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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.  

	After weeks of suspecting their neighbors are up to something, everything comes out  into the open at the Siegels’ annual Fourth of July barbecue. The vibes get seriously  weird. Jeremy wants to believe it’s anything but the obvious until Marc Goldman spells it  all out. All of the wives on Milford Court are shared by their husbands. It’s all too much  for him, and rather than save his wife, he retreats into the house and leaves her sur-  rounded by their horny neighbors. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	one

	 

	April didn’t know if she would ever get used to pools that were always as warm as bath  water. That was not a thing back at home in New Jersey unless they were in the midst of  a scorching heatwave or the pool was heated. She didn’t miss the heart-stopping shock of  stepping into an ice-cold pool, but too-warm water was not refreshing on a hot summer  day.  

	The Siegels’ pool was still a nice break on a steamy South Florida Fourth of July. The  water welcomed her like a warm caress, which was exactly what she needed after her  strange conversation with Cami in the house. April’s knowledge of her friend’s extracur-  ricular activities was too on her mind. It colored her interaction with Jeremy.  

	Her husband’s teasing about flirting with their neighbor took on a new meaning  when seen through the lens of Cami and Marc’s wife sharing lifestyle. She still wasn’t  clear if they were swingers or if being a cuckold was something entirely different, but that  didn’t matter. Knowing that such a thing was real forced her to wonder if there was more  to Jeremy’s odd teasing about Chase.  

	On their first night in the new house, the couple had intense, dirty sex in the bathtub  while Jeremy teased her about Chase. He taunted that she liked the attention, but the  wild look in her husband’s eyes suggested he was the one who liked seeing her flirt with  another man. That night was so out of character that April worked hard to dismiss it, but  something brought out his craziness. He couldn’t want that, could he? But he’d just    .

	brought it up again, and she felt like she had to test him. She strutted into the pool and  straight to Chase to see exactly how her husband would react.  

	“There she is. I was going to track you down today and get to know you better, but  here you are, coming to me,” Chase said, watching her wade into the pool.  

	“I’m not going to make Shelly jealous, am I?”  

	“That woman isn’t capable of jealousy. Besides, no matter what else happens, we end  up in bed together at the end of the day, and that’s what counts. Everything else is just  having fun.”  

	Chase’s fun at that moment was looking at April, particularly her nipples, which  hadn’t relaxed since the air conditioning inside the house aroused them. Married men  did not behave that way where she came from, openly showing interest in married  women, but that seemed to be how the men behaved on Milford Court. She didn’t know  if she’d ever get used to it.  

	“Everyone is capable of jealousy, especially women. You’d do well to remember that,”  she warned.  

	“Are you the jealous type?”  

	“Not usually, but I can be.” Especially if I caught Jeremy looking at another woman like  this, she added in her head.  

	“How about your husband over there? Is he jealous? He’s staring at us like we’re up  to something.” Chase looked amused by that. She couldn’t decide if his cockiness was  more appealing or annoying.  

	April refused to look over her shoulder at him and confirm she was doing this to  tweak him. Instead, she gave Chase a sweet smile and moved around to settle beside him  against the side of the pool. “He’s not. No more than any other man, anyway. He knows I  won’t run off with someone else, if that’s what you’re asking.”  

	Chase laughed. It was gravelly, and she could see how it could sound mean in the  wrong situation. “He doesn’t have to worry about me stealing you. That doesn’t go on  around here. But I might want to borrow you for a while.”  

	“I’m here to hang out and get to know everyone if that’s what you mean, but I don’t  think you can just have me to yourself with all our neighbors right here.”  

	“Oh no?”  

	“That wouldn’t be fair, would it? Besides, that would definitely trigger something in  your wife.”  

	“Yeah, it would trigger something,” he agreed, looking more excited by it than scared.  

	“I need to ask. Do you pour on the charm with every woman you meet? Is this like a  car salesman thing?”  

	“My takeaway is that I’m charming.”  

	April rolled her eyes. “I can’t believe it helps you sell cars if you lay it on this thick.”  

	“Yeah, it helps to sell cars with the right lady,” he replied, moving closer and sliding  his arm across the edge of the pool so that it was almost around her. “But I’m not trying  to sell you anything, April. Unless you see something you’re interested in.”  

	“Really? Now I’m sure you’re just messing around.” She laughed and shook her head.    .

	The man was silly, and she decided it was endearing because he couldn’t possibly be seri-  ous. “Don’t get me wrong, it is kind of cute, but if we were at a bar, this would not be get-  ting you anywhere.”  

	“That’s fair. So then, tell me, what would get you to go home with me?”  

	Ohmygod, this isn’t happening! He’s so cheesy! Why do I kind of like it? Is everyone right?  Do I really like the attention? She was pretty and outgoing, so she never lacked men’s  attention, but guys like Chase did not pursue her. They wanted the flashier, sexier  women, which explained why he was married to Richelle.  

	Am I trying to prove something to myself, too? April approached Chase to test her hus-  band, but under the heat of his attraction, she realized that maybe she did like men look-  ing at her this way. The other wives were sure of it. Jeremy teased her with it. Do they all  see something that I refuse to? She hated to think she was in denial, but it was impossible to  say this was all about her husband when Chase’s naked flirting made her pulse quicken  like that. April was embarrassed by the realization, but it didn’t stop her from enjoying it.  

	“We’re talking hypothetically, of course.”  

	“Sure.” He grinned wider.  

	“Stop it. Shelly is right over there.” She did not mention her husband but looked to-  ward her friend. Richelle didn’t appear at all bothered by their closeness.  

	“How do I get you home, April?”  

	“First of all, I’d need to feel something more genuine from you. A girl wants to be  special. As I said, this just seems like a thing you do.” 

	“Noted. If you give me a chance, I promise you’ll feel special.”  

	She laughed. “Okay then. It can’t just be about getting me into bed, either. I want to  have a good time, too.” Before he could respond, she hastily added, “Outside of the  bedroom.”  

	“We’ll have some laughs along the way. But April, honey, you’re gonna have a good  time. I will make you feel like the princess you are. I wouldn’t have gotten someone like  Shelly to fall in love with me if I didn’t know how to pamper a woman.”  

	“I believe that,” she agreed. Richelle was not the type to settle.  

	Chase had to bring something to the table other than obvious charm and being in-  credibly built. Although, looking at his chiseled torso up close, April thought that might  almost be enough. Tattoos weren’t usually her thing—and his chest was covered with  them—but Chase made it work. His kind of swagger made a lot of things work.  

	“So, what do you say, April? Are you gonna get out of here with me?”  

	“I think someone might notice if we just left and went to your house.”  

	“We can stay here. Tommy has plenty of bedrooms. That way, we won’t be gone too  long.”  

	“Ohmygod, Chase. You’re lucky I know you’re not serious.”  

	“I’m not?” His smile was wicked when he said it.  

	She pushed on his chest with both hands, and feeling the muscular flesh gave her an  unexpected tingle as she swam away from him. He really seemed serious. She would  have believed Chase would take her into Marti’s house and screw if she said yes, but that    .

	was impossible. Is it? her mind nagged. He asked if he could borrow her. Wasn’t that  what Cami did? Didn’t other men borrow her? Oh god, has Chase borrowed Cami? Is he one  of her men?  

	Richelle would never allow it, and Cami was too sweet to sleep with him behind her  back. April was ashamed for even thinking it. But Cami’s confession and Chase’s behav-  ior made it seem possible. What if everyone on this street is just sleeping with everyone else?  The idea almost made her laugh out loud.  

	She looked back at Jeremy and was disappointed to see he wasn’t paying any attention  to her at all. He was locked into an intense conversation with Marc. Is Marc confessing to  him? Is Jeremy confessing right back? Testing her husband was only raising more questions  and not answering any of them. I need to get these crazy thoughts out of my head, she de-  cided.  

	The others had gathered at the far end of the pool near the waterfall. They’d been  keeping an eye on her, and she was curious if they realized what they’d witnessed. Sure-  ly, they knew the way Chase behaved. April still refused to believe it was all about her.  That man probably flirted with all the wives that way, but it still felt incredible to be in the  company of such sexy women and not feel like an imposter.  

	“Welcome to the party,” Richelle said.  

	She hung onto Darius, who stood on a small ledge near the waterfall, which fed the  deep end of the pool. His arm was around her waist like he supported her in the water.  Cami was on his other side. April was jealous of both women.  

	“Is this the cool kids’ table?” April treaded water in front of the others.  

	“Stick with me, kiddo. I always know where the action is,” Tommy said.  

	“He really does,” Peyton agreed. She was on the ledge on the other side of the water-  fall, with their host right behind her. The pair was so close that his hands rested on her  hips. Marti watched from a poolside chair like a queen surveying her subjects, and April  couldn’t believe she was okay with that.  

	“This pool is amazing,” April told her host. “It looks like it belongs at a resort, not  someone’s backyard.”  

	“We like to think of it as our own personal resort, don’t we, baby?” Tommy said.  

	“You know it, Tommy. I guess we do have the neighborhood party house,” Marti  agreed.  

	“They do. This is where it all happens,” Peyton added.  

	April laughed. “Jeremy and I might not be cool enough to hang out here then. I’m  surprised the bouncer let us in.”  

	“If you mean Nora, she’s a good girl. She knows how to follow directions,” Tommy  said with an edge that made April uncomfortable. He wasn’t forward like Chase, but  everything out of his mouth sounded sexual. “Besides, kiddo, this party is all about you.”  

	“Yeah, we love getting new blood on Milford Court.” It was Chase, who swam up be-  hind her. She started when he grabbed her waist. “Let me help. You can’t tread water for-  ever.”  

	Letting the man touch her after he’d so aggressively flirted with her felt wrong. April 

	knew she shouldn’t do anything to encourage him, but his strong hands supporting her  in the water felt good. What does Jeremy think about this? she wondered.  

	“That’s very sweet of you, but you’ve already done so much for us, Tommy. We  wouldn’t even be here if you hadn’t recruited Jeremy. And you found us this house. I feel  like we owe you a debt we can’t repay.”  

	“He’ll think of something,” Peyton giggled.  

	It looked like she was wiggling back against Tommy, but April didn’t want to believe  that. Not only was Marti watching, but Darius was right there. Maybe Peyton behaved  that way because her husband had two women hanging off him. She was young enough  that she could still be catty like that. April felt guilty for judging the girl as she’d just test-  ed Jeremy.  

	“Tommy’s always been very good at figuring out who’s a good fit for our little  community. The right chemistry is so important,” Darius said.  

	“I have a good eye, but Marti’s the one who sees into people’s souls.” Tommy compli-  menting his wife with his hands all over another woman was discordant to April.  

	“I like to think I’m good at seeing who people really are—even when they themselves  don’t know.”  

	“That’s why you’re the queen bee,” Richelle said.  

	Marti laughed. “Am I?”  

	“I bow to you,” Cami said.  

	“That’s just because you’re such a sweetheart. I think you’re the kindest soul I know.”

	“Aww, don’t make me cry.”  

	“I love that you’re such a softie,” Richelle agreed, reaching around Darius’ broad back  to rub her friend’s shoulder.  

	“I know I love how soft you are, girl,” Darius said.  

	Cami touched his chest, her face suggesting she didn’t believe his perfect body was  real. “Everyone is soft compared to you.”  

	“Can’t be soft with you around, girl.”  

	April knew what she was watching. She just didn’t believe it. Ordinary people didn’t  behave that way. Everyone who lived on Milford Court was so open and free. She was  close with her friends back in their old neighborhood in New Jersey, but they never be-  haved like that. She didn’t think friends should be that close. How did they keep lines  from getting blurred? Unless they didn’t worry about that. She was afraid of what that  could mean.  

	Is Darius another of Cami’s lovers? April dismissed the possibility because it made her  burn with jealousy, which stirred guilt. She couldn’t have their neighbor anyway, but if  he was available… Minutes ago, she laughed away the thought that everyone on the cul-  de-sac might be sleeping together, but watching them all together made it seem plausible.  

	Chase was even closer behind her. It would have been wrong under any circum-  stances, but now it felt downright dangerous. Do they think we’re like them? She still didn’t  want to accept what like them could mean. She pushed away from the man for a second  time, stepping up onto the ledge beside Peyton.    .

	“How do you feel about our community so far, kiddo?” Tommy asked. “Are you fit-  ting in?” She felt him watching her body when she stepped up out of the water, leaving  her half-exposed.  

	“Don’t worry, Tommy. We’ve taken her under our wing. I think April is the perfect  addition to our group,” Richelle answered for her.  

	April couldn’t answer his question. Not with all the wild, impossible—  dirty—thoughts running through her head. How could we ever fit in here? We don’t even  want that. Jeremy’s teasing and excitement over her flirting with Chase came right back to  the front of her mind.  

	She looked across the pool toward him. He still sat with Marc, the only member of the  community who didn’t seem to be an active part of this sexual cabal. He watched her with  their neighbors. She sensed he was watching to see what happened. We don’t want that.  Do we?  

	Everything that was fuzzy suddenly snapped into focus for her. Tommy held Peyton  possessively, as if she belonged to him as much as her husband. Darius didn’t care be-  cause he looked like he was gearing up for a threesome with Richelle and Cami.  

	Both women caressed his dark, muscular body like they could hardly wait to enjoy it.  April couldn’t blame them. The man also stirred a deep yearning inside her, but she  didn’t want to share him. He is not yours, she reminded herself. And then the unbidden  thought, But could he be?  

	She couldn’t answer Tommy’s question about fitting in. She didn’t dare try. She and    

	Jeremy were not like the rest of them, but then why did an evil voice keep whispering in  her ear, Why couldn’t you be? April watched everyone else caressing each other, and her  core tightened. It was all so wrong—and so decadent.  

	April wanted to wash all of it away. She pulled the scrunchie from her ponytail and  slipped it around her wrist while shaking out her hair. She stepped under the waterfall  and hoped it would rinse the dirty thoughts from her mind. But then she smoothed back  her wet hair and stepped out of the cascading water and saw how the men watched her  soaked body, and their open lust infected her mind. She’d never felt like she could have  her pick of men like that, and the intoxicating rush made April fear how easily she could  be lost. 

	    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	two

	 

	Jeremy paced the Siegels’ living room before finally settling onto the long, uncom-  

	fortable couch to wring his hands. He kept staring at the sliding glass doors, which led  to the backyard, where it was all happening. He knew he should be out there protecting  his wife, but he worried April might not want to be protected from their kinky, swinging  neighbors.  

	She was in the midst of them in the pool when he left, water cascading down her trim  body while their neighbors all watched. He read it as showing off like she knew what they  were all thinking and she was encouraging it. Rationally, he knew that was absurd.  Maybe she liked the attention, but he refused to believe his sweet wife of twelve years was  offering herself up to their neighbors. His boss.  

	Sweet Christ, Tommy! he thought. The man knew what he was inviting them into  when he showed them this neighborhood. When did he assume we’re like them? Does every-  one at work think that, too? Jeremy didn’t want to consider that his coworkers assumed he  and April were swingers like the Siegels.  

	For all those reasons, he had to retreat into the house and pull his thoughts together.  The cautionary conversation with Marc Goldman rattled him. He’d dismissed his suspi-  cions until the neighbor confirmed them. Marc seemed like the only man on Milford  Court who wasn’t a-okay with sharing his wife. Other than Jeremy. He couldn’t even  imagine April in another man’s arms. But couldn’t he?    .

	The problem was that he couldn’t not imagine it after Marc rocked his world. Chase’s  flirting and the comments from Tommy and Darius came together in his head and forced  his mind to places it had never gone before. Should never go. He’d had some weird  thoughts after seeing how horny flirting with their neighbor made April, but they didn’t  go there.  

	All of the men were gathered around April in the pool. Which one would have her  first? Would they draw straws? Rock, Paper, Scissors? Tommy might just get his pick like  the king in Braveheart. No, the wives of Milford Court had control of their bodies, so per-  haps she got to choose. One of the others might recommend her favorite lover.  

	Jeremy was sick to his stomach, picturing any of those men with his wife. Tommy,  Chase, and Darius were all brutes to him. Does she want that kind of man? Jeremy was in  shape and thought he was a decent catch, but those other men had a swagger he couldn’t  match, probably because they had the pick of the women around them. Would I be like  them if I could fuck Shelly or Cami? Both women were incredible. He insanely thought it  might be worth sharing his wife if he got a shot with Shelly. But no, that was ridiculous.  

	It wasn’t Shelly stripping that filled his mind, but Chase unzipping the front of  April’s swimsuit. If he got Shelly, it made sense that the other man would get his wife.  April grabbed the shoulder straps and peeled the bathing suit away, proudly naked for  her new stud. Chase kissed her, and she melted against him. She was aching for a new  man to touch her after so many years with the same man.  

	The muscular asshole mauled her body, but she only kissed him harder. She reached    

	into his trunks, dying to see what he had. She’d never been shy about going after what  she wanted. Chase laughed and guided her to her knees. April opened her mouth for the  biggest cock she’d seen in fourteen years—maybe ever. It all happened by the pool, with  everyone watching.  

	Christ, no! She’d never do that! Jeremy fought back the disturbing fantasy, but a dark  new energy he’d never felt before coursed through him. The thought of April stretching  her lips around their hung neighbor’s veiny cock turned his stomach, but god help him,  Jeremy was so hard it hurt. His cock was engorged like never before. He was dizzy with  confusion.  

	“Are you okay, Jeremy? Did you get too much sun? These Florida summer afternoons  can be rough until you get used to them. I’m originally from Philly, and it took me a  while to adapt.”  

	Marti stood by the couch, looking down at him. Even his mental anguish didn’t stop  him from staring at her massive tits, hardly restrained by a red, white, and blue string  bikini. “Let me get you some water.”  

	“No, I’m good,” he snapped. “I just need a minute alone. Then I’ll come out and get  April.”  

	“You guys aren’t leaving, are you? The party has hardly started.”  

	“We need to get the hell out of here.”  

	“We don’t have a problem, do we?” The gravelly threat came from Sammy, Tommy  Siegel’s enforcer at Stirling Sports Management. The thick-necked, red-faced thug was the firm’s go-to man when a client needed to get out of trouble. Jeremy wondered why he  was at their boss’s barbecue, but perhaps he served the same purpose there as at Stirling.  

	“No, it’ll be fine, Sammy. Just let me have a moment with Jeremy.” Marti sat on the  couch beside him. She would have been uncomfortably close even if he hadn’t known the  secret of the Milford Court couples. “I want to know if something is wrong. I thought  everyone was having a good time.”  

	“We don’t have a good time the way you people do.” Jeremy slid away from her.  

	“Perhaps there’s been some misunderstanding. We need to get to the bottom of this.”  

	He jumped up from the couch. “There’s no misunderstanding. I know what you’re all  about. I know what goes on here. I need to go get April before…”  

	Marti stood, too, and put a hand on his arm. “Before what, Jeremy? April is having  fun, and she deserves it. That girl has been busting her butt to make a home for you. She  deserves the chance to blow off some steam. I know she doesn’t want to leave.”  

	“Have you already seduced her into your lifestyle?” He jerked her arm away from her.  Sammy stepped forward, and he swore the man growled.  

	“Seduced her? You’ve clearly had too much sun because you’re not making any sense.  And you’re raising your voice. I think we should take this somewhere more private before  you upset our other guests.”  

	“I’m not going anywhere without April.”  

	“I’d suggest you do what Mrs. Siegel says.”  

	Sammy’s presence became more ominous with every moment. Jeremy’s    

	fight-or-flight instinct was in overdrive, but he couldn’t go through the man. The graying  bull would rip him to pieces. But he couldn’t just leave April to the mercy of the other  husbands. What if Marti’s right and she wants to stay? The nagging thoughts drove him  crazy.  

	“I’m sorry. This is all my fault. I couldn’t keep my mouth shut.”  

	They all turned to stare at Marc, who’d come in through the patio doors. Jeremy  didn’t need an apology from the man. He was the only one there who was straight with  him. But Marti looked annoyed.  

	“What did you say, Marc?” she asked.  

	“I thought he deserved to know the truth before he found out the hard way.”  

	“Okay, let’s all take this back to the game room. We can discuss it in peace there.”  Jeremy opened his mouth to say he wasn’t leaving April outside, but Sammy’s glare  forestalled any argument. He could go peacefully, or the enforcer would take him. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	   

	  Everyone started to drift away from the pool, and April chose willful denial about what  that meant. They’d been hanging onto each other long enough and wanted to have some  real fun. She hung back, relieved that no one invited her along. She had no idea how she  would have responded.  

	The foursome of Chase, Cami, Richelle, and Darius went into the house first. She had  to forcibly stop herself from thinking about what the four of them might do together    .

	while denying her envious desire to take Richelle’s place with Darius.  

	Tommy scooped Peyton up in his arms and carried her to one of the padded lounges  by the side of the pool. The young woman happily settled onto his lap. April had the icky  thought that she looked like she was sitting on her father’s lap. It didn’t compute for her  that Tommy and Darius were probably about the same age. The men were so different.  

	She can’t possibly want him, can she? Why? Oddly, her curiosity was piqued. Other than  money—which Peyton’s husband had—what did Tommy possess that attracted a twen-  tysomething girl?  

	She was not going to stick around to find out. April had to find Jeremy so they could  get out of there. They needed to have a serious talk about the situation they’d found  themselves in and how they were going to get out of it. He was well-liked at his old law  firm. Perhaps he could get his job back.  

	It only dawned on her then that Marti and Marc were also missing. They would be an  odd pairing but no stranger than Tommy and Peyton. That just left Jeremy. She had to  find him.  

	Her husband had probably left. She realized her test had gone too far and likely back-  fired, making him storm out. April didn’t think she’d done much and thought it was un-  fair for Jeremy to blame her for what everyone else did, but she allowed Chase to put his  hands on her, didn’t she?  

	The events in the pool were so unsettling that she didn’t allow for the possibility that  he liked what he saw. She couldn’t go there, not knowing how the couples behaved on   

	Milford Court. Thinking he might want to join the other couples was impossible.  

	April had forgotten about the cold interior of the house and wished she had her cover-  up. I won’t be long. I just need to find Jeremy, she decided, hugging her arms. The living  room was empty, as was the kitchen. The back of the house was laid out in an open plan  with nowhere to hide. She hesitated to go snooping after what she witnessed in Cami’s  house, except she wouldn’t be surprised this time. She knew what she would find in the  Siegels’ house.  

	Jeremy just went home, she insisted, but she couldn’t leave without knowing. She’d  never have the nerve to come back if she found their house empty. After a deep breath,  she started down one hallway but turned right around when she saw a man who could  only be described as a bodyguard standing outside of closed double doors. She just didn’t  need to know what was happening in there.  

	The other hallway led to a dining room and an office, both of which were empty. The  entire house was eerily silent but for the soft hum of the air conditioning. She should  have heard something. Her neighbors couldn’t all be quietly hooking up. They could have  gone back to their own houses.  

	How do Shelly and Chase decide who gets their house? Do they flip a coin? She laughed at  the absurdity of it. That was all she could do.  

	April softly crept up the stairs like she was in a horror movie. It felt appropriate. Un-  like her house, the Siegels had a full second floor. Hallways extended to the left and right  at the top of the steps. She finally heard indistinct noises and chose the quieter direction,    .

	hoping her husband went somewhere private to think.  

	A door on her right was half open. Passionate sounds told her a couple was in there.  The smart thing would be to turn back the way she came. As if in a trance, April peered  through the gap.  

	The bedroom looked like it had been a girl’s room because of the pastel colors and de-  sign flourishes, so it had probably belonged to the Siegels’ older daughter. Their adult  children were out of the house. At that moment, it belonged to Richelle and Darius.  

	The stunning Asian woman was in the middle of the bed, gloriously nude, propped  up on a mountain of pillows. She and Darius were on top of a floral duvet cover. He knelt  between her splayed legs, face buried in her pussy. Richelle held his smooth, mocha head  with one hand and clutched one of her breasts with the other. April finally had confir-  mation that both of her friend’s nipples were pierced. The thought of it made her wince.  His bare, muscular ass was pointed right at her, and all she wanted to do was take a bite  out of it.  

	“Ohmygodohmygodohmygod…baby…ohmygod you’re so good…” Richelle’s low moan was  like aural honey.  

	April gasped, and luckily, the couple was too consumed with each other to notice her.  She understood. Richelle looked even better naked, which didn’t seem possible. Of course,  Darius wants her. I want her! I can’t believe that woman had kids! April’s insecurities crept  in when she thought Darius might compare her to Richelle if he ever saw her naked. But  that will never happen, she thought.  

	Darius slid his hands under her butt, and she hooked her legs over his shoulders.  April thought he had to do yoga to hold that position so effortlessly. God, his body is so  perfect, she mused. Unable to resist, she stepped farther into the room, clinging to the  door. Richelle’s eyes were closed, and he was face down between her legs. She remained  undiscovered.  

	Richelle was just as perfect as Darius. Even the lotus flower tattoo that sat low be-  tween her breasts looked sexy on her, and April didn’t like that sort of thing. They were a  perfect set. Peyton was gorgeous, and Chase was fit, but these two looked like they should  be the couple. They should permanently swap, April mused. Richelle’s flawless tummy  flexed and fluttered with her gasps and moans. Her round, toned hips pulsed at Darius’  face.  

	“Ohmygodohmygod…your finger…don’t put it…ohmygod…in my…ohmygod…babyyyyeee…”  

	April was startled by her friend’s orgasmic shriek. Seeing Richelle come so hard filled  her with envy. Her core tightened, and she pressed her thighs together. She’d never con-  sidered herself a voyeur, but this was the second time she got soaking wet watching one  of her friends come. She was hot and felt faint. Propriety said she should leave, but April  couldn’t turn away. It didn’t matter because propriety didn’t exist on Milford Court.  

	“Oh god yesss…oh god yesss…ohmygodohmygod…babyyyeee…”  

	“You’re on fire today, girl,” Darius said, moving up to kneel beside her head.  

