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Chapter 1


My phone buzzes against the kitchen counter, the screen lighting up with another email from my boss. I should answer it. I should care. But all I can focus on is the spreadsheet on my laptop, the numbers blurring as my mind drifts to the ache between my thighs, the phantom sensation of Jax's fingers digging into my hips the last time, the way his voice rumbled in my ear calling me his toy while Mark watched from the doorway.

I press my thighs together, trying to concentrate on the work in front of me. The numbers blur. My mind drifts back to the garage, to Jax's workbench, to the way he bent me over those property maps and claimed me while my husband stood there stroking himself.

The garage was weeks ago now. Weeks since everything changed.

The back door creaks open without warning. My pulse spikes instantly, my nipples hardening beneath my thin tank top. I know that sound—the confident way he doesn't bother knocking anymore, the way he steps into our home and pulls the door shut behind him.

Because in a way, he does.

"Working hard, Lola?" Jax's voice cuts through the kitchen, dark and amused. He leans against the doorframe, his muscular arms crossed over his chest. The afternoon sun catches the wolf tattoo on his bicep, making it seem to snarl at me. He's wearing a tight black t-shirt that clings to every ridge of muscle, and his blue eyes rake over me with undisguised hunger.

My breath hitches. "I'm trying to."

"Trying." He pushes off the doorframe and stalks toward me, each step deliberate. "That's your problem, isn't it? Always trying. Never quite succeeding."

Heat floods my face, but my body betrays me. My thighs press together harder, seeking friction. He's right. I've been distracted for weeks now. Missing deadlines, zoning out during calls, my mind constantly wandering back to him. To what he does to me.

"Where's your husband?" Jax stops behind my chair, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from his body.

"Upstairs. Conference call." My voice comes out breathier than I intended.

"Of course he is." Jax's hand settles on my shoulder, his thumb stroking the bare skin where my tank top has slipped. "Always working. Always making excuses. Does he even notice how wet you get just from hearing my voice?"

I should tell him to leave. Should close my laptop and go upstairs to Mark, to my marriage, to the life we're supposed to be living. But I don't move. Don't speak. Just sit there trembling as Jax's hand slides down my arm, leaving goosebumps in its wake.

"I asked you a question." His fingers tighten on my wrist.

"No," I whisper. "He doesn't notice."

"Because he's weak." Jax spins my chair around to face him, his hands gripping the armrests, caging me in. His face is inches from mine, his eyes intense with promise. "Because he's too busy making soft excuses for why he can't stand up to me. Why he can't give you what you need."

My throat tightens. Three years of fertility treatments flash through my mind. Three years of Mark's low sperm count. Three years of him refusing to consider donor sperm because of his pride. And now here's Jax, virile and dominant, filling me with his seed while Mark watches.

"You've been thinking about me," Jax says, not a question. His hand slides up my thigh, pushing the hem of my shorts higher. "All day. Every day. Wondering when I'll come back. When I'll use you again."

"Yes." The admission tumbles out before I can stop it.

His smile is predatory. "Good girl. That's what you are now, isn't it? My toy. My plaything. Ready whenever I want you."

Footsteps sound on the stairs. Mark appears in the kitchen doorway, his laptop tucked under his arm, his tie loosened. He freezes when he sees us. Jax looms over me, his hand on my thigh, my face flushed with arousal.

For a moment, no one moves.

Mark's eyes drop to where Jax's fingers are stroking my inner thigh, and his throat bobs as he swallows hard. I see it in his face—the same furtive excitement that's been growing since that day in the garage. The shame that turns him on. The humiliation he craves.

"Sullivan." Jax doesn't move, doesn't take his hand off me. "Done with your call?"

"I... yes." Mark sets his laptop on the counter with shaking hands. "I finished early."

He didn't finish early. The call's still running on the laptop he just set face-down, the little green light of it still glowing around the edge. He could have stayed up there behind a closed door and let this happen without a witness. He came down to watch instead. That choice, more than anything Jax says, is the yes all three of us are really living on.

"Did you?" Jax's thumb brushes dangerously close to my core, and I have to bite back a moan. "Or did you hear me come in and decide to see what I was doing to your wife?"

Mark's face flushes red, but he doesn't deny it. His eyes are locked on Jax's hand, watching it move higher, and I can see the bulge forming in his dress pants.

"That's what I thought." Jax's laugh is cruel. "You like it, don't you? Knowing I can walk into your home whenever I want. Touch your wife however I want. And you won't do a damn thing to stop me."

"Jax..." Mark's voice cracks.

"What?" Jax turns his full attention to my husband, his hand still possessively gripping my thigh. "You going to finally grow a spine? Tell me to leave? Defend your territory?"

The silence stretches. Mark's hands open and close at his sides, his chest rising and falling rapidly. I watch him, waiting. Hoping for what, I'm not even sure anymore.

"I didn't think so." Jax's voice drips with contempt. He turns back to me, his fingers hooking into the waistband of my shorts. "Your wife needs a real man. Someone who can give her what you can't. And we both know what that is, don't we?"

My breath snags. He's talking about the baby. About his potent seed filling me while Mark's weak sperm failed for three years. The thought sends a shameful thrill through me, my pussy tightening with need.

"Stand up," Jax orders, pulling me to my feet. My laptop stays forgotten on the table. He spins me around, pressing my hips against the counter, his body a solid wall of heat behind me. "Tell your husband what you want."

"I..." My voice fails.

"Tell him." Jax's hand tangles in my hair, yanking my head back. The sting shoots straight to my clit. "Tell him how you've been aching for my cock all week. How you touch yourself thinking about me breeding you. How you love being my devoted little toy."

"Mark..." I meet my husband's eyes across the kitchen. They're hooded, glazed with arousal despite the hurt I can see there. "I can't stop thinking about it. About him. About what he does to me."

Mark's breathing quickens. His hand drifts to the front of his pants, pressing against his erection through the fabric.

"Look at him," Jax growls in my ear. "Already hard from watching you admit the truth. Your husband gets off on his own humiliation. On knowing another man owns his wife."

"Please," I whimper, not sure what I'm begging for anymore.

