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	previously…

	 

	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 bet-  ter one.  

	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 forbidden temptations and dark desires.  

	Secrets are revealed at cul-de-sac’s annual 4 th of July barbecue. The couples on Mil-  ford Court are, in fact, swingers! Or wife-swappers, to be more accurate. The Sampsons  learn a new term, hotwife. The shocked couple should flee, but instead, they’re separated,  and their indoctrination into the neighborhood lifestyle begins.  

	April walks in on two of her neighbors, Richelle and Darius, having sex. They are not  married to each other. She is strangely drawn to watching them. Jeremy’s boss, Tommy,  catches her, and April is touched by another man for the first time in her marriage.  Downstairs, Jeremy is seduced by Tommy’s wife, Marti, breaking his vows by receiving  an incredible blowjob.  

	Afterward, the shocked couple can’t keep their hands off each other. The Sampsons    .

	know the Lifestyle practiced on Milford Court is dangerous and not something they ever  envisioned for themselves. They agree to sit tight while they figure out a way out of their  mess.  

	Rather than develop an exit strategy, the Sampsons are drawn deeper in. April wit-  nesses two other neighbors, Darius’ wife Peyton and Richelle’s husband Chase, having  sex poolside. She crosses another line and considers new possibilities.  

	Jeremy confronts his boss about luring them into his kinky lifestyle. Tommy doesn’t  dispute it, but confirms he wants April. The meeting leaves Jeremy shaken and confused  by his growing desire to see his wife with other men. He knows it’s insane. April would  never do such a thing.  

	The Sampsons finally have their moment of truth, and rather than agreeing to flee  Milford Court, they shockingly agree to keep an open mind about their neighbor’s kinky  lifestyle.  

	With a wild new future laid out before them, Jeremy is sent out of town with Darius  and Peyton by Tommy. He knows it’s a trap, but can’t resist his blonde neighbor’s  charms. While Jeremy is enjoying Peyton at 30,000 feet, Tommy shows up at April’s  door…    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	one

	 

	April was reaching for the string to untie her bikini top and hit the pool out back when  the doorbell interrupted her. She was tipsy and horny from her lunch date with Richelle  and thought she might do something about it in the pool. Her newfound affinity for  skinny dipping was shocking enough, but the possibility that she’d pleasure herself out-  side—or even at all—made April feel like she was becoming a whole new person.  

	“You don’t need to check on me. I’m fine,” she complained as she answered the bell.  

	Richelle was not waiting on the other side of the door.  

	“You sure as hell are fine, April,” Tommy Siegel said, staring at her barely covered  body.  

	“Oh, hey, Tommy. I thought you were Shelly.” She hoped it sounded casual because  her husband’s boss was the last person she wanted to see at her door—especially when  she was home alone.  

	“Aren’t you glad it’s me instead?” He leered at her breasts.  

	His open lust tightened her core. The more she accepted the hedonistic ways of Mil-  ford Court, the more she found she liked the lack of pretense. The men looked because  they thought the women were hot and knew they were available, and the women didn’t  pretend it was inappropriate. None of her friends’ husbands back home would have  dared to look at her the way Tommy did. She wouldn’t have known what to do if they  had.    .

	“Jeremy’s not here. He’s on that trip.” She tried to close the door. What he stirred in-  side her was dangerous. She may have enjoyed the attention, but she didn’t want to feel  those things around Tommy Siegel.  

	He planted a hand on the door, stopping her from closing it.  

	“I know. I’m the one who sent him.”  

	“Is this why? So you could show up on my doorstep?”  

	The Sampsons knew Tommy had sent Jeremy on the West Coast trip with Darius to  get April alone. She didn’t need him to confirm it, but it would be nice if he were honest  for a change.  

	“Is that a problem, kiddo? I feel like we have some unfinished business from the  other day.”  

	“Do we? I think I’m good,” she lied.  

	“Jeremy told you about our talk in the office, I assume.”  

	“We don’t keep secrets. We also don’t appreciate being manipulated.”  

	“No one is manipulating anyone, April. When have I made you do anything?”  

	She started to protest, but knew it would be an obvious lie. “That’s not the point. I  don’t think you should be here when my husband is away.”  

	“If your nips were any harder, they’d be cutting through that bikini. Listen, kiddo, I  think it’s cute that you need to pretend you don’t want what you want—it’s even hot—but  no one is buying the act.”  

	“I’m not acting,” she replied, folding her arms across her chest, which only served to push her breasts up and nearly out of her bikini top. “And I don’t like your attitude.”  

	Tommy chuckled. “Why don’t you invite me in and tell me all about how nasty I am?”  

	April held her ground, but when he pushed the door wide and brushed past her, she  didn’t stop him. Their bodies touching set off sparks that made her realize the other  women were right about him. She didn’t want to admit it—didn’t even understand it—  but there was something about Tommy Siegel that she couldn’t deny. April let him into  her house and closed the door behind him.  

	“These other floor plans are cute,” he said, looking around the house. His was the  largest on the cul-de-sac. It was the first time he’d been inside while the Sampsons lived  there. “Looks like you kids are settling in okay.”  

	“It’s fine. We’re all moved in. The kids are adjusting. Everything has been great here  in the house.”  

	“Marti told me she saw the kids leave with an older couple this morning. Your par-  ents? Jeremy didn’t mention his were visiting when I asked him to do me this favor.”  

	“Yes, my mom and dad took the kids up to Orlando for a few days. Can’t live in Flor-  ida without going there, right?”  

	“Don’t get me started on how much money we’ve thrown away there, kiddo. I’d prob-  ably have that second house in the Bahamas already if not for mouse ears. You’re finding  your place in the neighborhood okay, from what I hear. Yeah?”  

	April hoped her blush wasn’t obvious. There truly were no secrets on Milford Court.  She wondered who ran to Tommy with the news of her behavior at the Russells’ with

	Peyton and Chase. No wonder he was leering so openly.  

	“Was there something you needed, Tommy? I just got back from a long afternoon in  the sun, and I was going to relax.”  

	“Go in and take a nap?”  

	“Maybe.” She wasn’t going to confess her actual plan to him.  

	“That sounds fun.” He grinned.  

	“You’re not invited. I’m sorry if I gave you the wrong impression the other day…”  “Oh, it was exactly the right impression, kiddo.”  

	“…but that was a mistake. It didn’t mean anything. It shouldn’t happen again.”  

	Tommy’s wide grin riled her anger. His cockiness infuriated her. And she was loathe  to admit it, but it thrilled her. She’d walked into the house with a strong itch that needed  to be scratched—ignited by those college boys at the beach club—and Tommy’s presence  was only making it worse. April had to get him out of the house before she made another  mistake.  

	“It meant something to your husband. I could see it in his eyes. And that means it  meant something to you. I know how these things work.”  

	“Tommy, I love my husband.”  

	“I don’t doubt you do, kiddo. I love Marti. Love isn’t what I have in mind when I look  at you.”  

	April nearly, naïvely, asked, What is it, then? She hated how wobbly her self-control  became in these situations. She was never like that before they moved to the cul-de-sac, and she discovered this other side of herself. He had no guile anyway. She knew exactly  what he was thinking.  

	“I’m not who you think I am. I’m sorry that you went to all this trouble to get me  down here, but that’s all on you. We’re here for Jeremy’s job, that’s it. I did move to Flor-  ida to sleep with you.”  

	“But now that you’re here,” he said, coming closer. She backed away until she  bumped into the couch. “And your eyes have been opened, why not just take what you  want, April?”  

	“Tommy, we shouldn’t,” she tried one more time.  

	Inside, she was a hurricane of conflicting emotions. Her desires battled with her  morals. The wrong side was winning. I don’t even want a man like Tommy, she thought.  Darius popped into her head. She wasn’t ashamed to admit she wanted him anymore.  But not Tommy, her husband’s boss.  

	The man was coarse and nearly old enough to be her father. He was built, with a  broad, granite chest that was dusted with gray hair that peeked from the neck of his  expensive dress shirt, but he was not the sort of man April had ever envisioned herself  with. But he was standing right in front of her, and she throbbed with need. She hated it  but realized that if he kissed her again, she’d kiss him back.  

	She couldn’t. Not with the man who’d done this to them. She told Jeremy she’d keep  an open mind, but didn’t think that extended to the man her husband called Tommy  Fucking Siegel. April tried to brush past him, but he caught her wrist in an iron grip. It    .

	hurt, but she only offered token resistance.  

	“I didn’t ask what you should do, kiddo. I asked why you don’t take what you want.”  

	“I can’t,” she breathed, staring up at him and biting her lip.  

	Tommy grinned. He saw right through her. “I get it. You need me to give it to you.  Okay, April. I’ll play your game this time.”  

	Isn’t this your game? she was thinking when he kissed her.  

	All the air left her body when he pulled her in and pressed his mouth to her soft, bee-  stung lips. A hand on the small of her back pinned April to him while his other palmed  her cheek and raked thick fingers through her hair. She moaned into their kiss, pouring  every bit of need into it. She may have told him she didn’t want it, but her lips stopped  lying the moment they touched his.  

	His cheek was scratchy on hers. The man had permanent, gray five o’clock shadow.  He tasted vaguely sweet, but she didn’t recognize it. He may have been drinking or  smoking one of his expensive cigars, but he didn’t choke her with the stench of smoke.  He smelled strong and lived-in, like old leather, and something primal in April responded  to it. She didn’t wait for him to press. Her tongue darted out, seeking his.  

	Tommy tickled the dimples in the small of her back before sliding lower for her butt,  but he didn’t bother with the show of going over her bikini bottom. His hand slid right  into it. He roughly grabbed her round cheeks, forcing a gasp from her throat. His chest  rumbled with pleasure when he heard it.  

	April felt so exposed. She’d at least been covered by a one-piece the last time this    

	happened. The old bikini she’d worn to the beach club with Richelle—a size too small—  hid nothing. Her heart raced with the knowledge that she was practically naked in  Tommy Siegel’s arms. What will I tell Jeremy?  

	Her arms, hanging limp at her sides, wrapped around him. She fiercely returned his  kiss, tightening her embrace. All the need that had been bottled up all day, all the need  that had been building inside her for weeks, came pouring out. She couldn’t swear it was  about Tommy, but April responded to a man who took charge and gave her permission to  surrender to her desires.  

	“That’s what I thought, kiddo. You’re hot and ready for it, aren’t you?” he taunted,  peeling his lips back from hers.  

	April tried to continue the kiss, but he kept her back. “Don’t talk. Just kiss me,” she  demanded, flicking out her tongue. The denial made her want it even more.  

	He chuckled. “Okay, April, but just so we’re clear, you want this, don’t you?”  

	She nodded, and when he didn’t allow her to kiss him, she said, “Yes, you bastard. I  want you to kiss me.”  

	“That’ll do.”  

	His tongue jammed into her mouth, and she eagerly sucked it. She hated how des-  perate she must seem, but that didn’t slow her down. Her short, pink nails raked through  his wiry, graying hair. Kissing a man so obviously different from her husband felt so  strange. Thinking of Jeremy grew a pit in her stomach. She had to stop thinking about  him—at least while it was happening. Instead, she focused on how muscular Tommy’s back felt under her grip.  

	Tommy used her thick chestnut hair to pull her head to the side. He devoured her  neck, where his stubble was even more irritating on her sensitive skin. A loud, desperate  moan was her response, and it echoed through the empty house, emphasizing that he  had her alone. His growling continued while he kissed and suckled her neck, like he was  an angry jungle cat. His heat for her ignited April.  

	“Ahhh…Tommy…careful…” The complaint was moaned when he nipped at her delicate  skin. Passion surged through her April, but he couldn’t mark her. She was not his.  

	The nibbling allowed him to untie her bikini top without incident. She hardly noticed  until the strings slithered down her shoulders. He untied it at her back and peeled away  enough from her body to let the covering fall to the floor. He surprised April by not going  right for her breasts, but kept her back to stare at her body, and then into her eyes. His  deep, dark eyes were more alight than she’d ever seen them. He lived for this seduction,  and that made her want to please him.  

	“You’re so fucking perfect, aren’t you, April?” He growled it, but the tone was earnest.  Any emotion from Tommy Siegel surprised her. “Goddam sexy and adorable. Fuck you’re  irresistible.”  

	“Tommy…” she gasped, just barely suppressing the words, kiss me, take me!  

	He held her face in both hands, stroking her cheeks with his thumbs. The delay drove  her crazy, and his intensity was overwhelming. “I love how much you fucking want this.  It’s pouring out of you.”

	“Tommy…” She held his hairy arms, caressing them. She tried to kiss him, but he  kept her back.  

	“This is going to be so fucking hot, kiddo.”  

	The kiss he pulled her into was more than animal hunger, and the genuine passion  shocked April. She knew she was a conquest—and decided to be okay with that if she got  what she needed—but the tender, insistent kiss made her feel like more than a conquest.  It confused and overwhelmed her.  

	His rough hands finally covered her breasts, scooping and sculpting them. She whim-  pered and trembled when his calloused thumbs stroked her yearning, pale tips. April  clung to Tommy and fed him her tongue, pushing her firm rounds into his hands. He  fed on her neck once more, and she didn’t complain when he nipped at her again, de-  spite the alarm bells ringing in her head. April whimpered his name. She grabbed his  muscular ass, and it felt good through his expensive slacks. Her hands stayed there to  keep from doing what she really wanted to do—go for his belt.  

	“Okay, kiddo, let’s go,” he said.  “

	What? Where?” she breathed.  

	Tommy pulled her hand, and when April resisted, he picked her up and carried her  back toward the bedroom.       
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	April struggled, but not too hard, because despite his strength, she feared Tommy would  drop her. He literally tossed her over his shoulder like a caveman. Her moment of panic  only stretched on when she realized he was carrying her to the master bedroom. We can’t  do it in there , she thought. Notably, she did not simply think we can’t do it .  

	Tommy gave her butt a firm slap and tossed her onto the bed while she yelped. Her  butt still stung while she bounced on the mattress. By the time she gathered herself, he  was unbuttoning his shirt. He paused when he caught her staring at him.  

	“Take a deep breath, kiddo.”  

	“We shouldn’t…” She took a deep breath, leaving one last moment to back out before  adding, “do this in here.”  

	“Is your guest room made up?”  

	Her parents had stayed over the night before, and she hadn’t changed the sheets. She  couldn’t have sex with Tommy in sheets her parents had just slept on. But she shouldn’t  do it in the bed she shared with Jeremy.  

	“Not there.”  

	“In your kids’ rooms?” He laughed. Even Tommy wasn’t that twisted. When she  made a face, he said, “Then it’s here, unless you wanted me to bend you over the couch. I  think that could get uncomfortable after a while.”  

	April sizzled from head to toe thinking about her husband’s boss bending her over    .

	the couch and forcing his blunt instrument into her. She didn’t really want to be forced to  do anything, but giving up control would be so hot.  

	“But…”  

	“I’m going to fuck you here, April.” He continued unbuttoning his shirt.  

	He casually issued the edict, but she saw the fire behind it. Tommy wanted to fuck  April in her marital bed. It gave her chills as she realized that doing it there made it all so  much worse. But fighting it would give him even more power, she knew. It’s just a bed,  she told herself. It’s not the bed where we consummated our marriage. We didn’t even conceive  our children in it. The bed is brand new. She hoped Jeremy would feel the same way when  she told him what she’d done.  

	April climbed onto her knees and finished unbuttoning Tommy’s shirt. She loved his  control but wouldn’t offer it up to him on a silver platter. He couldn’t feel like he was just  taking her. He grinned down at her. She smiled back, fighting a sudden burst of shyness.  She still had to fight the deeply rooted instinct that she was wrong for what she wanted,  let alone what she was doing.  

	Tommy held her face and kissed her again. She loved the aggressive way he kissed  her. It made her feel desired and possessed. Her hands raked through the gray hair dust-  ing his chest while exploring the lines of his musculature. The man was as impressive as  Darius, in his own way. Maybe even more so, as he wasn’t a retired professional athlete.  Exploring the body of a strange man for the first time in a decade and a half was thrilling.  

	He groaned with desire when she reached for his belt. April didn’t have a plan. She    

	worked on pure instinct. His pants were open, but she hesitated. He kissed down along  her jaw and twisted his fingers in her hair, tugging her head to the side just sharply  enough to make her feel it. She thrilled when his lips returned to her tender neck.  

	“Go for it, kiddo. Take what you want,” he growled. “Grab it. Show me what a bad girl  you are.”  

	Deep down, she’d always wanted to be daring enough to be a bad girl, and here was  someone not just giving her permission, but telling her to do it. Her hand plunged into  his snug briefs to find a hot, thick slab of meat. Ohmygod! He was just as impressive as  he’d felt that afternoon when he grinded it into her back. Her grip tightened, barely clos-  ing around him. How are all the men on Milford Court so hung? She tugged it, making him  grunt and nibble her neck harder.  

	“Tommy...careful…” she warned.  

	“Don’t you like it rough?” He sounded amused.  

	“Jeremy will see…” she whined, marveling how he grew thicker in her grasp.  Tommy chuckled. “He’s going to know I fucked you, kiddo. You’re not gonna be the  same when we’re done.”  

	The thought chilled her, but she still purred, “Big talker…”  

	“Oh, I’ll back it up. Take it out, April.”  

	He said she was a bad girl, but like a good girl, she did as she was told and took it out.  His pants and briefs were pushed to his knees, and Tommy’s thick hog popped into view.  It didn’t stand out like she expected, but had a slight hang and gently twitched with his    .

	pulse. He didn’t have the monster cock that Darius possessed. She swore that thing  looked as long as her forearm, but Tommy was as long as her husband—which was im-  pressive—and twice as thick. His graying pubic nest was as trimmed as the other men  she’d seen on the cul-de-sac, but that seemed right for a man like him.  

	Oh god, I’ve seen almost every dick on Milford Court! she realized. Marc Goldman was  the only one she was missing. She felt guilty for thinking it, but she doubted Cami’s hus-  band was as impressive as the other men.  

	“You wanna suck it, don’t you?” he asked, making her look him in the eye.  

	April hadn’t thought about that because she wasn’t thinking at all. She bit her lip and  stared back at him. He lifted her breasts, rolling her swollen tips. They throbbed under  his touch, and she shamelessly moaned, encouraging him. He grinned at his power over  her. She whimpered when he pinched harder.  

	“Goddam it, you’re fucking adorable. And these really are perfect tits. You know that,  right?”  

	“They’re not like the other wives here,” she moaned, craving his rough touch more  every second.  

	“Nah, they’re perfect, kiddo. Don’t ever get ‘em done. It’ll ruin you.”  

	“Sure, okay.” She was ready to agree to anything.  

	“How the fuck are you a full-grown woman and so fucking cute. You wanna put those  cute lips around my cock, April?”  

	“Yeah,” she softly replied, nodding.    

	April only needed the gentlest urging to sink lower and gaze into the angry red tip of  his cock. It dripped with excitement that she smeared all over to make her hand glide  more smoothly on it. Oh god, I can’t believe I’m doing this. She closed her eyes and opened  wide.  

	“Ohhh fuck, April…that’s it, kiddo…wrap those lips around that thing…yeah…you know  what to do…”  

	“Mmmm…”  

	His earthy grunts thrilled her. Jeremy never made those noises. But he was always  just grateful to have his dick in her mouth. Tommy acted like he expected it, and some-  how, that made her want to do it. She sucked him deeper, but already worried she  couldn’t handle much. Her mouth only opened so far. What did Marti think about Jeremy’s  thing vs her husband’s? Guilt stabbed at her the moment she thought it. She loved her hus-  band’s dick.  

	April had to adjust to how musky Tommy’s meat tasted. He wasn’t unclean, just  seasoned. Spicy. Manly. It was like his power emanated from his cock. She slowly slid back  and forth on him, regretting that she hadn’t had more practice on her husband in the last  several years.  

	“That’s it, April…show me what you got…suck that thing… you can take more…open that  pretty mouth…”  

	Tommy didn’t force her head but rested his hand on the back of it when nudging his  hips forward. Her hands went to his hips, but he wasn’t going to choke her. She    .

	struggled to open wider, but he kept feeding her his meat. April wanted to keep up be-  cause she wanted to please him and prove she was just as good as the other wives on Mil-  ford Court. She knew he’d had them all. Jeremy made it sound like Marti’s blowjob was  irresistible. Recalling that made April force her mouth open wider.  

	“There’s the needy slut I knew was inside… You…uhnn…love playing the good girl, but…  uhnn yeah…here’s the bad girl…knows what she needs…”  

	The dirty talk stung and inflamed her. No man had ever talked to her like that before.  Even Jeremy’s teasing that first night in their new house hadn’t hit her like Tommy’s  urging did. Her cheeks hollowed and bulged when she tried her hardest to suck him,  even though her mouth was so full. He built a nice, slow, steady rhythm, gentle but firm,  like he was training her to suck a thick cock. He never forced it too deep. Tommy used  her mouth and somehow made her thankful for it.  

	“Mmmm…muhhhh...uhhhmmm…”  

	“Yeah…fuck April…you’re really gettin’ it now…such an eager cocksucker…”  

	“Mmmm…uhhmm…”  

	A slight tug of her thick chestnut hair thrilled her anew, and he demanded, “Look at  me, April…show me those pretty eyes…”  

	She did as commanded and tried to project confidence, but having to look at her hus-  band’s boss with her mouth full of his cock brought April’s simmering shame to the fore-  front. Darkness made it easy to pretend she was dreaming all of it. Tommy’s deeply  tanned face, leering down at her, made it very real. She was the slut he described.    

	Marriage didn’t stop her from opening her mouth when this crude man demanded it.  I’m such a slut, she thought, sucking him harder.  

	“That’s my girl…fuck, you suck cock good…nice tight mouth…hope Jeremy’s getting this every  night…fuck, I would…pretty, horny thing like you…”  

	“Mmmm…muhhhh…”  

	“Don’t try to talk…uhnn…just do what comes…ohhh…naturally…Aaapril…damn you’re  hungry…”  

	April didn’t know when he’d stopped pushing, but it was all her. She bobbed on his  thick shaft, taking just a little bit more each time. Her hands on Tommy’s hips pulled  him toward her rather than keeping him at bay like before. The strange sounds of her  eager sucking filled her head. She didn’t stare up at him hopelessly any longer, but like  the vixen he’d made her. April’s jaw ached, and saliva dripped from her lips, but she  wasn’t going to stop until he was finished.  Tommy read her mind. 

	“Yeah…I know what you want…but not now…uhnnn…not yet,  kiddo…”  

	April moaned with disappointment—knowing exactly how it sounded—when he  pulled his thick slab from her mouth. Spit dripped from it and her lips, which felt  swollen and hot. Her entire face burned.  

	“Don’t worry, I’m gonna take care of you now, April.”  

	She docilely let him turn her the other way and push her forward onto her hands and  knees. Tommy caressed her butt before sliding her bikini bottoms to her knees. She was    .

	obscenely displayed for him. She didn’t pose for her husband like that, but his boss could  see everything. God, does he see how wet I am? I’m so wet!  

	“I think this ass is almost as perfect as your tits, kiddo. Tiny things like you don’t usu-  ally have sweet peaches like this.”  

	His low, lusty voice should have been gross. She should have hated his coarseness,  but it made her burn for him. She wiggled her behind. He laughed and roughly kneaded  it with both hands, making her tremble when his thumbs found her swollen sex between  her thighs. A dark thought bubbled up. Make me your slut, Tommy. I want to be your bad  girl slut.  

	“When’s the last time you were this drenched, April?” he asked, rubbing her slippery,  swollen labia with both thumbs. It was sweet torture.  “

	Ahhh…Tommy…” She almost said please, but she wasn’t going to beg him. She’d hold  onto some dignity.  

	“Fuck… Love how primed you are…”  

	Tommy spread her and slipped a thumb inside. April moaned and hung her head. He  was preparing her. Could she ever be ready for something as thick as his? Ohmygod! He’s  going to fuck me! This is going to happen! she realized.  

	But he didn’t. She tensed and held her breath, but instead of being filled with the  thickest cock she’d ever touched, her ass was kissed. Literally. He softly and lovingly  kissed her cheeks like he was in love with them. It felt good, but she trembled with frustration. She needed it! She was going to beg, but then he buried his face between her  

	tighs.  

	April looked back to see Tommy crouching low to get his face right in there. No guy  had ever gone down like that before, and it somehow felt even more obscene than if she  were just on her back. He gave her pussy a deep soul kiss that rocked her to the core. His  thick tongue somehow filled her while he drank of her nectar. With a tight grip on her  rump, he angled her hips to get at her pulsing button. Pleasure seared through her when  his tongue flickered on her clit.  

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

	Tommy loudly slurped at her juicy furrow, sucking at her flowing excitement while  his tongue danced over her most sensitive places with surgical precision. His rough  cheeks were sandpaper on her inner thighs, but she welcomed the irritation. He de-  voured her pussy like it was his purpose in life. No man had ever so aggressively attacked  her pussy like that. She didn’t think guys were even that into going down, but Tommy  proved her wrong. He was a master at everything he did. His vice grip on her ass kept  April in the perfect position to give him complete access.  

	“Ahhh Tommmyyy…god…ahhh god…yesss…yesss…ahhh god yesss…”  

	The louder she moaned, the harder she ground her sex onto his hungry mouth, the  more furiously Tommy devoured her. He fed on her excitement, which made April feel  like the entire experience was centered on her pleasure rather than her being another  conquest.  

	“Yessss…yesss…ahhh Tommmyyy yessss!”    .

	April lowered her head to the mattress and howled with abandon when Tommy made  her come. She’d been building all day, but the speed of her orgasm was still startling. The  pleasure was a shockwave through her, shattering all thought in its wake. So often, she  and Jeremy had to worry about the kids overhearing something, but she was able to sur-  render to her climax with Tommy totally.  

	“Ahhh…ahhh…AHHHH…Tommmyyy…ahhh god…”  

	He was relentless, making her orgasm roll on and on. The intensity made it hard to  breathe, but she didn’t want it to end. She was a trembling mess when he finally pulled  his face from ger pussy. His tongue dragged over her balloon knot, and he quickly kissed  it on his way up. She was too weak to voice her shock.  

