissed him and  stroked his cock. Their sexy neighbor said, “I knew I could get you hard again.”  

	Jeremy laughed. “You didn’t even touch me.” He kissed her back.  

	“But watching me make April come got you hard, didn’t it? She’s not the  only voyeur in your family.”  

	“It’s perfectly normal to get hard watching two hot women hook up,” he  replied, running his hands over her curves.  

	“Aww, you’re so sweet. How do you want me, tiger?”  

	That orgasm still echoed through her, but April’s stomach still dropped as  she watched her husband put Richelle on her hands and knees up on their bed.  I don’t want that here, she thought, before remembering what a hypocrite she  was. It felt like only yesterday when Tommy took control of her in that bed.  Will I be able to sleep there without thinking about Jeremy and Richelle having  sex?  

	“Ohhh…yesss…fuck me, Jeremy…god, that feels good…” Richelle moaned.  

	April was torn between lust and dread watching Richelle lower her head to  the mattress, arching her back to present her perfect ass to Jeremy. He was lit with a fire April had never seen. She wanted to believe it was only because  she’d never seen him like that, from the outside, and he didn’t just want  Richelle more than her.  

	“Look at her body. Look at the way she takes it. She’s a work of art,” Chase  breathed into her ear.  

	“She’s beautiful,” April agreed through gritted teeth. She chose to focus on  her husband instead.  

	April tugged his cock while watching Jeremy. Holding the neighbor while  watching her husband fuck someone else was still a mindbender. She didn’t  think about any of this when she was with Tommy alone, or the McLaughlins  the first time. She was able to focus entirely on her own experience.  

	Chase’s thickness still made her heart race while she admired Jeremy’s  power. Her husband was a great lover, but because of familiarity, she didn’t  see him in the same what she did the other husbands of Milford Court. But the  way Jeremy gripped Richelle’s waist and flexed his hips, the way he thrust  down into her pussy with authority, it all made April ache for him. Jeremy’s a  stud, she realized. Hearing the way he made Richelle moan, the way she whim-  pered for him to fuck her, opened April’s eyes to what a hunk her husband  was.  

	“Are you going to let them have all the fun, Ape?” Chase asked, sounding  amused by how focused she was on their spouses. For all her complaints, she couldn’t look away.  

	April took his hand and led Chase to her bed. Each step escalated her anxiety and arousal. Closer, the scent of sex filled her nostrils. The squeak of their  mattress grew louder. She clearly heard Jeremy panting while he fucked  Richelle with all his energy. Up close, it was all very real. Her husband tracked  them, and she was pleased that she pulled his attention away from the moaning Filipina under him.  

	She pushed Chase onto the bed beside his wife. Everyone was very close together. They had no idea their bed would be so crowded when they bought it a  few months ago, or they would have gone for a king mattress instead of a  queen, she ruefully thought. April leaned over and deeply kissed Chase before  climbing onto him, facing away, because having sex with someone she didn’t  kiss just felt too weird.  

	“Damn, reverse cowgirl. You’re really getting kinky, Ape,” Chase laughed.  He cut off when she sank onto his thick cock.  

	The goal wasn’t to break new ground—especially in front of her husband—  but April wanted to watch Jeremy fuck Richelle. She would have laughed that  her practical side made her seem like a dirty girl, but laughing was the last  thing on her mind when Chase’s girthy root stretched her open. The deep,  throbbing pleasure cascaded through her. His strong hands gripped her hips,  guiding her in the unfamiliar position.  

	Jeremy stared at her, but she couldn’t tell if he was impressed or shocked.  His eyes were wild and she wanted it to be for her, not the woman his cock  was inside. Her need for his attention made April ride Chase harder, bouncing  her ass back at him. Their neighbor felt incredible inside her, but the moans  pushed from her throat were as much for her husband as for her lover.  

	“Ohhh fuck me…Jerrr…harder…don’t you…ohhh…fucking stop…” She twisted  her head enough to look at her husband getting fucked beside her.  “Having…ohhh…fun…baby…”  

	Chase stared at April rolling her hips to ride him and moaned, “This is the  perfect…ohhh…fucking view of Ape’s ass…goddam it!”  

	April glowed. She’d always been self-conscious about the bubble butt she  could never shed, no matter how much she worked on it. Before becoming a  Milford Court wife, she’d never have had the confidence to shove it right at a  guy—not even Jeremy. And now she was practically twerking on Chase’s cock.  

	“Shit…Ape…” Jeremy moaned, unable to tear his eyes away from April riding their neighbor reverse cowgirl. He kept a hand on Richelle’s hip while he  pumped down into her, but he mauled one of April’s bouncing tits with the  other.  

	“Ahhh…god…yesss…” April cried. She braced her hands on Chase’s legs and  rode him harder.  

	“Ohhh…don’t let that tramp steal…ohhh…your attention…” Richelle moaned, then laughed. “Fuck me, Jeremy…fuck me hard! Ohhh fuck…yes…just  like…ohhh…that…fuck!”  

	“Fuck her, babe…ahhh…fuck Shelly…do it…ahhh god…make her come…”  April cried.  

	Jeremy looked like she’d just sprouted a second head, and then he gasped  and buried himself in Richelle with a deep shudder. April knew what her hus-  band looked like when he was coming. She never thought she would see it  from that angle.  

	“Fuck…yes! Fuck…fill me! Ohhh god…I’m…I’m there, too! Ohhh fuck, baby!”  Richelle cried, collapsing into a trembling mess under Jeremy.  

	April couldn’t believe how proud she was. But then, Chase demanded her  full attention again when she felt his slick thumb pressed to her back door.  

	“Ahhh…wait…what…are you…ahhh god…not…” she gasped, unable to finish  not in front of my husband before the invading digit popped back her tight  sphincter and slipped into her ass.  

	“Sorry…ohhh…Ape…too tempting…of a…fuck…you love it…a target…fuck,  Ape…”  

	Chase thought she loved it because she tightened around him as he pressed  deeper, but she couldn’t help herself. The husbands of Milford Court were  acclimating her to anal play, and she was learning to like it. Their tongues back  there just scrambled her brain. And Chase was so thick that having his thumb in her ass made her feel impossibly full.  

	So dirty, she thought. She stopped moving up and down and just rolled her  hips with his cock fully embedded, stretching her. The waves of pleasure that  pulsed from her hindquarters overwhelmed her. The husbands of Milford  Court had made her come many ways, but none of them quite made her feel  like that. April realized that if Chase wanted to put his cock in her ass, she’d let  him. Would Jeremy stop him? Maybe he should do it before Chase. He is my husband…  

	“Ahhh god…ohmygod…Chase…ahhh god…it’s…”  

	The orgasm seemed to swell out of nowhere, and it fully consumed her. This  was the second time Jeremy and Chase were touching her together. Having  two men was so wrong. April loved it. Her ass and her pussy tightened, flexing  around Chase. She didn’t even recognize the low sound that came out of her  throat.  

	She stared helplessly at Jeremy, who was still recovering from filling  Richelle. He slipped his spent cock from their neighbor, and April pulled him to  her, furiously kissing her husband while she came on Chase’s cock and thumb.  

	“Ahhh god...babe…it feels so good…” she whined, forehead pressed to his.  

	“Shit…April…you’re incredible. Jesus…you’re hot…” Jeremy moaned, thumb  stroking her nipple.  

	“Ahhh…god…it’s like I can’t stop…”    .

	“Don’t…just feel it…”  

	Richelle lay on her side, looking up at them and rubbing her husband’s  chest while he held April’s hip, making her continue to move on him. “Look at  them. So sweet and so sexy. Were we ever that sweet, hon?”  

	“Goddam, babe, nothing sweet about the way she’s milking my cock … God …damn …it…”  

	“Let go. Fill her. Fuck, baby, I want to see you come inside her,” Richelle  cooed, kissing her husband.  

	April spared a look back over her shoulder just in time to see the McLaughlins making out when Chase finally let go, pulsing his cum deep inside her. The  forbidden act of another man coming inside her triggered a new wave of deep  pleasure, and she kissed Jeremy hard when she came on Chase one last time.  

	The couples pulled apart, Jeremy helping April off Chase, before the four of  them settled on the bed. We definitely need a bigger bed if we’re doing this, April  thought. The women were on the inside, and she tightly cuddled with Richelle.  

	“This isn’t so bad, is it?” Chase said, asking no one in particular.  

	April felt Jeremy watching while she and Richelle caressed each other. She  casually played with the Filipina’s nipple piercings while her friend gently ran  fingers up and down April’s swollen, well-fucked lips.  

	“Have to admit, it’s pretty damn awesome,” Jeremy replied, sounding contented and surprised.  

	“This is how it should be,” Richelle said, kissing April.  

	April couldn’t disagree, slipping her tongue into Richelle’s mouth and thinking, God, this could go all night…   
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	Jeremy was wired, standing by the wet bar on the Goldman-Santiago’s patio.  The ice in his Maker’s Mark was rapidly melting in the South Florida heat, encouraging him to finish the drink faster. He intentionally slowed himself be-  cause he knew he’d just start another one, and he needed to keep his wits  about him. Today is the day , he thought.  

	Watching his neighbors socializing in the well-landscaped backyard, he felt  like the odd man out once again, but for every different reasons than at the last  neighborhood get-together, on the Fourth of July. On that steamy afternoon,  he’d slowly realized, with horror, that all of his neighbors were swingers—  even if they didn’t call themselves that. He and April were firmly part of the  neighborhood agreement now, so that wasn’t what kept him uneasy. He enjoyed watching his wife flirt with the other husbands. His demeanor was  borne of determination.  

	April laughed, with Chase and Darius on either side of her. Her giant, sweating glass of ruby red sangria seemed to come to her lips every few seconds.  She knew what he had planned and was nervous. She’d tried to tell him this  wasn’t the place, but he thought it was perfect. Jeremy didn’t want to do this at  Stirling.  

	Seeing April with their neighbors crystallized how much she’d changed that summer, since their move to Florida. She was still the same pretty, lively  brunette he’d married twelve years ago. Her hazel eyes, hidden by big sunglasses, still had the same light, but everything else about her had changed. She  carried herself like a different woman entirely. April’s body language was  open, flirty, forward with other men, where it had always been guarded be-  fore. 

	She’d worn a conservative one-piece to that July barbecue at the Siegels’,  while the other wives were barely covered. The black tank suit was gone, replaced by a shimmery silver bikini that demanded attention be paid to her  curves. She wasn’t essentially naked like Peyton—who hovered nearby in  some scraps of white cloth and string that would become translucent when  wet—but this was more skin than she’d even shown in public. It didn’t seem  immodest since everyone in that backyard had seen her completely naked.  