	“I’m always ready for you, baby,” she cooed.  

	“But something’s really got you going today.” 

	Richelle didn’t get a chance to tell him because he lifted her head and pressed his  cock to her lips. She opened wide, but his massive weapon still obscenely stretched her  lips. Darius grinned down at his neighbor’s wife while he supported the back of her head  and fed her his meat.  

	April stared in disbelief. She’d never seen such a giant dick, not that she’d seen that  many. Her lovers could be counted on one hand. It had to be a weird trick of the angle, or  she was seeing things because she was so aroused, but dicks didn’t come that large. She’d  always rolled her eyes at the stereotype about Black men, but for the first time in her life,  she had to consider its truth.  

	Fear rippled through her tummy, conflicting with the deep desire that throbbed be-  tween her thighs. His impressive manhood only made her want Darius more, but she  was afraid what he had would hurt. She didn’t know if she could get aroused enough to  accept something like that. But fear didn’t stop her from wanting it. Darius Russell was  built like a god in every sense. April would never cheat on Jeremy, but she thought she  deserved to experience a man like Darius at least once in her life.  

	“That’s it, girl, nice and deep. I know you can take it. Fuck! I love the way you suck my  dick. I wanna shake Chase’s hand every time I feel it. Fuck, Shelly.” His low voice was  smooth and full of admiration.  

	Richelle was impressive. Not only did the woman look like a model, but she appar-  ently had no gag reflex. More of the thick, dark shaft disappeared between her lips with  every thrust. She lay there and passively took it. Well, not passively. Her cheeks hollowed, and she audibly sucked him. 

	April didn’t know how she could ever measure up to her  friend. Strange how more and more it seemed inevitable that Darius would have her.  

	“Take a breath, Shelly. Ain’t tryin’ to choke you, baby,” he chuckled, pulling it out of  her mouth. Spit dripped back down to her lips.  

	She sputtered and gasped, staring up at him with raw need. He bobbed against her  red lips and rubbed her flushed cheek. She kept licking and kissing it like she only want-  ed him back in her mouth. April uncharitably thought, She’s such a slut, but wondered if  she would be any different. She was ready to give Darius anything he wanted, and the  man hadn’t even touched her.  

	“Can’t get enough, can you, Shelly?” he chuckled.  

	“Are you gonna give it to me? Are you gonna come in my mouth?” Richelle smiled  when she said it. April knew she wanted it but sensed her friend was playing the game,  too.  

	“Maybe, if that’s what you really want.”  

	Richelle tried to answer him, but he stopped her again, this time by brushing his  shaved balls over her lips. She licked those as eagerly as she licked his cock and smacked  her lips on his sac. He dipped his balls into her mouth, and she moaned while she de-  voured them.  

	Ohmygod, that’s so crazy! April thought. Could I? Would I? She’d never done that, not  that she remembered. Certainly not for Jeremy. Maybe some drunken night in college  when she didn’t know better? The thought was a little gross, but Darius didn’t neglect    .

	that area like other men. He had no pubes to choke on, and she was sure he was clean  down there. Richelle consumed his balls like they were a delicacy, making April recon-  sider her position. It must have been arousing because her friend rubbed her pussy  while she sucked those balls.  

	Darius shifted, planting a foot on the bed and rising to push his cock straight down  her throat. He angled her head back to give himself a straight path. What she witnessed  next could only be described as a thorough throat-fucking. April trembled when the  words passed across her brain, and she thought about being on the receiving end. Darius  was in complete control, and she realized—maybe for the first time—that she wanted a  man to possess her like that.  

	Richelle made wild sounds, something between a drain being plunged and uncon-  trolled gulping. He pushed those sounds out of her throat. April didn’t think they even  sounded human. He wasn’t rough, but he was relentless, pushing into her throat with a  steady rhythm, going deeper until his heavy, dark sac brushed her chin. April marveled at  her friend for swallowing so much cock. She would have choked and begged for mercy.  

	“Fuck, girl, yes… Ohmyfuckinggod…yesss… No one on this street takes a cock like you do,  Shelly… Fuck you’re beautiful with my cock between your lips…”  

	The grunted words were dirty and entirely sexual, but they resonated with April be-  cause they were somehow still heartfelt. Darius wasn’t just using Richelle. He was truly  grateful to have her. She didn’t want to cheat on Jeremy, but she wanted the same admi-  ration from her stud neighbor.    

	April was startled to realize she was fondling her breast. She didn’t even have the con-  text to comprehend why watching her neighbors have sex inflamed her. She only under-  stood that her entire body throbbed with need. She was so overheated that she wanted to  claw the bathing suit from her body. No one had touched her, but she was panting. Was  it the forbidden act of spying or a desire to have Darius down her throat? Neither was like  her at all.  

	“I gotta stop, or I’m gonna nut…” he gasped, pulling his dripping meat from her throat.  “You don’t want that, baby…”  

	He was so big that it looked like when they pulled out one of those long intubation  tubes on a medical TV show. Saliva dripped back onto Richelle’s face while she coughed  like one of those TV patients. She was red-faced and panting. April didn’t understand  how it was fun for her friend to have her throat fucked.  

	“Not…ahhh…until you fuck me first… God, I need that thing in my pussy…”  

	“Any way you want it, Shelly,” he promised.  

	The Asian woman smoothly rolled over and knelt submissively with her face in the  mattress and her firm, round butt in the air. April ducked back behind the door when  Darius chuckled and turned to move behind Richelle. The only reason she hadn’t been  discovered was because his back was to her, and he’d kept Richelle’s face turned toward  him.  

	“Ohmygod…yes, babyyeee…fuck me! Ohmygod…fuck me!” Richelle shrieked.  

	April stood with her back to the door and tried to get a grip. In a moment of clarity,    .

	she knew leaving would be the right thing to do. Her neighbors surely didn’t mind if she  watched—they’d probably invite her to join—but sneaking was wrong. Watching people  have sex is wrong! she thought. The sneaking wasn’t the only issue.  

	But she couldn’t leave. She was attracted to the fucking couple like they had their own  gravitational force. Their moans and wet, aggressive body-slapping noises drove her mad.  She had to see. She rubbed her thighs, fighting the irresistible urge to touch herself.  Someone needed to touch her. Where is Jeremy? Is he watching someone else in this house?  An hour ago, she would have threatened divorce if she caught him doing such a thing.  She was the filthy pervert now.  

	“It’s okay, kiddo. I’m sure they’re good with you watching. That old dog, Darius, loves  an audience. I think it goes back to his college football days when he would share girls  with his teammates.”  

	“Oh my god! Tommy!” April started but tried to keep her voice low.  
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	The foursome trooped through to the other side of the huge house, where a large room  waited behind double doors. Jeremy admired the audacity of the room, even in his agitated state. It was an overgrown boy’s paradise. A full-sized, red velvet pool table was the  centerpiece, but the room held every other distraction a man with too much money might  want: a shuffleboard table along one wall, pinball, a Pacman arcade game, a beautiful  dartboard right out of an English pub, even one of those arcade basketball games. A bar  full of top-shelf liquor occupied another wall, while the far end was filled with a high-end  home theater setup.  

	“Sit,” Marti commanded, directing Jeremy to one of the black leather loveseats in the  theater area. Marc took one of the overstuffed solo recliners. “Sammy, I think we could all  use a stiff one.” She sat beside Jeremy, so close they were touching. He was afraid to pull  away from her this time. “What exactly did you say to him, Marc?”  

	Jeremy considered escaping while Sammy was busy at the bar, but he didn’t want to  be punished if he didn’t make it. All he could think about was what his wife could be  doing outside.  

	“I just told him the truth,” Marc defensively replied.  

	“He told me all about your swinger club. The guys just go from house to house fuck-  ing each other’s wives.”  Marti patiently smiled like she was trying to calm a child. 

	“That’s so reductionist. I know Marc didn’t say that because he knows better.”  

	“Is it a lie?”  Sammy appeared and pressed lowball glasses of liquor into their hands. He also  warned, “Watch your tone.”  

	“We’re fine, Sammy, but I appreciate it. Why don’t you wait outside? I’ll let you know  if I need you.”  

	“Fine.” He didn’t look like he wanted to do it, but he left the three alone, closing the  double doors behind him and waiting on the other side. The message was clear. Jeremy  wasn’t leaving until he heard her out.  

	“Do we have unconventional relationships here? Yes. We prefer a freer lifestyle, and  we’ve been blessed to have like-minded neighbors over the years. But it’s not some sordid  1970s key party like you describe. These houses don’t have shag carpets. And we wives  don’t just wait in our houses for one of the other men on the cul-de-sac to ring the door-  bell and service us. Quite frankly, that implication is offensive.”  

	“I wasn’t trying to say you’re sex slaves or anything…”  

	“Just that I may be in the middle of making dinner, and Darius will pop over and  bend me over the counter while I season the roast? Do you think he leaves a tip on the  counter, too?”  

	“I didn’t say you’re a hooker…”  

	“We would be call girls, Jeremy. Not hookers. Hookers stand on street corners. Call  girls and escorts entertain men and sometimes host them. But we’re neither. We just 

	embrace our sexuality, and we’re lucky that we have husbands who allow us the freedom  to indulge in that. We’re also lucky to have such a fine selection of men here, present  company included.”  

	Marti placed her hand on his thigh. He thought about moving it but was afraid  Sammy might come in and break his arm.  

	“It’s not like your husbands aren’t getting something out of it. They aren’t doing it out  of the kindness of their hearts. Having women like all of you available, even if it means  sharing your own wife…”  

	“Yes, Jeremy? Please, go on. It sounds to me like maybe you do understand. And if  you’re wondering, we would be available to you, just like all the other husbands. Is there  anyone you have your eye on?” Marti slid her hand higher, and he stiffened—  everywhere.  

	“All of that is fine…I suppose…for you,” he replied, changing the subject. “I don’t  know how you’ve just happened to land a bunch of like-minded neighbors, but we aren’t  like you. What happens when someone moves in, and they don’t want to play your  games?”  

	“No one is forced to do anything, Jeremy. What would be the point of that? But in my  experience, when one’s eyes have been opened, they tend to see the world differently.  Take a belt of that drink. I think if you relax, you’ll be able to see things differently, too.”  

	Marti glared at Jeremy until he did as he was told. Tommy’s expensive whiskey  burned going down, but the warmth was comforting. One drink, however, was not going    .

	to turn him into a swinger, no matter how much he liked her hand caressing his thigh.  

	He’d never felt so powerless, yet he saw the potential for so much power laid out be-  fore him. Maybe the wives of Milford Court didn’t just bend over the counter when a  man came to their door, but the possibility of having all those hot women available to  him was an incredible rush. He didn’t feel guilty because any man would react the same  way. It didn’t mean he didn’t love his wife. The neighborhood arrangement was just  about sex—he hoped.  

	It’s tempting, but I couldn’t. We couldn’t. April would never cheat on me. Would this even  be cheating? Jeremy had so many questions, among them, what his wife was doing with  the neighbors at that very moment.  

	He was so sure his wife would never cheat, but the others were probably playing the  same game Marti was. He knew she was trying to seduce him into going along. But is it  because she wants me or because Tommy wants April? Imagining his older boss’s hands all  over his pretty young wife was a gut punch.  

	“But what if they don’t see things differently, Marti? Do you just seduce them into it? Is  that the plan here?”  

	Marti laughed, and somehow, it was harsh and sensual at the same time. “If I were  truly trying to get my way here, you’d be eating out of the palm of my hand, Jeremy.”  

	She knocked back her whiskey and set the glass aside. Her hand left his thigh long  enough to untie her bikini top and pull it away. Her giant tits swelled into view like they  were ripening before his eyes. He didn’t care that they were fake. They were magnificent.   

	Thick, dark pink tips capped the perfect rounds. Their excitement made him think—  hope—this wasn’t all about Tommy seducing April. He didn’t plan on reciprocating, but  it was nice to be wanted.  

	“I don’t know how many times I must tell you, Jeremy. No one is going to make you  or April do anything. Isn’t that right, Marc? Do we make you do anything?”  

	“Uh, no, Marti.”  

	Jeremy had nearly forgotten the other man was there. He was laser-focused on their  hostess. He finally looked at Marc and discovered the man was just as hypnotized by her  tits. His neighbor leaned forward like he might fall out of his chair. For all his warnings  earlier, the man didn’t look like he had any problem with the neighborhood arrangement.  

	“You’re free to leave if that’s what you really want to do,” she continued. “But I think  it would be more fun if you stay.”  

	“And April?”  

	“She is her own woman, and she can choose for herself. You’re so worried about what  you think we’ll make her do. How about you? Would you make April leave against her  will?”  

	“I won’t have to. I know her, she wouldn’t…”  

	Jeremy stopped speaking because his words lacked conviction, and he didn’t want  Marti to hear that. In his heart, he truly believed that his wife was too moral to participate  in such debauchery. April took her wedding vows seriously. It didn’t matter how sexy  Chase or Darius might be. She would not give in to temptation.    .

	But he took those vows just as seriously, and Marti’s hand back on his leg was testing  his resolve. Her long, flag-painted nails dragged along his hairy thigh, giving him the  shivers. His cock throbbed. Dammit, did she see it twitch in my trunks?  

	“I’m thrilled to hear that. April is a grown woman. We can trust her to take care of  herself. Why don’t we focus on what you want, Jeremy?”  

	“I…want…”  

	He lost the power of speech when she grabbed him through his trunks. The older  woman had a strong grip, and for a moment, Jeremy feared he might come in his swim-  suit. He groaned when she massaged it.  

	“I’d tell you my eyes are up here, but I like it when you look.”  

	“Marti…I…”  

	She laughed. “Don’t try to tell me you can’t. We both know that’s not true. And don’t  say you shouldn’t, because why not? As someone who’s been in his position, what do you  think he should do, Marc?”  

	The neighbor looked consumed with jealousy. He focused on where Marti held Jere-  my’s cock, and it was just weird. Jeremy had never had a man look at him like that be-  fore.  

	“You…uhhh…do what you like, man.”  

	“Would you leave if you were Jeremy?”  

	Marc swallowed hard and answered, “No.”  

	“I didn’t think so. We’re all adults. We get to decide what we want for ourselves. It’s    

	time to stop living by other people’s rules, Jeremy.”  

	He was pretty sure April had a rule against other women handling his dick, but it be-  came much harder to recall that when Marti thrust her hand into his swimsuit and  gripped his naked shaft. She only had limited space to tug him, but she made his entire  body twitch when she jerked it.  

	“Try to tell me that you don’t want it,” she said.  

	“It’s…uhnn…not about that…”  

	“Isn’t it?”  

	Marti tugged his trunks, and he lifted enough to allow them to be pulled down his  legs. His cock slapped up against his belly. Jeremy felt like he should hide it, but her  naked tits made his hostess impossible to resist. That wouldn’t be an excuse when he had  to confess this to April, but it was the truth. Except for that night when Tommy dragged  him to the gentleman’s club in New York City, this was the closest he’d been to a topless  woman who wasn’t his wife since they married.  

	“Mmm, you’ll fit in nicely here with that thing. No wonder April is always so happy,”  Marti said, smiling. She cupped his balls, making his shaft jump and drool.  

	The compliment tamped down his insecurities. Jeremy was sure all the muscular hus-  bands on Milford Court had to be hung, but it was nice to know he could compete. The  idea of sharing his wife still sickened him, but he didn’t worry one of the other men  would ruin April for him. Have I accepted that we’re doing this?    

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	“I knew you weren’t the innocent little thing you seemed. There’s something about you,  April. I saw it the first time we met.”  

	She tried to brush past the thick man, but he blocked the hallway. Now that she’d  been caught, all she wanted to do was flee, but he wouldn’t allow it. She pushed on his  chest and found it as rock solid as Chase’s. He grabbed her arms. She was so flustered  she trembled. Her mind was a jumble of fear, shame, and arousal.  

	“It’s okay, kiddo. You’re not in trouble for watching. Why not finish since you’ve  come this far?” He smiled, but it wasn’t kind. He seemed amused by her turmoil. But  somehow, it didn’t read as cruel. She couldn’t explain it.  

	“I have to go, Tommy. I need to find Jeremy.”  

	“I saw Marti follow him inside earlier. I’m sure he’s in good hands. She’ll get him to  understand what we do here on Milford Court. She’s a master communicator.”  

	“Tommy…”  

	“Come on, now, April. No need to be shy. We’re friends, right? You want to watch. Christ, it’s written all over you. Don’t stop just because I’m here. It’ll be more fun to  watch together anyway.”  

	“I don’t… I can’t… I shouldn’t…”  

	She understood how she sounded—like an upset child, and he was the patient adult  keeping a cool head and reassuring her. He had the same paternal vibe she’d sensed  when he carried Peyton by the pool, but it wasn’t creepy anymore. She didn’t understand  what she was feeling. Nothing made sense anymore.  

	He turned her around and steered her back toward the doorway. April would have  liked to believe he made her, but he only guided her. She chose to blame it on his forceful  demeanor, but deep down, she knew the truth. She didn’t want to leave. She wanted to  watch.  

	Darius had a hand planted between Richelle’s shoulder blades, pinning her to the bed  while he pounded his cock down into her. April gasped at the way his butt powerfully  flexed. His muscular, ebony body looked like it was built for pleasure. The way his back  rippled with his motions made him look like a living sculpture.  

	For the first time in her life, April looked at a man and emphatically thought, I need  him! But no man had ever held her down and powerfully took her the way he took  Richelle. Jeremy made amazing love to her, but he didn’t do that. Darius awakened a  deep, primal part of her soul. She’d never felt a desire to surrender to any man, but she  wanted to submit to him—in bed, at least.  

	“You…fucking…needed…this…girl…” Darius grunted.  

	“Yes! Yes! Ohmyfuckinggod…yes! F…f…fuck me, babyyeee!”  

	“You’re…a…fucking…goddess…ohhh fuck…that’s good…”  

	“Ohmygodohmygodohmygod…yesss…ohmyfuckinggod yesss…”  

	Darius lifted his hand, but she stayed down. He wasn’t holding her there. She wanted  it. Richelle wanted every thick inch he drove into her. April ached just thinking about  how it would feel to be pounded by such a huge weapon. Would it hurt? Would it be  worth it? He held Richelle’s narrow waist, using the swell of her hips for leverage, and    .

	found a way to fuck her even harder. April gasped.  

	“Yeah, that man fucks like a machine. Sometimes, I think the rest of us are just  consolation prizes while you girls wait for him to be available again,” Tommy chuckled  behind her. “Don’t worry. I’m not offended. I’m just happy to be in the game. Y’know  what I mean?”  

	The words barely penetrated. She was transfixed by the spectacle in the bedroom.  April felt chemistry with Darius that first night they met, but now she was sure she  would fuck him if he touched her. She wanted—no, she needed—him to make her howl  the way Richelle did. It wasn’t even about his huge cock. It was all of him.  She didn’t move when Tommy pressed against her. April was so needy that it just felt  good to be touched. His hand rested on her hip to keep her in place while he slowly  ground a hot lump into the small of her back. He felt almost as big as Darius looked. She  whimpered and rubbed back against him. He caressed her arm and then stroked her  hair.  

	“You have amazing hair, April. You’re so goddam pretty. It should be illegal. I look at  you, and I just want you.” His low growl somehow resonated with the need that vibrated  through her.  

	He kissed the top of her head, and she sighed. Then he swept her hair aside and  kissed lower, his lips brushing her ear. That whimper accompanied a tremble. April  couldn’t think through the fog of desire that clogged her brain. Only her husband should  ever touch her like that, but she needed to be touched. Besides, he hadn’t really done anything—yet. She was so turned around that she could justify anything.

	       “Ohmygodohmygodohmygod…ohhhhh…yessss…Darrr…”  

	Richelle’s shrieks pierced April’s eardrums. She’d never heard sounds like that be-  fore. The woman was possessed, and she understood by what. Richelle was having the  kind of orgasm that April couldn’t even dream about because she didn’t know what it was  like to lose control like that. She was in awe.  

	“I bet you wanna come like that, don’t you?” Tommy growled in her ear while kissing  it.  

	“Yeah…yesss…” April murmured.  

	“You’ve never had a real fucking like that, have you, kiddo?”  

	“I…nooo…”  

	“Don’t worry, you will. I promise you’ll get fucked like that every day if you can just  let go, April.”  

	He kissed and sucked and nibbled her ear. The heat flowed to every part of her body  before settling in her core. She relaxed into him. He throbbed against her. April never  thought she could want a man like Tommy Siegel—she wouldn’t if she were in her right  mind—but that thing throbbing against her felt like it could give her exactly what she  needed. Deep down, she knew Tommy could give her a real fucking.  

	From the first time April fooled around with a boy in the back of a bus on a school  trip, she’d had this special spot behind her ear, right by her hairline. It was a switch that  instantly heated her up—if the boy knew what to do. Tommy found it like he had secret    .

	knowledge of her body. And he didn’t just kiss her there—he nibbled. Her knees went  weak, and she sagged against him.  

	“Ahhh…yesss…”  

	“Feels good to let go, doesn’t it?”  

	“Yesss…ahhh…”  

	His hand slid forward, braced on her tummy, but then lower, right above… He rhyth-  mically grinded. She instinctively reached back for it. April didn’t think. She only acted.  His lips on her neck made her sizzle. In front of her, Richelle seemed to be endlessly  coming, which only made Darius screw her harder. I need that! Ohmygod, I need that! she  thought.  

	“Fuck…girl…fuck…I can’t…that…goddam…cunt…of yours…fuck Shelly…”  

	“Yesss…ohmyfuckinggod…fill me…fucking fill me…”  

	“Uhnnn…you’re…fucking…getting…it…fuuuck…Shelly…”  Ohmygod! He’s coming inside her! That’s so wrong! It’s so dirty! It’s so…  

	April was pliant when Tommy turned her to kiss him. She reached up and ran her  fingers through his short, coarse gray hair. He was an older man, but his hard body felt  hot against hers. All her need was poured into that kiss. She eagerly sucked his tongue.  She didn’t care that he knew she wanted to be fucked. She’d become another woman.  

	He smoothly lowered her zipper, opening the one-piece swimsuit to her navel. His  rough hand pushed inside, and calloused fingers plucking at her tender bud was a shock  to her system. That was not her husband groping her. Jeremy didn’t kiss her like that.

	The sudden shock of what she was about to do was like a defibrillator jolting April back to  her normal rhythm.  

	Suddenly, everything was wrong. April knew who she was, and she could not cheat on  her husband. Tommy implied that Jeremy might be with Marti, but she refused to be-  lieve it. They weren’t like the other couples on Milford Court. They couldn’t be—no mat-  ter how badly she ached for it.  

	“Tommy, no, I can’t,” she gasped, pushing away. Her needy tone did not match her  words. She expected to fight him off, but he let her slip away.  

	“That’s okay, kiddo. I’ll wait until you’re ready.” His smile was both confident and  kind. He wanted her but wasn’t a man who’d force her. He was willing to wait.  

	“I’m sorry, I just can’t. This isn’t me.” The words jumbled out.  

	Tommy gently caressed her cheek. “Catch your breath. Take all the time you need. I’ll  be here.”  

	April saw that Richelle and Darius were watching her. They both looked pleased. Her  shame burned brightly, which was the strangest feeling when combined with her throb-  bing need. She realized her swimsuit hung open, exposing her chest.  

	“Oh god,” she cried, shoving past Tommy and pulling her suit closed while fleeing the  room.  

	I have to find Jeremy. We have to get out of this madhouse!     

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Marti massaged his balls like it wasn’t a chore. His wife hardly ever bothered with them  at all. Her fingernails made him tremble. She knew how to use those things to maximum  effect. She moved back to his shaft and aggressively pumped it. Jeremy grunted and saw  stars. He didn’t want to explode in two seconds like a chump, but the cum boiled in his  balls.  

	“Shit…god…damn…”  

	“Does this feel wrong, Jeremy?” Her eyes sparkled mischievously. She loved playing  this game.  

	“Damn…it…Marti…”  

	Jeremy was right on the edge when she stopped working his dick. The skilled woman  sensed he was right there. She gripped him tightly at the base and held it until his  breathing slowed. His heart still felt like it was going to pump out of his chest.  

	“Not yet, darling. I promise I’ll get every yummy drop, but not yet.”  

	Marti stood and rolled her bikini bottoms down. She stepped out of them but left her  high-heeled sandals on. Her body was insane. She was in her fifties but put women half  her age to shame. She was freckled everywhere from so much time in the sun, a stunning  contrast to his wife’s flawless, creamy skin.  

	The swell of her hips and softness caused by bearing four children made her even  sexier. She had a perfect hourglass. Marti was also perfectly smooth downstairs. Waxed,  not shaved. Her pussy was right in his face, and he wanted it. He would have happily  licked her if she pulled his mouth to it. 

	Jeremy caught the scent of her arousal, and it was intoxicating. Knowing she wasn’t  just doing this to entrap him changed everything. He thought much more about what he  wanted—what he could have—than what he could lose. It was difficult to worry about  April when staring at Marti’s naked body.  

	Damn, I want to fuck her! She could sit right on it… He’d never wanted anything more.  

	Marti did not straddle him. She went to her knees instead. Smiling, she tugged his  prick again. Before sucking him, she looked back over her shoulder and said, “Marc,  would you be a dear and lick my pussy? I’d like to come, too.”  

	The man seemed to blend into the wallpaper when Jeremy stared at Marti, and the re-  minders of his presence were jarring. Not jarring enough to stop him from doing any-  thing, but it was odd to have his dick out in front of another man. He wondered how  Marc would fit into this. The neighbor scrambled off the recliner and onto his back,  scooting under Marti like a mechanic working on a car.  

	“Ooooo fuck…that’s good…you lick that pussy so good, darling… Oooo…this is why Cami  married you…oooo yesss….”  