Jax's free hand slides around to cup my breast, squeezing roughly through my tank top. "Please what? Please fuck you right here in your kitchen? Please fill you with another load while your pathetic husband watches?"

"Yes." The word tears from my throat. "Yes, please."

"Not yet." Jax releases me abruptly, stepping back. I nearly stumble, my body aching with unfulfilled need. "First, things are going to change around here. Because this?" He gestures between the three of us. "This stops being your dirty little secret tonight."

Mark shifts uncomfortably, his erection still visible. "What do you mean?"

"I mean," Jax says, his voice hard, "that I'm done sneaking around. Done with these little afternoon visits. I want more."

My stomach flips, fear and excitement warring inside me. "More?"

"No more leaving before your alarm goes off." Jax's eyes lock with mine, then slide to Mark. "From tonight, the bed's mine. Every night. With your wife. And you're on the couch like the cuck you are."

The word hangs in the air, ugly and thrilling. Mark's face goes pale, then flushes deep red. His mouth opens, closes, opens again.

"You can't—" he starts.

"Can't I?" Jax steps toward him, and Mark instinctively backs up against the refrigerator. "What are you going to do about it, Sullivan? Throw me out? Call the cops? Tell them your neighbor fucked your wife and you watched?"

Mark's eyes dart to me, pleading. There's the moment I could end it—one word, and Jax would have to stop. I feel the word sitting right there. And I feel myself decide, with my whole body, not to use it. That's the part I didn't expect: it isn't that I can't resist him. It's that I don't want to—and that I want Mark watching me not want to.

"That's what I thought." Jax turns back to me, his smile triumphant. "Go upstairs and get ready. I want you showered, shaved, and waiting for me in that bed by eight o'clock. Wear something pretty. Something your husband bought you, so he can watch me tear it off."

My legs quiver as I move toward the stairs. Behind me, I hear Jax's voice, low and mocking.

"And you, Sullivan. You're going to make us dinner. Something nice. You're going to watch me eat it at your table, in your chair, before I go upstairs and fuck your wife in your bed. Understood?"

A pause. Mark's voice is barely audible. "Understood."

I climb the stairs on unsteady legs, my mind reeling. This is insane. We're letting him take over our home, our lives. But as I reach the bedroom, the bed Mark and I have shared for years, all I can think about is Jax's body on top of mine, his weight pinning me down, his cock stretching me open while Mark listens from downstairs.

The shower runs hot, steam filling the bathroom as I strip off my clothes. My hands shake as I shave my legs, my pussy, making myself smooth and ready for him. Like a good toy should be. The thought makes me contract with need.

I'm toweling off when I hear voices from downstairs. Mark's higher, strained. Jax's deeper, commanding. I can't make out the words, but the dynamic is clear. Jax is in control now. Completely.

My phone buzzes on the bathroom counter. A text from my boss.

David: We need to talk about your recent performance. My office, first thing.

I stare at the message, guilt twisting in my stomach. I've been slipping at work, I know that. Missing deadlines, distracted during meetings. Last week I completely forgot about a client presentation until my assistant reminded me ten minutes before. But even as I recognize the problem, I can't bring myself to care. Not when every cell in my body is focused on what's going to happen tonight.

I delete the message without responding.

In the bedroom, I open my lingerie drawer. Most of it is practical—comfortable cotton sets in neutral colors. But tucked in the back is a white lace teddy Mark bought me for our anniversary two years ago. I've only worn it once. It seemed too delicate, too vulnerable for our gentle, predictable sex life.

Perfect for Jax to destroy.

I slip it on, the lace scratching against my sensitive nipples. The mirror shows me a woman I barely recognize. Eyes bright with anticipation, cheeks flushed, body shuddering with need. My hair falls in damp waves around my shoulders, and the white lace makes my skin look golden in the lamplight.

I look like a sacrifice.

The thought should terrify me. Instead, it makes my pussy tighten with desire.

Downstairs, I hear the clink of dishes, the sound of the oven door closing. Mark is cooking, just like Jax ordered. My sweet, accommodating husband who never says no to anyone. Who's now preparing dinner for the man who's about to fuck his wife in their marital bed.

I sit on the edge of the mattress, waiting. The clock on the nightstand reads 7:47. Thirteen minutes until Jax comes upstairs. Thirteen minutes until everything changes again.

My phone buzzes again. Another work email, followed by a text from my work friend Sarah.

Sarah: Still on for lunch next week? Feel like I haven't seen you in forever!

I've been avoiding Sarah. Eating lunch alone at my desk to avoid her. The last time we grabbed coffee in the break room, she kept asking if everything was okay, if Mark and I were having problems. I couldn't meet her eyes, couldn't explain the secret new shape our marriage was taking.

Lola: Can we reschedule? Work is crazy right now.

The lie comes easily. Too easily.

Footsteps on the stairs. Heavy, confident. My heart hammers against my ribs as the bedroom door swings open.

Jax fills the doorway, his eyes raking over me with undisguised hunger. "Fuck," he breathes. "Look at you. All dressed up for me in the lingerie your husband bought. Does he know you're wearing it for another man?"

"Yes," I whisper. "He knows."

"Good." Jax closes the door behind him, the click of the latch loud in the quiet room. "Because I want him to hear everything. Every moan, every scream, every time you beg me to breed you."

He stalks toward me, and I have to tilt my head back to meet his eyes. His hand cups my jaw, thumb brushing over my bottom lip.

"You're mine now," he says, his voice low and commanding. "This body, this bed, this house. All mine. And your husband is going to learn his place. On the couch. Listening. Knowing he'll never satisfy you the way I do."

"Yes," I breathe, the word barely audible. "I'm yours."

His smile is predatory, triumphant. "Say it again. Louder. So he can hear you."

I swallow hard, my voice rising. "I'm yours, Jax. Your toy. Your plaything."

"That's my good girl." His hand slides down to my throat, not squeezing, just resting there. A reminder of his control. "Now lie back and spread your legs. Show me what belongs to me."

I comply, scooting back on the bed, my thighs falling open. The white lace barely covers my pussy, already damp with arousal. Jax's eyes darken as he looks at me, his hand moving to his belt.