	Darius placed one of his huge, hall-of-fame hands on her back and leaned  down to whisper something. April laughed and pressed against him. His hand  moved to her ass. Jeremy thickened in his swim trunks. Chase pointed to something on his heavily tattooed chest, and she touched him, fingers tracing his ink  or cut muscles. It didn’t matter which. She looked like she could disappear into  the house with both men at any second.  

	His chest still tightened like they were flirting with danger, but that was an  autonomous response. He sizzled seeing his wife with their neighbors, and he thought about all the things they’d done—and were going to do—to her. He  wouldn’t stop it if Darius and Chase took April inside, but he did wonder if seeing them toss his wife around might be too much to bear. Jeremy wanted to  know just how slutty she could be, but what was too much? She threw him a  quick smile. She knew he was watching from behind his sunglasses.  

	“You really have learned to love watching her, haven’t you?” Richelle asked,  sliding up beside him and teasing the back of his neck with her sharp, plum-painted nails.  

	“This is just a neighborhood get-together, right? She’s just socializing,” he  replied, not sure why he offered the fig leaf. No one on Milford Court pretended.  

	“It’s hotter for you to pretend there’s still a maybe about any of this, doesn’t  it? Is it sexier if you tell yourself April needs to be convinced?”  Richelle pressed her lotion-shiny body against him, her perfect tits molding  around his arm. It was enough to pull his attention from April, which was exactly what she wanted. The material of her black bikini was so thin that it  looked more like body paint than fabric. She teased his bare arm with her nipples. A flick of the gold clasp between her tits would have freed them completely. He was tempted to do it.  

	“I know who April is, Shelly,” he insisted.  

	Her hand pushed into his trunks and gripped his hardness. “Your cock certainly does. If April is too busy to help you with this, I’d be happy to take  care of it.” She smiled and looked at him over her sunglasses. “We don’t even  have to go inside.” She licked her lips.  

	Jeremy slipped his hand into the back of her bikini bottom. He’d become  much more comfortable with his neighbor since that night they’d all spent together. Richelle still held a mystique because she was otherworldly beautiful,  but he felt as comfortable touching her as he did his own wife. Her warm,  earthy side set him at ease.  

	She’d given him an open invitation to come see her anytime he wanted, and  Jeremy had taken her up on it. Richelle seemed to genuinely enjoy his company the way Peyton did, and he wondered if it was because he was so different from the other husbands on Milford Court. He felt like he was seeing  Peyton or Richelle every other day, fully embracing the pleasures offered by  his new home. Indulging himself made it easier to accept how freely April gave  herself to the other husbands.  

	“Nice to see everyone is having fun,” Cami said, bouncing over to them. Her  fire engine red bikini covered even less than Richelle’s swimsuit. He began to  wonder why the wives bothered with the pretense of wearing anything at all.  “Can I get you guys anything?”  

	“Nope. Everything is perfect, Cami. Thanks for hosting,” Richelle said.  

	The women kissed, and Jeremy felt it in his balls. The friendly kiss on the lips was a beat longer than necessary. Cami’s smile suggested it was for his  benefit. The pretty Hispanic girl put both hands on his chest, rubbing Jeremy  through his blue swim shirt. He and Marc were the only husbands who didn’t  go shirtless. He was sure that Tommy would lose his shirt when he and Marti  showed up.  

	“When are we going to spend some time together, Papi?” Cami asked, her  voice carrying that sexy accent native to Cuban Americans raised in the Miami  metro area. Her pink fingernail—adorned with a tiny fake diamond—traced a  figure eight on his chest. “I feel left out.”  

	Jeremy downed the rest of his Maker’s Mark to steady himself. He was not  used to attention from women like Richelle and Cami. His confidence had  grown, but he still wasn’t equipped for these women.  

	“I guess Peyton and I have been keeping him all to ourselves,” Richelle said.  

	“There’s enough of me to go around, ladies,” he replied, hoping it sounded  more confident than he felt. He tried to channel his inner Darius.  

	“Let’s see about that,” Cami said, also pushing her hand into Jeremy’s  trunks.  

	He braced against the bar while their hands fumbled in his trunks, competing for a grip on his cock. It took women fighting over a man to a new level.  One of them cupped his tip, smearing precum, while the other tugged his shaft.  Jeremy grunted, hoping he didn’t come right there at the patio bar. That would have been embarrassing.  

	All thoughts of April having a threesome with Darius and Chase were  pushed from his mind while he contemplated with own threesome with  Richelle and Cami. The possibility seemed to be on April’s mind, too, because  she was watching her friends crowd around him. Maybe it was petty, but he  liked that she was getting a taste of what he felt.  

	The fun was interrupted when Tommy and Marti walked through the house  into the backyard. The king and queen of Milford Court had arrived. Jeremy  thought they were fashionably late so they could make an entrance, something  they didn’t need to do when the gathering was on their home turf. That asshole  always wants the upper hand, he thought.  

	“I can’t believe you all got started without us!” Tommy called out. He carried an expensive bottle of single malt, which he handed to Marc, barely acknowledging his host.  

	“You could have been on time,” Cami said, pressing her soft curves against  him.  

	She went for a kiss on his cheek, but he turned and made sure to give her a  deep kiss instead, lacing his fingers through her curly black hair. She seemed  fine with it, even pressed harder against him, but Jeremy was annoyed by his  presumption on her behalf.  

	Cami pushed on Tommy’s chest and peeled away from him. She and Marti greeted each other with a much more traditional quick embrace and cheek  kiss. 

	“We’re not all going to wait around for you to show up, Tommy,” she finished.  

	“Oh, it’s my fault, dear. I got hung up at work shooting promos. Tommy was  just waiting on me,” Marti said.  

	“Then I guess you’re the one we need to punish,” Darius told her, coming  over. He kissed Marti on the lips, although not with the same intensity Cami  had shared with Tommy. The big man did, however, grab her round ass with  both hands.  

	“If you’re going to put me over your knee, it may have been worth it,” she  replied, hand casually grazing the front of Darius’ tight trunks.  

	Darius laughed. “You’re not exactly the submissive type, Marti.”  

	“I’m sure there are other ways you could punish me.”  

	Tommy seemed oblivious to his wife propositioning Darius because he was  too busy holding his arms out for Peyton, who did an excited little dance over  to him. Jeremy was irked that the petite, bouncy blonde was so thrilled to see  Tommy. She disappeared into his thick arms and lifted her off the ground. But  Jeremy was just generally annoyed that everyone flocked to Tommy Fucking  Siegel the moment he arrived like they needed to kiss the ring. Only Richelle  stayed by his side.  

	“Why does everyone kiss his ass?” Jeremy asked no one in particular. 

	Hand out of his trunks, she hugged him. “I know you hate him, but Tommy  is charming in his own way. He’s a good friend to have. And a worse enemy.  He’s steered a lot of business to Chase over the years.”  

	“But at what price?”  

	“You don’t want to hear this, but no one makes me fuck anyone. Tommy’s a  little bit of an animal, but he’s good in bed. I think that’s what makes him good  in bed. Sometimes a girl wants someone like Tommy to ravage her. I’m sure  that’s what it is with April. She’s safe with you, and I mean that in a good way.  But Tommy feels dangerous in a way that even Darius and Chase don’t because they’re decent men, even if they bury that under a lot of macho bullshit.”  

	“I guess you’re right. And it’s not like I really see Tommy as a threat to my  marriage—not anymore—but I need to make sure he knows he can’t fuck with  us again.”  

	“Just be careful.” Richelle’s eyes showed genuine concern. “Tommy’s not  just a blowhard. He’s the real deal.”  

	Jeremy laughed, refusing to let her shake his confidence. “Hey, I’m from Jersey, remember?”  

	“But you’re not like him. You’re a good man.”  

	Jeremy’s focus was pulled when he saw Tommy saunter over to April.  Everything in him clenched. His wife stiffened at first, but he saw the way she  leaned into him when he touched her. He can fuck her anytime he wants, Jeremy realized. And he hated it. He’d watched his wife do crazy things with  the other men on Milford Court, but he did not want to see her do anything  with Tommy Fucking Siegel. He wished he could tell April to stay away from the  man. He wished he didn’t have to.  

	“There’s my favorite lawyer,” Marti said, adding with a pitying look, “Sorry,  Marc. You’re fun, too, but Jeremy’s got a little bit of everything. He’s just the  breath of fresh air this cul-de-sac needed.”  

	Jeremy hadn’t even noticed Marc lurking behind the bar. The man blended  into the woodwork. “Marti,” he said, imagining the woman sitting by while  Tommy fucked April on his pool table. “Haven’t seen you since the last barbecue.”  

	“I hear you’ve been busy. Isn’t that so, Shelly?”  

	Richelle put her arm around his waist and snuggled close. “Jeremy knows  how to keep a girl occupied.”  

	“Perhaps you’ll occupy me before the day is done,” Marti said. “After all, I  am the one who broke you in.”  

	“We’ll see,” he replied, torn between wanting to fuck the older woman because she was Tommy’s wife and wanting to have nothing to do with either of  the Siegels. “I think today is going to be full of surprises.”  

	“I’ve seen a lot, Jeremy. It takes a lot to surprise me,” Marti said.  

	“Trust me. I’ve got some tricks you’ll never see coming.”  

	Richelle smiled and pressed tighter to him. “Now you’ve got me excited.”  

	“That’s something I definitely know how to take care of.”  

	Jeremy stared right at Marti before pulling Richelle into a deep kiss. Marti  returned the smile, but it didn’t reach her eyes.    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 The backyard party kicked into another gear with the Siegels’ arrival. The  music got louder, and the husbands and wives started dancing. Jeremy still  hung back, and it wasn’t just because the bar was shaded from the brutal  South Florida heat. He sipped his second Maker’s Mark and waited. Tommy  should be relaxed before Jeremy pulled him aside for their talk. He just had to  be careful he didn’t wait too long. If Tommy disappeared into one of the bed-  rooms with one of the wives, Jeremy was not getting him alone. And he was  sure he knew which wife Tommy would try to fuck first.  

	Darius was no longer deferring to Tommy when it came to April. The big  man had Jeremy’s petite wife grinding against him to the beat of whatever  Latin music Cami had picked. Jeremy still felt that I should not be letting this  happen vibe, but he didn’t feel the panic he would have felt at seeing his wife so  close to the hung former football player. He was finally able to sit back and  enjoy his wife’s sexy side with other men.  