	“Fuck, April! Do you always come this hard? You’re a fucking firecracker.” He sound-  ed overjoyed. The people pleaser inside her thrilled that he was happy.  

	“Ahhh…” Her brain was still too scrambled for speech.  

	“It’s okay, kiddo. You can stay right there. That’s fucking perfect.”  

	April was in a haze when he spread her wider and nudged against her swollen lips.  She only caught up when he began stretching her. Any other time, he would have had to  work at it, but after making her come so hard, Tommy pushed his girthy meat right into  her canal. Instead of slamming it home, he slowly slid it in until he was fully sheathed in-  side April.  

	“Ohhh…holy fuck…fuck that’s perfect…so fucking tight…fuuuck Aaapril…”  

	“Ahhh…Tommmyyy…”  

	“Feels good to be stretched out…ohhh…doesn’t it…”  

	“Yeah…yesss…”  

	The admission slipped out. April had no control. Her entire body throbbed around  Tommy Siegel’s impossibly thick cock. She was amazed it didn’t hurt. He was perfect in-  side her. Not so huge that he poked too deep, but thick enough to fill her like never be-  fore. Her mouth hung open, and she panted while he slowly slid it in and out of her.  

	I’m cheating on my husband! The thought struck her like a thunderbolt. There had  been no big moment, no acknowledgement of what she was about to do. Tommy just  pushed his cock inside April and began fucking her. Just like that, another man was in-  side her for the first time since Jeremy slipped that ring on her finger twelve years ago.  God did not strike her down. The expected guilt wasn’t there. All she felt was rapturous  pleasure.  

	They’d agreed to keep open minds, but she didn’t take that to mean they were going  to sleep with the neighbors. Fuck the neighbors. April was fucking. There was no need to  sugarcoat it. Tommy Siegel bent her over and was fucking her. Jeremy confessed he was  excited by the fantasy of another man having her. But she knew he resented his boss—so  did she. Her husband was going to be tested when she told him what she’d done. But all  those worries slipped away as Tommy possessed her body.  

	“That’s…my…bad…girl…ohhh fuck, yeah…Aaaapril…”  

	“Yesss…yesss…ahhh god yesss…”  

	April braced her forearms on the bed and pushed back at him, eager for his invasion.    .

	He held her waist and crashed into her with increasing power. She felt like he’d turn her  inside out with every thrust, but she wanted more. She needed it. Richelle had been right.  Tommy was improbably giving April her best fucking in years.  

	Tommy reached forward and wound her hair around his fist. She yelped when he  yanked. He pulled her up, so she was fully on her hands and knees. Her back arched to  find that perfect angle. April saw stars.  

	“Ohhh yeah…show me…how bad you…need it…work that ass, Aaapril…”  

	“Yesss…yesss…ahhh Tommmyyy…”  

	“There she is…told champ…I’d find…this bitch in heat…there she is…”  

	“Ahhh god…Tommmyyy…nooo…”  

	He didn’t…he couldn’t…Jeremy would have killed him… Being reduced to a bitch in heat  turned her stomach. That wasn’t who April was. She wouldn’t believe it, even as his  words drove her excitement higher.  

	“Yeahhh…you…uhnn…know it, Aaapril…needy bitch in heat…need cock…”  

	“Ahhh…”  

	“Don’t you…”  

	“Ahhh…Tommyyy…”  

	“It’s…okay…fucking love you…like this…he will too…sooo fucking hot…”  

	“Ahhh yesss…nooo…yesss…”  

	“Yeahhh…tell me…”  

	Tommy stopped thrusting. April drove herself back onto him. He couldn’t stop. She    

	was right there. She swore she rammed back even harder than he’d been taking her.  

	“Fuck meee…Tommmyyy…fuck meee…”  

	“Tell me…you eager little…uhnnn…”  

	“Fuck meee…fuck I’m aaaa…bad girrrl…fuck meee…Tommmyyy…”  

	That was as far as she would go. April would never say she was a bitch in heat. It was  enough for Tommy. He pulled her hair even harder and began to relentlessly pound her  pussy. She shrieked. April only needed another minute to have a brain-shattering climax.  Her mind exploded into ecstatic colors.  

	April wasn’t allowed to savor her orgasm. He pulled out and roughly flipped her onto  her back, tossing her higher onto the bed. He’d been standing the entire time, but he fi-  nally joined her on the bed. Tommy tossed her legs over his shoulders and drove it back  inside her.  

	“Ahhhh god…Tommmyyy…”  

	He leaned into her, pinning her legs back to her chest. His hips jackhammered, pow-  ering his thickness into her. The ecstasy at her core bloomed anew. April wasn’t prepared  for how relentlessly he fucked her. The older man was red-faced and sweating, but he  pumped like a machine. She spread her arms wide and gripped the bed like she had to  hang on for dear life. He pushed the wild cries from her body in a steady rhythm.  

	“Ahhh…ahhh…ahhh…ahhh…ahhh…”  

	“Damn…Aaapril…you’re a fun…fuck…”  

	“Ahhh…ahhh…ahhh…ahhh…”    .

	His heavy, slack balls slapped at her thighs. April was being taken like an animal, and  was shocked that she loved it. Out of nowhere, she was coming again.  

	“Ahhhh…yesss…Tommyyy…”  

	She saw stars and went limp under him, but Tommy just kept pounding her right  through the orgasm. Seeing her finish made his eyes sparkle at her.  

	“Fuck…it’s fun to…watch…you come…Aaapril…”  

	Her legs slipped from his shoulders, and Tommy shocked her by leaning down and  kissing her. April instinctively kissed him back. Kissing the man, even though he wasn’t  her husband, swelled emotion through her. That was how she did it—made love. She  didn’t know how the others on Milford Court divorced sex from emotion, and didn’t  know if she ever would. It was so wrong, but sucking on his tongue while he fucked her  felt so right.  

	Tommy slowed his hips, sensually taking her rather than pounding her. April  wrapped her legs around her lover, drawing him into her. She clutched his muscular  back, his tanned skin feeling rougher than her husband’s. It got too close to making love,  but the discomfort didn’t stop her from throbbing on through another orgasm.  

	“Ohhh…fuck…Aapril…milking it…milking that cum right outta me…”  

	April panicked when he lost the rhythm and shanked deep inside her. He deeply  grunted, and she felt the beginning of his finish. “Tommmyyy…nooo…you can’t…pull  out…”

	”Uhnnn…gonna fill that pretty pussy…”  

	“Tommmyyy…please…pull out…you can’t…ahhh…not on the…pill…”  

	Her husband’s boss looked like he just might ignore April and pump her full of his  seed, confirming every horrible thing she’d believed about him. But even as his first shot  pumped into her, he whipped it out, and the remainder of his thick wad painted her  belly. His finish wasn’t close to what she’d seen from Darius—or even her husband—but  he had enough to be dangerous. Her euphoria didn’t stop her worry about what he had  deposited inside her.  

	Tommy rolled onto the bed beside her with a deep sigh. His smile was truly joyful.  She’d never seen that from him. “You’re going to have to talk to the other girls about tak-  ing care of yourself, kiddo. We all know we’re clean, so none of the guys are looking to  wear condoms.”  

	“I can’t take the pill,” she whimpered, closing her eyes and just feeling the pleasure  deeply rippling through her body. She smiled, too. It was not a knock on her husband,  but she’d never felt so thoroughly fucked.  

	“There are other options, kiddo. Don’t think Marti would be thrilled if I knocked you  up, if that’s your thing.”  

	“Stop it,” she said, rolling to snuggle against him. It was another thing she just did  after making love to Jeremy. She didn’t know how to be different. “That’s sick.”  

	“Yeah, okay, April.” He folded his arm around her, casually caressing her ass. He’d  acted like she belonged to him from the moment he pushed into her house. “Did I  scratch that itch?”    .

	She laughed against his chest, playing with the graying hair there. He was much  hairier than her husband. “Mmm, you could say that. That was fun.”  

	“Fun? Shit, kiddo. If it was just fun, I’m going to have to try harder next time.”  

	“Next time?”  

	Tommy chuckled. “Come on, April. This is only the beginning.”  

	She chose not to think about that or the guilt she expected to come later. For the mo-  ment, April snuggled into Tommy Siegel in her marital bed.    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	three

	 

	Jeremy was so frazzled after the plane ride to LA that he couldn’t think straight. Darius  didn’t have any business that day, and they went straight to the hotel to check in. The  Russells had one of the famous bungalows in the secluded part of the property, while he  was relegated to a standard hotel room. He’d suffered worse fates. It was still one of the  nicest hotel rooms he’d ever been in.  

	The City of Angels seemed like the perfect place for his moral downfall. He ignored  that it probably started somewhere over Arizona or Nevada. LA offered every kind of  seedy temptation known to man, and he’d already proved he was powerless to resist. Jere-  my only made the weakest of complaints when Peyton went for his cock. What decadent  danger would the Russells introduce him to in LA? And then it hit him. The location  didn’t matter. He’d brought his temptation to town with him. They never needed to leave  the hotel.  

	What am I going to tell April? Confessing that he got a blowjob from Marti had been  easy because he was sure his wife had been unfaithful at the barbecue, too. He had no  idea what she was doing while he was gone and was afraid to guess. How long will Tommy  wait to try and fuck my wife? he wondered. Try was the operative word. Of all the men on  Milford Court, he was sure his boss was the last one she wanted to fuck.  

	It wouldn’t be Darius. Would she really fuck that sleazeball Chase? She seemed to enjoy  flirting with him, but April was too good for his neighbor. He thought she was too good    .

	for any of them, but wasn’t that part of the lure in his sick fantasies, that they would dirty  her up?  

	Thoughts of his wife misbehaving were a welcome distraction from his own mis-  deeds, but he circled right back to his guilt. He almost hoped that she did sleep with  Chase to make his own actions more palatable. They’d agreed to keep open minds about  participating in their neighbors’ kinky sex games, but that wasn’t a green light to jump  right in. Jeremy understood it meant they’d consider options and check in with each  other. April would not be thrilled that he had sex with Peyton the moment they were  apart.  

	He went to dinner with the Russells because it was an excuse to put off calling his  wife. They went to a trendy Korean restaurant with plans to get drinks afterward. Jeremy  had never been an adventurous eater, but Peyton pushed him to expand his horizons and  even told him what to order. The dishes were unfamiliar but savory and delicious. He  would have taken seconds of the pork dish.  

	Peyton was dressed for drinks after dinner, and he spent the entire meal distracted by  her toned body. He wasn’t even sure the tiny peach-colored lace outfit was a dress. It  looked more like lingerie, and it hid nothing. The straps looked like they’d snap at any  moment from the strain of her big, fake tits, which were spilling out of it anyway. Jeremy  spent half the meal trying to figure out if he could see through the flesh-colored dress. In  better lighting, he determined it was lined.  

	Jeremy sipped his drinks like a teetotaler at the loud nightclub they dragged him to    

	after dinner. He would not get drunk because he would not let anything else happen with  Peyton before he spoke to April.  

	The blonde cheerleader tested his resolve at every turn. She sat between her men with  hands on both their thighs. He moved her hand when it slid up to his crotch, but she  kept rubbing her husband’s dick. Darius had no shame about his wife stroking him in  public. Jeremy thought he’d allow Peyton to whip their cocks out and jerk them right  there in front of everyone. He tried to imagine April behaving that way in public—or at  all—but it was impossible because she never would. His wife was uncomfortable when a  public kiss was too steamy.  

	Peyton pouted when neither of the men would dance with her. Darius told her to go  out and have fun. Jeremy had fun just watching her bounce out there. Could I watch April  behave like that? he questioned. He’d always liked it when men noticed her—if they were  respectful—but he wasn’t sure he’d ever be comfortable displaying her like Darius did  with his wife. His fantasies about her misbehaving in private felt different.  

	“None of this bothers you?” Jeremy asked. They were watching Peyton being grinded  by Hispanic guys on either side of her. Darius was supremely confident, but he was still a  man. “You never worry she’d go too far or run off completely?”  

	“She’s not going to fuck those guys. We don’t fuck people outside the cul-de-sac. Not  even when we go to that kind of club. We just like to watch and then do our thing. But  what’s too far? Peyton can decide what to do with her body. I’m good with whatever she  likes. I’m not affected by what she does with Chase or Tommy.”    .

	“But there isn’t something she could do that would make you look at her differently?  Come on, Darius. There’s got to be something you don’t want her to do with someone  else.” Or at all, he finished in his head.  

	The big man laughed. “It’d already be over if I had a problem with that, Big Dog. That  girl has tried everything. She’s not that into some stuff, but she did her research to figure  that out. DP isn’t her thing. Hurts too much. She likes a good spit roast on occasion but  prefers one-on-one when she’s fucking. Peyton likes to give her attention to one man at a  time.”  

	How does he throw it out there so damn casually? She likes a good spit-roast… He’d ac-  cepted that April would be sleeping with at least one of their neighbors—probably tomor-  row, when he made his confession—but she’d never take two men at once. That’s not her.  He was certain of it.  

	“April’s going to figure out what she likes. It’ll be easier on both of you if you give her  the space to do it,” Darius advised. “Torturing yourself won’t change the outcome.”  

	“She wouldn’t do anything I didn’t want her to. She’s not like that.  

	The all-pro shook his head and smiled. “You have no idea what she’ll do, brother. She  doesn’t even know. You must accept that sex doesn’t have to equal love if you got this far,  right? Don’t tell me you’re in love with Peyton now?” His pause made Jeremy think it  was a serious question. Darius didn’t continue until he tried to answer.  

	“I’m fucking with you, Big Dog. You gonna tell me that if we pound April from both  ends tonight, it’s gonna make her fall in love? Does wanting more dick mean April  

	doesn’t love you? She’s either your woman, or she’s not. Creaming on my dick ain’t  gonna change that.”  

	The loud nightclub faded away, and Jeremy was in Tommy Siegel’s game room,  watching his boss and Darius double-teaming April on the red velvet pool table. The foot-  ball player held her legs in the air and stuffed her cunt with his huge black cock. Her  silky chestnut hair hung toward the floor because her head was off the edge while  Tommy fucked her throat. Her muffled screams were almost as loud as the wet sounds of  the men using her. Cum bubbled from her lips when Tommy erupted. He finished on  her upside-down face while she violently coughed. Darius kept pumping her until she  came and howled, Ohmygod! I love your cock! I love you, Darius! I need your cock! I love you!  

	Peyton dropped onto Jeremy’s lap, snapping him back to reality. She wiggled her  hard, round ass in his lap and giggled. Her body was hot, and she smelled cinnamony  and sweaty. She wrapped her arms around him and softly kissed his cheek before telling  him, “Someone is happy to see me. I guess you like this dress, huh, stud?”  

	He did, and he let her believe that was the reason his dick was granite because he  sure as hell wasn’t going to tell her the real reason. Her tits were right in his face, but he  didn’t close his arms around her because he was determined to behave.  

	“My man is still conflicted. He doesn’t know if he can handle April taking other dick,”  Darius replied for him.  

	“I can fix that for you, stud. You’re going to be having so much fun on your own that  you’re not even going to worry about what she’s doing.”    .

	Peyton kissed him so hard, Jeremy worried she might suck his tongue out of his  mouth. Other women kissing him like that still felt strange. His wife didn’t even kiss him  like that. The passion made it difficult to believe there was no feeling behind the kiss.  Can it just be sex? 

	 Jeremy kissed her back, but in his head, he kept repeating, You’re not going to fuck her  again. You’re not going to fuck her again.   

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	four

	 

	Jeremy was proud of sticking to his guns. Peyton did her damnedest, but he did not  fuck her. She spent half her time in the nightclub on his lap, working on him. In the  rented SUV on the way back to the hotel, she wanted to blow him, and he declined. She  had to settle for only sucking her husband’s cock. Seeing her ass hang out of her dress  when she bent over to swallow Darius was a test he nearly failed.  

	He stared out the window at the LA lights and listened to her choke on Darius’ huge  gift. He felt like she was putting on a show for their driver. April told him Peyton said she  liked to be watched. Again, he just couldn’t see his wife ever sucking his dick in the back  of an Uber and wondered if the other husbands were going to be disappointed by how  normal she was.  

	Peyton invited Jeremy back to their bungalow at the hotel. She only relented when her  husband told her to stop. The girl seemed like she was on a mission, but she let it go. He  couldn’t give in to his paranoia that everyone on Milford Court had a secret agenda. In-  stead, he went back to his room and prepped himself to call his wife and face the music.  

	There had been no texts from April all day, which was very unusual. Not even when  he texted to say they’d landed safely. The radio silence made his anxiety bloom. He could  only think of a few reasons she wouldn’t reply to his text for hours, and none of them  were good. Don’t you want her to fuck another man? he asked himself. He did, but he  wanted to watch her fuck someone. Jeremy didn’t know if he’d get anything out of it if he  

	weren’t there to see it. Apparently, the other husbands on the cul-de-sac didn’t feel that  way. Am I even more twisted than they are? 

	 Jeremy drained a tiny bottle of Ketel One from the minibar, and just as he was about  to call April, his phone rang, asking if he’d accept a video call. His wife appeared on the  screen. She was in bed wearing a black, lace-trimmed nightie he hadn’t seen in years.  

	“Hey, honey,” he said, hoping his casual tone didn’t sound as false to her as it did to  his ears.  

	“How’s LA? I’m glad to see you landed safely.”  

	“I’ve only seen the hotel, a restaurant, and some bar, but it’s okay so far. The weather  is perfect, as advertised. Dinner was great. Darius picked the place.”  

	“Did you feel fancy flying on a private jet?”  

	“It was different,” he dryly replied. “I’ve never been on a flight like that before.”  

	“I’m jealous. I wish I could have gone. I don’t know why I had to stay home if Peyton  could go.”  

	We both know why, he thought. Would Darius have been fucking April while I fucked Pey-  ton if she was with me?  

	Jeremy was distracted by the weight of his guilt and her sexy outfit, but he realized  that his wife’s perky tone sounded as forced as his did. “I guess you’re taking advantage  of your freedom while the kids and I are gone. You never texted back earlier.”  

	Her eyes darted away from the camera. “I went to lunch with Shelly.” Her tone was  too neutral to be real.    

	“That must have been nice. And it’s good you’re coming out of hiding. Keeping open  minds doesn’t mean hiding in our bunker.”  

	“But I felt so out of place. She took me to some fancy beach club right on Biscayne  Bay. It was like going to a nightclub, but it was sunny and on a beach. Everyone was so  beautiful—and young. I don’t know if it’s me, but I’m going to have to step up my game  if we’re staying down here.”  

	“No one is more beautiful than you, honey. I’m sure you fit right in. They were prob-  ably looking at you and wondering how you’re so hot.”  

	A shy smile appeared on her lips. “Two young guys sent us drinks, and Shelly invited  them over. I couldn’t believe she did that!”  

	Jeremy’s stomach knotted. He’d been working toward accepting that his wife would  have sex with other men, but there was some comfort that everything would be kept in  their tight circle. He’d never considered that April could start fucking random guys.  Richelle was down to fuck. Why else would she invite men to join them? Young guys. He  got that his wife would be some kid’s MILF fantasy.  

	“Oh? That sounds exciting. Did you bring them home?” He hoped he sounded light  and not panicked. Hey, I’m kidding, honey!  

	April laughed, but it was mirthless. “Yeah, babe, I brought a college kid home and did  him out back by the pool. I’m totally into this South Florida libertine lifestyle now.”  

	The thought of his wife being the kind of cougar who’d bring a college kid home  made the blood sizzle in his veins. Jeremy didn’t understand how something that seemed    .

	so wrong and dangerous turned him on so much. Why do I want something so badly that I  fear so much?  

	“As long as you’re okay with ruining him for all other women. He’ll never go back to  girls his age.” He chuckled.  

	“You know I didn’t do that, right? I was kidding.”  

	“Of course, April. You’d never do that. I was kidding. I thought we were having fun.”  There was nothing fun about their kidding. Somehow, the tension only grew between  them. He added, “I miss you, honey. You have no idea how much I love you.”  

	April looked stricken. Her eyes began to well up. “Oh god, Jeremy. I have to tell you  something.”  

	Shit! What did she do? He thought he’d be sick. She didn’t just watch someone and  touch herself this time. He just knew it. He fought his rising panic because he couldn’t  stand to see his wife upset. She was his everything. They’d talked. He’d told her the fan-  tasy turned him on. If she’d done something, it was because he gave her the green light.  And he hadn’t behaved himself either. Jeremy wouldn’t let her carry this—whatever this  was.  

	“I had sex with Peyton.”  

	Jeremy blurted the words out, and they did the job. He stopped April cold. She didn’t  look happier, but the burgeoning tears were gone. Her mouth hung open, and somehow,  even with everything going on—or because of it—he was distracted by how much he  loved her bee-stung lips.  

	“What? You what?”  

	“It happened on the plane. She…” He stopped when he realized he was about to say  that Peyton came over and was on his cock before he knew it. He’d used the same weak  excuse for his blowjob from Marti. He couldn’t keep blaming the women. He wanted  Peyton. Neither neighbor forced themselves on him. “She was messing with Darius, and  then she came over and wanted me, too. I’m sorry. I didn’t know how to say no. My dick  just took over thinking.”  

	April was quiet for a long time. Jeremy needed her to say something, even if she was  going to yell at him. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and finally asked, “Did you  like it?”  

	“I...uhh…” That was not the question he expected. “Uh, yeah, I guess. I mean, it’s sex,  and she’s hot.” He regretted saying the last part. “I’m sorry. I know I should have  checked in with you before I actually did something. Are you okay?”  

	She looked wildly conflicted before announcing, “I slept with Tommy. Oh god, I’m so  sorry, Jeremy. I didn’t go looking for it. He just showed up, and I told him he should  leave, but he didn’t, and one thing led to another. I know how you feel about him.”  

	“Tommy…”  

	“I know. I’m not even into him.” She said the last part too defensively.  

	The shock chilled Jeremy. He expected his boss to try, but he didn’t think April would  give in to him. He dropped into one of the chairs by the windows, the view of Hollywood  ignored. Speechless, he could only echo her question. “Did you like it?”    .

	She looked away and didn’t answer. No matter what she said next, the answer would  always be yes in his head. His wife fucked Tommy Siegel, and she liked it.  

	“It was so different from you, babe. I would never compare you two.”  

	That wasn’t what I asked, he thought. He was also relieved his wife wasn’t going to  compare him to a brute like Tommy. “But it was good. He made you come.” They were  intentional statements, not questions.  

	“Babe…” She still couldn’t look at him through the video call. He hated that he was al-  most three thousand miles away. “I… Maybe it was because it was so different… It was  exciting…”  

	“He made you come.”  

	“Three times… I think…”  

	Fuck! Of course, he did! Jeremy imagined his brutal boss using his sweet wife at will.  Did he fuck her all day? How many ways did they do it? The filthy, dark thoughts raced  through his head. He thought he wanted this. He thought he wanted to know how dirty  April could be, but he wasn’t prepared for the reality. It was so much worse that he didn’t  see it because his mind imagined the worst possible scenario. Jeremy didn’t know if his  mind could be this open.  

	“Oh god, you hate me,” she gasped.  

	“I could never hate you. I love you. It’s just…a shock…”  

	“You said you wanted this…”  

	“I know.”  

	Jeremy couldn’t tell her, but I wanted to see it. That seemed so much worse. Nor would  he say he wanted anyone but Tommy because he didn’t want to make her feel worse—or  think that he wanted to her fuck just anyone. He knew how that would sound.  

	As he acclimated to the shock, the throbbing of his cock pierced his fog. Thoughts of  all the dirty things his boss did to his wife triggered an extreme lust. He knew Tommy  would have used April like a slut and now he knew she loved it. The realization fried  every other thought from his head. How am I so sick and hard at the same time? The  whiplash made him dizzy.  

	“You didn’t do anything wrong,” he finally told her.  

	“It doesn’t seem that way. I have feelings about you and Peyton, but I’m not on you  about it.”  

	“I know.”  

	“Is it because it was Tommy or that I did it at all?”  

	“It’s…” Pulling his thoughts together was so difficult when all he could picture was  his boss pumping his cock into April. He wanted to put it out of his mind and know  every little detail. “It’s a shock. Really, that’s the biggest part, honey. I didn’t want Tommy  to have you because he doesn’t deserve you, but I’m just trying to get my head straight.”  

	“I’m not thrilled you picked the youngest woman on the cul-de-sac to break the seal  on our monogamy.” She forced a smile.  

	“I feel more like she picked me. I swear I didn’t make a move. Darius said something,  and she just came over.”    .

	“Came over and did what exactly? This isn’t another woman forcing herself on your  helpless dick again, is it?”  

	He knew she was trying to lighten the moment and distract from what she’d done  with Tommy, but an edge was there. April was dealing with complex emotions, too.  

	“She, uh, she climbed on my lap and, uh, rode me.”  

	“While Darius watched?” She sounded fascinated by that part.  

	“He encouraged her. That was so weird. It was all weird. Having sex with another  woman felt off, you know?”  

	April began to answer and stopped. After regrouping, she said, “But it was good. She  was good.”  

	“Yeah. I don’t know what to tell you, honey.” He hated how defensive he sounded.  “She got on my dick and bounced up and down. She did it hard. You’ve seen how she is.”  

	“I have. I know she likes it really hard.” She sounded like she was remembering what  she’d watched that day by the pool. “You gave it to her hard?”  

	Jeremy was frustrated by her strange questioning. He expected there to be tears and  shouting. She was supposed to be telling him that she couldn’t handle it and that this was  all a mistake. But April was breathlessly fascinated, and he didn’t know what to do with  that.  

	“Yeah,” he answered. He wouldn’t admit that Peyton rode him hard while he mostly  sat there. His wife couldn’t see him as passive through all this, especially after what he  was certain Tommy did to her. That man was incapable of being passive.    

	“You fucked her hard?”  

	“This is turning you on, isn’t it?”  

	“I’m feeling my way through this. Is there a way I’m supposed to feel?”  

