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CHAPTER ONE




Doug crouched beside Madison’s nightstand, pushing aside the clutter with a sigh. He was only looking for his phone charger. She always “borrowed” it and forgot to put it back, and tonight he was too tired to dig through the mess.

He pulled open the top drawer, shoving past pens, hair ties, and a half-empty pack of gum. The cord wasn’t there. Instead, his fingers brushed something solid and smooth. He pulled it out and found a leather-bound journal, dark brown with a stretched-out elastic strap dangling loose.

Doug frowned. Madison wasn’t the type to keep a diary. She usually tapped reminders into her phone or scribbled on scraps of paper that ended up in the trash. A journal looked out of place here, tucked among the everyday junk.

For a moment he just held it, his thumb dragging lightly across the worn cover. He meant to set it aside and keep digging for the charger. But the book felt heavy, deliberate, like it contained something meant to stay hidden.

He hesitated, then laid it on the bed.

Doug stared at the closed cover, heart thudding harder than it should. He knew he shouldn’t. Everyone deserved privacy, and Madison had never once given him a reason not to trust her. Still, why would she keep a secret journal? Why hide it in the drawer she always told him not to mess with?

He rubbed a hand over his face, whispering, “Just put it back.”

But his eyes stayed fixed on it. Curiosity tugged at him like a hook in his gut. He thought of the times Madison had been distant lately, coming to bed late, sometimes too distracted even for their usual goodnight kiss. He thought of how often she’d smiled at her phone, tucking it away when he walked in.

His pulse quickened. Maybe this little book had the answers.

Doug slid a thumb under the cover and let it fall open.

Her handwriting jumped off the page—tight, neat, slanted like she’d written fast but carefully. He started with the first full sentence his eyes landed on.

“I dream about being surrounded, touched, stripped bare while Doug watches. I want to see his face when another man takes me. I want him hard and jealous and unable to look away.”

Doug froze, breath caught in his throat.

He turned the page with trembling fingers.

“Sometimes I imagine strangers. Sometimes I imagine his friends. In my head, I spread my legs wider, begging for more while he’s right there, letting it happen. I can’t stop thinking about it—I want to be taken and watched.”

Doug’s chest tightened. Shock, confusion, and a hot, forbidden rush of arousal slammed into him at once. Madison had written it all down, her craving for other men, her fantasy of him watching her give herself away.

The charger was forgotten. He kept reading, each line making his cock strain harder against his jeans.

Doug leaned back against the edge of the bed, the journal open across his lap, his heart hammering so loud it almost drowned out the words on the page.

What the hell was this? Madison—his Madison—writing about other men like she wanted them more than she wanted him. His first instinct screamed betrayal. His stomach twisted, a hot flash of anger rising at the idea of her even imagining it.

But beneath the anger was something else. His cock pulsed, thick and restless against his zipper. The words weren’t cold or distant. They were filthy, hungry, raw. Madison didn’t write about falling in love with anyone else. She wrote about being used, about him watching, about him being there.

Doug dragged a hand through his hair. Jesus Christ, why does this turn me on?

He imagined her at the kitchen table earlier tonight, laughing at some dumb TV commercial, the same woman who curled into his side every Sunday morning with messy hair and no makeup. That same woman had filled these pages with fantasies so dark and dirty he could barely process them.

It didn’t make sense. He should slam the book shut, shove it back in the drawer, and pretend he never saw it. That would be the safe thing. The right thing.

But his hands wouldn’t move. His eyes kept slipping back to the lines of her handwriting, each one pulling him deeper.

Shock warred with arousal, and curiosity bled through both. Did she really want this, or was it just fantasy? Had she been aching in silence while he walked around blind?

Doug swallowed hard, forcing himself to breathe. He didn’t know whether to be furious, devastated, or impossibly turned on. Maybe he was all three at once.

Doug turned another page, almost against his own will. His eyes devoured the lines, each word more explicit than the last.

“I imagine strangers pinning me down, my legs spread wide, Doug sitting in the corner with his fist tight around his cock. I want him to see me drip for another man. I want him to hear me beg for it.”

Doug’s throat tightened. His erection pressed painfully against his jeans, demanding release. He could see it so vividly—Madison, flushed and desperate, her voice hoarse as she pleaded for more while he sat powerless but burning with lust.

He flipped again.

“Sometimes I picture myself blindfolded. I don’t know who’s inside me, but I know Doug is watching. I know he can’t look away. The thought of him seeing me like that makes me wetter than anything else.”

A chill ran through him, equal parts shock and arousal. She had never spoken like this before, not in all their years together. And yet here it was, in ink, proof of desires she’d locked away from him.

Then—floorboards creaked down the hall.

Doug’s head shot up, pulse leaping. He recognized the sound immediately: Madison’s light steps heading toward the bedroom.

Panic surged. He snapped the journal shut, the elastic strap slipping crooked across the cover. His hands scrambled to shove it back into the drawer beneath the pens and clutter. He slid it shut just as the doorknob turned.

He sat on the edge of the bed, forcing his breath to even out, willing the flush in his cheeks to fade.

When Madison walked in, her hair tied up in a messy knot, holding her glass of water, Doug smiled like nothing was out of place. He didn’t say a word about what he’d just read.

But inside, his chest was still pounding, his cock still aching, and his mind was already racing with a secret he couldn’t unknow.

Doug lay in the dark, the sheets pulled up to his waist, staring at the ceiling. Madison’s soft breathing beside him was steady, peaceful, like nothing was wrong. She had drifted off in minutes, curled on her side the way she always did.

But for him, sleep wasn’t coming. His head wouldn’t quiet. The words he’d read looped again and again, each sentence pulling him in a different direction.

Confusion gripped him first—how long had she been writing these things? Had she always been hiding a side of herself he’d never seen? Then came the sharp bite of jealousy, his gut twisting at the thought of another man’s hands on her, another cock inside her while she begged for it.

Yet under the jealousy pulsed something darker, hotter. His cock stirred again just thinking about it, the image of Madison moaning for someone else while he watched making him throb against the sheets.

And beneath it all, a small sting of hurt. Why now? Hadn’t their sex life been good enough? Had he missed signs that she was unsatisfied? Was she secretly aching all this time while he walked around blind?

Doug shifted, turning on his side to watch her silhouette in the faint glow from the streetlight outside. Her face was relaxed, lips parted slightly, as though none of this turmoil churned between them.

Could they even do something like that—take her fantasies off the page and into reality? Would it ruin them, or would it make them something more?

Doug closed his eyes, but the questions wouldn’t leave him. Sleep stayed out of reach, and the night stretched long and restless.


CHAPTER TWO




Doug sat across from Madison at the small dining table, pushing a fork through his mashed potatoes without really eating. She was chattering about her day—something about a coworker mixing up reports and how she had to step in to fix it—but he barely heard her.

Every time she moved, every little flick of her wrist or tilt of her head, the words from her diary burned hotter in his memory.

“I want him to see me drip for another man.”

Doug swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. He tried to focus on her face, but his mind betrayed him, flashing images he couldn’t control: Madison bent over a table, skirt up, moaning while some faceless stranger slammed into her. Another flash—her legs spread wide on their bed, not for him, but for someone else, her eyes rolling back while Doug sat helpless in the corner.

He shifted uncomfortably in his chair. His cock stirred just from the thought, pressing against his jeans, shame and arousal tangling together in a knot he couldn’t untie.

Madison took a sip of her wine, smiling at him over the rim of the glass. “You’re quiet tonight. Everything okay?”

Doug forced a smile. “Yeah. Just… tired.”

But inside, his thoughts wouldn’t stop. Had she written those fantasies because she really wanted them, or were they just words on a page? Did she imagine his coworkers, the ones she saw every week? Did she picture strangers she passed on the street?

He pictured her in the office break room she’d described, laughing with his coworkers before pulling one of them into a dark corner, lifting her skirt for him. Doug’s gut twisted at the thought, jealousy clawing at him, but at the same time his cock throbbed against his zipper.

She reached for the bowl of vegetables, her sleeve slipping back to reveal the soft line of her wrist. Innocent, simple, nothing out of the ordinary—and yet all Doug could think was how those same hands might have clutched at another man’s shoulders in her imagination, how her nails might have dug into someone else’s back.

He nodded absently at something she said, but his mind was far away, drowning in images he couldn’t escape.

Madison set down her fork and narrowed her eyes at him. “Doug, are you even listening to me? What’s wrong?”

Her voice wasn’t sharp, just curious, but it made his chest tighten. He blinked, realizing he’d been staring at her without actually hearing a single word she’d said for the past five minutes.

“I’m listening,” he said quickly, forcing a small laugh. “You were talking about the reports at work, right?”

She tilted her head, unconvinced. “That was ten minutes ago. You’ve been somewhere else this whole time.”

Doug gripped his fork tighter, his knuckles whitening. Inside, the words he’d read last night clawed at him. I want him hard and jealous and unable to look away. The memory replayed itself in his mind, the neat slant of her handwriting etched into his thoughts.

He couldn’t tell her—not yet. So he reached for the first excuse that came to mind. “Just tired, that’s all. Work’s been draining lately.”

Madison studied him a second longer, then nodded, though her eyes still lingered on him as if she didn’t quite believe it. She lifted her glass again, sipping slowly, while Doug forced a smile he didn’t feel.

On the surface, the conversation moved on—her talking, him nodding—but inside, Doug was back in that journal, every sentence alive and burning, every fantasy of hers twisting tighter around his mind.

After dinner, Madison gathered their plates and carried them to the sink. Doug helped without being asked, rinsing dishes in silence while she loaded the dishwasher. He stayed close, his shoulder brushing hers every so often, the contact small but deliberate.

When she disappeared into the bedroom, he followed. Madison laid out a pair of soft cotton pajamas on the bed and pulled a towel from the closet. Doug lingered in the doorway, watching her as she moved around the room with easy familiarity.

“You coming to bed soon?” she asked, glancing at him over her shoulder.

“Yeah,” he said, though he didn’t move.

She gave him a curious look, then padded past him toward the bathroom. The sound of the shower filled the apartment a moment later, water rushing against tile. Doug sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the crack of light under the door.

He wanted to say something—anything. To blurt out that he knew, that he’d seen her secrets spelled out in ink, that the words had been haunting him since the moment he read them. Some part of him even hoped she’d come out and admit it herself, as if she’d look him in the eye and whisper, I want those things I wrote down. I want you to know.

But the bathroom door stayed closed. Madison hummed faintly over the running water, oblivious to the storm inside his head.

When she emerged, her hair damp and a towel wrapped snugly around her body, Doug rose instinctively, drifting toward her like a shadow. He stayed close as she moved, watching her slip into her pajamas, watching her brush her hair in the mirror.

His chest tightened. He wanted her to confess. He wanted her to break the silence for him, to ease the weight pressing against his ribs. But she said nothing. She had no idea what he’d found, no idea her diary had already changed everything.

Doug climbed into bed beside her, lying on his back, staring at the ceiling. Madison curled on her side, tugged the blanket up, and within minutes her breathing steadied, slipping into sleep.

Doug lay wide awake, the words burning into his memory like fresh ink he could never erase.

Doug lay stiff on his back, the ceiling faintly illuminated by the orange glow of the streetlamp outside their window. Madison’s soft breaths tickled the sheets beside him, steady, calm, unaware. Her hair smelled faintly of shampoo, a fresh, clean scent that made his chest ache. She was so close, yet she felt unreachable.

His cock wouldn’t soften. It had been hard since dinner, straining against his boxers, twitching every time the words from her diary replayed in his head. I want to see his face when another man takes me. Jesus. He swallowed hard, adjusting under the covers, but there was no comfort.

He glanced at her sleeping form. Madison was curled on her side, one knee drawn up slightly, the blanket sliding down to reveal the curve of her hip under the thin cotton of her pajama shorts. She looked innocent. Sweet. Nothing like the dirty whore she’d described in those pages.

Doug squeezed his eyes shut, but the fantasies came anyway.

Madison on her knees in that office break room, the copier humming behind her as his coworker shoved her head down onto his cock. Her diary had hinted at it—being used, being taken—and his mind filled in the blanks. He pictured her drooling around the shaft, mascara smearing, her muffled moans echoing in that sterile fluorescent light.

His hand slid beneath the waistband of his boxers. His cock leapt to meet it, hot and throbbing, precum already wetting the head. He gritted his teeth, sliding his palm down the length, slow at first, savoring the slick heat.

I want him hard and jealous and unable to look away.

Fuck. That line hit like a punch. He pumped his cock harder, his fist tightening as the image sharpened: Madison bent over the copier, skirt rucked up around her waist, panties pulled to the side. Two men behind her, one grinding against her soaked slit while the other spread her cheeks, ready to push in. Doug imagined himself frozen in the corner, forced to watch, his jealousy eating him alive while his cock throbbed uselessly in his hand.

“Jesus,” he whispered, breath ragged. He glanced at Madison—still asleep, lips parted slightly, chest rising and falling with each calm breath. She had no idea he was stroking himself inches away from her, no idea he was jerking off to the filth she’d scrawled in secret.

Doug spat into his hand for slickness, stroking harder now, his hips rocking up off the mattress. His thighs trembled with tension.

He imagined her moaning another man’s name. Not his. Her diary hadn’t said who she wanted, only that she wanted him watching. That blank space gave his mind free rein. He pictured faceless cocks—thick, swollen, slamming into her while she clawed at their arms, begging for more.

His jealousy twisted sharp in his gut, but it only made him stroke faster.

In his head, Madison was dripping for them, pussy stretched wide, lips glossy with wetness. One man pounding into her cunt while another slid into her mouth. Doug could almost hear it—the slap of skin, the gagging, the wet suck of her lips.

He pulled his boxers down to his thighs, freeing himself completely. His cock jutted upward, thick and shiny in the dim light. He gripped it hard, pumping with ruthless strokes, precum leaking down his shaft.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his voice low, almost pained. He turned his head toward Madison again. She shifted slightly in her sleep, sighing, her ass brushing his thigh through the thin blanket. That tiny touch made him throb violently.

What if she’s done it already? The thought hit like lightning. What if those diary entries weren’t fantasies but memories?

The image was too vivid: Madison walking back into his arms after being filled by another man, his cum dripping down her thighs, her pussy red and swollen. She’d crawl into bed with Doug afterward, her lips still tasting of someone else.

His hand flew over his cock, faster, veins bulging under his grip. His balls tightened, heat building at the base of his spine.

“God, Maddy,” he whispered through clenched teeth.

He imagined her whispering in his ear, taunting him while another cock split her open: You like this, don’t you? You like watching me get ruined.

Doug bit back a groan, his chest heaving. His body shook with the effort to keep quiet, not to wake her, even as he spiraled further into the filth. His cock leaked steadily, slicking his hand as he pumped harder and harder.

The fantasy built to a frenzy. Madison on her back, legs spread wide, two men working her holes while she screamed for more. Her eyes locked on Doug’s, daring him to stop it, daring him to admit it made him hard. Cum streaking her stomach, dripping off her chin, soaking the sheets.

He was right there with her, watching, burning, his cock throbbing with every imagined thrust.

His balls drew tight, his stomach clenching. “Fuck—” he hissed, his hips jerking as the orgasm slammed into him. Hot ropes of cum spurted across his stomach, sticky and thick, painting his skin in messy streaks. He groaned low, biting his lip, his chest heaving as he milked every drop out with frantic strokes.

The rush left him trembling, sweat cooling on his skin. His hand fell limp against his thigh, his cock still twitching in aftershocks.

He lay there panting, staring at the ceiling, the sound of Madison’s soft breathing filling the silence.

Guilt crept in, curling like smoke around the edges of his release. He’d just come harder than he had in years, not from touching her, not from being with her, but from imagining her with other men. Imagining her being everything she’d written in those pages.

Doug wiped his hand on the sheet, not caring about the mess. His chest rose and fell heavily. Madison shifted beside him, still deep in sleep, oblivious to the fact that her husband had just spilled himself thinking about her being filled by someone else.

He closed his eyes, exhaustion tugging at him, but his mind refused to quiet. Even in the dark, the words burned behind his eyelids: I want him hard and jealous and unable to look away.

Doug finally drifted into a shallow, restless sleep, his release sticky on his stomach, the weight of her secrets pressing down on him heavier than ever.


CHAPTER THREE




Doug sat at the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, hands clasped so tight his knuckles whitened. His mouth was dry, his pulse heavy in his throat. Madison was across from him, cross-legged on the comforter, hair loose around her shoulders, looking at him with that patient curiosity she always had when she knew something was on his mind.

He opened his mouth, then shut it again, the words catching. His stomach twisted like he was about to step off a cliff.

You have to say it. You can’t carry this anymore.

Doug rubbed his palms together, staring at the carpet, anywhere but her eyes. “I… I found something. The other night.” His voice sounded rough, like it had scraped its way out of his chest.

A long pause stretched, and he filled it with his own pounding thoughts. He remembered the way his hand had brushed the worn leather cover, the way his chest had tightened the second he realized what it was. He hadn’t gone looking. He hadn’t meant to pry. But the damn thing was right there, strap half undone, words spilling out like they were begging to be read.

He took a breath, pushing it out in a rush. “I wasn’t snooping. I swear I wasn’t. I was just looking for my charger in your nightstand, and… it was right there. That little leather book. I thought it was just some planner or old notebook.”

Doug squeezed his eyes shut, shame flaring hot in his chest. “I should’ve left it alone. I know that. I know it was private. But it was already cracked open, and I don’t even know why, but I—” He broke off, dragging a hand through his hair. “I opened it. I read it.”

The words landed heavy in the room. His heart raced, waiting for something—anger, shock, anything—but he pressed on, unable to stop now that the dam had broken.

“I didn’t mean to,” he said, voice low, thick with guilt. “But once I saw what you’d written, I couldn’t stop. I kept turning the pages. Every word… it was like I was glued there. I should’ve put it back, but I didn’t. I read everything, Madison. Every damn word.”

His hands shook slightly, and he curled them into fists to hide it. His chest felt tight, the pressure of all the nights he’d carried this secret pressing down on him.

“I need you to know… it wasn’t about mistrusting you. I wasn’t digging. It was just—God, I don’t even know how to explain it. I found it by accident, and then it felt like I was seeing this whole side of you I’d never known existed. Like I’d been blind and suddenly there was this floodlight in my face.”

Doug finally looked at her then, his eyes raw, searching hers. “The things you wrote… they shook me. They’ve been stuck in my head, circling like a storm. I couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t think straight. I can’t even look at you without hearing those words.”

His throat tightened. “You wrote about wanting other men. About wanting me to watch. About dripping for them, begging for them. Do you understand what that does to me? Part of me felt gutted. Like… like maybe I’ve failed you somehow, like maybe you’ve been needing something I couldn’t give.”

Doug pressed the heels of his hands to his eyes, trying to ground himself. His voice cracked. “But the worst part? It didn’t just hurt me. It turned me on, Maddie. Christ, it turned me on so bad I couldn’t think. I’ve been lying awake at night, jerking off beside you, thinking about those filthy words you wrote. Thinking about you spread out for other men. And I hate myself for it, but I can’t stop.”

The confession came in a rush now, unstoppable.

“I wanted you to tell me. I wanted you to bring it to me instead of hiding it in that drawer. I keep asking myself—why didn’t you? Have you always had these fantasies? Have you always been holding back from me? Was I not enough for you? Or did you just not trust me with the truth?”

Doug’s breath hitched, his chest heaving. His eyes burned, not with tears but with the raw weight of it all pressing out of him at once.

He forced himself to meet her gaze again. “I love you. That hasn’t changed. It’s never going to change. But I need to be honest—finding that journal, reading what you wrote—it’s rattled me in ways I don’t even know how to untangle. I feel jealous, I feel hurt, but I also feel more turned on than I ever have in my life. And it’s eating me alive.”

He spread his hands helplessly, voice softening into something almost broken. “So I’m telling you now. I found it. I read it. And I can’t pretend I didn’t.”

The words hung in the air, raw and heavy, while Doug sat there with his heart pounding, waiting for her to speak, terrified of what she might say.

Madison sat frozen, Doug’s words crashing over her like waves that didn’t let her breathe. He sat on the edge of the bed, hunched and raw, every word spilling out like he’d been holding them inside until they burned holes in him.

Her diary. He had found her diary.

Her heart pounded in her chest, thudding so hard it felt like he must hear it. She wanted to look away, but she couldn’t tear her eyes from him. His face was pale, tight with tension, his jaw clenched like each word cost him more than the last.

Oh God. He read it. He knows.

Her cheeks flamed hot, shame flooding her like a fever. She thought of those pages, the lines she’d scribbled late at night when he was asleep beside her, words she never dreamed he’d see. Fantasies she hadn’t even wanted to admit to herself until the pen moved, fantasies she poured out to keep them from eating her alive.

Now they were out in the open.

She wanted to crawl into herself, to slam the drawer shut in his memory, to erase what he’d read. He knew about the dripping, the begging, the faceless cocks. Every filthy detail. And he wasn’t supposed to.

Her stomach turned, fear knotting it tight. What if this ruins us? What if he can’t look at me the same? What if he thinks I’ve been sneaking around, doing more than just writing?

But then she caught the sound of his voice cracking when he said it turned him on.

That stopped her cold.

Her pulse skipped, confusion rising. He wasn’t just angry. He wasn’t just hurt. He was aroused. By her words. By the dirtiness she’d never dared speak aloud.

The weight of that realization pressed against her ribs. He read it, and instead of hating me, it made him hard?

Her thighs pressed together unconsciously. A strange, hot ache bloomed between them at the thought.

But then he said he’d been lying awake, jerking off beside her. Shame twisted through her chest again, sharper now. God, he’s been carrying this alone. How could I not notice?

She thought back to the nights when he’d turned restless beside her, shifting under the sheets. She thought of the way he’d stared at her at dinner, distracted, distant. She thought of how she’d brushed it off as stress from work.

And all that time, he’d been haunted by her secret.

Madison swallowed hard, her throat dry. She wanted to say something, anything, but her tongue felt stuck.

Her diary wasn’t meant to be a confession. It wasn’t meant to be a weapon. It was her release, her private little box of fantasies. She never thought Doug would stumble on it. Never thought he’d read the darkest parts.

And yet… part of her knew she hadn’t exactly hidden it well. Leaving it in the drawer, strap loose, pages bent open. Leaving it where he could find it.