	April was grinding back against Darius while his huge, dark hands nearly encircled her waist. Jeremy was sure she felt how hard he was making the  man, just as he was sure that she wanted to feel the benefits of the effect she  had on Darius. This new, earthy, sensual side of his wife was a marvel to behold, and his only real regret was that he hadn’t found a way to bring it out of  her a long time ago.  

	Jeremy hoped Darius kept her occupied because it would keep Tommy at a  distance. But his boss didn’t seem to be waiting around for April. Tommy’s full  charm was directed at Peyton, who couldn’t get enough of it. Her fingers  danced through his gray chest hair while they flirted. He swept the squealing  blonde up in his arms and jumped into the pool while holding her. Richelle  shouted that he was an asshole when the splash hit her.  

	“Everything is set. No one will disturb you in my office,” Marc said, pouring  himself a double measure of the expensive scotch Tommy brought.  

	“Thanks. I appreciate that. I don’t think it will cause too much drama. He  won’t want to blast this to everyone he knows. Your party should be fine.”  

	Marc laughed. “Do you think I give a shit about that? I’m thrilled someone  finally has the balls to put that dick in his place. He’s been strutting around  long enough.”  

	Jeremy didn’t point out that Marc himself was one of those people without  the balls to take Tommy on. The man was a lawyer, and a damn good one from  what Jeremy had heard, but that just wasn’t who Marc was. He liked his place in the Milford Court hierarchy—even if he hated himself a little bit for liking it.  Marc was the first one to warn Jeremy about the lifestyle on Milford Court, but  Jeremy would never be like Marc. However, the man proved himself to be an  ally, which is why Marc was the only one, other than April, that he trusted with  his plan.  

	“I can’t promise that Tommy’s going to become a different man, but he’s not  going to mess with me or my family anymore. And maybe he’ll be a little more  humble around here since I know his secret.”  

	“How do you plan to get him back there?”  

	“Using his favorite bait, of course.”  

	That was the one part of the plan he didn’t like.  

	The party carried on, and Jeremy realized that the Fourth of July barbecue  had been toned down because he and April weren’t in on the secret of Milford  Court yet. The energy in the backyard on that steamy August afternoon was  wholly different. It felt like everyone was waiting for an orgy to break out. He  wondered how they had all managed to keep themselves in check the last time.  

	Cami was on top of Chase on one of the lounges, kissing him. Richelle came  up behind them and untied the Latina’s bikini top. Cami sat up, spilling her  massive tits into Chase’s face. He smothered himself in them, and Richelle and  Cami started making out. If there’d been cameras in the backyard, Jeremy  would have thought they were filming a porn movie.  

	 

	Marti was moving in on Darius and April, who’d found a quiet corner of the  yard to slow dance like they were the only ones at the party. They casually  kissed like they had all the time in the world. His hand stroked into the rear of  her bikini bottoms, and after a moment, Jeremy realized her hand was inside  his trunks. A chill ran down his spine that made his cock throb when it reached  it. Marti inserted herself by putting her arms around them both.  

	April looked annoyed by the intrusion, at least until Marti kissed her. Darius  smiled wide. Having two women at once was probably an average Tuesday back  in his playing days, Jeremy thought. Darius turned Marti’s lips to his, then he  kissed April again. He untied both women’s bikini tops. Marti moved enough  for hers to fall away and pulled off April’s. Darius directed the women to kiss  again, and then Marti pulled April’s face down to feed on her tits.  

	Jeremy had to force himself to stay on mission and not rush over to jump in  on whatever Darius had planned. He realized that with him and Marc on the  sidelines, there was a shortage of husbands. That was why Darius and Chase  were having the best afternoon ever.  

	Marti said something to April and Darius before leading April by the hand  into the house. Jeremy’s mouth hung open while he watched his wife walk topless through the sunny backyard like it was nothing. It took everything he had  not to follow them.  

	Fortunately, Tommy was too occupied by getting a blowjob from Peyton at  the shallow end of the pull to notice April went off with his wife and Darius.  This is my chance, Jeremy thought, grabbing his wife’s phone out of her bag  and taking it to Marc’s office. He used the phone to text Tommy: I need to see  you. I’m in Marc’s office.  

	The trap was laid. Jeremy just had to hope that the allure of April was  enough to pull his boss away from Peyton. Or, that the blonde cheerleader finished Tommy quickly, and he came inside to sample his second wife of the  day.    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	sixteen

	 

	April was a little tipsy from too much sangria, too fast, in the hot Florida sun.  That’s what she told herself when she docilely followed Marti into the house  with Darius. She’d been having an incredible time with Darius and was just  about ready to go to her knees right there in the backyard when Marti appeared and took over. The older woman had the same kind of command as her  husband. April was already so turned on when Marti kissed her that it was  easy to follow along. Darius seemed thrilled by what might happen between  the three of them.  

	Jeremy wouldn’t be happy that she was playing with Marti, but at least it  wasn’t Tommy. Besides, she hadn’t put any limitations on him, despite her conflicted feelings, and thought it was unfair that he had such a problem with her  playing with either of the Siegels. She hated Tommy’s games too, but she’d  learned how to separate the sex from the emotions and didn’t have to like the  man to enjoy what she got from him. She hoped Jeremy’s plan didn’t blow up  their world.  

	Marti led them right up to Cami’s bedroom. April hadn’t been there since  she’d watched her friend record that intense OnlyFans video. She nervously  looked around for cameras, but they weren’t set up. Besides, there was no way  public figures like Marti or Darius would ever risk such exposure. But there was evidence Cami had been working. That weird sex machine sat in the corner of the bedroom. A shiver ran through April when she remembered how  hard that thing made her friend come.  

	“It has been much too long, Darius, dear,” Marti said, pulling the big man  into a kiss that made April burn with jealousy. The news anchor pushed his  trunks down and gripped his thick root. “I’ve missed this.”  

	Darius laughed against her lips. “I’m more than just a cock, Marti.” He  mauled her breasts. He was probably the only man on Milford Court with big  enough hands to cover them.  

	“Maybe. But when I’m stuck at the station at night, this is what I think  about, not your sparkling wit. What do you think, April, dear? Isn’t this Darius’  best asset?”  

	April took a deep breath to steady herself, intent on matching the others’  confidence. She pressed to his side and put her hand on his cock with Marti’s.  He was more than large enough for both of them. Darius grunted when her  hand tightened, and she and Marti began to stroke him together. It was the first  time she’d seen him when he wasn’t in complete control.  

	“I like the whole man. It’s not just this,” April said.  

	She kissed his bare chest. His dark, salty skin encouraged her to suck the  curve of his peck. She’d learned to enjoy letting her slutty side out in front of  other people. She liked shocking them.  

	“You ladies could show me how much you like it,” he suggested, with a  chuckle.  

	“Only since you asked so nicely,” Marti replied, tugging April’s hand.  

	The women sank to their knees before him. It looked like they were worshipping their god. If April didn’t feel competitive with Marti before, she did  then. She was not going to be outdone by the older woman. It stuck in her mind  that Marti was the first wife on Milford Court to suck her husband’s cock. April  stretched her lips around Darius’ head before Marti could get there.  

	Marti softly laughed. “Look how eager. My god, Tommy was so right about  you. You should have seen how she took it on Tommy’s pool table the other  day, Darius. This one comes off so sweet, but she was born to fuck.”  

	Darius palmed the back of April’s head, encouraging her to take him deeper. She relaxed her jaw and took it, rather than telling Marti off. Part of her was  thrilled that the Siegels saw her that way, but she wasn’t so far gone that she  didn’t hate the dismissal in Marti’s tone. But I am proving her point right now,  she thought, loudly sucking as Darius pushed her to her limit. April’s jaw already ached.  

	“I don’t need to hear about other guys,” Darius told Marti, winding her  teased blonde hair around his fist. “And you ain’t down there to talk.”  

	“Oooo, yes, sir,” she said, sounding amused.  

	Marti didn’t fight it when he pressed her lips to his thick base. The older woman licked and sucked what April just couldn’t get to. His head was already  stretching April’s throat with each bob. She didn’t know how she could take  him any deeper, but she remembered how he disappeared down Richelle’s  throat. It was possible. He pushed deeper, and she stiffened, her throat re-  belling. Her cheek pressed to Marti’s.  

	Darius watched Marti’s lips chase April’s back up his shaft and chuckled.  “Don’t need to fight over it, ladies. There’s more than enough for both of you.”  

	“I plan to test that,” Marti told him, dipping to suck on his enormous balls.  

	“Fuck…Mart…you really do…” he groaned.  

	April was not going to let Marti be better than her. She pushed even harder,  sucking in air through her nose before he plugged her throat. Her body fought  it, refusing to choke on him, but she still pushed it, slurping when spit ran from  her lips and his shaft. Darius held both their heads, keeping their mouths right  on him like it was his right. He was so magnificent that April thought maybe it  was his right to do whatever he wanted with them.  

	When it became too much, April gagged and pulled off him, sputtering. She  was red-faced, and the only reason her mascara didn’t run was that it was  waterproof. Marti rubbed her back and told her to breathe. April hated her  supportive tone because nothing about the woman was supportive.  

	“Here, dear, let me show you,” Marti said, her mock sincerity grating. She  turned Darius’ hips and while looking up, she urged, “Fuck my throat, dear.  Show sweet April what that cock can really do.”  

	“Hehe. Alright, Momma. Remember, you asked for it,” he replied.  

	Darius used both hands to tilt her head back, and she stuffed it into her  mouth. April was still sniffling and wiping her mouth on the back of her hand,  but she marveled when it looked like Marti unhinged her jaw to take all of him.  The woman’s nostrils flared, her eyes challenging him. Darius pushed deeper.  She trembled.  

	“C’mon now, Mart. I know you can do better than that,” he purred. “That’s  it, Momma. Open wide.”  

	Marti’s eyes went wide. April thought she might have been panicking. But  Darius was relentless. He kept tiling the blonde’s head until he had the perfect  angle and pushed his cock all the way in. Marti jerked when she pushed deep,  but she didn’t resist. It was an obscene display, but April couldn’t look away.  She started touching herself without even thinking. When his big balls rested  on Marti’s chin, April couldn’t believe what she was seeing.  

	“April, girl, help Marti enjoy this. Rub that puss, girl,” Darius moaned.  

	For a moment, she felt like a deer in headlights, but she obeyed Darius without question. She pushed into Marti’s bikini bottom to find the older woman already slick. The blonde moaned into her mouthful of cock and trembled, but  Darius was using her throat so hard it was too difficult for April to tell what  was a reaction to her and what was down to him.   