"Your husband gave you three years of failure," he says, unbuckling slowly. "Three years of disappointment. Of empty promises and weak seed."

The words cut, even as they turn me on. I think of all those negative pregnancy tests, all those doctor's appointments, all those nights crying into Mark's shoulder while he promised we'd figure it out someday.

"But I'm going to give you what you really need." Jax's zipper rasps down, his cock springing free, already hard and thick. "I'm going to fill this fertile cunt with my seed until it takes. Until you're swollen with my baby. And your husband is going to thank me for it."

A whimper escapes my throat. The fantasy is twisted, wrong in every way. But god, I want it. Want to feel life growing inside me, even if it's not Mark's. Especially if it's not Mark's.

Jax climbs onto the bed, his weight making the mattress dip. He hooks his fingers in the lace covering my pussy and tears it aside, the fabric ripping easily.

"That was expensive," I gasp.

"I don't care." He positions himself between my thighs, the head of his cock pressing against my entrance. "Mark can buy you more. It's the least he can do, since he can't give you anything else that matters."

He pushes inside, stretching me open, filling me so completely I can't breathe. My back arches off the bed, a cry tearing from my throat.

"That's it," Jax groans, bottoming out inside me. "Let him hear you. Let him know how good my cock feels splitting you open."

He pulls back and slams in again, setting a relentless pace that has the headboard banging against the wall. Each thrust drives me higher, pleasure coiling tight in my core. My nails dig into his shoulders, my legs wrapping around his waist.

"Fuck, you're tight," he grunts, his hips pistoning. "Your husband's pathetic little dick didn't stretch you out at all, did it?"

"No," I moan, shame and arousal flooding through me. "You're so much bigger. So much better."

"Damn right I am." His hand wraps around my throat, squeezing just enough to make my vision blur. "I'm everything he's not. Strong. Dominant. Fertile."

The last word sends me over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me, my pussy contracting around his cock as I scream his name. Through the haze, I hear a sound from downstairs—a choked moan that could only be Mark.

He's listening. Hearing everything. Getting off on his own humiliation.

"That's one," Jax says, not slowing his pace. "I want at least three more before I breed you. Want you completely wrecked. Want your husband to see you stumble downstairs tomorrow morning, my cum leaking down your thighs, and know that you're mine now."

He flips me over onto my hands and knees, yanking my hips up. The new angle drives him even deeper, hitting spots that make me see stars. His hand cracks across my ass, the sting mixing with pleasure.

"Look at this bed," he growls, his fingers digging into my hips. "How many times has your husband fucked you here? Hundreds? And not once did he make you scream like this. Not once did he make you beg."

"Please," I sob, pushing back against him. "Please don't stop."

"I won't." Another slap to my ass. "I'm going to fuck you all night. Going to fill you so full of cum you'll be dripping for days. And tomorrow, I'm coming back. And the day after that. Until this becomes my bed, my house, my wife."

The possessiveness in his voice pushes me toward another peak. My arms give out, my face pressing into the pillow as he pounds into me from behind. The headboard slams rhythmically against the wall, a soundtrack to my surrender.

"Come for me again," Jax commands, his hand reaching around to rub my clit. "Come on my cock like the good little toy you are."

I shatter, screaming into the pillow as waves of pleasure crash over me. Jax doesn't give me time to recover, just keeps fucking me through it, chasing his own release.

"Gonna fill you up," he grunts, his rhythm faltering. "Gonna pump you full of my seed. Maybe tonight's the night. Maybe my baby's already starting to grow in this fertile cunt."

The thought sends me over the edge again, my third orgasm ripping through me. Jax roars, his cock pulsing as he empties himself inside me, hot spurts of cum flooding my pussy.

We collapse together, both breathing hard. His weight pins me to the mattress, his cock still buried inside me, keeping his seed where it belongs.

"Round one," he murmurs in my ear. "We've got all night, and I'm nowhere near done with you."

True to his word, Jax takes me three more times before dawn. The third time he bends me over the dresser Mark built the year we moved in, my cheek flat to the wood my husband sanded smooth by hand, and makes me brace against it while he fucks me—so that even the furniture of our marriage ends up holding me up for him. By the last round I've stopped counting, stopped doing anything but taking it, and every sound I make is pitched to carry down to wherever Mark is lying awake.

By the time the sun rises, I'm wrecked. My body aches in the best way, my pussy swollen and leaking cum. The white teddy is in tatters on the floor, destroyed just like Jax promised.

He finally pulls out, rolling onto his back with a satisfied groan. "Clean me up."

I don't hesitate. I crawl between his legs and take his softening cock into my mouth, tasting myself and him mixed together. The intimacy of it makes my core flutter despite my exhaustion.

When I'm done, Jax pulls me up to lie against his chest, his arm claiming around my waist. "Your husband's still downstairs," he says. "Probably didn't sleep at all. Probably jerked off a dozen times listening to me ruin you."

Guilt flickers through me, but it's drowned out by satisfaction. By the feeling of being claimed and used exactly how I needed.

"This is how it works now," Jax continues, his fingers tracing idle patterns on my hip. "I'm going to take over every part of your life. Your bed, your home, your body. And he's going to let me. Because deep down, you both know this is what you need."

I should protest. Should feel the wrongness of it settle somewhere. Instead what settles in, warm and final, is the picture of Mark alone on the couch downstairs—shut out of his own bed so I can lie in it like this. I didn't know until tonight that his being exiled would land in me as something closer to proof than guilt. Proof I'm exactly where I've started to want to be.

Because he's right.

This is exactly what we need.

Even if it destroys us.


Chapter 2


Jax's knock rattles the front door at seven sharp, three hard raps that make my pulse spike. I'm halfway down the stairs when Mark opens it, his shoulders already hunched in that defeated posture I've grown too familiar with.

"Evening, Sullivan." Jax steps inside without waiting for an invitation, his gym bag slung over one shoulder. He's wearing dark jeans and a fitted black t-shirt that stretches across his chest. "Hope you made something good for dinner. I'm starving."

Mark's throat bobs. "I made lasagna. Your favorite, apparently."