	Jeremy was stunned. He’d never witnessed such a thing up close. Her smile was  bliss, and he felt her hot breath on his prick when she moaned. Being a part of such an  intimate moment was so wrong, and that made it so hot. He didn’t consider himself a  voyeur, but watching Marti get pleasured by Marc pushed buttons he didn’t even know  he had.  

	Marti swallowed his cock. Her hot suction made his eyes roll back in his head. She    .

	took him right to the back of her throat while her tongue massaged his shaft. Her moans  sent vibrations up his spine. The kicker was when she pushed her blonde hair back and  stared up at him.  

	Her brown eyes sparkled, and her look said, I want your cum! She could have just held  him there, and he would have pumped it right down her throat, but she bobbed on him,  slurping while he slipped in and out of her lips.  

	“Goddam…Marti…shit…uhnn yeah…”  

	Jeremy grabbed her blonde head with both hands and pumped his hips. She smooth-  ly took him into her throat. He’d never been deep-throated like that. Marti sucked dick  like a porn star, but she was a primetime news anchor. The combination was incredibly  sexy. He loved knowing that such a dignified woman had such a dirty side.  

	“Nooo…darling…let me…ooooo…do it… Marc…darling…yesss…”  

	Her hips worked like she was fucking the neighbor’s face. Jeremy thought she could  suffocate him, but he must have been alive because he loudly licked her. She sounded  drenched. He thought maybe Marc would drown instead.  Marti lifted his shaft and devoured his balls. Her slippery tongue was everywhere.  And that tongue got deep, stretching down toward his taint. She was an artist with her  mouth. He’d never experienced anything like her in his forty-one years. April didn’t even  suck his balls when they first met and were hot and heavy. She’d never do this twelve  years into their marriage. Marti was giving him a rare treat. She pumped his shaft in her  fist while she sucked his balls like she could draw the cum right through his sac.    

	“Shit…Mmm…Marti…I’m…”  

	Jeremy violently trembled and was just about to blast his load all over her face when  she stopped him again. Slamming on the brakes made his balls ache. He couldn’t take  more torture, but she was in control.  

	“Not on my…oooo…face, darling… Fuck, Marc! Fuck, yes!” Marti stared at Jeremy, des-  perate need etched into her face. She needed to come as badly as he did. She gasped, 

	“Not  on my face…this time…”  

	Marti plunged him back into her mouth, and Jeremy erupted. Not on my face…this  time was the tease that pushed him over the edge. He imagined painting her pretty,  proud face while instead shooting his load down her throat. It felt like he pumped a gal-  lon of jizz into the sexy MILF’s mouth, but she swallowed every drop. She shouted into  his cock when she came, but she kept swallowing.  

	“Oooo fuck…fuck Marc…oooo fuck yesss! Lick it! Make me…oooo…fucking…come!”  

	Her head lay on Jeremy’s thigh while she howled, obviously not caring who heard  her. Sammy was right outside the door. Either he was discreet, or it didn’t matter what he  reported back to his boss. Tommy really doesn’t care. What’s wrong with these guys? Jeremy  marveled. Of course, he hadn’t given his own wife a thought while Marti swallowed his  cock. She still rubbed it against her lips while she smiled and moaned, enjoying Marc’s  hungry mouth. The sight pushed April back out of Jeremy’s head.  

	“Fuck, I swear you’re the best cunt licker on Milford Court,” Marti sighed, pushing up to  stand on wobbly legs.

	“Yeah, thanks,” Marc panted. “I love making you come, Marti.”  

	She laughed. “I should make you come to the station and do it every night at my din-  ner break. That would perk me up for the late news. Now take it out and get your reward,  darling.”  

	Marti knelt between his legs on the floor. Marc furiously flogged his cock. It was  smaller than Jeremy’s, who didn’t know what he was watching. He felt like he should  look away, but the scene was fascinating. Why isn’t he fucking her? She should at least suck  his dick after that.  

	“Oh, don’t worry, this is what we do,” she said, reading his mind. “Sometimes I suck  him, but I’m still savoring you.” She licked her lips. “But Marc doesn’t fuck any of us. I  don’t think Cami wants that.”  

	The revelation brought all the weirdness right back, and Jeremy remembered where  he was, what he was doing, and that his wife was out there doing God knew what. Cami  gets to fuck anyone, but Marc doesn’t? Why would any man agree to that? I’d never… He  didn’t want April fucking anyone else anyway, so it didn’t matter. But if she did, he’d  sure as hell be getting it, too. God, what is April doing?  

	His chest got tight like he was having a heart attack. Tommy might be balls deep in  his wife at that exact moment. What could Jeremy say? He’d just come down Marti’s  throat. His weakness ruled him, and he hadn’t considered the consequences. He just  wanted what he wanted. And now, he’d have to pay the price.  

	Jeremy watched Marc come all over Marti’s tits and realized they’d joined the club 

	whether he liked it or not. Shit, I have to find April! he thought, fighting rising panic.  
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	Jeremy and April crashed into each other at the bottom of the stairs. He wasn’t paying  attention because he kept looking back over his shoulder to see if Sammy was following.  She had just come down the stairs and was too busy zipping up her bathing suit to  watch where she was going.  

	The blood turned to ice in his veins when he contemplated why his wife was fixing  her swimsuit. She looked just as startled and guilty as he felt, but the Siegels’ house was  not the place to discuss their situation. He asked if she would be okay alone for two sec-  onds. April looked unsure, which sent him spiraling into maddening speculation. She  was usually unflappable. What did she do? he wondered, understanding he had no right  to be upset.  

	He didn’t want to leave her alone any longer than necessary but was stopped in his  tracks when he ran out to the pool to fetch their things. Chase stood halfway down the  steps into the pool. Peyton was in the water and blowing him.  

	Fucking her mouth was a more accurate description. The middle-aged man had a fist-  ful of the twentysomething’s hair and drove his cock into her mouth. Her hands were  clasped behind her back in what he could only consider to be a submissive posture.  

	Peyton and Chase made for an odd couple. Seeing her with Darius made some kind  of sense because he was—well—Darius, but he didn’t understand why the former cheer-  leader would be drawn to his smarmy neighbor.    .

	Jeremy thought of the world-class blowjob he’d just received from Marti. Should I  have taken control like that? Are the men on Milford Court in charge? Marc wasn’t, but he  was clearly the exception to the rule. His stomach suddenly clenched. Shit, was April up-  stairs blowing someone? Who was the lucky bastard? He couldn’t see his sweet wife taking  another man’s dick in her mouth, but she’d been up to something that got her bathing  suit unzipped.  

	April still looked lost when we returned and grabbed her hand to drag her out of the  house. They raced through the door. He had to get her away from that house of sin.  

	They didn’t stop to get their kids. The children were safe. The couples of Milford  Court weren’t that deviant. Besides, they had to work out their next steps without the kids  in the house. They couldn’t wait until after bedtime, and they couldn’t be interrupted or  talk in code.  

	Jeremy had never had such a sense of urgency. April matched it. But the moment  they were alone in their house, he realized their urgency wasn’t about escape. They start-  ed by talking over each other.  

	April: “Do you know what they’re doing?”  

	Jeremy: “They’re all swingers. What the fuck?”  

	“Did you know?” she asked.  

	“Are you okay?” he replied.  

	“I didn’t know where you were. We were all in the pool and I got this weird vibe, and  I put it all together, and then you were gone. Where did you go?”

	“Tommy and Darius were just acting weird, and then Marc came over and dropped a  bomb, and I saw you were with all of them, and I had to clear my head because every-  thing was moving too fast, and then Marti was there, and Marc, and Sammy… Honey,  what happened? Did they…”  

	“Everyone started pairing off, and I was panicked, and I just wanted to find you, and I  went inside, but you weren’t anywhere, and then I saw Shelly and Darius…”  

	April had the strangest look in her eye. He didn’t need her to explain what she saw  Richelle and Darius doing. He could only imagine her reaction to seeing their neighbors  fucking—especially fucking someone else’s spouses. She didn’t even watch porn. But that  doesn’t explain her bathing suit, he thought.  

	“And then Tommy was there…” She took a deep breath and finally looked him in the  eye. He wasn’t sure what he saw there—confusion, judgment, worry, disgust, need—but  it frightened him. “Where were you, Jeremy?”  

	“I was…” Shit, how do I say this? How do I tell her what happened?  

	Jeremy was spared confession because their real urgency finally kicked in. Standing  in the living room, they crashed together again, this time with desperate need.  

	They stared at each other for a heartbeat and then started furiously making out. April  grabbed him and attacked with her tongue. She’d been more sexually aggressive since  they’d moved—now he wondered if there was a secret reason—but she took it to another  level, pulling at his swim shirt and trunks. Her body filled his hands. He scrambled to  touch her everywhere, all at once, before trying to pull her swimsuit down.    .

	He pulled her zipper, exposing his wife once again. Her swimsuit seemed to fall away  after that. They stumbled toward the couch while their clothes went flying. Her fingers  wrapped around his shaft, and she used it to tug him forward. He was reminded of how  Marti had aggressively grabbed him. His wife was soaked when he touched her, and his  heart skipped a beat with the realization that he wasn’t the reason for it.  

	April fell into the elbow of their small sectional, and he paused a moment to look  down at her. Jeremy didn’t see the sweet girl next door he’d married twelve years ago. The  needy woman who stared up at him was flushed with desire and had wild eyes. Her nip-  ples were dark and plumped with excitement, and her legs were open, exposing a swollen,  glistening sex. She’d never displayed herself like that, but had he ever slowed down to re-  ally look at her?  

	“Make love to me, Jeremy. Please, babe,” she implored. Her tone said, Fuck me, now!  

	Jeremy needed to know what got her into such a state, but he needed it as badly as  she did. He may have come in Marti’s mouth less than an hour earlier, but his wife had  him rock hard again. His trunks were still around his ankles, and he nearly tripped and  fell on her when he lunged forward. They would have laughed about that any other time,  but neither of them was in a laughing mood.  

	“Ahhh…yesss…” she cried when he thrust it into her.  

	“Uhnnn…shit…Ape…”  

	The positioning was awkward, but he figured it out because he was desperate to fuck  his wife. He braced a hand on the frame above her head and another on the cushion    

	beside her, thankful the new leather couch didn’t have much give. He drove it into her as  hard as he could, imagining how hard a stud like Darius or—god forbid—Tommy  could—would—fuck her.  

	April kept her legs wide open and spread her arms too, struggling for purchase to  push back at him. She cried out with every thrust, and those utterances grew more des-  perate by the second. He’d never sensed that she’d needed it like this before. Her urgency  reassured him that none of the other husbands had fucked her at the Siegels’ house, but  he’d gotten a blowjob, and he still wanted her.  

	Jeremy was dizzy thinking about one of those other men having his wife. She didn’t  feel like she’d been fucked, but did he know what that felt like? He’d never had sloppy  seconds in his life. Would April feel different after a huge bull like Darius fucked her?  Thinking about anyone touching his wife made him sick, but somehow, the thought of  April surrendering her body to any of them made him sizzle with maddening desire. A  slutty version of April seemed impossible, but it was so hot, and it drove him to pound  her even harder.  

	“Ahhh god…yesss…yesss…ahhh god…fuck me…fuck me, babe…”  

	“God…damn…it…fuck Ape…”  

	“Yesss…fuck me…don’t…stop…babe…”  

	April didn’t do that. She didn’t demand that he fuck her. She’d sounded awkward  when he’d made her do it before, but now the dirty command was bold. Visions of Dar-  ius bending his wife over and filling her while she screamed fuck me consumed Jeremy.    .

	They made him growl and slam her so hard he didn’t know how the violence didn’t hurt  her. But the harder he went, the more she moaned. She let go of the couch and clung to  him. Her short nails dug half-moons into his back while her legs locked around him.  

	“Yesss…ahh god…OH GOD!”  

	Jeremy imagined her screaming like that for Darius. He couldn’t get the thought of  the neighborhood husbands enjoying her out of his mind. Which ones had her at the  Siegels’ house? And then he imagined her screams cut off when Tommy shoved his cock  in her mouth. He saw stars and the only reason he didn’t fill her with the rush of his ex-  citement was because he’d just come in Marti’s mouth minutes earlier.  

	April looked confused and upset when he wrestled away from her, but he wasn’t leav-  ing her like that. Instead, he grabbed and flipped her over. It might have been the rough-  est he’d ever been with her. He was stunned when she pushed her round ass back at  him. She wanted more.  

	“Ahhh god…yesss…babe…”  

	They crashed together again. She rammed back while he slammed forward. He  gripped her waist and tried to plow her the way Darius would have. She shouted and  moaned, but lost in his fantasy, those moans were muffled because Tommy’s cock filled  her mouth. Imagining her being taken by two neighbors at once felt so wrong. A man  should never imagine his wife that way. He saw them savage April because that’s what  the men on Milford Court do.  

	“Ahhh god…fuck me, babe…yesss…fuck me!”  

	Who did you fuck, you dirty little slut? Who had this pussy first? Horny little slut!  

	Jeremy shouted all of that in his head but didn’t speak it. That was too much, even in  the heat of the moment. He too easily imagined his wife playing the slut, but he couldn’t  call her one. He still loved her too much—even if she was probably a cheating slut. He  forgot about his own indiscretion while he rode her drenched cunt from behind.  

	“God…fucking…dammit…Ape…oh shit…oh shit…”  

	“Babe…pull out! You have to pull out!” she cried.  

	He yanked it from her grasping canal at the last possible second, blasting his searing  load onto her cute ass. He pumped his cock, and the pearly jizz streaked up her back.  

	“Ahhh god, babe…ahhh god yesss…” April cried, reaching down between her thighs to  rub her slick, inflamed mound.  

	The sight of his wife wantonly rubbing her pussy to get over the edge one more time  was a hot poker through his brain. She didn’t do that. He didn’t think she did that at all,  but certainly not in front of him. But she cried out and came just as he finished pumping  the last of his finish onto her upturned peach. He would have had more for her if he  hadn’t given some to Marti. The realization was a slap in the face. Now that they’d both  come, they’d have to face everything else. 
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	April walked out of the kitchen wiping her husband’s cum from her butt and back, what  she could reach anyway. She was practical like that. Using a dishtowel didn’t gross her  out. The kitchen was closer than the bedroom, and she could always wash the towel.  

	Jeremy had to wipe away what she couldn’t get. It was his mess anyway. Afterward,  she wiggled back into her swimsuit, catching how he stared at her jiggling breasts while  she did it. They’d just made love, but he still craved her. She smiled at that.  

	They didn’t make love. She understood that. Even though she’d said the word, it was  still difficult to admit they’d fucked. One made love to their husband. Richelle probably  made love to Chase, but she fucked Darius. Good lord, did she fuck Darius! she thought.  Their neighbors were foremost in her mind when she demanded that Jeremy fuck her.  She couldn’t have the forbidden fruit, but she could fantasize about it.  

	“So, our neighbors are all swingers,” she started, unable to take the silent staring.  Jeremy looked as stunned as she felt. She sat beside him on the couch. Her suit was dry  enough.  

	“Yeah. I mean, I knew there was something off about this place, but I’d never have  guessed it was that. I wanted to believe that we’d just found ourselves in a faster crowd  down here, but they were normal.”  

	“Faster crowd? You sound like your mom.” She laughed. It felt good. He did not.  

	“You know what I mean. Miami is hot and exciting, and we’re…not. At least, that    .

	wasn’t our life back in Jersey.”  

	“That was never our life. We’ve never been like these people.”  

	“Good point. I’ve heard of swinging, obviously, but I thought it died out in the 70s,  like disco and wide lapels. No way I thought there were swinging communities.”  

	“It’s not all of Peregrine’s Nest. I think it’s just our street.”  

	“Still, it’s weird. Right?”  

	“Oh, totally. I don’t know how they make it work. How do they handle the jealousy?  How do they keep track of who’s sleeping with who?”  

	Jeremy laughed mirthlessly. “That’s easy. They’re all screwing each other. That’s my  impression, anyway. All the husbands share their wives.”  

	“Is that how it is? That sounds like some patriarchal nonsense. Why isn’t it the wives  sharing the husbands?”  

	“Woah, slow down, Gloria Steinem. I’m not sure who is sharing who is the point.  They’re all sharing each other, right? They can call it whatever they want, but they’re  swingers.”  

	“How do you know so much about swinging? I knew it was some old sex thing, but  that’s it.”  

	April crossed her arms and fixed him with a suspicious stare. Cami said her husband  liked to watch porn about wife sharing. Jeremy seemed like he might also be into that.  The day’s revelations didn’t seem as shocking to him.  

	“I don’t know. I wasn’t looking into us becoming swingers. You just pick up 

	knowledge as you move through life. It’s been in movies. What about Eyes Wide Shut?”  

	“Is that what that movie was about? I never saw it. Anyway, what did Marc tell you?”  

	“Pretty much what we’ve been talking about. The husbands on Milford Court share  their wives, and everyone is into it. I thought he was saying that these guys are free to  show up at each other’s houses to screw the wives whenever they like. I know how crazy  that sounds.”  

	“So, Chase or Tommy could come over and just take me to our bedroom? What if  you’re home?”  

	April again avoided using Darius as an example because it could lead to questions she  didn’t want to answer. The concept of being available for sex whenever the men of Mil-  ford Court wanted her was offensive. She was not a possession or a sex toy. But beneath  her modern civility, a powerful man showing up to take her triggered a dangerous thrill.  What would it be like to be so free with her sexuality?  

	“Maybe I’m supposed to go over to Tommy’s house and fuck Marti? She said it’s not  like that but didn’t explain how it does work. Marc didn’t give me details either, but it  sounded like he’s not so into it. That’s what I thought, anyway. I think he might be into  it, but not happy about it. Does that make sense?”  

	“I guess. Cami told me that cuckolds are into the humiliation of their wives being  with other men.”  

	Jeremy looked surprised. “Sounds like Cami told you more than you let on.”  

	“Not about our neighbors. She was explaining what she does with OnlyFans and why 

	Marc is okay with it. She sort of implied that she’s with other men, but she didn’t say it  was any of the neighbors. I’m as shocked as you are.”  

	April didn’t want to explain why she didn’t tell him everything. How do I explain I  thought he might be like Marc? “Did Marc say anything else?”  

	“He came over to warn me about leaving you alone with Chase. I told him I wasn’t  worried about you. I know you’re not going to be seduced by that meathead.”  

	Jeremy didn’t look so sure, and she was offended until she remembered how Tommy  kissed her. Chase and Tommy weren’t so different. She’d felt something when Chase was  close in the pool.  

	“I got the feeling from Marc that the point of this barbecue was to initiate us into  their weird sex club,” he continued. “He was angry that Tommy didn’t say anything be-  fore convincing us to buy this house, let alone invite us to a swinger party. He also said  that it’s just like Tommy to do that.”  

	She recalled how Tommy touched her like she already belonged to him. Is it because  he’s Jeremy’s boss? The idea was revolting and darkly thrilling all at once. She was dis-  turbed that it turned her on. She allowed him to touch her—kiss her—for far too long.  April shook the thoughts out of her head. “Tommy seems like the type who gets what he  wants. I’m not surprised. But if he thinks we’re just going to fall in line…”  

	“I’m going to have to talk to him about all of this. I want to know what the hell he was  thinking. This whole thing feels like a setup now.”  

	“You don’t think this is all connected, do you? The house, the job… Tommy didn’t   

	offer you the job because…” She blanched at the very idea. What if we uprooted our lives for  a lie?  

	“Because he wanted to fuck you?” He saw her reaction to his bluntness and added,  “Sorry, honey. It seems like something out of a bad movie, right? I want to believe he of-  fered me the job because he saw something in me, but I must consider the alternative.  Tommy met you at that party my old firm threw, and it all started after that. He’s thrown  a lot of money at me just to fuck my wife, but I guess he’s the kind of guy who’d do that.”  

	“This all makes me sound like a prize to be won—or bought. It’s disgusting.”  

	“Yeah, but I’m kinda proud that I have such a hot wife that he’d give me a mid-six-  fig-ure salary and pay all our moving expenses just to get her. You’re a prize to me.”  

	“I’m no one’s prize, Jeremy,” she snapped. She knew it was supposed to be a compli-  ment, but she couldn’t frame it that way. “It’s gross that he thought all he had to do was  get me down here, and I’d just spread my legs. What? Out of gratitude?”  

	April hoped she sounded disgusted. She was. Tommy’s plan—if that was his plan—  was foul. He was like some feudal lord who wanted to take one of his vassals’ wives. Even  more upsetting was that disgust wasn’t her only feeling.  

	She couldn’t confess the truth, but she felt the same strange, inappropriate pride that  a man like Tommy Siegel would move heaven and earth just to get her into bed. Men  might do that for women like Cami or Richelle, but they didn’t see her that way. Deep  down, she’d always been envious of women like them but hid it behind morality.  

	Maybe for the first time, April understood why pride was one of the seven deadly sins  

	because the rush she felt was as powerful as it was wrong. Her rational mind protested,  but that primal side wanted Tommy to have her. He’s not even my type, she protested. Pri-  mal April answered, But when he kissed you… And then there was Darius. She’d just  come—twice—but thinking about being his on-call slut tightened her core so quickly that  she actually gasped.  

	“Are you okay, April?” Jeremy asked.  

	“Sure, I’m fine. Sorry, this is just a lot,” she distractedly replied. “You said Marti  talked to you. Why did she drag you away?”  

	“She sensed something was wrong. Now that I know everything, I think she was try-  ing to keep me away so whatever Tommy had planned for you could roll out undis-  turbed.”  

	“These people are so arrogant.” She poured on the anger.  

	“Marti thought she could make me understand the arrangement here. That’s what  they seem to call it—an arrangement. But once I knew what was happening, I worried  about you the whole time.” He visibly switched gears. “It looked like you were coming  from upstairs. How did you end up there?”  

	“I was looking for you. I had the same worry when I figured out what they were  doing.” April didn’t know how to make her confession and tossed it back at him. “Did  she? Make you understand?”  

	“She was very convincing.” Jeremy swallowed hard. “Listen, April. I didn’t know how  to handle it. Everything they told me was so unbelievable, and I was so confused. I barely had time to react before the next thing happened. Marti was very forward. I don’t know if  it was hers or Tommy’s, but she was on a mission. Marc was there, too, and he was just  as thrown as I was.”  

	“What are you saying, babe?” Suddenly, she feared she hadn’t done the worst thing  that day.  

	“Marti was sitting so close, and her hand was on my leg, and it was just a flurry of  words, and then she was touching me…”  

	“Touching you?”  

	“Christ, April. I don’t know how to say this. I have so many excuses. She had my  mind all twisted around, and I was afraid you might be doing something. I just sat there  and didn’t do anything. But I let it happen. I know there’s no excuse.”  

	“What did you let happen?” She fought her rising dread.  

	“She…Marti…she…uh…dammit…I let her blow me.”  

	“Marti…” Words failed her. April fought the tornado of emotions tearing through her.  She felt as turned around as Jeremy claimed to be. “Marti gave you oral sex?”  

	He looked away.  

	“You let her suck your dick? That’s so generous of you, Jeremy.”  

	“I didn’t mean it like that. I just meant I didn’t stop her. I should have stopped her,  but I didn’t. I didn’t ask her for it. I said we shouldn’t.”  

	“At least you nicely asked her not to suck your dick.”  

	“April, I’m sorry. I know it was wrong. I…”    .

	“And Marc just sat there and watched?”  

	“Uh, no…”  

	“Did he suck your dick, too?” She knew it was mean, but she was angry, and that  sounded like something a cuckold might do. Oh my… Is Jeremy bi?  

	“No. He…uh…licked her pussy. He went down…I guess up…on her.”  

	“Wow, you got to have a threesome.” I could have walked into that bedroom and had my  own. Darius and Shelly would have welcomed me. Instead, I let Tommy…  

	“Not the one I wanted. Shit, that’s not what I meant. You know what I mean.”  

	“I’m not sure I do. Did you want Cami there instead of Marc? That would have been  hot. Or were you really thinking of me while the neighbor sucked your dick? Did you  wish it was me between you and Marc instead of Marti?”  

	Jeremy looked away. It was enough of an answer. He would. He would share me with  another man. Did they get to him, or did he always have this in him? Then she asked, Did  they get to me? Have they already twisted me, too? April thought about being between two  men and felt a shiver of excitement. Marc would not be involved in her fantasy. She was  so angry that it may not even include Jeremy. What if Tommy took me into that bedroom,  and he and Darius…  

	“What happened upstairs, April? You said you were looking for me, but you were zip-  ping up your bathing suit when we ran into each other.”  

	She didn’t want her turn in the hot seat. Her anger—not that it wasn’t justified—was  a reaction to her own guilt. He described how everything just happened, and she knew  

	exactly how that felt. She didn’t have an excuse for her passivity in the face of temptation.  No one made her stay and watch Darius and Richelle. She didn’t stop Tommy from  touching her—not until it was almost too late. Her bathing suit was unzipped because he  unzipped it. At least I didn’t get on my knees and blow him.  

	April sighed heavily. “I have a confession to make, too.” She didn’t like how his face  hardened. “I did go looking for you. I was afraid that you were angry because it looked  like I was flirting with Chase again. I was with everyone else, and then you were gone.”  

	“It didn’t look like anything, April. You were flirting with him.”  

	“Okay, maybe I wanted to see how you’d react. But then, after I put it all together, I  was worried I might have pushed you too far—especially if you’d figured it all out, too. I  was afraid you’d think I was up to something. That got worse when everyone started pair-  ing off. So, I went looking for you. I wanted to check the house before I came home. I  didn’t want to leave you at the Siegels.”  

	“What did you think I’d do there?”  

	“Seriously? You got your dick sucked.” She let him absorb that before continuing.  April was angry that he’d cheated, but it made her indiscretion easier to confess. “I went  upstairs, and I walked in on Shelly and Darius together. Well, almost walked in. I stopped  in the doorway.” She had to force out the admission, “And I watched them.”  