Had she wanted this?

The question hit her like a jolt. Did I want him to know? Did I want him to see that side of me?

Maybe some part of her had. Maybe some reckless corner of her brain wanted him to catch her, to know what she craved but couldn’t bring herself to ask for.

Now he knew. Now it was out.

Her chest ached as she watched him, shoulders tight, hands restless. He loved her—she heard it in every word. He was terrified, jealous, aroused, all at once.

And she? She was a storm of shame and relief and fear and heat. Shame that he’d read her filth. Relief that it wasn’t just in her head anymore. Fear that it would break them. Heat that maybe, just maybe, it wouldn’t.

Doug looked at her with eyes that demanded an answer, raw and searching. Madison’s lips parted, breath caught in her throat. She had no idea what words would come out when she finally spoke.

Madison drew in a shaky breath, her fingers curling into the blanket beneath her. Her voice felt trapped in her chest, but she forced it out anyway, soft at first, like she was testing it.

“You… you weren’t supposed to see that.”

Her throat tightened, but once the words came, more followed, tumbling out faster. “It wasn’t for you. I never meant for you to… God, Doug, that was private. Those words—those things I wrote—they weren’t confessions, they were just… thoughts. Fantasies I couldn’t say out loud.”

She bit her lip, eyes burning. “And now you’ve read them all. Every filthy piece of me I thought I could keep hidden. And I don’t even know what to do with that.”

Doug started to speak, but she lifted her hand quickly, needing to get it all out. “Yes, I wrote about other men. Yes, I wrote about being taken, about you watching. I don’t even know why I wrote half of it, except that I needed to get it out of my head before it ate me alive. I wasn’t planning it. I wasn’t sneaking around. I was just… letting myself go on paper.”

Her chest rose and fell in sharp bursts, the words clawing their way out now. “And you’re right—I should’ve told you. I should’ve been brave enough to say it instead of hiding it in some notebook. But I didn’t think you’d want to hear it. I didn’t think you could handle it. I didn’t even know if I could handle saying it.”

She met his eyes then, raw and vulnerable. “And now you have all of it. You know me in ways I’ve never let you know me. You saw the part of me I’ve kept locked away for years. And I don’t know if that makes you disgusted, or if it makes you… God, I don’t know what it makes you.”

Her voice wavered, but she steadied it with effort. “But I need you to understand this, Doug. None of it means I don’t love you. None of it means you aren’t enough. You are everything to me. Those pages—those were fantasies. Dark, messy, impossible fantasies. That’s all they were supposed to be.”

She dragged a hand through her hair, shaking her head. “And if they’ve hurt you, if they’ve made you question what we are, then I’m sorry. I never wanted that. I never wanted to see that look on your face.”

Her voice softened, almost pleading now. “Tell me you believe that. Tell me you believe I wasn’t out there doing these things, that it was just ink on a page.”

The silence between them felt heavy, loaded with all the words they hadn’t said before tonight. Madison’s chest rose and fell as she waited, her whole body taut, every nerve ending screaming.

Doug’s hands balled into fists in his lap. Her words rattled in his skull, mixing with the diary entries that still burned in his memory. He swallowed hard, his voice breaking low.

“Why, Madison? Why those fantasies? Where the hell did they even come from?”

She blinked at him, startled by the rawness in his tone, but he pressed on, unable to stop. “I need to know. Because I’ve been lying awake at night, thinking about you with other men, thinking about you dripping for them, begging for them while I sit there watching. And it’s killing me. Not just the pictures in my head—this.” He pressed his fist to his chest. “Not knowing why.”

Madison’s lips trembled, her eyes wet. She pulled her knees closer to her chest, hugging them as if it would shield her from the weight of his stare.

“I… I’ve felt lonely, Doug.” The words came out in a whisper, and his chest tightened instantly. “Not unloved. Never unloved. But… unseen. Like I was just fading into the background while we went through the motions of work and bills and dinners. I’d look at myself in the mirror some nights and wonder if you even noticed me anymore.”

Doug’s stomach dropped. The admission hit harder than her dirtiest line on the page.

Madison went on, voice thick with emotion. “And I hated myself for it. Because I know you love me. I know you’re here, every day, doing everything you should. But I wanted to feel wanted in a way that shook me. I wanted to feel wild, out of control. Desired so badly I couldn’t breathe. I didn’t know how to ask you for that, so I wrote it down instead.”

Doug’s throat closed up. He wanted to shout, to demand why she hadn’t just told him, to swear he would’ve given her anything she needed. But he couldn’t speak past the lump in his throat.

Her eyes locked on his, shimmering. “I never stopped loving you. Not once. Those pages… they weren’t about replacing you. They were about finding a way to feel alive again. To feel noticed. To feel like more than just the safe, steady wife I thought I was supposed to be.”

Doug’s heart pounded, each beat a mix of rage, sorrow, and desperate need. It ate him alive. Not the images of her bent over, not even the fantasies of her filled by other men. This. The thought of his wife lying beside him night after night, feeling invisible, while he thought everything was fine.

He ran both hands over his face, dragging them down until his palms covered his mouth. His voice slipped out muffled, raw. “Goddamn it, Maddie… why didn’t you tell me? Why didn’t you give me a chance to fix it before you filled up a book with… with that?”

Madison flinched but didn’t look away. “Because I didn’t want to break you. I didn’t want to see disappointment on your face. I didn’t want you to think less of me.”

Doug lowered his hands, eyes burning into hers. “Less of you? Jesus Christ, Madison, do you even know what those words did to me? I couldn’t stop reading. I hated it, I loved it, I wanted to tear the pages out and I wanted to memorize every line. And the whole time, all I could think was—what does this mean about me? About us?”

Her chin quivered. “It means I want more, Doug. More with you. Always with you.”

The words cut through him, sharp and soft all at once. He didn’t know if he wanted to pull her into his arms or shake her until she understood the hole she’d carved in him. His chest heaved, torn between jealousy, guilt, and a sick kind of arousal that still wouldn’t let go.


CHAPTER FOUR




Doug didn’t know who moved first. Maybe it was him, maybe it was her, but suddenly Madison was in his arms, her lips crashing against his, teeth knocking, mouths hungry.

It wasn’t tender. It wasn’t careful. It was a collision, a storm that had been building for weeks, maybe months.

His hands tore at her shirt, yanking it up over her head, desperate to feel skin. Her bra snapped loose, and her breasts pressed hot against his chest. Madison moaned into his mouth, clawing at his shoulders, dragging her nails down his back hard enough to sting.

“Fuck,” Doug growled against her lips, shoving her down onto the bed. His weight came over her, pinning her, his cock already rock hard, straining against his boxers. He shoved them down, freeing himself, the head slick with need.

Madison spread her legs without hesitation, tugging her pajama shorts off in one frantic motion. Her pussy glistened in the low light, wet and ready, the sight punching the air out of his lungs.

He didn’t tease. Didn’t wait. He pushed inside her in one hard thrust, burying himself to the hilt. Madison cried out, arching up, her nails digging into his biceps.

“God, Doug,” she gasped, clinging to him. “Yes—fuck me, please, don’t stop.”

He slammed into her again, harder this time, their hips crashing together. Weeks of sleepless nights, of secrets gnawing at him, of jealousy and shame and unbearable desire—all of it poured into each brutal thrust.

Her pussy gripped him tight, wet and hot, sucking him deeper. Doug groaned into her neck, biting down on the soft skin, leaving marks he didn’t care about. Madison writhed beneath him, moaning, her thighs squeezing his hips as if she could pull him even deeper.

“I can’t get enough of you,” he growled, slamming into her, the bed creaking under their rhythm. “I’ve been dying for this—fucking dying.”

Madison’s head fell back, her hair spilling over the pillow, her voice breaking with every thrust. “Yes—oh God, yes—I missed you—I need you so much.”

Doug’s chest tightened at her words, even as his cock throbbed with the filthier images burned into his brain. He saw her as she was now, gasping and begging under him, and he saw her as she’d written herself—on her knees, spread wide for others, dripping while he watched. The overlap made him fuck her harder, lost in the frenzy.

Their bodies slapped together, wet and urgent, her pussy squelching around him, each thrust pulling another desperate cry from her lips. Madison clutched at his hair, dragging his mouth back to hers, tongues tangling, both of them panting into the kiss.

Doug broke away, panting. “Tell me, Maddie. Tell me I’m the one you want.”

Her eyes burned into his. “Always you. Always. I love you, Doug—I love you so much.”

The words seared him, deeper than any diary entry, deeper than any fantasy. His hips snapped faster, his cock pounding her cunt until the bed shook.

Madison’s cries turned higher, desperate. Her body arched, trembling, her pussy fluttering around him. “I’m gonna—oh fuck, I’m gonna come—Doug, please—don’t stop—don’t stop⁠—”

He gritted his teeth, feeling her tighten, her nails digging so deep into his back it almost hurt. Then she broke, shuddering hard beneath him, her pussy clamping down, soaking him as she screamed his name.

Her release pushed him over the edge. Doug drove into her one last time, balls tight, cock throbbing, and he exploded inside her with a guttural groan. Hot spurts of cum filled her, spilling deep, mixing with her wetness until it seeped down his shaft.

He collapsed onto her, both of them gasping, sweat slicking their skin. Madison’s arms wrapped around him instantly, holding him close, her lips pressing to his ear. “Don’t ever doubt me. Don’t ever think I don’t love you.”

Doug’s chest heaved, his heart pounding against hers. He buried his face in her neck, still trembling from the force of it.

For the first time in weeks, the storm inside him felt quiet.

Doug lay flat on his back, chest heaving, the room still filled with the humid scent of their sex. Madison’s head rested on his shoulder, her body warm and slick against his. The silence stretched, heavy but not uncomfortable, the kind that always came after they’d emptied themselves into each other.

But tonight felt different. Tonight wasn’t just release—it was a crack in the wall they’d built between them.

Doug stared at the ceiling, his arm around her waist. The words burned in his chest, demanding to be spoken. He swallowed, voice rough. “Maddie… what if we didn’t just leave those fantasies in your journal?”

Madison stiffened slightly against him. Her first instinct was fear—fear that this was a trap, that he was testing her, that if she said yes he’d recoil. But the heat still hummed low in her belly, the aftershocks of her orgasm making her skin sensitive to every brush of his fingers.

She lifted her head to look at him. “You mean… actually try them?”

Doug’s throat tightened, but he nodded. His inner voice snarled with jealousy even as his cock twitched at the thought. God help me, I want to see it. I want to see you fucked the way you wrote about. I want to watch you come undone for someone else. But will it destroy me?

He forced the words out anyway. “Yeah. I mean… if it’s what you really want.”

Madison searched his face, her own thoughts whirling. He’s serious. He’s really serious. I thought I’d ruined everything, but he’s lying here asking if we should do it. Is this my chance? Or am I about to break the man I love?

Her lips parted, breath shaky. “It’s not that I want other men more than you. It’s… it’s the idea. The heat of being seen. The danger. The thought of being used while you watch—it makes me ache in ways I can’t explain.”

Doug’s cock stirred again, already hardening against her thigh. His jealousy flared sharp, but it was tangled with a dark, pounding arousal. He couldn’t lie to himself—he wanted it too. Not the betrayal. Not the secrecy. But the filth of it, the spectacle of his wife becoming a shameless slut before his eyes.

He turned his head, meeting her gaze. “You wrote about me watching. About me being there. Do you still want that?”

Madison’s cheeks flushed. She bit her lip, then whispered, “Yes. God, yes. I want you watching me lose control. I want to see your face while I’m dripping for someone else. And I want to know you’re hard the whole time because of it.”

Her honesty hit him like a freight train. His heart thundered, his cock pressed hard against her hip. His inner voice roared—She’ll be begging for another man while you stand there. She’ll be filled by someone else. The thought hurt. It thrilled. It consumed him.

Doug cupped her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek. “Then we try it. But we do it together. No secrets. No sneaking. If we’re going to open this door, you have to give me all of you, Maddie. Every word, every craving, every detail.”

Her eyes watered, not from sadness but from the weight of his words. He’s not running. He’s not disgusted. He’s choosing me—all of me, even the messy, filthy parts.

She nodded, pressing her forehead to his. “No secrets. I promise.”

Doug exhaled, relief flooding him. But beneath it was hunger, sharp and insistent. He kissed her hard, tongues tangling, both of them already wet and ready again despite the sweat cooling on their skin.

When their lips broke apart, Madison whispered, “What do we do first?”

Doug’s chest rose and fell, still slick with sweat, Madison’s breath warm against his shoulder. Her question hung in the air like a challenge. What do we do first?

He turned toward her, brushing damp strands of hair from her forehead. His voice was steady, but his gut twisted with both excitement and fear. “First? We make rules.”

Her brows lifted slightly, eyes still wide and vulnerable.

Doug cupped her cheek. “No secrets. And I don’t just mean what we said a minute ago—I mean no hidden texts, no hidden emails, no hidden feelings. If you’re talking to someone, I know about it. If something changes in how you feel, I know about it.”

Madison nodded slowly, her pulse racing. No secrets. Not anymore.

She licked her lips, voice husky. “Okay. But what about… situations? What if things happen differently than we picture them? What if a guy wants something we didn’t expect?”

Doug’s cock twitched at the thought, even as his chest clenched. His mind flashed with messy images: Madison straddling a stranger on a couch, Madison on her knees while someone held her hair, Madison begging for another cock while Doug watched helplessly. His stomach flipped, but his cock throbbed.

“We talk about it first,” he said firmly. “If something feels wrong, you tell me. If you want to change it up depending on the guy or the scenario, we decide together. This isn’t about me losing you—it’s about us doing this side by side.”

Madison’s heart squeezed. The way he said us—it wasn’t just about permission, it was partnership.

She whispered, “So… if I wanted to flirt with someone, like at a bar, I’d tell you? And if it turned into something more, we’d talk first?”

“Yes,” Doug said, gripping her hip tightly. “You don’t disappear on me. You don’t sneak. If it happens, it happens because we both agreed on it.”

Her chest ached with relief. He’s really doing this with me. He’s not pushing me away.

“And if,” she said carefully, her eyes flicking up to his, “I wanted two men… or something wilder…?”

Doug’s cock throbbed again, and jealousy burned through his chest, sharp and ugly—but it was tangled with raw lust. He forced his voice steady. “Then we talk about it. No surprises. No crossing lines we haven’t agreed on.”

Madison’s lips parted, a tremor of heat rolling through her belly. She whispered, “God, just hearing you say it… it makes me so wet.”

Doug groaned, dragging her closer, his forehead pressing to hers. “Don’t tell me that unless you’re ready for me to fuck you again right now.”

Her answering smile was wicked, tender, and hungry all at once. “Maybe I am.”

Doug’s lips crashed onto hers before she could say another word. His hands gripped her hips hard, dragging her beneath him, pinning her to the mattress. Madison gasped into his mouth, her thighs falling open instinctively as his body pressed down.

“You’re mine,” he growled against her lips. “Every inch of you belongs to me.”

Her breath hitched, heat surging through her at the sharp edge in his voice. “Yes, Doug. I’m yours.”

He caught her wrists in one hand and shoved them above her head, holding them against the pillow. The sudden restraint made her arch beneath him, her pussy clenching with need. He kissed her fingers one by one, biting lightly at the tips before dragging his mouth back down her arm.

Madison moaned, shivering at the mixture of tenderness and raw force. God, he’s never taken me like this. So sure. So possessive.

Doug’s free hand tugged her shorts down roughly, baring her soaked cunt. He spread her thighs wide, settling between them, his cock already iron-hard. He rubbed the head against her slick folds, teasing, smearing her wetness across his length.

“Say it,” he demanded, his eyes burning into hers.

Her chest heaved. “I’m yours.”

“Louder.”

“I’m yours, Doug. All yours!”

He thrust inside her in one brutal stroke, making her cry out, her back arching off the bed. His cock slammed deep, stretching her, filling her so completely it stole her breath.

Doug groaned, burying his face in her neck as he pounded into her. “This pussy is mine. No matter what you wrote, no matter what you fantasized—nobody will ever own you the way I do.”

Madison moaned shamelessly, the sound raw and needy. “Yes—fuck me, Doug—make me yours⁠—”

He held her wrists tighter, pinning her helpless beneath him, his thrusts hard and relentless. Their bodies slapped together, the bed groaning with each powerful drive of his hips. Madison’s legs wrapped around him, heels digging into his ass to pull him even deeper.

Doug lifted his head, his mouth claiming hers in a bruising kiss. He tasted sweat and desperation, his tongue thrusting as fiercely as his cock. When he pulled back, a string of spit connected their lips.

“Look at me,” he ordered, eyes locked on hers.

She obeyed instantly, her gaze wide and wild.

“I’m the one who makes you come,” he snarled, pounding harder, the wet sounds of her pussy filling the room. “I’m the one you beg for. I’m the one who fills you until you can’t think.”

Madison’s cries grew higher, her pussy fluttering around him, clenching tight. “Yes—oh God, yes—you, Doug, always you⁠—”

Her climax ripped through her, her body shuddering violently beneath him, her cunt squeezing his cock like a fist. Doug roared, hips slamming in deep as he came with her, spilling hot and thick inside her until he was empty, until his arms trembled from holding her down.

For a moment, only the sound of their ragged breathing filled the room. Doug collapsed beside her, pulling her into his arms, still claiming her body even in the afterglow.

Madison nestled against his chest, her skin damp, her heart racing. Her mind buzzed, not just from the orgasm but from the possibilities. She tilted her head up, her lips brushing his jaw.

“We should use it,” she whispered.

Doug frowned slightly, still catching his breath. “Use what?”

Her eyes gleamed with a mix of mischief and vulnerability. “My diary. As a roadmap. Everything I wrote down… we could make it real. Together.”

Doug’s cock twitched again, already aching at the thought. His chest tightened, but he didn’t speak. Not yet.

Because deep down, he knew the moment he said yes, nothing about their marriage would ever be the same again.


CHAPTER FIVE




Saturday night came faster than Doug expected. The week had been thick with unspoken heat, every glance at Madison charged with the knowledge of what they’d agreed to—using her diary as a map, stepping into the fantasies instead of leaving them trapped in ink.

Now, sitting on the edge of the bed while she rummaged through her closet, Doug felt his stomach twist with equal parts dread and desire.

Madison’s voice floated back to him, muffled by fabric. “We said baby steps, right? Nothing crazy. Just… testing the waters.”

Doug rubbed his palms against his jeans. “Flirting. That’s it.” His voice sounded steadier than he felt.

She poked her head out, eyes sparkling. “Flirting. I can handle that.”

God help me, Doug thought. His cock stirred already at the image of her leaning over a bar, laughing at some stranger’s joke, her smile flashing in ways that weren’t for him. It hurt. It thrilled.

Madison turned back to the closet and pulled out a black dress. Not too short, not too tight—at least not on the hanger. But when she slipped it on, Doug’s breath caught. The fabric hugged her curves like a second skin, the neckline dipping just low enough to tease, the hem grazing her thighs.

She spun, biting her lip playfully. “Too much?”

Doug swallowed hard. “No. Perfect.”

Inside, his chest burned. Every man who looks at her tonight is going to want her. And she’s mine. She’s mine.

She slid into her heels, added a touch of lipstick, and grabbed her clutch. Doug followed her to the car in silence, his hand at the small of her back, steadying her as much as himself.

At the bar, the night unfolded the way he’d both dreaded and craved. Madison perched on a stool, her dress riding higher with each cross of her legs. The bartender, a tall guy with tattoos snaking down his forearms, noticed her immediately.

Doug ordered a beer, his voice tight, then sat back, watching.

Madison leaned forward just enough to show a hint of cleavage, her smile playful. “You look busy tonight,” she said, her tone light and warm.

The bartender grinned. “Never too busy for someone like you.”

Doug’s chest constricted, jealousy spiking hot. His fingers clenched around his glass. But beneath the burn, his cock stirred, thickening at the sound of her voice, the way she tilted her head, the way her fingers brushed the bar near the man’s hand.

The bartender slid her drink across with a wink. Madison touched his wrist lightly as she took it, laughing at something he said. Just a brush, innocent to anyone else. To Doug, it was an electric jolt straight to his cock.

She’s doing it. Right in front of me. She’s mine, but she’s showing him she could be his, if only for a moment.

Doug’s beer tasted bitter, but he drank it anyway, forcing himself to stay still, to watch, to endure. His chest ached with jealousy, but his cock pressed hard against his zipper, betraying every darker thought in his head.

Madison glanced at him then, her eyes meeting his, a flicker of mischief dancing there. She licked her lips before turning back to the bartender, laughing again, her hand brushing her hair back from her face.

Doug’s heart hammered. His pulse thundered in his ears. He couldn’t stop watching her, couldn’t stop imagining what else she might do if he let her go further.

And God help him, he wanted her to.

Madison toyed with the straw in her drink, lips wrapped around it as she sucked, her eyes fixed on the bartender. Doug’s stomach knotted tighter at the sight—her tongue sliding along the plastic, her cheeks hollowing slightly.

The bartender leaned closer across the bar, voice dropping low. “You know, most women come in here hoping for free drinks. You? You don’t need free drinks. You’ve already got me thinking about what else I could give you.”

Madison’s cheeks flushed pink, but her smile stayed. “Oh yeah? And what would that be?”

Doug’s jaw clenched, his cock pulsing at the way she asked it, playful but just dirty enough to sound like an invitation.

The bartender’s grin widened. “Well, I can think of a few things. There’s a back room here nobody ever uses. Or if you’re patient… when I lock up, the pool tables are all ours.” His eyes lingered on her, unashamed. “Can’t you just picture it? You bent over, ass in the air, while I show you how good I rack ’em?”

Madison laughed, low and nervous, her thighs squeezing together on the stool. Doug caught the subtle shift in her body, the flicker of interest in her eyes. She’s intrigued. Fuck, she’s actually intrigued.

Heat shot through Doug’s veins, a toxic mix of fury and arousal. His cock was throbbing so hard it hurt, his fists tight on the glass.

The bartender straightened when someone down the bar called for him. “Think about it,” he said with a wink, then disappeared into the back.

The moment he was gone, Doug was on his feet. His hand gripped Madison’s arm—not rough, but firm enough to make her eyes widen. “We’re leaving,” he muttered, his voice thick.