	April was defensive, but something was off. Her lips were parted, and her eyes were  unfocused. He only had a view from her chest up, but he felt like her other hand was  missing, not just out of view.  

	“Are you touching yourself, April?”  

	“I’m… Just a little…” A petite moan slipped from her lips. “I’m sorry, but it’s…”  

	“Don’t be sorry. It’s just unexpected.” He smiled and admitted, “It’s kind of hot, actu-  ally.”  

	“Is it? Mmm…”  

	“Yeah, honey. This side of you turns me on so damn much. Do you want to know  more?” He was pleased he didn’t have to hear about how hard Tommy gave it to her—  yet.  

	“I don’t know…ahh… I’m so jealous, but I…ahh…it’s doing something to me…”  

	Jeremy’s chest was all tingly. His voice dropped low because breathing was harder.  

	He rubbed himself through his pants and watched his wife through his phone. He want-  ed to see more.  

	“She was so horny, hon. Darius just fucked her, and she still needed it…”  

	“Ahhh…”  

	“Move the phone…show me what you’re doing…”    .

	April looked reluctant, but she panned down her body. The silky nightie swelled over  her hips and just covered her lap, where her hand slowly moved beneath the fabric. Jere-  my never thought of his wife touching herself. Had she done it before we moved to Milford  Court? Seeing April rub her pussy was almost as inconceivable as everything else. She’d  truly changed. I brought her into this. How could I ever blame her for any of it? Even fucking  Tommy.  

	“She’d just fucked Darius…I felt it…his cum inside her…”  

	“Ohhh god…babe…you didn’t…”  

	“Dammit…I did, Ape…”  

	“That must’ve…ahhh…been…so weird…ahhh, babe…”  

	“Yeah…but hot…feeling a freshly fucking pussy…”  

	“Babe…Jeremy…that’s sooo wrong…ahhh…”  

	He tried to unbuckle his pants with one hand while holding his phone with the other.  He didn’t want to miss a second of this. The shock of it was as erotic as the act itself.  

	“Her tits…bounced…ohhh…right in my face…” April didn’t react to that. It didn’t do it for  her, so he added, “I grabbed her…ohhh…fucked her…on my dick…”  

	“She…ahhh…made you come…didn’t she…ahhh, babe…didn’t she…”  

	“Yeah…shit, Ape…she got off and jammed on my dick…ohhh…I filled her…”  

	“Ahhh…babe…ahhh god…you didn’t…”  

	“I added…dammit…ohhh god…my load to Darius’…”  

	“Ohmygod…so wrong…babe…you didn’t…you can’t…”  

	“It was so hot coming after him…”  

	“Ahhh god…you loved…coming inside her…”  

	“I did, Ape…shit…I fucking did…”  

	“Ahhh god…she’s so young…sooo dangerous…you could…”  

	Jeremy didn’t recognize the woman on the phone. Hearing how he came inside Pey-  ton thrilled her. His wife could never be that dirty. She especially loved the danger that he  could impregnate her. His April would be horrified. The slut on the phone with him was  electrified by it. Shit, did Tommy…  

	April pointed the phone back at her face. Her cheeks were flushed, and her eyes were  wild. Is this what she looked like when he touched her? Did she look so desperate to come? No  wonder Tommy was sure he could have her. His mouth was dry when he spoke again.  

	“She drained it all out of me, Ape…she wanted my damn cum…”  

	“Ahhh god, nooo…she can’t…you can’t…not another woman…it’s mine…”  

	Jeremy was having trouble keeping up because nothing made sense anymore. His in-  ability to get into his pants frustrated him. He was so hard it hurt. I need April here, he  thought. And then, I need to feel her fucked cunt…  

	“Tommy filled you…didn’t he…”  

	“Nooo…ohmygod…nooo…babe…I wouldn’t…”  

	“Show me your pussy…prove it, Ape…”  

	They’d both lost their minds. There was no other explanation. He didn’t talk to his  wife like that, but then, she didn’t fuck other men—not until that day.    .

	“Ahhh god…Jeremy…I shouldn’t…you don’t want…to see…that…ahhh…”  

	“Show me…now, Ape…”  

	April whimpered and complied. The view on his phone swept back down her body.  He moved to the bed while she did it, finally getting his pants down and kicking them off  while he was standing. He nearly faceplanted on the bed, but it was worth it. He tugged  his cock when she pulled back her nightie to expose herself.  

	Jeremy vividly remembered how Peyton’s pussy looked when she came toward him.  It was swollen and red and gaping after taking her husband. He’d been horrified and  fascinated. He didn’t know how he’d put his in after the huge athlete.  

	April was soaked like the cheerleader had been, but her pretty little pussy looked the  same to him, puffy with perfect tight lips surrounded by a dark, buzzed down triangle.  Somehow, he thought she might be shaved down there now, like the other Milford Court  wives. But his wife did not look like another man had fucked her. How long had it been?  What did he expect to see, Tommy Siegel’s cum dripping from her cunt?  

	“You wanted it, didn’t you…ohhh…you wanted his cum…”  

	“Noooo…ahhh god, no…made him pull out…”  

	That answered one question. No condom. It seemed they didn’t exist in the warped  world of their cul-de-sac. Knowing Tommy had her bareback seared through him.  

	“But you wanted it…” he pushed, not understanding why he wanted to hear she want-  ed the other man’s load when she usually denied his.  

	“Nooo…babe…he tried…didn’t let him…”  

	Of course that fucker did. He’d love to knock up my wife. Jeremy pushed that aside. He’d  deal with Tommy later. “Where did he…where did he finish…on your…ohhh…tits…”  

	“Nooo…ahhh god no…he…”  

	“On your goddam face…”  

	Jeremy couldn’t control the aggression in his voice when he was picturing his boss  blasting a thick load on his wife’s radiant, innocent face, which got easier when she  swung her phone back up to it.  

	“Nooo…ahhh my god…babe…on my belly…he shot it on my belly … ohmygod … babe…”  

	April was panting. She was close. He’d push her, and they’d both get there. Jeremy  furiously pumped his dick.  

	“You…ohhh…sucked his cock…swallowed it…Ape…”  

	“Yesss…ohmygod yesss…babe…he held my head…made me look at him…ahhh god…sooo  wrong…”  

	“Shit, Ape…he fucked your mouth…” Jeremy’s vision narrowed to a pinpoint, only see-  ing her sucking mouth.  

	“Nooo…ahhh god…I’m sorry…I sucked him…I wanted to…ahhh god, Jerrr…”  

	Hearing it just about broke him. His balls swelled.  

	“You’re gonna fuck him again…” he choked the words out. “You want to…”  

	“Yesss…ohmygod…yesss…ahhh…AHHH…”  

	April wailed like he’d never heard before and detonated. The orgasm slammed her so  hard he could see it moving through her, like a force possessing her. Seeing her come so    .

	hard without him was frightening. Is this what it was like when he made her come? Jeremy  shot his sordid release all over his legs.  

	The couple lay there panting. Jeremy had to force himself to keep his phone up and  grew frustrated that hers bounced all over the place. They were nearly three thousand  miles apart. It was their only connection. When April steadied her hand again, she looked  ashamed.  

	“Babe,” she panted. “I didn’t mean that. I got carried away.” 

	 Jeremy was calmer, but his heart pounded. “Any of it? You didn’t suck his cock be-  cause you wanted to?”  

	“I…it feels like it all happened at once.” She was calming, too. “It’s hard to separate  out any of the feelings. But just now, we were both caught up.”  

	“I know. I get it. I wasn’t in my right mind, April. But I saw the truth of it in your  eyes. I know you, just like you know me. You liked fucking Tommy.”  

	She looked away, and he saw the effort it took to focus back on him. He admired her  for it. “I did. He’s so… I don’t know why he has that effect on me… But yes, babe. I’m  sorry, but the sex with Tommy was incredible. I swear, I didn’t want it to be.”  

	“Please, stop apologizing, honey. We discussed this. I can’t blame you for anything,  even if it is Tommy who had you.” He thought of what Peyton said about being a posses-  sive asshole. “I don’t want to control you. If that was what you wanted, it was your choice.  I guess I’m glad it was a good experience.”  

	“Do you really mean that?” She heard the reluctance in his voice. That had been a    

	hard admission.  

	“Yeah, I guess I do. I don’t want it to be bad. I don’t want you to go through that. This  is supposed to be fun, right?”  

	“I don’t want to control you either, babe. I want to smack Peyton for having sex with  my husband, but I understand. I know she’s the kind of girl men dream about. I want  you to have whatever you want.” She didn’t sound any more enthusiastic than he did.  

	“I’d never intentionally do anything to hurt you, April. You know that, right?”  

	“I know. I love you. I’m sorry it was Tommy. I should never have let him in the  house.”  

	Now she’d confirmed where they did it. He didn’t want to know anything more spe-  cific— but he did. Jeremy didn’t ask. Will she go to him next time? Is April hooked on Tom-  my’s cock?  

	“Really, stop apologizing. I don’t know that I’d feel less conflicted if it were Chase.”  

	April looked like she didn’t believe him, and she shouldn’t. “Thank you. I didn’t even  think about Chase. I didn’t think about it at all. I didn’t seek this out. But I’ll keep that in  mind about Chase.” She forced a smile. It was so cute that he was powerless to resist and  returned it.  

	“So, he’s next?”  

	“Ohmygod, Jeremy. Is that how you think I’m going to spend the next few days while  you’re away? Getting all the sex I can?”  

	Fucking the neighbors everyday was how he’d put it, but yeah, Jeremy didn’t think she would stop. Tommy had kicked the door open, and he would be back. He wouldn’t stop.  Jeremy might even be offended if he did. Pride made him want his boss to crave even  more April now that he’d had her. Tommy should want what he had. He may have her  body, but he’ll never have her soul. That would be Jeremy’s mantra, even if he’d never be  comfortable with Tommy fucking April. And why wouldn’t Chase want her now that she  was open for business?  

	“I want you to have whatever you want, honey. Don’t hold back because of me. And  don’t feel guilty because of me.” Those might have been the hardest words he’d ever spo-  ken.  

	“You’re only saying that because you’re going to do it with Peyton again.” She was  smiling. He wished he could be as light about it as she was.  

	“I could have tonight. I didn’t.”  

	“You should have, babe.”  

	“Really?  

	“I don’t want you to hold back either. Peyton is…well, she’s Peyton. I want you to in-  dulge your fantasies. I can deal with it as long as we don’t keep secrets.”  

	Jeremy finally smiled and meant it. “That’s because you get off on the details.”  

	“Jeremy Sampson. How dare you talk to the mother of your children like that!” she  huffed.  

	“Don’t worry. I’ll share every dirty detail, honey.”  

	“You’d better.” She was thoughtful. “When you come back, we’ll see it. Both of us.  

	We’ll be in the same room at some point. Would you want that?”  

	He had to hold back from rushing out, Goddam it, yes! I want to see those bastards fuck  you! Instead, he offered the neutral, “Maybe it will connect us like the others say.”  

	“I hope so. I love you so much, babe. If this starts to come between us, we have to  stop.”  

	“Nothing will ever come between us. Nothing could make me stop loving you, April.”  

	Jeremy thought about the husbands of Milford Court running a train on his wife  while she begged for it and thought, Famous last words.     
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	Jeremy had to question his importance to the operation when he was sent to babysit  Peyton on her shopping excursion the following afternoon. He was by Darius’ side for  morning meetings, but the big man told him to accompany the cheerleader while she  was out. Darius would be in a booth calling practice games with his new on-air partner  all afternoon. He insisted Jeremy would be bored sitting around doing nothing.  

	Grumbling, Jeremy returned to the hotel. Being dismissed was just further confir-  mation that the real reason he was dispatched to LA was to give Tommy unfettered access  to April. Thoughts of his boss using his wife consumed him. He’d been texting her all  day just to confirm she wasn’t fucking Tommy.  

	Sleep had been impossible, even after a wild twenty-four hours that had left him ex-  hausted. He worried he’d begin hallucinating if he didn’t get rest soon. April had kept  him on the phone half the night, confirming they were okay over and over again, but fa-  tigue finally caught up with her. He insisted she go when she began to fall asleep on their  call. It was like being back in high school and playfully arguing with a girlfriend over  who’d hang up first.  

	Jeremy obsessed over the reason she was so sleepy. Tommy had given her quite the  workout. He didn’t have to be there to know the man had used April hard. That’s who  Tommy Siegel was. And Jeremy spent the night imagining all the ways his boss did it.  

	The dark hotel room ceiling became a movie screen where endless scenes of Tommy 

	and April fucking played out. It confirmed that not being present was worse because his  mind would conjure the dirtiest possible scenario—he hoped. The sex could have been  just as wicked as he imagined. In his delirium, Jeremy proved to be much more sexually  creative than he’d ever exhibited with his wife in person. Was it even possible to stand  April on her head and ram his cock downward into her? The worst was when he pictured  Tommy on top, languidly fucking the sweet wife while she clung to his muscular body  and stared up at him with wonder. She was the one who pulled the bastard into a kiss.  

	Peyton was still by the hotel pool when he found her. Some young wannabe movie  star lothario was flirting with her when Jeremy arrived. He smiled and felt bad for the  kid. The cheerleader was begging for attention in that bikini. The shiny silver triangles  barely covered her nipples, and anyone who cared to look knew how immaculate her wax  job was. He didn’t know why she wasn’t arrested for public indecency. Must be LA rules,  he reasoned.  

	“You’re not here to yell at me for flirting, are you, Daddy?” she pouted, looking up at  him over her sunglasses.  

	Jeremy stood beside her lounge and struggled to look the girl in her pretty blue eyes.  Beyond the tan and the big blonde hair, the bigger fake tits, and the lip injections, she  was a beautiful girl. He didn’t think she needed any of the alterations. But his eyes kept  drifting back to all her exposed skin, giving her the attention she craved. It was hard to  argue with the results.  

	“Darius is okay with it. It’s none of my business.”    

	“Don’t tell me you don’t like it when April gets attention from men.”  

	“Not that like, she doesn’t.”  

	“Maybe she’ll start now that she’s liberated. She should be flaunting that hot body. I  see how you’re looking at me, Daddy. You’d love it.”  

	“April can do as she pleases. It’s not my job to police what she wears.” Thinking about  his wife strutting around in a tiny bikini like Peyton’s put lead in his pencil. “And could  you knock it off with the daddy stuff?  

	She laid her Kindle aside and stood to press against him. The petite blonde’s body  was hot, even through his business casual outfit. It was strange to feel her half-naked  body while he was fully dressed. She fingered his chest and looked up at him, pouting  her lips.  

	“Does that make you uncomfortable? Do you want to punish me for being a bad  girl…” Her pregnant pause at the end was an unspoken daddy.  

	He couldn’t speak through his dry mouth, and the discomfort came off him in waves.  Peyton laughed, delighted. “Come on, Jeremy, loosen up. Don’t you like to have fun?”  

	“I’m still getting used to the kind of fun you have,” he rasped.  

	“Let me help you along.”  

	He stood there stiffy when she pulled him down into a hungry kiss that triggered a  more intense rush than he’d felt from fucking some girls. It had seemed that Peyton’s  bad girl Southern Belle persona was just a put-on, but maybe it was real. She might have  been that girl, whether she lived on Milford Court or not.

	Jeremy grabbed her hard ass, feeling way more naked flesh than he should have in  public, and pulled her tight. She felt his arousal and shimmied her toned stomach  against it. Her playful tongue drew his out. He thought about April in Tommy’s arms  and felt no guilt. Rather, he swelled with pride. Everyone could see this little blonde sex-  pot was all over him. When she peeled her lips from his, he wanted to throw Peyton  down on the lounge and fuck her in front of everyone.  

	“So, are you ready to take me shopping? We’re going to have so much fun!”  

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	  

	“Sooo…” Cami said, drawing the word out. “Did you like it? It was hot, wasn’t it?” She  sipped her smoothie and stared expectantly at her friend.  

	April swallowed her grilled salmon and drank the sparkling water before answering.  The women met for lunch at Cami’s, but her friend was only having a smoothie. She had  a busy afternoon and couldn’t be bloated. April sensed Cami was dying to be asked about  it, but she refused to take the bait. She firmly believed in just coming out with what you  want to say. But the curvy Latina’s red latex leggings and sports bra offered a clue as to  what busy meant.  

	“It…he…was so different from Jeremy. Maybe it’s been so long that I didn’t remem-  ber, but I thought, like, sex is sex, right? Sure, sometimes it’s better, but a dick is a dick.”  

	Cami laughed. “You didn’t have that much experience before you met Jeremy, did  you?” 

	“I’ve been with guys,” she defensively replied. There would be no comparing body  counts—she really hated that term—with Cami. They already thought she was naïve and  uptight.  

	“Well, a dick is definitely not a dick. I’m not even talking about size, girl, but luckily,  none of the men in our little circle have issues with that. Some have fun curves, some are  really veiny, some are pretty, some are just ugly. Do you prefer cut or uncut? But we’re  not even talking about the dick, are we? We’re talking about the man attached to it, and  Tommy is very different from Jeremy.”  

	“Night and day. Obviously, they’re physically so different. Jeremy’s cute, hand-  some…”  

	Cami picked up on her pause and interjected, “He’s sexy in that ordinary guy way.  Like a hot dad.”  

	April didn’t know how she felt about her husband being called a hot dad, but she’d  take it. “And Tommy is… I’m sure he was handsome when he was younger. He’s stayed  in great shape. His confidence is sexy…”  

	“It’s okay, girl. We all have our preferences. Tommy is…older, but he is built, isn’t he?  God, I love a strong man. The things they can do to you… I love his swagger, and he is a  great fuck when I just let go, but he’s…” She took one more pause to be diplomatic. “He’s  not really my type.”  

	April could relate, except that Tommy was her type in a way she didn’t even know she  had a type. It wasn’t his physical strength that captivated her, but his power. It was    .

	confidence on steroids. He just expected that he’d have her, and that made April want to  please him. She didn’t even have the vocabulary to explain it, but the feelings he stirred  in her were so potent they were frightening.  

	“Why do you have sex with Tommy if you’re not into him?”  

	“I didn’t say that,” Cami hurriedly replied. “I said it’s good. I guess he’s not my first  choice? But… There’s sort of an expectation here, if you know what I mean. We don’t  have to fuck all of the husbands, but it would be rude to exclude one, right? And Tommy  and Marti are the leaders of our little group, in a way. Tommy gets what he wants.”  

	April had heard that a lot. Tommy gets what he wants. He certainly got her. The Siegels  were called the King and Queen of Milford Court. She didn’t like that at all. The couples  on the cul-de-sac should be a group of equals. No one should have power over others. She  would never sleep with someone out of obligation. Cami tried to put a good face on it, but  that’s what it sounded like to April.  

	“Sooo, how good was it? This was your first new dick in like, what, ten years? That  alone had to make it exciting.”  

	“Almost fifteen, but I don’t think that was what made it exciting. I’ve always been  happy with Jeremy. I’ve never felt the need to have something different just for the sake  of it. I don’t need anyone else at all. I’d never want to feel that way. Do you need the other  guys?”  

	Cami sipped her smoothie instead of answering.  

	“Okay. Anyway, there’s something about the energy of this place. It seeps into you    

	and builds and builds. And then the things I saw… I’ve been learning things about my-  self. It’s all been growing in me until I couldn’t deny it. I still don’t think all of this is a  good idea, but I wanted it. I feel like it was wrong to reward Tommy for getting us down  here, but even that—knowing someone wants you that badly—it just made me want  him.”  

	“Wow,” Cami replied.  

	April smiled. She couldn’t help it when she thought about how sex with Tommy felt.  It would have been sad if she’d never gotten to know what it felt like. “Wow is right. He  didn’t do anything usual—not really—but he made me feel things… He made me want  things… God, I could never tell Jeremy these things—not like this…”  

	Cami took her hand. “Our husbands want to know all of this makes us feel sexy. They  want us to have fun, but there are parts of it they don’t need to know. It’s not like keeping  secrets, but think of it like how being polite makes some social interactions go smoothly.  We’re being polite by not telling our husbands things they don’t want to hear.”  

	“I haven’t been that hot in so long,” April confessed, lowering her voice. She couldn’t  believe she was sharing those things, but she couldn’t keep them all bottled up. “He just  did things to me. I can’t believe how hard I came. Honestly, it was a little frightening.  There was a moment when I felt like I would have done anything for him. I don’t mean,  like, leave Jeremy. Like, sexually. That’s so not me, Cami.”  

	“Oh, girl, I know exactly what you mean. The right man can do that, and it’s not a  knock on your husband. He can have your heart and be a great provider, but there may    .

	be other things he just can’t do for you. That’s what’s so amazing about this lifestyle.”  

	“But there are things I shouldn’t do for another man, aren’t there?”  

	“Unless you know it would hurt him, you should do whatever you want. Jeremy  might surprise you and be into that, anyway. I didn’t know about Marc’s thing when I  married him. It sounds like Tommy is your type, and it’s okay to lean in to that.”  

	“I guess? Maybe just for that.” It was a difficult thing to admit.  

	“And if you get what you need, that’s enough. Get what you need from Tommy and  go back to your husband a fulfilled woman.”  

	April chewed her salmon and wondered if it could be that simple. She didn’t think so,  but perhaps she had to expand her mind. While she pondered that, Cami’s phone  chimed. She was bursting with excitement when she checked her phone.  

	“Oooo! Rey is early! You’ll get to meet him!”  

	“Rey?”  

	“He’s my scene partner this afternoon.”  

	Scene partner? April questioned. Ohhh… I should get out of here.  

	Cami was gone and back with her friend before April could leave the table. She re-  turned arm-in-arm with a massive Hispanic man. He wore a tight, black tank top that  showed off both his incredibly sculpted body and how his torso was covered in a collage  of tattoos. Tight black joggers showed off an impressive bulge that seemed to match his  overall size. His jet hair was slicked back and pulled into a ponytail, and he had scruffy  facial hair. The man carried himself with an air of menace.    

	“Rey, this is my good friend, April.” Cami bounced with excitement.  

	Rey grinned wolfishly while he drank the pretty, petite housewife in. He was in no  way her type, but April tingled from her scalp to her painted toenails under his gaze. She  was disturbed by how easily a man’s raw, sexual attention affected her, but that didn’t  dampen her reaction to it. He commented in Spanish, which she didn’t understand, but  his meaning was clear enough. She shifted uncomfortably in her chair. Cami sharply re-  buked him in Spanish.  

	“You are very beautiful, Abril,” he said in heavily accented English.  

	“Gracias,” she replied, which felt silly, so she added, “Thank you.”  

	“Rey is here to help me make content this afternoon. I’m hoping to get a couple of  scenes shot. He’s one of my favorite partners.”  

	“Do you, uh, have a lot of scene partners?”  

	“I don’t know. What’s a lot? My fans like some variety. None of the husbands will do  it with me. I told them they could wear masks, but they’re a bunch of scaredy cats. No  one would recognize them.”  

	April was horrified when she thought about Jeremy having sex with Cami and ending  up on the internet. She understood why the other husbands refused to participate in her  OnlyFans account. The only surprise was that the other wives hadn’t come after Cami  with pitchforks for suggesting it.  

	“You know how guys can be,” April replied, unsure what she even meant by it. “I can  get out of here so you guys can get started.”    .

	Cami peeled away from Rey and moved behind her friend, resting her hands on  April’s shoulders. The light touch was more caress than massage. Danger bells went off  in April’s head. Her friend said, “There’s no reason to run off. Rey and I need time to set  up, and I could use an extra set of hands. Besides, it’s been ages since we hung out.  Come on, girl, this is the new you, right?”  

	“I don’t know, Cami. I should leave you to it.”  

	Despite her protests, April found herself being pulled upstairs.    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	six

	 

	What seemed like a chore quickly became a treat. Jeremy had never particularly enjoyed  shopping with his wife, but April didn’t play Barbie doll for him the way Peyton did.  They took a car to Rodeo Drive, and the cheerleader led him from one high-end boutique  to another.  

	The girl actively sought his input, and once he caught onto the game, his clothing  selections became increasingly risqué. He couldn’t make a choice that was too daring for  her. It helped that Peyton left the hotel in a green minidress that looked painted on. Jere-  my wasn’t picking up the tab, but he still felt like a sugar daddy with the girl on his arm.  

	Peyton decided a black satin minidress encrusted with little jeweled flowers was a  keeper, telling him every girl needs Prada in her closet. He liked that it was cut down to  her waist and was entirely backless, making the girl spill out of it, but the $5,200 price tag  seemed insane to him. That was the down payment on a car in his world.  

	He picked a tiny, port wine colored metallic sheath because it looked like something  straight out of a science fiction movie. The dress was so tight on Peyton that he didn’t  think she could breathe, but she cooed that she liked his taste. He didn’t think she should  buy it because surely her tits would pop out of the top if she moved wrong, but she want-  ed it. When she picked a champagne-colored dress that looked like nothing more than a  slip with sequins on it, he figured out she liked shiny things that showed off her body. 

	The third boutique they visited was smaller than the others and intimate. A young    .

	Russian woman and an older brunette who looked like a faded starlet greeted them when  they entered the store. Both women were obsequious when they saw the numerous bags  Jeremy hauled, but the older woman couldn’t quite hide her distaste. Her look said, I  know what this is.  

	Rather than feel shamed, he was emboldened. He was living out a fantasy most guys  he knew back home would give their eye teeth to experience. Besides, the dresses in that  particular boutique were all designed to show off young women for their older suitors.  

	The fitting rooms, two small booths with curtains across the doorway, were down a  narrow hallway at the back of the boutique. Jeremy dutifully followed Peyton with an  armful of dresses. He handed her the dresses and started toward the chair at the mouth  of the hallway, but paused when she barely bothered to pull the curtain closed. In the  other stores, the fitting rooms had doors, and he waited in a chair for Peyton to model for  him.  

	She peeled off her dress, leaving a white thong that was so skimpy she may as well  have not bothered with it at all. Watching the mostly naked girl move stirred a masculine  hunger inside Jeremy that he would have pushed down in his old life, but he wouldn’t  have just watched a neighbor’s wife change her clothes in his old life either. He could  only think of one or two of them that he might have wanted to watch anyway. None of  them looked like Peyton.  