"Smart man." Jax's eyes find me on the stairs, raking over the yellow sundress I'm wearing, the one he texted about yesterday. "Look at you, all dressed up for me. Good girl."

Heat floods my face and pools between my thighs. I descend the rest of the stairs slowly, aware of both men watching me, of how the thin fabric clings to my braless breasts, of the way my nipples are already hard and visible.

"Dinner's almost ready," I manage, my voice steadier than I feel.

"Perfect." Jax drops his bag by the door with a heavy thud. "Because after we eat, I'm taking that bed again. And you," he points at Mark, "are back on the couch where you belong."

Mark flinches at the word, but his eyes darken with that familiar mix of shame and arousal. I can see the bulge forming in his khakis already.

"Jax..." I start, though I'm not sure what I'm protesting.

"Don't." His hand finds my waist, pulling me against him. "We both know this is what you want. What you both want." His fingers dig into my hip possessively. "You already know how this goes now. I stay when I want, your husband takes the couch. Tonight, and every night after that when I feel like it."

Air catches in my throat. After last night I thought I knew the shape of this. But hearing him say it out loud in our front hall, flat, like a schedule he's setting, makes it real in a way it wasn't before. He's done visiting. He's moving in on top of my marriage, and there's no pretending otherwise. The thought should terrify me, but my pussy contracts with need instead.

"The table's set," Mark says quietly, already retreating toward the kitchen.

Jax laughs, the sound menacing and triumphant. "See? He knows his place already."

Dinner is excruciating. Jax sits at the head of the table, Mark's usual spot, while Mark and I flank him like subjects before a king. The lasagna sits heavy in my stomach as I watch Jax eat with casual confidence, occasionally reaching over to squeeze my thigh under the table, his fingers creeping higher each time.

"This is pretty good, Sullivan," Jax says around a mouthful of pasta. "Maybe you're useful for something after all."

Mark stares at his plate, his jaw tight. "Thanks."

"Though I gotta wonder," Jax continues, his hand sliding fully between my thighs now, forcing them apart. "If you can cook like this, why can't you satisfy your wife? Seems like you've got the skills. Just not where it counts."

I bite back a moan as his fingers brush against my panties, already damp. Under the table, hidden from Mark's view, Jax strokes me through the thin fabric, his touch maddeningly light.

"Jax, please..." I whisper.

"Please what?" His smile is cruel. "Please stop? Or please fuck you right here on the dinner table while your husband watches?"

Mark's fork clatters against his plate. His eyes are fixed on where Jax's arm disappears under the table, his breathing shallow.

"Time we set some rules," Jax says, pushing my panties aside to slide two fingers into my wet pussy, "since I'll be staying over regularly now."

I gasp, my hips bucking against his hand. He pumps his fingers slowly, curling them to hit that spot that makes my vision blur.

"Rule one," Jax continues conversationally, as if he's not currently finger-fucking me at the dinner table. "When I'm here, this is my house. My bed. My woman. You're just a guest, Sullivan."

Mark's hand drifts to the front of his pants, pressing against his erection.

"Rule two." Another thrust of his fingers, deeper this time. "You don't touch her without my permission. Not even to hold hands. She's mine now."

"That's not—" Mark starts, but his protest dies when Jax's thumb finds my clit, circling it with perfect pressure.

"Not what?" Jax challenges, his fingers moving faster. "Not fair? Life's not fair, Sullivan. Some men are born to breed, and some are born to watch. Guess which one you are?"

I'm close, so close, my thighs quivering as pleasure coils tight in my core. Jax's fingers are relentless, pumping and curling, his thumb rubbing my clit in tight circles.

"Come for me," he orders. "Right here. Show your husband how easy it is for me to make you fall apart."

My orgasm crashes over me, and I have to bite my lip to keep from screaming. My pussy contracts around his fingers, waves of pleasure radiating through me as I grip the edge of the table. Through the haze, I see Mark watching, his hand moving frantically against his cock through his pants.

Jax withdraws his fingers slowly, bringing them to his mouth to lick them clean. "Delicious." He turns to Mark. "Want a taste of what you're missing?"

Mark's face burns red, but he doesn't look away.

"That's what I thought." Jax stands, pulling me to my feet, his hand territorial on my lower back as he steers me toward the stairs. "Clean up dinner, Sullivan. Your wife and I are going upstairs. And don't even think about following us for at least an hour. I want time to break her in properly."

I glance back at Mark, seeing the conflict written across his face—humiliation and hurt and desperate arousal all tangled together.

"Mark..." I start.

"Go," he says quietly, his voice strained. "It's fine."

But we both know it's not fine. Nothing about this is fine. We're crossing lines that can never be uncrossed, letting Jax dismantle our marriage piece by piece. And the worst part is, neither of us wants to stop him.

Upstairs, Jax pushes me into our bedroom, the room Mark and I have shared for five years. He closes the door behind us, the click of the latch loud in the quiet space.

"Strip," he commands. "Slowly. I want to enjoy this."

My hands quiver as I reach for the zipper of my sundress. The sound of it sliding down seems obscenely loud. I let the fabric pool at my feet, standing before him in just my damp panties.

"Those too," Jax says, his eyes hungry as he pulls his shirt over his head, revealing the muscled expanse of his chest.

I hook my thumbs in the waistband and slide them down, stepping out of them. Completely naked now, exposed and vulnerable in my own bedroom while my husband cleans up downstairs.

"On the bed," Jax orders, unbuckling his belt. "On your back, legs spread. I want to see what's mine."

I comply, climbing onto the mattress that still smells like Mark's cologne, spreading my thighs to expose my wet pussy. Jax's eyes lock onto it, a predatory smile spreading across his face.

"Fuck, look at you," he growls, shoving his jeans down to free his cock. It springs up, thick and hard, already leaking pre-cum. "All ready for me. Bet you've been wet all day thinking about this."

"Yes," I admit, my voice barely a whisper.

"Yes, what?" He climbs onto the bed, positioning himself between my thighs.

"Yes, I've been thinking about you all day. About your cock. About you fucking me in this bed."

"While your husband sleeps on the couch?" He rubs the head of his cock through my folds, teasing but not entering.