Madison’s heart slammed against her ribs, the heat between her legs spiking at his tone. She slid off the stool without protest, her heels clicking on the floor as Doug led her toward the door, his hand low on her back. “Is everything okay?” She tried to keep up with him. “Did I do something wrong?”

The cool night air hit them as they stepped outside, but it did nothing to cool the fire in his chest. Doug’s teeth clenched, his cock straining painfully against his jeans. He didn’t trust himself to speak. He didn’t want to hear her say she’d actually thought about letting that bartender take her in the back.

“I’ll tell you in the car,” he growled, his cock bulging against his zipper.

No, he needed her home. Needed her in their bed. Needed to fuck her so hard she forgot every word that man had said.

Madison glanced at him, biting her lip. She could see it in his eyes—the storm of jealousy and desire colliding into something feral. And it made her wetter than anything the bartender had offered.

Doug’s grip on her hand tightened as he yanked the car door open for her. His only thought now was getting her home, spreading her open, and reminding her exactly who she belonged to.

Madison buckled her seatbelt, still flushed from the bar and from Doug’s firm grip as he’d pulled her outside. The way his jaw clenched, the heat in his eyes—it had her body buzzing. But she couldn’t help the nervous laugh that slipped out. “Doug… did I do something wrong back there?”

He fired up the engine, his hands tight on the wheel, eyes fixed on the road. “No. You didn’t do anything wrong.” His voice was low, tight. “But if we’d stayed any longer, I would’ve lost my mind.”

She bit her lip, turning to study him in the dim glow of the dashboard. “You heard us?”

Doug exhaled through his nose, shifting in his seat as his cock pressed hard against his jeans. “I couldn’t catch everything. Too much noise. But I heard enough.” He glanced at her, his eyes hot and wild. “I heard him tell you he wanted you in the back room. I heard him offer you the pool tables after hours. And I saw the look on your face, Maddie. You liked it.”

Her thighs pressed together instinctively, heat flooding her core. God, he saw it. He knows it turned me on.

Doug’s knuckles whitened as he gripped the wheel. “The thing is… I should be furious. I should hate every second of that. And yeah, it burned me up inside. But it also—” He growled low, shaking his head. “It turned me on so bad I can’t fucking think straight.”

Madison’s breath caught.

“I was sitting there imagining you slipping off that stool, following him into the back. Or staying after hours with him locking the doors. Bending over that pool table while I sat at the bar watching.” He shifted again, gritting his teeth. “Jesus, Maddie, I can’t get the picture out of my head.”

Her pulse hammered. “And… you want me to do it? You want me to actually go that far?”

His jaw tightened, eyes flicking to her before snapping back to the road. “Not tonight. Not yet. But the way I feel right now? I need you, Maddie. I need you dripping for me the second we get through that front door. Because if I don’t fuck you, I’m gonna explode.”

Her pussy clenched hard at his words, wetness pooling in her panties. She reached over, her hand brushing the bulge in his jeans, and he groaned, his cock twitching under her palm.

“God, Doug…” she whispered, her thighs squeezing tighter.

He grabbed her hand and pressed it harder against him. “Feel that? That’s what you did to me in there. Watching you smile at him. Watching him lean in like you were his for the taking. I’ve never been so fucking jealous and turned on in my life.”

Madison’s heart raced, her body aching for him already. She whispered, “Then take me the second we walk inside.”

Doug’s voice came out low and guttural. “Oh, I will. I’ll take you so hard you won’t even remember that bartender’s name.”

Neither of them spoke again on the drive. The air was thick with heat, with jealousy and hunger, both of them clenching their thighs in the silence, desperate to get home.

When Doug finally pulled into the driveway, his hand was already on her thigh, fingers digging in, eyes dark with need. Madison’s whole body shook with anticipation, her panties soaked.

By the time they reached the front door, Doug was practically dragging her inside, his mouth already on her neck, his hands gripping her ass, ready to fuck the thoughts of that bartender out of her body.

The lock barely clicked shut before Doug’s hands were on her, rough and hungry, pulling her body flush against his. His mouth crashed down on hers, all teeth and tongue, as if he’d been starving for her the whole drive.

Madison moaned into the kiss, clinging to his shoulders. Her body hummed, every nerve ending alive. When his arms slid under her thighs and he lifted her off the ground, she gasped, wrapping her legs around his waist.

“Doug!” she whispered against his mouth, breathless.

“Bedroom. Now.” His voice was low, commanding, his cock straining against his jeans as he carried her down the hall.

Her heels clattered to the floor one by one as she kicked them off, laughing breathlessly between kisses. The sound of them bouncing against the walls only seemed to make him move faster, his grip iron tight on her ass.

She nipped at his lip, her voice husky. “God, you’re so worked up⁠—”

“Damn right I am,” he growled, adjusting his grip to haul her higher. “You think I can watch you let some guy flirt with you like that and not lose my fucking mind?”

Her pussy clenched hard at the raw edge in his tone, her panties already soaked. “You’re jealous,” she teased softly, breath warm at his ear.

“Jealous and hard as hell,” he admitted, biting down on her shoulder as he pushed into their bedroom. “You don’t know what it did to me, Maddie. I wanted to tear him apart for looking at you like that. But I also wanted to watch you keep going.”

Her body trembled at his words, the filth of his honesty soaking her even more. “Then watch me now,” she whispered. “Watch me come apart for you.”

That snapped the last thread of his restraint.

Doug tossed her onto the bed, her hair spilling across the pillows, her dress riding high up her thighs. He yanked his shirt off in one motion, then grabbed the hem of her dress and ripped it over her head, leaving her in nothing but a damp scrap of lace clinging to her cunt.

Madison’s breath hitched, her nipples tight peaks aching for his mouth. She reached for him, but he caught her wrists and pinned them above her head, his body looming over hers, eyes dark with possession.

“You’re mine,” he growled, grinding his cock against her soaked panties, the heat of him making her whimper. “Say it, Maddie. Say you’re mine.”

Her voice broke, needy and raw. “I’m yours, Doug. Always yours.”

He kissed her hard again, teeth scraping, tongue dominating, his hips rutting against her until she was squirming under him, desperate for more.

Every step down the hall, every tossed heel, every slammed heartbeat had led to this moment—raw, frantic, a storm crashing into their bed.

Doug ripped her panties aside and drove into her in one savage thrust. Madison screamed his name, her back arching as her pussy stretched around him, slick and soaked from the teasing and the car ride.

“Fuck, yes,” Doug groaned, his head dropping to her shoulder as he slammed deep again. “You’re so wet, Maddie—Jesus Christ, you’re dripping.”

Her legs locked around his waist, pulling him in deeper, her moans ragged and desperate. “Yes—oh God, Doug—take me—fuck me, please, don’t stop⁠—”

He pinned her wrists tighter, pounding into her with frantic, brutal strokes, his balls slapping against her ass. Every thrust was a claim, a reminder, a demand. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, wet and obscene, as Madison’s cries echoed off the walls.

“You think about him?” Doug snarled into her ear, his cock driving harder. “That bartender? You think about letting him bend you over a pool table?”

Madison’s pussy clenched tight around him, her moan breaking high and wild. “Yes—I thought about it—I thought about it—but I wanted you more—oh fuck, Doug⁠—”

His teeth sank into her neck, not gentle, his hips slamming so hard the headboard rattled. “You’re mine, Maddie. Mine to fuck. Mine to make come. No one else gets you like this.”

Her body convulsed beneath him, her pussy fluttering, her voice cracking. “Yes—yes, I’m yours—always yours⁠—”

Doug growled, releasing her wrists to grab her thighs, folding her in half and driving even deeper, his cock hitting her so hard she screamed. He watched her face contort with ecstasy, sweat beading at her temples, her lips swollen and wet from his kisses.

“Look at you,” he groaned, his thrusts relentless. “So fucking beautiful when you’re begging for me. No man alive could fuck you like I do.”

Her nails clawed at his back, her cunt spasming around him as her orgasm ripped through her. She shrieked his name, tears pricking the corners of her eyes, her body trembling violently under the force of it.

Doug’s hips stuttered, his cock swelling, and he roared as he came, thick hot streams filling her, spilling deep inside. He collapsed onto her, panting, his body shaking with the aftershocks.

Madison clung to him, her chest heaving, sweat slicking their skin together. She kissed his cheek softly, her voice breathless but steady. “Then let’s make a deal, Doug.”

He lifted his head, still buried inside her, brows furrowed.

Her lips curled in a wicked, tender smile. “We use my diary as our roadmap. Every filthy thing I wrote down—we make it real. Together.”

Doug’s cock twitched inside her at the words, his chest pounding.

And in that moment, he knew this was only the beginning.


CHAPTER SIX




The next night, Madison curled up on the couch with her laptop balanced on her knees. Doug sat close beside her, his thigh pressed against hers, a beer in his hand. The TV was on, some forgettable sitcom playing in the background, but neither of them was watching.

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, her bottom lip caught between her teeth. “So… what do we even put for this? Do we make me sound… sweet? Or dirty?”

Doug took a swig of his beer, eyes fixed on the blank profile screen. His heart thudded in his chest. “Dirty,” he said, then hesitated. “But not too dirty. Just enough to get their attention. We don’t want the wrong kind of guys swarming you.”

Madison smirked, cheeks flushed, the glow of the screen lighting her face. “So… like, ‘married, but looking for fun with my husband’s blessing’ kind of dirty?”

Doug’s cock twitched instantly at the way she said it, so casual, so bold. He cleared his throat. “Yeah. Something like that. Maybe hint that you’re adventurous but… selective.”

Her fingers danced across the keys, and the words began to appear: Curious wife looking for new experiences. I play with my husband’s knowledge, and we decide everything together. Must be confident, clean, and ready to show me a good time.

She paused, glancing sideways at him. “Too much?”

Doug’s chest tightened as he read it. God, she’s really doing this. She’s putting herself out there for other men, right in front of me. His jealousy pricked, sharp, but his cock hardened even more. “No. It’s perfect.”

Madison added a photo—nothing explicit, just her in a low-cut top, smiling at the camera, the suggestion of cleavage enough to tease. Doug remembered taking that photo months ago at a barbecue, never imagining it would end up here, bait for strangers who wanted to fuck his wife.

His jaw clenched, but he couldn’t look away.

“Okay,” she whispered, hitting save. “Now… let’s see what’s out there.”

The flood was instant. Notifications lit up the screen, message after message rolling in. Madison’s eyes widened, her laugh nervous and excited. “Oh my God, it’s like a fire hose. Look at this.”

Doug leaned closer, scanning the first few profiles. Men of every age, race, and type. Some shirtless in bathroom mirrors, others posing stiffly in suits. Bios that ranged from crude—“I’ll stretch you until you can’t walk straight”—to oddly sweet—“Would love to treat you like a queen for a night.”

Doug’s stomach twisted again. These guys all want her. They’re picturing her naked, spread open, dripping for them. His cock pressed against his zipper, throbbing at the thought.

Madison scrolled, biting her lip as she read. “Wow… look at this one. He’s cute.”

Doug’s jaw flexed. “Yeah. Cute.”

She giggled, nudging him with her shoulder. “Jealous already?”

He swallowed hard, his voice rough. “More turned on than jealous. But… yeah. A little of both.”

Madison smirked, eyes gleaming. “Good. I like that.”

They kept scrolling, side by side, the possibilities endless. Men offering fantasies, men begging for a chance, men who looked like they could devour her whole. Madison’s cheeks stayed flushed, her thighs pressing together as she read line after filthy line.

Doug’s mind was a storm—jealousy, lust, fear, excitement—all tangled together. This is real now. This isn’t just her journal or a night at the bar. We’re opening the door, and there’s no shutting it again.

Madison leaned into him, her voice husky. “So many choices. Which one should we start with?”

Doug exhaled slowly, his cock throbbing as he stared at the endless faces of men who wanted her. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”

Madison flicked her finger down the trackpad, another row of faces sliding into view. “Okay, this one,” she said, pointing at a guy flexing in a gym mirror. His muscles bulged like he lived on protein shakes and bench presses. “What do you think?”

Doug snorted. “Looks like he’d spend more time checking himself out in the mirror than fucking you.”

Madison giggled, leaning her head briefly against his shoulder. “Yeah, but… I bet he could pick me up and fuck me standing against the wall.”

Doug’s cock twitched hard at the mental image. His jaw clenched. Jesus Christ, why does that turn me on?

She glanced sideways, catching the flicker in his expression. “See? You like it.”

“Like isn’t the word,” he muttered, shifting uncomfortably. “I’m imagining it. And it’s driving me insane.”

Her grin widened, her cheeks pink. She scrolled again, stopping at a man in his late forties, salt-and-pepper beard, a suit jacket over a T-shirt. His bio read: No games. I know what I’m doing. I’ll take care of you.

Madison exhaled softly. “Mmm. He looks… experienced.”

Doug’s pulse jumped. She wants that. She wants to be handled. He leaned closer, reading again. “Take care of you, huh? That could mean a lot of things.”

Madison whispered, “That’s what makes it hot.”

Doug’s cock strained against his jeans, the thought of his wife spread out under a stranger’s steady, practiced hands making him dizzy.

Madison scrolled quickly, giggling again. “Okay, not this one.” She clicked a profile of a man licking a popsicle suggestively in his picture. “That’s just… no.”

Doug laughed despite himself. “Jesus. That’s nightmare fuel.”

She kept scrolling, then froze at a man with broad shoulders, tattoos creeping up his neck, dark eyes staring straight into the camera. His bio was short: I like wives who misbehave.

The words sent a shiver down Madison’s spine. Her thighs pressed together, and Doug noticed.

“You’re into that,” he said flatly, his chest tightening.

Her lips parted, and she nodded slowly. “Yeah. A little.”

Doug’s cock throbbed, his gut twisting. She wants to misbehave. She wants me to watch her misbehave. He groaned low, dragging a hand down his face. “You’re gonna kill me, Maddie.”

She smirked, scrolling on, her cheeks flushed. “You’re the one who said we’d try.”

He leaned back, watching her scroll, watching her body respond to every dirty bio and cocky grin. His jealousy simmered, sharp, but beneath it was something darker, hotter. Pride. His wife was beautiful, wanted by all these men, but she was here with him, showing him every single thought.

She stopped again, clicking on a man with sandy blond hair and an easy smile. His bio read: Fun, laid-back, great stamina. Not here to cause drama.

Madison’s laugh was breathy. “Stamina, huh?”

Doug groaned. “Don’t even⁠—”

She turned to him, eyes glittering. “What if I needed more than one round, Doug? What if you couldn’t keep up and he did?”

His cock swelled painfully at the taunt, his jealousy spiking white-hot. God, she’d love that. She’d ride him until she couldn’t walk.

He gritted his teeth. “If you ever let someone else fuck you more than once before I’ve had my fill, Maddie, I’ll lose my goddamn mind.”

Her smirk turned wicked, her thighs rubbing together. “Good.”

She scrolled on, another flood of faces appearing, endless possibilities stretching into the night. Doug’s heart pounded as he realized they weren’t just looking—they were choosing. Opening the door wider with every click.

And Madison? She looked alive.

Madison’s fingers froze on the trackpad when the screen lit up with a new notification. Match.

Her pulse skipped, heat rushing through her chest. “Doug,” she whispered, nudging him. “We’ve got one.”

Doug leaned closer, his stomach tightening. On the screen was a man in his late thirties. Dark hair, sharp jaw, a smirk that was just cocky enough without tipping into sleazy. His bio was short but direct: I like to make women come until they forget their own names.

Doug’s cock stirred instantly, his throat dry. Jesus Christ. That’s what she wants. That’s what she wrote about.

Madison clicked the profile open, her breath hitching. “He’s… handsome.”

Doug’s jaw flexed, jealousy flaring hot—but it was tangled with a darker, hungrier pulse that made his cock twitch harder. “Yeah. Handsome.”

A message popped up immediately: Hey, gorgeous. You look incredible. What’s your story?

Madison’s cheeks flushed as she read it aloud, her voice husky. She glanced at Doug, biting her lip. “What do I say?”

Doug’s mind spun. She’s waiting for me. She wants me in this with her. This is ours, not hers alone. He cleared his throat. “Tell him the truth. That you’re married. That your husband knows. That we’re exploring.”

Her fingers flew across the keys: Thanks. I’m married. My husband and I are looking to try something new together. We’re careful, but curious.

The reply came quick. Lucky man. Most guys don’t get this kind of honesty from their wives. So what are you curious about?

Madison’s heart raced. Her thighs pressed together as she turned to Doug. “What do we tell him?”

Doug swallowed, heat roaring through him. “Tell him you’ve written down fantasies. That we’re looking for the right guy to help us bring them to life.”

The man’s typing bubble popped up again. Hotwife, huh? That’s intriguing. Most couples don’t have the guts to actually admit what they want. I respect that.

Madison read it aloud, her cheeks pink. Her thighs pressed together as she scrolled down to the next message.

I’m into voyeurism. The idea of your husband watching me stretch you out? Hearing you moan for me while he sits there? That gets me hard already.

Doug’s cock throbbed violently, his hand tightening around his beer. He’s already picturing it. He’s picturing my wife bent over, dripping, while I sit there watching.

Another message came through: Tell him he’s welcome to watch everything. I’ll make sure he sees what I can do to you.

Madison’s breath caught. She turned to Doug, her voice shaky. “He’s… he’s really into this. Into us.”

Doug swallowed hard, jealousy and arousal knotting tight in his chest. His voice came out rough. “Type back. Tell him we’ll talk more tomorrow. Drinks first, then… we’ll see.”

Madison nodded, her hands trembling as she typed. Drinks sound perfect. Tomorrow night works.

The man replied with a wink. Can’t wait to meet you both. I think we’re going to have some fun.

The laptop screen glowed between them, the words burned into Doug’s brain. Tomorrow night, it wouldn’t just be words on a page or dirty banter through a screen. It was happening.

Madison closed the laptop slowly, her heart pounding, her pussy soaked. She leaned into Doug, whispering, “It’s real now.”

Doug’s chest clenched, his cock aching. Tomorrow. It was real now. No longer just ink, no longer just scrolling. Tomorrow, they’d step into her diary.


CHAPTER SEVEN




Doug woke before his alarm, staring at the ceiling, his stomach in knots. He could still see the words glowing on Madison’s laptop screen: Tell him he’s welcome to watch everything. I’ll make sure he sees what I can do to you.

His cock twitched, half-hard already, but his chest tightened with the weight of it. Tonight wasn’t fantasy anymore. Tonight, they were stepping into something he couldn’t control.

Beside him, Madison stirred, rolling onto her side. She blinked sleepily, hair tangled around her face. “You’re up early,” she murmured.

Doug kissed her forehead, his voice low. “Couldn’t sleep.”

Her smile was small but knowing. “Because of tonight.”

He didn’t deny it.

Madison stretched, the blanket sliding down to reveal her bare shoulder, her tits pressing softly against the thin cotton of her tank top. Doug’s cock hardened at the sight, but his mind kept spinning. She’ll be showing those curves to another man tonight. She’ll be letting him touch what’s mine.

And the crazy part? It turned him on more than it terrified him.

At breakfast, Madison hummed as she stirred her coffee, her phone face-down on the table. She looked lighter, brighter, her eyes glowing in a way Doug hadn’t seen in years. Every time she glanced at him, she bit her lip, as if she couldn’t quite contain her excitement.

Doug watched her, his chest aching. She’s alive. This is waking something in her.

But it was waking something in him too. A restless hunger. A raw, gnawing mix of jealousy and lust.

Later, while folding laundry, Madison’s phone buzzed with a new message. She peeked at it, her cheeks pinking as she typed a quick reply. Doug tried to stay focused on the T-shirts in his lap, but his cock thickened at the sight of her thumbs moving fast, her eyes glowing.

“You’re already talking to him?” he asked, his voice gruffer than he meant.

She glanced up, biting her lip. “He just asked what I was wearing.” Her cheeks flushed deeper. “I told him pajamas.”

Doug groaned, tossing the shirt aside. “Jesus, Maddie.”

But his cock was rock hard, his mind flashing with the image of her sending that message while her pussy was still swollen from last night.

The whole day stretched before them, the hours heavy with waiting. Madison flitted through chores with restless energy, pausing to reapply lip gloss just to see how it looked. Doug caught her trying on outfits in the bedroom mirror, twisting side to side, her hips swaying.

Every time, she caught his eye in the reflection. Every time, he felt his stomach clench tighter.

By late afternoon, the air in the house was electric. Madison laid a dress across the bed—short, low-cut, daring—and looked at Doug with a gleam in her eye. “Do you think he’ll like it?”

Doug’s cock ached as he swallowed hard. “He’ll love it. Too much.”

And deep inside, Doug realized he wasn’t sure who wanted tonight more—Madison, or him.

Doug’s jaw tightened. “I like it too much.”

Her phone buzzed on the dresser. Madison picked it up, her cheeks flushing as she read. “It’s him.” She typed quickly, then glanced at Doug. “He asked if I was still interested in meeting tonight.”

Doug’s stomach clenched, jealousy flaring sharp, but his cock twitched at the way she said it—soft, excited, almost shy. She wants this. God help me, she really wants this.

“What’d you tell him?” Doug asked, his voice low.

Her smile was coy. “I said I couldn’t wait.”

Doug groaned, dragging a hand through his hair. “Jesus, Maddie…”

Another buzz. She glanced again. “Now he’s asking what I’m wearing.” Her lips curled in a wicked grin as she held up the phone for Doug to see. Make it something that’ll make me hard the second you walk in.

Doug’s cock throbbed painfully. He wanted to snatch the phone away, to end it, to forbid her from even answering. But another part of him—darker, hungrier—wanted to see what she’d do.

“Tell him,” Doug muttered. “Tell him about the red dress.”

Madison’s eyes gleamed as she typed: A tight red dress. Short. Low cut. Just for you.

She hit send, then looked up at Doug. Her thighs squeezed together, her nipples straining against the fabric. “He says he wants to bend me over the table the second he sees me.”

Doug’s chest heaved, his cock throbbing so hard it hurt. She’s mine. Mine. But she’s already turning him on before we’ve even left the house.

He stepped closer, his voice rough. “And what do you want, Maddie?”