	Option one was a baby blue crocheted minidress that seemed surprisingly demure for  the girl at first glance. But it was shorter than some of the shirts his wife owned, and

	when he looked closely, Jeremy realized it was unlined, and he saw the blush of her nip-  

	ples through it. He could almost read the tattoo adorning her side. The dress was also  backless. There was no hiding her tits with a bra.  

	She’d never wear that out in public, he foolishly thought. Peyton liked attention, and  Darius enjoyed showing her off like one of his championship rings. Of course, she  would. He had a heat flash thinking about April going out in that dress. She had the body  for it, even without Peyton’s enhancements. He was warming up to the idea that it could  be fun to show her off. His wife liked attention, and he’d realized he loved it when she  got that attention. Jeremy knew he was more similar to the other husbands on Milford  Court and didn’t like it one bit.  

	“Tie me?” Peyton asked. She’d caught him watching and smiled. She stepped to the  entrance of the booth and turned, holding her blonde waves up and out of the way.  

	Jeremy fumbled but tied the knot. Just seeing her hair cascade back into place made  his balls tingle. She was a walking wet dream. He had trouble believing he’d actually  fucked her. Well, she fucked him. Pushing the curtain fully aside, she struck a pose.  

	“What do you think?”  

	“Everyone will be staring when you walk into a room.”  

	She smiled. “Good. That’s the point. I like that it’s kinda subtle.”  

	He didn’t want to know what she considered obvious.  

	Peyton didn’t close the curtain at all when she untied the blue dress. It slipped from  her body. Jeremy crossed his arms and leaned against the wall, watching her. He decided    .

	her lack of pretense was refreshing. But they weren’t alone in the boutique, and that con-  cerned him.  

	A group of three older women had come in, as had a couple similar to him and Pey-  ton—an older man with a girl who looked like a coed. He didn’t think she was the man’s  daughter. He wondered what any of them would think if they came back to find him  watching the cheerleader. He didn’t want to deal with disgust from the women or the  man trying to bond with him. Jeremy felt like he needed a sign that read, I am not her  sugar daddy.  

	The next dress had to count as obvious. Even Peyton could not be that dismissive of  propriety. He didn’t even understand the scarlet minidress when she first slipped it on.  Most of the chest was cut out in a star pattern and the spaghetti straps didn’t keep her tits  from falling right out of it. Another strap, more like a long string or shoelace, hung down  the front.  

	“I’m going to need your help with this Da— Jeremy. It’s all tangled. “  

	Peyton didn’t put much effort into fixing the center lace, but he didn’t mind. He was  onto her game, and he didn’t mind playing it. He quickly discovered that untwisting and  untangling the lace was harder than it looked.  

	“Didn’t you go to law school? You must be smart enough to figure this out. I need  you to lace up the middle,” she told him, laughing.  

	“Smart has nothing to do with being a lawyer. You’d be surprised by how many idiots  I went to law school with,” he replied with his own laugh. He was having fun and    

	realized he enjoyed Peyton’s company, and it wasn’t just because she was hot. The girl  was fun and witty.  

	Jeremy needed a minute to figure out the pattern, but they both enjoyed his first at-  tempts. He lost his shyness around her body and enjoyed caressing her smooth, warm  skin while he figured out how the lace was supposed to go. She purred when he cupped  her right breast and hefted it to take pressure off the web of lacing in the middle of the  pattern.  

	Emboldened, he flicked the stiff bump of her tip through the thin scarlet fabric. She  stood still, happy to let him take his time. Once he finally worked the tangle out, the lace  pulled the jeweled interior points of the star together enough to keep the dress from com-  pletely gaping open. Their bodies pressed together when he pulled the metal tips of the  lace up behind her neck.  

	“Excuse me,” huffed one of the three women.  

	They hadn’t noticed her approach, but she stood beside where they blocked the hall-  way and fixed Jeremy with a withering look of disapproval. Up close, she looked about his  age, but she seemed older when he was with Peyton. He’d tricked himself into thinking  he was younger by association.  

	“Let me turn around for you,” she purred, kissing him and pulling him with her into  the fitting room.  

	Peyton tried to make it a teasing kiss, but he stopped her from turning and stoked up  the heat, drawing their kiss out. The other people milling around the boutique were    .

	temporarily forgotten. She held his waist and eagerly sucked his tongue. The kiss only  ended when she reached between them and grabbed his throbbing package. He stiffened  with a surprised grunt. She smiled and turned.  

	His hands shook even worse when she swept her hair back, and he tried to tie a knot  at the back of her neck. She rubbed back against his growing hard-on, grabbing his pants  for extra leverage. Jeremy groaned and didn’t resist the urge to kiss her neck. Her soft  moan encouraged him, and he abandoned the knot to maul her tits from behind. She  jumped and whimpered when he gave her granite tips a hard pinch.  

	“Mmm… If you keep that up, you’re going to have to fuck me right here,  Da…mmm…Jeremy…”  

	“We can’t do that here. There’s people here. Someone’s right next to us,” he rasped.  

	“Then why are you teasing me…ohhh…you’re making me so wet…”  

	Peyton turned again and reached into his pants. The front of her dress gaped open  again. Jeremy’s hands were drawn to her chest like it was a magnet. He felt dizzy when  she grabbed his shaft. The sexy cheerleader made it impossible to think clearly. He sput-  tered protests but didn’t stop her from going to her knees. She took him right to the back  of her throat. The girl was the most natural cocksucker he’d ever known. Her hungry  mouth made him sway on his feet, and he grabbed the wall.  

	He stared down in wonder when Peyton took him to the root and sucked so hard that  her cheeks hollowed, her blue eyes smoldering up at him. Wet sucking sounds filled his  ears. She just held him there like she loved having a mouthful of cock. He wouldn’t need to worry about fucking her in the fitting room because he was about to shoot his seed  right down her throat.  

	“Excuse me, do you need any… Oh!”  

	Luckily, it was the younger saleswoman, and she just closed the curtain to their fitting  room and turned on her heel. Jeremy groaned a curse, and Peyton somehow sucked him  harder. She slowly drew her lips back on his shaft before releasing it with a lip smack and  a slurp.  

	“That was fun,” she giggled.  

	Jeremy laughed too, but thought, What the hell is wrong with me?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	seven

	 

	The master bedroom was already set up like a studio when Cami pulled April into it.  Three cameras were pointed at the large, ornate bed from the end and both sides. The  heavy, Spanish Mission furniture was not April’s taste, but it seemed to fit right in with  her showy friend. She doubted Marc had any say in the furnishings. Florida sunlight  poured in from the balcony doors, but a fixture was still positioned to bathe the bed with  additional light.  

	Rey bounced around the room like he was restless to get started, stretching like he  was about to begin a workout. Cami radiated excitement, but her energy made April ner-  vous. The big, thuggish looking man didn’t look like he’d be gentle with her friend. She  trusted Cami but still worried about what he was capable of doing to her. I should leave,  echoed through her mind, but that now-familiar buzz of excitement in her core kept April  in the bedroom.  

	Cami taught her how to switch on the first camera and asked her to start the other two  while she fired up the laptop. The circumstances were strange, but April was still thrilled  to be included. She felt like she was on a real movie set.  

	“What else can I do? The bed looks ready,” April said.  

	“I think everything else is set to go.”  

	April followed Cami’s eyes as she slowly looked around the room. The crisp white  sheets on the bed contrasted nicely with the heavy, dark wood of the Spanish    .

	Mission-style head and footboard. They would contrast with Cami’s outfit, too—for as  long as it stayed on. April approved. She chose not to question the bottle of lube on the  nightstand.  

	“Does this have a plot, like a porn movie, or do you guys just do it?”  

	Cami smiled like it was a naïve question, but seemed touched by her friend’s interest.  

	“There is kind of a running story. I explain to my subscribers that Rey is an old boyfriend  who’s back to claim me from my fancy husband and force me back to my roots, but I  don’t think most of them care about that. They believe it if they want to, I guess. They  just want to jerk off to Rey humbling me and cucking my weak, rich husband.” She  laughed.  

	“You’re okay with that? It sounds pretty…”  

	“I know how it sounds, but it’s all a story. If they’re paying, I don’t care what these  guys need to get off. I feel like I’m acting, not just fucking, and that’s fun. It’s exciting,  too.”  

	“Sure.”  

	“I’m so happy you’re here. Maybe once you see how exciting it is…”

	“Never! I don’t care what kind of mask you have for me!”  

	“Never isn’t always never.”  

	Cami pulled her into a crushing hug. The woman was soft and curvy but strong.  

	Being squeezed against those curves had an unexpected effect on her, which April  chalked up to the situation. The Latina broke away and had an intense conversation with Rey in Spanish. He mostly nodded, asked a few questions, and frowned more than once.  He was grinning by the end. Cami must have told him whatever he needed to hear.  

	“Could you do me a favor, April? Go down to Marc’s office and tell him we’re getting  started. Just be quiet when you come back with him. We’ll already be rolling.”  

	“Marc’s here?” April had been there for over an hour and had no idea. Viktoria,  Cami’s nanny and housekeeper, was on her way out with the kids when she arrived.  

	“He’s working from home today because he likes to watch me shoot these scenes  when he can. Thanks. Wish me luck!”  

	April accepted what she’d been told about Marc, but she still reeled when told he  wanted to be there to watch Cami perform, especially because of the plot she’d described.  She understood it didn’t make him weak as a man overall—it was just a sexual fetish—  but she didn’t understand how he could watch whatever Rey planned to do to his wife.  She accepted that Jeremy wanted to watch her with the other husbands on the cul-de-sac,  but he had a line. He didn’t want to watch her with Tommy. She hoped so, anyway. She  also hoped he would never become like Marc.  

	Marc looked up from his laptop when April lightly knocked on his door. He’d been  lost in his work. She tried to reconcile that such a normal-seeming middle-aged man  liked what he liked. He could not have been more average—on the outside, anyway. It  forced her to wonder what some of the men she knew back home in New Jersey had in-  side of them. The thought of it creeped her out.  

	“Oh, hey, April. Do you guys need something?”    .

	“Cami, uh, asked me to come and get you. She’s starting, uhm, upstairs with Rey.”  

	“Sure, thanks.”  

	After checking one last thing, he closed his laptop and came around the desk. He was  any normal dad in his polo and cargo shorts. The similarities between Marc and her hus-  band didn’t escape April. Jeremy was more confident, but could he slip into being Marc?  I don’t want a cuck husband, she thought.  

	Marc lightly touched her shoulder. He had the nicest smile. “It’s okay. Relax, April. I  know what Cami does, and I wouldn’t be going up if I didn’t want to.”  

	“I know the husbands here enjoy this lifestyle, but the stuff Cami does…”  

	“She’s a stunning, fiery woman. I’ve never fooled myself about what she needs and  my ability to give that to her. But I love her, and I understand that means making certain  sacrifices and adapting if I want to be with her. Just make sure that you and Jeremy can  live with whatever you have to do to fit in here. Not everyone has been able to do it.”  

	April had heard passing comments about the family that had lived in her house be-  fore, the Martellis, but never dared to ask what happened to them.  

	“We’re finding our way. We’re doing well. I’d never do anything to hurt Jeremy.”  

	“That’s good to hear. You seem like a very sweet woman.”  

	April just wanted to hug the man. She believed what he said, but he still carried an air  of resignation about it all. She wished she could make him feel better, despite what he  said. Jeremy could never be like that, she reassured herself.  

	“Are you coming up?” he asked, like it was normal to ask if she wanted to join him in

	watching his wife fuck another man. Normal had such a different meaning on Milford  Court.  

	Cami was on her knees when they came into the bedroom. Her top was already gone  and Rey had handfuls of her luscious raven hair, using it as handles while he fucked her  throat. April’s core tightened so quickly at the sight that she gasped. She’d seen all the  wives of Milford Court give head now, and she didn’t know how she’d ever keep up with  them. She wasn’t capable of swallowing cock the way they did.  

	Marc silently moved around the perimeter of the bedroom and sat in a chair by his  wife’s dressing table. He stared at Cami having her mouth used with the strangest look.  The man seemed both horrified and enthralled. April wondered how any husband could  watch his wife take that—fetish or no fetish.  

	Rey was relentless, pumping his cock into Cami’s throat like a piston. The sounds he  forced from the woman weren’t human. She was red-faced and drooling. Her heavy mas-  cara ran in streaks down her cheeks. April was fascinated by the power Rey had over her,  but nothing about it looked pleasurable—for her friend. She would have rushed over and  made sure Cami was okay if the cameras hadn’t been rolling. Instead, she watched with  the same fascination as Marc.  

	Cami violently coughed when Rey pulled his thick tool from her throat. Of course, he  was hung. April had just accepted that every man in the Miami-Dade metro area had a  huge cock. Her friend wasn’t going to choose a small penis for her scene, anyway. She  understood what her fans wanted to see. Cami was still wiping her eyes when Rey    .

	ordered her to get on the bed and open her legs. The curvy Latina bent over with her rear  pointed directly at a camera and rolled her leggings down. Another must have caught the  way her breasts hung and swayed from the front.  

	“Tell me what you need, puta,” Rey demanded. His accent was so heavy that April had  trouble understanding his words.  

	“I need your cock, Papi. You know I need it,” Cami cooed.  

	April held back a snicker at her friend’s acting. The woman did look like she needed  sex, but her over-the-top, breathy voice was just silly. Do guys really buy that? April marveled.  

	“Why you need this cock, puta?”  

	Cami seemed to stare at the camera more than her lover. Turning her smolder up to  eleven, she whimpered, “Because I need a real cock, Papi. I need to be fucked like I de-  serve.”  

	“That blanco maricon you’re married to can’t take care of a proud Latina puta like you.”  The crack from Rey slapping her jiggling ass echoed around the bedroom.  

	“No, Papi, no one makes me come like you do. Give it to me, Papi.”  

	April watched Marc while the drama played out. If the words stung, he didn’t show it.  His face remained the same the entire time. The husband was eager, like he couldn’t wait  to see his wife get what she deserved. She’d been drifting closer to him and settled beside  his chair.  

	“Ohhh…fuck…yesss…fuck me, Papi…fuck me good…”  

	Cami was flipped on her back, and Rey stood beside the bed, pushing her legs back to  her chest and holding them together. All his ink may have been off-putting, but watching  his body move was impressive. He wasn’t gym-toned like the husbands on the cul-de-sac,  but he was just as powerful. His strength looked hard-earned in the real world.  

	April didn’t think watching a rough man like Rey fuck her friend would do anything  for her, but his deep grunts made her sizzle. Every thrust made her center ache to be  filled. She couldn’t imagine letting a man like that touch her, but her emerging dark side  was curious about how it would feel to be used like that. She held onto the back of Marc’s  chair and squeezed her thighs tightly together.  

	Rey pulled out, leaving Cami gasping. He climbed onto the bed and fed her his cock  again. April didn’t understand switching off when they were just getting started. Is this a  porn thing? It doesn’t seem very satisfying. He held the back of Cami’s head, but it was  unnecessary. She wrapped her arms around his waist and pulled his cock back into her  throat. He groaned, telling her she was una buena puta. April thought he said that. She’d  have trouble following the Spanish under normal circumstances, but her brain was get-  ting cloudy. This was not something a pretty white woman from the suburbs had ever en-  countered before.  

	Cami violently sputtered when he pulled out of her throat again. He asked if she  wanted more and she pulled him back into her mouth and fucked her throat onto his  cock. April was disturbed but quite impressed.  

	He had to pull her hair and pry her mouth off his cock when he wanted her to stop.

	He laughed and called her puta again. April finally recalled hearing the word in a movie  or TV show and was fairly sure it meant something like slut. Does she like being called a  slut over and over again, or is that for her fans? Cami certainly played the role.  

	Rey put her legs up over his shoulders and powered his cock down into her. Cami  wailed and reached for the headboard. Marc licked his lips and leaned forward in his  chair. April was so overheated that she wanted to peel off her cute floral sundress. She  hadn’t noticed when the bedroom became so hot.  

	The epicenter was the damp heat between her thighs, and it drove her to distraction.  She shifted in her flip-flops but couldn’t squeeze her thighs tight enough. She recalled  how Tommy had filled her the day before, and she once again cursed that her husband  was thousands of miles away. She needed what Cami was getting, although maybe not  quite that hard. Rey looked like he was trying to shatter her friend. April knew she would  have eagerly submitted to Tommy if he had walked into the room.  

	Cami screamed after several minutes, and April was sure she came. It only made the  latter’s need for an orgasm stronger. Rey pulled out and played with the Latina’s swollen,  gaping pussy while taunting her. She begged for more, assuring her papi that he was the  only man who could satisfy her. April looked for Marc’s reaction and saw his shorts were  around his ankles while he stroked his cock.  

	Marc groaned when Rey put his wife on all fours, facing the camera at the end of the  bed, and plunged back into her. He pumped his dick slowly, like he wanted it to last.  April was amazed. Her friend’s husband truly enjoyed watching his wife being used and 

	abused by another man. Not only that, he liked being humiliated in the process. Still, she  felt awful for him. What made a man crave such a thing?  

	April knelt beside Marc and put her hand over his. Her touch startled him. She pulled  his hand away and softly said, “Let me.” She wanted to sound sympathetic, but her voice  was thick with desire. The intent to help him didn’t outweigh her need. He began to  protest, but when she smiled up at him and began to pump his shaft, he simply moaned  with a helpless look. His passivity didn’t turn her on at all, but she didn’t need that. April  was already soaked and throbbing.  

	It was the smallest cock she’d held in years. Marc didn’t have the monster that the  other husbands on Milford Court possessed. He wasn’t tiny—about average, if she  remembered correctly—but that looked small in comparison to Darius or Tommy or  Chase. Jeremy was larger than average, too. She’d only held two of those cocks, but she’d  studied the others so closely that it felt like she’d touched them.  

	Size didn’t matter in that moment. Having a cock to play with made her feel less pas-  sive and tapped into her growing wild side. Together, they watched Rey rail Cami. The  submissive wife wailed and moaned, her ass rippling and hanging tits jostling beneath  her with every punishing thrust from Rey. April’s hand slipped up her dress as she won-  dered, Would it feel good to be taken like that? Ohmygod, could I even handle it?  

	Marc panted hard and began to shake. She understood that he was aroused from  watching Rey fuck his wife, but she still liked to believe she was also responsible for get-  ting him off. She’d come to accept that she did like that kind of attention.    .

	April rubbed her furrow through soaked panties and began to breathe heavily, too.  Holding back her moans became increasingly difficult. She thrilled from watching her  friend having sex on the bed, but her attention kept being drawn back to the cock in her  hand. She stroked Marc’s meat the way he had, slow and steady, with a tight grip. Excite-  ment oozed from the tip, and she used it to lubricate her fist. He trembled when she ca-  ressed his head.  

	“Ready to be bred, puta?” Rey huffed. He sounded like he was running a marathon.  When she didn’t answer quickly enough, he slapped her round, jiggling ass hard, and  kept slapping it. She shrieked, clinging to the footboard for dear life. It’s a good thing she  doesn’t have to worry about the neighbors here, April thought.  

	“Ooooo yesss, Papi! Fill me! Give it to me, Papi! Ooooo…breed me…put it in me, Papi!”  

	“Arrrghh…fuck…dammit…” Marc groaned. Under his breath, he growled, “Take it you  little fucking whore…take his goddam cum…breed her whore cunt…”  

	The words startled April. They should never come from such a mild-mannered man  like Marc. Maybe he wasn’t as beaten as he seemed. But if this makes him angry, why…  

	Her musings were cut off when he finished with an anguished, gargled cry. Spurts of  Marc’s cuck seed shot into the air and onto his thighs. More oozed out all over April’s  hand. Having her friend’s husband finish on her, feeling his cum, triggered disgust,  which was quickly overwhelmed by the dirty feeling of making a man she hardly knew  finish with her hand. His gooey mess made her grip glide smoothly up and down his  shaft. She squeezed it tighter as he shrank. April wanted him to stay hard. She was    

	shocked to realize, I want him to fuck me! She needed to be fucked so badly.  

	Marc was out of his chair in a flash. He moved so quickly, and April was so horny that  her only reaction was to move with him. The cuck was passive no more. She was pushed  into his chair, and he buried his face between her thighs in one fluid motion. He fiercely  kissed her pussy through her panties. She threw her head back, a cry joining the pas-  sionate sounds from the couple on the bed.  

	“Ahhh god…you…you don’t…ahhh yesss…god yesss…Marrrc…”  

	April was going to tell Marc that he didn’t have to go down on her, but that was silly  because she needed to come, and it would be so much better if someone else did it for  her. She’d already gotten off in the shower that morning—an emerging new hobby—but  it wasn’t satisfying because it wasn’t what she needed. Marc sucked at her soaked panties,  but intense pleasure sizzled through April when he peeled them aside and sucked on her  clit.  

	“Ahhh…yesss…Marrrc…ahhh…”  

	“Breed me, Papi! Breed me!” Cami screamed.  

	“Ahhh god…make me come…Marrrc…make me come, Marc!” April demanded, inspired  by her friend.  

	Everyone came together. Everyone except for Marc. He hadn’t been able to wait. Rey  rammed his cock home and emptied his balls deep inside Cami. The Latina screamed  and cried her thanks to the stud breeding her while she rolled through a thunderous cli-  max. And April experienced her own body-deep orgasm while she watched her friend    .

	achieve bliss. Marc slurped at her pulsing button and vigorously fucked her with three  fingers, which almost didn’t feel like enough after the way Tommy had filled her. Her excitement flooded Marc’s mouth, and he drank deeply of it.  

	Rey eased back from Cami, and she sagged to the bed, struggling to catch her breath.  The acting was all for the camera, but the pounding she took was very real, just like her  orgasms. Her lover stood beside the bed and shook and stretched like he’d just finished  an intense workout. April watched them through a haze of ecstasy. Marc still made out  with her pussy, and he was driving her to another climax.  ^

	“Ahhh…ahhh god…Marrrc…” she helplessly cried, toes curling in her flip flops when  she came a second time. Suddenly, it was all too intense, and she shoved Marc away with  both hands. She rode the waves of bliss flowing through her, smiling and tensing with  every new peak.  April opened her eyes and caught Cami smiling at her. 

	“Mmm, isn’t my Marcie so  good at that? You can borrow his mouth anytime. Isn’t that right, baby?”  

	Marc looked at his freshly fucked wife with intense love. “Anything for you, darling.”  

	“I’m such a lucky girl,” Cami affirmed.  

	April wondered if she’d ever understand the Goldman’s marriage, which made her  worry what all of this was doing to hers.    
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	Jeremy lay in bed watching television with Peyton when he got April’s text. She said,  Had an interesting afternoon. I think you’ll enjoy the story when we catch up later. Hope  you’re having fun out there . The text was punctuated with a big heart.  

	He was having fun, and it was the most normal he’d felt since all of it started—except  for the fact that it was a half-naked former pro cheerleader in bed beside him instead of  his wife. April’s text shattered that normalcy. Dread bubbled up when he considered what  her interesting afternoon entailed. Did it involve Tommy? Fuck! His cock twitched with new  life at the thought of it, even as the acid seeping up his chest threatened his good mood.  Should I even ask what she means?  

	Peyton noticed the life pulse back into his cock and smiled. “Ooo, did April just send  you a naked picture? Can I see it?” She reached for his phone, but he batted her hands  away. He’d become very comfortable with his neighbor’s wife.  

	They were eating nachos in bed while streaming some Netflix teen drama. Couldn’t  get more comfortable than that. Peyton was scrubbed free of all makeup and lounged in a  cut-up sweatshirt and panties. It was the first time he’d seen her look like a normal girl.  She was very pretty without being all done up. She also looked like the young woman she  was, rather than a Real Housewife.  

	“Knock it off. She doesn’t do that kind of thing.”  

	“I’m sure Little Miss Innocent is doing all kinds of things you think she doesn’t do.

	This is when you’re going to find out who she really is—who she’s always wanted to be if  she’d felt free to cut loose before.”  

	“You don’t have to talk about her like that. This isn’t a competition.”  

	“Obviously.” She laughed. “I just want you to be prepared for whatever is going to  happen. I like you, Jeremy. I’ve always been out there with who I am, to everyone but my  family anyway, so none of this stuff on our cul-de-sac is too crazy to me. But girls like  April are different. It’s like when a sheltered girl goes off to college and loses her head.  She just might want to try everything all at once. I don’t want you to be shocked by it.  And yes, maybe I am a little salty because goody two shoes like her were the ones who al-  ways whispered what a slut I was behind my back while they were taking it in the ass  from their boyfriends to preserve their ‘virginity.’”  

	“Well, April isn’t like that either. And she’s never done anal. She doesn’t tear people  down, especially other women. She isn’t going to lose her mind. We’ll be fine.” Jeremy  projected confidence because he didn’t like Peyton laying out all his fears like that.  

	“Then ask her to send you a naked selfie. You’re so sure she doesn’t do that kind of  thing. Try her.”  

	“I don’t have to prove anything to you.”  

	“Prove it to yourself.”  

	Jeremy hated that the girl got under his skin—she was good at that—but regardless,  he texted his wife: Went shopping with Peyton. It was interesting. Can’t wait to hear about  your day. Miss you. Send me something sexy.

	“By the way, I’ll send you a naughty picture anytime you like, stud,” Peyton teased.  He didn’t doubt it.  

	April responded to his text. Do you mean what I think you mean? Are you asking for  THAT kind of picture?  He tapped out a response. 

	Why not? We’re trying new things, right?  

	“That’s my guy. Take charge.” Peyton snuggled closer to read his text conversation  with April.  

	Her hand landed on his crotch, rubbing Jeremy through his boxers. The touch was so  casual that it was weirdly intimate, which made him squirm, especially when he was tex-  ting with his wife.  

	Are we trying that? I don’t want any photographic evidence out there. It’s a slippery slope to  OnlyFans. It was the response he expected from his wife. Even the witty tip to Cami. She  wasn’t that different—yet. He replied, I promise not to sell it on the internet, and added the  lie, I’m lonely.  