"Yes," I moan, my hips lifting, trying to take him inside.

"Say it," he demands, gripping my jaw to force me to look at him. "Tell me what you want."

"I want you to fuck me in my marital bed while my husband sleeps downstairs," the words tumble out, shameful and thrilling. "I want you to claim me completely. Make me yours."

"That's my good little toy," Jax growls, and he slams into me, filling me completely in one punishing thrust.

I cry out, my back arching off the bed. He's so big, stretching me to my limit, the slight burn of pain mixing with overwhelming pleasure. He doesn't give me time to adjust, just starts pounding into me with merciless force, each thrust driving the breath from my lungs.

"This is my bed now," he grunts, his hips snapping against mine. "My room. My woman. Say it."

"Yours," I gasp, my nails digging into his shoulders. "I'm yours."

"Damn right you are." His hand finds my throat, fingers resting there, a reminder of his control. "And your pathetic husband is downstairs right now, listening to me ruin you. Listening to you scream for my cock instead of his."

The thought sends a fresh wave of arousal through me. Mark can probably hear everything—the bed creaking, my moans, Jax's crude words. He's down there knowing another man is fucking his wife in their bed, and he's probably touching himself to it.

"You love this, don't you?" Jax's thrusts get harder, deeper. "Love being used. Love being my toy."

"Yes," I sob, pleasure building unbearably. "God, yes."

"Tell me what else you love." His fingers find my clit, rubbing in perfect rhythm with his thrusts. "Tell me about your husband's failures."

"He can't..." I gasp as Jax hits that perfect spot inside me. "Can't get me pregnant. Three years of trying and nothing."

"Because he's got weak seed," Jax growls. "Infertile. Useless. But not me. I'm going to pump you so full of my cum, you'll be dripping for days. Going to breed you like the fertile little slut you are."

The words push me over the edge. My orgasm rips through me, my pussy squeezing around his cock as I scream his name. Through the haze of pleasure, I hear a choked moan from downstairs. Mark, getting off to the sound of my ecstasy.

Jax doesn't slow down, just keeps fucking me through my orgasm, chasing his own release. "That's it," he grunts. "Come on my cock. Show me what your husband never could."

"Jax, please..." I'm oversensitive now, every thrust almost too much.

"Please what? Please stop?" He laughs darkly. "Not a chance. I'm just getting started with you."

He flips me over onto my stomach, yanking my hips up so my ass is in the air. The new angle drives him even deeper, and I bury my face in the pillow to muffle my cries. This is the bed where Mark and I have made love hundreds of times, where we've held each other after bad days, where we've dreamed about the family we'd never have. And now Jax is claiming it, marking it as his territory.

"This pussy belongs to me now," Jax says, his fingers digging bruises into my hips. "Every inch of it. Your husband doesn't get to touch it anymore unless I say so."

"Yes," I whimper into the pillow. "It's yours."

"And when I get you pregnant?" His thrusts turn erratic, his breathing ragged. "When you're swollen with my baby? He's going to raise it as his own, knowing every time he looks at it that it's mine. That he failed and I succeeded."

The image sends me spiraling toward another orgasm. It's twisted and wrong and so fucking hot I can barely breathe.

"Come for me again," Jax commands, his hand snaking around to rub my clit. "Come on my cock like a good little breeding slut."

I shatter, screaming into the pillow as my second orgasm tears through me. My pussy clamps down on his cock, milking him, and with a roar, Jax buries himself deep and comes, flooding me with his hot seed.

We collapse together, both breathing hard. Jax's weight pins me to the mattress, his cock still pulsing inside me, ensuring every drop of his cum stays where it belongs.

"Round one," he murmurs in my ear after a moment. "We've got all night, and I plan to use every minute of it."

He keeps his word and then some. Somewhere in the dead middle of the night he pulls me up to ride him, my hands flat on his chest, the pace set by two fingers dug into my hip—close my eyes and it could almost pass for tender, until he murmurs that he can hear Mark awake down there and has no intention of letting him up. Making me want my husband in the room is its own kind of cruelty, and it works. By the time the sky greys out I'm wrecked: body aching, pussy swollen and leaking, voice gone rough from screaming.

Jax finally rolls off me, stretching with satisfied contentment. "Clean me up," he orders, gesturing to his softening cock, still glistening with our mixed fluids.

I move without being told, settling between his legs and taking him into my mouth, tasting the salt and musk of our coupling. The intimacy of it, cleaning him with my tongue after he's spent the night claiming me, makes my core pulse despite my exhaustion.

When I'm done, Jax pulls me up to lie against his chest, his arm territorial around my waist. "Your husband's been awake all night," he says conversationally. "I could hear him down there, jerking off every time you screamed my name."

Shame and arousal twist together in my stomach. "Jax..."

"Don't." His fingers trace idle patterns on my hip. "Don't pretend this isn't exactly what you both wanted. He's getting off on the humiliation, and you're getting the cock you deserve. Everyone wins."

"Except our marriage," I whisper.

Jax's laugh is menacing. "Your marriage was over the moment I moved in next door. You just didn't know it yet." His hand slides down to cup my ass possessively. "Now you're mine. This bed is mine. And your husband is going to learn to live with it."

A soft knock on the door makes us both look up. Mark's voice, hesitant and strained, filters through. "I made coffee. If you want some."

"Hear that?" Jax calls out. "Your wife's busy. But you can bring me a cup. Black, two sugars."

A pause. Quietly, "Okay."

Footsteps retreat down the hallway. Jax smirks, pulling me closer. "See? He knows his place already. By the end of the week, he'll be begging me to fuck you. Thanking me for taking care of what he can't."

I should be pushing him off, running downstairs to Mark, trying to save what's left of us. Instead I'm doing math I'm ashamed of—how many hours until tonight, whether "regularly" means every night, how fast a thing stops being an affair and turns into an arrangement. That's the new line I cross without meaning to: I'm not waiting for this to end anymore. I've started counting on it not to.

When Mark returns with the coffee, he doesn't look at me. Just sets the mug on the nightstand and turns to leave.

"Wait," Jax says, sitting up. "Look at your wife."