	Jeremy’s surprise made her cheeks burn. She knew it was a dirty, sneaky thing to do.  “How long did you stand there and watch them? Did they know you were watching them  have sex?”

	“They didn’t invite me in,” she replied, knowing that’s where his head went. Is the  truth worse? Is it worse because it’s Tommy? “And they weren’t having sex yet. Darius was  going down on her. They didn’t realize I was there.”  

	“You like watching, don’t you?”  

	“I…” She looked down, looked sideways, looked anywhere but at him. He loved her.  She hoped he’d understand, but she didn’t want her husband to see her differently. The  way Tommy does. “I don’t know. I felt like I was in a trance.”  

	“But it turned you on? Like when you watched Cami getting off?”  

	“It wasn’t like that at all. I guess I like it. I keep doing it, but I had no idea, babe. This  isn’t a thing for me.”  

	Jeremy let it slide. “Okay, he’s going down on Shelly. They didn’t invite you in. What  happened?”  

	“Then she went down… She sucked his dick.” April worked hard not to visualize what  Darius did to Richelle’s mouth. Saying her friend sucked his dick was the understatement  of the year. “They got really into it. But he didn’t finish.”  

	“Like I did?”  

	“I didn’t mean that. I swear. But Darius was in complete control. He wanted… He  wanted to fuck Shelly.” She tried out the dirty words to see how they’d feel in her mouth  when they weren’t having sex. Being risqué tickled her brain. She liked the way her hus-  band reacted to her saying it.  

	“And he fucked her?” He was wistful like he was trying to picture it.    

	She had no doubt he was jealous. Jeremy would love his own shot with their sexy  neighbor. Would he share me so he could have Shelly? Or Cami? Or Marti—again? The  thought came from nowhere, and she didn’t want to believe it could be true.  

	“Oh yes, he fucked her.” April regretted it the second the words left her mouth. Not  the words but the way she said it. His reaction was confirmation that it was a mistake.  She was already digging her hole, so she pressed on. “I was going to leave, but then  Tommy found me.”  

	Jeremy looked like she punched him. The last thing he wanted to know was that his  boss had had her. She hurriedly added, “I didn’t have sex with him. I didn’t…suck his  dick. It wasn’t like that at all. He watched with me.”  

	“Just watched?” His tone was utter disbelief.  

	“I didn’t know what was happening.” The excuse sounded even lamer out of her  mouth than his. “I was, y’know, into watching Darius and Shelly. Tommy was saying  things. He was close, but I didn’t realize what he was doing…how he was touching me.”  She held her breath. Maybe I’ll pass out before I have to say it. “And then he kissed me.”  

	“Jesus Christ, April!”  Jeremy was off the couch, pacing in front of her. She tried to reach for him, but he  didn’t slow down. He just repeated himself. Jesus Christ, April! His anger flared much  brighter than hers, and she resented it. I didn’t suck his dick! He didn’t go down on me! But  she understood that kissing might seem worse. It was so intimate. He never said if Marti  kissed him. But she could see the blonde jumping right to a blow job.    .

	“He kissed you? And you kissed him back?” He glared at her.  

	“For a minute or two. Not long. I came to my senses and pushed him away. I knew it  was wrong.”  

	“After he undressed you.” He stared at her zipper like he could see Tommy unzipping  it.  

	April jumped to her feet and got in his face. “At least I realized it was wrong! Appar-  ently, you had no problem coming in Marti’s mouth!”  

	“I… You… Tommy…” Jeremy ran a hand through his hair and turned away, flustered.  She turned him back to face her. He looked lost. She was angry but still felt for him. She  loved him. Smiling, she took his hands. They weren’t lost. He admitted, “You’re right.  I’m being ridiculous after what I did. It’s just…Tommy? I can’t see that.”  

	“Marti? Come on. I didn’t know you’re into older women.”  

	“I’m not. Not generally. I’d have never thought about that…with her…before. But  there is something about her.”  

	“Is it the big, fake tits?”  

	They both laughed, and it drained a lot of the tension from the room.  

	“I’m sure that has something to do with it. For the record, I don’t know how to feel  about all this salty language from you.”  

	“I’ve said tits and fuck before. I’m a thirty-eight-year-old woman.”  

	“Yeah, but not like this. I’m going to have to get used to my wife having such a dirty  mouth.”  

	April quizzically watched him. He was not just talking about cursing. Saying fuck  wasn’t the only reason she had a dirty mouth. She’d done something much dirtier with it.  And Jeremy seemed to like that. She was perplexed. I’ve discovered I’m a voyeur. Did he dis-  cover he likes…sharing me? She could hardly think it.  

	“So, was it Tommy’s tits? I still can’t see it,” he continued, and he was clearly trying  to, despite the joke.  

	“Babe, I think it was the situation. I swear, I’ve never looked at him like that. Even  now, I can’t believe I let him kiss me. I was watching Darius and Shelly, and I was swept  up, and Tommy read it and took advantage. I don’t mean that like he forced me. You  don’t have to storm over there and defend my honor. But you have to believe me, I’d  never kiss Tommy Siegel if I were in my right mind.”  

	“And I wouldn’t have…done that…with Marti under ordinary circumstances.”  

	“Cheated. You can say it, babe. We both cheated. Not at the same level, but we cheat-  ed. We’re not like the people around us. We don’t have an arrangement. I know what I  did was wrong.”  

	“So do I. I didn’t have your permission.”  

	“That’s a funny way to put it. Would you want that? My permission to…”  

	Jeremy looked caught, and icy fingers of fear gripped her heart. April didn’t think she  could live with her husband doing that. It didn’t matter that she would benefit from  it. Would I benefit from it? Is that what this is really about? She thought they were coming  to a resolution, but she was more confused than ever.    .

	“No, I wasn’t saying that,” he answered too quickly. “We’re not swingers.” He didn’t  sound convinced. She wondered, Did one blowjob brainwash my husband?  

	“I’d also be able to…do stuff. You understand that, right?”  

	“Do you want that, honey? To…do stuff?”  

	“No, of course not. That’s not who we are. Who I am. Today was just a mistake. But if  we were… If we did…”  

	“It would be both of us, yes. I get that. We’d have an arrangement like the other cou-  ples on Milford Court. But we’re not doing that. Neither of us wants that.”  

	“Right. We’re not like them,” she agreed.  

	April wondered how many times one of them had insisted they were different from—  better than—their neighbors. Despite the confusing thoughts, weird feelings, and dark  desires, she had to believe she was different—that they were different from their neigh-  bors. Being a swinger went against everything she’d been taught was right. She didn’t  want a cuckold husband like Marc.  

	“What are we going to do?” she asked.  

	“They aren’t going to make us do anything. This isn’t a cult.”  

	“But Tommy? Your job? It’s all tied together. They won’t force us into their sex club,  but he won’t take it well when you tell him it’s not going to happen again.”  

	“I’ll have to talk to him. Hopefully, if he sees me man up, he’ll get that I’m serious.  We’ll figure this out, honey. I love you. As long as we’re a team, we can get through this.  They can’t drag us down.” 

	“I love you, too, babe.”  

	They tightly embraced, and being in his arms was reassuring, but April feared they’d  already changed. She believed Jeremy would behave because she had no choice, just as  she’d keep her new forbidden thoughts down. After all, she had to.  

	As much as April wanted to believe all of that, she had the nagging feeling that they’d  opened a box they couldn’t close.     
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	“I ’m sorry, Mr. Sampson, but Mr. Siegel is all booked up with meetings through the rest  of the day. Sofia says maybe he can see you tomorrow.”  

	“Thanks, Liliana. I’ll try again tomorrow, I guess.”  

	Jeremy closed the intercom and turned around to stare out at the bay beyond his of-  fice window. He was fuming. Tommy had been dodging him for days now. The bastard  was toying with him. He knew it. I should storm up there and demand to see him. Sofia, the  boss’s pretty, slender assistant, wouldn’t stop him.  

	Life had gotten much weirder since the Fourth of July barbecue. He felt like one of  those prehistoric creatures that got stuck in the LaBrea Tar Pits. His parents took him  there as a kid, and he’d never been able to shake his horror at being trapped while slowly  dying. He and April seemed trapped in place and surrounded by predators.  

	A week had passed since the barbecue. At first, they tried to act as if everything was  normal. They had a long weekend with the kids and crammed onto the beach with a  thousand tourists. It just felt good, essential even, to get away from Milford Court. He felt  the crushing weight press down on him the moment they passed back through the gates  of Peregrine’s Nest.  

	Nothing was normal. He and April endlessly discussed their predicament, but they  had no easy answers. The couple reflexively assured each other that they would not be  joining the neighbors’ swinging club every chance they got, but that was as far as they    .

	got.  

	She didn’t see how they could live among the other couples, knowing what happened  behind closed doors. She seemed convinced that if they stayed, the others would come for  them like villagers with torches and pitchforks. Jeremy thought they should be able to live  there and not participate in the wife-swapping, but he understood the rejection might  make their neighbors hostile.  

	He didn’t see it as rejecting them. He understood any man would jump at the chance  to fuck any of the wives of Milford Court, and he’d never admit it to April, but he felt like  a fool for refusing the chance to sleep with a woman like Richelle. He had to—he under-  stood that—but turning down such an offer still felt ridiculous. The pull to give in was  strong, but the cost would be too high. He didn’t understand the mindset of sharing your  wife.  

	Dark visions of April with the other husbands still swam into his mind, unbidden,  and they always made his cock throb, but he didn’t know how he’d live with the jealousy.  He had a glimpse of what it did to Marc.  

	All the couples on Milford Court had been together for a long time, but he didn’t see  how a marriage survived that pressure. But Christ, when he thought about fucking a for-  mer pro football cheerleader like Peyton, he nearly lost his mind. Jeremy could almost  convince himself the risk was worth it.  

	April felt the same temptation. Her knee-jerk denials were too forced. She’d been  emotionally transparent the entire time he’d known her. He didn’t press it, so he didn’t    

	know if it was simply knowing the other men on the street wanted her or if it was something more. The alternative was hard to accept. The men on Milford Court were all fit  specimens—except Marc—but try as he might, Jeremy always made it about him.  

	Am I not getting the job done in bed? Isn’t April satisfied? Neither had to be true. He  wanted to jerk off every time he thought about Richelle in that bikini, and it had nothing  to do with his desire for his wife. April was his world. But he couldn’t apply that logic to  knowing she wanted other men. She made out with Tommy fucking Siegel! 

	 Every time he closed his eyes, Jeremy saw it. He wanted to think about how hot  Richelle must have looked while Darius railed her, but no, he couldn’t escape picturing  his sweet, innocent—not-so-innocent anymore—wife kissing his boss, letting the man  touch her, undress her. She said Tommy kissed her, and she pushed him away, but that  was an obvious lie. He unzipped her bathing suit. He could have stripped her completely.  Jeremy had no idea what actually happened, and he didn’t know if he’d ever get the truth  from his wife.  

	Figuring out what April did with Tommy consumed him. In the absence of details,  his mind filled in the blanks, and he discovered his mind was damned dirty. Tommy  pushed her against the wall. He peeled the bathing suit off her trim body. Or worse, she  pulled down the straps and wiggled out of it after he unzipped it, eager to show off for the  powerful man.  

	His boss was fit and handsome—for an older guy—but weathered. He didn’t see why  a fresh young woman like April would want him, but he understood that women liked    .

	powerful men. He got why a woman like her would be eager to please Tommy Siegel.  She’d only be the latest in a long line. She cracked that she didn’t suck his dick, but Jere-  my didn’t think she’d admit that if she had, even after his confession.  

	His vision got blurry when he pictured Tommy holding April by her ever-present  ponytail and feeding her his thick, veiny cock. Marti sucked dick like a pro. If Tommy  trained her, maybe he’d train April, too.  

	Jeremy was confident the man didn’t fuck his wife. They did it the moment they got  home, and she didn’t feel like she’d just been fucked. That was too far, even for his sur-  prisingly slutty wife. But she could have sucked down Tommy’s load. Shit, did I kiss her  after he came in her mouth? The disturbing thought consumed him. It would be too much  betrayal. April wouldn’t do that.  

	He considered the alternative, that his boss got on his knees, put a leg over his shoul-  der, and ate her pussy while April braced against the wall. She wasn’t waxed like Marti,  but her pretty little pussy was irresistible. Tommy would tease her and make her beg to  come. It turned his stomach, but he knew seeing that would be incredible.  

	The only thing that tempered his indignation was the knowledge that he’d come  down Marti’s throat. He was sure Tommy knew. That couple didn’t keep secrets. He  didn’t know how he’d look his boss in the eye otherwise. Jeremy would never be a weak  cuck like Marc Goldman. Was Tommy amused or pissed that Jeremy had Marti’s mouth.  She couldn’t get my dick out fast enough, cocksucker, he thought when he needed to psych  himself up.

	But Tommy Siegel was still the wild card, and he had to resolve his situation with the  man one way or another. They’d be wiped out if Jeremy got fired or had to quit his job.  They couldn’t flip the new house for a profit that quickly, and the South Florida real es-  tate market was in trouble anyway. He had to know what Tommy expected from them.  

	Doubts about his job consumed him. A lesser man would have fallen apart. Jeremy  couldn’t accept that Tommy only offered him the job because he wanted to fuck April. He  may have been in denial, but he clung to it. They were both fucked if that was the only  reason. Was the job gone if Tommy couldn’t have April? Jeremy was still in his proba-  tionary period, but how would Tommy explain the truth to HR if he had the balls to push  it? He wondered if he had it in him to blackmail the man. Sammy would probably feed  him to a gator if he tried it.  

	Late at night, when he watched April sleeping, he wondered if he could do it. She  looked particularly innocent in her slumber, almost like the twenty-two-year-old girl he  met right out of college. Could I give her up to keep our lives? Would I ask her to fuck  Tommy?  

	Darkly, he considered, Would I even have to ask her? She had a taste. Does she want  more? Is April thinking about him when she’s fucking me? Or is it Darius in her fantasies?  Even Chase? Christ, what if it’s all of them? What if she’s as tempted as I am?  

	Something was going on in her head because their sex life had changed overnight. It  had been the wildest week of their married life. She was affectionate the moment he got  home at night, and that wasn’t all about proving their marriage was strong. He knew she    .

	was overcompensating on that front. If she held the blowjob against him, she didn’t show  it. No, April was all over him because she was horny and making sure he was primed to  take care of her later. Jeremy didn’t need the encouragement.  

	He’d been as hot for his wife as she was for him, except he had a sneaking suspicion  her hypersexuality was caused by thoughts of the neighbor rather than him. It wasn’t  rank paranoia. His state of near-constant arousal was down to thinking about the sexy  neighborhood wives he could have or, more disturbingly, the neighborhood husbands  having April.  

	They fucked at least once every night, which was a new record for them. And the sex  was intense. She was a wildcat, and Jeremy handled her more aggressively than he ever  had in fourteen years together. She’d even blown him a few times, which he knew was a  reaction to Marti.  

	But unlike his boss’s wife, his own was not eager to swallow his load. She did it twice.  The first time was when she surprised him in the shower and got on her knees. Jeremy  suspected that was unintentional. He was so shocked and excited that he was too quick,  and she made the best of it. The other time was when he pulled out to finish. She was  still in that dangerous time of the month.  

	“I want it in my mouth! Give it to me!” April panted, quickly turning around to face him.  He’d been fucking her from behind, and she was on her hands and knees on their bed. She still  glowed from coming.  

	“What? Ape…are you serious?”  

	“I want your…cum…give it to me…”  

	What she didn’t want was more notable. She didn’t want him in her mouth after he’d  been in her pussy. April stared up at him with her mouth wide open. That was almost  hotter. And completely unlike the wife he knew. He might have thought she learned the  move from porn, but that was impossible. She wasn’t watching that. He lost it, and she  caught most of his release in her mouth, moving too close to miss after a shot landed  across her cheek.  

	That was also a rare occasion of dirty talk. They didn’t go back to the teasing of that  first night in their new house. Jeremy was afraid of what might come out if he prompted  her. He also feared slipping and saying something inexcusable.  

	On the surface, everything was great if they could figure out how to navigate living on  Milford Court. He knew that underneath the truth was very different. They should get  everything out in the open, but they both feared what that could mean.  

	At least I can get some clarity if I get to Tommy, he thought. That had to be the priority.  I’m kicking down his door tomorrow if he won’t see me. 
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	“Go on, get in the house,” April shouted to the kids while she loaded up with a second  trip of groceries from the back of her SUV. They’d been bickering the entire time they’d  been running errands, and she was at the end of her rope.  

	The kids weren’t really the problem, and she felt guilty for scolding them. She knew  the stress of their situation had made her short lately. They could have extra pool time  when the groceries were unpacked. Overindulging was a legitimate response to guilt, she  decided.  

	Both arms were loaded with reusable shopping bags when she caught motion out of  the corner of her eye. Darius was coming across the cul-de-sac. She tried to rush, but she  couldn’t waddle away from him quickly enough when she was laden with the groceries.  

	“Hey, let me help you with that. It looks like you’ve got a lot there,” he called out.  

	“That’s okay. I only need a couple more trips. I’m sure you have things to do.”  

	April turned and rushed toward the house, hoping to be inside before he could en-  gage her. She headed straight for the kitchen, setting the bags down and taking a mo-  ment to catch her breath. She hoped it was long enough for Darius to go home. That  hope was dashed.  

	“I got the rest for you,” he said, trailing her into the house. He gripped four bags in  each of his huge hands. The man’s thick biceps looked pumped, but he showed no strain.  

	“Let me take those from you.”    .

	She rushed forward to lift the bags from his hands without thinking and felt the heat  between them the moment she came close. Darius patiently held the groceries while she  removed them two at a time.  

	“Thanks, you really didn’t have to do that. I had it.”  

	“What kind of man would I be if I watched you carry all of that into the house by  yourself? I was raised better than that.”  

	“I guess I should thank your mother then. It’s nice to encounter a gentleman these  days. There don’t seem to be so many around.”  

	Even as she called him a gentleman, April flashed on her guest pushing his cock  down Richelle’s throat. That didn’t seem to be the sort of thing a gentleman did. A gen-  tleman probably didn’t ask for oral sex at all, let alone choke his neighbor’s wife with his  massive cock. She chose not to dwell on the massive part but still felt her cheeks flush at  the memory.  

	Darius wasn’t in a hurry to leave. His bulk blocked her exit from the small kitchen.  She could probably squeeze past him, but she wouldn’t risk brushing up against him.  Another memory welled up: the way Richelle shrieked when he pushed her to orgasm  after orgasm. April didn’t think she’d ever come like that. Could he make me feel that? She  feared the answer was yes because if he did, it could become an addiction.  

	She began putting the groceries away since she had no escape. The cold things need-  ed to be stored immediately anyway. Melted popsicles weren’t good for anyone. She felt  Darius staring at her butt when she bent over to dig in the bags she’d placed on the floor 

	and had to fight the urge to tug the back of her short, flowery sundress down. She didn’t  want him to know that she knew he was looking.  

	His interested attention stoked the heat between her thighs. She’d been unreasonably  horny since the barbecue and didn’t need any further stimulation. He watched her move  around the kitchen. When she shyly glanced over, Darius smiled at her. She understood  the Milford Court arrangement now but still couldn’t get used to a man so nakedly admiring her—a married one at that.  “

	We haven’t seen you around since the barbecue. I was disappointed you and Jeremy  left so quickly. I was hoping we’d have some time to get to know each other better.”  

	“Were you? I don’t think that’s a good idea.”  

	“Why not? I’d like to think we’re friends.”  

	“Are you and Shelly friends, too?”  

	“Sure. We all genuinely care about each other. That’s what makes our connection here  so special.”  

	“Everyone on our cul-de-sac seems to have a special connection. Jeremy made a con-  nection with Marti,” she snarked, instantly regretting it. She should not be sharing her  marital business with Darius. Jeremy wouldn’t want her to.  

	“I heard. That’s part of why I’m surprised you left when you did.”  

	“Did you really miss me? I recall you were busy connecting with Shelly.”  

	“Jealous?” His cocksure grin gave her dangerous tingles.  

	“No reason for me to be. I have a husband I love very much. He’s all I need.”    .

	Darius laughed. It was deep and warm, and her tingle intensified. “Shelly and I  weren’t making love. And when it comes to pleasure, can’t we all use a little more?”  

	“That wasn’t making love? Thanks for educating me.”  

	“Mr. Russell?” Gabe said, looking up at Darius with awe. The boy appeared out of  nowhere.  

	“Hey, little man. What’s going on?” Darius turned on that 1000-watt smile that capti-  vated everyone, even kids.  

	“You know you’re not supposed to interrupt adults when they’re talking, Gabe,” she  snapped, hoping her son hadn’t overheard their conversation.  

	“But we’re supposed to go in the pool, Mom.”  

	“When we’re ready,” she replied, barely containing her frustration.  

	
“But, Mom,” he whined.  

	“Hey, little man, you know you’re supposed to listen to your mom.”  

	“I know, but…”  

	“No buts, brother. I’d get whooped if I didn’t respect my momma. That’s the first les-  son of being a man.”  

	Gabe stared at him with wide eyes. He’d never seen a human being that large. He  understood in that primal way that the former football player was someone to respect and  emulate.  

	“Yes, sir. Sorry, Mom.”  

	“Just take your sister and go upstairs and change into your bathing suits. I’ll come up    

	and get you when I’m ready.”  

	“Yes, Mom.”  

	“Good man,” Darius said, roughing the boy’s hair.  

	Watching them interact, April’s defenses melted despite her better judgment. Darius  was different from the other men on Milford Court. He had a soft touch and decency she  hadn’t seen from Tommy or Chase yet. A man doesn’t have to be decent to be good in bed.  She pushed that thought down, but Darius’ nature explained why she was drawn to him  more powerfully than her other neighbors. Tommy’s bravado was sexy, but she could  never fall for a man like that.  

	“Where were we?” he asked once Gabe was upstairs.  

	“I don’t know. It’s all too much, Darius. I don’t know how to live in your world. It’s all  too foreign to me. I don’t think I even want to.”  

	“It’s fun if you give it a try.” He came further into the kitchen. She backed away but  didn’t have far to retreat with the grocery bags all over the floor. “You just need to open  your mind, April.”  

	“I keep hearing that, but my mind is open enough. What you do—all of you—doesn’t  make sense to me.”  

	“Which part? Our closeness? Our freedom? Our pleasure?”  

	He was very close. Too close. April felt like she was sweating even though the air  conditioning kept the house at a cool 70 degrees. She had to look up to look at him. His  hand brushed hers on the countertop.    .

	“I… Are married people supposed to be that free? The point of marriage is commit-  ment.”  

	“If the point is commitment, I think you’re doing it wrong, baby. That sounds like a  trap. Isn’t it about love?”  

	“You know what I mean.”  

	“I know you’re running from what you want because you’re scared. None of this is  about commitment for any of us. I love Peyton, and that’s not diminished by seeing  Shelly, or Cami, or Marti.”  

	“All of them?” The words just slipped out.  

	“We share everything on Milford Court. That’s why it works. Peyton deserves as  much pleasure as she can get. I’m excited that she gets what she needs. Tommy and  Chase take good care of her. And you can have all that, too, if you want it.”  

	“I don’t think Jeremy is as generous as the rest of you.”  

	“A man can change his mind in the face of temptation. We know that, April. It’s al-  ready happened. Why should he be able to indulge himself if you can’t?”  

	“It just…” She stopped because she was about to defend her husband with the same  lame excuse he’d given her: it just happened.  

	April hadn’t forgotten that Jeremy got a blowjob from Marti. It didn’t bother her the  way she expected it would, but part of that was down to what she did with Tommy. Is that  how it starts? she’d wondered. One line is crossed, and the others get easier? She didn’t want  to believe it was that simple.  

	“I don’t understand how you do this, and don’t get attached,” she said, hoping her  voice wasn’t as weak to him as it was in her ears.  

	“We’re attached. All the other wives mean something to me, but it’s just not the same  as it is with Peyton. Haven’t you ever fucked just for fun?”  

	April didn’t want to answer. The real answer, no, made her sound like a prude. A lie  would make her sound like a slut. Nor would she admit that deep down, she’d always  wanted to be the sort of woman who’d have sex just for the fun of it.  

	“Maybe it’s time you tried it, April.” He took her hand from the counter, and she  didn’t pull away. His hand dwarfed hers, and the contrast of her pale skin on his ebony  flesh was startling, but her hand felt right in his. “I’m sorry this was all dropped on you  the way it was, baby, but that doesn’t have to change anything. We can still have this.  Jeremy’s already proved he’s open.”  

	Darius pulled her close by her hand. She was so distracted by her pounding heartbeat  that she didn’t fight it. Her other hand rested on his broad chest, but she didn’t push  him away. God, he feels so strong! He brushed the hair that wasn’t gathered in her ponytail  back from her face.  

	“Are you going to try to tell me you don’t want this, baby?” He smiled warmly. It  wasn’t a taunt but an acknowledgment of the truth.  

	“Darius…the kids are right upstairs,” she whimpered.  

	“They won’t know if I steal a little kiss.”  

	Their lips brushed, and her core throbbed. April surged up toward him, and her lips    .

	parted. Her need was palpable. Her eyes flickered closed, and with a sharp inhale, she  kissed him.  

	“Mom!” Gabi cried from upstairs. “Where’s my bathing suit?”  

	Dammit! April pulled away from Darius, feeling woozy. Her pussy throbbed in time  with her pounding heart. She’d never wanted a kiss so badly in her life. Wanting him  was wrong—dangerous. He was not her husband. She gathered herself and called back to  her daughter.  

	“It’s in the laundry room. I’ll grab it and be right up, honey.” She turned to her neigh-  bor and an apologetic smile. “Sorry.” Why am I apologizing for doing the right thing?  

	“Don’t worry, baby. We’ve got plenty of time. We can pick this up right where we left  off later.”  