Her eyes met his in the mirror, burning. “I want both of you turned on. I want to know he’s hard when I walk in, and you’re harder because you’re watching.”

Doug’s breath caught. His jealousy seared through him, but it was tangled with a feral lust that had him gripping her waist, pulling her back against his chest. His cock pressed against her ass, hard and demanding.

“You’re going to kill me,” he growled into her ear.

Madison smiled, leaning into him, her voice a soft whisper. “No, Doug. I’m going to make you live.”

Her phone buzzed again, but she didn’t check it right away. She kept her eyes on Doug in the mirror, watching the storm in him twist tighter, knowing exactly what she was doing to him.

Madison finally set the phone down, her cheeks glowing pink. She smoothed her hands down the red dress, tugging at the hem like it might magically grow longer. It didn’t—it still barely skimmed the tops of her thighs.

Doug sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, watching her slip earrings into place. His cock was still hard, straining against his jeans. He hadn’t been able to soften all afternoon. She looks like she’s about to walk into battle—and the prize is her body.

Madison turned, giving him a playful spin. “So? Do I pass inspection?”

Doug swallowed hard, his throat dry. “You’re going to make it impossible for him to keep his hands off you.”

Her eyes glittered. “That’s the point, isn’t it?”

He groaned, dragging a hand down his face. She’s fearless. She’s glowing. And she’s mine… but tonight, she’s also his.

She slipped her heels back on, the sharp click of them against the hardwood making his chest tighten. Every step she takes in those shoes tonight is going to drive men insane.

Madison grabbed her clutch, then paused by the dresser, spritzing a little perfume on her neck and wrists. The scent floated toward him, familiar yet suddenly dangerous. He stood, stepping up behind her, pressing a kiss to her bare shoulder.

“You smell like trouble,” he murmured against her skin.

She smiled softly. “Good. That’s what I was going for.”

Her phone buzzed again. She picked it up, glanced at the screen, then tucked it into her clutch without reading it aloud. “He’s already at the bar.”

Doug’s stomach flipped, his cock throbbing. It’s happening. We’re actually doing this.

He grabbed his jacket, his hand brushing hers as they headed for the door. Their eyes met, a silent current of nerves and hunger sparking between them.

Neither spoke as they locked the house and walked to the car. The night air was cool, but Doug felt hot all over, his chest tight, his cock aching. Madison slid into the passenger seat, her bare thighs gleaming under the streetlight, and Doug knew he wouldn’t be able to think about anything else for the rest of the night.

They were really doing it.

The bar was dim, the air thick with the low thrum of music and the clink of glasses. Doug spotted him almost immediately. Their match sat at the far end of the counter, broad shoulders under a fitted black shirt, a beer in his hand. His eyes locked on Madison the second they walked in, and his lips curled into that cocky half-smirk they’d seen in his profile picture.

Madison’s hand trembled in Doug’s as they wove through the crowd, but she didn’t slow. She squeezed his fingers once, then let go as they reached the man.

“Madison?” His voice was deep, smooth, confident. He stood to greet her, and even though he wasn’t much taller than Doug, he carried himself with the kind of easy dominance that made the air between them feel charged.

Madison smiled, flushed and nervous. “Hi.”

Doug watched as the man leaned in, brushing his lips against Madison’s cheek in greeting, his hand lingering at her waist a moment too long. Doug’s jaw clenched, his cock swelling instantly at the contact. He’s touching her. He’s already touching my wife.

The man turned to Doug, extending his hand. “And you must be the husband. Doug, right?”

Doug gripped his hand firmly. “Yeah.”

The man smirked knowingly. “Lucky bastard.”

They sat at the bar, Madison between them, her red dress catching the light with every movement. The conversation flowed faster than Doug expected—small talk about work, the city, favorite drinks—but underneath, there was heat, thick and undeniable.

Madison laughed at something the man said, her hand brushing his forearm lightly. Doug’s stomach twisted, but his cock pulsed hard against his zipper. She’s glowing. She’s alive. She’s enjoying this, and it’s killing me.

The man leaned closer, his voice dropping low, meant only for Madison and Doug. “You know… we don’t have to waste the whole night talking.” His eyes flicked over Madison’s body, slow and deliberate. “There’s a hotel down the street. We could… continue this.”

Madison froze, her lips parting. She turned to Doug, her eyes wide, searching. Do we? Can we?

Doug’s heart pounded so hard it hurt. Jealousy tore at him, vicious and sharp—but beneath it was that raw, unbearable hunger. I can’t believe I’m even considering this. I can’t believe I’m this hard.

He nodded once, his voice rough. “Yeah. Let’s go.”

Madison exhaled shakily, her nipples stiff under the fabric of her dress. The man tossed cash onto the bar, then stood, holding his hand out to her. She took it, sliding off her stool, her heels clicking against the floor.

Doug followed, his chest tight, his cock aching, every step toward that hotel a step deeper into the pages of Madison’s diary come to life.

The hotel was only a block away, but it felt like miles. Madison’s hand was still in the stranger’s, her heels clicking fast against the sidewalk. Doug followed close, his cock aching, his stomach twisting so hard he thought he might be sick. She’s holding his hand. She’s mine, but she’s holding his hand right in front of me.

At the desk, the man asked for a room with casual confidence, tossing his card down like it was nothing. Madison shifted beside him, her cheeks flushed, her chest rising and falling quickly under the red dress. Doug stood behind them, fists clenched, his heart pounding so hard it echoed in his ears.

The elevator ride was silent, except for Madison’s shaky breaths. The man’s hand rested at the small of her back, guiding her, claiming her. Doug’s cock throbbed painfully at the sight, his gut tight with jealousy, his head spinning. He’s touching her like she’s his already.

The room door clicked open. Madison stepped inside first, the man close behind, Doug following last. The air was thick, charged, as the door shut with a heavy thud.

The man turned Madison toward him, his hand cupping her cheek, his mouth pressing to hers in a slow, hungry kiss. Madison whimpered, her hands clutching his shirt, melting against him.

Doug’s breath caught. His fists clenched at his sides, his cock straining hard in his jeans. She’s kissing him. She’s kissing another man right in front of me.

The man’s hands slid down, gripping Madison’s ass, pulling her tight against the bulge in his jeans. She moaned into his mouth, her hips pressing forward instinctively. Doug groaned low, his cock twitching violently at the sight.

The man broke the kiss, his eyes flicking toward Doug. “You watching?”

Doug’s throat was dry. He managed a nod, his voice rough. “Yeah.”

The man smirked, then turned his attention back to Madison, tugging the straps of her dress down. The fabric slid over her shoulders, pooling at her waist, baring her breasts. Her nipples were stiff peaks, aching to be touched.

He bent his head, sucking one into his mouth, his tongue swirling. Madison gasped, her back arching, her fingers digging into his hair.

Doug groaned, his cock throbbing painfully, jealousy and lust colliding in a storm that threatened to consume him. She’s moaning for him. She’s letting him take her tits into his mouth like they belong to him. Fuck, I can’t believe how hard this makes me.

The man dropped to his knees, shoving her dress down completely, leaving her in nothing but lace panties and heels. He pressed his mouth to her mound through the fabric, inhaling deeply, then peeled the panties down and tossed them aside.

Madison whimpered, her hands gripping his shoulders as his tongue slid over her slit. “Oh God…” she moaned, her knees trembling.

Doug’s chest heaved, his cock straining painfully. His hand twitched toward his zipper but he stopped himself, his jaw clenched. Not here. Not yet. I’ll fuck her when we get home. I’ll make her scream for me when he’s done.

The man spread her thighs wider, devouring her pussy, his tongue flicking, his lips sucking her clit until she cried out, her body shaking. Her moans filled the room, raw and desperate, the sound searing into Doug’s chest.

Madison came with a strangled cry, her pussy dripping, her thighs quivering around his head. She collapsed against the wall, panting, her face flushed, her eyes glazed.

The man stood, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, his smirk wicked. “She tastes fucking incredible.”

Doug groaned, his cock twitching violently, his gut twisting with jealousy and hunger. Fuck, I need to get her home. I need to fuck her until she forgets this man’s name. Until she remembers she’s mine.

The man kissed Madison again, his hands roaming her naked body. Doug’s heart pounded, his chest aching, his cock harder than it had ever been. This is real. This is happening. And I’ve never wanted her more in my life.

The man shoved Madison gently onto the bed, her red dress bunched around her waist, her panties already gone. She sprawled across the sheets, her legs open, her pussy wet and glistening.

Doug’s breath caught at the sight. Jesus Christ, that’s my wife. That’s my wife spread open for another man.

The man unbuckled his jeans, shoving them down. His cock sprang free—thick, hard, already dripping. Madison’s eyes widened as she licked her lips unconsciously, her thighs parting even wider.

Doug’s stomach twisted, his cock swelling painfully in his jeans. She’s looking at him like she’s starving. She’s never looked at me that way.

The man climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. Madison whimpered, her hips lifting as he pressed the head of his cock against her slit.

Doug’s chest heaved. His fists clenched. His cock throbbed so hard it hurt. He’s about to fuck her. He’s about to put his cock inside my wife.

With one steady push, the man slid inside. Madison cried out, her back arching, her pussy stretching around him. “Ohhh God⁠—”

Doug groaned, his cock jerking against his zipper. He’s inside her. He’s fucking her right in front of me.

The man gripped her hips and began to thrust, slow at first, then harder, faster. Madison’s moans filled the room, loud and raw, her nails clawing at the sheets.

“Fuck—yes—don’t stop—” she cried, her tits bouncing with every thrust.

Doug’s jaw clenched, his body trembling. Jealousy clawed at his chest, vicious and sharp—but beneath it, a brutal, undeniable arousal. His cock throbbed with every sound, every wet slap of the man’s cock driving into his wife.

The man glanced at Doug, smirking as he pounded harder. “You seeing this? She’s dripping all over my cock.”

Doug groaned, his voice ragged. “Yeah. I see it.”

Madison turned her head toward Doug, her eyes wild, her face flushed. “Doug—oh God, Doug—he feels so good⁠—”

Doug’s gut twisted, his cock swelling even harder at the words. She’s telling me how good he feels while he’s inside her. She’s moaning for him but looking at me.

The man shifted, hooking Madison’s legs over his shoulders, slamming deeper. She screamed, her pussy clenching, her whole body trembling.

Doug’s chest burned, his cock leaking against his jeans. I can’t take much more of this. I need her home. I need to bury myself in her and remind her who she belongs to.

Madison came hard, her cry sharp, her pussy squeezing around the stranger’s cock. Doug’s heart pounded, his body shaking with lust and fury.

The man grunted, driving in deep, his hips jerking as he spilled inside her. Cum spilled hot and messy, dripping from her swollen cunt.

Doug’s vision blurred, his cock aching to explode. His fists clenched tight. Enough. That’s enough.

He stepped forward, his voice low, guttural. “Get dressed, Maddie. We’re going home.”

Madison’s chest heaved, her body still trembling, her eyes locking on his. She nodded, breathless.

Doug’s cock throbbed painfully as he turned toward the door. The second we walk in our front door, I’m fucking her so hard she won’t remember his name. She’s mine to reclaim.


CHAPTER EIGHT




Doug barely got the front door shut before he had Madison pressed against it, his mouth crushing hers, his hands tearing at her dress. The taste of another man lingered faintly on her lips, and it drove him insane.

“You let him fuck you,” he growled into her mouth, his voice guttural, almost animal. “You let him come inside you right in front of me.”

Madison whimpered, clutching his shoulders, her pussy already wet again. “Doug⁠—”

His hand slid between her thighs, finding her slick and messy, his fingers coated with a mix of cum that wasn’t just his. His jaw clenched, his cock jerking violently. She’s filled with him. She’s dripping from another man, and I want her anyway.

With a snarl, he scooped her up, carrying her down the hall. Her heels clattered against the floor, her nails digging into his back as he shoved into their bedroom and tossed her onto the bed.

Doug ripped his belt open, shoving his jeans down, his cock springing free—hard, angry, leaking. “Spread your legs.”

Madison obeyed instantly, her thighs falling open, her pussy swollen and glistening with a mix of wetness and cum.

Doug climbed over her, his cock pressing at her entrance, his chest heaving. “You’re mine, Maddie. Not his. Not anybody’s but mine.”

“Yes, Doug,” she gasped, her eyes wide, desperate. “I’m yours. Always yours.”

He slammed into her in one brutal thrust, burying himself to the hilt, his cock pushing past the mess inside her, claiming her cunt as his again. Madison screamed, her back arching, her pussy clenching hard around him.

“Fuck!” Doug groaned, his teeth gritted as he pounded into her, the bed slamming against the wall with each thrust. “You’re dripping with him—and I don’t care. I’ll fuck it out of you. I’ll fuck you until there’s nothing left but me inside you.”

Madison clawed at the sheets, her cries raw and broken. “Yes—oh God, Doug—take me—make me yours⁠—”

He grabbed her wrists, pinning them above her head, his cock slamming harder, deeper, each thrust a savage claim. His lips crashed onto hers, biting, devouring, his tongue rough and demanding.

Her body shook beneath him, her moans louder with every brutal stroke. “Doug—I’m gonna—oh God—I’m gonna come⁠—”

“Come on my cock,” he snarled, his voice low, feral. “Show me you’re mine.”

Her climax tore through her, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping down so tight it nearly strangled his cock. Doug roared, his hips hammering until he spilled inside her, filling her again, reclaiming every inch of her.

He collapsed on top of her, their bodies slick with sweat, both of them panting. His chest pressed to hers, his cock still twitching inside her, his voice rough against her ear. “Don’t you ever forget who you belong to, Maddie.”

Her lips brushed his cheek, trembling but sure. “I couldn’t, even if I tried.”

Doug lay heavy across her, his breath slowing, his chest pressed to her back. His cock had finally softened inside her, but she could still feel the wet heat of his cum seeping out, thick and messy between her thighs. Madison lay still, her body trembling from everything they’d done, from everything that had just happened.

She listened to his breathing even out, steady, deep. Doug was out. Spent. Exhausted from reclaiming her body with every brutal thrust.

But Madison’s mind was wide awake.

Slowly, carefully, she slipped out from under him, tugging the sheets back into place. She padded across the room, naked, her thighs sticky, her body still buzzing. She grabbed her journal from the nightstand, flipped to a fresh page, and let the pen start to fly.

Doug—

I don’t know how to explain what tonight felt like. I let him kiss me. I let him undress me. And when he pushed inside, I thought my body would split open. His cock was so thick, so hard, it stretched me until I screamed. I came so fast I couldn’t believe it, my pussy dripping down his shaft while you sat there watching.

Her pussy clenched as she wrote, the wetness spilling fresh between her thighs. She kept going, her hand shaking.

He fucked me with no hesitation. He bent me, lifted me, filled me so deep I thought I’d lose my mind. My moans weren’t polite, they weren’t pretty—I was crying out for him, shameless, begging him not to stop. Every time I looked at you, Doug, every time I saw your eyes on me, I came harder. Knowing you were watching me take another man’s cock made me wetter than I’ve ever been in my life.

She paused, nibbling her lip, her nipples tightening as heat rolled through her.

And when he came inside me—when his cum spilled into me and I felt it dripping down my thighs—I thought I’d collapse. My pussy was messy, soaked with him, and still all I wanted was you. I wanted you to bury yourself in me, to reclaim me, to fill me until there was nothing left but your cock and your cum. And you did. You fucked me like you owned me. And you do.

Madison set the pen down, her chest heaving. The page was damp where a drop of sweat had fallen, but the words stared back at her, dirty and raw. She left the journal open on the dresser where Doug would see it first thing in the morning.

Then she slipped quietly back into bed, curling against him, his arm heavy across her waist.

Her eyes closed, her lips curving in a secret smile. Tonight, fantasy had become reality. And this was only the beginning.

Sunlight spilled across the room, dragging Doug out of sleep. His head felt heavy, his muscles sore from the night before. He rolled onto his back, the sheets cool against his skin. Madison was gone from the bed.

He blinked, eyes narrowing on the dresser. Her journal sat there—open.

Doug’s chest tightened instantly. He shoved himself upright, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed. She left it open. On purpose.

He walked over slowly, his heart hammering. The words blurred for a moment before snapping into focus.

His cock was so thick, so hard, it stretched me until I screamed.

Every time I looked at you, Doug, every time I saw your eyes on me, I came harder.

When he came inside me—when his cum spilled into me—I thought I’d collapse.

Doug’s cock twitched, swelling fast as he read, his stomach twisting. Jealousy bit hard, sharp as glass, but it was tangled with something darker—arousal, filthy and undeniable. She wrote this for me. She wanted me to see it. She wanted me to relive it.

The sound of the shower cut through his thoughts. Madison.

Doug snapped the journal shut, his pulse hammering. When she walked back into the room, her hair damp, a towel clinging to her curves, she froze at the sight of him holding it.

“You left it open,” he said, his voice low, rough.

Her lips parted, her breath catching.

“You wanted me to read it.”

She swallowed, her cheeks flushing pink. “Yes.”

Doug’s jaw clenched, his cock hard against his thigh. “Why, Maddie? Why write it down like that and leave it for me to find?”

Her eyes burned into his, her voice soft but steady. “Because I wanted you to feel it again. I wanted you to know how much it turned me on—with him, with you watching. I wanted you to know I still couldn’t wait for you to fuck me after. That everything I did… was for both of us.”

Doug’s chest heaved, his heart pounding. She’s mine. Even when she’s full of another man’s cum, she’s still mine.

He dropped the journal onto the dresser with a heavy thud, stepping closer, crowding her against the wall, his voice a growl. “You’re playing with fire, Maddie. Leaving this out for me like some kind of invitation.”

Her smile curved slowly, wicked and sweet. “Maybe that’s exactly what it was.”

Doug pressed her back against the wall, his body pinning hers, his cock already hard and throbbing against the towel wrapped around her. Madison gasped, her hands bracing on his chest, her eyes wide.

“You think you can tease me like that?” he growled, his lips brushing her ear. “Leave your filthy words out for me to find, make me picture him inside you all over again?”

Her breath hitched, her thighs pressing together. “Yes,” she whispered. “Because I knew it would make you want me.”

Doug groaned, his cock jerking violently. With one rough tug, he ripped the towel from her body, baring her curves. His mouth crashed onto hers, his tongue claiming, his teeth biting. His hands roamed hard, gripping her tits, sliding down to her hips, squeezing possessively.

“You’re mine, Maddie,” he snarled against her mouth. “I don’t care what you wrote, I don’t care who fucked you—I’ll fuck you harder. I’ll fuck you until you can’t think about anyone else.”

Her moan was high and broken. “Do it—oh God, Doug—please, do it.”

He spun her, bending her over the edge of the bed in one swift motion. His cock pressed against her swollen slit, already wet, still messy from the night before. He shoved into her with one brutal thrust, burying himself to the hilt.

Madison screamed his name, her nails clawing the sheets, her pussy clamping down tight around him.

Doug groaned, pounding into her with savage rhythm, his balls slapping against her ass. “Fuck—you’re still soaked—still messy. I don’t care—I want all of it.”

Her body convulsed under him, her moans spilling unchecked. “Yes—Doug—yes—take me—make me yours⁠—”

He gripped her wrists, pinning them against the mattress, his cock slamming deeper, faster, until the bed rattled against the wall. His teeth grazed her shoulder, biting down hard enough to make her cry out.

“You love this,” he growled. “Being filled again. Knowing I’m reclaiming you after him.”

Madison’s cunt fluttered tight around him, her voice breaking. “I love it—I love you—I’m yours, Doug⁠—”

Her orgasm tore through her, her scream muffled by the pillow as her body shook violently. Her pussy squeezed him in pulsing waves, milking his cock. Doug roared, thrusting deep as he came, hot spurts of cum flooding her until it spilled out, dripping down her thighs.

He collapsed over her, his chest heaving, his body trembling from the force of it. Madison panted beneath him, her face pressed to the sheets, her lips curving into a satisfied, wicked smile.

Because this was exactly what she wanted.


CHAPTER NINE




Doug scrolled through his phone, thumb pausing on the text from their friends Ryan and Claire. They’d invited them out for drinks this weekend, casual, nothing unusual. But Doug’s mind twisted the invitation into something else—an opportunity.

He glanced across the room at Madison. She was curled on the couch, her legs tucked beneath her, scrolling through her own phone. Her hair fell over her shoulder, and the faint smile on her lips made his chest ache.

She’s glowing again, he thought. Ever since the hotel. Ever since I let her diary come alive. She’s never looked more alive in her life.

Doug cleared his throat. “Hey, Maddie?”

She looked up, eyes warm. “Yeah?”

He hesitated for only a moment. “Ryan and Claire asked if we want to grab drinks with them Friday. I was thinking… we could go. And maybe…” His jaw tightened, his cock already stirring. “…maybe I’ll set it up so you meet someone there. Someone they bring along.”

Madison’s lips parted, her breath catching. For a heartbeat, Doug thought she’d hesitate. But then her smile spread slowly, knowingly.

“You mean… like a date night?” she asked softly.

Doug’s cock throbbed at the way she said it, casual but tinged with heat. “Yeah. You can flirt, see how it feels, with someone who knows what’s going on. Not a stranger this time. A friend of a friend. Safe.”

Madison’s cheeks flushed, her thighs pressing together under the blanket. He’s arranging it. He’s not just tolerating it—he’s giving it to me.

Her voice was husky. “You’d want that? To watch me flirt with him in front of everyone?”

Doug’s chest tightened, his cock aching. “Yeah. I want to see you light up again. I want to see you teasing him while I sit there and watch, knowing exactly where you’re going home after.”

Her breath shuddered out, her eyes burning into his. “God, Doug… you’re turning me on so bad right now.”

He smirked, leaning back. “Good. Because I already told Ryan yes. Friday night, we’re meeting them at the pub downtown. Claire’s bringing one of her single friends. He’s supposed to be a nice guy. We’ll see if he can handle you.”

Madison laughed softly, biting her lip. “So this is official. I get to sit across from you, in my tightest dress, flirting with some guy you set up for me.”

Doug’s cock jerked hard. He swallowed, his voice low. “That’s exactly what’s going to happen.”

And the thought of it made him hungrier than ever.
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The pub was crowded and loud, the smell of beer and fried food heavy in the air. Doug held Madison’s hand as they walked in, but it wasn’t the protective grip it used to be—it was steady, grounding, like an anchor.