Mark's eyes reluctantly find mine. I'm naked, covered in bite marks and bruises, Jax's cum leaking from my pussy onto our sheets. The evidence of my betrayal is impossible to ignore.

"This is what she looks like properly fucked," Jax says, his hand sliding possessively over my stomach. "Satisfied. Claimed. This is what you could never give her."

Mark's Adam's apple bobs, his eyes dropping to where Jax's hand rests on my body. His cock is already hard again, tenting his pajama pants.

"You like seeing her like this, don't you?" Jax's voice is cruel, mocking. "All used up and full of my seed. Knowing I spent the whole night breeding her while you listened from downstairs."

"I..." Mark's voice cracks. He can't finish the sentence.

"It's okay to admit it," Jax continues. "You're a cuck. It's what you are. What you've always been, even before I showed up. You just needed someone to show you the truth."

Mark's hand drifts to his erection, pressing against it through the fabric. The gesture is unconscious, automatic, and it tells us everything we need to know.

"Get out," Jax says dismissively. "Your wife and I need to shower. Together. And you're not invited."

Mark flees, practically running from the room. The door clicks shut behind him, and Jax's laughter fills the space.

"This is going to be fun," he says, pulling me toward the bathroom. "Breaking him in completely. Making him beg for the privilege of watching me ruin you."

In the shower, Jax fucks me against the tile wall, the hot water cascading over us as he pounds into my sore pussy. I'm so oversensitive that every thrust is almost painful, but I take it, crying out as he uses me again.

"This is your life now," he growls in my ear, his hips snapping against mine. "My toy. My plaything. Available whenever I want you."

"Yes," I sob, my nails raking down his back. "Yes, I'm yours."

When we finally emerge from the bathroom, wrapped in towels, Mark is nowhere to be seen. But I can hear the washing machine running downstairs. He's already cleaning the sheets, erasing the evidence of what happened in our bed.

Or trying to. Because we all know the truth. Those sheets will never be truly ours again. Just like this house, this marriage, this life.

It all belongs to Jax now.

And God help me, I don't want it any other way.

Later, after Jax has finally left for the day with promises to return tonight, I find Mark in his office. He's staring blankly at his laptop screen, his work email open but clearly unread.

"Are you okay?" I ask, though it's a ridiculous question.

He doesn't look at me. "I got another warning from my boss. About missed deadlines."

My stomach sinks. "Mark..."

"It's fine," he says quickly. "I'll catch up. I just..." He trails off, his hands clenching into fists on the desk. "I heard everything last night. Every word he said to you. Every time you screamed his name."

"I'm sorry," I whisper, though I'm not sure what I'm apologizing for. For enjoying it? For wanting more?

"Don't be." Mark finally looks at me, his eyes dark and haunted. "I came four times listening to him fuck you. Four times, Lola. What does that make me?"

I don't have an answer. We sit in silence, both of us grappling with what we've become, what we're becoming.

"He's coming back tonight," Mark says finally. "Isn't he?"

"Yes."

"And you want him to."

It's not a question, but I answer anyway. "Yes."

Mark nods slowly, his gaze dropping back to his laptop. "Then I guess we're doing this. Really doing this."

"We can stop," I offer, though the words taste like lies. "We can tell him to leave. Block his number. Pretend none of this happened."

"Could we?" Mark's laugh is hollow. "Really? Because I don't think I can go back. I don't think either of us can."

He's right. The door has been opened, and there's no closing it now. Jax has shown us parts of ourselves we didn't know existed—hidden, hungry parts that crave humiliation and dominance and the thrill of complete surrender.

"What happens now?" I ask.

Mark's eyes meet mine, and I see my own twisted desire reflected back at me. "I guess we see how far we're willing to fall."

And deep down, I already know the answer.

As far as Jax wants to take us.


Chapter 3


Mark's hands smooth the comforter in the master bedroom, tucking the corners with quick, jerky movements. He finished preparing it earlier, but now he's doing final adjustments, perfecting every detail. I watch him from the doorway, my pulse already racing even though Jax hasn't arrived yet. This bedroom, Jax's bedroom now, feels different. Charged with anticipation, with the memory of what happened here last night. The sheets are fresh, crisp white cotton that Mark changed this morning without me asking. But fresh cotton can't cover what the room smells like now—cedar and male sweat, the scent of him soaked so deep into the space that Mark's cologne is just a memory underneath. He knew. We both knew Jax would be back.

"Is it good enough?" Mark's voice cracks slightly as he adjusts a pillow for the third time.

Before I can answer, heavy footsteps thunder up the stairs. No knock this time either. Just Jax filling the doorway, his muscular frame blocking the light from the hallway, his eyes already intense with hunger.

"Look at this," he says, his voice rough with amusement. "The servant preparing the master's bed. How fitting."

Mark freezes, his fingers still gripping the pillow. His face flushes deep red, but he doesn't move away. Doesn't protest.

Jax stalks into the room, each step deliberate, predatory. He's wearing dark jeans and a tight black t-shirt. "Did you do a good job, Sullivan? Is the bed ready for me to fuck your wife?"

"Yes." The word comes out barely audible.

"Yes, what?" Jax stops beside Mark, towering over him.

Mark swallows hard. "Yes, the bed is ready."

"For what?" Jax's smile is cruel, mocking.

"For you to..." Mark's voice breaks. "To fuck my wife."

Heat floods through me, my pussy already wet, my nipples hardening beneath my thin tank top. It's not Jax that undoes me this time—it's Mark, saying the words out loud in his own cracked voice, handing me over himself. I didn't know until right now that I wanted to hear that. That my own husband giving me away, in his own words, would leave me wetter than any order Jax has ever given.

"That's better." Jax's hand shoots out, gripping Mark's shoulder and pushing him toward the door. "Now get the fuck out. This is my room now. My bed. My woman."

Mark stumbles, catching himself on the doorframe. His eyes find mine for just a second—hurt and shame and desperate arousal all tangled together. He backs into the hallway, his erection visible through his khakis.

"You can watch from the doorway," Jax says, already pulling his shirt over his head. "Like the pathetic cuck you are. But you don't get to touch. Don't get to speak. You just stand there and learn what it takes to satisfy a woman."