	April answered right back. I thought Peyton was taking care of that.  

	Jeremy didn’t like the dig at him and was ready to snark back, but the blonde beside  him laughed.  

	“Don’t worry, honey, I am. Your husband is in good hands. Do you want me to text  that to her? I could send her a picture of your cock in my mouth.” She squeezed him  tighter when she said it, making him grunt.  

	“I don’t think that’s necessary. April doesn’t want to see that.”    .

	“But it would be fun,” she pouted.  

	His phone dinged while they debated it. April had texted a photo. He knew he should  hide it from Peyton, but it was too late. The girl was staring at his naked wife on his  phone and grinning. She’d already seen everything April had by her pool anyway.  

	“Is that the April you know?” she asked.  

	His phone dinged with an immediate follow-up. You’d better delete that when you’re  done with it. That was never going to happen.  

	Jeremy stared at the texted photo of his wife. April stood in front of the full-length  mirror in their bedroom with the late afternoon sun streaming in through the balcony  doors to her left. Her chestnut hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her full lips were  curled in a knowing smile while the rest of her face was carefully obscured by her phone.  And she only wore a tiny pair of white panties with little red hearts. He squinted and was  sure he spied a wet spot on the front of her panties. Jeremy was speechless.  

	“Wow, that’s very sexy,” Peyton commented, taking the phone from his hand for a  better look. “Really shows why you guys are into her. We should send this around to all  the husbands.”  

	“Don’t you dare!” he cried, snapping out of it. He reached for his phone, but Peyton  kept it away from him. She also tightened her grip on his shaft, making him groan.  

	“Relax, stud. I’d never do anything like that.” Peyton smiled at his thickening cock.  “Mmm, you like it when Dirty April comes out to play. Don’t you?”  

	“Peyton…” he warned, but then admitted, “Yeah…” 

	“Mmm, you would have loved to have seen her when she watched me with Chase  then. That girl’s the real deal. She loves to watch. She was so turned on.”  

	“Shit… Peyt…” His head was spinning from everything—the blonde slowly pumping  his cock, his wife’s photo, and hearing how wild April was. She held out his phone so he  could see the photo while she teased him.  

	“She tried to be the good little wifey, but April just couldn’t help herself. She saw what  I was getting, and she wanted it, too. She only needed a little nudge, and she showed us  everything.”  

	Peyton pumped him harder, and he would have come on the spot if she hadn’t  drained his balls a couple of hours earlier. The experienced cheerleader knew exactly what  she was doing. She had him so hard it actually hurt. The only saving grace was that he  knew she was not just a tease. Peyton would take care of him properly.  

	“Ohhh shit…dammit…Peyy…”  

	“I hope she touches herself a lot for you because watching her come is so hot. I’d love  to watch her get off while you fuck me, Jeremy.”  

	His brain was tossed into a blender and pureed. He could see it too clearly. Peyton  riding him, a hand braced on his chest while her tits swayed with her rhythm. April,  watching from a chair beside them, her dress bunched around her waist after she pulled  it down and hiked it up. His wife rubbed her pussy and tits while she drank in Peyton  using his cock. The scene would have been so unthinkable a couple of months ago that  he wouldn’t even have thought to fantasize about it.    .

	Jeremy couldn’t handle the teasing any longer. He rolled, pinning Peyton on her back.  The remains of their nachos spilled, sending chips and cheese, and toppings everywhere.  He didn’t care. He had to fuck the cheerleader, and he’d pretend his wife was watching  while he did it. She was laughing the entire time, but that stopped when he pulled her  panties aside and thrust deep inside her.  

	Peyton moaned and clenched around him, dropping his phone. Her legs hooked over  his, locking him inside her. She caressed his face, and her blue eyes blazed up at him  when she raked her nails through his hair.  

	“Ohhhh yesss…take what you want, Jeremy…fuck me…”  

	“You’re…fucking…asking for it…” he growled, a newfound aggression sizzling through  is veins. Only, he wasn’t sure if it was for Peyton or April.  

	“Want your dirty April to watch…you fuck…me…”  

	“Goddam it…”  

	His phone chimed. He’d forgotten about it in his need to sink his dick into Peyton.  April texted, No reaction? Wow!  

	“Shit!”  

	Jeremy kept his cock shanked in Peyton while awkwardly reaching to tap out a reply to  his wife. Speechless. Got my hnads to busy to type. It was the truth, but he wasn’t going to  tell April his hands were busy with Peyton.  

	“Fuck me, stud!” the blonde demanded, working her hips  

	He responded, trying to match her rhythm, but he kept an eye on his phone. April    

	replied, That’s better. lol Have fun with that. Going to dinner at Shelly & Chase’s tonight. Call  you when I get back. Love you.  

	Peyton made him look at her. He couldn’t tell if her intensity was amusement or  anger.  

	“Focus on me…stud…I’m the one…you’re fucking…ohhh…”  

	“Sorry…I…she…”  

	“She’s watching us…rubbing that needy pussy while I get your cock…”  

	“Shit…dammit…Peyt…”  

	“Mmm…even better…she’s on all fours…Dar is fucking her…pulling her hair…making her  watch…ohhhh fuck…”  

	“Ohhh Christ…shit…Peyt…”  

	Jeremy thought he was going to pass out. His slammed his cock into Peyton. She was  such a dirty girl, and she got him. She was his wet dream. He closed his eyes and saw it  all. April was lost, being split in two by Peyton’s massive husband while she watched the  girl use her husband. April was crazed. Milford Court had turned her into a wild slut, just  like Peyton.  

	“Looks like you two have had a better afternoon than I did,” Darius said.  

	
Jeremy froze when he heard the Black man’s voice. Peyton’s hips kept churning. She  wasn’t fazed at all.  

	“Ohhh…hey, baby…April just…ohhh…sent him a nudie pic and he’s…ohhh…taking it out on  me…”    .

	Darius laughed. “He’s lucky you’re here.” He walked over and took Jeremy’s phone  off the bed, regarding April’s nude with a low whistle. “Damn, Big Dog. She’s spicy, isn’t  she? Oh, April says you'd better delete the picture when you’re done with it.” He chuck-  led and smacked Jeremy on the back. “Well, don’t let me stop you. Take care of my girl. I  need to grab a shower anyway.”  

	“Yeah…fuck me…ohhh lordy…fuck me…now!”  

	April would be pissed if she knew the Russells had seen her photo. Or would she love  Darius seeing it? Nothing made sense anymore. But Jeremy did as he was told, as weird  as it was to have another man walk in and tell him to fuck his wife. Fucking Peyton was  the only thing that made sense in that moment.  

	“Yesss…yesss…fuck meeee…fuck me while that dirty bitch watches us…yesss…ohhh fuck  yesss…”  

	“Yeah…yeah…goddam it yeah…Peyt…” he grunted, driving his cock with all his  strength.  

	Jeremy growled, picturing the scene all over again, thinking, Take his cock, you dirty,  slutty, bitch… He knew he’d regret thinking about April like that the moment he came.  
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	Peyton’s howls were muffled because her face was buried in the bundle of sheets at the  end of the bed, but her eyes were visible through the spill of blonde hair. She stared at  Jeremy while Darius took her ass. Her face may have been half-buried in the hotel room  bed, but her tight, round ass was high in the air. It looked even smaller in her husband’s  enormous hands. He drilled her back door with long, smooth strokes, and he was picking  up speed.  

	Watching the couple fucking for the last forty-five minutes made Jeremy seriously  doubt he ever made Peyton come. She must have been an excellent actress. He hadn’t  come close to giving her what Darius did. He was done for the night, but the former All-  Pro just kept going and going.  

	The threesome had gone to dinner at another exclusive, upscale restaurant. Peyton  wore the little red dress with the star cutout, which drew attention even in decadent LA.  Jeremy felt like she was just as much on his arm as Darius’ and was proud to be out with  a woman who pulled that kind of attention. He mentally put April in that dress for a  night out at a high-end Miami Beach restaurant and got dizzy thinking about men looking at his wife the way they did Peyton. April was a changed woman, as the cheerleader  had proved, but was she that changed? He was for even considering it.  

	After dinner, they returned to the bungalow, where Peyton directed her men to sit  side-by-side on the couch and take out their cocks. Jeremy was intimidated by being so    .

	close to the big man and didn’t rise to the occasion at first. The blonde worked a dick in  each hand, pumping the guys ski pole style. It felt great, but Jeremy didn’t stiffen up  until he was in her hot, hungry mouth. No man could stay soft when she started sucking.  

	Peyton took her time going back and forth and pleasing her men. She enjoyed being  in charge. They were kept on the edge until Darius impatiently growled. He didn’t like to  be teased. He ordered his wife into the bedroom. Jeremy followed.  

	She did not want them both at once. Her husband had her first. Jeremy wasn’t going  to fight that. Darius devoured her pussy until Peyton was a babbling, orgasmic mess. Of  course, the man had to be good at that, too. God had given him blessings with both  hands.  

	Once she was helpless and under his power, Darius slipped in and gave her a slow,  sensual fucking that was more shocking for its intimacy and intensity than just slam-  ming her would have been. The married couple was making love right after Peyton had  another man’s cock in her mouth. It felt like something Jeremy shouldn’t be watching,  but he did and was enthralled. Darius did not finish but made her come once…twice…  more and turned her over to their neighbor.  

	Jeremy was still intimidated, but instinct kicked in once he was fucking the cheer-  leader. It was the third time they’d had sex that day. He hadn’t done that with his wife in  years. It was also their most intense coupling. He started like he had something to prove.  Her cunt felt different after Darius opened it up, and Jeremy wanted to show he was the  man’s equal. But Peyton hushed him and slowed him down. That wasn’t what she 

	wanted. She wanted to feel the connection they’d built. It wasn’t making love, but intimate enough that it felt wrong to be doing with anyone but April.  

	He didn’t feel wrong enough to stop. Their bodies moved together, and they shared  an incredible moment that stretched on and on. Having come twice already that day, Jere-  my had the endurance he needed for a good showing in front of Darius. But when he fi-  nally came, he didn’t have much left to deposit. Peyton didn’t care. She came with him  and pulled him into a slow, sensual kiss.  

	Darius took over again when Jeremy slinked off to his chair, spent and exhausted.  The football player performed like he had even more to prove than Jeremy, who smiled as  he watched. For the briefest moment, he felt like he was actually competition to Darius.  And then that illusion was shattered when the man spent the next forty-five minutes ef-  fortlessly taking his wife in every position possible.  

	Peyton became an orgasm machine. Jeremy didn’t understand how she took it all.  April could never go like that, could she? He didn’t know because he didn’t have the ability  to test her. The realization that Darius would do the job sent a shiver down his spine.  

	All of that led to the big climax Jeremy was watching, which was the huge man slowly,  deliberately mining Peyton’s tight asshole. They used lube, but he still didn’t understand  how she took that monster back there. The physics seemed impossible.  

	“Ohhh myyy lordyyy…awww Daddy…my asss…Daddy please…”  

	“Gonna fill that tight ass…fill it with…my jizz…”  

	“Ohhh please, Daddy…fuck my ass…sweet lordy…fuck my ass, Daddy…”    .

	Jeremy marveled at how hard Darius took his wife’s rear. His hands nearly encircled  Peyton’s waist when he grabbed it. He jabbed her rosebud with violent, staccato thrusts,  bouncing his balls off the backs of her thighs. He roared and buried his shaft in her. His  handsome face contorted like he was having a stroke and Jeremy knew he was emptying  those huge balls in her ass. The cheerleader shrieked in short bursts, coming with her  husband.  

	Seeing the way anal rocked Peyton’s world pushed Jeremy toward trying it with April,  which had him wonder again just how dirty his wife was becoming. He just couldn’t  imagine his perky wife letting anyone put anything up there, but she’d done a lot of  things he didn’t think were possible.  

	Darius pulled out of Peyton’s ass and gave it one last stinging slap before crawling off  the bed. Jeremy intentionally looked anywhere but at the long, shiny, dark piece of meat  that swayed between his thighs when he walked over to the minibar for a bottle of water.  

	How is he so big when he’s soft? Christ, that will ruin April.  

	“You were incredible tonight, baby. Fuck, I love you,” Darius called out to his wife,  who rolled onto her back with an exhausted groan. She was flushed and sweaty, but glow-  ing. He brought her a water, too.  

	“Mmm, you were incredible, Daddy. I love you so fucking much. I’m such a lucky  girl.” She pressed the cold bottle to her face and chest before drinking it.  

	“See how much fun this can all be when you embrace it?” Darius asked, dropping  into the chair beside Jeremy. He didn’t bother dressing. His limp cock hung like a threat

	between his legs.  

	“Yeah, it’s something,” Jeremy agreed. “I still don’t know if I see April and I living  like this, but it’s a fun vacation from everyday life.”  

	“This can be everyday life, if you want it to be.”  

	“Speak for yourself,” Peyton called out from the bed. “I like to fuck as much as the  next girl—except for maybe Cami or Marti—but if every day was like today, I’d be broken.  I need downtime to recover. But I love knowing it’s there when I want it, and that’s the  magic of our little community, for me anyway. I get all the cock I want, on my terms. If I  want to curl up and watch a Top Chef marathon instead of hosting one of you husbands, I  can. No one is going to push me into something I don’t want to do.”  

	“There are the freeuse days,” Darius pointed out with a chuckle.  

	“But we know when those are coming. And I like those. I think they were my idea.”  

	“Nah, baby, that was Marti. She and Tommy are good at pushing boundaries.”  

	“Freeuse?” Jeremy asked.  

	“Those are days when the wives are just available to whoever, whenever,” Darius an-  swered.  

	“That’s most days, to be fair,” Peyton added with a giggle.  

	“Yeah, baby, but on freeuse days, you’re ready for anything. You understand there’s  no saying, no thank you.”  

	“And the wives are okay with that?” Jeremy was more disturbed than excited by the  idea.    .

	“Oh, we get our freeuse days with you boys, too. Milford Court is all about equality.”  

	“How do you feel about Marti deciding you’re all doing that? Or Tommy making  those decisions?” Jeremy asked.  

	Peyton shrugged the best she could on her back. “We all said yes. She didn’t force  anyone into it.”  

	Jeremy knew the social dynamics on the cul-de-sac were more complicated than that.  He’d seen it in action.  

	“They can be a bit much,” Darius conceded. “Tommy likes to call the shots when he  thinks he can get away with it. Like with April…” He cut himself off like he’d said too  much.  

	“What about April?”  

	“Chill, Big Dog. It was more about us than you guys.”  

	“What about April?” Jeremy pushed. He didn’t disguise the tension in his voice.  

	“Listen, don’t make this something it’s not. It didn’t bother me because I guess it was  fair. He brought you guys into the neighborhood. But he, uh…”  

	“Don’t be a pussy, sweetie,” Peyton interrupted. “What’s he going to do? Tommy told  the boys that he got to have April first. He found her, and he wanted to be the one to cor-  rupt her. I think those were his words. Weren’t they, sweetie?”  

	“Yeah, maybe.”  

	“And now he’s had her, so I guess she’s fair game. He’d never try to call permanent  dibs. That wouldn’t fly.”    

	“I thought Milford Court was all about equality?” Jeremy asked.  

	“Exactly! Even if the other boys agreed, he can’t tell April who to fuck. That’s silly. I  don’t know why I even mentioned it. But now that she’s open, I bet the boys will be lin-  ing up. Makes me kind of jealous, but I know it’s about the newness. No offense.”  

	“Yeah,” Jeremy mumbled. Peyton’s jealousy was the least offensive part of what he’d  learned.  

	“You’re fucking her when we get back, aren’t you, sweetie?” Peyton didn’t sound like  it bothered her one bit.  

	“Well, yeah.” He turned to Jeremy. “Sorry, bro, but yeah. Your April is so damn sweet  and sexy. I can’t wait to feel what she’s like. I respect you too much to pretend it ain’t like  that.”  

	“Yeah, thanks.” Jeremy was boiling. Darius ruining his wife for all other men was  suddenly the least of his concerns. Besides, he’d been fucking the man’s wife all day.  

	“Get it out of your system, sweetie. I bet she’s no better than me or Shelly. You’ll see.”  

	The couple discussed his wife like she was some whore to be traded around the cul-  de-sac, but Jeremy was too upset to care. Hell, maybe they were right, and now April was  just another wife to be passed around Milford Court. He spent the day fucking Peyton  until he had nothing left, so who was he to tell her no if she wanted that? But the fucking  nerve of Tommy Fucking Siegel.  

	The bastard claimed the right to corrupt Jeremy’s wife. April wasn’t Tommy’s to claim  for anything. She’s my fucking wife. He thinks I’m some goddam chump. He never questioned    .

	that he could have her. The implication was that she needed a real man like Tommy be-  cause Jeremy isn’t masculine enough to have corrupted her himself. Why did she need cor-  rupting at all? April’s her own woman. Fuck him! But what he really hated was that Tommy  may have been right. April was changed. Why was that side hidden from him all those  years? Jeremy shook with anger.  

	“Calm down, bro. It’s just how Tommy is. He doesn’t mean anything by it,” Darius  said.  

	“Everyone keeps saying stuff like that. That’s just how Tommy is. Why do all of you put  up with his controlling bullshit?”  

	“He’s been good to me, man. He’s never tried to take anything from me that I wasn’t  willing to give.”  

	“Share,” Peyton corrected.  Only a man like Darius would see it that way. He always gets what he wants, too. How do I  walk through the world with their entitlement? Jeremy wondered. Do I need to become like  them?  

	“Tommy’s a bit much, but he’s not in charge like he thinks he is,” Darius said.  

	“He’s an asshole. You can say it, sweetie. He’s a charming asshole, and he fucks really  good, but he’s an asshole. He could stand to be knocked down a peg or two. And Marti  needs to learn she’s not the queen bee.”  

	“So why doesn’t anyone do anything about it?” Jeremy asked.  

	“What are we going to do? We all live together. We need to get along. And like I said, 

	Tommy’s been very good to me. He set me up for everything that came after football.”  

	“That doesn’t mean you have to suck his dick,” Peyton said, taking the words out of  Jeremy’s mouth.  

	“I get that everyone shares on Milford Court. And it works out for everyone. But he  can’t walk around thinking it’s all really his. Tommy doesn’t get to claim my wife because  he’s a bully with money. And I’m going to prove that to him.”  

	“I’d like to see the Siegels humbled. Count me in,” Peyton encouraged.  

	“Hey, be careful who you take on, Jeremy,” Darius warned. “Tommy has more than  money. He has connections and real power. He’s not someone you want to fuck with.”  

	“Maybe I don’t strut around like the rest of you guys, but trust me, I’m very good at  what I do. I’m a good lawyer because I see the big picture, and I know how to work the  angles. I didn’t see Tommy coming because all of this is like something out of a bad  movie. It’s not real life. But now that I know the deal, I can do what I do best. I’ll figure  out where to hit him. Their arrogance is always the downfall for men like Tommy Siegel.”  

	“You go, Jeremy!” Peyton cheered.  

	“I’m not telling you not to do it, brother. I’m just telling you to be careful. You’re a  nice guy. I don’t want to see you get hurt.”  

	“You all keep saying Tommy isn’t someone to fuck with. It’s about time he learns that  neither am I.”  

	“Lordy, that’s hot. This doesn’t mean you’re not DTF anymore, does it? Because I re-  ally want to fuck you right now. Well, maybe tomorrow. I’m going to need a minute.”    .

	Darius laughed but still seemed wary.  

	Jeremy chuckled mirthlessly. “I’m going to need a minute, too, Peyton, but yeah, this  doesn’t change the rest of it. April and I can’t stop exploring the open side of all this now  that we’ve started, no matter how we got here. I’m sure she’ll agree.”  

	“You’re getting hotter by the second,” Peyton said. “Maybe I can blow you tonight.”  

	Jeremy loved that he projected enough confidence to get the cheerleader so hot, but  there was one problem. He had no idea how the hell he was going to bring down Tommy  Fucking Siegel. 
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	Although she knew it wasn’t just dinner, April when relieved when Richelle invited her  over for the evening. She would have gone crazy, disappeared into a bottle of wine, or  both if she’d been left alone all night to think about her afternoon with the Santiago- Goldmans. The experience left her with so much to unpack, she didn’t even know where  to begin.  

	She spent the rest of the afternoon soaking in her enormous bathtub while forcing  images of Cami’s video shoot out of her brain. April saw it as clearly as if she’d joined her  friend’s OnlyFans to watch it. The effect the rough sex had on her was disturbing, but  she was becoming accustomed to shocking things making her wet. She was more worried  by watching Marc and worrying that Jeremy could become a cuck just like him than  about who she was becoming.  

	Her husband was goofy and sometimes clueless, but he was not weak. April believed  a man had to have that in him to take that turn. That was not Jeremy. He’d never sit back  and touch himself while she told another man how much better he fucked her. She’d  never tolerate that anyway.  

	Sharing and being shared was strange enough. Introducing humiliation into it was  too much for her. She had to believe they could never go down that path. But then she  thought of Tommy and how he loved power—and how she responded to that power—  and it still scared her. What if I truly lost all control? April’s marriage would be over. Jeremy would never recover from it, and she’d never look at him the same way again if he  let it slide.  

	Turmoil did not slake her desire. Cami was right that Marc was very good at going  down, and he easily gave her multiple orgasms—her capacity for that was a fun new dis-  covery—but he didn’t give her the thing she really needed. His passivity turned her off,  but April still would have let the cuck fuck her if he’d tried.  

	Watching Cami be thoroughly used by Rey had her aching for her own rough fuck.  Perhaps not as rough as her friend took it—she didn’t want to be treated like a complete  whore, although less than twenty-four hours earlier Tommy had taken her, and he wasn’t  exactly gentle. She might have gone knocking on the Siegels’ door if she didn’t know  what it would do to her husband.  

	April fought her urges by lightly touching herself in the bath and thinking about  Tommy’s rough hands on her delicate body—how he tossed her over his shoulder and  carried her off to bed like she didn’t have a choice in fucking him. She thought about  how he pounded her from behind until she came, and then he turned her over and kept  going. She shamefully recalled how he slowed down at the end and her thighs tightened  around him, drawing his cock into her willing pussy. She whimpered with a dark thrill  recalling how he nearly finished inside her, filling her slutty pussy with his forbidden  seed.  

	Accepting Tommy’s cum wouldn’t have knocked her up—probably not at that time of  the month, anyway—but it still would have been so wrong to let another man pump his 

	load deep inside her when she’d denied that to her husband before he left on his trip.  Would I have let him if he’d refused to pull out? God, what if Tommy filled me with his cum…  what if…what if he bred me with this powerful seed?  

	The thought of it should have disgusted her—and it did on so many levels—but April  nearly came rubbing her clit while she thought about it. She only stopped because she  wouldn’t let herself come with that thought in her head. She was left aching with frus-  tration. And then Richelle texted her dinner invitation at the perfect time.  

	She lay in the tub afterward and tried to decide just how far she’d go with Chase.  Having that debate in her head made April feel like she’d slipped into an alternate uni-  verse. People don’t do these things, her brain insisted, even though she had ample evidence  to the contrary. They did it on Milford Court.  

	The McLaughlins’ dinner invitation was not just dinner—nothing was what it seemed  in their world—but she wondered, How does a man try to have sex with you while his wife is  sitting right there? Cami and Marc did their thing for an internet video. Richelle and Chase  seemed much more normal—if that word still had any meaning. Would Richelle excuse  herself from the room or stay and watch them? Can I have sex with him while she watches?  April didn’t want to believe she was that depraved.  

	While she considered all of that, she surrendered to another new idea she’d been toss-  ing about. It wasn’t lost on her that all of the other wives were perfectly smooth down  below. It seemed like a requirement for the wives of Milford Court. April had seen  enough of them to suspect they all waxed and didn’t shave—what a strange thought to    .

	have—and she didn’t have time to book an appointment for that, but she could clean up  down there.  

	April used to shave herself smooth in her pageant days. That was back when the  swimsuit competition was still a thing, and all the girls did it. They feared a pubic mishap  if something went wrong with their bikinis. She didn’t mind doing it to compete, but it  was unnatural to her. She kept it very neatly trimmed because it wouldn’t do to have a  jungle down there—Jeremy would have hated that—but she needed to keep something  because she was a woman, not a girl.  

	She hated the idea of surrendering to peer pressure—especially as a thirty-eight-  year-old woman—but she didn’t want to stand out. Would the other couples think she  was prudish because she wouldn’t shave her pussy? Three of the four husbands had seen  it now, and she wondered if they judged her. April wanted to be sexy for them.  

	The thought made her roll her eyes hard, but she couldn’t deny it. For the first time  in decades, she felt like she was in competition with other women again. April got her  razor and shaving cream and went to work in the bathtub. She didn’t stop until she had  gotten everything. Feeling it was strange. It was almost like she was touching someone  else. She couldn’t help thinking, Will Chase like it? Will Darius?  

	Realizing she’d shaved her pussy for another man, April texted Jeremy when she was  out of the tub. She needed to connect with her husband. She bristled with jealousy when  she thought of Jeremy in that blonde tramp’s arms, but part of her hoped he’d had a  good time with Peyton to assuage her own guilt over her dangerous, dirty thoughts.    

	Jeremy was in such a good mood that he asked for a sexy selfie. Once the shock wore  off, she decided it was the least she could do after how she’d spent the afternoon and how  she’d be spending the evening. But she would not show her face, and she slipped on a  pair of cute panties first. It wasn’t just about modesty. April was not up for questions  about her freshly shaved pussy. It could be a nice surprise for her husband when he  came home to her.  

	She was piqued when he didn’t answer with a compliment straightaway. His garbled  reply that his hands were busy was a sweet compliment. April liked thinking he was jerk-  ing off to her naked selfie thousands of miles away—something that would have been  off-putting just a couple of months ago—but she was still annoyed enough by his delayed  response that she told him she was going to dinner at the McLaughlins.  

	Jeremy didn’t reply, which further annoyed her. Okay, then, she thought. I guess that  means I can do as I please tonight.    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	  “I can give you an amazing deal if you come down to the dealership and trade in that  mom-mobile,” Chase said. “I can get you into something much sexier.”  