	Darius kissed her forehead and left April panting in her kitchen.   
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	“Sorry it’s taken so long to get back to you, but this three-way Dallas-San Antonio-LA  trade has been kicking our asses. There are so many moving parts, and one misstep could  blow it all up. I flew to Dallas for the day yesterday and came back late last night. I ended  up sleeping here. But don’t think I’ve been icing you, champ.”  

	Tommy Siegel did not look like he slept in his office, but he had a full bathroom with  a shower onsite. He looked better rested than Jeremy felt, but sleep had been elusive  since the barbecue. His dreams were filled with visions of his wife being used by the  husbands of Milford Court, Tommy chief among them. He was increasingly certain April  was the only reason he had the job and that, somehow, some way, Tommy would get her.  

	“Sure,” Jeremy simply answered. His hostility was only contained with considerable  effort. He knew he’d been iced by his boss but wouldn’t give the man the satisfaction of  acknowledging it. Over a week had passed since the barbecue.  

	“Can I get you a drink?” Tommy uprighted two glasses on the bar in his office.  

	“It’s 11:00 a.m.”  

	“I thought you were starting to loosen up, champ.” He smiled and shook his head  while pouring a bourbon for himself. He took the drink and settled behind his desk. It  was a power move, and they both knew it. “Have a seat.”  

	“We need to clear the air, Tommy.” Jeremy remained standing.  

	“I know some shit went down, and you probably have questions. I see you’re having    .

	feelings. I don’t get how you young guys have so many feelings. My generation just han-  dles that shit and moves on.”  

	“Was this all a setup?” He couldn’t think of a better way than just saying it.  

	“You’re going to need to be more specific. That little soiree at my place? Maybe from  your point of view, it was. But no one was set up. We host that barbecue every year, and  like-minded, free-thinking adults enjoy themselves. There was no setup because no one  was forced to do anything. Did Marti force her mouth onto your dick, champ?”  

	Jeremy sputtered. Shots fired, he thought. He should have been prepared for his boss  to be blunt. It was Tommy’s entire personality. “But April…”  

	“No one forced your sweet wife to do anything either. She found Darius and Shelly all  on her own. Is it their fault that she got all juicy watching them fuck? I guess that’s her  thing.”  

	“Goddam it, Tommy.”  

	“Watch your tone, champ. I’m being tolerant because I see you’re still having some  problems, even though I gave you time to think about this. We can go back to Mr. Siegel  if it makes things easier for you.”  

	“She’s my wife, and you…”  

	“I didn’t fuck your wife.”  

	You would have, he thought. “But you didn’t keep your hands to yourself.”  

	“Says the man who came in my wife’s mouth. I don’t get fucks like you.” Tommy  shook his head. “Little April’s panties were soaked when I found her. She looks like

	butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth, but trust me, champ, she was in heat. I didn’t make  her do anything. That’s not my deal. It never has been. But if I come across a sexy little  thing that needs it, yeah, I’m gonna get mine because I’m a fucking man. If you’ve got a  problem with what April did, take it up with her. Am I all up in your face because Marti  swallowed your load?”  

	“We’re not like you.”  

	The boss took a long draw from his bourbon and looked sympathetic when he replied.  “I know you’re all tied up in knots because your wife might want to fuck someone else,  but a smart man would take this all as a learning experience. Have you considered that  maybe you don’t know her as well as you think?  

	“I’m not saying she’s tricked you all these years, but we all have sides we keep hidden,  especially from our spouses. I’m sure there’s shit she doesn’t know about you. This could  be a good thing if you can get over yourself. You might learn a thing or two about what  April really wants. Is that a bad thing? Don’t you want to know your wife better?”  

	Jeremy wasn’t a fool. Tommy Siegel was a slick bastard, and he was trying to turn him  all around. He didn’t strut like his boss, but he could be just as shrewd. That’s why he be-  came a lawyer.  

	Tommy was trying to manipulate him, but that didn’t mean he was totally wrong.  And Jeremy saw the sincerity behind his words. The man was hell-bent on getting what  he wanted, but he believed their lifestyle on Milford Court was a positive one.  

	Jeremy was intrigued by his wife’s behavior. He wanted to know her dirty secrets. He 

	was also wise enough to understand that there are some things one shouldn’t know about  their wife. Besides, the price of discovery was too high. Wasn’t it?  

	“I don’t want to know that badly. Why would I want April to fuck other guys?”  

	“Do you think she loves you?”  

	“I know she does.”  

	“And it’s not just because of how you fuck her, right?”  

	“Jesus, Tommy.”  

	“We’re men, champ. We can talk like men. She’s not with you because of how you  fuck. I’m sure you do good, but there’s always someone who fucks better than you. You  think I’d allow Marti anywhere near Darius if I thought the love could be fucked out of  her? Trust me, I can fuck. But I know I’m no match for that bastard. I’m cool with it be-  cause what we have isn’t about fucking. And not for nothing, but no one is trying to steal  your wife. This ain’t about that.”  

	“I hear what you’re saying, but it’s still batshit crazy.” Jeremy began to regret that he  hadn’t taken that drink. “Not everyone takes sex so casually. I’m sure April doesn’t.”  

	Tommy chuckled. “Like I said, champ, you’re gonna learn a lot of things about her if  you give it a chance. Especially if you watch her fuck. There’s things she won’t do for you  because she has to be the good wifey. Let us get our hands on her, we’ll bring out the  bitch in heat. We’ll strip away all that uptight moral bullshit and show you who she really  is.”  

	Jeremy wouldn’t admit that was what he feared. He didn’t understand how they could 

	stand knowing—seeing—what sluts their wives could be. He’d never thought of April  that way and didn’t think he wanted to. The wild fantasies about his neighbors using her  should stay exactly that—fantasies.  

	“You’re okay watching Marti with someone else?”  

	“Man, I fucking love it! You kidding me? I watch my girl tear some guy up, and I fall  in love with her all over again. I fucked the shit out of her when she told me about suck-  ing your dick.”  

	Jeremy hated it, but he could relate. He’d been burning for April since his nonstop  fantasies about her began. He understood his desire to see her passion unleashed was  primal, as was his jealousy.  

	“You’re thinking about this all wrong, anyway,” Tommy continued. “Stop focusing on  what she’s doing and think about what you’ll be doing. Don’t tell me you wouldn’t love a  piece of Peyton or Cami. You want to fuck Cami. Nothing’s off-limits with that one. Ever  had your ass eaten? Nah, April doesn’t do that.” An unspoken yet hung in the air.  

	“Well, Cami will do things you’ve never even thought of, champ. And Shelly? Not  only is she hot, that girl is like the Energizer Bunny. She’ll go and go. I don’t even need to  tell you about Marti because you had a taste.”  

	“How can you look me in the eye knowing she sucked my dick?”  

	Tommy laughed heartily. “She ain’t leaving me for you, champ. I’ll let you in on a lit-  tle secret. Give the girls their fun. Let them go out and play the slut, getting a good dick-  ing from someone else, and they come home all fired up. Sure, it can go wrong if you two    .

	ain’t strong, but if you two are in love like you say you are, there’s only upside to this.”  It was Jeremy’s turn to laugh. 

	“You make it sound like a win-win.”  

	“It is if you can get the fuck out of your own way. April, too. Stop worrying and start  living.”  

	“I’m a lawyer. I know there’s no such thing as a win-win.”  

	“Yeah, you’re a smart one. You wouldn’t be here if you weren’t. That’s why I don’t get  why you’re being so fucking stupid about this. Most men would jump at this freedom.  Who gives a fuck what April does as long as she’s home when you get there?”  

	“So, I just get to fuck Cami or Marti any time I want? Go over and tell Peyton I need a  blowjob?”  

	“Yeah, if they’re into it. Marti said you have a nice cock. I know she’ll fuck you. Cami?  Well, that girl’s just a pure slut. Sweet as hell, but she’ll fuck anyone. I do feel kinda bad  for that poor bastard Marc. Peyton was a pro cheerleader. That girl knows how to suck  dick. You need your balls drained, she’ll get the job done before you finish your beer.”  

	“It all sounds perfect. I guess I should just call April and tell her to go fuck Chase be-  cause we’re doing this,” Jeremy snarked.  

	“A smart man seizes opportunities.”  

	“And if I don’t? If we don’t?”  

	“Then you’re a fucking idiot.”  

	“Are we good if we don’t join the neighborhood fuck club?”  

	“We’re not going to run you out of the neighborhood. We’d respect your choice.”    

	“What about here? Should I start sending my resume out?”  

	“The job is the job. We’ve got no beef if you do it well. But here’s the thing. If you’re  such a dumbass that you’ll pass up the opportunity of a lifetime, I’ve got to question your  judgment. Don’t I?”  

	“Right,” Jeremy replied, drawing out the word. He knew what Tommy was saying,  even if he wouldn’t say it.  

	They wouldn’t become swingers just to keep their brand-new, shiny lifestyle. But they  couldn’t make a decision without considering all the ramifications. He had to give the  man credit. Tommy knew how to get what he wanted, and he’d forced the Sampsons into  an impossible choice.  

	If only it were as simple as the man made it out to be. They could join their neigh-  bors’ sex ring, and it would all be perfect. A win-win. He thought about everything his  boss said and wondered, Why can’t it be? What if it is a win-win?  

	Jeremy didn’t know if he could convince April this was a good idea if he still didn’t  quite believe it himself. He didn’t even know that he wanted to. But they had to talk. 
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	April felt guilty for her relief that the kids were in her parents’ hands for the next week,  but it would be easier to deal with their situation without the kids lingering around. She  was well aware that children were more observant than anyone cared to admit, and theirs  had hearing like bats. Discussions about the neighbors were limited until after bedtime,  and even then, they were careful to wait until they were sure the kids were asleep.  

	Those discussions always became heated—in the best way. Their unease with the  state of affairs on their cul-de-sac didn’t stop them from tearing each other’s clothes off  whenever they discussed it. The sexual renaissance in her marriage was a welcome devel-  opment. She thought they’d entered one when they moved onto Milford Court, but that  petered out. This newest wave of unbridled sexual desire showed no signs of abating.  

	The only problem was that neither of them wanted to explore why discussions of  their swinging, wife-swapping neighbors always led to intense lovemaking. They both  strenuously agreed they’d never join the neighborhood agreement, but so much more  was going on beneath the surface, and so much was left unsaid during their passionate  sessions.  

	Neither teased the other as they had that night in the bathtub because it felt too re-  al. It felt safer to deny their dangerous options and escape their situation than deal with  them. She could never tell Jeremy how much she thought about Darius. Or Tommy. She  feared the only reason she didn’t seriously consider Chase was because she hadn’t been    .

	as close to him as the other men. What is wrong with me? she wondered. I’m not a slut!  

	April was pleased they’d so easily moved past what they’d each done at the barbecue.  She avoided dwelling on the blowjob Jeremy received. She seethed with jealousy when  she did. He didn’t bring up her encounter with Tommy. She tried to avoid dwelling on  that, too. The throbbing need it triggered was so wrong.  

	Her husband didn’t know about her brief kiss with Darius in the kitchen. That detail  was omitted when she told him their neighbor helped her with the groceries. She decided  it was minor in light of everything else. Besides, just mentioning their muscular Black  neighbor made Jeremy tense.  

	The gym called her after the kids were safely away, and she changed into a cute red  athleisure outfit and headed over. Time on the treadmill and stair machine cleared her  head. She did twisting squats while holding a medicine ball until her body burned. The  exhaustion felt good because it pushed out the other feelings she couldn’t shake—those  desires she felt when she thought about Darius getting close in her kitchen. Even the  walk home in the sauna that was a summer midday in South Florida was nice. April  drained the last of her water bottle and looked forward to a long, undisturbed soak in the  pool.  

	The benefits of her trip to the gym were snapped away when she turned onto Milford  Court and saw Chase cross the cul-de-sac and walk through the gate into the Russells’  backyard. Darius was at work. He co-hosted the midday show on a local Sportstalk radio  station. Chase only had one reason for visiting the Russells’ house in the middle of the day when Peyton’s husband wasn’t home.  

	Go home and forget you saw anything, April repeated in her head. This is none of your  business. Don’t get pulled into their games. Following Chase was the very worst idea. She  couldn’t claim she was concerned about the Russells’ marriage because she knew no one  on Milford Court was cheating. There was only one reason for her to snoop. Go take a cold  shower! she shouted in her head. April turned away from her house and crossed the cul-  de-sac.  

	Her stomach was in knots as her hand rested on the gate latch. All the backyards of  Peregrine’s Nest had tall privacy fences. She could still turn around and go home undis-  covered. Every cell in her body screamed that this was a terrible idea. Her core was tighter  than her stomach when she considered what she might find. She finally understood her  new voyeurism kink might be a problem because none of that stopped her from unlatch-  ing the gate. She winced at its metallic scrape, but loud music from the backyard sup-  pressed the noise.  

	The path curved around the side of the Russells’ house, lined by dense tropical land-  scaping on either side, and April paused between the tall plants at the opening to the  patio. Like the Siegels’ house, Darius and Peyton had the larger Peregrine’s Nest floor-  plan, which meant their backyard was larger than the Sampsons’. The wide stamped con-  crete patio even had a ring of green grass around its perimeter, which she envied.  

	Her neighbors had the larger pool, like the Siegels, but it lacked the elaborate water-  fall. The backyard looked like something her parents would have seen on Lifestyles of the    .

	Rich and Famous back in the 80s. She still couldn’t quite believe she lived in a neigh-  borhood with houses like it.  

	1989 (Taylor’s Version) blared from hidden speakers. At least Peyton has good taste in  music, April thought. That was one of her favorite albums. She had the best time with her  girlfriends back in Hamilton seeing the Eras Tour when it came to Philly. Her neighbor’s  taste in men was more questionable. She was still on the fence about Chase. He didn’t  captivate her the way Darius and even Tommy had.  

	Chase stood by a table on the patio, stripping out of his McLaughlin Auto Group polo  and khakis. The jet-black dyed ponytail may have made the man look like he was having a  midlife crisis, but she had to admit that he was built like a tank. All the men, except her  husband and Marc Goldman, seemed to be gym rats. April wasn’t used to men who were  so concerned about their looks. When Chase moved, the intricate network of tattoos on  his chest seemed to move with a life of their own. Tattoos weren’t her thing, but his were  impressive.  

	The detailed inkwork turned out to be the least impressive thing about him when  April saw what hung between his legs. She just assumed all the flash and tattoos and hair  were compensating for something, but Chase had nothing to be insecure about. What he  had rivaled Darius in size. She bit her lip and wondered if he knew how to use it as well  as Peyton’s husband. He must have because the cheerleader looked very pleased to see  him.  

	“It’s about time. I was about to text and tell you to forget it,” the pretty blonde    

	laughed.  

	“I had to sign off on a loan for a brand new Navigator before I left, and the paperwork  was taking forever. Trust me, I wouldn’t miss our Friday lunch without a good reason.”  

	“I’m going to need you to prove that, stud.”  

	Peyton rose out of the pool, naked as sin, water cascading down her curves. That ex-  plained her lack of tan lines. A single line of black script adorned her ribcage and a jewel  twinkled in her belly button. She was perfect from head to toe. All of the wives of Milford  Court were gorgeous, but the cheerleader also had youth on her side. April was only  about a decade older, but her twenties felt like a distant memory. Staring at the girl’s body  made her feel much more than ten years older. Peyton’s chest was fake like Marti’s but  looked much more natural. April might have guessed they were real if she didn’t know  better.  

	“Fuck, I wish I had my phone out,” Chase marveled. The girl giggled but didn’t flush  the way April would have. She was confident in her sex appeal. April didn’t think she’d  ever be okay with Jeremy tripping over himself for another woman like Chase did for  Peyton.  

	“I think you have enough naked pictures of me, don’t you?”  

	“Never.”  

	“That’s the problem with guys like you, Chase. You can never have enough.”  

	Peyton paused on the steps with his cock just below eye level. She grabbed it as casu-  ally as if shaking his hand. How do they do this so easily? April wondered. She’d been a    .

	nervous wreck when Darius just touched her hand. Chase groaned, and Peyton smiled.  The view from the path was blocked, but it looked like she was pumping him.  

	“Yeah, but you can’t get enough either, honey, so fair’s fair. Fuck, Peyt…”  

	“Then I guess it’s a good thing you’ve got more than enough here. I think you might  have the best dick in this neighborhood.”  

	“That’s a big deal coming from Darius’ wife.”  

	“All you guys worship him. He’s just a man.” Peyton laughed. “I love my man, and  he’s a fuck machine, but a girl likes variety. I love cheesecake, but it’s not the only dessert  I want for the rest of my life. There’s a reason I keep these lunch dates, stud.”  

	“Why don’t you show me, honey?”  

	Peyton leaned forward. Her head disappeared in front of Chase’s thick body, but April  knew what was happening. She’d seen what he had and wondered if the blonde struggled  to get her mouth around it. Peyton must have a hinged jaw, she thought. But then, Shelly  had no trouble taking Darius down her throat. I’ll never be able to compete with these  women, she worried, quickly correcting herself with, It’s a good thing I’ll never have to.  

	Frustration pulled April toward the couple. She hated that she couldn’t see what Pey-  ton was doing. She wanted to see how much the girl could take. This new peeping kink  had its claws deep in her.  

	“Fuck me…you’re a hungry girl, Peyt…aww yeah…”  

	“That’s for me, not you,” she giggled. The girl was having the time of her life. “I want  you ready for me. He’s coming along nicely, too.” 

	“Let’s get each other ready, honey.”  

	April slinked back to the path when Chase took Peyton’s hand and helped her out of  the pool. The couple went to a double-wide chaise lounge, and she pushed him down on  it. His cock jutted up at an angle, even more impressive after Peyton’s efforts. His pubic  nest being shaved made it look even bigger. First Darius, and now Chase. April had never  seen so many giant cocks—not that she’d seen many at all. The handful of boyfriends  who’d been lucky enough to be handled by her had all been fine, but now she understood  that she’d had low expectations.  

	Chase throbbed with his heartbeat. She knew that size wasn’t everything—something  like that would probably even hurt—but she couldn’t help wondering what it would feel  like to have that thing inside her, just as she had with Darius’ cock. He wasn’t her type,  but it might be worth taking the car salesman for a test drive just to see what it was like.  Stop it! You’re not taking anyone for a test drive. You love Jeremy!  

	Peyton stood beside him and stared, seemingly as mesmerized by Chase as April.  Maybe it was because neither of them expected to be drawn to a man like him. April  didn’t understand what a girl like that would want with a man like him, but now that his  pants were off, she got it.  

	“It’s all yours, honey,” he chuckled. He stared at the naked girl with equal admiration.  

	“Oh, it’s not all mine, stud. I’m just borrowing this. It belongs to Shelly.”  

	“Stop talking about her and get down here.”  

	“OMG. It’s so funny how you hate being reminded you have a wife.”    .

	“I forget all other women when I look at you.”  

	“Aww, you say the sweetest things, Daddy.”  

	What? April wondered. That took a turn. Daddy? Ew, no. The words sound even more  wrong with the girl’s sweet southern drawl. But she wasn’t turned off enough to leave the  couple to it. She keenly watched the blonde climb onto the lounge and lower herself over  Chase. He reached for her impossibly tight ass with both hands, pulling her smooth  mound to his face.  

	“Mmm…yesss…that’s what I needed…” Peyton moaned, pushing her hips down at his  eager mouth. He kept an iron grip on her ass while devouring her pussy.  

	Peyton tossed her hair back and opened wide to swallow Chase. She held the base to  keep him steady, but once he was between her lips, she rested on both forearms, and her  mouth did all the work. Her long, platinum-blonde locks tumbled forward, but April saw  enough. She eagerly sucked the thick meat, taking more with every dip of her head.  

	Without realizing it, April drifted deeper into the backyard like she was being pulled  by an invisible string. She needed to see what the illicit couple was doing. Peyton kept a  steady pace, powerfully bobbing on Chase like she wanted to force more of him into her  mouth. April was learning a lot about oral sex from her neighbors.  

	Richelle had her throat fucked like she’d never seen, and Peyton was sucking cock  with serious effort. April had given her share of head, but it had always been playful or  seductive—sometimes drunken—not aggressive like these women did it. She questioned  if she even had that in her. A kinky shiver ran through her when she realized that she wanted to try it like Peyton. Could I stuff a dick in my mouth like that?  

	Fortunately, the couple was too preoccupied with each other to notice their sneaky  neighbor. She was finally close enough to hear them over the music. Peyton’s muffled  moans sizzled through her. Chase must have been driving the cheerleader crazy. She flu-  idly pumped her hips, grinding her pussy onto his face. He made all kinds of unfamiliar  sexual noises—moans, wet slurping, sucking. April was close enough to see he’d pried  the girl’s cheeks apart, and one of his fingertips tickled her brown eye. It was another  dirty detail to an already impressive sex show.  

	“Nnnahhh…yesss…yesss…nnnahhh…Daddy…ohmy…ohmylord…yesss…”  

	Peyton had torn her mouth from his shaft. Her head hung down, and she trembled as  Chase made her come. His cock bobbed against her face. Her hips stopped pumping.  She only ground on him, and he slurped like he was drowning down there. Her impres-  sive thighs flexed when they tightened around his head.  

	“Oh lord…ohmylord…ahhh lord…stop…you have…to stop…” Peyton gasped. She had to  pry her ass from his grip to peel away from him. The shaky cheerleader moved off Chase  and knelt beside him. She stayed on her hands and knees for a moment before sitting  back on her heels and brushing her hair back. She pushed her hair back and laughed.  

	“Okay, I really need you to fuck me now.”  

	April only realized she was out in the open when Peyton looked over and saw her.  She’d been in a trance while watching the blonde come. Things were so different on Mil-  ford Court that the girl only smiled at the intrusion. 
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	“Well, hey there. I heard you like to watch,” Peyton said.  

	“Oh god, I’m so sorry. I didn’t… I wasn’t… I’ll just…”  

	Peyton’s smile only widened. “Don’t rush off, April. I don’t mind company if Chase  doesn’t. It’s hotter when someone is watching. Isn’t it, stud?”  

	Chase wiped his wet face on his hand while looking at April like he wanted to pull her  over to join them on the lounge. That was what she’d feared if Richelle and Darius  caught her watching. Fear wasn’t her dominant emotion anymore.  

	“She doesn’t have to just watch,” he replied.  

	“Sorry, April, but this cock is all mine today. I don’t share like that. But you and Chase  can hook up later if you like what you see.” Peyton twisted around onto her back beside  him. “Now, take what you’re here for, Daddy. Give me the fucking I need.”  

	“Yes, ma’am.” He winked at their audience and added, “Enjoy the show, April. Trust  me, you’re gonna like what you see.”  

	Chase hiked Peyton’s legs up over his arms, and she grabbed his thick root. She slid it  along her juicy cleft. The moment it was lined up, he slammed it home. She arched her  back, body tensed, and her mouth hung open wide.  

	“Nnnahhh…ohhh lordy…yesss…ohhh yesss, Daddy…”  

	April hadn’t left. She never even thought about it. She’d been paralyzed while the  non-married couple confronted her, and she remained in the same spot. Watching the    .

	unbridled pleasure on Peyton’s face, she longed to feel that, too. The blonde’s toes literally  curled when Chase embedded his fat prick inside her. April felt the same pang of fear as  when she saw Darius’ cock—that it would hurt—but like Richelle, the cheerleader clearly  loved taking a thick cock.  

	“Nnnahhh…sweet lord, Daddy…so good…give it to me…fuck me good, Daddy…” Peyton  whined.  “^

	That…what…you…need…Peyt…” He grunted each word with a slow thrust that had  every bit of his power behind it. April feared the lounge might shatter beneath them.  

	“Yessss…Daddy…fuck…yesss….”  

	April cautiously approached the couple like she could disturb them, but they knew  she was there. A bomb wouldn’t have stopped them anyway. Chase focused all his inten-  sity on Peyton, and she was fully engulfed in the sensation of taking his cock. April took a  front-row seat on the lounge beside them.  

	He started fucking the girl faster. He was trying to match his power with speed. April  had been seduced by the finesse in Darius’ motion. The former athlete used his body like  an instrument. Chase had none of that, but his sheer power was breathtaking. He rutted  like an animal, and her core tightened as she fantasized about being taken by a man like  that. She’d never thought too deeply about all the flavors of sex. The neighbors were educating her.  

	“Nnnahhh…yesss…touch yourself…show us…how much…you like…it…” Peyton moaned.  

	April was shocked to realize she’d been caressing her body while she watched. One    

	hand rubbed her inner thigh, while the other rested on her bare stomach just below her  red, cropped athleisure top. Both hands froze. April rarely did that on her own, and she  wouldn’t do it with the neighbors watching. Even with all her dirty thoughts recently, she  waited for Jeremy to come home and take care of her every day.  

	“Yeah…Ape, honey…that’s hot…show us how hot you are…” Chase moaned, briefly look-  ing away from his lover to stare at her lecherously.  

	Could I? April wondered. She couldn’t recall ever needing to come so badly. But I  don’t do that. I can’t do it with them watching me.  

	The couple wasn’t watching her. Their focus was back on each other. Peyton stared up  at Chase with wild desperation. He leaned into her, pressing her legs further back against  her body, spreading them wider. The girl still had a cheerleader’s flexibility. Her moans  went lower, needier.  

	“Oh sweet lord…nnnahhh…Daddy…sweet lord…so good…”  

	“Such a hot little piece…”  

	“Yesss…Daddy…”  

	“Dirty girl…”  

	“Yesss…dirty for you…Daddy…sooo dirty…”  

	April stopped thinking. Overthinking had always been her enemy. It had stopped her  from doing so many things over the years. She had to let go. The modest swell of her  breast filled her hand. It was hot even through her top, which was damp with sweat. A lit-  tle voice from down deep whispered, Take it off. She didn’t listen but found the bump of    .

	her nipple and stroked it. Fresh heat bloomed there, pushing her to take off her top.  