Mark nods, his hand already drifting to the front of his pants.

Jax turns his full attention to me, and the intensity of his gaze makes my breathing stutter. "Strip. Slowly. I want to see every inch of what belongs to me now."

My hands shake as I reach for the hem of my tank top. I pull it over my head, letting it fall to the floor. My breasts are bare, my nipples tight peaks that ache for his touch. Next come my shorts, sliding down my thighs to pool at my feet. I step out of them, standing before him in just my white cotton panties, the innocent kind that make what we're about to do feel even more depraved.

"Those too," Jax orders, unbuckling his belt. The sound of the leather sliding through the loops makes me contract.

I hook my thumbs in the waistband and push them down, stepping out of them. Completely naked now. Completely exposed. Mark's breathing is audible from the doorway, harsh and rapid.

"On the bed," Jax commands, shoving his jeans down. His cock springs free, already thick and hard, the head glistening with pre-cum. "On your back. Legs spread. Show me what's mine."

I climb onto the freshly made bed, the cool sheets against my heated skin making me shiver. I spread my thighs, exposing my wet pussy to his hungry gaze. His eyes lock onto it, his hand wrapping around his cock, stroking slowly.

"Fuck," he breathes. "Look at you. Already dripping for me. Your husband's in the doorway watching, and you're soaked." He climbs onto the bed, positioning himself between my legs. "Tell him what you want."

My eyes dart to Mark, seeing him pressed against the doorframe, his hand already moving against his erection through his pants. "I want..." My voice fails.

"Say it." Jax's hand circles my throat, fingers resting there. "Tell your husband exactly what you need from me."

"I want you to fuck me," I gasp. "Want your cock inside me. Want you to fill me with your seed."

"Because his doesn't work, does it?" Jax's thumb strokes along my jaw, his cock pressing against my entrance, teasing but not entering. "Three years of trying and nothing. Because his seed is weak. Worthless."

A choked sound comes from the doorway. Mark's hand is moving faster now, his face contorted with shame and arousal.

"But not mine," Jax continues, his voice commanding and fierce. "My seed is potent. Powerful. I'm going to pump you so full of it that it takes. Going to breed you like the fertile little toy you are while your infertile husband watches."

He slams into me, filling me completely in one savage thrust. I cry out, my back arching off the bed as he stretches me open. He gives me no time to adjust, just sets a brutal pace from the first stroke, slamming the air out of me on every drive.

"This is what a real man feels like," he grunts, his hips snapping against mine. The bed frame bangs against the wall with each thrust, the sound obscene and loud. "This is what your pathetic husband could never give you."

"Yes," I moan, my nails digging into his shoulders. "God, yes."

"Look at him," Jax orders, yanking my head to the side so I'm forced to see Mark. "Look at your husband jerking off to another man fucking his wife. To me breeding what he couldn't."

Mark has his cock out now, stroking himself frantically, his eyes glued to where Jax is pounding into me. His face is flushed, his mouth open, his breathing ragged. He looks wrecked. Humiliated. And completely aroused.

"He loves it," Jax laughs cruelly, his thrusts getting harder, deeper. "Don't you, Sullivan? You love watching me ruin your wife. Love knowing my cock is bigger, my seed is stronger, my body is everything yours isn't."

"Yes," Mark gasps, his hand moving faster. "God, yes."

"Say it louder," Jax demands, his fingers digging into my hips hard enough to bruise. "Tell your wife how much you love being a cuck."

"I love it," Mark's voice splinters, tears streaming down his face even as his hand works his cock. "I love the humiliation. It fuels me. Watching you fuck her, hearing you talk about breeding her, knowing I failed, it makes me so fucking hard."

The confession sends me spiraling toward orgasm. My pussy squeezes around Jax's cock, pleasure building unbearably as he hits that perfect spot inside me over and over.

"That's right," Jax growls, his thumb finding my clit, working it in time with every deep drive. "Come on my cock. Show your husband what he never could make you feel."

My orgasm crashes over me, ripping a scream from my throat. My body convulses, my pussy clamping down on Jax's cock as waves of pleasure tear through me. Through the haze, I hear Mark's splintered cry as he comes, his cum splattering onto the doorframe, his body shaking.

But Jax doesn't stop. He keeps fucking me through my orgasm, his pace savage and relentless.

"That's one," he says, flipping me over onto my stomach, yanking my hips up so my ass is in the air. "I want at least three more before I fill you up."

The new angle drives him even deeper. I bury my face in the pillow, muffling my cries as he pounds into me from behind. His hand cracks across my ass, the sting mixing with pleasure.

"This bed," he grunts, his fingers tangling in my hair, yanking my head back. "This room. This house. All mine now. Your husband doesn't get to touch you anymore unless I say so."

"Yes," I sob, pleasure building again already. "Yours. All yours."

"And when I get you pregnant?" His other hand slides around to rub my clit, the dual stimulation almost too much. "When you're swollen with my baby? He's going to raise it. Going to look at it every day knowing it's mine. Knowing his weak seed failed and my potent essence succeeded."

The image pushes me over the edge again. My second orgasm tears through me, even more intense than the first. I scream into the pillow, my body shaking, my pussy milking his cock.

"Fuck," Jax groans, his rhythm faltering. "You feel so good. So tight. Made for my cock."

He pulls out suddenly, flipping me onto my back. His hand wraps around his cock, stroking fast and hard, his eyes locked on mine.

"Open your mouth," he commands. "I want to see you swallow my seed. Want your husband to watch you take it like the good little toy you are."

I comply, my lips parting, my tongue out. Jax groans, his cock pulsing as thick ropes of cum shoot onto my tongue, my face, my chest. The taste is salt and musk and power, and I swallow it eagerly, licking my lips.

"Good girl," he breathes, his chest heaving. He glances at Mark, still slumped in the doorway, his cock softening in his hand, his face wet with tears. "See that, Sullivan? That's what satisfaction looks like. That's what you'll never give her."

Mark doesn't respond. Just stares at us, shattered and aroused and completely owned.