	“I’m sure you’d love to get me into something sexier,” April replied, smiling and sip-  ping her wine. She’d lost track of how many glasses she’d had through dinner, but she  would have to stop soon. She was on the edge between feeling light and fun and just  being drunk. Getting drunk on Milford Court seemed like a terrible idea. “But I still have    .

	two kids and their stuff I have to haul around.”  

	“Why not trade up from the minivan to a sleek SUV?” Richelle asked, brushing her  loose raven hair out of her face. It was an unusually windy night, which made the sum-  mer humidity tolerable. The heavy moon above them kept disappearing behind clouds.  She sat opposite April, beside her husband, on a plush loveseat by the pool. “How old is  that Honda?”  

	“A 2012 or a 2014? I feel like such a silly stereotype for admitting it, but I don’t pay  any attention to the cars. Jeremy handles all of that stuff. I just know it still runs great,  and it’s paid off.”  

	“Chase’s Cayenne is so nice, and it has plenty of room. I think you’d love it.”  

	“I can’t see myself running errands in a Porsche. I don’t care if it’s an SUV.” April  laughed. She was not cut out for a life of excess, but she was not going to tell her friends  on the well-off cul-de-sac that. Their gated community was amazing, but April didn’t  know if she’d ever be comfortable with that life.  

	“I could lend it to you,” Chase offered. “One day, and I know you’ll change your  mind. We could go for a test drive right now.”  

	Is this the move? April wondered. Chase gets me alone in his Porsche, and we what—do it  in the backseat? She hadn’t had sex in a car since her third date with Jeremy. The possi-  bility brought a tingle down below. Her need hadn’t abated and spending the evening  with the McLaughlins wasn’t helping that. She vividly remembered how hard her host  made Peyton come by the pool.  

	“I’ve had too much wine to drive anything,” she said. “I’m lucky I only have to stum-  ble next door tonight.”  

	“You’re always welcome to stay the night. You know that,” Richelle offered.  

	“Is that a thing you guys do here?”  

	April covered her mouth. The words had just rushed out, and she didn’t want to say  anything else crazy because she wanted to sound like she belonged. Over the course of  dinner, it dawned on her that she was becoming comfortable around her wife-swapping  neighbors. A low-level tension from the knowledge that the neighbors probably had plans  for her lingered in the background—and caused a buzz of excitement all night—but  she’d been more relaxed than she’d felt since the revelation of the neighborhood swap-  ping arrangement. April had been lightly flirting with Richelle and her husband all night.  

	The McLaughlins laughed. “A thing we do here?” Richelle echoed, still laughing. “You  make it sound like you’ve moved overseas and you’re trying to learn the culture. As some-  one who is half-Filipina, I feel like maybe I should be offended by that.”  

	“I didn’t mean…”  

	“She’s just fucking with you. She’s sweet, but she does that. The sweetness is why it’s  so effective,” Chase said.  

	“But staying over isn’t a thing that happens a lot. Why would we? Everyone lives a few  steps away. Maybe the convenience is why all of this works so well,” Richelle said.  

	“I think it’s how hot all of you wives are, not convenience. If that were the case, every-  one would be banging their neighbors,” Chase countered. 

	“It’s not the hotness or the convenience,” April suggested. “I don’t know how this ar-  rangement works so well for you guys, but most people could never live like this. I know  open marriages are having their cultural moment, but I don’t think most people want to  share. Sure, attraction and convenience can lead to cheating, but how many people would  just openly share their husband or wife?”  

	“But why cheat when you can be free to have your fun? I don’t understand cheating.  If people could be more honest like we are, they’d be a lot happier. I see so many miser-  able damn couples at the dealership. It would turn a guy off to marriage altogether if I  didn’t know better.”  

	“Norm… Most guys would never consider letting their wives sleep with another man,”  April replied.  

	“It’s fine to say it, April. We probably aren’t normal. I know I’m a freak. But I’m a  damned happy freak.”  

	“Fuck normal,” Richelle said, taking her husband’s hand. “I’ll choose to be a freak  with you any day of the week, honey. You’re my favorite freak.”  

	The couple kissed, and April felt a pang of jealousy because her husband was so far  away. Ideally, Jeremy would be there to fulfill her raging urges. She was excited about the  possibilities—and tipping more toward excited than scared by the day—but he was the  one she truly wanted to be with.  

	“I was waiting for you to bring it up over dinner, but you’ve joined us freaks, haven’t  you, April? I saw Tommy walk over to your house right after I dropped you off yesterday.”    

	Richelle smugly smiled and added, “And I didn’t see him leave for quite a while.”  

	“I didn’t invite him,” April defensively replied, knowing it didn’t matter. “He got Jere-  my out of town and didn’t waste any time coming over.”  

	“I wish he didn’t feel the need to play games like that. Everyone here is down to have  fun. I don’t know why that’s not enough for Tommy without fucking around. Aren’t we  old enough to be past power trips?” Chase wondered.  

	April was surprised by how enlightened he sounded and felt bad for prejudging him.  She was sure he was much more in Tommy’s mold, but being blustery didn’t mean  Chase wasn’t a decent guy.  

	“Did you guys have a cup of tea and a long chat, or did you decide to play his game?”  Richelle asked.  

	April looked away and smiled shyly. Everyone else on Milford Court discussed sex like  it was no big deal, but she doubted she could ever be that casual about it—even if the sex  became completely casual. Some of the values that had been ingrained in her stubbornly  kept their grip. She’d confessed to Cami because she needed a confidant, but it still didn’t  feel natural to share such things.  

	“That fucker. I’m jealous he got you first. We all knew it was what he wanted, but it  would have been cool if you spoiled his plans. I should have gotten you involved at Pey-  ton’s house the other day.”  

	“Maybe you should have. You’ll never know what could have happened if you’d  tried,” April said, forcing herself to make eye contact. “Wait. What do you mean you all knew it’s what Tommy wanted?”  

	“He told me and Darius to back off because he wanted the first shot at you. Pretty  fucking juvenile, if you ask me. It’s like you can’t date her because I have a crush on her. Get  the fuck outta here. That’s like middle school shit.”  

	“I’m not Tommy’s to stake a claim on. What the hell? That man’s arrogance has no  limit.”  

	“Take a breath and drink more wine before you march over there and give him a  piece of your mind. You have every right to tell him he’s an asshole, but you should be  sober when you do it. He’s got some nerve. Sometimes, I wonder how Marti puts up with  him,” Richelle said.  

	“I am not his to claim,” she insisted.  

	April’s flaring anger didn’t change the fact that Tommy had done exactly that. He  claimed her. He got her husband out of the way, came right over, and she opened her  legs right up for him. She was as angry at herself as she was at him. Her already mixed  feelings about sleeping with Tommy just became even more negative.  

	Part of her hated the man. His smug entitlement was everything she’d hated in men  from the time she’d been old enough to be aware that some men saw women as property.  But she’d be a hypocrite if she denied that very arrogance was what made Tommy so ap-  pealing when he touched her. He kissed April like she belonged to him, and a primal part  of her responded to it.  

	How can I be so attracted to a pig like that? She feared that if she stormed over to the Siegels’ all drunk and horny that she’d end up in Tommy’s bed. Would I be even easier for  him now that I know he thinks he owns me? April hated that the answer could be yes.  

	“Don’t let Tommy’s bullshit turn you off to the rest of us,” Richelle said.  

	“It hasn’t,” April answered without even thinking. “Why do you sleep with him?”  

	Richelle smiled. “I told you yesterday, but I think you found out the answer for your-  self, didn’t you? Tommy is very often a dick, but he knows how to fuck, doesn’t he? Who  doesn’t want a take-charge man every once in a while? How many times did he make you  come?”  

	“I… We… Sex with Tommy was very different, and after so long with Jeremy, it felt  good to have that raw desire from someone else. But now I just regret it. This feels like  some kind of sex hangover.” April didn’t tell her neighbors that just like a real hangover  never stopped her from drinking again, she didn’t know if her regret would keep her out  of Tommy’s bed.  

	“Take the positive from it and chalk up the negative to a learning experience. There’s  nothing wrong with taking what you need from him—or any man. And if he’s too much  of an asshole for you, don’t fuck him again. That’s your choice. These guys think they’re  in charge, but we’re the ones who have what they want. Sorry, honey.”  

	“No offense taken. You’re right, sweetheart. Besides, would a fragile man be able to  sit here and listen to what a good fuck Tommy is? Let him make you come. I get the best  parts of you all to myself.” Chase pulled his wife into a soulful kiss. It seemed as though  the couple had forgotten they had a guest.

	April was glad to see an open couple that was so obviously in love with each other.  She needed the positive example to prove it didn’t have to be the way Cami and Marc  were. If she and Jeremy were going to do this—really do it and make it a lifestyle—they  would have to be like the McLaughlins, not the Goldman-Santiagos.  

	“I think what you need, April, is something to wash that dirty taste of Tommy Siegel  out of your mouth,” Richelle suggested, unbuttoning Chase’s shirt. “Or someone.”  

	She kissed him even harder this time and softly moaned while their tongues dueled.  April’s core tightened so hard watching them that she whimpered and prayed they were  too busy with each other to hear it.  

	“Go over there and give her a reason to forget about Tommy, honey,” Richelle told her  husband, pressing her forehead to his.  

	“Shelly, you don’t have to… Chase…”  

	“I want you to have Chase. You deserve to feel what a man like him can do, April.”  She kissed her husband one more time. “Make me proud, honey.”  

	“It’ll be my pleasure, sweetheart. Literally. Love you.”  

	“Love you more,” Richelle replied, sending her husband into April’s arms.    
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	April vibrated with anticipation when Chase left his wife and sat beside her. His obvious  desire kindled her heat just as it had from the time she’d met him. Unlike her encoun-  ters with her other neighbors, she didn’t equivocate or pretend she was simply open to  fate. She wanted to fuck her friend’s husband.  

	“Have I told you how sexy you are tonight, April?” he asked, brushing back her chest-  nut hair to really look at her in the flickering light from the ornate gas-powered tiki torches bordering the patio. She’d worn it down for the evening. 

	Men like him went for flashier women like Richelle and Cami, not pretty but plain  girls like her. The husbands on Milford Court wanting her made April feel sexy in a way  she didn’t know was possible. And she was learning to appreciate men she’d always seen  as jocks and meatheads in a new way.  

	“Once or twice,” she admitted with a smile.  

	“That’s because you can never tell a woman how hot she is too much.”

	It felt good to get glammed up for the evening. April spent too much of her time  dressed down like a typical mom. She made the effort because she felt she had to com-  pete with Richelle, which she knew was silly, but it still felt good. The floral maxi dress  from Target wasn’t fancy, but she’d always received compliments in it. The snug bodice  fit her well, and its neckline dipped low enough that she’d chosen that strapless bra that  always gave the girls a nice boost. Her lipstick was a darker shade that Jeremy said always made her lips irresistible. That was not a moment to be thinking about her husband.  

	Chase kissed her, and she chanced a quick peek at her friend before closing her eyes.  Richelle looked pleased, but April still felt strange kissing her friend’s husband right in  front of her. Jerking off Marc felt acceptable because Cami was getting pounded by Rey at  the time. Richelle was forgotten when the quick, teasing kisses turned passionate.  

	April devoured his tongue like she’d been dying to kiss him. She’d thought about it  more than she’d admitted to her husband. Chase tasted of the expensive tequila he’d  been sipping all evening, making their kiss extra spicy. 

	His cheeks were smooth like he’d  shaved again in the evening before she came over for dinner, and his citrusy aftershave  tickled her nose in a way that made her hungrier for him.  His kiss didn’t try to claim April the way Tommy aggressively went after her, but he  was confident, like he knew she craved it. She felt like a tramp for how much she enjoyed  kissing new men. This was a new discovery for a woman who’d mostly played it safe  when it came to boys in her younger days. Having the men on her cul-de-sac made it feel  like she was making up for lost time. She regretted not kissing Marc just for the expe-  rience.  

	Chase firmly massaged her scalp while they kissed and held her side. This man was  good with his hands, making April swoon. She wanted to feel them where other men  shouldn’t touch her. He didn’t have to urge her forward because she pushed her hands  inside his open shirt. His crazily inked chest was smooth, almost too smooth for a man.  She appreciated fitness, but had always thought it was a waste to spend hours in the gym. Feeling the hard bodies of her neighbors was changing her mind. Those granite muscles  spoke of power and stirred a primal desire to be taken by a strong alpha. She pushed the  shirt off his shoulders so she could feel all of him.  

	April wished her pushup bra wasn’t so fortified when he groped her breasts. She re-  ally wished it wasn’t there at all. She wanted him to have total access to her body. He  grabbed her chest harder, squeezing until she purred into their kiss. She massaged his  broad shoulders, feeling them like she needed proof they were real. She wanted to feel all  of him.  

	Chase found his way into her dress’s high slit. She jumped at his hot touch. Feeling a  hand that wasn’t her husband’s on her soft skin was still startling. The difference be-  tween Jeremy’s smooth hands and her neighbor’s big paws was a reminder of how wrong  this all was. He slid his fingers along her smooth thigh, and she parted for him.  

	“Ahhh…Chase…” she moaned, tearing her mouth from his when he touched her damp  panties. She wanted him to know that she’d been horny all day and she wasn’t this easy.  

	He stroked his thumb along her jawline when he tilted her head back and attacked  her neck. The veil of her hair trapped his hot breath against her skin, giving her chills.  She didn’t warn him against marking her when he nibbled there, but moaned and  pressed her short nails into his shoulders. His stroking fingers molded her silky panties  to her furrow, and the throbbing built in her core.  

	“You smell so fucking good,” he growled, his sucking lips exploring her from neck to  shoulder, knocking the thin strap of her dress down her arm.    .

	April pulled him harder to her body, moving in to lick and kiss his shoulder. He tast-  ed slightly salty, still hot in the breezy South Florida night. She liked it because it was  masculine without being rank. His salty heat made her a little crazy, and she practically  climbed into his lap while trying to consume him. The move pressed her mound harder  against his hand, making her gasp. But she really sizzled when his thumb pressed her  clit.  

	“Ahhh…god…Chasss…”  

	“I wanna peel off those panties and fuck you right here, April,” he murmured, kissing  back up her jaw.  

	“Please…”  

	April pulled his lips to hers and attacked with her tongue, in case he didn’t under-  stand that she was serious. Both hands smoothed over his slicked-back, jet-black hair,  and she wanted to pull it out of that silly ponytail. He didn’t need to try so hard to be sexy.  Instead, she reached into his lap. Even through his baggy cargo shorts, she felt how  much he wanted her. Oh god, I want him to fuck me by the pool just like he did to Peyton!  

	Chase ran with her eagerness, yanking her panties out of the way and pushing two  thick fingers inside her. Her slick canal instinctively tightened around those digits. They  weren’t what she needed, but they’d do. She’d been aching to be filled all day. His thumb  rubbed her button in circles while he fingered her, and April was so soaked she could  hear the squish of her arousal while he penetrated her.  

	April pressed her head to his shoulder, closing her eyes while she rode the waves of   

	pleasure his hand pumped out of her pussy. Had being fingered ever felt so good? She tried  to get her hand into his shorts, but it shook too hard. With just his hand on her pussy,  Chase had taken control of her entire body. Her halting moans grew louder and louder.  

	“That’s it, come for me, April. You’re so hot…so ready…I feel how much you need it.  Let me feel you come. Yeah…just like that…let go…just feel it…”  

	His fingers churned faster inside her. She clung to his thick, muscular body, holding  on tighter as she shot toward her peak. The breath tore out of her throat in ragged gasps,  pushing increasingly desperate moans. She knew those noises sounded like pleading.  April wasn’t begging Chase to make her come, but she would have if she had to. Stop-  ping short wasn’t an option, and she didn’t care if he knew it.  

	“You’re gonna come, aren’t ya…” he rasped, sounding as excited as she felt.  

	“Yessss…” she hissed. “Ahhh…ahhh…ahhh…ohmygod…ahhh god…ahhh…Chasss…”  

	April tipped over the edge with a sharp cry. Pleasured rocked through her, driven by  his pumping fingers. Her body jerked with each new wave, and she used Chase as an an-  chor. He slowed the pace of his fingers, allowing her to glide down from the climax, but  still her sheath clung to those digits. She didn’t want it to stop.  

	“Wow, that was really fucking hot. Making you come is a lot of fun,” he marveled,  kissing her forehead. He tilted her face up, and she kissed him. It was a I need you to fuck  me kiss.  

	Chase withdrew his fingers, and she whimpered, keeping her lips to his. April only  peeled away when Richelle touched her shoulder. She’d been so swept up that she’d    .

	momentarily forgotten her friend was watching them. Through her fog of desire, she  hoped the woman wasn’t upset by what she’d seen.  

	“Let’s all go up to the bedroom,” Richelle said, taking April’s hand.   

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	April lay on the bed in Chase’s arms, kissing and caressing him like they were longtime  lovers. She’d quickly moved past any awkwardness about getting naked in front of the  McLaughlins. Richelle lounged on the padded bench at the foot of the bed while her hus-  band peeled off her friend’s maxi dress.  

	April’s bra dropped to the floor next, followed by Chase telling her what cute tits she  had, and finally her soaked panties were peeled away and rolled down her legs. She was  busy stripping him at the same time. His unbuttoned shirt was finally shed, and with de-  termination, she got his cargo shorts open. Her hand wrapped around his shaft before  the shorts even hit the floor. His grip tightened on the back of her neck, and he grunted  into their kiss when she tugged it.  

	Chase felt even bigger in her hand than he’d looked when she’d watched him with  Peyton. He was far more of a handful than Marc had been earlier that day, and probably  thicker than her husband or his boss, but Tommy was bigger overall. She realized with  devilish delight that she had so many dicks to compare now. When they were both nude,  Chase guided her onto the bed, which was how she ended up in his arms, slowly pump-  ing his cock while they passionately kissed.     

	His exploration of her body was exhilarating. Tommy very much took her and fucked  her, but being in bed with Chase was much closer to how she’d always experienced sex—  to what she shared with her husband. A feeling that it was so wrong to do it with another  man nagged the back of her mind, but that only added spice to the hookup instead of  slowing her down. That worried ball in the pit of her stomach unwound when his finger-  tips teased over her nipples, followed by his eager lips and inquisitive tongue. Her tips  swelled and throbbed, and she hugged him to her chest, gasping his name.  

	April was a quivering, gasping mess when Chase kissed his way down her tummy.  She was dying to feel him down there but still frustrated when his cock moved out of  reach. She didn’t want to give it up. He kissed all around her slit and onto her thighs but  ignored where she really needed it. She whimpered his name, hoping he’d take the hint.  

	“So smooth, April, you must have just done it. Was that for me?” he asked, brushing  his lips beside hers. His breath across her furrow heightened her need.  

	“Ahhh…thought it would be…mmm…fun…” She would not confess she shaved her pussy  knowing he’d see it.  

	“It is, baby. So sexy,” he replied, peeling her lips apart and slowly running his tongue  between them.  

	“Ahhh god…ahhh Chasss…”  

	“I knew a sweet girl like you would taste this sweet. Love it, April.”  

	“Chasss…stop…teasing…me…”  

	“Want me to kiss your pussy?”    .

	“Yesss…ahhh god…yesss…”  

	Chase did as she begged, spreading her wide open and plastering his mouth to her  pussy. She cried out and pushed her hips at him. His hands slid under her ass to keep  April in place while he devoured her dripping cunt. She grabbed fistfuls of the sheets,  crying out at the ceiling with tightly closed eyes. All she wanted to do was feel.  

	“I’m jealous, if she tastes that good. I’m going to need to judge for myself,” Richelle  purred.  

	The reminder that his wife watched them sizzled a dark thrill through April. She  hadn’t forgotten about her friend, but she was entirely focused on Chase. The growing  pleasure that swept through her demanded it. But her eyes flickered open, and she saw  Richelle up on her knees on the bench, watching while she drained her wineglass. Desire  burned in Richelle’s dark eyes. She smiled and set her glass aside.  

	Richelle stripped while she watched her husband go down on April. The tiny halter  top—held together in the middle by a gold U—went first, freeing her breasts. It barely  contained them anyway. April had been intimidated by her friend’s sexiness all evening.  Richelle pulled up the tight, matching white skirt until it was a band around her waist.  Her pussy was bare and just as smooth as April’s. She rubbed languidly, teasing it while  watching Chase bring her friend closer to coming.  

	“Make her come again, Chase. So hot watching you make her come,” Richelle de-  manded, voice dripping with lust. Fingers trailed over the tattoo beneath her breasts be-  fore she pulled one of her pierced nipples. It looked painful, but the Filipina gasped and    

	moaned.  

	“Ahhh god…ohmygod…” April moaned, eyes fixed on her friend while Chase loudly  slurped at her desperate pussy. For what felt like the millionth time since they moved to  Milford Court, she couldn’t believe what was happening.  

	“Love watching…him make…you come…so sexy…” Richelle moaned, eyes growing wilder  as April got closer to her peak.  

	Chase shifted focus, sucking April’s flowing excitement and fucking her with his  thick tongue, while rubbing her clit faster and faster with two fingers. She quickly lost  her mind. Somehow, he knew how to tease her button even better than she did. She  stayed locked into Richelle as she crested, feeling just as connected to her friend as she  was to Chase.  

	“Ahhh god…yesss…yesss…AHHH GOD…YESSSS CHASSS…”

	April wailed, squeezing his head tightly between her thighs, hips lifting fully off the  bed when Chase made her climax. His watching made her come so much harder. April  felt deeply dirty, and she loved being freed to be a dirty girl. Her eyes never left Richelle  while the ecstasy flowed through her.  

	“Ohhh fuck, you’re hot…that’s sooo fucking hot…do it, honeyyy…”  

	“Ahhh god…ahhh yesss…” April cried, as if she were responding to Richelle.  

	Chase pried her thighs from his head and pushed her legs back against her chest.  April felt so exposed, but didn’t fight him. He could do as he pleased if he made her  come like that. But then his tongue slithered over her rosebud. She clenched as she had    .

	when Tommy teased it, but Chase wasn’t teasing. He kissed and licked her knot with relish.  

	“God…Chasss…wait…wait…” she gasped.  

	“Eat her ass, honey…make her come again…April needs it…”  

	“What…god…I don’t…”  

	April’s moaned protests didn’t stop Chase. He kissed her asshole even harder. It was  the strangest feeling—so strange that she didn’t know if she liked it or not. She shouldn’t  because good girls didn’t mess around back there, but she wasn’t good anymore, was  she?  

	Three different men had gone down on her since her husband went out of town.  She’d had three different dicks in her hand. And she was about to break her marriage  vows and let another man fuck her for the second time in twenty-four hours. April was  decidedly not a good girl. She was a dirty girl. But letting Chase kiss her there was so dirty.  

	Panic made her chest tingle, causing her to feel lightheaded. She pushed her legs  against his hands, but the effort was weak. The warm buzzing from his kissing and lick-  ing confused April because maybe it felt good. But she couldn’t like that.  

	Richelle moved around and knelt on the bed beside them. She took over holding  April’s legs, slipping her arm behind April’s knees. Chase had free reign with her ass-  hole. His insistent tongue kept pressing and probing. Her anus twitched under the pres-  sure. The strange, uneasy feeling in her stomach was gradually transforming into some-  thing else—something impossible. It felt good. Really good. Her mouth hung open, and    

	she went very still, just feeling.  

	“Ohmygod…Ssshelly…” she whined when the woman roughly rolled her nipple. It was  far rougher than Chase had handled her. The sharp pain was followed by a deep throb  that distracted April from worrying about her ass.  

	Her tight knot finally relented. Chase stabbed his rolled tongue, and it slipped right  in. She was hissing and shaking, overcome was shock that something so wrong felt so  good. Richelle caught her pulsing bud again, slowly rolling it, extending the sting. The  pain twined with the buzzing excitement from her rosebud, leaving April adrift in the  strangest pleasure she’d ever felt.  

	“Spread for me, April,” Richelle whispered, releasing her legs.  

	April stared up at the gorgeous woman and complied, exposing herself. Both of  Richelle’s hands were free to tease her friend. She kept alternating the pressure on April’s  pulsing nipple but also stroked her slender fingers through the woman’s slick furrow. No  other woman had ever touched her there, but she was too turned on to care. The couple  had her so close that she needed to come.  

	“Feels so good, doesn’t it, April,” Richelle urged, eyes boring into her friend.  

	“Yesss…ahhh god…yesss…”  

	“Chase eats ass so good. Don’t you love it?”  

	“Yesss…ahhh yesss…” April could believe she was admitting it. She was out of her  mind.  

	“You’re going to come for us, aren’t you?”    .

	“Yesss...yesss…”  

	“Come with that tongue in your ass, April. Come for us, honey. Show us how sexy  you are…”  

	“Ahhh…ohmygod…ohmygod…Sssshelly…ahhh…”  

	Her friend’s demands were the icing on the cake. Chase was fucking her ass with his  tongue. How did it go so deep? Richelle flicked at her clit with a long, painted nail, bring-  ing another new sensation, while she kept up the sweet torture on April’s nipple. The  woman thought she would lose her mind if she didn’t come, and then, there it was. She  suddenly exploded, shrieking while the McLaughlins triggered an orgasm with a sharp  intensity she’d never felt before. Tommy and Marc both made her come hard, but this  pierced her soul, giving April a kind of pleasure she didn’t know was possible.  

	“That’s it… Yes, April… That’s so fucking sexy… Watching you come is so hot… I want  to do this all night…” Richelle marveled.  

	Chase rimmed her ass faster. His tongue was incredible. The pleasure was searing.  Richelle kept her nipple throbbing and rubbed slow circles on her clit. April thought the  couple could keep her coming all night. It might kill her, but it could be worth it.  

	The McLaughlins showed mercy. Chase gave her rosebud a last, deep kiss, and his  tongue slipped out of her. Richelle released her breast, but April’s nipple still deeply  pulsed. The fingers rubbing her clit wound down last, letting her glide down from the in-  tense, endless climax. April was panting and sweaty, but felt like she hadn’t done any-  thing but lie there and be worshipped by her friends. Ohmygod, what did they do to me?    