Ryan and Claire were already at a corner booth, waving them over. With them sat another man—broad-shouldered, dark blond hair, ruggedly handsome with just enough scruff to give him an edge. He stood as they approached, his smile easy, confident.

“This is Bruce,” Claire said brightly, gesturing between them. “Bruce, meet Doug and Madison.”

Bruce’s eyes landed on Madison, lingering a little longer than polite. His smile widened. “Nice to meet you both.”

Madison’s stomach fluttered. He was exactly her type—handsome but approachable, his eyes warm but carrying just a hint of danger. She slid into the booth beside Doug, across from Bruce, her dress riding high as she crossed her legs.

Doug caught the flick of Bruce’s gaze as it dipped down her body before snapping back up. His chest tightened, his cock stirring. He’s already picturing what’s under that dress.

The conversation started easy—small talk about work, movies, Ryan’s new obsession with craft beer. Madison laughed at one of Bruce’s jokes, leaning forward just enough that her cleavage caught his eye.

Doug noticed. He noticed everything.

Bruce grinned, leaning his elbows on the table. “So, Madison, Claire tells me you’re the adventurous type. That true?”

Madison’s cheeks flushed, her eyes flicking to Doug for the briefest second before returning to Bruce. “I’d say that’s fair.”

Bruce’s smile turned more knowing, more deliberate. “I like adventurous.”

Doug’s cock hardened instantly, jealousy spiking hot in his chest. He’s flirting with her. Right in front of me. And I set this up.

Madison reached for her drink, her fingers brushing Bruce’s as he slid it toward her. A little electric jolt ran through her, and she didn’t miss the way his eyes darkened at the contact.

Doug swallowed hard, his chest heaving. The sound of her laugh, the sight of her leaning in, the spark in her eyes—it was everything he’d wanted. Everything he’d arranged. And it was eating him alive.

Madison shifted in her seat, her knee brushing Bruce’s under the table. She didn’t pull away. If anything, she pressed just a little closer.

Bruce caught it, his lips curving into a small smirk. He leaned in, his voice dropping low. “So what kind of adventurous are we talking about here?”

Madison’s cheeks warmed, her pulse racing. She let her tongue dart across her lower lip, a move she knew Doug was watching. “The kind that keeps life exciting.”

Bruce chuckled, his eyes glinting. “I like exciting.” His hand brushed the back of hers on the table—just a light touch, but deliberate.

Doug’s chest tightened, his cock jerking under the table. He’s touching her. He’s flirting with her while I sit here like it’s nothing.

Madison glanced at Doug quickly, her eyes searching his. He didn’t stop it. His jaw was clenched, his grip on his beer tight, but he didn’t step in.

She turned back to Bruce, emboldened. “So, what do you do for fun?”

Bruce leaned closer, his shoulder brushing hers now, their heads almost touching as he spoke. “I like a little bit of everything. Good food. Good drinks. Good company.” His eyes flicked down her neckline, then back up. “Great company.”

Madison laughed softly, the sound low and warm, and Doug felt it like a knife in his chest. She’s enjoying this. She’s glowing for him.

Bruce’s hand moved lower, brushing her thigh under the table, his fingers just grazing the edge of her dress. Madison’s breath caught, but she didn’t move away. Her legs parted just slightly, enough for Doug to see.

Doug’s cock throbbed violently, his heart hammering. She’s letting him touch her thigh. Right in front of me. God, Maddie.

Bruce smirked, his fingers still resting on her leg, his voice husky. “You really are adventurous, aren’t you?”

Madison’s eyes burned into his, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted. “Maybe.”

Doug swallowed hard, forcing down the growl rising in his throat. His jealousy roared, but so did his arousal. He was testing his own limits, every nerve in his body on fire. How much more of this can I take before I snap?

Madison shifted, sliding Bruce’s hand gently off her thigh. Her smile stayed sweet, playful, but her eyes carried a warning. She leaned in, whispering just low enough for only him and Doug to hear.

“Not here. Not tonight. Ryan and Claire don’t know… and I’d like to keep it that way.”

Bruce’s smirk softened into a grin, his eyes still dark with interest. “Fair enough. Another time, maybe.”

Madison chuckled lightly, taking a sip of her drink before leaning back against the booth. From anyone else’s view, it looked innocent—just a fun night out with friends. But under the surface, the electricity still crackled.

Doug’s heart pounded. His cock was hard, his chest tight, but relief tangled with the storm inside him. She stopped it. She didn’t let it go too far in front of them. She’s still mine.

When the night wound down, goodbyes were exchanged with hugs and casual chatter. Madison kissed Claire on the cheek, laughed at one of Ryan’s jokes, and smiled politely at Bruce before stepping out of the booth.

“Good night,” she said sweetly, her eyes lingering on him for just a second longer than necessary.

Bruce’s smirk returned. “Good night, Madison.”

Doug’s stomach clenched at the way he said her name, but he didn’t speak. He just placed a steady hand at the small of her back and guided her out of the pub.

The cool night air hit them as they walked to the car, the silence heavy but charged. Doug unlocked the doors, and Madison slid into the passenger seat, crossing her legs, her dress riding higher up her thighs.

As Doug started the engine, she glanced at him, her cheeks flushed, her eyes shining. “Doug… I have to tell you something.”

His pulse spiked, his cock throbbing. He gripped the steering wheel tight. What the hell is she about to say?

Madison bit her lip, her voice dropping low. “When Bruce touched my thigh under the table… I almost spread my legs for him.”

Doug groaned, his cock jerking, his chest burning. Jesus Christ, Maddie.

She leaned closer, her whisper filthy and trembling. “And the only reason I didn’t was because I wanted to save it for you.”

Doug didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

His cock was an iron rod behind the zipper of his jeans, throbbing so hard it hurt. Madison’s words hung in the air between them like smoke—thick, heady, dangerous.

I almost spread my legs for him.

His knuckles whitened on the steering wheel as he pulled onto the main road, but he only made it two blocks before the pressure in his chest and cock exploded into action.

He turned sharply down a side street, tires crunching over gravel, and pulled the car into an empty parking lot behind a closed laundromat. The building loomed silent in the dark, windows reflecting the streetlamp glow, and no one in sight.

The car hadn’t even stopped rocking when Doug threw it into park.

Madison’s head whipped toward him. “Doug?”

His seatbelt clicked open. He turned toward her, eyes wild, breath ragged. “Get in the back.”

Her lips parted. “Right here?”

Doug’s voice was a growl. “Now.”

She didn’t argue. She climbed between the seats, dress riding up to her hips as she landed on the back bench. Doug followed, slamming the door behind him with a thud that echoed in the quiet night.

He was on her in seconds.

His hands were all over her, yanking the dress up and out of the way, dragging her panties down her thighs. Her breath came fast and hot against his neck as he pushed her onto her back, the seatbelt buckle digging into her side, neither of them caring.

“You almost let him touch you under the table?” he hissed, voice shaking.

Madison looked up at him, cheeks flushed, pupils blown wide. “Yes.”

“You were going to spread your legs for him?”

“I wanted to,” she breathed. “So fucking bad.”

Doug’s hand gripped her thigh hard, spreading her open. His other hand fumbled with his belt, his cock already leaking, aching.

“But you didn’t,” he growled.

She shook her head slowly, watching his face. “No.”

“Why?”

Her voice was a whisper. “Because I needed you to see it first. I wanted you to know how badly I wanted it… so you’d take me like this.”

Doug let out a broken sound, and then he was inside her in one brutal thrust.

Madison cried out, her hands clutching at his back, her legs wrapping around his waist. He was fucking her hard, fast, almost frantic—like he had no choice.

Her moans filled the car, loud and raw, windows fogging as their bodies slammed together over and over.

Doug grabbed a fistful of her hair, dragging her face close. “You let him touch you in front of me.”

Her mouth fell open, panting. “Yes.”

“You liked it.”

“Yes.”

“You’re mine, Maddie. Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she gasped. “Only yours.”

Doug slammed into her harder, the rhythm savage, his control slipping. “No one else gets to fuck you unless I say so. No one.”

“I know,” she sobbed, coming apart beneath him. “Doug—I’m gonna⁠—”

“Come,” he growled, his voice shaking with need. “Fucking come for me, Maddie. Right now.”

She shattered in his arms, legs trembling around his waist, body convulsing in pleasure. Doug followed with a growl, burying himself deep as his cock pulsed inside her, his whole body locked up in release.

For a long moment, they stayed tangled, the only sounds their ragged breaths and the ticking of the cooling engine.

Doug finally pulled back enough to rest his forehead against hers. Madison looked up at him, dazed, her lips swollen, her body still twitching.

“That was,” she whispered, “the hottest thing we’ve ever done.”

Doug let out a broken laugh, brushing the hair from her face. “I think I almost blacked out.”

She smiled, still catching her breath. “So… does that mean I passed your little test?”

He looked down at her, eyes dark, thumb tracing her lips.

“You didn’t just pass, Maddie,” he said softly. “You fucking owned it.”


CHAPTER TEN




The bedroom was dim, lit only by the glow of the bedside lamp. Madison sat cross-legged at the foot of the bed, freshly showered, wearing only one of Doug’s old T-shirts. It hung loose around her thighs, soft and faded, and somehow made her look even more naked than if she’d worn nothing.

Doug was brushing his teeth in the master bath, his reflection catching hers in the mirror. She wasn’t on her phone, wasn’t reading. She was just sitting there—still and quiet—like she was waiting.

He stepped into the room, towel slung over his shoulder, mouth still tasting of mint. “You good?” he asked casually, but her expression made him slow down.

She nodded once, then hesitated. “I’ve been thinking about something.”

Doug raised an eyebrow. “Yeah?”

Madison shifted, pulling her knees up slightly, the oversized shirt sliding higher. “It’s not easy to say.”

That got his full attention. He crossed the room and sat beside her, close but not touching. “Maddie. You can tell me anything. You know that.”

She looked down at her hands, fingers twisting in the hem of the shirt. “Promise you won’t freak out?”

Doug’s throat tightened. “I won’t.”

She took a breath. “Okay. So… you know how everything we’ve done—it’s been, I mean—” Her voice broke off in a nervous laugh. “It’s been insane. Hot. Way beyond anything I ever imagined.”

Doug smiled faintly. “Yeah, I’ve noticed.”

She looked up at him then, eyes wide and vulnerable. “And I keep thinking about more. Not because what we’ve done isn’t enough—it is. But it’s like this door opened, and now my brain won’t shut up.”

Doug nodded slowly. “More how?”

Madison’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. “Two men. At once.”

The words hung there, heavy and electric. Doug blinked, unsure if he’d heard her right.

Madison rushed to fill the silence. “Not random guys. Not strangers. Just… the idea of being touched like that. Filled like that. I keep fantasizing about it, Doug. In the shower. At night. In traffic. I can’t get it out of my head.”

Doug’s jaw clenched, not from anger, but from the heat that slammed through him. His cock stirred instantly, throbbing at the image—his wife on her back, moaning, stretched open between two men.

He swallowed. “You want a threesome.”

“I want you there,” she said quickly. “You’re always in the fantasy. Either watching, or—” Her voice lowered, eyes dropping. “—or taking me from behind while someone else is in my mouth. Or inside me.”

Doug’s breath caught.

Madison looked up, her voice shaking. “Are you mad?”

Doug didn’t speak right away. He was too busy picturing it. Maddie on her knees, her lips wrapped around another cock while he drove into her from behind. The sounds she’d make. The way her eyes would flick between them. The total surrender.

“I’m not mad,” he said, voice low. “I’m hard as a fucking rock.”

Relief bloomed across Madison’s face, followed by something deeper—desire, yes, but also trust. “So… it’s not too much?”

Doug turned to her fully now, his hand brushing her bare thigh. “Maddie. You gave me your truth. That’s never too much.”

She leaned into him, kissing him softly, slowly, the tension slipping out of her shoulders. Doug pulled her into his lap, her legs straddling him, his hands sliding under the oversized shirt to grip her bare ass.

Their lips broke just long enough for her to whisper, “You’ll set it up?”

He kissed her again, deeper this time. “Yeah,” he murmured against her mouth. “But only if I get to watch every fucking second of you taking it.”

She whimpered softly, pressing her hips into him.

Doug grinned, his voice a rough promise. “Or maybe I’ll be the one splitting you open first.”
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Doug stood at the kitchen counter, phone in hand, staring at his contacts like they were a row of locked doors. The house was quiet except for the low hum of the fridge and the soft tumble of laundry in the dryer.

Upstairs, Madison was folding towels, humming off-key. Calm. Confident. Trusting.

He tapped his finger against the screen, eyes narrowing at a name that had popped into his head immediately the night before. A name that carried just enough edge… and no drama.

Wes Stanton.

Doug hadn’t seen him in almost a year. They weren’t close anymore, but back in their twenties, they’d been tight—gym sessions, poker nights, a couple of blackout Vegas weekends that were best left unspoken. Wes was the kind of guy who walked into a bar and pulled attention without trying. Tall, blond, light-eyed, ex-military maybe, or just looked like it. Always had a calm swagger, even when shit hit the fan. He still rode a matte black Harley and never posted on social media.

Madison had met him once, briefly, at one of Sam’s backyard cookouts. She probably didn’t even remember his name—but Doug remembered how Wes had looked at her. Respectfully, but with interest. Controlled interest.

Doug’s thumb hovered over the call button.

Before he could press it, footsteps approached from the hall.

“You’re doing the thing,” Madison said softly, leaning against the doorway. She was barefoot, wearing one of his old V-neck shirts that barely covered the curve of her ass. “Where you stare at your phone like it’s about to explode.”

Doug looked up, pulse already quickening from the sight of her. “I’ve got a name.”

Her eyebrows rose. “Yeah?”

“You remember Wes Stanton?”

She blinked. “From Sam’s thing? Motorcycle guy?”

“That’s the one.”

Madison stepped into the kitchen, curious now. “Why him?”

Doug shrugged. “Because he’s steady. Private. Knows how to shut up. And because I’ve seen him drunk and still respectful. He’s a lot of things, but he doesn’t cross lines.”

Madison tilted her head. “And you think he’d say yes?”

Doug’s mouth twisted into a faint smirk. “I think he’s going to be real fucking interested.”

She laughed quietly. “Do I get a say?”

Doug stepped toward her. “You’ll get more than that. But let me handle the first conversation.”

She gave a slow nod. “Okay.”

He held her gaze for a long second, then turned, walking toward the garage. The door clicked shut behind him.

The air was cooler in the garage, the concrete floor cold against his bare feet. He sat down on the bench by his tool wall, then hit call.

It rang three times.

“Stanton.”

Doug leaned back. “It’s Doug Murphy.”

“Murphy? Holy shit. Thought you dropped off the planet.”

“Still here. Just quieter these days.”

“Married life treating you okay?”

Doug exhaled. “Actually, that’s why I’m calling.”

A beat of silence.

Wes’s tone sharpened. “Talk to me.”

Doug cleared his throat. “Look, this is gonna sound insane. But I need you to hear it through. No jokes. No bullshit.”

“Alright.”

Doug laid it out—not in full detail, but enough to make it clear. He and Madison had opened up their sex life. They trusted each other. And now, she wanted two men. At once. Doug wasn’t going to join this time. He was going to watch.

“This is about control,” Doug said quietly. “And trust. It’s not a fucking frat house stunt. You’d be there because I allow it. And because she wants it.”

Wes was quiet for a long beat.

Then, slowly: “You’re serious.”

“I wouldn’t call if I wasn’t.”

Another pause.

“You always were a dark horse, Murph. You sure about this?”

“I’m sure.”

“I follow your lead?”

“Every second.”

Wes exhaled through the speaker. “Alright. Yeah. I’m in.”

Doug closed his eyes for a second, jaw tight. “Thank you.”

“Tell your girl I’ll be a fucking gentleman… until I’m not supposed to be.”

Doug chuckled. “I’ll send you the details.”

Back inside, Madison was curled on the couch, hugging a throw pillow to her chest. She looked up as he entered. “Well?”

“He’s in.”

She smiled, but there was a flicker of nerves behind it. “Okay. That’s one.”

Doug sat beside her, his fingers already unlocking his phone. “Now I find the other.”

She watched as he opened the dating app. “Back on the meat market?”

“Not meat,” Doug said, scrolling. “I’m shopping for chemistry.”

He scrolled past a few profiles with bad lighting and worse grammar. Then he slowed.

Ethan, 33. Finance. Discreet. Verified profile. Clean test dates listed. Handsome in a soft-spoken, quiet confidence sort of way. Dark hair. Strong jaw. No flexing. No bravado.

Doug clicked the message thread. They’d already exchanged a few words the week before. Ethan had asked smart questions. Never once asked for nudes. Didn’t even ask for a time frame until Doug offered one.

“I think I found him,” Doug said.

Madison leaned in. “Show me.”

He turned the screen toward her.

Her lips parted slightly. “Oh. Yeah.”

Doug smiled faintly. “Clean. Smart. No bullshit. He gets it.”

“Do I get to meet him first?”

Doug nodded. “Briefly. But only if he keeps it respectful.”

“And if he doesn’t?”

Doug’s eyes flicked to hers. “Then it’s just you and Wes.”

Madison shivered. “I trust you.”

Doug turned back to his phone and began typing:

Saturday night. You, another man, and my wife. No games. No hesitation. No crossing lines. Are you in?

A reply came less than a minute later.

Yes. 100%. You set the tone—I’ll follow.

Doug exhaled, screen glowing in his hand.

Two men. One night. No turning back.

The house was clean. Too clean.

Doug had vacuumed twice. Straightened the pillows four times. There was a bottle of bourbon on the bar cart. Another of water beside it. Two glasses. No music. No TV. Just the quiet hum of anticipation in every corner of the room.

He stood by the window, watching the streetlights glow against the pavement.

They’d be here soon.

Upstairs, Madison was already waiting—showered, shaved, scented. She’d chosen black lingerie: sheer lace, no padding, barely there. Her robe hung open, tied only loosely at the waist. Her hair was down. Her lips painted soft pink. She looked like a gift.

And she was.

Doug heard the rumble first. The familiar sound of a motorcycle idling at the curb. Then the quiet purr of a second car behind it.

His pulse jumped.

He opened the door as Wes came up the walk—tall, confident, leather jacket slung over his shoulder. A half-second later, Ethan stepped out of the Uber, cleaner-cut, more serious-looking in a fitted gray shirt and dark jeans.

Doug nodded to both. “You guys good?”

Wes grinned. “I’ve been thinking about this since Thursday.”

Ethan’s smile was polite, but his eyes were sharp. “Absolutely.”

Doug stepped aside. “Shoes off. Phones off. No one’s recording anything.”

They kicked off their shoes and set their phones in the dish by the door without argument.

Doug led them inside. “You’ll see her first. But I set the pace.”

Wes and Ethan exchanged a brief glance. No nerves, no bravado. Just focused anticipation.

Doug motioned toward the stairs. “She’s upstairs. Door’s open. Go slow. No touching until I say.”

They climbed the stairs like men walking into fire.

Madison heard their footsteps before she saw them.

She was kneeling on the edge of the bed, robe open, the dim bedside lamp casting her skin in warm gold. Her nipples peaked through the sheer lace. Her thighs trembled slightly where they met the sheets.

She lifted her eyes as the door opened.

Wes stepped in first, and his smile faltered for just a second. “Fuck.”

Ethan followed. His breath caught, and he stopped cold.

Doug moved past them both, into the room, and sat in the armchair across from the bed. He said nothing. Just nodded once.

Madison swallowed hard. Then she sat back on her heels, untied the robe, and let it fall.

She was fully exposed now. Soft and bare. Her legs spread just slightly, her eyes flicking between the two men standing over her.

Wes stepped forward first. He reached out slowly, like she might disappear. His fingers brushed her shoulder, then slid down her arm, down to her waist. He leaned in and kissed her—slow, confident, nothing rushed.

Madison’s lips parted against his, breath shaky.

Then Ethan moved in on her other side. His hand touched her thigh. Warm. Grounded. Madison turned her head, lips brushing his.

Doug sat in the chair, silent, unmoving.

Watching.

Wes’s hands moved lower, one sliding over her stomach, down between her legs. Madison gasped, hips twitching forward. Ethan kissed her neck as Wes’s fingers slipped inside her, slow and deep.

Doug could see everything. The way her body opened. The way her breath hitched.

She was already wet.

“God, she’s soaked,” Wes murmured.

Doug’s cock throbbed in his jeans, but he didn’t move.

Ethan was behind her now, kissing down her spine. Madison leaned back between them, caught in the middle of their hands, their mouths, their heat.

Wes pulled his shirt off, revealing broad shoulders, tattooed arms. Ethan followed, quieter but just as ready. Their cocks were already hard through their jeans, pressing against her sides as they worked her open.

Doug clenched his fists.

Madison moaned—low, aching.

Then she looked at him.

At Doug.

And smiled.

Wes moved first.

He pushed Madison gently down onto her back, her legs spreading instinctively for him. She was panting now, chest rising and falling in shallow breaths, her nipples hard and sensitive under the thin lace. Ethan circled around the other side of the bed, standing beside Doug’s line of sight, his eyes locked on her body.

Doug never moved from the chair.

He just watched.

Watched as Wes hooked his thumbs under the waistband of her panties and slid them down her legs in one smooth motion. Watched as Madison lifted her hips for him, the robe now a forgotten puddle on the floor.

Her pussy glistened in the low light, already swollen and needy.

“Jesus,” Ethan whispered.

Wes looked up at Doug once, just a flick of the eyes, waiting.

Doug nodded.

And Wes moved between her thighs.

His cock was out, thick and ready. He stroked it once as he hovered over her, then lined up and pushed inside.

Madison gasped sharply—loud and real—her head tipping back as Wes slid deep. Her body took him easily, but she still clenched around him like she hadn’t been filled in days. Her fingers clawed at the sheets, mouth open, eyes unfocused.

Doug’s cock pulsed hard in his pants, but he stayed still.

Wes began to fuck her—slow and steady, hips grinding into hers with a deep, methodical rhythm. Madison’s legs wrapped around his waist, ankles locking. Her back arched off the bed, each thrust drawing a moan from her throat.