	“Don’t be shy, April. Get in there,” he grunted. “Fuck…that’s good… She’s  into it… I can feel it…”  

	April was in a fog when she moved behind Marti and wrapped her arms  around the woman. She’d surrendered to the surreal moment. One hand went  into Marti’s bikini bottom, and the other groped her breasts. The blonde’s hips  jerked when April’s fingers pushed inside her.  

	“Now we’re fuckin’ goin’… Fuck, girls…”  

	Darius held Marti’s head and fucked her throat hard. He pushed obscene  sounds from her. Arms around the woman, April felt her body jerk with every  punishing thrust. Jeremy would love to see her used like this, she thought, wishing her husband were there to see one of the Siegels put in their place. But it  was the first time she’d thought of him since Darius took her in his arms in the  backyard.  

	Marti screamed into Darius’ cock, shaking violently, drool running down  her chin. April wondered if she should pull the blonde away for her own good,  but Darius was not going to release her head. He was grunting like he was right  there. The wildness in his eyes was frightening.  

	“Awww fuck…fuck…Mart…fuck yeah…”  

	Darius released Marti’s head when he came. She hung in there for a minute,  but pulled off him, coughing and trembling, strings of cum and spit trailing  back to his cock. His thick release ran from her lips, too. The blonde didn’t seem to have any control over her body.  

	“Ohhh fuck…yesss…ohhh fuck…April…” Even in her state, Marti grabbed  April’s wrist, nails digging into flesh, keeping her hand in place to make sure  she could ride her orgasm out. She didn’t slump forward until she’d wrung  every last drop of pleasure from April’s hand. “Fuck, Darius…I thought you  were going to kill me…”  

	The big man chuckled. “You said you wanted it, Momma. And I know you  like it rough.”  

	“Maybe there’s a limit,” Marti gasped, wiping her collagen-injected lips with  her hand. She turned and kissed April.  

	The sudden kiss made April recoil. Marti was a mess, hardly sexy. The  brunette was still thinking about how she’d never want Darius to do that to her,  but Marti’s hunger won her over. April tasted Darius’ cum and met hunger  with hunger, craving her share of the Black man’s release. He came so much,  there was plenty to go around. The blonde hadn’t been able to swallow it all.  

	“Hell, yes! I need to fuck both of you,” Darius said, watching them kiss.  

	“That will come, but right now we need to take care of April. She’s the only  one who hasn’t gotten off yet,” Marti said.  

	“Give me a couple of minutes and I’ll take care of her good.”  

	“I have another idea,” she replied, staring at Cami’s sex machine in the corner.       “Waitaminute! I can’t get on that thing!” April protested.  

	But Marti was already up and moving, and somehow, April knew that she  and Darius would convince her to do anything they wanted.    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Tommy seemed confused when he came into Marc’s office and found Jeremy  sitting behind the desk. He looked around like April might be hiding in a corner. He was flushed and sweaty from being out in the afternoon heat. Jeremy  had been inside long enough to relax and cool down. Peyton must have taken  longer than expected to finish with Tommy and let him move on to the next  wife.  

	“Did one of the other guys already grab April? I guess I’ll have to catch her  when they’re done. How are you doing, champ?”  

	“April is probably still upstairs with Darius and your wife, but you won’t be  catching her later. I’m the one who called you in here, Tommy,” Jeremy  replied, hoping to project calm confidence.  

	The older man looked confused and pulled his phone out of his pocket to  confirm it was April who’d texted him. “What the fuck is going on, champ?”  

	“We need to clarify a few things between us, Tommy. I need to make sure  you understand exactly where things stand.”  Tommy laughed. “Sounds like you’re the one who needs to get things straight, Jeremy. Did you hit your head jumping into the pool?”  

	“We’re done playing your games, and I want you to stay the fuck away  from my wife.”  

	“Isn’t that up to her? Last time I fucked her, she came to me. Your sweet little April was fucking moaning for it when I threw her on the pool table. She’s  the bitch in heat I told you she was. Couldn’t get enough that afternoon. I sent  her back to you walking funny. You have a problem with that, talk to her. But  she keeps coming around, I’m going to keep fucking her.”  

	The truth of his words weighed on Jeremy. He knew Tommy was right. If he  did nothing, April would keep fucking his boss. He didn’t think the bastard deserved to even touch a woman like April.  

	“I know she’s got some weird thing for you, but you’re going to avoid her  from now on.”  

	“Will I?” Tommy barked out his laugh that time. “You’ve got a set of balls on  you, champ. I’ll give you that. But you seem to have forgotten who holds the  cards here. You fucking work for me. I wave a wand and all this goes away.”  

	“Yeah, you’re not going to do that. You’re going to stay away from what’s  mine, here and at work. You’re going to stop shitting on people I care about just  because you can.”  

	“I should fucking fire you right now, but I don’t want you taking that piece  of ass wife of yours back to New Jersey. Although she just might want to stay. Seems like it’s all different for her now that she’s had a taste of a real man,”  Tommy taunted. Jeremy rose from behind the desk, and his boss laughed at  him. “What? Are you gonna take a swing at me, champ? I’ll knock your fucking  teeth out.”  

	“Violence is the last refuge of a bully. I don’t have to take a swing at you,  Tommy. I’ve already got you on the mat.” He tossed a folder onto the desk, and  Falcon Consulting invoices spilled out of it.  

	“What’s this, lawyer boy? Gonna beat me up with paperwork? File an injunction to keep my cock out of your wife’s cunt?”  

	Jeremy waited, and Tommy finally looked at the papers on Marc’s desk.  The smug look faltered but didn’t break. “What’s all this?”  

	“I was hoping you could tell me, Tommy. There are dozens of Falcon Consulting invoices there. They total over $1.2 million, but for the life of me, I can’t  figure out what they’re for. I’ve asked around, and no one seems to know what  Falcon Consulting does for Stirling. But since I know they come through you, I  figure you must have the answers, right, Tommy?”  

	“You’ve been asking around about these? Who did you ask?” Another crack  in Tommy’s facade showed. “None of these are your concern. You need to keep  your nose out of things that aren’t your business.”  

	“Don’t worry, Tommy. I’ve kept it on the down low for now.”  

	“I don’t worry, champ.”  

	“Okay. Then there’s nothing wrong with me looking into this further? I feel  like I need to get to the bottom of this now that I’ve started.”  

	“There’s nothing for you to get to the bottom of, champ. Let it go.” Tommy’s  tone became steely.  

	“So, this doesn’t have anything to do with how deeply underwater you are  financially?”  

	Tommy looked genuinely shocked. “Who the fuck are you to poke around in  my business, you little prick?”  

	“Once I started pulling the thread, unravelling it all was easy. One of my  best friends from law school works in the financial crimes section of the U.S.  Attorney’s office in the Southern District of New York. He was happy to pull  your records. Plenty of money in, way too much money out. Is it gambling,  Tommy? You seem like the kind of degenerate who’d lose everything over  gambling.”  

	Tommy went from a deep shade of crimson to plum. Jeremy feared the  man might have a stroke. He didn’t want to kill his boss, but he couldn’t ease  off. “You fuck… I could erase you.”  

	“My friend has everything. The only reason he hasn’t passed it on to the U.S.  Attorney’s office down here is because I asked him not to. But if you have some  fantasy about Sammy disappearing me into the Everglades, know that he  might as well toss you in there, too, because you’ll be as good as dead. I don’t    .

	want to send you to federal prison, but if you don’t back the fuck off, I will  hand all of this to the Stirling partners.”  

	“What do you want?” Tommy asked, voice even.  

	“Put your house up for sale. I know the South Florida housing market sucks  right now, but that’s your problem. I don’t care what you tell Marti. Tell her  you want to go back to being monogamous.” Jeremy laughed at the thought.  “Then again, maybe she’ll want to stay and fuck me. The other wives seem  pretty happy with my company.”  

	Tommy took a step toward him. “You don’t know who you’re fucking with.”  

	“I don’t think you realize who you fucked with, Tommy. There’s more than  one way to wield power. And quiet power is the kind of always lasts. Thugs are  a dime a dozen. But guys who understand the system and how to make it  work? Well, we’re the ones who endure. You’re done here on Milford Court.  Maybe you can start a new swinging club somewhere else.”  

	“Who the fuck do you think you are? I brought you in here, you little shit.”  

	Tommy finally came around the desk and grabbed Jeremy by the shirt. The  younger man stiffened, ready for his boss to get physical. He could survive a  punch, even though he hadn’t taken one since middle school. He’d used his  brain to make that bully pay, too.  

	“Go ahead, Tommy. Fuck yourself for the momentary satisfaction of hitting  me. Show me you’re exactly what I think you are.”    

	Jeremy stumbled when his boss released him with a shove. He allowed a  small smile to play across his lips.  

	“You’re not fucking worth it. You’d probably file a fucking HR compliant.”  

	“Now, if you do what I told you to, I can put all these invoices back where I  found them and forget they exist. Hell, I can make them even harder to find.  But once I do that, I own you. I’ll be the most fucking secure employee at Stirling. You’ll stop dumping all the shit work on me. It’s not like you’ll need to distract me to get at April anymore, anyway.”  

	“If you think I’m going to sit there and look at you at my fucking company  every day…”  

	“We can co-exist, or you can be gone. Shit, your partners will probably promote me if I tell them what you’ve been doing.” He watched Tommy fume. The  man knew he’d lost. He just hadn’t accepted it yet. “Oh, and Whitney’s a full-  time agent now. Give her that baseball player you pimped her out to sign.”  

	“Should’ve known that cunt was behind this.”  

	“Watch your fucking mouth, Tommy. She’s under my protection. And Liliana needs to be on the track to become an agent. Maybe Whitney can take her  under her wing. Liliana’s more than earned it.”  

	“Disloyal cunts…”  

	“Funny how women are loyal when you actually treat them like human beings and not objects. Maybe if you understood that, you wouldn’t be in this mess.”  

	“Fuck you,” Tommy spat.  

	“Do we have an understanding, Tommy?”  

	“Fuck you,” he repeated, but then looked away with a curt nod.  

	It was the only acknowledgment Jeremy was going to get, and it was  enough. They both knew Tommy was fucked and who’d done the fucking. He  was confident his boss would no longer be a problem.  

