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        My newsletter is where I drop sales, freebies, release news, and the occasional sinful surprise. Sign up if you don’t want to miss what’s coming next.

        [image: face blowing a kiss]

      

        

      
        https://geni.us/elsiemaddennewsletter

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Dane is staring at my tits again.

      I catch it in the hallway mirror as I'm adjusting my top, the bathroom door still open behind me, the sounds of our dinner party drifting warm and loose from the living room. He's standing by the bookshelf pretending to look at the spines, but his eyes are on me. On the neckline of the black wrap top I chose tonight because it gaps when I lean forward. I've leaned forward a lot tonight.

      I hold his gaze in the mirror for one beat too long. His jaw tightens. He looks away first.

      My husband is in the kitchen doorway when I step out, and the expression on his face tells me he saw the whole thing. Not jealousy. Never jealousy with Drew. It's that look, the one he gets when the lights are off and his mouth is against my ear and he's whispering things that make me dig my nails into the sheets. The half-lidded, dark-eyed look that means he's been thinking about it all night.

      "Dane can't keep his eyes off you," he says, low enough that the conversation in the living room covers it. His hand finds the small of my back, fingers spreading warm through the thin fabric.

      "I know."

      "Cole either." He leans closer. "He watched you bend over the counter for the cheese board like he was trying to memorize it."

      I roll my eyes, but my stomach does something that isn't annoyance. Something that feels more like the slow drop of a roller coaster cresting the first hill. "You're projecting."

      "I'm observing." His thumb traces a circle on my spine. "You wore that top on purpose."

      I don't answer, which is an answer, and Drew knows it. He kisses my temple, lets his lips linger a beat longer than a party kiss warrants, and walks back to the living room with two fresh beers. I stand in the hallway for a moment longer than I need to, my back against the wall, feeling the warmth of his hand after it's gone. In the living room, I hear Dane laugh at something Drew says, and the sound of it, familiar, easy, the laugh of a man who has no idea what's about to happen to his night, makes something hot and reckless bloom beneath my ribs.

      Here's what the reader needs to know: my husband has been asking me to do this for four months.

      Not asking. That's too clean a word for what happens in our bed at 1 a.m. when Drew's voice goes low and rough and his hand is between my thighs and he's telling me, not asking, what he wants. He wants Dane and Cole to have me. He wants to watch his two best friends fuck his wife while he sits in the room and sees every second of it. He's been painting the picture in explicit, specific detail, night after night after night, and every night I come so hard my vision whites out and then I say no.

      I've been saying no because I'm supposed to. Because wanting your husband's friends to take turns with you while he watches from the armchair isn't something a wife says yes to. Because these are men who come to our Fourth of July party, who know where we keep the spare key, who've seen me in my ratty bathrobe fetching the paper on Saturday mornings. If this goes wrong, we don't lose a fantasy. We lose Dane and Cole. We lose poker nights and lake weekends and fifteen years of friendship.

      But every time I say no, my body says something else. Every time Drew whispers about Dane's hands on my hips, about Cole's mouth between my legs, I come harder than the time before and the no gets quieter and the space between no and yes shrinks until it's barely a membrane. Until it's tonight, and I wore this top, and I leaned forward when Dane was looking, and I'm watching the last few guests gather their jackets and call their Ubers and I'm aware of my own pulse in a way that has nothing to do with the Pinot Noir.

      The apartment empties in stages. Coats on, hugs at the door, thank-yous trailing down the hallway. I load glasses into the dishwasher and listen to the voices thin out until only two remain. Dane's low laugh. Cole saying something about the Sixers that I can't quite catch.

      They always stay last. Every dinner party, every game night, every casual get-together at our place. Everyone else filters out and Dane and Cole settle deeper into the couch for one more drink, one more hour, like our living room is the place they'd rather be. Drew pours them another round without asking. It's ritual.

      Tonight the ritual feels different. Tonight the air has a texture to it, something humming just below what I can hear, and when Drew walks into the kitchen where I'm rinsing the last of the wineglasses, his eyes find mine and the question is there. Written in the angle of his jaw. In the way he doesn't say anything at all.

      He's asking me. Without a single word, he's asking if tonight is the night.

      I set the glass down on the counter. My hands are steady, which surprises me. My heartbeat is not.

      I nod.

      Drew's expression shifts. Not surprise, because he's been hoping for this. Something deeper. Something raw and grateful and hungry that makes my thighs press together and my breath catch. He crosses the kitchen in two steps and takes my hand and pulls me through the door to the laundry room, the only room in the apartment where Dane and Cole can't hear us.

      The door clicks shut and the sounds of the party disappear, muffled behind drywall and the hum of the dryer I forgot to turn off this morning. The small room smells like fabric softener and clean cotton, and the domesticity of it, the absurd normalcy of the setting, makes what's about to happen feel more transgressive. This is where I fold Drew's boxers and match our socks. This is where I'm about to let my husband make me come while his two best friends sit in the next room wondering if we're arguing.

      He pins me against the washing machine, both hands on my hips, his forehead against mine. His breathing is controlled but his pupils are blown and I can feel him hard against my thigh through his jeans.

      "You're sure."

      "I'm sure."

      His mouth finds my neck. His right hand slides down my stomach, under the waistband of my skirt, past my underwear, and his fingers find what's been building all night. I'm soaked. The fabric is clinging to me, useless, and when his fingers slide through the wet his whole body stiffens against mine.

      "Jesus, Meg." His voice is wrecked, quiet, reverent. "You want this."

      "I want this." My hips push into his hand. He presses two fingers against my clit and the pressure makes my knees buckle.

      He strokes me, slow and deliberate, his mouth against my ear, his other hand flat on the wall beside my head, boxing me in. "You know what's going to happen when we walk back out there. Dane's going to put his hands on you. Those big hands that you watch when he's shuffling the deck at poker night. Cole too. They've been thinking about it all evening. Every time you leaned over that counter, every time you crossed your legs on the couch, they were imagining what you taste like."

      I grip the edge of the washing machine. My hips rock against his hand, chasing the friction, and he gives it to me in slow circles that make my thighs tremble.

      "Dane's going to fuck you, Meg. On our bed. And Cole's going to fuck you. And I'm going to sit in that room and watch every single thing they do to you." His fingers slide inside me, two at once, curling, and his thumb presses my clit and I bite my lip so hard I taste copper. "I'm going to watch my best friends spread your legs and take what's mine. And then, when they're finished, when you're still shaking from them, I'm going to take you back."

      I come fast and sharp, biting down on the collar of his shirt to keep quiet, my legs shaking, the washing machine rattling under my grip, Dane and Cole thirty feet away on the other side of the wall wondering what's taking us so long. Drew holds me through it, his fingers slowing but not stopping, coaxing out the last tremors until I sag against him, breathing hard, my forehead against his collarbone.

      When my vision clears, he's watching me. That look again. Proud, aroused, certain. The look of a man who knows exactly what he wants and just got permission to have it.

      I fix my skirt. Smooth
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