	Richelle kissed her. April responded by chasing the woman’s tongue with her own.  April grabbed her head, tightly clutching her long, raven hair. Richelle smelled like jas-  mine. She pulled away from the kiss and suckled April. The warm, wet mouth smoothed  her throbbing tip. Her tongue slathered it, and April trembled. She whimpered and  moaned, so grateful she wanted to babble thanks to her friend. April was too comfortable  with feeling so submissive.  

	After another deep kiss, Richelle asked, “You want to fuck my husband, don’t you?”  

	“Yesss…please…I do…”  

	Richelle smiled. “That’s going to be so hot. I know you’ll love his cock. Go on, fuck  him, show him how much you appreciate what he did.”  

	Instead of replying, Yes ma’am, April kissed her friend, her tongue doing a different  kind of talking. 

	 

	   

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	twelve

	 

	April welcomed Chase into her arms when he moved on top of her. His thick tool drag-  ging across her thigh made her ache. The orgasms the couple had given her didn’t abate  her need to be filled. It had been consuming her all day. If Jeremy had been home, it  would have been the best day of his life. She didn’t used to think things like that, but she  never used to feel a need to be filled either.  

	Chase plunged his tongue into her mouth, and she tasted her orgasms on him. Tast-  ing herself used to be a rare occurrence but seemed to happen every time she was with a  man now. It didn’t give her pause. She kissed him back harder, deciding he was right,  and she did taste sweet. Richelle still knelt beside them, caressing her husband’s back.  April wondered if she was expected to taste her friend’s pussy, too. Nervous excitement  sizzled through her at the possibility. I’m having my first threesome, she realized. How is  this happening? How can I do that without Jeremy? The thoughts pinged through her brain  until Chase refocused her by slipping fingers into her pussy.  

	“Ahhh…Chase…”  

	“I’ve wanted to fuck you since the day we met, April. And dammit, you’re even hotter  than I dreamed,” he growled, slowly pumping fingers driving her mad.  

	“He hasn’t shut up about it,” Richelle laughed. “It would be a problem if I were the  jealous type.”  

	Chase also laughed while kissing April’s neck. “She’s not going to claw your eyes out. My sweetheart loves to watch me fuck.”  

	His words thrilled April. She didn’t need to understand it.  

	“Mmm, I do. It’s the hottest thing ever, honey. Are you ready to fuck my husband,  April?”  

	“Ahhh…yesss…god I want to fuck you, Chase…” Saying dirty things was becoming so  easy.  

	April nudged him, and Chase followed her lead, allowing her to roll him onto his  back. She was desperate for it but was done being passive. She knew how the other  women on Milford Court behaved and had something to prove. April couldn’t let everyone believe she was just some submissive girl waiting for the men on the cul-de-sac to  take her. It was time to show that she went after what she wanted.  

	Fortunately, she was too horny to be nervous when she straddled Chase and kissed  him. He moaned when she scooted lower and her slick pussy pressed his thick cock. His  tattoo-covered chest was mesmerizing. The amount of religious imagery was perplexing  for a man who shared his wife. A large crucifix dominated his right pec, while the Virgin  Mary rippled across his abs. Something in Latin, including the word Deus scrolled across  his chest just beneath where it would be exposed by a polo shirt. April had a weird feeling  when she began kissing his chest and closed her eyes.  

	Chase grunted when her tongue flicked his nipple. She did the other one, and he  stopped her from moving on by palming the back of her head and pressing her lips to his  stiff little point. His thick fingers wound in her hair, tightening when she kissed and    

	sucked. April was excited to be the one teasing and sucked his nipple the ways lovers did  to hers. She’d learned years ago that Jeremy didn’t care for it.  

	“Mmm, I know you’re liking that, honey,” Richelle cooed.  

	“Unnghh…yeah…she’s eager…sweetie…”  

	“I can’t wait to feel it for myself,” Richelle replied.  

	A shiver went down April’s spine. She saw the couple kissing above her. His grip on  her hair grew even tighter, and she whimpered, but didn’t stop suckling her neighbor.  

	Chase released her when April kissed lower. Tracing his abs with her tongue was an  unexpected thrill. She liked his salty tanginess. She was belatedly realizing she’d missed  out on something, being dismissive of gym boys. Everything about her built neighbors  was exciting. But the real treat came when she worked even further down, kissing the  base of his thick root. It stood out at an angle, so hard it quivered. He was shaved as  smooth as she was, making going down there a pleasure.  

	April licked his flared, crimson head like an ice cream cone, and his trembling made  her confidence blossom. Slowly pumping his base, she licked her way down and back up  again, scooping his dripping excitement with her tongue. Its salty tang was like a re-  minder: You’re sucking a cock, and it’s not your husband’s!  

	“Look at him, April. See how much she loves it,” Richelle encouraged.  

	April closed her eyes when she stretched her lips around Chase’s girthy shaft. She  had to take a deep breath and open wide to accommodate his thickness and closed her  eyes to concentrate. Making eye contact with a cock in her mouth felt so intimate—too    .

	intimate for anyone but her husband. She didn’t know if she wanted to share that with  another man, but she did as her friend instructed, fluttering open her lust-glazed eyes  while she pulled more meat into her mouth.  

	The McLaughins gazed back at her. She wasn’t prepared to have both of them watch-  ing her and choked on her mouthful. Backing off, she coughed harder, drooling onto his  shaft when it slipped from her lips. April was embarrassed as she wiped her mouth. The  other wives of Milford Court didn’t choke when they sucked cock. She was sure of it.  Heat flushed her cheeks.  

	April made a show of opening wide when she stuffed Chase between her bee stung  lips again. He groaned when she took him as deep as possible, sucking so hard her  cheeks hollowed.  

	“She’s so beautiful, isn’t she?” Richelle cooed, kissing her husband’s cheek while she  watched April swallow him.  

	“April’s…fucking…sexy…with my cock…in her…mouth…damn…baby…yeah…”  

	Richelle slapped the top of his head. “April’s just beautiful, honey. Don’t be a pig.”  She smiled and added, “But you are sexy as hell with my man’s cock in your mouth. He’s  right.”  

	The compliment flushed April with and she sucked harder. She stretched and sucked  until her jaw hurt, bobbing her head faster. Chase moaned and panted, lifting his hips at  her hungry mouth, but he didn’t try to force it deeper. He let April work her magic at her  own pace.

	Gasping, she pulled her mouth off his cock. She kept stroking the length of the spit-  slicked shaft, keeping Chase steely hard. Her eyes smoldered up at him with a crystal-  clear message, I want to fuck you!  

	“You want that cock, don’t you, April?” Richelle said, grinning and rubbing her hus-  band’s chest.  

	April nodded and climbed astride Chase. Before she could reach for his cock, Richelle  grabbed it, slowly pumping while she held it in place for her friend. The gesture made  April tremble with forbidden excitement. She leaned forward and held Richelle’s hand.  Together, they kept Chase in place while she slipped down onto him.  

	“Ahhh…god…yesss…” she gasped, feeling his girthy monster stretch her pussy.  

	“My honey has the best cock. I’m jealous that you get to feel it for the first time,”  Richelle enthused.  

	Chase held her hips, helping guide their neighbor as she accepted him. She’d been  worried about handling Darius when she saw him, but Chase was pushing April to her  limits.  

	“You…ahhh…have to warn me before…you come…”  

	Chase laughed. “I’ll do my best.”  

	The filling cock made her entire body pulse with pleasure. April was learning to love  having a big man inside her. Chase was perfect because he stretched her to her limits,  but he wasn’t so long as to be painful. Being stretched didn’t hurt at all because her pussy  was completely drenched. He just felt incredible. 

	Every shift, every little motion shot sparks of ecstasy through April. They were like lit-  tle fireworks popping off inside her. She began rocking on Chase and quickly moved to  sliding back and forth, nearly pulling off him before thrusting back into his thick cock.  She felt like the thing would turn her inside out, but she loved it! April’s cries grew loud-  er and more frantic as she rode her neighbor harder and harder.  

	“Ahhh…ahhh…ahhh god…Chasss…ahhh…”  

	“Ughnn…yeah…ride it, Ape…ride it, baby…that’s sooo good…sooo hot…” he grunted.  

	“Does she feel good, honey?” Richelle asked, watching April fuck her husband.  

	“Ahhhh…yeah…she’s so damn tight…your pussy is so fucking good, Ape…”  

	“Mmm, I’m not surprised, hon. She’s a tight little package,” Richelle cooed.  

	“Ahhh god…yesss…ahhh yesss…”  

	The McLaughlins discussing her like that while she had sex was surreal. April  couldn’t even process it. That couldn’t be a thing, could it? But the wrongness of it was a  huge turn-on. She rode him harder and harder, letting the forbidden excitement sizzle  through her.  

	Richelle deeply kissed her husband and disengaged from him. April watched her  come closer through slitted eyes. What is she doing? The thought barely processed when  the woman touched her. Richelle grinned and roughly mashed both of her breasts. She  would have thought another woman’s touch would be gentle, but the Filipina kneaded  her tits hard, flicking April’s screaming tips with her fingernails. Her brain melted down.  

	“Ahhh god…ahhh…Shelll…ahhh god…whaaa…whaaa…god yesss…ohmygod yesss…”    

	“There she is… There’s the needy slut…” Richelle taunted. “I knew she was in there.  You couldn’t be all sweetness. I saw you flirting with my husband.”  

	“Ahhh god…Shellyyy…yesss…ohmygod…”  

	“Do you like fucking my husband, April?”  

	She couldn’t tell if Richelle was angry or excited—or both. It was so weird, but she  couldn’t help responding.  

	“Yesss…ahhh yesss…ohmygod yesss…”  

	“Are you going to come on his big cock?”  

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

	Richelle released April’s bouncing tits and rubbed her friend’s clit. She also rubbed  her own. She flicked April’s button side to side, while rubbing fingers up and down her  own slit. Oh god, Shelly’s going to make me come! I can’t believe she’s touching me…  

	Chase’s grip on her hips tightened, and he growled. The man was close. He forced  April to slam onto his cock as hard as possible, and every time their bodies slammed to-  gether, a shockwave of pleasure shot through her. She leaned forward, shifting her  weight to the hands planted on his abs. They barely had any give. He was so built! She  rode him so hard, her core and thigh muscles burned. Tommy had used her from be-  hind, but April had never been on top and fucked a man so hard in her life. Her teeth  gritted with the effort and sweat dripped from her forehead.  

	“Ahhh god! Ohmygod! Yes! Yes! Ohmygodyesss!”  

	April cried out at the top of her lungs, shouting her pleasure when the orgasm tore    .

	through her. She froze with Chase fully embedded in her pussy, gasping with shud-  dering moans. Her sheath rippled around him like she wanted to milk the cum right out  of his balls. She couldn’t have blamed him if he filled her with his seed.  

	Richelle kept feverishly rubbing her button, setting off new explosions in April’s cunt  every few seconds. Having two people made her come was a wild experience. She thought  she just might pass out from pleasure overload.  

	“That’s it, April! That’s it, honey! Mmm… come for Chase… his cock is sooo good, isn’t it…”  

	“Yeah… ohgodYES!” April cried.  

	Chase used his grip to move her on his cock again. He slammed the petite wife up  and down on his shaft for another minute or two before issuing a warning.  

	“Fuck…ohhh fuck…Ape…I’m gonna come…Ape…”  

	April was so deep in her feelings that she nearly let him finish inside her unprotected  pussy. She was so full of his cock that the thought of such a powerful man pumping his  fertile load into her triggered a deep primitive need. Her body wanted to be bred by a  man like Chase—even if she was a couple of days into her safe time. But even trembling  from her orgasms, April was too rational. She reluctantly slipped off him.  

	She was so shaky, and all she wanted to do was curl up against Chase and feel, but she  knew how the wives on Milford Court behaved. She would finish him like a good girl.  April knelt between his spread legs and grabbed his slick shaft, still not quite believing  her fingers didn’t close around it. Richelle pulled back her hair when she leaned forward  and took him in her mouth. April remembered what her friend had said and stared up at Chase. 

	 “Ohhh fuck yesss…Ape…fuck you’re sexy…fuuuck…” he moaned.  

	April bobbed hard, even though she was panting so much she couldn’t breathe. The  taste of her own orgasms was strong and tangy on his meat. He was right there, and she  wanted to finish him before she lost momentum. The wife did a good job sucking her  neighbor’s cock until Richelle slipped three fingers into April’s pussy and started fucking  her with them. April howled into her mouthful, and the vibrations finished Chase.  “Ohhh fuck yesss…Ape…fucking Ape…”  “Fill her mouth, honey! She’s earned it! Drink it all down, April!” Richelle cheered  from the sidelines.  

	Swallowing was difficult while Richelle fingered her. April couldn’t stop coming. She  worked as hard as she could, but his cream still bubbled from her lips and ran down his  shaft. He had so much cum! She drank of him until he was drained and rolled onto her  side, head resting on his thigh. She was a mess, but didn’t care.  

	Richelle deep throated her husband’s cock. Watching her mouth stretch around him  was a marvel, but then April had seen Darius fuck her throat. Chase’s wife finished  where his lover left off, fastidiously sucking and licking up the cum that April missed.  She purred like a kitten enjoying her saucer of milk.  

	April gasped when Richelle kissed her, but eagerly accepted her friend’s tongue.  Richelle’s hunger stole her breath. She trembled and whimpered when her neighbor  slipped fingers back into her pussy. Her friends wouldn’t give her a moment’s peace.

	Richelle pushed April onto her back and straddled her leg. It was so strange to feel her  friend’s slick pussy grind her thigh. Richelle felt as excited as she was. April was pleased  she wasn’t the only voyeur on Milford Court. She had no idea what to do, but she wanted  her friend to get off, too. Richelle deserved to come for sharing her husband with April.  

	April tore her lips from Richelle’s and leaned up to latch onto one of the woman’s  hanging breasts. The warm, soft flesh was appealing in her mouth. She went with her in-  stincts and did what she liked. The silver barbell piercing Richelle’s thick, dark tip clicked  against April’s teeth when she suckled and chased it with her tongue. The sexy Filipina  moaned and wound her fingers in April’s hair, forcing more of her tit into her friend’s  mouth.  

	“Mmmm…yeah, honey…that’s…sooo…good…” Richelle moaned.  

	“Oh, fuck me. This is so fucking hot,” Chase said, grinning madly.  

	Richelle slowly took control, moving April’s mouth between her tits, shaking and  moaning louder as April got really into it. The naïve wife was happy that her friend took  the lead. She needed an experienced guide. It just wasn’t the same as when Tommy took  control. She still felt like she and Richelle were equals.  

	April’s enthusiasm was tested when her friend pushed her flat and pounced. At first,  Richelle knelt over her friend, pumping three fingers in and out of her and relishing  April’s reaction as she stared down at her. The prone wife was wrung out from everything  that had happened that night—that day—but her body still responded, and she threw her  hips right back at Richelle’s hand. She was going to make April come again, making her feel like the McLaughlins had complete control over her body.  

	Richelle didn’t bring her friend to another climax. Instead, she turned around and  moved over her. April was too shocked to react when the Filipina lowered her pussy over  her face. The scent of Richelle’s arousal was powerfully tangy. She’d never seen another  woman’s sex so close before and was mesmerized by her friend’s slick, pink petals.  

	Ohmygod, am I supposed to kiss her there? April wondered. I don’t know if I can. What is  it like?  

	April was not one of those clichés that had some college experiences. She’d been around plenty of other naked girls playing on sports teams and participating in pageants, but  while she appreciated beauty, she never viewed them sexually. No dirty fantasies about  other women lurked in her subconscious. Living on Milford Court and watching her  neighbors have sex had raised some curiosities in her, but she never really considered  what it might be like to be with another woman.  

	All of that was pushed from her mind when Richelle kissed her cunt. The raven-  haired woman’s tongue danced on her clit and fresh waves of pleasure buffeted April.  She was too consumed to react when Richelle lowered her pussy. April barely had a moment to take a breath before it smothered her.  

	Unsure what to do, April licked. The flavor was strong, but not unpleasant. She’d just  tasted herself on Chase’s cock, and Richelle definitely tasted different. The licking and  sucking on her own pussy was such a distraction. April didn’t know where to begin. She  kissed the dripping furrow like she would a lover, and Richelle squirmed, encouraging  her. Her tongue pressed deeper into her friend, making Richelle moan into her pussy.  

	The women were quickly caught in a cycle of escalating pleasure. April tested dif-  ferent ways of kissing her friend’s pussy, and Richelle licked her with more enthusiasm.  The better April made Richelle feel, the more her neighbor attacked her cunt. The bed-  room filled with the wet sounds of the women devouring each other. April ran her hands  up and down her friend’s sides, loving the way Richelle trembled when she sucked her  clit.  

	“Jeez…fuck me…that’s so damn hot…” Chase marveled.

	April barely heard him because her hearing was muffled by Richelle’s thighs. The  only reason she didn’t forget he was there was because her pussy still throbbed from  being stretched by his thick root. And now his wife was about to make her come again.  

	Richelle came first. Her moans became a low rumble through April’s pussy. She hit  her apex and pulled her mouth away to howl her excitement.  

	“Yes! Ohmyfuckinggod…yesss…fuck…April…fuck…I’m coming…ohhhh fuck, April…”  

	April couldn’t breathe. The neighbor ground her pussy right into her face, juices  threatening to drown her. She kept slurping at Richelle’s orgasm, but she was nearly out  of breath and feeling lightheaded. The Filipina had stopped licking her, but she pressed  her chin into April’s cunt while she cried out, landing it right on her clit. The pressure  hurt just a little, but April saw stars and was coming with her friend in seconds. Her  exclamations of pleasure were muffled by Richelle’s pussy. The woman would not let up.  The lack of oxygen made her orgasm pulse even harder.  

	“Ohhh fuck, that was so good, April. Don’t even try to tell me you’ve never done that  before,” Richelle cried, turning and pulling her friend into her arms. The women kissed  while April came back down to earth.  

	“Goddam it. Am I the luckiest bastard in the universe?” Chase wondered, spooning in  behind April.  

	“I need a break, guys,” April sighed. She was caught between the McLaughlins, and  the couple couldn’t stop touching her.  

	“Maybe we’ll give you a little one,” Richelle said, grinning.      

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	April got her break that night and fell asleep in her neighbors’ arms. They’d worn her  out, and it was so easy just to drift off snuggled in between them. She slept like the dead,  but she did not sleep through the night. The McLaughlins kept waking her up to play.  

	The first time, Chase was grinding his thick hard-on against her ass. She whimpered  in her sleep, but he was insistent. Pretending she stayed asleep didn’t deter him. The  jostling woke Richelle, who began kissing April and caressing her breasts. When she  teased April’s clit, the wife whimpered—this time with need, not slumber. Richelle told  her, “Let him,” and she nodded. Chase slipped it in from behind and gave her the kind of  slow, sensual fucking every girl dreams of. The spooning sex was incredible—especially  with his wife kissing and caressing her from the front. April came to a shuddering gasp-  ing climax, and Chase got there right after her. After his warning, she rolled onto her  back and pumped his cock until he finished all over her tummy. April’s brain melted  when Richelle got down to lick it all up.  

	The second time, April was awakened by the McLaughlins making love beside her.  Chase was on top, and Richelle’s legs were wrapped tightly around him. They murmured  their love for each other, and April felt odd spying on such an intimate moment. She still  rubbed her pussy as she watched them in the semi-darkness and came with the couple.  

	April never called Jeremy that night. She never even made it home. The sun stream-  ing in from the balcony doors woke her with a start. Once her brain fully restarted and  the previous night rushed back into her head, she felt an overwhelming sense of shame.    .

	April couldn’t explain it, but somehow spending the night with the McLaughlins was so  much worse than everything else she’d done. It felt like crossing a line, even if she didn’t  understand why.  

	After carefully rolling out of bed, April shimmied into her dress from the night before  and slipped out of the bedroom with her bra and panties in her hands. How strange to  have her first walk of shame as a thirty-eight-year-old married woman and mother of two.  She didn’t even manage a clean getaway.  

	Izzy, the McLaughlins’ nanny, was in the kitchen and said good morning with a  knowing smile when April encountered her on the way to the door. She’d just returned  from picking up the McLaughlins’ kids, who were in the other room watching television  after a sleepover.  

	Her second encounter was far worse. As she fled the short distance from the neigh-  bors’ house to her own, April saw Marti across the cul-de-sac. The older woman was out  for her morning run—in a deep red sports bra and matching leggings that showed off  her centerfold’s body—and didn’t stop to say good morning, but her knowing smile felt  even more damning than Izzy’s had been.  

	As if she didn’t feel bad enough, April finally checked her phone when she was safely  in her house, and she saw the slew of missed texts from her husband.    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	thirteen

	 

	Jeremy was a good boy on the flight home from LA, despite Peyton’s relentless tempta-  tions to misbehave. She pouted when he didn’t fall for it. Darius just laughed. It was  funny how a few days in LA could completely change a man.  

	Just days earlier, he would have killed for the chance to put his cock in a woman like  Peyton, but now he actively passed up the chance. The decision was made easier by hav-  ing had her in almost every way possible over the last several days. She may have fucked  him out. The only thing he didn’t do was take her ass. It was a weird place to draw the  line, but he’d never fucked his wife in the ass, so doing that to the neighbor felt wrong.  

	The hired SUV dropped them off at the Russells’, and Jeremy rolled his suitcase  across the cul-de-sac to his house, wondering what he’d find there. April knew when his  flight landed, but that didn’t mean Chase wouldn’t be over there keeping her company  until he got home. Hell, it could have been Richelle now that his wife was apparently into  girls, too. A lot had happened while he’d been gone. Tommy Fucking Siegel may have even  been in his house giving his wife one more fuck before he returned.  

	He’d nearly dropped the phone when April finally called him back and confessed  what she’d done with the neighbors. The fantasy of his wife having a threesome scorched  his brain—even if he wasn’t involved—but he just couldn’t believe she’d actually done it.  He didn’t want to believe it. The others had been right. Jeremy didn’t know what she was  capable of. Spending the night with the McLaughlins felt like a violation, but he was too    .

	stunned by everything else to even deal with that.  

	Jeremy was close to a panic after he didn’t hear from his wife that night. He wouldn’t  have called the police, but did consider asking Marc Goldman to check on April for him.  Marc was the only one who might understand how he felt. But he didn’t know the man  well enough for something like that. Besides, if the cuck walked in on April getting railed,  he’d probably just hang back and watch. Jeremy felt like he’d come to understand the  Russells on their jaunt to LA, but he didn’t know if he had any true allies on Milford  Court.  

	April hadn’t fucked Tommy again since that first time—as far as he knew. Jeremy be-  lieved his wife was trustworthy, but it was too easy to slip into paranoia and think she was  keeping things from him.  

	The house was silent when he came in. Being back in his family home was strange  because it felt like everything had changed since he left. He and April had been one thing  before the business trip, and were something entirely different now. The worst part was  that they hadn’t done any of it together. He didn’t blame his wife for it because he wasn’t  a hypocrite. He’d had his fun, too. But while he felt like putting his cock in Peyton’s ass  was crossing a line, April had spent the night with someone—two someones—else. That  felt like more than just fucking to Jeremy, no matter how much she tried to explain it or  apologize.  

	He looked out by the pool first. That was where he found April after her last escapade,  and she’d taken to skinny dipping in the pool since. They still had a few days before the kids were back with his in-laws, and he thought she might be taking advantage of every  second of adult freedom. For a moment, he feared she was fucking Tommy and just  doing it at his house. Maybe she was having a threesome with the Siegels, too, since that  was her thing now. More than anything else, he hated how his cock throbbed when he  considered it.  

	She was arranged on their bed, waiting for him. The same bed where she fucked  Tommy Siegel. He was so distracted by that knowledge, picturing his bull of a boss riding  his sweet April with her arms and legs wrapped around him, that it took him a moment  to realize she was wearing new lingerie. Surely, it was to tempt him. Was it a peace offering?  

	The black lingerie was so unlike her. April tended to prefer pinks and ivory and other  colors that subconsciously represented innocence. The intricate webbing of chrome-  accented straps crisscrossing her torso was even more unlike the wife he knew. It made  him think of bondage, but she was not a woman who would ever let a man tie her down.  Would she?  

	April set her phone aside when she saw him and held a seductive smile for a moment  before nervously chewing on her bottom lip. That was the wife he knew. But then she  spread her arms across the pillows and uncrossed her legs, as if to present herself to him.  He felt like one of the other wives of Milford Court had put her up to it—probably even  helped pick the lingerie.  

	“Do you like it?” she asked.    .

	Jeremy swallowed hard before answering. His mouth had gone dry. Whatever his  reservations, she was indisputably sexy as hell. “It’s different.”  

	“I thought you might like something different…” She paused like she had to work up  her nerve. Was she this shy with Tommy and Chase, he wondered. “…after all that time in  LA with Peyton. She’s pretty wild.”  

	He managed a crooked grin. “Sounds like you’ve gotten pretty wild, too, honey.”  

	April looked away.  

	“But I also loved the you that you were,” he continued. “I didn’t need you to get wilder  for me.”  

	“I’m still me, Jeremy.”  

	Are you? Am I the same man? How could I be? “It feels like everything is different  now.”  

	“We’ve done…things. But we’re still us. The things we do…we’ve done…with our  neighbors don’t define us. We define us. Isn’t that what we agreed when we decided to  try this?”  

	They decided to keep open minds, he reminded himself. They never decided to do  anything, but then they’d both taken that as a green light, hadn’t they? Jeremy was fuck-  ing Peyton on the flight to LA before he knew that Tommy had laid a hand on his wife.  He had no right to judge her for anything she’d done while he’d been gone, but he still  couldn’t reconcile the things she’d done with the woman he’d thought she was. Finding  her in the kinky lingerie when he got home just confirmed his worst fears.    