	Pushing her other hand between her thighs became easier. She spread and touched  her hot mound. Pressing the soft flesh through her tight yoga pants felt so good that she  moaned without fear of being heard. It was just the relief she needed. The soft, stretchy  material easily pushed into the cleft between her lips. Her fingers slotted into the chan-  nel, their slow, firm travel up and down getting easier as the material grew slicker and  slicker. Her eyes closed, but the sounds of her neighbors’ coupling filled her ears.  

	“Nnnahhh…yesss…come…come with us…Aprilll…”  

	“Fuck…that’s hot, Ape…yeah…rub that puss…” Chase grunted.  

	Her eyes flickered open. They’re watching me! Oh god! I have to stop! I can’t do this! It’s  so wrong! I’m not like them! That deep, dirty voice was back in her head. But you want to be.  You can be like them. Just let go and do it! April’s brain protested, but her hands didn’t lis-  ten. Her body knew what it needed.  

	Peyton’s legs dropped from Chase’s arms. She locked them around his waist. The  couple was getting close to their finish. Watching two people have sex a couple of feet  away from her in the bright afternoon sunshine was surreal. Their sweaty bodies glis-  tened in the sun.  

	April wanted to get there with them. Her inhibitions were stripped away by her ex-  treme need. Rubbing her pussy felt so good. The naughtiness of being watched made it  even sexier. Peyton was focused on her now. Chase kept glancing over, splitting his atten-  tion between April and the girl he was fucking. It felt incredible to pull his attention from    

	someone like Peyton.  

	April peeled her top up over her breasts. Rolling her naked tips pulsed pleasure  straight to her center. She was so slick with sweat that she had trouble catching them.  Her yoga pants squished when she pressed harder. She focused at the top of her furrow,  adding her nails. It was the perfect amount of friction to take her higher.  

	“Ahhh yesss…ahhh god…” she moaned.  

	“Fuck yeah…fucking hot…” Chase grunted. Sweat dripped from his forehead onto Pey-  ton.  

	“Sweet lord…ohhh lordy…yesss…nnnahhh…Aprilll…”  

	April didn’t come with the couple. She got there first. With a final, high-pitched cry,  she peaked, fingers plastered to her pussy. She rubbed with all four fingers, and intense  pleasure throbbed through her entire body. Rather than scramble her brain, the deep,  sharp orgasm focused her on being watched. She felt so deliciously dirty and loved it so  much that she feared it could become addictive.  

	“Fuuuck, that’s hot…ohhh fuck…” Chase looked like the sight of her coming melted his  brain.  

	“Yesss…ohmysweetlord…yesss…come in me, Daddy…ohhh lordy…I’m feel it…I’m there…”  

	Peyton and Chase stared at April as they reached their climaxes. She dug her claws  into his shoulders and moaned at an impossibly low octave, eyes burning into April. He  shook and grunted like an exhausted animal, with his cock shanked in the cheerleader.  Chase pumped his seed deep inside her but stared at April like she was next. The  formerly innocent wife still trembled from her orgasm, but that look made her want to  spread for the neighbor. Her core felt so empty. That thing he had would fill her to the  brim.  

	The dangerous moment passed, but in the heat of it, April feared the couple was  going to keep going and pull her into a threesome. Would he get hard if I sucked him?  What if she wants to touch me? April was too weak to say no. They could have had her. But  Chase pulled away from Peyton, his slick meat hanging limp between his legs. Even soft,  it was huge. April had a front-row seat and couldn’t stop staring. He smirked when she fi-  nally made eye contact. She hated that he knew how much she wanted it.  

	“I’d say I hope you had as much fun as we did, but that’s impossible,” Peyton said,  rolling onto her side to face April. She looked up at Chase and added, “She must have in-  spired you, stud, because you outdid yourself today.”  

	Her boob job was amazing. Their movement was so real. Her belly piercing sparkled  in the sun, and they were so close April could finally read the phrase tattooed on the girl’s  side. Know your worth. She was captivated by the girl’s body in an unexpected way.  

	“Damn, you’ve got great tits, April. You’ve been holding out on us,” he said.  

	April snapped out of her trance. It was like she’d forgotten how exposed she was. She  quickly tugged her top back into place over her breasts before deciding she didn’t want to  seem like a prude. Despite her rising discomfort, she answered, “How is that? You saw  me in a bathing suit.”  

	“I dunno, it was hiding something. But this gym outfit does it for you. You’ve got to   

	show off that hot little body more.”  

	“I could take her shopping,” Peyton suggested.  

	“Yeah, you know what you’re doing. You girls should go get some outfits together.”  

	“And then we could model them for you.”  

	“Yeah, that’s what I’m talking about.” 

	 Peyton laughed. “Can you believe this guy? They’re all the same, but our guys here on  the cul-de-sac are sweet when you get past the bullshit. That’s why we put up with them.  Well, that and their great cocks.” She reached up and gave Chase a tug.  

	April couldn’t believe anything that had happened since she saw her neighbor disap-  pear into the Russells’ backyard. Her behavior was certainly unbelievable. Impossible,  even. She had no idea how she was going to explain it to her husband. He’d probably  think she was lying.  

	“That sounds like fun, but I really should get going, guys.”  

	“I’ve got to get back to work anyway, but you two should hang out,” Chase said.  

	“Yeah, let’s have some drinks by the pool and soak up the sun.”  

	April couldn’t imagine ever being bronzed like the cheerleader. “Another time. I really  need to go,” she replied, already rising.  

	“Fine,” Peyton pouted, “but I’m holding you to it.”  

	“Definitely. Can’t wait,” April lied, heading for the exit.     

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	eleven

	 

	Jeremy was so tense during the drive home that his shoulders ached. He and April had  to talk, but he didn’t know how to tell her about his conversation with Tommy or how it  left him. He rehearsed different speeches in his head like he used to before an opening  or closing argument at trial. This would be very much a closing argument. It could be  the closing of everything if he botched it.  

	Part of his problem was that he didn’t know exactly what he wanted to tell her. He was  pulled in two opposing directions and couldn’t see how to weave those viewpoints into a  coherent argument. He had serious doubts about both positions, and advocating for ei-  ther would lack conviction. Essentially, he didn’t know what he wanted.  

	How do I explain that to April without getting thrown out? The indecision pushed him  toward the safe path. Tell her that he spoke to Tommy and the man was not going to stop.  He didn’t promise Jeremy’s job was safe, either. They needed to plan their escape from  Milford Court, even if it meant starting over. But will she see my temptation? She knows me  so well.  

	Do I even have the words to tell April that I think maybe we should open ourselves up to life  on Milford Court? How do I tell my wife—the woman I love and have committed my life to—  that I’m open to her sleeping with other men? Jeremy thought maybe she would accept that  because he was sure she wanted to fuck at least one of the neighbor husbands. He imag-  ined her with a different one every time it popped into his head.    .

	First it was Darius, pumping her full of his massive Black cock. But then it was Chase  fucking her in the pool at the Siegels’ barbecue. Finally, he imagined his wife on her  knees for his boss while the man came down her throat the way Jeremy finished in  Marti. His balls ached from being hard off and on all day. So, even if April says yes because  she wants to fuck them, will she think I’m a pervert when I tell her the idea of it turns me on?  She likes to watch, he’d learned, but that didn’t mean she’d accept him watching her.  

	Jeremy was consumed with the strangeness of all that and didn’t even consider what  would be the harder part in any normal situation—telling April that he wanted to fuck the  neighborhood wives. The first suggestion would only leave her disgusted. She might  actually kill him over the second.  

	April was in the pool when he got home. He set down his messenger bag and went  out to her without even changing from work. He was too stressed to let it drag out any  longer. He had to know if he was going to destroy his marriage.  

	“Oh, hi. I didn’t hear you come in, but I’m glad you’re home, babe.”  

	She smiled up from where she sat on the lowest step into the pool, the water up to her  shoulders. She held her phone in one hand and a red, frozen slushy drink in a margarita  glass in the other.  

	“Hey, looks like you had a good day. I guess you can relax now that the kids are off  with your parents. Listen, I finally spoke with Tommy. We should…”  

	Jeremy didn’t finish with talk because he realized April was naked in the pool. The  sun’s glare off the water’s surface camouflaged her exposure until she moved, and the    

	water lapped at the high, tight points of her pink tips.  

	“There’s a pitcher of strawberry daiquiris over there. Why don’t you pour yourself one  and get in here with me? I’m sure you could use a soak after a hard day at work.” She  smiled sweetly like it was perfectly normal for her to be nude in their pool.  

	“Uh, yeah, sure,” he replied, resisting the urge to call out her nudity.  

	He felt silly walking into the house to undress and did it on the patio, laying his work  clothes over a patio chair. He didn’t feel like a drink but poured himself one because  April told him to. Walking around the patio nude was so strange. Except for some youth-  ful skinny dipping, he’d never been out in the sun with no clothes on. Does that make me  lame? he wondered. April had never gone skinny dipping, as far as he knew, but she  looked right at home naked in their pool.  

	The warm water drained some of the tension from Jeremy. He still wasn’t used to get-  ting into a warm pool, but it was an improvement on the always-cold pools back home.  He sat on the steps opposite his wife, and she intertwined her legs with his. She watched  him with a smile that suggested she had a secret. He hadn’t seen her so relaxed since  they moved. How many daiquiris has she had? Still, tension lingered between them. He  put that on himself. How the hell am I going to do this?  

	“It’s been so long since we had any real alone time,” she said.  

	“Is it wrong that I’m kind of glad your parents took the kids?” He laughed. “And that  you decided to stay behind?”  

	“Don’t feel guilty about wanting to be an adult and not just a parent. I already miss    .

	the kids, but I’m also glad I’m here. It’s great to have this time together, but this probably  wasn’t a good time for me to leave you alone.”  

	“Afraid one of the wives is going to seduce me?” He hoped it sounded like the joke it  was and sipped his fruity drink to make it seem fun.  

	“Marti might want to come back for more.” She waited a beat before smiling. “Relax, I  know you wouldn’t cheat on me. Again.”  

	What about kissing Tommy? he thought. He said, “April, that was a mistake. I  wouldn’t…”  

	“I do trust you. But I’m also realistic. We’re only human, and we’re surrounded by  temptation here. I don’t think Pastor Tim could fight off the temptations here.”  

	“He would have already packed up and moved. But then, you never know. Some-  times, the innocent, uptight ones are the dirtiest.”  

	“That’s what I keep hearing, and I’m beginning to take it personally. I know I’m not  like Cami, but I don’t consider myself uptight.”  

	“You’re not. We’re not. We’re normal, honey. Don’t compare yourself to these peo-  ple.”  

	“But are they so different? They’re just people trying to get through life like we are.”  

	Jeremy’s paranoia kicked into high gear. April sounded like she’d done a 180 on their  neighbors. That would make their conversation easier, but he worried about the reason  why she’d changed since he’d left for work that morning. Did Darius come calling today?  His cock surged, and he hoped she didn’t notice.  

	“I guess some of them are nice, but I am not like Tommy, and that should make you  happy.”  

	“I love you exactly the way you are. I would have never married a man like that.” April  seemed to choose her words carefully—or his paranoia was making him lose his mind.  “What did he say when you talked to him? Do you still have your job?”  

	“For now. He didn’t say we have to play ball in the neighborhood, but he didn’t make  any promises either. I’d like to think everyone would do the right thing, but I don’t see  how we stay here if we don’t play their games.”  

	“Did he say anything about me?”  

	Jeremy laughed, and he knew it sounded bitter. “Is that what’s on your mind? Do you  want to know if he wants to see you again?”  

	“That’s not what I meant. I just wonder what he told you about what happened be-  tween us. I think he’d twist it to make a point. I’m not asking if he liked it.”  

	April was too defensive. He couldn’t help thinking it. Worried Tommy twisted it or told  me the truth? He didn’t care that it was unfair. The thought that his wife played the slut  for his boss tore him up inside. He’d almost rather she rode Darius’ giant cock than fuck  his boss. Joining the neighborhood agreement could be good because then they could  just be open about everything, but he still had serious doubts that he could handle April  being with the other husbands.  

	“Yeah, he brought you up. He was trying to sell what a great thing this could all be for  our marriage. Improve your marriage by fucking other people sounds perverse. He was also    .

	trying to get under my skin.”  

	“What did he say?”  

	“He told me how turned on you were from watching Darius and Shelly. I didn’t ask  how he knew. He thinks you’re a voyeur now.”  April stared into her drink. 

	“I guess I have that reputation. Everyone seems to think  that now.”  

	“Maybe it’s true.”  

	“Jeremy…” She didn’t deny it.  

	“Tommy also said he didn’t make you do anything. He told me you needed it, and he  wasn’t going to say no. He was not specific about what it was.”  

	“It wasn’t like that, babe. I swear. I didn’t need anything. But I wasn’t in my right  mind either. And I didn’t come on to him like he made it sound. He kissed me. Tommy  pushed everything.”  

	Jeremy watched his wife carefully. She was so sweet, which meant she’d never been  able to hide anything from him. He didn’t sense she was lying, but she didn’t seem to  quite believe her own words either. The truth was more complicated than she let on, just  as Tommy implied.  

	It was progressively more difficult to see her as the upstanding wife he believed she  was and not the needy slut his boss described. Watching her perky naked tits bob at the  waterline certainly tipped the scales in the wrong direction. He finally decided he wanted  to be a fly on the wall to see for himself what his wife was capable of doing with another man. He grew harder by the second.  

	“It’s okay. I believe you,” he lied. He believed her enough.  

	“I hope you defended my honor.”  

	“I did. I told him I know who you are and that you wouldn’t just go fuck another  man.”  

	“I wouldn’t. I’d never do anything behind your back.”  

	Again, he got caught up in her words. Behind your back. Would April fuck someone if we  became swingers like the neighbors? He was about the pose the question when she spoke  again.  

	“I have to tell you something, Jeremy.” Reading his fallen expression, she hastily  added, “I didn’t have sex with anyone. No one touched me this time.”  

	“But you did something.”  

	“Not with anyone else.”  

	Every word out of her mouth was a punch in the face. He’d been working so hard to  believe she was the same old April he’d fallen in love with, but he couldn’t keep up with  her strange behavior. He’d hidden nothing from her, but it felt like she was full of se-  crets.  

	“If you didn’t do anything with anyone else, you should be able to tell me whatever  this is. So, tell me, April.”  

	She sighed deeply before starting. Her earlier lightness was replaced with appre-  hension. His wife felt guilty for something. But that wasn’t all. Her hazel eyes—greener in    .

	the sunlight—were alight with mischief.  

	“I was on my way home from the gym after my parents left with the kids, and I saw  Chase going into the Russells’ backyard. I knew Darius wasn’t home because his car  wasn’t there.”  

	“And you couldn’t help yourself, could you?”  

	“What does that mean? You don’t even know what happened.”  

	“I’m pretty sure I do. And you wonder why you’re getting a reputation as the neigh-  borhood voyeur.”  

	“Then I guess I don’t need to tell you the rest,” she pouted.  

	In her guilt, she was trying to throw it back on Jeremy, but he didn’t take the bait. Be-  sides, he needed the details. April said she didn’t touch anyone, but he knew she did  more than watch. It was written all over her face.  

	“Go on. I’m sorry for interrupting your confession.”  

	“I really didn’t do anything with anyone. This isn’t that kind of confession, babe. But  we need to be completely honest with each other.”  

	“Okay.”  

	“Anyway, it was what I thought it was. Peyton was naked in the pool, and he got un-  dressed outside. She got out of the water, and they went to one of the chaise lounges by  the side of the pool and started hooking up. Chase laid down, and she got on top. And  they started sixty-nining.”  

	April was breathless as she described the encounter. She whispered the last part like it  

	was the dirtiest thing possible. He loved how pure she was—or had been. Remembering  it turned her on, making him wonder how horny she was while she watched them. How  have we been married for so long, and I had no idea about this kink?  

	“What did you do, April? I know you didn’t just watch.”  

	She looked away, gathered her courage, and looked him right in the eyes. “They  caught me watching.” She paused for dramatic effect. He’d always thought she could  have been an actress. “Peyton came, and she told Chase to…fuck her…and when they  moved, they saw me. I wanted to run away, babe. I knew I should. I was so embarrassed.”  

	“But?”  

	“They told me to stay. Peyton said she likes to be watched.”  

	That tracked. Jeremy had the cheerleader marked as a showoff. There was a reason  she used to shake it in a stadium full of fans. He wondered if she still had her old uni-  form. Of course, he’d searched her online and found old photos. Imagining April in that  cheerleader outfit drove him crazy. He didn’t know his wife back in her college cheer-  leader days.  

	She maintained the intense eye contact. “I stayed. They started doing it, and I sat  down next to them. I don’t know how to explain it, babe, but there’s just something so  hot about watching people have sex.”  

	“There’s a reason porn exists, hon,” he laughed. Nothing he’d heard so far upset him  like her behavior at the barbecue. It was all the sizzle with none of the pain.  

	“But seeing it in person… I don’t know. I think I have a problem. I knew I should    .

	leave, but I didn’t. I wanted to stay.”  

	“Don’t be too hard on yourself. I know you always want to do the right thing, but  some temptations are too hard to ignore.”  

	She offered a weak smile. “Like Marti?”  

	“Yeah, like that. What’s the rest of the story?”  

	April searched for the right words, putting him back on edge. She was hiding some-  thing. He clung to her honesty. She wasn’t a liar, but that didn’t mean she wouldn’t  shade the truth.  

	“They were really into it. Like, really going at it. Chase was on top, and Peyton was los-  ing her mind. I was so turned on, babe. I couldn’t help it.” Another pause. “And then  they told me to touch myself.” She practically whispered the last part, “Peyton told me to  come with her!”  

	“Jesus, April.”  

	“You’re mad, aren’t you?” She looked like he’d scolded her.  

	“Not mad…”  

	Realization dawned on her cute, flushed face. “Oh.” She slid her foot up his leg like  she had that first night in their new bathtub. Jeremy closed his eyes and groaned when  she rubbed him with her soft arch. She was smiling while she stared at him when he  looked again.  

	“I did it, babe. I knew I shouldn’t, but I did. I touched between my legs.” She slipped  a hand beneath the water, and a soft moan escaped her parted lips. He trembled and    

	feared he was going to come all over her foot. “Chase told me to pull up my top, and I did it.  I showed them, and I touched my boobs…”  

	“Your tits. You touched your tits for them…” He struggled to get the words out. His  mouth was so dry. Sipping his daiquiri didn’t cool him.  

	“I touched my tits, babe… And rubbed my…pussy…”  

	April had to push out the dirty word. It wasn’t like she never cursed, but she didn’t  talk like that. He saw she liked it.  

	“Did you…uhnn…come with them?”  

	“Yesss…I was so bad…”  

	“Ape…”  

	She set her drink on the patio and came to him. The fierceness of her kiss was nearly  enough to make him spill his seed in the pool. Her petite nude body pressed to his was  intoxicating. He roughly kneaded her around ass. The other wives on Milford Court were  sexy, but none of them did it for him like April. He understood why the other husbands  wanted to fuck her. He wouldn’t have blamed Chase if he pulled out of Peyton and im-  mediately started pumping April. The thought of it made him dizzy.  

	He was sure she was going to slip onto his cock, but she pulled away from their kiss  and moaned, “I need you, babe. I need you to…” She paused to deliberately choose her  words and grab his shaft, pumping it. “I need you to fuck me, babe. Fuck me like Chase  fucked Peyton.”   

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	twelve

	 

	This new, dirty version of his wife was unrecognizable but so hot. Jeremy imagined he  heard her beg, I need you to fuck me like I wanted Chase to fuck me! Maybe she behaved  with the neighbors, but he was sure she’d wanted their rough neighbor to fuck her when  he was done with Peyton. He forced his tongue into her mouth while he pictured it.  

	April climbed off his lap and boosted onto the pool’s edge, her legs obscenely spread  like she wanted to display herself for him. Maybe she’s becoming an exhibitionist, too. He  stepped up, holding his shaft. When he looked down to make sure they were lined up,  she forced his eyes up to make him stare at her when he put it in. Who is this woman?  Her little shocked expression when he shoved it in was everything. Jeremy nearly came  on the spot.  

	“Ahhh…yesss…babe…yess…”  

	With a firm grip on her hips, he drove his cock into his wife. He’d barely touched her,  but her pussy was molten. Has she been like this since she watched them, waiting for me to  come home? What if Chase had followed her home? He knew his neighbor would have had  her. The dark thought pushed him to thrust even harder. Her sharp cries were close to  whines. It was a new sound from his wife.  

	April threw her head back and cried up at the vivid blue sky. Her nails dug into his  shoulders, and her heels bounced into the water, splashing with every frenzied thrust.  She pulled on his shoulders for leverage to work her hips back at him. He felt her sheath    .

	tighten around him. They’d been making love for so many years that he’d forgotten what  an intense fuck she could be.  

	“Ahhh…soooo dirty…it’s sooo dirty…I’m a dirty girrrl, Daa…”  

	What the fuck? Where did that come from? April was not a dirty girl at all, but he loved  that she wanted to be. Is she thinking of fucking Chase while she’s staring at the clouds? The  possibility was a jolt of adrenaline. He thought about her fucking Chase, too. He could  play her game.  

	“Such a dirty girl…can’t control yourself…”  

	“Ahhh god…I…”  

	“So dirty…showed the neighbors your tits…rubbed your pussy…”  

	“Ahhh god yesss…I’m sooo dirty…such a dirty girrrl…”  

	“Dirty girls…uhnn…need to be fucked…”  

	“Yesss…yesss…ahhh god yesss…”  

	“Want to…uhnn…be dirty…uhnn…like Pey…ton…”  

	“Yessss…”  

	“Want to be his dirty…uhnn…girl…”  

	“Whaaa…”  

	“Wanted…uhnn…him…to fuck you…fuck you like…Peyton…”  

	“Ahhh…babe…I…”  

	“Uhnn…admit…it…dirty girl…you need it…”  

	“Ahhh god…yesss, babe…”

	“Dirty girl…dirty Ape…”  

	“Ahhh yesss…”  

	“His dirty girl…”  

	“Yesss…ahhh god…yesss…god babe…”  

	“Wanted…Chase…to…fuck…you…dirty…”  

	“Ahhh god…fuck me…fuck me like a dirty girl…ahhh god…fuck me like Chase…”  

	The dam was broken, and the forbidden words flooded out. Everything about April  changed. Her cunt rippled, tightening around his cock like she wanted to milk the cum  right out of him. Her legs flexed around his, demanding he plunge deeper. Her nails  clawed deeper into his shoulders. He was half submerged in the pool, but Jeremy still  sweated from his effort. The thick South Florida heat was oppressive.  

	When April looked at him again, her eyes were crazed. This is the secret side of her  Tommy was talking about. The side she can only show with another man—or fantasizing about  another man, he realized.  

	“Jesus…god…Ape…goddam…you’re fucking…sexy…dirty…sexy…girl…”  

	“Jer…fuck meee…ahhh god…fuck meee…make me dirty…”  

	April made a final sound like a drawn out, strangled squeak. She tensed and trem-  bled. He knew she was there. The power of his wife’s orgasm pushed Jeremy over the  edge.  

	“Ohhh jeez…fuck Ape…I…”  

	She pushed hard on his chest, and although she was too high on ecstasy to speak, he    .

	got her meaning. He grabbed his root the moment it slipped out of her and pumped it  hard, wanting his fist to feel as tight as her pussy. Thick blasts of his release streaked  onto her stomach and tits. His load was especially strong. He’d pulled out so many times  but always just finished wherever he finished. Coming on her tits sealed her status as a  dirty girl.  

	Jeremy fell back into the pool, desperate to be cooled. Fucking his wife so hard in the  heat left him wrung out. He ducked under the water, smoothing his hair back when he  surfaced. Being naked in the pool was nice. He could get used to it. When he surfaced,  April was leaning back on her hands and watching him. His cum glistened on her skin in  the early evening sun. Her thighs were still parted enough so that he could see her  swollen pink.  

	“All that stuff we said…” she started.  

	“It’s okay, April.” He floated low in the water and stared up at her. She looked so good  that he wished he could flip a switch and get hard again. He still wanted her.  

	“It was just dirty talk. It was because of today. You know I wouldn’t…”  

	The easy move would be to agree with her and let it go. They’d been doing it ever  since that July 4th barbecue. But after what they’d just done, her behavior with the neigh-  bors, and his conversation with Tommy, they had to have the hard conversation.  

	“Was it, honey? You were very into that.”  

	“So were you.”  

	“It’s not an accusation. I was. I am. But we’re different now. I don’t know if we’ve    

	changed or if this was always in us, but being around these people…seeing what we’ve  seen…doing what we’ve done. We can’t lie to ourselves about it any longer.”  

	“Jeremy… I didn’t do anything today…not really. Are you angry?” She sounded lost.  She did not want to have the conversation.  

	“I know you didn’t cheat. But you didn’t do nothing. We need to really talk about all of  this. I wanted to even before I came home, and we…”  

	“What is there to say?”  

	“Talking to Tommy crystalized things. I really thought about everything—the way  they live here—maybe for the first time. I tried to think about it with a cool head and not  just react out of fear.”  

	“He’s slick. He’s a sports agent. Did he turn your head around and sell you on this.”  

	“Give me more credit than that. I’m a smart guy. Tommy didn’t trick me into any-  thing.”  

	“Is it really the time to talk about this, Jeremy? We’re out here naked in our pool.  Can’t we just relax and enjoy it?”  

	He laughed. He couldn’t help it. “You were waiting for me, naked in the pool. Chase  and Peyton obviously inspired you, hon. This is the outcome you wanted. So, let’s talk  about what it all means.”  

	April slipped down into the pool and stayed low. She’d turned self-conscious and was  hiding her nudity from him. He went to her, and she tried to avoid his touch. Jeremy  held her arms and made her look at him. Seeing those familiar hazel eyes was reassuring.    .

	“What if their arrangement here isn’t so crazy?” he suggested.  