	“The thing with people like you, Tommy, is that you’re so arrogant, you  never see the end coming. You always think you’re the smartest guy in the  room.” Jeremy collected the invoices and slid them back into the folder. “Do  you want to keep these? I have copies.” He patted his boss on the shoulder as  he walked past. “I’m going to go find my wife. You should probably go home  and start packing. And get some sun. You’re looking a little pale, Tommy boy.”    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	seventeen

	 

	Jeremy looked into the backyard and was surprised to find it abandoned. He  knew the couples on Milford Court worked fast, but he thought at least someone would have just been fucking by the pool. He heard a loud, familiar moan  and followed it up the stairs. He hurried when he heard it again. April had  never sounded quite like that, even when she was fucking Darius. What are  they doing to her? He almost feared the answer.  

	Chase and Peyton stood in the doorway, and he had to shoulder past them.  She stroked his tattooed neighbor’s cock while he played with her nipples.  Richelle slowly rode Darius on the bed, but they both watched April. Everyone  watched her. Jeremy should have been horrified by the spectacle his wife put  on. She was the mother of his children. But he’d come to be impressed that she  still found ways to surprise him after all the things she’d done with their neighbors. Everyone was naked, except for Marc.  

	“Ahhh god…ahhh…I can’t…ahhh god…I can’t…it’s…too much…please…”  

	April’s shrill pleas were ignored. She didn’t look like she wanted them to  stop anyway. She sat astride some weird fucking machine like she was on  horseback. She was flushed from head to toe and glistened with a sheen of  sweat. A little black box was tethered to it by a thick cord, and Marti and Cami  used it to control the machine and torment April. Marc knelt beside her sucking on April’s tits and rubbing her clit.  

	“Lordy…can you come to death…” Peyton moaned, eagerly watching April  like she couldn’t wait for her turn.  

	“I think we’re going to find out,” Chase grunted. “Damn, she’s been on that  thing forever.”  

	“No, Mami, you can do it, keep going. Feels so good, doesn’t it?” Cami en-  couraged.  

	“Ahhh god…I…I can’t…ahhh…”  

	Marti smiled down at her, turning a knob on the control box. “Oh, you can,  dear. I bet you can do this all day, can’t you? Can’t stop coming, can you?”  

	“I…ahhh god…I can’t…stop…”  

	“Don’t want to, do you?” Marti smirked. She turned the knob again.  

	“Can’t…nooo…don’t want…ahhh god…don’t want to…but…ahhh  fuck…FUCK!”  

	April screamed so loud it rang in Jeremy’s ears. The fucks rolled off her  tongue like never before. She arched back and jammed onto the machine,  howling while her eyes rolled back. Jeremy didn’t even think a woman could  come like that. His wife looked like she was possessed. His impulse was to save  her, but she wasn’t being tortured. The women were making her come—  harder than she’d ever imagined. April liked sex, but he knew she’d never  dreamed of anything like that. Can there be too much pleasure? he wondered.   

	“Coming again, aren’t you, dear? Can’t stop. You’ll come until we let you  stop,” Marti taunted.  

	“Coming…yesss…ahhh fuck…it’s…fuck…ahhh god…I…”  

	April couldn’t finish a thought. Jeremy could see that she couldn’t even  think. All she could do was come. How long has she been riding that thing? He  was so locked into his wife that he didn’t notice Peyton taking his cock out. She  just seemed to know what he needed. His cock ached for relief.  

	“Nice of you to join the party, sugar,” the cheerleader said, sinking to her  knees between Jeremy and Chase. She had a cock in each hand. “Can’t imagine  what you were doing that was more important than watching April lose her  mind.”  

	Jeremy refused to dwell on Tommy Fucking Siegel when April was putting  on the ultimate sex show. He’d been dealt with anyway. He hoped the man  wasn’t arrogant enough to push him, because Jeremy would enjoy exposing  him to the other Stirling partners.  

	“Wasn’t important.” He moaned the second word when Peyton’s hungry lips  locked around him.  

	“You must be so damn proud, man,” Chase said, clapping him on the shoulder.  

	Being touched by another man while he was getting a blowjob was odd.  There were aspects of the lifestyle that Jeremy would never be able to adapt to.

	But having Chase right next to him while Peyton sucked him and they watched  April come for Cami and Marti like a puppet didn’t impact his hard on at all.  

	Cami held April’s shoulders to keep her from slumping off the machine.  Marti worked the control knobs by herself, turning the thing up and down.  Jeremy had no idea what the machine did other than shake like an earthquake. It sounded like an outboard motor, but it also had a rhythmic thumping  that April seemed to be working her hips to. Is it fucking her somehow? Why did  she let them put her on that thing?  

	“Ahhh fuck…ahhh fuck…it’s…it’s coming…can’t stop…can’t stop it…I’m…”  

	“Just let it, dear. Fighting it is silly,” Marti encouraged. She sounded almost  maternal. Jeremy hoped the news anchor was enjoying herself because they  were no longer beholden to the Siegels. This was the last time Marti would get  close to either one of them, unless Jeremy decided to fuck her.  

	“I’m…it’s coming…I’m fucking coming…ahh god…please…fuck…please…”  

	April shrieked and shook in Cami’s arms until Marti finally dialed the machine back. It stayed at a low rumble, but gave her enough space to finally  pant, “I…need…to stop…” Her face rested in Cami’s huge tits.  

	“Okay, Mami, let’s get you on the bed. You can just feel it for a while. The  aftershocks are almost the best part,” Cami said.  

	Marc and Cami helped her to the bed, where they laid the boneless woman  beside Richelle and Darius. Cami told her husband, “Help her wind down,  honey.”  

	The cuck looked thrilled for the chance to taste April again. He slid between  her thighs and began softly kissing her pussy. She was a swollen, soaked mess  down there. Marc had a lot to clean. She kept her legs wide open for him like  she couldn’t close them if she wanted to. Her eyes closed with a deep sigh.  

	“Mmm…Marc…feels nice…” April moaned, trembling. She smiled like she’d  just thought of a secret joke.  

	“Damn, girl…that was fucking hot…” Darius grunted, pulling Richelle harder  onto his cock.  

	“Ohhh…make me…come like she did…” Richelle begged, driving her pussy  down onto his stretching shaft.  

	“I think we all want to come like she did,” Peyton laughed, pulling off Jeremy with a lip smack. “But the Sybian is too much for me. I prefer real dick anyway.” She pulled Chase into her mouth and kept stroking Jeremy’s spit-slick cock.  

	Jeremy pushed the hand off and walked around the bed to get closer to his  wife. Marti moved between them, wrapping her hand around him. “I think it’s  time I get to try this thing, don’t you? I think I’ve earned it.”  

	“You might want to talk to your husband before you do that,” he replied,  pushing past her.  

	“What do you mean?” she asked.

	Jeremy had second thoughts. Fucking Tommy’s wife would be the icing on  the cake. “He can wait.”  

	“What are you…”  Rather than let her finish, he wheeled Marti around and bent the curvy  blonde over the end of the bed. She was slick and ready when he slid into her.  

	“Fuck yesss…Jeremy…take what you want…” she moaned.  

	“Don’t always want to be in control? Is that it?” he grunted. He took a fistful  of her hair and yanked it back.  

	“Just…ohhh…shut up and fuck meee…”  

	Jeremy laughed and slapped her ass hard. He was riding high. He’d just  metaphorically fucked Tommy, and now he was literally fucking the man’s  wife. It would be fun to send her home to Tommy filled with his cum.  

	“Fuck yesss…knew you could take…ohhh…what you want…fuck…harder!” 

	“I think you inspired Jeremy,” Cami cooed to April, leaning down to kiss  her. “I think he’s doing to Marti what he wants to do to you, Mami.”  

	“Ahhh…Cami…I’m not sure…if I’m ready…ahhh…”  

	April rolled with it when her friend began kissing her breasts. Her eyes fluttered open, and she looked across the bed to see Jeremy fucking Marti. The  couple locked eyes, and she moaned. Jeremy knew it was for him.  

	“Ohhh fuck…Dar…yess…fuck yess!” Richelle cried, trembling on top of Darius.    

	“Yeah, girl…love feeling you come on my cock…” he growled.  

	The bed rocked like it was going to come apart under the strain. Darius  bounced Richelle hard on top of him, while Jeremy pounded Marti from behind at the end of the bed. She drove back at him just as hard as he gave it,  massaging him in her sheath like she was determined to milk the cum right out  of him.  

	“Fuck yess…yesss…ohhh fuck…just like that…FUCK!”  

	Marti shook and suddenly stopped moving. She tightened around Jeremy  like a fist when she came and nearly got what she wanted. But he decided to  deny her. It served the arrogant woman right. Besides, there was only one  place Jeremy wanted to finish.  

	“Whaa…don’t stop…fuck, Jeremy…” Marti complained, trying to reach back  for him.  

	Jeremy slid out of her and took a beat to catch his breath. April was busy  anyway, writhing and moaning under Cami and Marc. Richelle rolled off Darius with a satisfied laugh. His thick, glistening shaft still stood straight up. Jeremy wanted April, but he knew the Black man was going to have her first.  

	“Step back, guys,” Darius told Cami and Marc. He hooked an arm under  April and proved how strong he was by effortlessly rolling the petite wife on  top of him with one hand.  

	“Mmm, Darius,” she cooed, kissing him. “I think…ahhh…the machine might    .

	have worn me out…”  

	His fingers ran through her hair, and they kissed for a long time before he  replied. The intimate moment looked out of place in a room full of people. “I  think you got plenty more, girl. Show me what you got, April.”  She reached between them and found his shaft. Jeremy was in the perfect  position to watch his wife fit that monster cock to her entrance. Watching the  way Darius obscenely stretched his wife wasn’t something Jeremy needed to  see, but the way it made her moan sent tingles down his spine. He didn’t want  to be intimidated, but seeing April stretched like that made him wonder how  he still pleasured her.  

	“Ahhh…god…Darius…it’s…” she moaned.  

	Guess she’s not worn out, Jeremy thought, transfixed by his unique angle of  his wife taking Darius’ giant meat.  

	The retired hall-of-famer took April’s round ass in those big hands and  moved her back and forth on his cock, working his hips up at her to make sure  he got nice and deep. She couldn’t stop making out with him while he plumbed  her depths. The Sybian—Jeremy knew the name now— left April so drenched  that the Black man easily moved in and out of her. He even heard the squish  when Darius pushed in.  

	“Ahhh…Dar…I…yesss…you feel so…”  

	“I know it…uhnnn…girl…you love that big dick, don’t you…”

	“Ahhh god…yesss…god help me…I do…you’re sooo deep…sooo full…”  

	“That’s what…uhnnn…you needed…isn’t it, girl…”  

	“Yesss…Dar…ahhh god…fuck me…”  

	April was already begging for it, and Darius was just taking her nice and  slow. Jeremy thought that fuck machine might have scrambled her brain—or it  pushed her to a point where she couldn’t hold back. Jeremy chose not to take it  personally. He understood it wasn’t about him and that Darius’ massive cock  wouldn’t make her love him any less.  