Ethan stepped in, one hand tangling in her hair, pulling her head gently to the side. He leaned down, kissed her again—harder now. Her moan was swallowed by his mouth, her body a live wire between the two of them.

Then he pulled back and looked to Doug.

“Is she ready for more?” Ethan asked, voice calm but charged.

Doug’s throat was dry. His voice came out low. “She’s ready.”

Ethan climbed onto the bed, kneeling beside her head. He was hard now—long and thick, his cock already leaking at the tip. Madison turned her head and opened her mouth for him without being told.

Doug’s breath caught as she took him in.

Just the head at first—then deeper.

Wes’s pace didn’t slow. He was pounding into her now, hips slapping against her thighs. The bed creaked, the air thick with sweat, breath, and the raw, wet sounds of her being used.

Madison moaned around Ethan’s cock, her throat swallowing him deeper as her body was driven into the mattress.

Doug stared, unmoving. His pulse pounded in his ears. He had never seen her like this—completely surrendered, completely taken. Not a fantasy. Not a roleplay. This was real.

She was split open.

Fucked from both ends.

Her fingers clutched at Ethan’s hip while Wes’s thrusts grew harder, more savage. Her body was bouncing with the rhythm, mouth stuffed, eyes glassy.

Doug's cock was rock hard, aching behind his zipper, but he made no move to touch himself.

He didn’t want to blur it.

He wanted to feel every second of it.

Ethan pulled back briefly, stroking himself. Madison gasped for breath, spit shining her lips. “Fuck… oh my god…”

Wes grabbed her thighs and flipped her over without warning. She landed on her knees, ass high in the air, face pressed into the sheets.

Doug leaned forward slightly in the chair.

Wes entered her again from behind—brutal, deep—and she cried out, clutching the bed. Ethan moved in front of her again, guiding her back onto his cock.

And there it was.

The full picture.

Doug watched, jaw clenched, heart hammering as his wife was fucked hard from both ends, her body bouncing between them, her throat and cunt stuffed completely.

Madison moaned something—he couldn’t even understand the words.

He didn’t need to.

He saw everything in the way her back arched, the way her hips pushed into Wes, the way her hands gripped Ethan’s thighs like she never wanted it to end.

Her body trembled, and Doug knew she was close.

“She's going to come,” Ethan said hoarsely.

Doug's voice was low, firm. “Let her.”

Wes’s hand reached down between her legs, rubbing her clit hard while he pounded into her from behind. Ethan held her face, cock deep in her throat.

Madison’s whole body seized. She came with a scream muffled around Ethan’s cock—legs shaking, pussy clenching, body bucking uncontrollably.

And Doug⁠—

Doug couldn’t breathe.


CHAPTER ELEVEN




The morning sun crept in slow, casting long golden lines across the hardwood floor. The room still smelled faintly of sex—flesh, sweat, and the soft floral hint of the lotion Madison had rubbed into her legs the night before.

Doug was still asleep beside her.

Madison lay on her back, eyes open, staring at the ceiling. The fan above rotated in lazy circles, and her fingers curled loosely around the edge of the sheet, pulling it up to cover her chest.

She felt hollow.

Not broken. Not wrong. Just… fragile.

Every second from the night before replayed on a loop in her head: the weight of two bodies, the stretch of them inside her, the look on Doug’s face from across the room. Not disgust. Not anger. Just stillness. He hadn't moved. Not once.

He hadn’t touched her. He’d let them do it all.

And now?

Now, she couldn’t tell if that meant he was fine… or if something had fractured between them.

Doug stirred beside her. A low groan rumbled in his chest as he rolled onto his back, his arm brushing hers beneath the sheets. He blinked into the light, hair messy, jaw dark with overnight stubble.

“Hey,” he murmured, voice rough with sleep.

Madison didn’t answer right away.

He turned his head toward her. “You okay?”

She hesitated. “I don’t know.”

Doug sat up slightly, concern flickering across his face. “Talk to me.”

Madison swallowed, eyes still fixed on the ceiling. “Are you mad at me?”

“What?”

Her voice cracked. “You didn’t touch me all night. You didn’t even come near me after.”

Doug sat up fully now, the sheet falling to his waist. “Maddie…”

“I need to know,” she said quickly, her voice gaining speed. “Because if it felt wrong to you—if you looked at me and saw something you didn’t want anymore—I need you to tell me now. I can’t—” Her throat tightened. “I can’t lie in this bed next to you if you're just pretending we're okay.”

Doug stared at her for a beat, like he was seeing her for the first time.

Then he reached for her—slow and sure—and gently pulled the sheet down from her chest.

Madison’s breath hitched.

“You think I don’t want you?” he said softly.

She didn’t answer.

Doug leaned in, his palm settling on her bare stomach. “I didn’t touch you last night because I couldn’t. If I had stood up from that chair, I would’ve torn those men out of you mid-thrust. Do you understand me?”

Madison’s lips parted. Her heart pounded in her chest.

Doug’s voice dropped to a rasp. “Watching you… split open like that… I’ve never wanted you more in my entire fucking life.”

Tears welled in her eyes. “Then why do I feel like I did something wrong?”

Doug climbed over her now, slow and heavy, caging her in beneath his body. “You didn’t do anything wrong,” he said. “You gave yourself to me. Completely. And I shared you because I wanted to see it. I wanted to know what it looked like when you lost control. When you gave in to everything.”

He brushed his lips across hers—barely a kiss, just breath and heat.

“You think I hate you?” he whispered. “I’m obsessed with you.”

A tear rolled down her cheek.

Doug kissed it away.

“You’re mine, Maddie. That doesn’t change. Not now. Not after this. Not ever.”

Her arms slid around his neck, pulling him closer.

Doug kissed her cheek, then her temple, then the corner of her mouth. His lips moved with reverence, not rush. Madison’s hands slid up his back, fingers splayed wide, like she was holding on just to be sure he was real.

He didn’t try to part her legs right away. He just laid his weight gently over her, warm and solid, the comforting pressure of his chest against hers pressing her deeper into the mattress. She needed that weight. She needed to be held down, not by force, but by something steady—something that told her she was safe and wanted.

Doug leaned in, his nose brushing the side of her face as he whispered, “You’re mine, Maddie. Every inch of you. Even when you give yourself to someone else, I’m the one you come back to.”

Her throat tightened, and her voice came out small. “What if one day I go too far?”

He pulled back enough to look into her eyes. His voice didn’t waver. “You can’t. Because I decide where the line is, and I haven’t found it yet.”

Madison blinked fast, but it was no use. Tears spilled anyway. Doug caught one with his thumb, then kissed her lips—deep this time. He tasted her slowly, tongue brushing hers, the kiss thick with heat and emotion. She kissed him back harder, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer like it hurt to let him go.

When he slid his hand down her side, past her hip, and between her thighs, she was already wet again.

Her breath caught in her throat as he touched her, his fingers slow and sure, circling her clit like he knew exactly how to unravel her. Because he did. No one in the world knew her like this. No one else knew how to read the way her breath hitched, the way her thighs tensed, the way her hips tilted up just a little when she wanted more.

“You gave them a show,” he murmured, dragging his fingers down to tease her entrance. “But this is mine. No one else gets this part. Not like I do.”

Madison nodded, breath shuddering. “It’s yours. All of it.”

He pressed two fingers into her, slow and deep, and her eyes fluttered closed. She moaned softly, hips rising to meet him, her body starting to respond the way it always did when he touched her like this—not just with lust, but with trust. With the ache of knowing she could fall apart completely, and he’d still be there, holding her together.

Doug watched her closely, jaw tight, eyes focused only on her. “Do you know what I saw last night?”

She tried to answer, but all that came out was a quiet gasp as his thumb brushed her clit again.

“I saw you in your purest form. Open. Brave. Fucking radiant,” he said, voice rough. “But what you didn’t see—what you didn’t feel—was what it did to me. Sitting there. Watching you take everything you wanted. It made me want to tear the fucking walls down.”

Madison’s body trembled under his hand, the tears still wet on her cheeks. “Then why didn’t you?”

“Because this—” he pulled his fingers from her and gripped her thighs, spreading her open beneath him, “—this is the part I wanted for myself.”

He reached down, his cock thick and ready, and guided himself to her entrance. He didn’t push in right away. Just pressed against her, holding there, letting her feel the weight of it, the heat of him, the promise of what was coming.

Madison looked up at him, her voice shaking. “Take me slow. Please.”

Doug leaned down, kissed her again—this time softer, deeper.

Then he pushed inside.

He moved slowly, deliberately, every inch a claiming. She arched into him, mouth falling open as he stretched her, filled her completely in one long, endless stroke.

When he bottomed out, their bodies flush, she gasped and buried her face in his neck.

Doug didn’t move for a long moment. He just held there, deep inside her, his hands cradling her head, his breath ragged against her skin.

“You feel like home,” he whispered.

Madison’s arms wrapped around his shoulders, pulling him in as tight as she could. “Don’t stop. Just… stay like this.”

“I’m not going anywhere,” he said, and started to move.

His hips rolled slow, dragging his cock out inch by inch, then sliding back in, deep and smooth. She clung to him, legs wrapped around his waist, body arching to meet each thrust. There was no urgency. No roughness. Just depth and heat and that low, aching sound she only made when he hit something that wasn’t just physical.

Doug gritted his teeth, trying to hold back, but her pussy was clenching around him like she never wanted to let him go.

“You’re mine,” he said again, voice breaking. “I don’t care who watches. I don’t care who touches. You always come back to me. Always.”

Madison moaned into his neck, her body trembling. “I need to come. I need it so bad.”

He shifted his angle, pulling back to slide a hand between them, rubbing her clit with slow, tight circles while he kept the rhythm steady and deep.

“You gonna come for me, baby?” he asked.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes. Please.”

Her orgasm built slow, thick, overwhelming. She came with a broken sob, tears sliding down her cheeks as her whole body locked up around him. Doug kept fucking her through it, hips grinding into her, kissing her face, her neck, her chest, whispering her name over and over like it was the only word he knew.

And when she finally collapsed beneath him, wrecked and sobbing quietly, he kissed her lips one last time, then let himself go.

He buried himself deep, groaning into her neck as he came, hot and thick, spilling everything he had inside her. His body shuddered as hers still twitched beneath him, the two of them tangled in sweat and sheets and everything they couldn’t say out loud.

When it was done, he stayed on top of her, holding his weight on his elbows, forehead resting against hers.

Madison opened her eyes, still wet. “Doug…”

“I know,” he said quietly. “I know.”

He pulled her close again, wrapping her fully in his arms.

And for the first time since last night, she finally let herself believe it.

They were okay.

They lay there for a long time, tangled in silence.

Doug had shifted onto his side, one arm under her neck, the other resting on her belly, fingers lazily drawing soft shapes into her skin. Madison’s leg was hooked over his hip, keeping him close, her cheek nestled against his chest, listening to the slow thump of his heart as it returned to normal.

She felt weightless.

The guilt wasn’t gone, not completely, but it had lost its grip on her throat. The fear that he might hate her, that he might see her differently, had been drowned in the way he held her. In the way he’d touched her like she was his everything.

And now, in the stillness, something else stirred.

A flicker at first. Then a spark. Then more.

Doug’s hand shifted, his fingertips trailing up between her breasts, over her throat, to her jaw. He tilted her face up to look at him. His eyes were dark but soft, lips parted like he wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words.

So he kissed her instead.

Slow at first. Then deeper.

Madison responded instantly. Her hand slid down his back, nails dragging lightly across his skin. There was no hesitation now. No fear. No weight pressing on her chest.

Just hunger.

She broke the kiss, gasping softly against his mouth. “Doug…”

He didn’t answer, just pulled her tighter.

She rolled on top of him, her legs straddling his waist, her pussy still dripping with his cum. She was flushed, her hair tangled, eyes shining. Her body was sore—but alive. Her heart was full—but aching for more.

Doug looked up at her, stunned by the sudden shift. “Maddie?”

She grinned, her hips starting to move again. “Don’t look so surprised.”

His hands gripped her thighs. “What’s gotten into you?”

“You did,” she whispered. “You reminded me who I am.”

She leaned down, licking the sweat off his collarbone. “You don’t just love me, Doug. You see me. Even the messy parts. Especially the messy parts. And that makes me want to give you everything.”

Doug’s cock stirred again beneath her, and she smiled as she felt it, grinding against him.

“I’m not scared anymore,” she whispered, rocking her hips. “You made me fearless.”

Doug groaned, reaching up to grab her ass as she pressed herself down, dragging her soaked folds across his length.

“You want more?” he asked, voice low, already breathless.

She leaned down, lips brushing his ear. “I want to own you the way you just owned me.”

Doug grinned against her neck, biting her softly. “Then ride me, baby. Show me what I set on fire.”

And Madison did.

This time, she moved with purpose.

Not to prove herself. Not to earn forgiveness. But because she wanted it. She rode him hard and deep, her nails digging into his chest, her moans raw and unfiltered. She kissed him like she needed him under her skin. Her eyes stayed open—watching him watch her—until they both came again, tangled and trembling.

When it was over, she collapsed against his chest, gasping, smiling, wrecked in a new way.

Doug held her tight, his hand in her hair.

“Still mine?” he asked.

She laughed, kissed his neck.

“Always,” she whispered. “But next time… I pick the men.”

Doug blinked.

Madison smiled wickedly against his throat.

The fire was back.


CHAPTER TWELVE




It was a Tuesday. Nothing special about it. Just work, errands, a grocery run. Doug was still in Zoom meetings by the time Madison got home, laptop open in the dining room, headphones on, mouthing something about projections and deliverables. She kissed the top of his head on the way past and didn’t even notice he wasn’t really paying attention.

But he noticed her.

The way she moved. The way she didn’t hover. She wasn’t waiting for his attention anymore—she carried her own energy now, like someone walking through the world with a secret.

Doug watched her over the rim of his coffee mug, a faint smirk on his lips.

That night, after dinner, they were curled on opposite ends of the couch. Doug had the game on. Madison had her phone out, scrolling.

“Anything good?” he asked casually, half-watching the screen.

Madison looked up, her expression unreadable at first. Then she smiled faintly and locked the phone. “Maybe.”

Doug raised an eyebrow. “You swiping?”

“Maybe,” she said again, then reached for the blanket and stretched her legs across his lap.

He stared down at her thighs for a second. She wasn’t wearing anything under the long sleep shirt. His cock stirred.

“You’re not asking me first this time?” he teased.

Her eyes flicked to his. “Do I need to?”

Doug went quiet.

That hit differently.

He didn’t hate it. Not at all. But he felt something shift inside him. Something like tension. Like being edged—but emotionally. This wasn’t about control anymore. Not just his. Not just hers. It was shared. A new balance forming.

Madison shifted slightly, pulling up a photo on her screen and turning it toward him.

“This is Cam,” she said.

Doug leaned in. The guy was… handsome. Boyish. Short beard, sandy hair, sharp eyes. He had that art-school-meets-crossfit look. Confident, but not overbearing. Normal, in a way that made him dangerous.

“He messaged you?”

“I messaged him.”

Doug blinked. “Oh.”

Madison's smile turned just a little crooked. “He works at the coffee place off 7th. I saw him a couple times. Started chatting. He’s local. Clean. Curious.”

“You already vetted him?”

She nodded.

Doug paused. “You want to meet him?”

“I already did.”

Doug’s brows lifted.

“This afternoon,” she said simply. “We had coffee. Talked for twenty minutes. I told him I was married. Told him what we do. He asked good questions. Didn’t get weird. Didn’t push. But he’s in.”

Doug let that settle in.

Madison—his sweet, quiet, nervous Maddie—had walked up to a man on her own. Told him about their open marriage. Invited him into their sex life. All without Doug saying a single word.

And she was so calm about it. Like this had always been part of her.

He felt his cock throb in his jeans.

“When?” he asked.

“Thursday night,” she said. “He’s coming here.”

Doug’s stomach tightened. “You’re bringing him to the house?”

She leaned in, kissed him softly. “You’ll be here too. I wouldn’t do this without you under the same roof.”

Doug searched her eyes, then exhaled.

“Where do you want me?” he asked.

“In the bedroom,” she whispered. “Waiting.”

He swallowed.

“Am I allowed to come out?”

She nodded. “Only when I call for you.”

Doug ran a hand over his jaw, trying not to groan.

“You like this?” she asked.

He didn’t speak for a moment. Then: “I might love it.”

Madison laughed softly, stood up, and stretched. Her shirt lifted just enough to tease him with bare skin, and she caught him staring.

“You’ll get your show,” she said. “But this one’s mine.”

And with that, she walked upstairs, hips swaying.

Doug sat back on the couch, heart pounding, half-hard and stunned.

His wife had just hunted.

Doug was pacing in the bedroom. Not nervously, exactly—but with the kind of energy he didn’t know where to put. The room was clean. Lit just right. The small accent chair near the window was turned to face the foot of the bed, the one spot in the room that gave him a full view. He’d set a glass of water on the nightstand, fluffed the pillows, checked the lighting three times. His shirt was already off, his jeans unbuttoned just enough to relieve the growing pressure below his waist.

This wasn’t like last time.

He didn’t set this up. He didn’t know the guy beyond a couple of pictures. He didn’t vet him, didn’t call, didn’t hear his voice or check his vibe. This wasn’t his plan.

This was Madison’s.

And somehow, that made it even hotter—and ten times more nerve-wracking.

He heard her laugh through the bathroom door, the sound light and warm, the kind she only made when she was excited and pretending not to be. She’d been in there for twenty minutes already, and every time he walked past the door, she told him to wait.

“Not yet,” she said ten minutes ago. “I want you to see all of it at once.”

Doug leaned against the wall, arms crossed, trying to manage the low throb in his cock. He couldn’t stop picturing her—picking out lingerie for another man, slipping into something sheer and black, maybe red, maybe nothing. Curling her hair. Spraying perfume behind her knees. Choosing earrings that made her feel beautiful. Not for someone else’s approval. Not even for Cam’s. But for the moment itself.

They’d talked about it three nights ago. Madison had brought it up while they were lying in bed, her head on his chest, their legs tangled in the sheets. She told him about the barista—Cam—how she’d flirted lightly, felt a spark, and gotten brave enough to start a conversation. Doug hadn’t just approved—he’d gotten hard the second she said she’d made the first move.

What got to him most wasn’t the idea of her fucking another man—it was the image of her standing confidently in front of him, choosing it.

But now, as the night was suddenly real, he felt the edge of something sharper. Not jealousy. Not fear. Something more primal. A need to be there, fully present, to watch the man touch what he loved most. Not to stop it. Not to test himself. But to witness it—moment by moment.

The bathroom door opened.

Doug straightened instinctively, breath catching in his throat.

Madison stepped out, her body framed in the doorway like she already knew how wrecked she was about to leave him. She wore a deep burgundy set—lace, high-cut, the bra sheer enough that her nipples pressed clearly through the fabric. A garter belt wrapped around her hips, attached to black stockings, and her heels clicked softly on the wood floor as she walked toward him.

She had curled her hair, soft waves cascading down one shoulder, and her makeup was subtle but done—eyes smoky, lips nude and glossy. Her perfume hit him as she passed, that warm, soft scent that never failed to turn his blood thick.

She paused in front of him and did a slow turn, looking over her shoulder.

“Well?” she asked.

Doug stepped in close, his hands sliding to her waist. “You’re going to ruin him.”

Madison smiled, breath brushing his jaw as she leaned up to kiss him. It wasn’t a light kiss—it was deep and slow, the kind that made him forget the plan for a second. He gripped her tighter, his cock hardening instantly, pressing against her thigh through his jeans.

“I picked this set just for you,” she murmured. “He’ll get to see it. You’re the one who’ll get to take it off.”

He rested his forehead against hers for a second, eyes closed. “God, Maddie. You have no idea what this does to me.”

She kissed him again. “You’ll be right there, baby. Beside me. Watching.”

He nodded, his voice husky. “And if I need to touch you?”

“Then you do.”

His jaw tightened. “And if I don’t want to share you halfway through?”

Her eyes darkened. “Then you take me back.”

She ran a hand slowly down his chest, over his stomach, stopping just above his jeans.

“You’re still in charge, Doug,” she said softly. “Even when I make the first move, I’m doing it because I know you want to see me lit up like this.”

He swallowed hard, nodding. “I fucking do.”

A soft chime echoed from downstairs.

They both froze.

She smiled. “He’s here.”

Doug’s cock throbbed. His pulse pounded.

Madison turned toward the stairs, grabbing her silk robe off the hook and slipping it on. She tied it loosely, just enough to cover her curves without hiding them. Then she turned back and looked at him, that quiet confidence burning just under the surface.

“Come with me,” she said.

Doug followed, bare-chested, heart hammering, cock already thick and aching. As they descended the stairs together, he couldn’t stop staring at her—the sway of her hips, the strength in her spine, the grace in the way she carried herself.

This wasn’t just his wife.

This was the woman he loved, on fire.

He was exactly how Doug remembered from the photo—mid-thirties, casual confidence, dressed in a soft black button-down and dark jeans, the kind of guy who didn’t try too hard because he didn’t need to. His jaw was trimmed, his hair slightly tousled, his smile easy but not cocky. He smelled faintly of cologne—subtle, not overpowering—and carried himself with the kind of self-awareness that immediately put people at ease.

But Doug wasn’t at ease.

He didn’t dislike him. Not yet. He just wasn’t used to standing next to a man who’d been invited to fuck his wife.

Cam's eyes landed on Madison first. They should’ve—she looked like sex on heels.

“Wow,” Cam said under his breath, looking her up and down, his smile shifting into something slower, more appreciative. “You’re even more beautiful in person.”

Madison smiled, the kind she reserved for when she knew she had someone’s full attention and didn’t mind keeping it. “Thanks for coming.”

Doug watched closely, his arms crossed, not smiling. He didn’t need to. His presence spoke loud enough.

Cam’s eyes flicked over to him, extending a hand. “You must be Doug.”

Doug shook it. Firm. Measured. He held Cam’s gaze a second longer than necessary before letting go. “You ready to treat her right?”

Cam nodded. “That’s the only reason I’m here.”

Doug studied him for another moment, then stepped aside.

“Come in. No shoes. No bullshit. No phones.”

Cam kicked off his shoes and set his phone in the entry dish, nodding again. “Understood.”

