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Jason sat on the edge of the bed, his hands clasped between his knees. The room felt too quiet. Too still.

Lexie stood a few feet away, in the same oversized T-shirt she’d worn the night before. Her cheeks were pale and blotchy from crying, her eyes rimmed red. She looked smaller today—fragile, as if she'd been peeled open and left raw.

He could still see her from the night before: bare thighs flushed, her voice trembling as she asked him to whip her. She’d wanted it. She needed it. And now he knew why.

“I’m ready,” she whispered.

Jason didn’t look up. “Then sit. Tell me everything.”

She hesitated. “Everything?”

His voice was quiet but hard. “Yes. When did it start? How? Where? All of it.”

She came to sit beside him slowly, folding her legs beneath her like a girl preparing to pray. Her body leaned slightly toward his, her hand reaching out. Jason didn’t move. He didn’t take her hand.

A silence stretched between them.

Lexie drew a breath. “It started at the gallery.”

Jason blinked. “The one where we met? The place where you offered your mouth to be facefucked by him?”

She nodded slowly. “I went back to help on Saturdays. Just volunteering but you already know that part. It felt nice to be somewhere that reminded me of... when things were new. Before life became routine.”

Jason’s chest tightened. He remembered those days. Her standing by the glass sculptures. Her laugh echoed between the walls. He’d fallen hard for her in that space.

She swallowed. “Mateo came in about three months ago. I thought it was a coincidence at first because he is our neighbor and we never really talked before. He said he was just looking around. Asked questions. Said he didn’t know I worked there.”

Jason said nothing.

“But then he came back the next week. And again the week after that. Always on Saturdays. Always during my shifts. I... I should’ve seen what he was doing. But I liked the attention.” Her voice cracked. “I was stupid.”

Jason felt his hands curling into fists.

Lexie’s fingers trembled in her lap. “The fourth time he came, he was different. Bolder. He stood close. Told me I looked good. That my husband must be a lucky man.”

Jason’s voice was hoarse. “What did you say?”

“I laughed it off. I told him I was married, obviously. That you were wonderful. But he... he just smiled and said something like, ‘Yeah, but is wonderful the same as satisfied?”

Jason flinched. He looked away.

“He said I was sexy. That my mouth looked made for sin. That my eyes were begging for something more. I told him he was being inappropriate but he didn’t stop. I—I didn’t stop him either.”

Jason’s heart was pounding so loudly he could barely hear her.

“He said, ‘When’s the last time he made you come hard enough to cry, Lexie? Be honest.’”

Jason felt sick.

Lexie’s voice dropped to a whisper. “Then he kissed me. Right there, behind the tall display. He didn’t even ask. Just pressed his mouth to mine.”

Jason glanced at her sharply. “And you let him?”

“I pulled back. At first,” she said, her voice shaking. “But he didn’t give up. He put his hand on my hip. Said, ‘If he can’t keep you satisfied, someone else will.’ And then...”

Jason’s breath caught. “Then what?”

She looked down. “He slipped his hand under my skirt and... fingered me.”

Jason stood up abruptly, walking to the window with a sharp exhale. He pressed both palms to the glass, his jaw clenched tight. Behind the gallery. In the place we met. The place I fell for her.

“How far?” he asked without turning.

“One finger,” she said softly. “Then two. He whispered in my ear the whole time. Told me I was soaking wet. That I was practically begging for it. And I was. I—I came on his fingers in less than two minutes. I’m sorry.”

Jason closed his eyes.

His cock was hard. Again.

Shame burned down his neck.

He walked slowly back to the bed, sat down. Lexie’s eyes were full of tears. “Please say something.”

“I’m listening,” he said, his voice tight.

Lexie nodded. “The next week... he waited for me after my shift. Said he wanted to talk. I followed him to the parking lot. I didn’t plan for anything to happen, but the way he looked at me—Jason, it was like he owned me already.”

Jason glanced away, blinking hard.

“We ended up in the backseat of his car,” she whispered. “He kissed me. Told me I was made to be taken by a real man. That he’d show me what it meant to be fucked.”

Jason’s stomach flipped. His cock throbbed.

Lexie’s voice wavered. “He didn’t even take his time. He shoved my panties aside, pulled my skirt up, and fucked me like... like he didn’t care if anyone saw. He fucked me so roughly, like an animal.”

Jason let out a shaky breath, shifting uncomfortably. He reached for the small pillow on the bed and placed it over his lap, hiding the erection that pulsed painfully against his jeans.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I tried to stop. I thought about you the whole time. But I couldn’t. My body—my body betrayed me.”

Jason looked at her now, eyes burning. “So you let him come inside you. In his car.”

Lexie’s breath hitched. “Yes.”

“Did you think about me afterward?”

She started crying. “I felt sick. I went home, I scrubbed myself in the shower, but it didn’t erase it.”

He leaned forward, his voice low. “How long after that did he fuck you in our house? Because I am sure he fucked you here Lexie.”

She hesitated.

“Answer me, Lexie.”

“Three days later.”

Jason’s throat tightened. “So you brought him into our bed. Into my home.”

“I didn’t mean for it to become a pattern. But I couldn’t stop. I hated myself after each time, but I’d get wet just thinking about him. He made me feel like I was... like I was someone else.”

Jason’s eyes narrowed. “Someone else?”

She shook her head fast. “I didn’t mean that. I mean—it was like a different part of me took over. The part that wanted to be used. Punished. I’d never told you, but my first boyfriend, back when I was twenty... he was rough. He used to tie me down and whip me between the thighs when I misbehaved. I told myself I hated it, but I came so hard every time. I never told you because I was afraid you’d think I was broken.”

Jason’s hands trembled slightly. His mind raced—so that’s why she’d offered him the belt. That’s why she’d begged to be punished. Because that part of her had always been there.

“You should’ve told me,” he said quietly.

“I wanted to. But you were always so gentle with me. So respectful. I didn’t want to lose that. You’re everything he wasn’t. I didn’t want to lose your respect”

Jason’s voice cracked. “But you still gave your body to someone like him.”

“I know.” She sobbed now, eyes glistening with tears. “I’m sorry. I was selfish and reckless. But it’s over now. I swear it is over. Please...”

Jason didn’t respond.

He couldn’t.

His cock still ached. He hated himself for it.

The images in his head—her pressed against Mateo’s car window, moaning into his mouth. Her bent over their bed, begging for it. Her on her knees behind the gallery.

Lexie reached for him. “I’ll let you whip me again. Harder this time. I’ll take anything.”

He looked at her, his voice cold. “This isn’t about punishment anymore. This is about the truth.”

“I’m telling you the truth,” she whispered. “All of it.”

“Then keep going,” he said flatly. “Don’t leave out a single fucking thing.”

His voice was barely audible. “Did you let him tie you up? Just like I did?”

Her face crumpled. “Jason—”

“I need to know,” he said, his voice shaking. “Did you ask him to? Or did he offer?”

Lexie looked like she was going to cry again. “We were in bed. I’d told him you were getting rougher with me lately. That it was a good thing. That I liked.”

Jason blinked and his stomach twisted again.

“He said he could do it better. That he’d make me scream.”

Jason swallowed. “Did he?”

Lexie didn’t answer right away. Then: “He tied my hands to the headboard
































[image: ]























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
HE TOOK MY WIFE
WHILE I WATCHED
Book 4 "%
\ 4
W

‘;-‘\.sv

RE X

JADE LAREAU





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