	“I know. Being in LA was like a vacation from real life. When I was out there, with  Peyton and Darius, nothing felt real. I think I tricked myself into believing none of that  touched our real life. But now that I’m home, it’s all very real. The things you did…we  did…”  

	“Are you still upset about Tommy? I know I shouldn’t have. I’m sorry…”  

	“You don’t have to apologize to me,” he interrupted, although he appreciated that she  did it. Did you have to do it in our bed? Another image of April and Tommy on that bed—  his wife begging is boss to fuck her—flashed through his mind.  

	April didn’t look like she quite bought it, but said, “It’s the other night then, isn’t it,  babe? I know not hearing from me freaked you out. And I know I shouldn’t have spent  the night…out. I swear I just fell asleep there. I didn’t make the decision to stay over with  Shelly and Chase.”  

	Jeremy believed that. It didn’t help, but he believed her. “It’s not the staying over,  well, it is a little bit. It’s just… Like, wow, you had a threesome… I had no idea you had  that in you, April.”  

	“Are you jealous?”  

	“Of course I am! I want to have a threesome with you! I mean, if you’re going to do  that…”  

	“Didn’t you have a threesome of your own with Darius and Peyton?”  

	“Not really. We were all in the same room, but we didn’t do much at the same time.  Peyton prefers to focus on one man at a time.”

	She ruefully chuckled. “How noble of her.”  

	“Like I said. I’m just having trouble wrapping my head around all of this.”  

	“All of it, or just what I’ve done?”  

	He saw where she was going with it, and it was nowhere good. “Not just you. All of  it.”  

	“Well, maybe I can help you wrap your head around it, babe?”  

	“Yeah? You think?”  

	“I do. I think if I wrap something else around you, it will clear your head.”  April turned around and crawled to the end of the bed. The one where she fucked  Tommy.  

	“What are you…”  

	“Come here, babe. Why are you staying so far away from me?” She beckoned with her  finger, and he was drawn like a magnet.  

	When he was close enough, she put her arms up over his shoulders and softly kissed  him. He held her waist and felt that old familiar tingle he got whenever they kissed that  way. Everything felt nearly normal when April was so close to him.  

	“You know, I don’t like thinking about Peyton being all over you all that time either.  How many times did you have sex with her?”  

	“April…”  

	“I’m not asking to start a fight and yell at you at all. We’re adults, and we had an  agreement. I can’t be angry about what you did when I said I was open to it.” She worked on his belt while she spoke.  

	“I don’t know. There was the time on the plane, the next day… Do blowjobs count?”  

	“Do you count it if another man puts his dick in my mouth?” she smirked.  

	“Okay, fair. I don’t know, honey, it all kind of blends together.”  

	“Wow, you and Peyton did it so much that you can’t even keep track?”  

	“I didn’t say that. I don’t, uh, know if it counts as more than once if I, like, came, but  we stayed in bed and started up again. That’s what I mean.”  

	“She must have really inspired you if you just kept going and going.”  

	Jeremy wanted to tell his wife that it wasn’t like that, but he didn’t want her to think  he was just a one-and-done guy either. Did I bounce back faster with Peyton? If he did, it  was only because the weird circumstance was such a turn-on. He wanted to say some-  thing in his defense, but April got his pants open, and his cock was in her hand, which  made it very hard to think clearly.  

	“Ape…what are you doing? Should we be doing this while having this conversation?”  

	She slowly pumped him while speaking. “We’ve been apart too long and done too  many things separately. I need this to reconnect with you, babe. And I need you to know  that whatever else has happened, I’m still yours. Shelly told me this is called recla-  mation.”  

	Jeremy was disoriented. That same sweet face he knew so well was staring up at him,  but she was talking about reclamation and jerking his cock like it was totally normal while  wearing that strappy lingerie. It didn’t matter what she said or whether he reclaimed her.    .

	This did not seem like the same April who’d kissed him goodbye when he got into that  SUV with the Russells. He began to worry that Tommy had ruined everything.  

	“I don’t care that you had sex with Peyton or how many times you did it. I’m jealous. I  don’t know how not to be. I just can’t imagine her doing this to you. But I know she did,  didn’t she?”  

	“Yeah,” he croaked out. Peyton played with his cock every chance she got. The girl  was insatiable. He didn’t know if it had ever been like that with April. Maybe it would be  now that the other men on Milford Court had activated it in her.  

	“I think we can overcome jealousy if we’re mature about this and we want to do it.  Can you overcome your jealousy, babe?”  

	The thought of it flooded his brain with visions of Tommy fucking her right there on  that bed. How many ways did he have her? Did he just toss her around like a toy? I know  Tommy went on and on. But now he thought of Chase fucking her, too. How did he have  her first? What was he dying to do to her? She’s got such a sweet ass he had to want her from  behind.  

	His hands roamed her body while he thought about the other men having his wife.  He thought about how Tommy and Chase freely touched her. His fingers followed the  lines of the black straps on her pale skin. Her tits were perfect black curves sculpted by  the lingerie. The cups pushed her up, and he had to crush them to feel the give of her  flesh inside them. She gasped.  

	 

	“Did he touch you like this?” he growled.  

	“Who?” Her voice was suddenly small, her confidence wavering.  

	“You know who. Was he rough with you?”  

	“Yes…and no…”  

	“You liked it, didn’t you?”  

	“He treated me like I was…ahhh…his…”  

	“And you liked it,” he pressed, unsure which answer he wanted to hear. His tortured  brain wanted one thing, but his throbbing cock wanted another. His dark side wanted his  wife to admit she was a slut.  

	“Yesss… I’m sorry…”  

	“Goddam it…Ape…”  

	Jeremy was so aroused, it was dizzying. He didn’t know why he hadn’t just exploded  all over her already. It had to be because Peyton had drained him so thoroughly over the  last few days. Did April drain Tommy and Chase? He pressed between her legs and felt she  was right there with him. She’d soaked through those fancy panties.  

	April jammed her tongue into his mouth, and he almost did spray her with his excite-  ment. He used those straps to pull her body against his, but she wiggled away.  Smiling, she said, “He treated me like I belonged to him, but I never forgot who put  this ring on my finger.” She showed him her wedding ring before putting her hand back  on his cock.  

	“Ape…”  

	“I’m still your wife. Nothing can change that, Jeremy. Nothing.”

	Those were her last words before she put her lips around his cock.    

	 

	    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	       

	 

	 

	    

	fourteen

	 

	She took him very deep, sucking like she hungered for his meat. His first thought was,  She didn’t used to suck dick like this! Have they been teaching her? He imagined both his  neighbors were hung bastards. They’d have to teach his wife how to take them. Tommy  would just hold her head and fuck her throat the way Darius used Peyton. He treated me  like I was his . The words echoed in his head while she sucked him like a pro. Does  Tommy own her mouth now?  

	April smoothly slid back and forth on his shaft, taking him right to the back of her  throat while sucking and slurping like she loved his giving head. He thought it was crazy  when Peyton blew him like that, but now his wife was just like the blonde cheerleader.  Jeremy wanted to be angry, but it was hard to be when April was sucking his cock so  damned good. She pulled him out of her mouth with a pop.  

	“And this is still mine. I don’t care what Peyton did with it. This will always belong to  me,” she cooed, eyes smoldering up at him.  

	“Shit, Ape…it’ll always be yours…” He wanted to add, Especially if you keep sucking it like  that, but it still felt wrong to speak to his wife that way. She wasn’t a slut like Peyton.  Right?  

	“I know,” she replied, smiling as she kissed and licked his head before putting it back  into her mouth.  

	April had never so enthusiastically sucked his cock in their fourteen years together. 

	She held him tightly at the root and rapidly bobbed on him. It was as if she wanted him  to fill her mouth with his thick seed. Jeremy wasn’t going to slow her down. Quite the  opposite, his wife’s hungry mouth summoned a demon from his darker depths. The  demon forced him to confront why April was sucking him so hard and made him use her  mouth the way the neighbors must have.  

	Jeremy held the back of her head and thrust into her tightly sealed lips. What began  as an enthusiastic, but loving blowjob morphed into something else. A face fucking. The  balance of power shifted as he took control. He pushed forward, his restraining hand  keeping her from escaping when he pushed deep. April resisted at first, choking on her  mouthful, but he kept thrusting, and that melted away. She slurped and stared helplessly  up at him while he used her mouth. Jeremy pushed into her throat and she just sucked  him harder.  

	Is this how you gave it up to Chase? Did you suck Tommy harder when he fucked your  throat? He wondered if she savored his load or if he blasted it all over her face. Damn  him, but the vision of April’s beautiful face painted with that bastard’s load fried his  brain.  

	He left her gasping when he pulled out of her mouth. Spit drooled from her lips.  He’d never used her like that before, so he’d never seen her like that before. Her cheeks  were flushed, but her eyes were ablaze. April loves this! he realized. Knowing she wanted  it made him feel less guilty about his urge to punish her.  

	“Jeremy…” she panted. 

	“Goddam it, April…”  

	In some strange way, the couple reached an unspoken understanding.  

	Jeremy turned her around on the bed, hauling her ass back to him with those handy  straps. This weird bondage lingerie is great, he decided. She threw her round peach back at  him and even wiggled it. Slut! he cursed in his head. He gave her ass a hard swat.  

	“Jeremy!”  

	He ignored her complaint and dragged her skimpy panties to the side. Her pink glis-  tened with the need to be filled. His head spread her open, and her hot, slick canal pulled  him right in.  

	“Ahhh god…yesss…babe…Jer…”  

	“Shit…Ape…you’re so…wet…ready…”  

	“I need you...”  

	The straps were the perfect handles to fuck his wife. And Jeremy was fucking her, not  making love. Tommy didn’t make love to her. Chase didn’t make love to April. He wanted  to have her the way the other men had. The silky black straps bit into her soft, pale flesh  when he roughly pulled her back onto his cock. He thrust forward to meet her, and the  force of their collision made her body jiggle. Her ass had a perfect ripple when he  slammed into it.  

	Does she feel different? Jeremy couldn’t help thinking it. Two other men had been in-  side his wife since they’d last made love. They were big men and they’d both mercilessly  used her pussy. She’d have to feel different after that, he reasoned. Was April looser around    .

	him or was it all in his head?  

	April cried out sharply with each punishing jab into her cunt. Her head hung for-  ward, and she surrendered her body to him. Just like she did to Tommy, he thought. Jere-  my didn’t worry about hurting her because he knew his wife well enough to know that  she loved every second of it. She gripped him inside, trying to trap him, and made the  same desperate, needy noises he’d heard from Peyton. But they were new from April, and  that drove him to take her even harder.  

	“Ahhh god…babe…ahhh my god…”  

	“Is…this…how…he…fucked you…” he breathlessly grunted. He was giving her every-  thing he had.  

	“Ohmygod yesss…he bent me over and…”  

	“Fucked you… Tommy fucked you right here…”  

	“Yesss…he just took me…”  

	“He fucked you…”  

	“Ahhh god yesss…he fucked me…he…ahhh…carried me up here…and fucked me…”  

	“Goddam it…Ape…” he marveled.  

	“Yesss…Tommy fucked me…made me come…and then he fucked me…ahhh god…I’m ssss…”  

	“Don’t…uhnnn…dare apologize…you loved it…”  

	“Yesss…I did…I loved it…”  

	The truth burned like he’d swallowed hot coals, but he had it, and he was glad he did.  Part of Jeremy felt unmanned, but his true reaction—the one that liberated him—was

	how amazing it felt to hear his wife confess, Tommy fucked me… I loved it… The other cou-  ples on Milford Court had been right. This new version of April was a stunning, sexy  dream, and he’d never wanted her more.  

	“You loved Tommy fucking you… Loved giving it to Chase… Just like a…slut…”  

	“Ahhh…god…babe…I am…I’m a…ahhh god I’m…”  

	“A slut… Tommy made you a slut…”  

	“Ohmygod yesss…I was his slut…I’m sssorr…I let myself be his slut…”  

	Jeremy loved that she owned it. That was probably the hottest part of it all. God, he  wanted her! He wanted all of her! He tore at his shirt because he was burning up. His  heart was going to explode in his chest. Once his shirt was off, he grabbed those straps  again and yanked April back with no regard for how it might hurt her.  

	“Ahhhh god…yesss…ahhh my god…YES!”  

	Feeling April coming around his cock was all he needed to get there himself. Her  loud, sharp cries rang in his ears, and his balls tightened.  

	“Ohhh shit…Ape…Christ…I…”  

	“Nooo…not yet…” she whimpered, still panting.  

	April fell forward and his granite, slick, aching cock slipped out of her. He could have  finished on her ass, but he was too shocked. What the hell is she doing? He was ready to  pounce and just take her. Still shaky, she pushed up onto her hands and knees and  breathlessly told Jeremy, “Get on this bed.”  

	He was so stunned that he kicked off his shoes, lost his pants, and did as he was told.    .

	This side of April was almost as exciting as the pliant, slutty side. She pushed him onto  his back when he joined her on the bed. More than ever, he was convinced the last few  days had fundamentally changed her. She climbed on top and kissed him, dragging her  slick furrow along his shaft. He was woozy.  

	“I want…to fuck you…the way I fucked…Chase…” she moaned, grasping his cock and  slotting it into place.  

	“Damn, Ape…did you…”  

	“I…got on top…and I fucked him…”  

	“Shit…Ape…”  

	April rocked, building up the sweet, molten friction that was going to finish him. She  was upright on his cock, her hips doing all the work. He’d always loved it when she was  on top because he loved watching his beautiful wife in her full passion, but something  was different about her now. She was untamed. The woman he knew was always some-  what reserved. She couldn’t fully let go. The woman on top of him now had fully surren-  dered to her need. She was determined to be his best fuck.  

	“Did…ahhh…Peyton…fuck you…like this…”  

	“The first…ohhh…time…she fucked me…shit, Ape…on the plane…”  

	“Did you…ahhh…like her just…taking…what she wanted…”  

	“Ohhh…you’re taking it…aren’t you…”  

	“Yesss…ahhh yesss…babe…”  

	“Uhnnn…you took it from Chase…”  

	“Yesss…ahhh god yesss…I took his dick…I fucked him…”  

	The dirty words just flowed out of her mouth. Where’s this woman been for our whole  marriage? he marveled. The dirtier she got, the harder she ground her cunt onto his cock.  She was already building to another orgasm. It blazed in her eyes.  

	A glimmer of chrome told Jeremy that her bra had a front clasp. He summoned a  previously unknown dexterity and flicked that clasp open. The padded cups separated,  and her perky, bouncy tits spilled out. He was ready, capturing them and teasing both  nipples with his thumbs.  

	“Ahhh god…Jer…babe…yesss…”  

	April leaned forward, putting her weight onto his hands, and pumped her hips in-  stead of grinding on him. It felt like she’d only been teasing him before, but now she was  intent on seriously fucking him. She bounced her hips, slamming her pussy up and  down on him, cries getting louder and louder.  

	“Goddam it, Ape…fuck me…fuck me…”  

	“Yesss…”  

	“You need that damn cock…”  

	“I…ahhh…need…your cock…babe…I need my husband…”  

	“Ohmygod, April…I love you…” It just spilled out of him.  

	“I…love…ahhh…ahhh my god…you…ahhh god YES! YES!”  

	April’s entire body tensed, and she whined like she was in pain, but then she un-  coiled and exploded with wild intensity. She was a force of nature when she came. Jeremy    .

	grabbed her straps one more time and pounded with cock up into her. He was deter-  mined to finish with her. She was his beacon.  

	“Ape…I’m gonna…”  

	Jeremy tried to warn his wife, so she had time to get off him before he finished. Com-  ing inside, Peyton had been a luxury—one he didn’t have with his wife. April did not dis-  mount. She doubled down and ground onto his cock, milking it with a power he’d never  felt from her before. He had no choice but to explode under the intense pressure.  

	With a strained grunt, he pulled hard on her lingerie straps—triggering a pained  moan—and shot his load deep into his wife. She was meticulous—paranoid even—about  tracking her cycle, and he had to assume it was safe to fill her. As he unloaded, a dark  question crept into his mind. Did she make the neighbors pull out?  

	His brain melted and his balls sizzled when he imagined Tommy pumping his fertile  wife full of his potent seed. Surely his boss didn’t want to knock up another man’s wife,  but putting a baby in April would be the ultimate domination move. He easily imagined  Chase holding her on his cock—just as he did at that moment—and blasting his cum at  her womb. The forbidden thoughts took his breath away.  

	The other wives on Milford Court were on some kind of birth control, and the hus-  bands freely came inside them without fear of pregnancy. It seemed that no one ever  thought about pulling out when having sex with each other’s wives. But April could not  tolerate the hormones, and didn’t want an IUD implanted.  

	He didn’t like the idea of his wife taking the neighbors’ loads—not rationally

	anyway—if it was inevitable, she had to consider reliable birth control. The other men  were not going to start wearing condoms, and they could not play Russian Roulette with  her womb.  

	April slipped down to lie on his chest, and his arms went around her. Whatever com-  plicated emotions he may be feeling, it was nice to have her familiar body back against  his.    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	April rested in the nook of Jeremy’s arm, her head on his chest, which was her favorite  place in the world to be. Feeling his warmth and listening to him breathe just reinforced  the knowledge that no man could ever replace him. Not in her heart, not even in her  bed—not permanently, anyway.  

	Despite his excitement, it was evident that he was still put off by her sleeping with the  neighbors. She wished she could convince him that the sex was just sex, but that was  difficult when she didn’t quite understand the concept herself. April had no desire to run  away with Chase—and certainly not Tommy—but she’d felt something when she was with  them. She’d never had a friend with benefits, but perhaps this was how that felt.  

	They’d cleaned up after sex, and she fetched water from the kitchen. Jeremy had  given her quite the workout, perhaps the best of their marriage. If participating in the  lifestyle practiced on Milford Court made their love life so hot, she didn’t know how it  could be a bad thing if they kept their emotions in check.    .

	Catching up had been a surreal experience. April related to her husband’s feelings be-  cause she clenched when Jeremy told her about his trip to LA, specifically all the fun he  had with Peyton. Stories of how the insatiable cheerleader couldn’t get enough of her  husband triggered every jealous insecurity she’d ever had.  

	It wasn’t just that the girl was every guy’s dream, but that she was so wild and free in  a way that April felt she could never be. When he told her about Peyton’s changing room  antics, she thought, There is no way! Why didn’t she care if they got caught? She was a little  angry that Jeremy played that game. The nonstop sex he had with the blonde only made  her wonder why they never did that—even before they had kids. She didn’t like thinking  another woman could ignite passions in her husband that she could not.  

	April was surprised that anger and jealousy weren’t her only emotions. Stories of his  sexual escapades with Peyton tickled her newfound voyeurism. Hearing how the girl  crawled over and sucked Jeremy’s cock before climbing on top of it set her core tingling  like they hadn’t just had incredible sex. The mix of jealousy and arousal did confusing,  exciting things to her.  

	Jeremy was less thrilled when she told him about Tommy and Chase. He glossed  right over the afternoon she’d spent watching Cami with her OnlyFans lover, which  might have been the most exciting adventure to her. He demanded every detail of what  his boss did to her, even after she advised it was a bad idea.  

	“You just let him undress you?” he murmured, like he couldn’t believe it.  

	“Jeremy…”

	“And then he literally tossed you over his shoulder like a caveman and carried you to  our bed?”  

	“I don’t know what you want me to say. I knew it wasn’t a good idea, but I’d just got-  ten back from the beach club with Shelly, and we’d been flirting with those boys and  drinking, and he caught me at the right time. It was the perfect storm.”  

	“He took advantage of you?” She could see he was simmering.  

	“No, that’s not true. That makes it sound like he forced himself on me.”  

	“He didn’t have to.”  

	“No, he didn’t. I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but I was horny and he was there,  and he was forceful, and in that moment, I wanted him. I can’t explain it logically.”  

	“But he’s a manipulative asshole.”  

	“He is. You’re right. Maybe that’s part of it. I’ve never chased bad boys, but they say  we love them. Maybe I did it because it felt wrong, as much as I hate to admit that. Or  maybe it felt safe to do it with him because he’s an asshole. I’ve never done this, babe. I  don’t know what it’s like just to have sex with someone. I do that with people I care about.  

	“And you care about Tommy Fucking Siegel?”  

	“That’s the opposite of my point. I know I could never fall for someone like him. I’d  never feel anything but lust. It sort of makes him perfect if you think about it.”  

	“I’d rather not.”  

	“But that’s not totally true, is it?”  

	“It’s complicated. I don’t think it’s about him.” He clouded over. She felt him    .

	shutting down.  

	“I understand. My feelings about you and Peyton are all over the place. I really do get  it. I don’t understand how the others navigate all of this without losing their minds.”  

	“I guess you get used to it?” he offered.  

	“I guess,” she agreed.  

	Jeremy sighed and said, “I do understand what you’re saying, and if it wasn’t him, I  could swallow it easier. I just feel like he got rewarded for playing his games. I hate living  with the thought that he’s walking around thinking he won.”  

	“He didn’t win anything. I’m still yours.”  

	His face said he didn’t believe that. “I’m going to find a way to make him pay for  tricking us. I promise.”  

	April’s brow furrowed. “Do you think that’s a good idea? I mean, he’s your boss. Your  livelihood—our livelihood—depends on him.”  

	“I’ll do it right. Don’t you trust me?”  

	“I do. Of course, I do. Just be careful. I don’t think Tommy is someone to be messed  with.”  

	“He’s going to learn I’m not someone to be messed with. He’s ripe to be knocked  down a peg or two.”  

	She admired his bravado, but still worried that Tommy Siegel might be out of his  league. The man played dirty in a way that an ethical man like her husband never would.  But Jeremy was a smart man. She had to trust he wouldn’t be reckless in his jealousy.    

	“I can stay away from Tommy, if you’d prefer that,” she offered.  

	“Is that what you want?” 

	 April looked away. She didn’t know what she wanted, and she wouldn’t lie to him.  She loved and respected him too much for that. “I’d never seek him out.”  

	“But if he shows up?”  

	“He just does something to me. It’s instinctual. I’m sorry.”  

	“Don’t apologize, and don’t do anything on my account. I want you to be happy. I  never thought I’d say anything like this, but I see you blossoming here, and I don’t want  to stand in the way of that.”  

	She giggled. Blossoming sounded funny. “And you’re okay with that? My blos-  soming?”  

	“I can handle it. I’m learning to like it more than being freaked out by it. I think. And  avoiding Tommy might be a mistake. We don’t want anything to get his antenna up.”  

	April turned to stare at her husband. “Are you saying I should use my body to distract  your boss so you can get your revenge?”  

	Jeremy grinned. “I wouldn’t put it that way. Are you okay with what I’ve done with  Peyton?”  

	“I still want to claw her eyes out,” she laughed. “But I’m getting there.”  

	“So, we’re okay?” he asked.  

	“I am if you are.” April looked down to see life pulsing back into his cock. He groaned  when she closed her hand around it. He definitely seemed to love the Milford Court    .

	lifestyle more than he hated it. “Feels to me that you’re more than okay with it.”  

	“Mmm, maybe I am. I don’t know. I may need more convincing,” he moaned.  

	“Let me see what I can do,” she replied, closing her lips around his shaft.  

	April still had concerns. There were so many ways all of it could go wrong. But tomorrow could worry about itself. Tonight, she was going to enjoy her husband and reap some  of the harvest of their new kink.    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	the new wife on milford court: book four
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	April and Jeremy Sampson thought they were headed for a bright, shiny future when he  was aggressively recruited for a new job by powerhouse sports agent Tommy Siegel. But  once Jeremy took the job and they were safely ensconced in his new boss’s exclusive  South Florida gated community, the true nature of Tommy’s dark plan was revealed. 

	Tommy was never recruiting Jeremy, but April, a pretty, innocent wife, whom he was  determined to corrupt and make his own. And the free love, polyamorous lifestyle prac-  ticed by the couples who live on Milford Court was key to his plan. Can a normal, tame  suburban couple be seduced into participating in the kinds of games played on the cul-  de-sac?    

	 

	The Sampsons are shocked when they learn about their new neighbors’ shocking, for-  bidden lifestyle, but fear and surprise quickly give way to temptation and desire. The sexy  lifestyle of Milford Court is too seductive to resist. The Sampsons must find a new way to  look at their marriage and each other.    

	 

	Jeremy isn’t so distracted by his wild neighbors or his wife’s new desires that he’s for-  gotten about the man who lured them into all of this. Tommy must pay for his planned  seduction of April and for risking the Sampsons’ marriage for his own selfish needs.  Jeremy won’t rest until he has his revenge.    

	 

	In the final book of The New Wife on Milford Court series, all the passions, manipu-  lations, and dangers of this kinky cul-de-sac come to a head, forcing April and Jeremy to  confront who they want to be and learn if they’re strong enough to face that truth!    
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	The Sampsons are shocked when they learn about their new neighbors’ shocking, for-  bidden lifestyle, but fear and surprise quickly give way to temptation and desire. The sexy  lifestyle of Milford Court is too seductive to resist. The Sampsons must find a new way to  look at their marriage and each other.    
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	The New Wife on Milford Court is a thrilling tale about a couple forced to confront their  most forbidden desires and find a way to grow and love each other when everything they  thought they knew about marriage is challenged. The reader is challenged to ask them-  selves the age-old question: What would you do in the face of temptation?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	good wives, bad behaviour

	 

	[image: Image]

	 

	 From the mind of one of hotwife erotica’s most loved writers comes this bestselling col- lection 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. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	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 discovers 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 family friend. He’s forbidden fruit. Can she resist picking it? 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	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!

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	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 be-  lieve Hank's attention is dangerous. Everything changes when Tina makes Hank's inten-  tions 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 normal 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. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	sasha’s vacation surrender

	 

	[image: Image]

	 

	The Wagners began their vacation as a typical suburban couple looking to have fun dur-  ing 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?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	about the author

	 

	“Kirsten McCurran” is the pen name of a wife and husband team exploring the sexy se-  crets of middle-class, suburban couples. This couple has their own dirty little secret: they  have lots of fantasies about what all their friends and neighbors 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 explore 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 to-  gether 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 exploring 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 book-  sellers. 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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