	“That’s it, girl…work that pussy…get what you need…uhnnn…move those  hips…”  

	She began rolling her hips, matching his rhythm. From Jeremy’s angle, it  looked like she was trying to force him even deeper. Jesus, he’s going to split  her wide open! he thought.  

	Darius spread her cheeks, exposing her tight little rosebud. She moaned  when his fingertips brushed over it. Her back door was an inviting target from  Jeremy’s position, but an impossibly tight one. Should I? he wondered. All the  husbands had played with her asshole, but none of them had tried to take it  yet. He knew it was a matter of time. Should I? I am her husband. If anyone is  first, it should be me.  

	Marc must have found it to be an appealing target, too, because he moved  onto the bed behind April and plastered his mouth to her cheeks. By the way he pushed, it looked like he was trying to work his tongue deep.  

	“Ahhh my god…what…what is…who…ahhh fuck…that’s…dirty…so wrong…”  

	April tried to turn and look back, but Darius made her kiss him instead. She  kept moaning through their kiss, and after a moment she tore her lips from his,  crying out in a swift, powerful orgasm.  

	“Ahhh god…ahhh fuck…fuck yesss…”  

	“Love getting that ass eaten, don’t you, girl?”  

	“Ahhh god yesss…”  

	“Get that tongue deep, brother! Feels so fucking good on my cock when you  make her come like that…uhnnn…fuck, Ape…gonna milk that cum right outta  me, girl…”  

	“Ahhh god…feels sooo good…”  

	“Gonna be taking dick back there real soon, girl…”  

	“God…no…I couldn’t…”  

	“Yeah…uhnnn…you will…” Darius laughed. “Gonna love it, too…”  

	Richelle rolled onto her side and caressed April’s back. “He’s right. It feels  so good when the guy knows what he’s doing. You’ll feel so full.”  

	“Ahhh god…”  

	“I love getting fucked in the ass, April. The harder the better, but you’ve got  to work up to someone like Darius. Even I can’t take that,” Cami said, getting in  close to kiss April. She reached back and dug her nails into Marc’s head. “Get  deep, honey. Make her come again. You’re so good with your tongue.”  

	Marc mumbled something into April’s ass, but he must have followed his  wife’s orders because she cried out again and squirmed on Darius’ grounding  cock.  

	Marti pressed to Jeremy’s side and fisted his cock. He’d forgotten she was  even there. Once he made her come, he was done with her. “You should get in  there, dear. Get in there and claim her ass before one of these guys do it. Trust  me, once they’ve been up there, she’ll never be the same. Put it in there right  now. You’ll blow her mind, and she’ll really know who she belongs to.”  

	Jeremy wanted to tell Marti she was insane. He knew she just wanted to see  April utterly debased in front of the whole neighborhood. It was just another  Siegel manipulation. But her words resonated. Was there any better way to  stake his claim on April than to take her ass in front of everyone? And if he did  something as depraved as double penetration, they’d know he wasn’t fucking  around. But could he do something so filthy to his wife? He would have been  worried she’d stop him, but April wasn’t stopping anyone from doing anything.  Her body was completely available.  

	“Go ahead, do it. Put it in your sweet wife’s ass, Jeremy,” Marti said, like the  devil on his shoulder.  

	“Ahhh god…please…don’t stop…it’s sooo…”  

	Jeremy pushed away from Marti and tapped Marc on the shoulder. The man looked reluctant to take his tongue out of April’s ass, but he deferred to  her husband. Richelle curiously watched Jeremy. He wondered if she thought  he was going to eat April’s ass, too. He knew no one thought he was the type to  do that, and honestly, he wasn’t. But he would put his cock in his wife’s ass.  

	For a moment, Jeremy wasn’t sure he could perform with everyone watch-  ing him. All eyes were on him. Chase had Peyton bent over a chair in the cor-  ner, where she gripped the armrests while he drove it deep from behind, but  even they watched what was happening on the bed. He knelt behind April on  the bed and grabbed his cock. His erection held steady. He got harder when he  rubbed it against her rosebud. The knot was slick from Marc’s tongue and  twitched open from the stimulation.  

	“Ahhh god…what…who…is that…”  

	“Just relax, April. It’s Jeremy. He’s finally doing the thing he should have  done years ago. Breathe and enjoy it,” Richelle said.  

	“Go nice and slow, Jeremy. Marc got her good and ready, but it’s still going  to be so tight the first time,” Cami coached.  

	Darius stopped churning his hips, keeping his shaft buried in April. His big  hands steadied her hips and kept her cheeks spread wide for Jeremy. How is  another man holding her open for me? Our life is fucking weird, Jeremy thought.  He pushed and her ass resisted. He felt it try to close against his tip. April  whimpered, but he pushed harder, and her hole relented.  

	“Ahhh…wait…I don’t think I can…babe…”  

	Jeremy flexed his hips and pushed through, popping right into her anal  chute. She locked down around him so fast he thought she was going to rip his  dick off. He grunted and froze for a second, feeling the throb and fighting the  sudden urge to fill her ass with his load. Her ass was so damned tight. But he  was not going to be a two-pump chump in front of all their neighbors.  

	“Ahhh…babe…too big…it’s…”  

	“You can fucking take it, girl…you can take it…it’s…uhnnn…gonna feel so  fucking good…” Darius moaned. He tightened his grip on her hips and began  moving his again.  

	“Ohmygod…ahhh…I…”  

	Jeremy followed Darius’ lead and pushed deeper into April’s ass. She  groaned and relaxed just enough for him to gain momentum. With every inch  of her ass he took, she tightened and loosened, like she couldn’t decide whether  to take it or fight it. Darius had her hips, so Jeremy put his hands on the small  of her back and thrust. He pushed deep, and she let out a low groan. It sounded  like surrender, but he didn’t give in to second thoughts. Jeremy was going to  fuck his wife’s ass before someone else did.  

	“Ahhh…ahhh fuck…going to break me…rip me in two…”  

	“Don’t want us to stop, do you, girl?”  

	“Ahhh…I…no…ahhh god…no…”    .

	“That’s my…uhnnn…girl…take all that dick…fuck, you’re even tighter now…  uhnnn…get nice and stuffed, girl…”  

	“Ahhh god…stuffed…fuck me…sooo tight…”  

	Jeremy didn’t participate in their dirty talk because he was solely focused  on the task at hand. He’d worked up to a steady pace, despite the vice grip of  his wife’s ass, complimenting Darius’ rhythm in her pussy. Feeling the big  man’s thick cock moving inside her at the same time melted his brain.  

	Every new thing they did with their neighbors felt like it had been crossing  some line of decency, but teaming up with a hall-of-fame football player to  double penetrate April felt as depraved as he could possibly get. April taking it  wasn’t anything he ever would have guessed was possible. Jeremy would have  put his money on run-of-the-mill cheating before anything close to that. But  there she was, taking two cocks at once in a room full of their neighbors.  Hamilton, New Jersey felt like it was a million miles away.  

	“Ahhh god…fuck…ahhhgodfuck…yesss…yesss…ohfuckyess…I…fuck…fuck  me!”  

	April screamed. She was so loud that Jeremy swore the room vibrated. In a  night full of huge orgasms, it seemed that taking two cocks gave her the biggest  one of all. He didn’t even recognize the wild animal noises that came from his  wife. The neighbors would have surely called the police if they weren’t all  there watching it happen. All of them except Tommy. He was proud that the bastard was missing the culmination of everything he’d set in motion.  

	“Awww fuck…girl…fucking milking it right out of me…fuck…”  

	Darius pulled April hard onto his cock, spiking it deep to empty his balls inside her. She wailed for more. Jeremy was the only one still churning, but her  spasming body got him, too. He lasted maybe another minute, and he finished  deep in her ass with a feral grunt.  

	“That was incredible, Mami! You took it so good!” Cami praised.  

	“Oh, sweetheart. Are you okay? Are you going to survive?” Richelle asked,  giving April’s back an awkward hug.  

	“Ohmygod…” April whispered. She sounded dazed.  

	“Good job, brother,” Darius said, holding his palm up for a high five.  Jeremy unenthusiastically returned the salutation. High-fiving another man  over doing that to his wife felt sleazy and juvenile. All he really wanted to do  was snatch up April and take her home. He wanted to make sure she was okay.  He needed to make sure they were okay.  

	“Ohhhh fuck! Fuck me! Ohh sweet lordy yesss!” Peyton cried. Jeremy had forgotten Chase was railing the cheerleader on the other side of the room. The  couple finished, and Chase staggered back from her. Peyton sank into the  chair.  

	Cami looked at all of her guests, and Jeremy saw nothing but satisfaction on  her face. She seemed to delight in all their pleasure. But she also seemed to read Jeremy and announced, “Why don’t we all get cleaned up and get some  drinks? I think Jeremy and April might need a minute, guys. That was a lot.”  

	“Take care of her, Jeremy,” Richelle said, kissing his cheek.  

	Marti laughed. “She’s not a china doll. She spreads her legs like the rest of  us.”  

	“Just tone it down, Marti. This isn’t the time,” Cami warned. “Go have a  drink. Maybe find Tommy. Where is Tommy?”  

	Jeremy wanted to announce his triumph, but he had more important things  to attend to. They’d all know soon enough anyway. Darius gently rolled April  onto the bed, and all of their neighbors filed out of the bedroom. Cami closed  the door behind them. The bedroom still reeked of sex. The central air would  just keep recirculating it. Jeremy wanted to open a window, even though it was  almost 100 humid degrees outside.  

	April gazed up at him, her eyes slowly coming into focus. He slipped into  the Santiago-Goldmans’ bed beside her and brushed sweaty hair back from  her forehead. He smiled at his wife.  

	“Are you going to survive?” he asked.  

	“That was just too much,” she groaned. “I can’t believe I…we…did all of that.  God… Everything is still throbbing, babe.”  

	“Was it okay that I…did that?”  

	April laughed softly. “Maybe you should have asked before you did it.” She reached for his hand. “It’s okay, babe. I’m glad it was you. And if you’d asked  first, I might have been too afraid to say yes. I don’t know if I ever want to do it  again, but I guess I’m glad we did it.”  

	“So, you liked it?”  