They moved into the living room, the lighting dimmed, just the soft golden glow from the floor lamp near the couch and a couple candles on the console table. The energy shifted immediately. Quieter. Heavier. Intimate without being staged.

Madison stood near the center of the room, arms loosely folded, robe still tied. She didn’t speak yet. She didn’t need to.

Cam looked at her with more than just interest. He looked like a man trying to read every detail before making a move.

Doug stepped toward the leather chair angled in the corner, the same one he used when they’d had guests before. He sat, slow and deliberate, legs slightly apart, one arm resting along the chair’s edge.

He wanted to be comfortable—but he also wanted Cam to remember who this woman belonged to.

Cam seemed to understand.

Madison finally spoke, her voice soft but clear. “You nervous?”

Cam smiled faintly. “A little. You?”

Madison stepped forward, closing the distance between them. “Not really.”

Doug’s cock stirred at the confidence in her voice. It wasn’t arrogance. It was grace. Experience. Trust. She wasn’t playing games—she was stepping into something they’d built together, and now she owned it just as much as he did.

Cam reached out slowly, brushing a strand of hair back from her face. “You’re stunning.”

Madison looked back at Doug for the first time since Cam had walked in.

Their eyes locked.

Doug gave her a small nod.

She turned back to Cam, untied the robe, and let it fall.

Underneath, the lingerie looked even more dangerous than it had upstairs. The light shimmered against the lace, the garters, the curve of her hip. Cam let out a low breath, eyes dragging over every inch of her.

Doug shifted in the chair, adjusting the growing tension in his jeans.

Cam stepped closer, raising one hand to her waist. “Can I touch you?”

Madison nodded once. “Yes. But slow.”

Cam obeyed. His hands moved to her hips, sliding around to her lower back, pulling her gently forward. He kissed her—carefully at first, testing.

Doug watched as Madison responded—mouth opening under Cam’s, her body softening slightly, her hands curling into his shirt. She moaned into the kiss, low and real, the kind of sound Doug had learned to listen for. That wasn’t performance. That was pleasure.

Cam kissed down her jaw, along her neck, hands smoothing over her thighs, fingertips grazing the tops of her stockings. His movements were slow, respectful, but he wasn’t afraid. He touched her like a man who knew she was there for this, and like a man who knew someone was watching.

Madison tilted her head back slightly, eyes fluttering closed. Her chest rose and fell as she inhaled sharply. Doug saw the exact second her body began to light up.

Cam whispered something into her ear—Doug couldn’t hear what—but it made her smile, and then she turned toward the chair.

“Doug.”

His eyes snapped up.

She didn’t ask for permission. She just held out her hand.

Doug stood.

Doug stepped forward, his bare chest rising and falling with slow, heavy breaths. The room felt warm now—closer, more electric. His eyes stayed on Madison’s as he approached, her hand still extended, palm up, waiting for him.

When he took it, she squeezed his fingers tightly, grounding herself in his presence. She didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to. The look in her eyes said it all—I want this, and I need you with me.

Doug stepped in behind her, his body close to hers without crowding. Madison turned slightly toward him, tipping her face up for a kiss. Doug gave it to her—deep, slow, tongue brushing hers, lips parted around each other like they hadn’t kissed in weeks.

Cam stood in front of them, his eyes watching every movement like he was studying a new language.

When Madison pulled back, her voice was low and breathless. “Touch me.”

Doug’s hand slid down her stomach, over the soft lace of her garter belt, fingertips brushing the bare skin above her thigh. He didn’t undress her. Not yet. He just let his hand rest there, heat to heat, skin to skin.

Cam took a step forward, close now, one hand moving to Madison’s hip. He leaned in and kissed her again—more confident this time. His hand rose to her breast, palming it through the lace, thumb brushing across her hardened nipple.

Doug felt her body tense and then melt between them.

He leaned down and whispered into her ear, his voice low. “How does he feel?”

Madison moaned softly, pressing her hips back against Doug’s body. “He knows what he’s doing.”

Doug’s cock throbbed behind the denim of his jeans, and he pulled her closer, his hips meeting her ass. “You’re going to let him undress you?”

She nodded.

Doug’s hand slid up her torso, resting just below the edge of her bra. “Then let him. But I’m staying right here.”

Cam looked at Doug once, a quick glance—not asking permission, just checking in. Doug gave him a slight nod.

Cam reached for the clasp at the front of Madison’s bra, unclipping it with a practiced flick. The lace fell away, revealing her breasts—soft and flushed, her nipples already hard.

Cam leaned down and took one between his lips, licking and sucking gently. Madison gasped, arching back into Doug, her head resting against his shoulder.

Doug couldn’t stop his hand from moving now. He cupped her breast with one hand while the other slid lower—past the garter belt, past the lace—fingers grazing her already soaked folds.

“You’re dripping,” he murmured into her ear.

She whimpered, her knees wobbling slightly. “I can’t help it.”

He pressed one finger into her slowly, dragging it out just as slowly. Her breath hitched, and she clung to him with one hand while the other reached forward, fingers tangling in Cam’s shirt.

Cam stood straight again, his eyes locked on hers as he kissed her deeply, their mouths crashing together in a slow, wet rhythm.

Doug kept touching her, teasing her clit in slow, lazy circles as she kissed the man she’d chosen. Her hips rocked back and forth between them—between Doug’s fingers and Cam’s lips and tongue. Her skin flushed, breath hitching with every touch.

Doug’s voice was a low growl in her ear. “You want more?”

Madison nodded against his chest. “Please.”

Doug’s hands moved to her hips, gripping her firmly as he looked over her shoulder at Cam.

“Take her to the bed,” Doug said. “But I stay close.”

Cam nodded once and guided Madison backward toward the bed. She sat on the edge, legs slightly spread, stockings hugging her thighs, lips parted as she breathed through the heat of her own desire. Doug sat beside her, one hand on her knee.

Cam knelt between her legs, his hands sliding up the insides of her thighs, his mouth hovering just above her.

Madison looked over at Doug, eyes wide, pupils blown, cheeks flushed.

“You okay?” he asked softly.

She nodded. “I want to feel his mouth.”

Doug leaned in, kissed her shoulder, and whispered, “Then let him taste you.”

Cam didn’t wait for more direction. He lowered his head, his tongue parting her folds, licking slow and deep, exploring her like he meant it. Madison cried out, her legs twitching, hips lifting off the bed. Her hand flew back, grabbing Doug’s thigh, fingers digging in.

Doug watched every movement—Cam’s mouth working against her, his tongue curling against her clit, his fingers slipping inside her. And Madison—the way her body writhed, the way she gasped and moaned and shook—looked more alive than ever.

He couldn’t take his eyes off her.

Her voice was high and broken now, her breath ragged. “Doug… I’m close…”

He grabbed her hand, laced his fingers through hers, and squeezed tight.

“Let go, baby,” he whispered. “I’m right here.”

She came hard, her body convulsing, back arching off the mattress. She cried out his name—his name—and her whole body trembled as Cam held her hips, keeping his mouth locked to her center until she couldn’t take anymore.

When she collapsed backward, gasping and wrecked, Doug leaned over her and kissed her—her forehead, her cheeks, her lips.

“I’ve got you,” he murmured.

Cam stood now, watching them both. He was hard—visibly—his cock straining against his jeans.

Doug met his eyes without flinching.

“She’s ready,” he said.

Madison looked up at both of them, her voice soft, lips swollen from kisses. “I want to feel him inside me.”

Doug kissed her once more, then pulled back just far enough to watch.

Madison sat upright on the bed, chest still heaving from her orgasm. Her legs were slightly parted, her stockings pulled halfway down her thighs, her body glistening with sweat. Cam stood in front of her now, slowly unbuttoning his shirt. He wasn’t cocky—he was focused. Careful. Like he understood this wasn’t about taking a woman, but stepping into something already sacred.

Doug sat behind her on the bed, one leg bent up, the other stretched along the mattress. His hand rested on her lower back, grounding her, claiming her silently.

Cam finished undressing. His cock was hard and thick, not overly large, but more than enough. Madison looked up at him, biting her lip, then glanced back at Doug for just a second.

Doug nodded. “You’re ready.”

She leaned back against him and whispered, “I want him inside me while you hold me.”

Doug’s chest tightened. “Then turn around.”

She crawled forward slowly, her knees sinking into the mattress, then lowered herself onto her hands. Her back arched perfectly, hips tilted up, legs spread wide.

Doug shifted behind her, sitting beside her now, running his fingers along her spine. “Breathe, baby.”

Cam moved between her legs, one hand on her hip, the other guiding himself to her entrance. He paused, head of his cock just brushing her, and looked to Doug again.

Doug nodded once, low and firm. “Go ahead.”

Cam pushed in.

Madison gasped loud, her body tensing, her hands clawing at the sheets. Doug reached for her face, brushing her hair back, his lips at her ear. “Take him slow. Let yourself feel it.”

Cam filled her inch by inch, groaning softly as her pussy clenched around him. She was soaked, hot, and tight, and when he bottomed out, he stayed there, just breathing for a second.

Doug watched her face, the flush in her cheeks, the way her mouth hung open, eyes fluttering closed.

“You good?” Doug asked.

Madison whimpered, nodding. “So full…”

Cam began to move, hips pulling back and then sliding back in with smooth, deliberate rhythm. The sound of it—skin against skin, wet and rhythmic—filled the room. Doug didn’t take his eyes off her. He watched her body open, watched the way her ass bounced with each thrust, watched Cam’s cock disappear inside her again and again.

Doug leaned in and kissed her shoulder, then whispered, “You’re perfect like this.”

She moaned, one hand reaching back for his thigh.

Cam moved faster now, his hand gripping her waist, thrusts growing deeper. Madison’s moans turned desperate, her body jerking forward with each snap of Cam’s hips. Doug held her hand tight, grounding her in the chaos.

Then she looked back at him—eyes wide, lips trembling.

“I’m close again,” she gasped.

Doug brushed her clit with his fingers. “Come for me, Maddie. I want to see it.”

Her whole body tensed, her breath hitching—then she shattered.

The orgasm tore through her, loud and raw, her pussy clenching tight around Cam’s cock as she cried out into the mattress. Cam cursed under his breath, hips stuttering, and Doug watched as he came inside her, groaning through clenched teeth as he filled her.

Madison collapsed forward onto the bed, her body trembling, cunt twitching, cum leaking out slowly between her thighs.

Cam pulled out, breathing hard, then stepped back respectfully, grabbing his clothes.

Doug didn’t say a word to him.

His focus was on her.

Madison was still shaking when Doug reached for her, pulled her up into his lap, and kissed her hard. His cock was already rock-hard, throbbing against her soaked thighs.

“You’re not done,” he said against her mouth. “Not until I’ve fucked you full again.”

She whimpered, straddling him, her knees weak, body overstimulated—but her eyes burned with hunger.

Doug pushed inside her in one smooth stroke, her pussy still soaked and stretched from Cam’s cock. She cried out, wrapping her arms around his neck as he fucked her slow but deep, reclaiming every inch of her.

“You’re mine,” he growled. “No matter who you fuck. You come home to me.”

“I’m yours,” she gasped, grinding down hard on him. “Only yours.”

Doug fucked her through it—deep, slow, relentless—until he came inside her, spilling everything into the mess Cam had left behind. Her pussy was overflowing, dripping down his thighs, and he didn’t care.

He held her there, buried deep, panting into her neck.

No one spoke for a long time.

Madison curled up against him, limp, sore, completely spent.

Doug brushed her hair back, his voice low and hoarse.

“You’re amazing,” he whispered. “And I’m never letting you go.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN




It was too hot for clothes, but Madison hadn’t planned on being seen.

She stepped outside in a loose tank top and soft cotton shorts—no bra, no makeup, hair in a messy bun. Just grabbing a few moments of evening air while Doug was upstairs, locked in another late Zoom call with his headset on and his “Do Not Disturb” voice activated.

She didn’t mean to see him.

But Drew was there.

Leaning into the open hood of his truck, one hand braced on the engine block, the other gripping a wrench with his bicep flexed and glistening. He was shirtless, tan skin slick with sweat, muscles hard and cut beneath a light layer of dirt and grease. His jeans were beat to hell—faded, sun-bleached, and worn down in all the places that made her stare.

His ass looked illegal in those jeans.

She barely had time to think before he straightened up and wiped his hands on a rag.

Then he spotted her.

That grin—lazy, crooked, knowing—spread across his face instantly. He gave her a slow up-and-down, and didn’t bother to hide it.

“Well shit,” Drew called across the lawn. “I thought it was just another hundred-degree Tuesday, but turns out it’s Christmas morning.”

Madison raised her brows, sipping the cold drink she’d brought out. “Is that how you greet all your neighbors?”

“Just the ones who come outside dressed like they’re trying to get fucked.”

She choked slightly on her sip, then laughed, wiping her mouth. “Wow. Straight to the point, huh?”

Drew didn’t move. He leaned against the truck with the kind of posture that let you know he was used to being looked at. “You don’t seem like the kind of woman who likes wasting time with small talk.”

She took another slow sip, then set the glass on the porch rail. “And what kind of woman is that?”

He smirked. “The kind who knows what she wants the second she sees it.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. “And what exactly do you think I’m looking at right now?”

He scratched his chest with the rag, dragging it slowly over his torso like he didn’t know what it did to her. “Well, unless you’ve got a secret thing for busted engines and sunburned mechanics, I’m guessing you’re not out here admiring my truck.”

Madison let out a soft, amused breath and leaned on the porch column, arching slightly. “Maybe I just wanted to see you sweat.”

“You keep talking to me like that, sweetheart,” he said, eyes narrowing slightly, “and you’re gonna get a whole lot more than sweat.”

She stared at him, the tension tightening low in her belly. “That a promise?”

“It’s a warning.”

He finally moved closer, crossing the small stretch of lawn like he had all the time in the world. He stopped at the foot of her steps, close enough now that she could smell him—leather, sweat, soap, engine grease. Raw male.

“I don’t think your husband would love me saying the things I’m thinking right now,” Drew said, voice lower now, heat laced through every syllable.

Madison tilted her head slightly. “Doug trusts me.”

Drew’s eyes flicked to her chest, the thin tank showing just enough outline to leave nothing to the imagination. “Then he must be a saint.”

She smiled, slow and dangerous. “He’s something.”

“And he lets you out here, dressed like that, mouth like that, looking at me like you want to swallow me whole?”

Her breath hitched, just slightly. She stepped down one step, bringing herself closer to his level. “I don’t recall touching you.”

Drew grinned, stepping up one stair to meet her halfway. His voice dropped again. “You don’t need to. The way you’re looking at me? Baby, that’s the same way women look right before they ask if anyone’s watching.”

She held her ground, not flinching, but her pulse was pounding.

“You don’t know me,” she said softly.

He chuckled. “No. But I’m real curious.”

She looked him up and down slowly. “You’re dirty.”

“And you like it.”

Madison’s eyes locked onto his. “Maybe.”

Drew licked his bottom lip, nodding slowly. “You say the word, and I’ll have you bent over that porch railing before your husband finishes his next sentence.”

Her legs trembled—not from fear, but from the sudden wet heat building fast between her thighs. She swallowed, stepped back up onto the porch, and leaned against the rail again.

“I think I’ll keep you wondering,” she said, her voice composed, teasing, laced with arousal she didn’t bother to hide.

Drew took one long, deliberate look at her body—top to bottom—then smiled again, this time deeper. “You can do that. But don’t take too long. Temptation’s got a short fuse, sweetheart.”

She watched him walk away—slow, deliberate, the flex of his ass in those jeans making her bite her lip.

She picked up her drink again with trembling fingers.

Jesus Christ.

The bedroom smelled like linen sheets and fading perfume. The window was cracked to let the evening air in, and the sound of a lawn mower a few houses down buzzed faintly in the background.

Doug was half-undressed—jeans unbuttoned, shirt off, still warm from the shower. He sat back on the bed, drink in hand, eyes on Madison as she slipped her hair up into a loose knot.

She was quiet.

Not tense. But… full.

He noticed the way she moved. The way her fingers fidgeted a little more than usual. The way she kept glancing at him like she was deciding how much of something to share.

Doug took a sip of his drink, set it down, and finally asked, “What happened today?”

Madison looked at him in the mirror for a long second.

Then turned.

Her voice was calm. Intentional. “I flirted with Drew.”

Doug blinked once, slowly. “Our neighbor.”

“Yeah.”

He didn’t respond at first.

Madison crossed the room and sat down beside him, close but not touching. “I didn’t plan it. He was working on his truck, shirt off, grease everywhere. You were upstairs on calls. I went out for air and… it just happened.”

Doug ran his hand down his jaw, slow and steady. “What does ‘flirted’ mean?”

She didn’t flinch. “It means he said I looked like I wanted to get fucked. It means I didn’t walk away.”

Doug exhaled hard through his nose.

Madison reached for his hand. “It wasn’t the same as before, Doug. This wasn’t arranged. This wasn’t safe. It was—raw. Real. That’s why I’m telling you.”

Doug looked at her now, jaw clenched, his voice lower. “And what did you say back?”

She held his gaze. “I told him I wasn’t touching him. That I wasn’t his. But I let him get close. I let him talk to me like he wanted to bend me over the porch.”

Doug stared at her like he was trying to decide whether to fuck her or yell. Maybe both.

“And you liked it,” he said flatly.

She nodded. “Yes.”

He stood up, pacing across the room, one hand dragging through his hair. He wasn’t angry. Not exactly. He was shaken.

“You know what the difference is between Drew and Cam?” he asked. “Cam left. I’m not going to see him in his fucking yard tomorrow watering plants.”

Madison stood too, slowly. “I know.”

“He waves to me,” Doug said, turning around. “He waves to us. He brings up our trash cans. He offers to help with the gutters. He’s not just some guy. He’s right fucking there.”

Madison stepped into his path. “And that’s exactly why I told you.”

Doug stared at her. His cock was half-hard already, even through the confusion. Even through the dread. That was the worst part.

“I don’t know if I can do this one,” he admitted.

Her voice softened. “I won’t if you say no.”

Doug looked down, jaw tight. “But you want to.”

She nodded. “He’s different. The way he looks at me… it’s not careful. He’s not impressed. He’s hungry. And it made me feel—alive. Dangerous.”

Doug clenched his fists, then let them go. “Jesus, Maddie…”

She stepped closer, her body brushing his. “I didn’t say yes to anything. I didn’t promise him a thing. I came inside and thought of you. I got wet as hell thinking about telling you.”

Doug closed his eyes, groaning.

“I imagined you watching from the porch,” she whispered, pressing her mouth to his ear. “Watching me lean over his truck, letting him slip his hand up the back of my shorts.”

Doug grabbed her by the hips, his breath ragged. “Stop.”

Her lips brushed his neck. “I imagined him pushing me up against the wall, and you sitting there watching, fisting your cock while he⁠—”

“I said stop,” Doug growled, spinning her around and pushing her against the bedroom wall. His cock was rock hard now, grinding into her ass through his jeans.

She gasped, laughing through her breath. “You’re mad.”

“I don’t know what I am,” he muttered. “But I’m going to fuck you like he never could.”

“Then do it.”

Doug yanked her shorts down, shoving his cock into her before she could catch her breath. She cried out, her hands bracing on the wall, her legs spreading wide to take him.

He didn’t fuck her gently. Not this time.

This wasn’t about reclaiming.

This was about staking territory.

Doug gripped her hips hard, slamming into her, their skin slapping loud, fast, rough. Her moans were desperate, messy, unrestrained.

“You want him to see this?” Doug growled into her ear. “You want him to hear the way you beg when your husband fucks you full?”

“Yes,” she gasped, eyes rolling back. “Fuck, Doug—yes.”

He pulled her hair, arching her neck, hips pounding harder now.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she cried. “No matter who I flirt with. Who I tease. I’m yours. Always.”

Doug groaned as he came inside her, spilling deep, holding her tight against him as her body convulsed.

She collapsed against the wall, shaking, wrecked.

He didn’t let her go right away.

And when he did, he pulled her back to the bed, onto his lap, holding her silently while her heartbeat slowed.

“I don’t know if I can handle this one,” he said again, softer now.

Madison kissed his shoulder. “Then I won’t do it. But I had to tell you.”

Doug kissed her hair.

Neither of them moved.

The bedroom was dark now, lit only by the lamp on Doug’s nightstand. Madison sat cross-legged at the center of the bed, wearing one of his shirts—soft and oversized, sleeves pushed up, the collar hanging loose over her shoulder. She looked small in the low light, knees pulled up, fingers fidgeting with the hem.

Doug was by the window, one arm braced against the sill, staring out into the dark yard. The streetlight flickered every few minutes, casting pale yellow flashes over the neighbor’s driveway.

Over Drew’s driveway.

Neither of them had spoken in a while. The silence had weight now. Not tension—something else. A quiet storm building under the surface.

Madison finally broke it.

“Doug.”

He didn’t turn.

“I need to ask you something,” she said.

His fingers curled against the wood of the windowsill. “I know what it is.”

She hesitated. Then, softly: “I want him.”

That was it. Simple. No seduction. No build-up. Just truth, laid bare.

Doug turned finally, leaning back against the wall, arms crossed. His face wasn’t angry. It was something harder to define—something deeper.

“You know what this means, Maddie,” he said. “This isn’t Cam. This isn’t a weekend stranger. This is a man who parks fifteen feet from our door.”

“I know.”

“He’ll see me out there. He’ll see you—with groceries, watering plants, wearing my T-shirt. And he’ll remember how you looked when he was inside you.”

Madison’s breath caught, but she didn’t look away. “I want him to.”

Doug closed his eyes for a second, like the weight of it pressed against something he hadn’t realized was already cracked.

Madison crawled toward the edge of the bed, until she was kneeling at the foot, right in front of him. Her voice dropped, trembling slightly. “I’ve never wanted anything this badly. Not since we started.”

Doug looked down at her, his jaw tight, his arms still crossed.

“I don’t just want to be fucked by him,” she whispered. “I want you to watch. I want to know you're seeing it happen—right here, in our room. On our bed. I want you to see me give him everything and still choose you.”

Doug’s eyes darkened. “You’re not scared?”

She nodded. “Terrified.”

He stepped toward her slowly, his bare feet silent on the floor. “Then why?”