	“Have you lost your mind? You want to be a swinger? Is this because you want to fuck  Marti? Or Shelly? You should have seen Peyton today. You definitely want to fuck her.”  

	“That’s not what I’m saying. Are you claiming nothing’s changed? You’re exactly the  same as before we moved to Milford Court?”  

	“It’s not just about fucking the other women. You understand that, right? Do you  want me to be a hotwife?”  

	Jeremy stopped cold. It was easier to suggest they sleep with other people than admit  he was turned on by the fantasy of her being with other men. He may have been moving  past his hang-ups about monogamy, but his kink still seemed weird. He let go of her  arms, but she stayed put.  

	“Do you? Jeremy? Do you want me to sleep with other men?” April was incredulous.  

	“I wouldn’t say I want that…”  

	“What would you say?”  

	“I guess… Listen, we’ve both been going through stuff. You discovered that you like to  watch people fuck, right? I think that maybe I do, too.”  

	“But not people. Me. You want to watch me with someone else.” When he didn’t reply,  she continued. “That dirty talk just now… That was real, wasn’t it? I felt you were into it,  but you were really into it. Thinking about me and Chase got you off, didn’t it?”  

	“Just like it got you off, April. Look me in the eye and tell me it was just sex talk.” She  was the one who couldn’t answer this time. “Maybe I am turned on when I think about    

	you fucking someone else. But you came thinking about being Chase’s dirty girl, didn’t  you?”  

	“Jeremy…”  

	“Is it just him? You got the chance to see Darius in action. Did he impress you, too?”  He didn’t need her to answer. It was clear she salivated over their neighbor’s huge dick.”  

	“I’ve been having thoughts, okay? None of this is normal, right, but it’s normal after  what I saw. I’m only human.”  

	“I get it, hon. I just want us to be honest about all of this. This isn’t a trap. You’re  right. It would be incredible to be with any of the other wives here. But it’s not just about  that for me. I loved you exactly the way you were. I’d have never asked you to change. But  seeing the way you’ve been the last few weeks? Christ, April, it’s like you’ve come alive in  a way I’ve never seen before.”  

	She smiled shyly. “Are you saying you like the dirty girl version of me?”  

	“She’s hot, honey.”  

	April looked vexed. She wanted to argue but wouldn’t lie. “For the record, I don’t have  the same fantasies about you. I don’t think about Marti blowing you and getting turned  on.”  

	“That’s fine. But could you live with it happening again?”  

	“We’re not just talking about blowjobs, are we? I honestly don’t know, babe.”  

	“I’m not going to run away with her—or Shelly. I don’t even know if any of the other  wives here would want me.”    .

	She smiled. Shock was giving way to new possibilities. “You’re sexy, babe. Any of  them would be lucky to have you. You’d rock Shelly’s world.”  

	Jeremy couldn’t believe that—not after she’d had Darius countless times. His wife  made it sound like Chase was quite the stud as well. Does Richelle even know how many  times she’s fucked the other husbands, or does it happen so much they all lose count? Christ, will  April get like that? He didn’t know if he’d ever get over his second thoughts about this.  

	“I’m not saying you—we—have to do anything. I still don’t even know if any of this is  a good idea. But maybe we’re here for a reason and we should try to keep open minds. I  mean, it is a pretty sweet deal if we can make it work,” he pitched.  

	“So, we sleep with the neighbors to keep our fancy house, and so you can hold onto  that cushy job?” April saw the shock on his face and quickly added, “I’m teasing you,  babe. I know you’d never pimp me out like that. Keep an open mind? I get the appeal. I  still feel like I shouldn’t, but I do. We might have fun, but it still seems like a terrible  idea. I don’t know how we keep our connection if we’re doing everything with the neigh-  bors.”  

	“They’ve figured it out.”  

	“Have they?”  

	“Tommy may be a bastard, but I don’t doubt he loves his wife. Peyton and Darius  seem like a trophy wife/sugar daddy situation, so I don’t know about them. I assume  Chase and Shelly are still in love. They’re still together.”  

	“Cami and Marc have a very weird relationship. I don’t want to be like them.”  

	“Agreed. But we won’t be because we’re us. What I feel for you is about so much  more than sex, April. I know nothing can change that.”  

	“Even when you know I’ve been with someone else?”  

	“I can’t shake these fantasies. I think I need to know. And you want it, too, so why  not?”  

	“I didn’t freak out when Marti blew you. I think I can handle it.”  

	“So, open minds?”  

	April sighed. She didn’t look convinced, but she nodded and replied, “Open minds.”   

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	thirteen

	 

	Jeremy stared out the small window, thinking he should be enjoying his first time on a  private jet, but all he could think about was April alone back on Milford Court. He told  himself she didn’t need him to protect her—except from her own worst urges. She’d al-  ways been the most controlled, organized person he knew, but he’d come to think of his  wife as an out-of-control slut. He knew it wasn’t fair. We decided to keep an open mind ,  he reminded himself.  

	“Why do you look like someone drowned your kitten? Enjoy the luxury, big dog,” Dar-  ius said from across the cabin. He sat on the sideways couch with Peyton. The huge man  looked cramped in the small tube. Stirling Sports Management’s plane wasn’t a tiny pud-  dle jumper, but the ex-football player had to stoop once he was inside.  

	“I feel like I should be at home. Tommy told me that you want me on this trip, but I  don’t know what I’m supposed to do. I’m a lawyer, not an agent.”  

	“This is my first time with these new people, and I want someone I trust by my side. I  need someone to deal with any issues that come up. This should be easy. Have fun and  take the win. Besides, it’s like I told you at the barbecue. We take care of our own on Mil-  ford Court. April is in good hands.”  

	That was exactly what he was worried about. Tommy’s probably at my house putting his  good hands all over my wife right now, Jeremy thought. The image pulsed his cock to life. “I  don’t mean to be rude, Darius, but you hardly know me. Why would you trust me? I    .

	know what this is.”  

	“I hear good things, and I know you’re honest, which counts for more than anything  else, especially in this business. That’s what this is.”  

	“Is this a flying thing? Do you want a Valium?” Peyton asked, reaching for her purse  on the floor. Bending forward nearly caused her tits to tumble out of her top. Jeremy  stared and didn’t pretend he wasn’t.  

	We’re past pretending, aren’t we? The other men had their fun with innuendo at the  barbecue, but all their cards were on the table now. Jeremy was sure Tommy shared their  conversation, which led to his inclusion on the business trip. Darius had to know that  April watched Chase fuck Peyton, so he knew the Sampsons were being drawn deeper  into the cul-de-sac’s kinky web.  

	Darius was flying to LA for chemistry tests with his new on-air partner for  livestreamed football games in the fall. They’d call some test games and get to know each  other. Being sent would have been flattering under any other circumstances, but there  was no reason for Jeremy to be there. Tommy wanted him out of town. Whether Darius  was involved in the decision was meaningless. April was home with no kids and no hus-  band to encumber her. Tommy had an open path.  

	The Sampsons hadn’t shared their decision to keep open minds with their neighbors.  All it meant was that things could happen, and they’d discuss how they felt as they went.  No decision had been made to fuck anyone. At least, that’s what they told themselves.  April was ready to screw someone. He was sure of it, but wasn’t he? Staring at Peyton in that skimpy outfit, he knew he’d fuck her if he was given the chance.  

	Being open to new possibilities didn’t mean he wanted the someone screwing his  wife to be Tommy Siegel. He hoped Chase—or even Marc—got there first. Jeremy still  hoped to pay Tommy back for dragging them into this. He didn’t care if they ended up  loving swinging—or the hotwife lifestyle, whatever they called it. There had to be karmic  payback for what Tommy had done.  

	“No thanks, Peyton. This isn’t a flying thing. It’s about getting me out of the way so  Tommy can have my wife. I wasn’t asked to come on this trip. I was commanded. Do I  have it wrong?”  

	Darius looked uncomfortable. Peyton smirked. “I don’t think anyone is going to make  April do anything. Or is that what’s bothering you?”  

	“April is a grown woman. She is free to make whatever choices she likes. We’re solid,  and I trust her.”  

	“That’s good to hear because, for a second, you sounded like a possessive asshole.”  

	“Baby…” Darius warned.  

	“She didn’t throw you out when Marti sucked your cock, so it’s not fair that you want  to deny her fun.”  

	“Wow, does everyone know everything on Milford Court?”  

	“Girls talk. You should know that. Besides, secrets are destructive. That’s what hap-  pened to the Martellis. They couldn’t handle it and started keeping things from each  other.”    .

	“April and I are on the same page. She told me about your lunch date with Chase.”  

	“Did she tell you how much she loved being a part of it? You’re going to lose her if  you cling too tightly. Darius knows everything I do, don’t you, baby?” She set her phone  aside and cuddled closer to her husband, resting her hand on his inner thigh.  

	Was she a part of it? he wondered. No one touched her—that she admitted. Jeremy  wasn’t a part of the game if he sat in the stands and watched Darius play. Don’t let her bait  you. Peyton was a brat, he decided. His balls tingled when he thought, Someone should put  her over their knee.  

	“That’s right, baby. We don’t own each other. I know a girl like Peyton needs her free-  dom.”  

	“And I know a strong man like my big Daddy needs to roam. He’s meant to spread  his seed.” Calling her husband daddy felt creepy, but Jeremy wasn’t shocked she had  those issues since she enjoyed fucking men old enough to be her father. He didn’t take it  as a weird roleplay thing.  

	The couple kissed, and it nearly turned into a full-blown make-out session. Jeremy  wasn’t a voyeur like his wife. He didn’t need to see his neighbors having sex right in  front of him. But his shaft plumped when he thought about Darius spreading his seed to  April. He suddenly realized they hadn’t discussed birth control. The rhythm method was  not going to work with the amount of sex the couples on Milford Court had. All those  men could not be blasting into his wife’s fertile, unprotected womb. He didn’t care if it  was her safe time of the month.  

	“April and I will figure out how we fit in with the rest of you—if we fit in at all. That’s  our business. What I don’t appreciate is being manipulated. Tommy’s been playing me  since day one, and the rest of you were his accomplices. I don’t know what the rest of you  knew or didn’t know—and I’d rather not—but I’m done playing his games. Whatever  happens from here on out is on our terms, no one else’s.”  

	“That’s the only way to do it,” Darius agreed.  

	“Is April truly free to play now?” Peyton asked.  

	“We’re taking it one day at a time. I don’t think we’ll know how we feel about opening  our marriage until we actually do it—if we do it. Can you really know how you’ll feel  about something like that?”  

	Peyton shrugged. “I don’t know. I’ve always thought monogamy is bullshit. No one  person can be someone else’s everything. That’s why so many marriages fail. The second  I feel a man trying to put limits on me, I’m out. It’s the way I’ve always been.”  

	“That’s a nice way of saying she has too much fun being a slut to settle down,” Darius  laughed.  

	“Hey!” She slapped his chest, but he was so muscular that it probably hurt her hand,  not him. “I’m not saying you’re wrong, but there’s a nicer way to put it. Besides, you’ve  never been Mr. Monogamy yourself. Isn’t it better that we can just be open instead of  how you cheated on your other wives?”  

	“I was a different man then. I was too immature to handle all that temptation.”  

	She laughed. “Because you handle it so well now.” He looked like he might be hurt,    .

	and she added, “I’m just teasing, Daddy. I like that all the other bitches want you. I think  it’s hot.” She grabbed him through his loose pants, and he grunted. The ex-football player  was wearing a very expensive tracksuit. Peyton stared intensely at her husband, enjoying  the effect she had on him.  

	“It’s rude to ignore our guest, baby,” Darius reminded her. She seemed to have for-  gotten Jeremy was there. She was all about the big thing in her hand. She finally smiled  over at him but kept rubbing her husband.  

	“You’re gonna find out the same thing about April. When she sees that you’re a want-  ed alpha, she’s going to want you that much more,” she said.  

	Even after he’s fucked her silly with that huge cock? Jeremy doubted it. Besides, April was  clear that she didn’t care for sharing him. He understood it was a necessary evil to get  what she wanted—even if she’d never admit that. He didn’t care if it didn’t cause friction.  They’d both get what they wanted. And he didn’t believe in that alpha nonsense anyway.  

	“We’ll see,” he answered, seeing there was no point in arguing with her. Peyton was  incredibly sexy, and he didn’t want to blow whatever shot he might have with her. Do I  even have a shot? He doubted it, but stranger things had happened.  

	“Listen, man, I know Tommy likes to play games, and sometimes he plays too hard.  He really gets off on it if he thinks he has the upper hand on someone, and maybe he  thinks he does with you because you work for him, but you have to treat Tommy the way  you would anyone who acts like that. Push back. Show him you can’t be pushed around,  and he’ll respect you.”    

	“So, this is a game? He sent me on this trip to get April alone?”  

	“I didn’t say that. I really asked for you because I want us to be cool. One thing I’ve  learned about this shit is that the men need to be cool with each other. Problems come  when we’re not. This can’t work if you’re worried I’m trying to snake your woman, big  dog. But listen, I know Tommy wants to fuck, April. Damn, man, we all do. There’s just  something about your girl. I’ll be privileged to have her if you guys are opening up. But  Tommy’s sort of called dibs, so I guess you’re right about that. He thinks he should get  her first since he brought you guys into the fold.”  

	Jeremy fumed at the answer. Darius confirmed his fears without confirming them.  His livelihood depended on Tommy Siegel, so he had to tread lightly, but he was more  determined than ever to take control and pay his boss back for messing with his life. He  wished he could text April and tell her to stay away from the man, but they’d been told to  stow their devices.  

	“He’s right. I’d claw a bitch’s eyes out if I thought she was trying to take my place,”  Peyton echoed, seemingly unmoved by her husband’s desire to fuck Jeremy’s wife. She  spoke casually, like she wasn’t stroking Darius through his pants. Jeremy wondered if sit-  ting like that would ever seem normal—and if it was a problem if it did.  

	“No one can take your place, baby.”  

	“I know, Daddy. April’s cute, but she can’t fuck you like I can. Does she even take it in  the ass, Jeremy?”  

	The frankness of the question shocked him. Of course, he didn’t fuck his wife in the    .

	ass. He’d never even tried. Should I be? Shit, does this mean these guys are going to try to  have her ass? Do I need to do it so I get it before they do? It was a ridiculous thought. April  may have been changing, but she’d never let anyone put it there.  

	“Uh, no. We don’t do that.” Knowing it probably wasn’t just about him anymore, he  hastily added, “She doesn’t do that.”  

	Darius smiled and nodded. Jeremy read his mind. The big man thought, not yet. He  put his giant hand over Peyton’s. “You’d better stop that, or you’re going to have to take  care of it.”  She giggled. 

	“All you had to do was ask.”  

	“I shouldn’t have to ask, baby.”  

	“Yes, Daddy,” she solemnly replied. “I hope you don’t mind, but I love to do this  when we get to fly private,” she added, blowing a kiss to Jeremy.  

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	fourteen

	 

	Peyton slipped to her knees in the aisle and yanked her husband’s sweatpants down. It  didn’t appear the man wore underwear. His enormous prick sprang up, nearly slapping  his wife in the chin. She giggled at that. The impressive slab of dark meat was so thick  she needed both hands to corral it. Jeremy was in one of the single seats to their side and  had a perfect view of the perky blonde playing with it.  

	“There’s so much, I don’t know where to begin,” she cooed, licking up and down his  shaft.  

	“Mmm, don’t tease me too long, baby, or you’re gonna get punished. Ohhh fuck…”  

	Darius cut off when his wife went for his balls. The man had an enormous nut sac,  but somehow, she got the whole thing in her mouth. She sucked and moaned, smacking  her lips like she was devouring chocolate mousse. Jeremy was stunned by how much she  seemed to love sucking balls. He’d had girlfriends who were into that when he was  younger, but that was a distant memory. Maybe it’s because he’s shaved, Jeremy thought.  He didn’t think guys really did that outside of porn.  

	Peyton was drooling when she slurped off his balls, leaving Darius’ cock a sloppy  mess as she dragged her lips back up it. He gathered her blonde mane—which was per-  fect, as always—and pulled it back from her face to watch her open wide and take him be-  tween her lips.  

	It looked to Jeremy like she had to unhinge her jaw to accept him. He’d just assumed    .

	his neighbor was big, but the former all-pro’s equipment was massive. Shit, he’s hung like  a damn horse! Jeremy thought, laughing at the cliché being true for a change. He felt  weird for staring at another man’s dick, but he couldn’t look away. She held the base with  both hands, and more and more of it disappeared into her mouth. She’d had years to  practice, but he still wondered how Peyton got so good at sucking that slab of meat.  

	April was not experienced like the cheerleader, and his mind went right to what his  wife would do with that thing. He’d worry she would choke to death on it, except that he  didn’t think her mouth opened that wide. She wouldn’t know what to do with it. None of  that stopped him from replacing Peyton with April in his mind. He grew hard in an in-  stant.  

	“Yeah, baby…suck that dick like it’s your job…show me how you love it, girl…” He glanced  over at Jeremy. “Wait til you feel this…big dog…my girl really sucks dick like…a pro…”  

	He couldn’t wrap his head around the man talking to him in the middle of a blowjob,  let alone offering up his wife’s mouth. He could never be so casual about any of this. The  idea that they could be cool with each other was alien. How can you be friends with a guy  who’s fucking your wife? he marveled.  

	Darius still wasn’t forcing her head down on his cock. He didn’t need to. Peyton vio-  lently jammed her mouth onto him like she was a dick-sucking machine. He had to be  pushed into her throat because she made weird choking sounds. He smiled like he en-  joyed hearing her choke on his meat.  

	“Whaaa…I’m not done…” she panted, coughing and drooling down onto his cock    

	when he pulled her head back.  

	“I want you to show the big dog what you can really do, baby, and I need to feel that  sweet pussy.”  

	“Mmmm…yes, Daddy…”  

	Darius lifted the girl by her arms. It easy for him. Peyton reached under her tiny,  pleated white tennis skirt and rolled a thong down her toned legs. He reached right up it  and smiled at what he found. She moaned and shook.  

	“That’s my girl. Nice and juicy already.”  

	“Ohhh…you know your cock does it for me…every time…ohhh…”  

	He spun Peyton by her hips and pulled her onto his lap—well, onto his cock. She lift-  ed her skirt, and he held his shaft in position and guided her onto it. Her mouth dropped  open, and Jeremy swore her eyes rolled back in her head when Darius impaled her on it.  The cheerleader looked like she was feeling it for the first time and couldn’t believe how  big it was. Is it like that every time? What is it like to have a woman react to your dick like  that?  

	Darius held her sides and slid her up and down on his pole like she was a toy. She  looked too overwhelmed to move on her own. They were married. They had to have made  love hundreds of times, but she clearly loved it just as much as ever. Jeremy wished he  was sure that April still felt the same way about him after twelve years of marriage.  

	The Russells put on quite a sex show. Jeremy knew they were showing off for him.  Peyton was on his lap, facing out like she was giving a lap dance, while Darius fucked her back and forth on his cock. She was ecstatic, wildly moaning, and trembling. It seemed  like she may have started coming the moment he pushed it inside her. Jeremy didn’t  know how he could possibly follow Darius, but all he wanted to do was put his dick in the  bouncy blonde.  

	Peyton gathered her senses and braced her hands on his thick legs. She slowly took  control, slamming up and down on the tree trunk that filled her. The girl was a force of  nature. She fucked herself on that thing harder than Darius had used her.  

	“Sweet lord…nnahh…yesss…ohhh Daddy…”  

	“Work that pussy, girl…goddam that’s hot…fuck sweetheart…”  

	Darius pulled the cropped sweater above her bouncing tits. Jeremy gaped at her. He’d  suspected she wasn’t wearing a bra, and it was confirmed. The girl had a perfect body,  like one of the blonde centerfolds from the old Playboys his father kept in the garage. But  he wasn’t seeing her frozen in soft focus on the glossy pages of a magazine. Peyton was a  flesh and blood woman, going crazy, while she bounced on a giant cock right in front of  him. Her tits were a masterpiece. He was pretty sure April said they were fake, but he  didn’t care.  

	Her big, round globes shook when she slammed on that cock, hypnotizing him. Dar-  ius made it even hotter when his dark hands covered them, pulling her thick, pale tips.  The blonde winced and whined Daddy.  

	“Uhnnn…you need to come, don’t you, baby girl…” the football player moaned.  

	“Nnnahhh…yesss…please, Daddy…”  

	“You like showing Big Dog what a little slut you are?”  

	“Yessss…Daddy…”  

	Peyton stared at Jeremy with an intensity that nearly made him come on the spot. She  looked desperate. To come? For approval? He had no idea, but having the woman stare at  him like that while she fucked her husband was almost too much for him.  

	“Nnnahh…do you like it…watching me…”  

	“Uh, yeah,” Jeremy stammered. He knew it sounded lame.  

	“Don’t…uhnn…be shy…tell my girl how hot she is…”  

	“Yeah…uh…you’re fucking hot, Peyton,” he mumbled.  

	“Nnnahhh lordy… ohhh sweet lord…show me…take it out…nnnahh…”  

	Jeremy was not his wife. He didn’t want to take it out and stroke it in front of other  people. He certainly didn’t want his dick out in the same room as Darius’. He’d always  been confident in his size, but he’d never been around something like the big, Black man  had. However, he pulled it out as the girl demanded. At least watching her fuck was so  hot that he didn’t go soft.  

	“See that, baby…he wants this sweet pussy, too…”  

	“Nnnahh…lordy…yesss…”  

	“You want…ohhh…that dick too…don’t you, baby…”  

	“Yeah…nnnahhh…lordy…yesss…I want it, Daddy…”  

	Darius gripped his wife by the waist and took back control. He mercilessly slammed  her up and down on his cock. It looked like he was trying to break her in half. She    .

	screamed. Jeremy wondered if the pilots were used to this sort of thing flying for Stirling  Sports Management. He began stroking his dick without realizing it. It turned out that  April was right. Watching hot people fuck in front of you was impossible to resist.  

	“Fuck, baby! Fuck, baby! Gonna nut!”  

	“Nnnnahhh…yessss, Daddy…fill me up, Daddy…ohhh sweet lordy…yessss…”  

	Peyton squealed when she was jammed onto him and held there. Darius’ face was  visible just past her disheveled blonde name, and he looked like he was losing conscious-  ness when he filled his cheerleader wife with what Jeremy assumed was a massive, po-  tent load. The voyeur was sure he saw the man’s balls contract when he pumped his seed  into her. Peyton convulsed on his cock, the life-giving cum triggering her own climax.  Jeremy knew his presence was irrelevant in that moment.  

	“Ahhh lordy…ahhh lordy…thank you…thank you, Daddy…” Peyton panted, trembling as  she slowly came down from her orgasmic high.  

	“You’re not done yet, baby,” Darius replied, slight breathlessness the only sign that  he’d exerted himself. “You’re not a fucking tease, are you, baby?”  

	“No, Daddy,” she whined in reply.  “Then you won’t leave Big Dog hangin’. You said you wanted his dick. And your hotness got him all hard. Go take care of that thing, baby.”  

	“Yes, Daddy…”  

	Petyon peeled off her husband and stood on wobbly legs. His slimy snake looked even  longer when it dropped from her, dripping onto the plane’s floor. Jeremy looked away    

	before he was caught staring at another man’s dick. He thought, No way April can take  that thing. How can I let her? She’ll be ruined.  

	Instead of looking at Darius, he stared in disbelief as half-naked Peyton wobbled to-  ward him. Cum already oozed from her slit. Her waxed-smooth cunt gaped open. Jeremy  had to be hallucinating the dirty, sexy vision in front of him. But then she touched his  shoulder, and he knew she was very real.  

	“Peyton…wait… You don’t have to…”  

	His words cut on with a groan when she grabbed his cock. Her grip was just as good  as Marti’s. The wives of Milford Court really knew how to handle dick.  

	“No one makes me do anything, stud. But if I want a dick, I get it.”  

	She straddled his lap, holding his shaft up. He weakly pushed at her. It was a token  effort.  

	“But Peyton…April…I shouldn’t…” he protested, even as she rubbed his head along  her well-used slit.  

	“Didn’t you say that you guys are open to whatever happens?” She smiled wolfishly.  

	“Yeah, but…”  

	“Mmm, I’m open, Daddy, and this is happening.”  

	Peyton didn’t wait any longer for him to struggle with his conscience. She slipped  down, and her warm wetness engulfing his cock became everything. Her sloppy, well-  fucked cunt threatened to melt his hardness in record time. He’d never followed another  man before, but he knew that wasn’t excitement for him he felt, but the slickness of

	Darius’ thick load lubricating her. Jeremy didn’t know what it said about him, but somehow, feeling her used pussy was so much hotter than if he was just fucking Peyton on his  own.  

	Even crazier, for the first time in fourteen years, he was inside another woman. His  hands explored Peyton’s body while she rocked on him, and those curves did not belong  to his wife. The blonde’s fake tits felt surprisingly real and much larger than April’s nat-  ural rounds. He loved his wife’s round ass, but the cheerleader’s was much tighter.  

	Jeremy tried not to think about the sin he was committing, but that was impossible.  Shit, this is so wrong! I should not be doing this! I took a goddam vow! But oh fuck, Peyton’s  pussy is good! I can’t believe I’m fucking a pro football cheerleader! Peyton was so hot that he  couldn’t even tell if the adultery—was the Milford Court agreement a technicality—made  it hotter or if it was all due to his neighbor’s wife.  

	He had to hope that April meant it when promised to keep an open mind. A line had  been crossed, and it was all over for him if she couldn’t handle it. But he wasn’t going to  stop. He wouldn’t stop. Peyton pounded harder on his cock, and raw lust sizzled through  his veins. He also realized his wife could be doing the same thing. He’d been gone for  about three hours. April could have been riding Tommy Siegel at that very moment.  