	“I don’t even know how to describe it.” She smiled dreamily. “Full is a word.  Stretched. I’m weirdly proud that I could take it. I don’t think I’ve ever come  like that. It was so different from anything I’ve ever felt.” She stopped to look at  him. “Can you still look at me the same way? Did seeing me do that—do all  those things—change how you see me? I didn’t stop to think…”  

	“Shh… I love you. Nothing that happened here changed that. I do see you  differently, but not in a bad way. I’m blown away by your openness. And I  don’t know what this says about me, but it’s so hot that everyone wants to fuck  you, honey.”  

	April smiled and shook her head. “I don’t understand that. Like, at all. I’m  just a normal girl. It’s not like men were chasing me through the supermarket  back home in Jersey. I don’t know if any of this will ever feel totally real.”  

	“But you like it? You like being part of this, don’t you?”  

	“Do you?”  

	“You don’t have to be afraid to tell me you like this… The attention… The sis-  terhood you wives share… The variety… The sex…”  

	“But a married woman isn’t supposed to like that stuff—or want it.”    .

	Jeremy laughed. “What woman, married or not, wouldn’t want all of that, if  she could let go and allow herself to enjoy it. I think it says a lot that you’re  open-minded enough to go for what you want and not worry about everyone  else’s judgment. And it’s not like you did it in a vacuum. We discussed everything. We agreed on everything. And yeah, I like it, too. I don’t love you any  less, but having the other wives, Richelle, Peyton…”  

	“And Cami,” she reminded him.  

	“Yeah. Christ, I need to spend some time with Cami.”  

	“I think you’ll have fun. Just don’t have too much fun.”  

	“You’re still my number one, April.”  

	“I’d better be. I love you more than anything. I couldn’t handle it if you fell  for someone else.”  

	“You’re my everything, honey. I could never love anyone else as much as I  love you.”  

	“Do you think we should get cleaned up and join the others?” she asked.  

	“We can take a few more minutes. I think we’ve earned it. Besides, I need to  tell you about Tommy.”  

	“Oh god, how did it go?”  

	“I was the badass lawyer that you married. He won't be a problem. Not for  anyone here, anyway.”  

	“Okay, babe. Tell me everything.”    

	 

	 

	  

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	  

	epilogue

	 

	Eight Months Later…    

	 

	April was trying to get out the door, but Darius was relentless. He unzipped the  front of her tennis dress every time she pulled the tab back up. She was braless, which had become routine, especially when she was going to see one of  the other husbands on Milford Court, and every time he slid his big hand back  inside her dress, he rolled one of her stiff, bare nipples.  

	He’d already made her come four times that afternoon, but April was  weighing whether there was time for one more. At least she’d gotten used to  having intense sex with such a big man. He didn’t send her home feeling like  she was walking funny anymore.  

	“Darius, I really need to go. You need to stop that,” she laughed, pulling his  hand out of her dress once again. He was going to have it so stretched out that  she’d have to change before she went out.  

	“Come on, baby,” I’m not ready to let you go yet,” he complained, kissing  her.  His tongue slipped back into her mouth, and she moaned when she sucked  on it. The kiss made her weak in the knees. She wanted to give in and let her  neighbor have her one more time. His thick root pressed into her stomach, and  she rubbed against it.

	“I’m right across the cul-de-sac. You know where to find me.”  

	She broke the kiss, but then kissed him back, shoving her tongue deep into  his mouth. Encouraging him was a mistake if she really wanted to leave. Darius pushed his hand up the short tennis dress and slipped two fingers inside  her. The panties she’d worn to the Russells’ were torn off in the first ten minutes.  

	April was swollen and soaked from their sex-filled morning, pulling his fingers right in. Her resolve weakened. When she was with Darius, she just  couldn’t get enough. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say she’d become his willing  sex toy. To be fair, the other wives had warned her that his massive cock was  addictive.  

	“You don’t want to leave, baby. I feel it,” he chuckled, lips brushing hers.  

	“But I have to,” she whined, pulling away from him. “Gabi has dance.”  

	“Let Marisol take her,” he replied, using his fingers in her pussy to steer  April away from the door. He forcefully pressed her against the wall, fingers  controlling her with a slow rhythm while he pulled at the waistband of his  shorts.  Marisol was the nanny the Sampsons hired when Jeremy got his giant raise  two months ago. April still felt guilty that she’d become the kind of stay-at-home mom who also had a nanny, but it did make life easier.  April sucked on his nipple, knowing how it drove him crazy, but she pushed him away before he got his cock out. She was done for if that happened. “It’s a  dance recital. Jeremy and I have to be there. Now stop it.” His thumb pressed  her clit, making her entire body throb. “Ahhh…Dar…you have to stop…”  

	The front door swung open, and Peyton was halfway through when she  stopped. The blonde rolled her eyes and retreated, pulling the door closed be-  hind her. April heard, “Hold on, sweetie. I think I forgot something in the car.”  

	“Fuck,” Darius groaned, finally pulling away from April and making sure  his shorts were in place. His erection was still obvious to anyone looking for it.  He pulled up the zipper on April’s dress, plastered on a smile, and opened the  front door. “Hey guys! You’re back.”  

	Peyton ushered her toddler daughter into the house and stretched up to kiss  her husband’s cheek. “Oh, hey, April,” she said, doing an excellent job of feigning surprise.  

	“Mrs. Sampson was just returning something,” Darius said, sweeping his  daughter up in his arms. April was always impressed by how he doted on the  girl.  “Yeah, I, uh, brought that thing back,” April stammered. Is it obvious how  flushed I am? Peyton was a much better actress,  

	“April,” the blonde coolly said, hugging her friend and planting a kiss on her  cheek. She whispered to April, “I know he’s a dog, but you know better. Keep it  in the bedroom when you know we’re coming home.”

	“Sorry, I’ll keep him in line next time,” April replied, hugging Peyton with  genuine warmth. She’d learned to appreciate the sweetness beneath the girl’s  tart exterior.  

	“Mrs. Sampson was just leaving,” Peyton announced.  

	“But it was great to see you, nugget,” April said, pinching the toddler’s chubby cheek. Peyton and Darius had made the most beautiful child.  

	“We’ll take care of that thing we were discussing later,” Darius said.  

	April smiled. “I look forward to it.”  

	It was a sunny, warm January morning on Milford Court. As she crossed the  cul-de-sac, April saw Jeremy leaving Cami’s house. The curvy Latina stood in  her doorway, falling out of a loose, short red satin robe. April returned her  perky wave. The married couple came together in the middle of the cul-de-sac  and held hands as they walked back to their house.  

	“Looks like you had fun with Darius,” Jeremy commented, looking pleased  with her glow.  

	April laughed. “Darius is the one we go to when we want to spend a couple  of hours getting fucked inside out. He just turns your brain off for a while. In a  good way. Did Marc watch you guys again?”  

	“Yeah. I’m mostly used to it, but it still feels strange. Maybe it would be easier if he jumped in and we tag-teamed Cami every once in a while, but he al-  ways just watches.”  

	“You boys could do to her what you and Darius did to me that afternoon.”  

	“I’m sure Cami would love it, but I’m sure she would prefer it were Darius  with me. Or Chase. I don’t think Marc is the man you turn to when you want to  be DP’d.”  

	“But he’s so good at going down. You have no idea, babe.”  

	“Not sure I want to have any idea,” Jeremy laughed. “I’ll take your word for  it. Still freaks me out a little bit when he jumps in to go down on her right after  I finish. I don’t want to kink shame, but I just do not get that.”  

	“I know. You won’t even kiss me until I’ve brushed my teeth when I come  home from the neighbors’.”  

	Jeremy looked across the cul-de-sac and nodded to the enormous moving  truck. “I guess the new neighbors are here.”  

	“It’s about time. The Siegels’ house sat empty for like three months.”  

	“I don’t think Tommy wanted to stay after he’d been banished, and the real  estate market down here is shit right now. I wonder how much of a bath he  took on the house.”  

	The Sampsons paused on their front lawn. April turned and put her arms  around her husband. She kissed him because she’d double gargled with  mouthwash before she left. He smiled when he tasted how minty fresh she  was. Maybe it should have been weird that they were walking home from  fucking their neighbors, just in time for their daughter’s dance recital, but they were more connected than ever. They’d each spent the morning fucking other  people, but the night before had just the two of them. April had never felt closer to her husband.  

	“You didn’t have to make him move,” she said. “We could have found a way  to co-exist.”  

	“Are you saying that because you miss fucking him?” Jeremy asked. “Sorry,  I didn’t mean that the way it sounded.”  

	“I think you did. A little bit. But it’s okay. I know you had to do it for you,  and I support you, no matter what.” She kissed him again.  

	“I hear he’s miserable in the New York office. He hates the winter.” He  looked pleased.  

	“I wonder how many guys Marti is fucking down here while she’s working,  now that they only see each other on weekends when she flies home.”  

	“Too many to count. It’s a good thing he doesn’t care. We’d better get moving. We’re going to be late.”  

	April squeezed him tight. “I know. I just need a minute to reconnect. I love  you, babe.”  

	“Not as much as I love you.”  

	They turned to go into their house, but caught sight of a curvy redhead who  looked to be in her forties with a tall, olive-skinned man who looked like he’d  been a male model in his younger days. April’s wheels started turning as she sized him up. She couldn’t help herself. The Sampsons returned the new couple’s wave.  

	“Think they’ll join the club? I bet you’d like a redhead in the mix,” she said.  

	“Please. I know you’re already wondering how big he is. This isn’t about me  and a redhead.” Jeremy laughed. “We were brought down here by Tommy  specifically to join the club. I don’t know how it works when some unconnected  couple moves onto Milford Court.”  

	“I’m sure I’ll be going over there with Shelly and Cami to welcome the wife.  We’ll get the 411.”  

	“Just be easy on her, okay? Remember how freaked out you were by all of  this?”  

	“Me? Aren’t I the sweetest wife on Milford Court?” April tried her best innocent smile.  

	Jeremy bark laughed. “Right. You might be dirtier than all of them. But at  least now you’re no longer the new wife on Milford Court.”   

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	afterword

	 

	Wow! I don’t even know where to begin. When my husband and I came up  with the idea for this story last fall, we had no idea how sprawling it would be-  come. We also had no idea that all of you would embrace The New Wife on Milford Court like this. It’s quickly become the bestselling series we’ve ever written. I truly can’t tell all of you just how much your support and love mean to us.  Writing is as much a passion for us as it is a business (or side hustle, as the kids  say), but it wouldn’t be possible for us to devote the time required to this if you  guys weren’t so supportive.  