“Because that fear… it’s not pushing me away from you.” She reached out, touched his leg gently. “It’s pulling me closer. The idea of you watching… knowing I’m yours while someone else tries to take me—it doesn’t weaken us, Doug. It lights us.”

He didn’t respond.

She looked up at him, voice breaking slightly. “I don’t want to cross a line you can’t live with. If this breaks something in you, I’ll walk away from it. No questions. No resentment.”

He studied her.

“You’re begging,” he said.

“I am,” she whispered. “Because I trust you to tell me if I’ve gone too far.”

Doug sat on the edge of the bed, close enough that her knees touched his thigh. He looked at her for a long time—really looked. Like he was searching for cracks, signals, anything that told him this was about more than sex. But all he saw was want. Honest, raw, human want.

And still—loyalty.

The kind that begged with both knees on the ground, but never left the marriage.

He reached up and cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing along the edge of her jaw. “You’re mine, Maddie.”

“I know.”

“I see you. And I feel everything. The heat. The jealousy. The fear.”

She nodded again.

“And it makes me want to pin you down,” he said, voice low, “and mark every inch of you so no man ever forgets whose you are.”

She closed her eyes at that, a soft breath escaping her lips.

“But you’re not mine because I cage you,” he added. “You’re mine because you come back.”

Her eyes opened. “I always do.”

Doug looked away for a second, then back at her. “You get one shot with him. One night. One encounter.”

Her breath hitched.

“And if it feels different—if I feel different afterward—we’re done with this.”

She nodded quickly. “That’s fair.”

“You’ll do it my way. On my timeline. No surprises.”

“Yes.”

Doug leaned in, kissed her forehead, then stood up again, his voice quieter now.

“I’ll tell him tomorrow.”

Madison sat there, hands clenched in her lap, body still trembling—not from fear anymore, but from the weight of permission. The pulse of anticipation she hadn’t let herself feel until just now.

Doug turned back once before flipping the light off.

“You better be ready for what you’re asking for,” he said.

She was.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN




The sky was overcast, heavy with heat, the kind of late summer haze that made the whole neighborhood feel like it was holding its breath. Madison stepped out with her drink in hand—iced coffee, mostly melted—and spotted him immediately.

Drew.

He was shirtless again—always shirtless—with those same beat-to-hell jeans, this time slung even lower on his hips. He was leaning against the tailgate of his truck, sipping a beer, idling through some lazy Saturday task that didn’t matter.

When he saw her, he grinned like he’d been waiting all morning.

“You keep coming out here like that,” he called, “and one of these days I’m not gonna be polite about it.”

Madison raised her eyebrows. “One of these days?”

He laughed, ran a hand through his dark hair, sweat beading along his collarbone. “You don’t look like a woman who wants polite.”

She walked to the edge of the porch, resting one hand on the railing. “You’d be right.”

He took a slow drink, watching her.

“Got a minute?” she asked.

“For you? I’ve got all day.”

She crossed the yard barefoot, each step deliberate, her legs bare beneath the loose hem of her summer dress. She didn’t stop until she was a few feet from him, close enough to see the way his eyes darkened the closer she got.

Drew straightened slightly. “You here to tease me again, sweetheart?”

“No.” She sipped her drink, then looked him dead in the eyes. “I’m here to make you an offer.”

He blinked once, the grin sliding halfway off his face. “Yeah?”

She nodded. “I want to fuck you.”

His jaw clenched slightly. “You always this direct?”

“Only when I know exactly what I want.”

Drew stepped closer, still giving her a respectful distance, but only barely. “You and your husband...?”

“He knows,” she said. “In fact—he watches.”

Drew paused. Then let out a slow, surprised breath. “Shit.”

“I’m not messing with you,” she said. “This isn’t some bored housewife sneaking around. This is us. Our thing.”

Drew tilted his head. “So let me get this straight. You’re married. You’re hot as sin. And your husband likes watching you with other men?”

“He sets it up sometimes. Watches me fuck them. Joins in after.”

Drew gave a low whistle, glancing toward the house. “I thought he was just quiet.”

“He is,” she said. “Until I’m screaming his name with someone else’s cock in me.”

Drew blinked again, shaking his head slowly. “Jesus fucking Christ.”

She smiled. “You interested?”

“Interested?” He looked her up and down slowly. “Baby, I’ve been hard since you waved at me two weeks ago.”

“Then say yes.”

He watched her closely. “You do this a lot?”

“Not as much as you’d think,” she said. “It has to be right. The man has to be right.”

“And you think I’m right?”

“I think you’re dangerous,” she said. “But that’s the whole point.”

He smirked, stepping a little closer now. “So what happens next?”

“You come over. One night. You don’t touch me until I say. Doug watches everything.”

Drew licked his bottom lip slowly. “And if I want to fuck you so hard your neighbors do find out?”

She smiled. “Then you better fuck me good enough to make it worth the fallout.”

They stood in silence for a moment, the tension coiling like wire between them.

Then Drew gave a low laugh, shaking his head again.

“You are not what I expected when I moved into this neighborhood.”

“And you’re exactly what I hoped for,” she said, backing up a step, already turning away.

“When?” he called after her.

She looked over her shoulder.

“Soon.”
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The bedroom glowed in soft gold from the corner lamp. Madison stood by the mirror, slowly smoothing lotion up her thighs, skin flushed, breath shallow. The black lace thong she wore barely covered anything. The matching bra pushed her breasts high, framing her chest in thin, delicate straps.

Doug sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, watching her with a look that bordered on hunger and warning.

“You sure you’re ready for this?” he asked, voice low.

Madison met his eyes in the mirror. “Yes.”

Doug leaned back slightly. “This is Drew, Maddie. Not a one-night fantasy. Not a stranger who disappears into the night.”

“I know.”

“He’ll look at you differently after this.”

She stepped toward him, standing between his knees. “So will you.”

Doug’s hands moved to her hips, thumbs stroking over the lace. “That’s what I’m afraid of.”

Madison bent down, kissing his mouth gently. “Don’t be.”

He grabbed her wrist before she could turn away. “He doesn’t get to keep any piece of you.”

Madison’s voice was soft. “He won’t.”

She walked to the dresser, picked up her perfume, spritzed her wrists and the curve of her neck. Then—without turning—she asked, “Where do you want to sit?”

Doug’s jaw flexed. “Over there. The chair.”

“Where you can see everything?”

He nodded.

Madison ran her fingers through her hair, fluffed it, then picked up her robe and slowly slipped it on.

There was a knock at the front door.

Neither of them spoke.

Madison turned to face him, eyes wide, lips slightly parted.

Doug stood up. “Go let him in.”

The first sound was skin. That wet, rhythmic slap of hips on flesh, filling the bedroom like thunder.

Drew was buried in her, hands locked around her hips, fucking Madison like he was trying to leave a mark. Her thighs were splayed wide open, her moans ragged, lips parted, body bouncing with every thrust.

Doug sat in the chair, shirt gone, chest tight, breathing like he’d just run five miles. His cock strained in his jeans, harder than it had ever been, and he hadn’t touched it once.

She looked at him—eyes wild, mouth open, one hand reaching.

“Doug,” she gasped. “He’s so deep—I can’t—fuck⁠—”

Doug moved slowly, deliberately, stripping as he walked—belt, jeans, everything gone in seconds. Drew didn’t stop. Madison didn’t ask him to.

Doug climbed onto the bed, kneeling beside her head, and leaned down.

“You want both of us,” he murmured, brushing hair from her face.

She nodded frantically, panting. “Yes. Please.”

Doug kissed her—deep and claiming—while Drew kept pounding her from behind, his sweat dripping onto her back.

Doug broke the kiss, shifting up on his knees, cock thick and swollen in his fist.

“Open your mouth for me.”

She obeyed instantly.

He slid into her mouth slowly, her lips wrapping around him as she moaned around his length. The vibrations ran through him, and he groaned, gripping her hair, guiding her head as Drew slammed into her below.

Between them, Madison was destroyed.

Used. Worshipped. Owned.

She gagged slightly, eyes rolling back, drool slipping down her chin, and Doug only groaned deeper, his control fraying fast.

“She’s a fucking dream,” Drew growled, digging his fingers into her hips. “She keeps squeezing me—like she’s trying to come again.”

“She can,” Doug said hoarsely, voice strained. “She will.”

He pulled out of her mouth and shifted behind her, reaching down to guide her up slightly. Drew adjusted too, never pulling out, just letting her rise onto all fours as Doug slid in behind her.

Not into her.

Into her mouth again.

She was held between them now, spit and sweat covering her, thighs trembling, body jolting from the intensity.

Every time Drew drove into her, Doug filled her mouth.

Every time Doug gripped her throat, Drew grunted and dug in deeper.

They were synced now—one rhythm, one hunger.

“Look at her,” Doug said, voice thick. “My filthy little wife. Taking both of us like it’s nothing.”

Madison moaned loud around his cock, tears streaking from the corners of her eyes, and she didn’t stop. She wanted all of it—every inch, every thrust, every filthy, primal second.

Drew leaned over her back, sweat-slick and panting. “She’s close again.”

Doug pulled out of her mouth. “Let her.”

Madison collapsed forward onto the mattress, face down, ass still high, and Drew gripped her tighter, pounding harder now—merciless, loud, slapping wet heat between them.

She cried out, body convulsing, screaming into the sheets as she came again—legs shaking, muscles seizing, mouth gasping open with no sound.

Doug knelt beside her, gripping her face, stroking her cheek as she shattered.

“She’s fucking perfect,” Drew growled, and then his rhythm broke.

He spilled inside her with a grunt, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, hips jerking.

Doug kissed her softly as Drew pulled out, gently helping her roll onto her back. Her thighs were slick, parted, trembling.

Doug spread her legs wider, lined himself up, and pushed inside without a word.

She whimpered.

“You okay?” he asked.

Her eyes rolled back. “God, yes.”

He took her slow at first, holding her, whispering to her. Then harder. Faster. Deep.

Drew sat nearby, watching, his hand stroking his own cock slowly again.

Doug thrust harder, whispering, “You’re mine, Maddie. No matter who fills you, no matter who fucks you, you’re mine.”

Doug came inside her with a long, low groan, his mouth on her neck, holding her like he never wanted to let go.

When it was over, they lay tangled—sweaty, spent, raw.

Doug on one side, Drew on the other.

And Madison, wrecked and glowing between them, exactly where she wanted to be.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN




The drive was just under three hours, but Madison couldn’t sit still for more than fifteen minutes at a time. She shifted in her seat, one bare thigh rubbing against the leather, her fingers tapping restlessly on her water bottle.

Doug watched her from the driver’s seat, sunglasses hiding his eyes, one hand on the wheel, the other resting on his thigh. She looked like a storm waiting to break—messy ponytail, oversized sweatshirt, legs bare and slicked with lotion.

“You’ve been fidgeting since we pulled out of the driveway,” he said, amused.

“I’m nervous,” she replied, glancing sideways at him. “And horny.”

Doug smirked. “That’s kind of the idea.”

She exhaled through her nose and looked out the window. “Tell me again.”

Doug glanced at her. “What part?”

“The room. The men. All of it.”

He adjusted in his seat slightly, his cock already thickening under his jeans from just the tone of her voice.

“We’re checked into the Blackridge Hotel,” he began, his voice low and deliberate. “Two nights. Suite on the twenty-fourth floor. King bed, soaking tub, living room area. Balcony with a view of the city.”

She smiled faintly. “Classy.”

“I already handled the details,” he continued. “Room service, champagne, extra towels. You won’t have to lift a finger.”

Madison licked her lips. “And the men?”

Doug’s cock twitched again.

“Tonight—three of them,” he said. “All clean, tested, discreet. No strings. No surprises. Just dick.”

She burst out laughing, then looked at him with wide, glowing eyes. “You’re really doing this for me.”

“I’m doing this for us,” he corrected.

Madison shifted again, this time pulling her sweatshirt off entirely and tossing it into the backseat. She wore a soft, fitted tank underneath, no bra, nipples clearly visible through the thin material.

Doug groaned softly. “You’re going to make me pull over.”

“Then pull over,” she teased, leaning closer, whispering, “You set it up. I’m dripping just thinking about it.”

Doug tightened his grip on the wheel.

“Tonight,” he said, his voice almost hoarse, “you’ll walk into that room wearing that sheer black teddy you packed. I’ll answer the door. You’ll greet each man one at a time.”

Her thighs clenched.

“Tomorrow night?” Doug went on. “Two more. More intense. Maybe one younger. Maybe one rougher.”

Madison moaned softly. “You’re making me crazy.”

Doug grinned. “That’s the idea.”

The hotel lobby smelled like cedarwood and money.

Tall ceilings. Gold-trimmed elevators. Soft music humming from invisible speakers. Doug checked them in without flinching, his arm around Madison’s waist, her heels clicking on the marble floors as they walked.

When the elevator doors closed, she turned to him.

“Do they know I’m married?”

Doug nodded. “Of course, that was one of the most important details.”

“And that you’ll be there the whole time?”

“I’ll be watching everything,” he said. “And joining when I want to.”

She looked up at him, voice barely above a whisper. “You’re going to watch them fuck me tonight.”

“Yes,” Doug said.

Madison shivered. “And what if I like it too much?”

Doug leaned in, kissed the corner of her mouth. “That’s what I want.”

The suite was perfect. High windows. White sheets. Long velvet couch. Champagne chilling in a silver bucket on the side table.

Doug set their bag down and walked straight to the window, pulling the sheer curtain aside to reveal the city glowing below. Madison walked the perimeter of the room slowly, taking it all in—every inch. Every corner. Every surface.

She stood in front of the bed and turned to him.

“This is really happening.”

Doug nodded. “First one arrives in two hours.”

Madison bit her lip, walked to the suitcase, and unzipped it.

She pulled out the black lace teddy—sheer, high-cut, with slits up the sides and cups that barely covered her nipples.

Doug sat on the edge of the bed, watching her like prey.

She held it up to her body. “Think they’ll like it?”

Doug’s voice was quiet. “They won’t last five minutes.”

She smiled. “Then I’ll take my time.”

The first knock came at exactly 7:02 p.m.

Madison was already on the bed.

Naked.

Doug answered the door shirtless, jeans unbuttoned, the buzz of anticipation vibrating in his chest. He opened it and stepped aside without a word.

The first man walked in—tall, broad, dark stubble on his jaw, eyes locked immediately on her spread across the bed. He didn’t say a single thing. Just looked.

Doug shut the door.

Madison smiled at the stranger and crooked a finger at him.

He didn’t waste time. “James,’ he nodded, quick and polite.

“Madison,” she smiled, running her hand up her leg.

His shirt hit the floor. Then his pants. He was already half hard when he stepped between her legs and gripped her thighs.

Doug leaned against the wall and watched as the man dropped to his knees and buried his face in Madison’s pussy, holding her wide open and feasting on her like he hadn’t eaten in days.

She gasped loudly, fingers in his hair, grinding against his mouth like she needed it too badly to be polite.

Another knock.

Doug opened the door again—this time to a slightly younger guy. Athletic build with short hair, very handsome.

“Damn, hope I’m not late,” he joked with Doug. His hands already unbuckling his jeans as he stepped inside and saw Madison being eaten alive.

Just kicked his shoes off, stripped down, and walked to the bed like he belonged there.

By now, Madison was moaning loudly, hips twitching, one leg slung over the first man’s shoulder.

He climbed up beside her, cock hard and ready, and offered it to her like he’d done this a hundred times.

Madison took him into her mouth without hesitation, sucking hard, gagging slightly, spit leaking down her chin. She didn’t care about introductions, she wanted their cocks and names weren’t important. Doug knew who they were, het set it up, and she trusted him. That was all that mattered.

Doug groaned quietly, palming his own cock through his jeans, unable to tear his eyes away.

The room was already hot. Bodies everywhere. Grunts. Slaps. Wet sucking sounds, and dirty talk filled the void.

The third knock came only ten minutes later.

Doug answered it again.

This one was older—maybe forty-five. Salt-and-pepper beard. Thick. Broad-chested. Tattoo on his forearm. Something in his eyes said he didn’t play games.

He stepped in, saw the scene, and immediately stripped down, his cock already half hard as he walked straight to the bed. “She’s fucking hot,” he said to Doug.

They nodded at each other as Doug watched him seductively approach the bed.

He didn’t wait his turn.

He grabbed Madison’s hips and flipped her onto her stomach in one brutal motion.

The man between her legs moved aside without complaint.

He lined himself up behind her, gripped her ass with both hands, and slammed into her in one savage thrust. “So fucking tight,” he said, squeezing her ass cheeks.

Madison screamed into the mattress.

Doug’s knees nearly buckled.

The man fucking her didn’t ease up. He set a punishing rhythm, deep and fast, her ass slapping against his hips. Her body jolted with every stroke. The guy at her mouth hadn’t even pulled out—she was moaning around his cock while being pounded from behind.

Doug moved closer to her, one hand on her head, stroking her hair, whispering:

“You love this, don’t you, Maddie? All these cocks. All this filth.”

She moaned wildly in response, unable to speak, her whole body vibrating from the overstimulation.

The first man was now sucking on her nipples, pinching and biting lightly, while the others took turns destroying her.

Doug leaned closer and whispered into her ear.

“You look so fucking used, baby. You’re soaked. They’re ruining you.”

She sobbed against his palm, trying to nod.

And Doug smiled.

Because this was exactly what they wanted.

By the time the older man—thicker, more commanding than the others—dragged Madison onto her knees and pulled her back against his chest, she was slick, flushed, and shaking, the entire bed damp with sweat and spit and everything else that had already poured out of her.

Doug moved to the corner of the room, one hand wrapped tightly around his cock, the other casually holding his phone at chest level—not obvious, not hidden. The camera was angled down, focused entirely on the mess of limbs, cocks, mouths, and her.

It wasn’t for anyone else.

This video would never leave his phone.

But he needed to capture it. To remember her like this—eyes glazed, body used, skin marked by the grip of other men, breath catching between moans as three strangers took his wife apart in every way she asked them to.

The younger one was flat on his back, his cock slick with spit and precum. Madison straddled him now, grinding against him, her thighs shaking. He gripped her hips, thrusting up into her, eyes locked on her bouncing tits.

The first man, James, was behind her again, kneeling on the bed, mouth hot on her neck, hands massaging her breasts while the older man watched with something close to admiration.

“She’s a fucking machine,” the younger guy groaned, watching her ride him.

The last guy stood beside the bed now, one hand slowly stroking his cock while the other traced the sweat on Madison’s lower back. When she turned her face up to him, dazed and flushed, he held her chin.

“Open your mouth, sweetheart.”

She did without question, eyes fluttering shut as he fed it to her. Not gentle. Not cruel. Just full. She gagged a little, blinked up at him, then started to suck with slow, wet strokes.

Doug zoomed in a little on his phone, angling it so he could see all of her—cock in her mouth, cock inside her, hands on her everywhere. Her body was trembling now, the overstimulation catching up to her, but she didn’t ask them to stop.

She wanted more.

“Look at you,” Doug finally said, stepping closer now, kneeling at the edge of the bed beside her. “You’re fucking soaked.”

He reached out and dragged his fingers down her inner thigh. They came away shining.

“You love this. Don’t lie.”

Madison moaned around the cock in her mouth, unable to answer, but her body screamed the truth. She gripped the younger man’s chest harder, rode him deeper, her hips slapping down onto him again and again.

The man behind her moved up, spit into his hand, and started stroking himself against her ass, teasing her. She flinched—shocked, then curious. But before she could object, Doug reached over and pressed a hand on her lower back.

“No,” he said gently but firmly. “She doesn’t go there. Ever.”

The man nodded once and moved his hand to her hip instead, focusing on rubbing his cock along her soaked folds as she bounced on the other.

It was chaos now—grunts, flesh slapping flesh, her mouth stretched wide around one cock while another slipped between her breasts, another buried deep inside her pussy.

Doug reached for her face again, brushing the hair off her cheeks, kissing her temple even while another man pumped into her mouth.

“You’re mine,” he whispered, loud enough for all of them to hear. “They get your body. I get you.”

Madison choked out a moan, clenching hard around the man below her.

She came again. Hard. Her whole body arched, her mouth pulled off the cock at her lips as she screamed, every muscle locking tight as she soaked the man beneath her.

“Holy fuck,” he breathed, his face wrecked with pleasure. “She’s—Jesus.”

Doug moved quickly then, grabbing her hips as she collapsed forward. He shoved the younger guy aside, laid Madison down on her back, and climbed on top of her. His cock was hard, throbbing, untouched.

He didn’t ask. He just filled her.

The other men stepped back, watching now—hands on their cocks, stroking slowly as Doug fucked her deep, slow, hard.

He fucked her so deep she shook.

So hard the headboard cracked the wall behind them.

So full she gasped with every thrust.

And as he came—loud, low, guttural—he grabbed her jaw, kissed her like no one else existed, and let it all go inside her.

When it was over, the room was silent for a moment.

Just the sound of breathing. Bodies twitching. Her thighs still shaking.

Doug reached for his phone and clicked the recording off.

It was all there.

Every second of it.


EPILOGUE




The camera flash lit the room in a soft, pink glow as Madison pulled the strap of her thong aside and held it there, her eyes half-lidded, tongue pressed to her top lip. Drew stood behind her on the bed, naked, hard, his hand tangled in her hair.

Doug’s phone buzzed halfway across the state.

He was in a hotel again — this time for work, not play — and the moment the image appeared on his screen, his cock stirred under the sheets like it had been waiting all day for it.

Maddie: Thinking about you.

A second photo came in seconds later. Madison on her hands and knees, Drew behind her, her mouth open, drool glistening on her chin. Her eyes were wild. Her makeup was half gone. She looked perfect.

Maddie: Don’t worry, baby. He’s just keeping me warm till you’re home.

Doug groaned softly and slid his hand beneath the waistband of his boxers. His reply was short:

Doug: Send a video next.

Back at the house, Madison looked at Drew and smirked. “He wants motion.”

Drew chuckled, running his hands down her sides. “He’s lucky I’m not selfish.”

“Damn right,” she said, adjusting the camera angle.

Drew grabbed her hips again and slid back inside her, slow and deep, and Madison hit record with a wicked grin.

This was the new normal.

Not every night. Not every weekend. Just enough to make life exciting. Just enough to keep her glowing.

And Doug?

He wouldn’t trade it for anything.
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