	“Does that feel good…Daddy? Unnahhh…your cock feels so good in me…”  

	“Goddam…Peyyy…ton…ohhh shit…”  

	“Uhnnahhh…you like my used pussy…don’t you…Daddy…”  

	Jeremy really needed her to stop calling him that. It was too creepy. But damn him,    

	she was right. She felt incredible on his dick. He gripped her tight little ass and started  thrusting up from his seat.  

	“Yeah…fucking hot…fuck me…Peyyyton…”  

	“Get that pussy, Big Dog! Feels fucking right, doesn’t it?” Darius cheered from the  sidelines.  

	Could I ever do that? he wondered. Jeremy still didn’t know if he could watch April like  Darius watched Peyton. He wanted to see it, but he didn’t know if he could handle it. He  certainly didn’t think he could tell one of their neighbors to get her pussy.  

	Her big globes bounced in his face, mesmerizing Jeremy. He’d never had a girl like  Peyton. When he got married, he accepted that he never would. And now, here he was  doing it, fucking a fantasy girl. It was a day of impossible firsts. His first time on a private  jet. First time joining the mile high club. First time having sex with a woman who wasn’t  his wife.  

	“Fuck meee…fuck me, babyyy…wanna feel you come…come in me…make me come…”  

	“You want my cum…”  

	“Yeah, baby…give it to me, Daddy…”  

	“Fuck, Peyyy…”  

	“Yesss…yesss…uhnnaahhh yesss…oh fuck yes!”  

	Peyton howled like she was coming again. Had she even recovered from the orgasm  Darius gave her? It didn’t matter. Jeremy was right there, too. It was unfair but hearing  her beg for his cum when he couldn’t finish in April half the time was insanely hot. He gave a gargled grunt and unloaded. The blonde stopped moving, staying jammed down  on him, and crushed her mouth against his. He didn’t even care that she’d just had Darius’ cock in her mouth. He ravenously kissed her back while he drained his balls into her,  adding his load to her husband’s.  

	“That’s how it’s done, Big Dog! Get it, brother!” Darius cheered.  

	Jeremy was so in the moment that he was left stunned when Peyton pulled away from  him and peeled off his cock. He wanted to hide his manhood. Darius was still massive  when he was soft. Jeremy was not. But Peyton seemed happy with what he gave her,  which boosted his confidence. Maybe I can keep up with these guys. Maybe they won’t ruin  April for me. He understood that the key was projecting confidence, even if he didn’t feel  it.  

	“Did I do good?” she asked her husband, settling onto his lap.  

	Darius enfolded her in his arms while they deeply kissed. “I’m so proud of you, baby.  I have the hottest fucking wife. These guys can’t get enough of you.”  

	“Mmm, they can keep having me if you say it’s okay,” she cooed.  

	“I know you need it. I love you too much to deny you, baby.”  

	Watching the couple bond over what just happened made Jeremy feel like he’d  stepped into another part of the multiverse where that stuff was normal. The whiplash  was dizzying. Would he and April snuggle and bond over the neighbor she’d fucked  while he was at work? He didn’t think he even wanted that.  

	Thinking of his wife brought Jeremy back to the question that weighed so heavily.    

	What is she doing while I’m gone? 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	fifteen

	 

	April sipped her passion fruit mai tai and did her very best to act like she belonged there  rather than the tourist she felt like she was. They occupied two lounges on the tiny beach  that faced downtown Miami, shielded from the brutal early August sun by umbrellas.  The friends were surrounded by the most beautiful people she’d ever seen in the flesh.  Richelle looked like she belonged, but April felt like an imposter.  

	After that fateful conversation with her husband, she decided she couldn’t sit back  and see what happened. She had to step out of her comfort zone if she was going to be an  active participant in whatever came next. It would be too easy to passively sit back and  then deny full responsibility for whatever she did. She hadn’t decided to participate in the  bed-hopping games they played on Milford Court. Even entertaining the idea of it still felt  reckless. But with Jeremy on a flight to LA, she had to do something.  

	She chose Richelle because her neighbor seemed to be the most level-headed of the  wives on the cul-de-sac. Cami was sweeter and would be more understanding, but  Richelle was kind and practical. Besides, they hadn’t spoken since April watched her have  sex with Darius. Every text from her neighbor had gone unanswered.  

	“Look at that guy. Good god, he’d be a good time if he liked girls,” Richelle said, nod-  ding toward a tall guy with a perfectly toned body who wore nothing but a black Speedo.  

	“Why do you think he’s gay?” April felt naive for asking. She must have been missing  something a more sophisticated person like Richelle saw.    .

	“I don’t know. He is European. Maybe he swings both ways, which is cool. More op-  tions, right? He’s just not aggressively hetero like Chase or Tommy. I’d give him a chance  to prove how into me he could be, wouldn’t you?”  

	“He’s cute, I guess. I’m not sure he’s my type.”  

	The European in question was not like the husbands of their cul-de-sac. While Dar-  ius, Chase, and Tommy were masses of powerful muscle, like they spent most of the day  in the weight room, the European was tight and trim, built like a swimmer. His long  black hair swept back from his angular face, giving him an almost androgynous look. His  back held an impressive tattooed mural of snowcapped mountains and script April  thought could be Italian. The man was attractive, but she preferred a traditional guy.  

	“Look at what he’s packing. That’s not your type? I saw how you looked at Darius. I  know that’s not true, April.” She smiled knowingly.  

	They still hadn’t discussed what happened. After April texted, Richelle suggested they  grab lunch and told her to be ready at 11:30 sharp. She was on April’s doorstep just after  Jeremy left with Darius and Peyton, leaving April no time to process the revelation that  the blonde cheerleader was going on this business trip Tommy had forced her husband  to take. Talking in her friend’s convertible with the top down was impossible, which had  been a relief, and she’d stuck to small talk since they’d arrived at the beach club on the  tiny island between downtown Miami and Miami Beach.  

	The European’s tiny swimsuit left nothing to the imagination, and he stretched it im-  pressively. But a man was more than his cock, and the stranger’s weapon didn’t stir April    

	the way her Black neighbor did. She firmly told her friend, “He is not Darius.”  

	“No, he’s not, but few men are,” Richelle wistfully replied.  

	April was jealous that her friend knew what it was like to have their Adonis of a  neighbor. “About the other day… I’m sorry for intruding.”  

	“It wasn’t an intrusion. People close doors when they want privacy. I’m not as much  of a show-off as Peyton, but I don’t mind someone checking out what’s going on. I’m  sorry you felt like you had to hide. We don’t have any shame on Milford Court.”  

	“I didn’t plan to watch. I was looking for Jeremy, and I just happened upon you guys,  and I knew I should leave you to it, but something kept me there.”  

	Richelle smiled and took her hand when she looked away. “We both know why you  stayed, and you have nothing to be ashamed of. A lot of people like to watch.”  

	“I didn’t say that…”  

	“I know about Peyton and Chase. He texted me right afterward. We don’t keep se-  crets. He was very excited to see that side of you, by the way. He said you’re sexy when  you come.”  

	“Oh my god!”  

	“That’s a compliment, April. I know about Cami before that, too. Again, no shame  here. Everyone is free to indulge however they like, as long as everyone is consenting.  Our little group is a safe space to explore things that perhaps you weren’t comfortable to  explore in the past.”  

	“I don’t know that I want to explore anything, Shelly. I told Jeremy I’d keep an open.

	mind about whatever happens, but I can’t say I want anything to happen. I certainly had  no idea that I liked watching people have sex. I swear, I didn’t think about those things.”  

	“Never? I find that hard to believe. Are you saying that you’ve never had fantasies that  you thought were too dirty or forbidden? I think we all have those.”  

	April sipped her mai tai and considered the question. The drink was delicious but  strong. Having midday cocktails still felt wrong. Her only experience with that was a mi-  mosa or two at brunch. She’d had fleeting dirty fantasies in the past and thought, I’d  never, but that had been the end of it. The kinds of things they did in the cul-de-sac had  never been on her radar. She didn’t even watch porn. Watching live people have sex was  not a thing in her reality.  

	“I have fantasies, but nothing crazy,” she conceded. “I didn’t fantasize about watching  people.”  

	“It’s really not so strange, April. I like to watch.” Richelle closed her eyes. “It’s like I  can feel the energy from whoever is doing it. Their intensity just charges me.” She  opened her eyes, and her smile widened. “I give you credit. I would have been touching  myself. I’m not even taking credit for turning you on. I know what it’s like to see Darius  in action.”  

	“It wasn’t just him,” April rushed out before admitting, “Okay, it was mostly him. I  mean, you’re sexy. It wasn’t not about you. Seeing him do it was even hotter than imag-  ining it.” She realized what she’d admitted and added, “Not that I sit at home and think  about that.”  

	“Darius is a god among men. Something would be wrong with you if you didn’t think  about it. And god, April, wait until you feel it.”  

	“That’s… I can’t… I wouldn’t…”  

	Richelle gave a seriously? look and said, “I hope I’m there to return the favor and  watch it. Except, I don’t know if I’ll be able to just hang back and watch—if that’s okay  with you.”  

	April was saved from having to answer when their bikini-clad waitress brought their  food. The waitress nearly spilled out of her top when she set the plates down on the low  table between the friends.  

	She was hardly wearing more than the guests around her—just a teeny tiny pair of  shorts that kept her from being totally exposed. Richelle drained her cocktail and ordered  refills for both of them. April was only midway through her second mai tai and didn’t  think she’d need a third, but the waitress was gone before she could decline the drink.  

	Rather than answer her friend, April pivoted. “Do you also like to watch Chase when  he’s with other people?”  

	Richelle dug into her baked eggplant before answering. The dish was covered with  caramelized onions, tomatoes, and sesame seeds. It looked more delicious than the Greek  salad April had ordered, but she didn’t have much of an appetite anyway.  

	“He’s my favorite person to watch. I know better than anyone what an incredible lover  my husband is, so I’m thrilled for the woman that she gets to experience it. And I love  seeing him get pleasure, too. Watching him show off what he’s got is so sexy. It makes    .

	me want him all over again.” She lit up when she gave her answer.  

	“It makes sense when you put it that way, but I don’t know if I could do that. When I  try to think about Jeremy with someone, I get all tied up in knots, so I can’t even imagine  actually watching him do it. I almost don’t want to know anything. That is, if it happens,  of course.”  

	Her friend finished chewing and swallowed. April envied that she was somehow still  stunning while she was eating. She picked at her salad but knew she wouldn’t look like  that if she shoved food into her mouth.  

	“Oh, sweetie, he’s going to do it. If you’ve agreed to keep open minds, that’s a green  light to a man. You basically told him to go out and fuck.”  

	“Jeremy isn’t like that.”  

	“He’s a man. He may be a very good man, but he’s a man. It’s going to happen. I  know Peyton went on that trip with them. He might already be doing it on the plane. I  love that girl, but she’s wild and impatient. I don’t know how Darius keeps up with her.”  

	April wanted to grab her phone and call her husband to make sure he was behaving,  but she didn’t want to look insecure in front of Richelle. The call probably wouldn’t go  through while he was in the air anyway. He wouldn’t. Not in some tiny private plane with  Darius sitting right there. I don’t think his eye is on her anyway. I know he wants Shelly or  maybe Marti again.  

	“Take a deep breath, April. Accept that this is happening. How did you feel when he  told you about Marti sucking his cock?” She kept eating like they were discussing the

	weather.  

	“I was shocked. Angry. But it wasn’t that bad because of Tommy. I knew I couldn’t  get too angry with him.”  

	“You didn’t suck Tommy’s cock. And he didn’t lick your pussy. Did he?”  

	“No! We kissed, and he touched me. I stopped him before it went any further.”  

	“I wouldn’t blame you if you had. I know it may not seem like it because he’s an older  guy and kind of scraggly, but trust me, there’s just something about that man’s confi-  dence and power. Some guys are just magnetic, and Tommy has that. Full confession, let-  ting him have his way with you might feel a little dirty afterward, like fucking your dad’s  friend, but it’s so worth it.”  

	April wished she could tell Richelle she was crazy, but she’d felt it that afternoon  when he found her spying on their neighbors. She never thought she could desire a man  like Tommy Siegel, but she wanted more when he kissed her. Something about him  made her want to please him. Just thinking about it stirred something deep in her core,  and she pushed it out of her mind.  

	“Anyway, it didn’t bother me as much as I thought it would. Jeremy cheated. I did,  too, but somehow, we both moved right past it.”  

	“Because you liked it.” Richelle smirked. “I’m not judging. I just want you to stop  fighting what you clearly want. You don’t want to believe me, but Jeremy will not be  fighting it. There’s no reason you can’t take the next thing in stride—and the next. The  insecurities will fade away if you let them.”    .

	“Is that how it was for you and Chase?”  

	“All of our journeys to Milford Court were different. I think Tommy and Marti were  always like this. Darius was a pro football player. Of course, he was never faithful. Combine that with the insecurity or guilt of having a much younger wife and wanting her to  experience everything, I don’t think it was a difficult choice for him. And Peyton is just a  wild child. I don’t think she’s been monogamous a day in her life.  

	“Cami and Marc were unsuspecting when they moved onto the cul-de-sac, like Chase  and I, and you and Jeremy. She was coming off her wild twenties, and it dawned on her  that she didn’t want to settle down and become a suburban mom. When Tommy and  Marti seduced them, she was all for it. Marc still struggles with it.”  

	“I’ve seen that,” April agreed.  

	“I feel bad for him. I think he’s a self-hating cuckold. But he does like it, or he’d put a  stop to it. He might have an easier time if Cami liked to share, but she doesn’t. She never  did get over the jealousy part, so he can only go so far.  

	“Chase and I weren’t expecting this kind of life when we moved into Peregrine’s Nest,  but we were both experienced. I enjoyed the Miami Beach party scene when I was  younger, so I know how wild things can be. That’s where I met Chase. Swapping and  sharing never shocked me. I modeled my way through college, so I’ve seen things.  

	“We just moved into the community because we both wanted the good life. When we  found out what it could include, we both shrugged and said, Why not? I’d never had a  threesome with him before, but I’d done it with other people. I discovered it’s even hotter   

	with someone you love than a random one-night stand. The rest is history.”  

	“And you don’t have any regrets about opening your marriage?”  

	“We don’t really see it that way. We don’t date other people. Unlike some others, we  only play in the cul-de-sac. Swinger sounds too cheesy. I’ve heard the term hotwife, and I  think that’s appropriate, but I don’t know what that makes Chase. We don’t worry about  labels anyway. We’re just having fun with our friends.”  

	“I wish I could be as easy breezy about it as you are.”  

	“It’s like bungee jumping, April. Take a deep breath, step off the ledge, and just feel.”  

	The waitress returned with their drinks and said they were on the two much younger  guys she pointed out. April was shocked, but Richelle raised her glass in thanks, which  the men took as an invitation.  

	“What are you doing? We don’t want them over here!” April hurriedly said.  

	“Just smile and be nice. Do you have any idea how expensive drinks are here? Be-  sides, they’re pretty cute, aren’t they?”  

	“I thought you didn’t play outside of the cul-de-sac?”  

	Richelle grinned and winked. “Maybe these boys will be the exception that proves the  rule.”     
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	The boys—April could only think of them as that—looked like they were still in college.  They were both handsome and fit, one of them tall with a head of heavenly tight black  curls and a thick but neatly cropped beard, while the other was shorter with the unkempt  sandy hair and looseness of a stereotypical surfer. Surfer Boy was the cocky, forward one  of the pair. Angel possessed a quiet confidence.  

	“Nice that you ladies can enjoy a nice afternoon by the water,” Surfer Boy said. He  spoke with an Irish lilt.  

	Surfer Boy gazed down at the seated women from behind his sunglasses like he was  deciding who he’d rather have. April was secretly pleased that she was even in the run-  ning when seated next to Richelle. Her model friend was in another swimsuit comprised  of a web of strings that barely managed to cover anything. She looked like she could step  back on the runway and pick up right where she left off. April felt dully ordinary beside  her.  

	Richelle made their lunch arrangements, simply telling April to dress for lunch at a  beach club. Staring into her closet, she’d tried to think like Richelle when deciding what  to wear. She didn’t own any swimsuits as risqué as what she’d seen her friend wear.  

	She’d finally found an old, pre-motherhood bikini she’d forgotten she even owned,  jumbled at the back of a drawer. The simple black string bikini didn’t feel particularly jar-  ring back in her twenties, but the changes her body had undergone over the last decade rendered it skimpier than she remembered. The top mostly fit—she wouldn’t spill out of  it if she was careful—but the bottoms were not sized for her juicier butt and wider hips.  

	The way Angel looked at her exposed body made April want to throw her coverup back  on until he caused a tingle that she unexpectedly liked. Still, she shifted on the lounge to  keep too much from showing, but no matter how she moved, it felt like her butt was  hanging out or the V of fabric between her thighs threatened to expose her.  

	“We’re very well taken care of,” Richelle replied, smiling back at the boys. “Isn’t that  right, April?”  

	“Oh,” she answered, trying to decipher her role. “Yes, our husbands are great.” That  sounded lame, she thought.  

	“Are they around?” Surfer Boy asked.  

	“They’re hard at work, which is why we can come here in the middle of a Thursday  afternoon,” Richelle said. “Why do you ask?”  

	“We were hoping you ladies were looking for some company,” Angel said, smiling  slyly. He had an Italian accent, which April found even sexier than the Irish accent. That  smile worked wonders on April, heating her up more than the midday Miami sun.  

	“Our husbands might not like that,” she suggested. “Doesn’t that worry you?”  

	Surfer Boy sat on the lounge beside Richelle without being invited. She didn’t give an  inch but enjoyed more of her lunch. “They might appreciate us keeping you company if  they’re that busy.”  

	“You know, they just might,” Richelle agreed. “Do you boys belong to the club, or are you just visiting?”  

	“My parents are members,” Angel replied. “I just graduated from university. This is  my last summer of freedom before I must get serious and join the family.” He sat on the  lounge beside April, but unlike her friend, she scooted down to avoid contact.  

	“That sounds ominous,” she said, pleased and disturbed that she’d placed their ages  correctly.  

	“We are art traders. It can be fun, but my father does take it very seriously.”  

	“I can’t speak for April, but I do appreciate a serious young man,” Richelle said.  

	“Hey, I’m serious,” Surfer Boy added.  

	Angel laughed. “You’re serious about a good time. That is all.”  

	“I have one more year of school before I have to be a real grown-up.”  

	That one isn’t even out of college. Oh, God! What are we doing? April tried to give her  friend a don’t encourage them look, but it didn’t work with sunglasses on. She wanted to  look anywhere but at the handsome young man beside her. His tank top left enough  glossy, deeply tanned skin to tempt her uncomfortably. She blamed the denizens of Mil-  ford Court. Sex was too much on her mind these days.  

	“A real grown-up?” Richelle laughed. “Do we look like the kind of women who waste  our time with boys?”  

	“Give me a chance, and I’ll prove I’m a man.”  

	“Slow down, tiger. So, what makes a couple of boys—men—like you send drinks to  women like us?”    .

	“Beautiful women? I don’t understand,” Angel answered.  

	He’s very smooth, April thought. And god, he even smells good, like sandalwood and cocoa  butter. Stop it! He’s a kid!  

	“Are you going to make me say it? Fine, do you boys have some kind of a cougar  thing? Are you looking for someone to fulfill your MILF fantasy?” Richelle seemed  amused by the suggestion, not offended.  

	April didn’t know what to think. Ohmygod, do they see me as a cougar? It seemed  impossible. She was just an average suburban mom. She could be friends with their  mothers. She categorically rejected the idea of being a MILF. Ew, no.  

	“Cougar?” Angel questioned. His English was perfect, making the gambit lame.  

	“I prefer an older woman who knows what she wants. I don’t like playing games,”  Surfer Boy said, dropping his voice a seductive octave. “I think you know exactly what you  want. By the way, that’s some nice ink, Shelly.”  

	Surfer Boy used the lotus tattooed beneath her breasts as an excuse to stare at them.  Ink was not April’s thing, but she was coming to appreciate how sexy it looked on her  friend.  

	“Thank you. I can tell you like it. And yes, I know what I want,” Richelle replied, sip-  ping her drink. “How about you, April? Do you know what you want?”  

	“I might not be the cougar you’re looking for,” she answered, fixing her friend with a  death gaze. Richelle was having too much fun pushing her buttons. Her friend didn’t do  it with malice, but April still resented it. “I’m just learning what I might want.”    

	“That is even better. I don’t like the, how you say, maneater,” Angel said. He  manspread on the lounge, his leg brushing hers and his hand touching the small of her  back before nearly planting beneath her butt.  

	“Stay away from Shelly, then. She’s a real maneater. I’ve seen it,” April teased, decid-  ing to volley back.  

	“I’m sure you could give me a run for my money with the right inspiration.”  

	“I love a bit of inspiration,” Surfer Boy interjected. “Both of you ladies are quite in-  spiring.”  

	Richelle turned and put her arm around him. She leaned in close enough that a wave  of her raven hair brushed his shoulder. His grin went from cocky to hungry as he  couldn’t avoid staring at her perfect breasts, barely restrained by her bikini.  

	“Mmm, I’d love to know what we’re inspiring right now.” She stared at his crotch,  where his swimming trunks were straining.  

	“I think you can already tell, Shelly.”  

	“You know I’m old enough to be your mother, right? Don’t you think that’s a little  wrong? Or is that the turn-on?”  

	April was so stunned watching Richelle that she didn’t even notice Angel was subtly  rubbing her ass—probably because it felt good, and she didn’t want to stop it. Watching  her friend work the horny young man might have been even sexier, in its own way, than  watching her have sex with Darius. It was so inappropriate, but she wanted to be  Richelle.

	Surfer Boy didn’t lose his nerve. “I think it’s sexy as hell. If I’m right, you love to fuck.  And since your husband is working so hard, I figure you need a good one.”  

	Richelle’s laugh was so raucous that the Irish kid was taken aback. “You’re half right.  I do love to fuck. But my friend and I already have all the cock we need. If you’re lucky,  maybe we’ll give you a chance to try and measure up.”  

	Ohmygod, are we picking these boys up? How do I get out of this? April’s mind was spin-  ning. She glanced at Angel and smiled, trying to picture it. His plump lips looked very  kissable. She could run her fingers through that hair all afternoon. While he’s between my  legs. The thought popped up unbidden. Is this what keeping an open mind means?  

	It could be fun to enjoy a hard, young body like Angel’s, and it might even be smarter  to try it with a stranger rather than someone she had to see every day. How am I even  thinking about this? Ohmygod, could I really do this?  

	A tremble went through April when she thought that, yes, maybe she could.  

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	  

	  April escaped lunch with her honor intact. Richelle was only playing with the boys, after  all. It was probably mean to lead them on and let them buy drinks, but Angel’s parents  were paying for them anyway. Surfer Boy was clearly annoyed when they were dismissed,  but Angel seemed to enjoy playing the game, which only made her want him more.  

	They spent an hour or so with the boys. The foursome went down to splash around in  the water, giving the young men ample excuses to touch the wives. Richelle enjoyed   

	herself but drew a line. She knew exactly what she was doing. April was finding her way  and didn’t know what the line was. She didn’t even know what game they were playing,  but she liked playing it. Angel’s hands on her body felt good. He couldn’t get enough of  squeezing her butt, and the more he did it, the more she leaned back against him in the  water.  

	Back at their lounges, she ended up practically in Angel’s lap. Richelle looked amused  to see April letting the young man take more and more liberties. The pretty younger wife  didn’t think but went with it. Angel held her in the hot Miami sun, and she felt like a  teenager on a beach date again, waiting to see if the boy would work up the nerve to kiss  her. She convinced herself that kissing the boy wouldn’t be that bad. Who knew what  Jeremy was doing on that private jet with Peyton?  

	In the end, Richelle told the boys they had to get home to their kids and scooped up  April, who couldn’t tell if motherhood made them hotter or untouchable to the young  men. Surfer Boy did not look deterred. They said their goodbyes and April hid her disap-  pointment.  

	The drive home with the wind whipping through her hair was glorious. April had  never felt so alive. Perhaps flirting with an inappropriately younger man was just the  thing she needed. She was glad Richelle was driving. She wasn’t so tipsy that she didn’t  know what she was doing—she wished she had that excuse—but she definitely should  not have been behind the wheel.  

	Richelle deposited her at home with a hug and an admonition to hydrate. April was    .

	annoyed that her friend looked so amused by how much fun she’d had being bad, but  she did appreciate Richelle loosening her up. For the first time, she thought perhaps  playing their games was something she could do without losing herself.  

	Teasing the boys at the club left her with one regret. April was positively throbbing  with need. She had the wild thought that she would be seriously annoyed if Jeremy was  having sex with Peyton at 30,000 feet over New Mexico when she needed to be fucked.  

	April resolved to strip off her bikini and lounge in the pool—she’d become fond of  skinny dipping—and dream about what might have been with Angel. She might even  give in and touch herself the way she had with Chase and Peyton—that man-stealing  slut. She laughed when she thought the last part, but she still meant it. She reached for  the knot on her bikini top when the doorbell rang.  

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

	Richelle was not waiting on the other side.  

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

	“Oh, hey, Tommy. I thought you were Shelly.” 

	 “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 the women didn’t pretend it was inappropriate.  None of her friends’ husbands back home would have ever looked at her like Tommy.   

	And she would have been offended 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?”  

	“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, I assume.”  

	“We share everything. 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. His body brushing hers set off sparks that made April 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. She let him into her  house and closed the door behind him.    

	 

	Is the moment Jeremy’s feared finally here? April knows she shouldn’t, but she wants  Tommy on a primal level—maybe more so because he’s forbidden fruit. He’s the one  man on Milford Court she shouldn’t sleep with—certainly not first. But he has a way of  getting what he wants. What will he get from April?  

	All of these answers are coming in the final book of The New Wife on Milford Court  trilogy. Follow the link on the next page to reserve your copy now and find out how this  average suburban couple deals with plunging into their neighbors’ swinging lifestyle.    
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