	The New Wife on Milford Court started with a title and a simple premise. My  husband liked the play on words in Milford Court. And we both loved the idea  of what might happen to an unsuspecting couple when they unknowingly  moved into a community of swinging wife swappers! The idea that a man like  Tommy Siegel (or Tommy Fucking Siegel, as Jeremy calls him) would have  lured them there came later. New Wife was one of the most plotted stories  we’ve ever attempted because we had so many characters to juggle. We had to  know where we were going to try and give everyone their due. We thought this  would be a trilogy, but April and Jeremy’s journey became so complicated that  it stretched into four books. Thanks for going there with us.  

	When you live with a set of characters for nearly nine months, they become a part of you. They become real. And I become protective of them. It was very  important to me that April’s transformation from sweet suburban wife to sex  goddess was believable. Above all else, New Wife is the story of April’s journey  of sexual self-discovery. And that wouldn’t work for me if it felt rushed or  forced. I hope you guys found her journey as fulfilling as April did.  

	Similarly, my husband wanted Jeremy to turn from being a “normal” guy  into someone who loved seeing his wife get railed by their hung neighbor in a  believable way. And because you guys have been asking for a husband with  more of a backbone, we wanted to make him a strong man. The setup of Milford Court was designed to make sure that Jeremy had as much opportunity to  play as April did. I feel like he was a much a man as any of the other husbands  on the cul-de-sac.  

	The other thing about spending so much time with a set of characters is that  you start itching to move on and explore new characters and situations. We’ve  had a lot of other ideas over the past few months, some of which you guys  have seen as short “reader letters” on our Patreon. We also wrote two short stories for upcoming anthologies. We love the wives of Milford Court, but it’s time  for them to move on with their lives and us to meet new people. We know  they’ll live on and have wild adventures in your heads just like they will in  ours. Feel free to share those adventures with us on our socials or in our Patreon.    

	So, as we embark on creating our next big adventure, Undercover Wife, we  want to thank all of you one more time. We especially want to thank our Patreon members who gave us feedback on New Wife, while we wrote it and  made us think about where the story should be going. Enjoy your summer!    
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	undercover wife

	 

	Null:Echo
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	She walked away from the life. Now the life needs her back.    

	 

	Fourteen years ago, CIA agent Madison Sinclair left the field after a mission went fatally wrong. She chose safety: a desk job, a husband, a home in the suburbs. But you can’t bury the thrill forever. Or the instincts that never really left.    

	 

	Madison is asked to step into the breach one more time when a dangerous  cyberweapon is offered to the highest bidder. NullEcho can break any encryption without a trace, leaving financial systems, critical infrastructure, and even  weapon systems vulnerable. Such a device could change the world forever.  And the Russian hackers who developed it already have a buyer.    

	 

	Prince Zaydan Al-Kharabat, is the playboy scion of an oil-rich monarchy that  funds terror networks all around the world. He’s a dangerous man with  unique, dark tastes—tastes that Madison Sinclair is uniquely qualified to exploit. She knows his world and she knows how to push the buttons of men like  him.    

	 

	To stop the sale, Madison must step back into the shadows and enter a world of  power, desire, and deception she thought she’d left behind. But can she be-  come that woman again and hold onto everything that matters most? And this  time, the mission isn't just her life on the line. It’s the world.    

	The clock is ticking. The price is everything. And Madison Sinclair is about to  find out what’s left of the spy beneath the soccer mom.    

	 

	Undercover Wife Null:Echo is the new erotic thriller from bestselling author  Kirsten McCurran, The Queen of Sexy Suburban Secrets.    

	 

	PRE-ORDER YOUR COPY NOW!

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	the new wife on milford court
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	When Jeremy Sampson lands his dream job, it seems like a golden opportunity  for his family. His wife, April, reluctantly gives up a life she loves for the shiny  promise of a new adventure.    

	 

	The Sampsons’ luxurious new house on Milford Court is a dream home, but as  they settle in, April can't shake the feeling that something is off about their  glamorous new neighbors.    

	 

	Sultry secrets lurk everywhere. April discovers the wives of Milford Court  share a very special bond, one they’re eager to share with her. As she delves deeper into the secrets of the gated community, April uncovers a world of for-  bidden temptations and dark desires.    

	 

	Can April and Jeremy resist forbidden games played by the couples of Milford  Court? Will Jeremy's dream job become a nightmare when he learns the real  reason behind his good fortune? Get ready for a thrilling journey into the  exclusive world of Milford Court, where nothing is as it seems.    

	 

	The New Wife on Milford Court is the latest adventure from bestselling  author Kirsten McCurran, The Queen of Suburban Secrets!    

	 

	BUY THE SERIES NOW!

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	good wives, bad behaviour
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	From the mind of one of hotwife erotica’s most loved writers comes this best-selling collection of 5 sultry stories featuring sexy suburban couples exploring  their sexuality with their friends and neighbors. These very good wives behaving very badly could be the woman you see at the grocery store or the president of your local PTA. Kirsten McCurran specializes in pulling back the  curtain on everyday couples’ most forbidden desires.    

	 

	ORDER NOW!

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	picking forbidden fruit
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	  Lauren Curry is a skilled massage therapist who finds joy in relieving her  clients’ pains. If anything, she's too giving, putting her clients first whenever  she can. When a longtime family friend, Dylan, injures himself working for his  father during college summer break, Lauren offers to treat him without hesitation.    

	 

	Lauren is always the consummate professional, even when an attractive man  is on her table—not that she sees Dylan as attractive. He's just a family friend.  She’s known the young man for ages. But once she gets her hands on the college athlete's body, Lauren discovers just how sculpted it is. Lauren admires  his physique with professional detachment until Dylan turns over, and she dis-  covers that he's enjoying her treatment a little too much.    

	 

	Can Lauren do the right thing and keep it professional? Or will a hot college  baseball player help this suburban wife find her inner cougar? Dylan is a fam-  ily friend. He’s forbidden fruit. Can she resist picking it?    

	 

	ORDER NOW!

	 

	 

	  

	 

	 

	   

	 

	 

	tara’s homecoming
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	Tara usually passes on her husband’s bro weekend with all his buddies at the  Lockley University homecoming game, even though she knows all of them  from their college days. She was a staple in their apartment when she started  dating Mark. But it’s their 20th year of tailgating, and she decides to see if the boys are as wild as they used to be.    

	 

	The boys, Austin, Danny, and Shaun, were always like family to her, but Tara  learns they see her very differently when their old drinking game, Heads or  Tails, gets going. It doesn’t matter that they’re in the middle of a parking lot  filled with tailgaters. The challenges keep getting wilder and more daring. Next  thing she knows, Tara is crossing lines she never imagined and experiencing  things she didn’t think possible for a 44-year-old married woman from the suburbs.    

	 

	A weekend away can change everything. Tara and Mark will be tested like  never before. Can their marriage ever be the same after all their limits are  shattered? Tara’s Homecoming is another pulse-pounding shared wife  adventure from celebrated author Kirsten McCurran!    

	 

	ORDER NOW!

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	sam surrenders to the neighbors
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	Corey and Sam Matthews thought they'd found their new best friends when  they met their neighbors, Hank and Tina DeSimone. The couples got along so  well...a little too well.    

	 

	Corey can't help feeling jealous when Hank begins flirting with Sam, especially  when his wife eats up the attention. He knows Sam liked older men in the past,  but he won't believe Hank's attention is dangerous. Everything changes when  Tina makes Hank's intentions clear. Hank means to have Sam for himself, and  Tina couldn't be more thrilled! 

	 

	Sam willingly—enthusiastically—gives herself to Hank that first night and  Corey feels something he never expected. Watching his wife taken by a powerful man makes him harder than he’s ever been in his life. Sam isn’t the only  one who gets something she didn’t know she needed that night.    

	 

	Corey hopes that night is a one-off experience, and they can return to their nor-  mal lives, but it’s not that easy. Sam is a sexy wife and Hank wants more. She  doesn’t want to hurt her husband, but she can’t resist their hung neighbor. A  day out on the bay provides the perfect chance for Hank to enjoy Sam at his  leisure and it seals the deal. Sam’s body will belong to the neighbor as long as  he wants her. Corey must sort out his feelings and stop it or learn to truly enjoy  it.    

	 

	Sam Surrenders to the Neighbors is a scorching new trilogy from one of hotwife  erotica’s most popular authors that explores what happens to a marriage when  the wife just can’t say no to another man and the husband can’t stop watching  her do it.    

	 

	ORDER NOW!

	 

	 

	 

	    

	 

	 

	sasha’s vacation surrender
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	The Wagners began their vacation as a typical suburban couple looking to  have fun during a long weekend getaway. The tropical resort seemed like the  perfect place to get a little bit naughty and re-ignite the flame that was flicking  after twenty-five years together. They could not have anticipated the kind of  fun they found.   

	 

	So many lines are crossed when Max learns he loves other men wanting his wife. Sasha discovers she also loves that attention. Attention turns to action,  and Sasha learns something else about herself—she has an inner bad girl  dying to get out and play. With her husband’s encouragement, she lets that bad  girl run wild.    

	 

	But how much is too much? Sasha never dreamed she would be with another  man when she took her vows, but she sees potential lovers everywhere. Max  watches with horror and excitement as men do as they please with his wife.  He begins to wonder if she has any limits.    

	 

	Can their marriage be the same after Sasha surrenders to the untamed desires  of the men who surround her?    

	 

	ORDER NOW!

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	about the author

	 

	“Kirsten McCurran” is the pen name of a wife and husband team exploring the  sexy secrets of middle-class, suburban couples. This couple has their own dirty  little secret: they have lots of fantasies about what all their friends and neigh-  bors are up to behind closed doors, and they turn those sexy fantasies into the  stories they love to share with the world. The Mrs. could be the sweet mom you  see in the stands at the soccer game or the pretty woman at the supermarket  you wonder about as she's squeezing the melons. The Mr. could be your kid’s  little league coach.  

	Most of their stories are about married women looking to bust out and ex-  plore their wild side, often with the encouragement of their husbands—and  sometimes without it. The strength of the couple behind Kirsten McCurran is  that husband and wife writing together can uniquely capture the feelings of  both partners in their couples as they explore their most forbidden desires.  The Mrs. is all about exploring stories of daring women of a certain age explor-  ing their sexuality, and the Mr. captures the feelings of the men who love them.  

	Kirsten McCurran has written over 60 ebooks, which can be found at major  booksellers. You can reach Ms. McCurran by email at kmccurran@gmail.com.  

	If you’d like other ways to support Kirsten McCurran’s writing, visit her  website for links, books.kirstenmccurran.com.   
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