Jax isn't done. He pulls me up, positioning me on my hands and knees, his cock already hardening again. "Round two," he says, pressing the head against my entrance. "And this time, I'm not stopping until you're begging me to breed you."

True to his word, Jax takes me two more times that night, and each time he arranges me so Mark has no choice but to see—my face turned to the doorway, level with his, while Jax lists his failures out loud like an inventory. The second time I watch my husband's hand move in helpless rhythm with Jax's thrusts, the two of them locked to the same beat with me strung between them, and the thing I finally understand lands harder than any orgasm: Mark isn't enduring this. He's feeding on it. Same as I am.

By the time Jax finally empties himself inside me for the last time, the sun is starting to lighten the sky. I'm wrecked. My body aching, my pussy swollen and leaking cum, my voice scratchy from screaming.

Jax collapses beside me, his arm territorial around my waist. "Clean me up," he orders, gesturing to his softening cock.

I don't even have to be told twice anymore. I move down between his thighs and clean him with my mouth, every trace of him and me together, and the awful ease of the ritual settles in my chest like something I've stopped fighting.

When I'm done, Jax pulls me against his chest. "Your husband can come in now," he calls out. "Time for him to see what he's sleeping next to."

Mark enters slowly, his eyes red-rimmed, his body exhausted. He looks at me, covered in bite marks and bruises, Jax's cum leaking from my pussy onto the sheets, and something in his expression shifts.

"This is your life now," Jax says to him. "Watching me claim what you couldn't keep. Knowing every time you look at her that she's mine. That this pussy, this body, this woman belongs to me."

Mark swallows hard. His cock is already starting to harden again, betraying him.

"You like it," Jax continues, his voice mocking. "Admit it. The humiliation gets you off. Watching me breed your wife turns you on more than anything you've ever experienced."

"Yes," Mark whispers, his voice splintering. "It does. God help me, it does."

Jax's laugh is menacing, triumphant. "Then we understand each other. This is how things are now. I fuck her whenever I want. You watch. And we all get what we need."

He stands, pulling on his jeans, leaving his shirt off. His muscled chest is covered in scratches from my nails, marks of our coupling. "I'm coming back tomorrow night. And the night after that. This is my bedroom now. My territory. And you're going to accept it."

Mark nods, unable to speak.

Jax leaves, his footsteps heavy on the stairs, the front door slamming behind him. The silence that follows is deafening.

Mark climbs into bed beside me, careful not to touch me without permission. His eyes trace the marks on my body, the evidence of what Jax did to me.

"I got another email from my boss," he says quietly. "About my performance. I might get demoted."

Guilt flickers through me, but it's distant, muted. "I'm sorry."

"Don't be." His hand hovers over my stomach, not quite touching. "I can't stop thinking about it. About him breeding you. About you getting pregnant with his baby. It should destroy me, but instead..."

"It turns you on," I finish.

"Yes." His eyes meet mine, clouded and haunted. "What does that make us?"

I don't have an answer. We lie there in silence as the sun rises, both of us grappling with what we've become.

My phone buzzes on the nightstand. Another message from Sarah, my work friend, who I've been avoiding for weeks.

Sarah: Are you okay? I'm worried about you.

Sarah held my hand in the clinic parking lot after the second failed round. She's earned better than a left-on-read. I delete the text anyway, because what would I even type? That my neighbor breeds me now while Mark watches? I tell myself I'm sparing her. Bullshit. I'm protecting the one thing I still want, and it was never her.

Mark sees the action, his jaw tightening. "We're losing everything," he whispers. "Our jobs, our friends, our dignity."

"I know." My hand drifts to my stomach, imagining Jax's seed taking root, imagining carrying his baby while Mark watches. The thought makes me squeeze with renewed arousal despite my exhaustion.

Mark sees the movement, his breathing quickening. "You want it," he says, not a question. "You want him to get you pregnant."

"Yes," I admit, the word barely audible. "God help me, yes."

His hand finally touches my stomach, pressing gently against the skin. "I want it too," he breathes. "I want to watch him breed you. Want to raise his baby. Want everyone to know that I failed and he succeeded."

The confession hangs between us, twisted and binding. We've crossed a line we can never uncross. Jax has claimed our bedroom, our home, our marriage. And we're both too addicted to the depravity to stop him.

Outside, a car door slams. Neighbors leaving for work, living normal lives while mine turns into something I can't take back. Mark's phone buzzes, probably another work email he'll ignore. My body aches in the best way, marked and used and satisfied.

"He's coming back tonight," Mark says, his voice thick with anticipation and shame.

"I know." My pussy contracts at the thought, already craving more despite being thoroughly fucked.

"And we're going to let him."

"Yes."

Mark's hand quivers against my stomach. "I guess this is who we are now."

I close my eyes, feeling Jax's cum still leaking from me, feeling the ache in my body, feeling the strange satisfaction of complete surrender. "Yes," I whisper. "This is who we are."

And as the morning light fills our bedroom, Jax's bedroom now, I know there's no going back. We're spiraling into something addictive and necessary, and I've stopped wanting to climb out.

And we wouldn't stop it even if we could.


Chapter 4


I wake to the sound of Jax's truck pulling into the driveway. Again. It's become routine now—the rumble of his engine, the slam of his door, the heavy footsteps on our porch. My pulse spikes instantly, my body already responding before my mind fully catches up. I'm wet. Already. Just from hearing him arrive.

Mark stirs beside me in the guest room. This is where Mark and I land on the nights Jax doesn't stay; the nights he does, I'm in the master with him and Mark takes the couch. Jax claimed that bedroom weeks back and hasn't given it back.

"He's here," Mark whispers, his voice thick with sleep and something more menacing. His hand drifts to his cock through his boxers, already half-hard.

"I know." I slip out of bed, my thin nightgown clinging to my body. The fabric is sheer, barely covering anything. I bought it yesterday specifically for Jax. Spent money we don't have on lingerie for another man while my husband watched me try it on in the dressing room.

The memory makes me contract.

Downstairs, the front door opens without a knock. Jax's footsteps echo through the house, confident, commanding, owning every inch of space he crosses. I'm halfway down the stairs when he appears in the hallway, his eyes locking onto me with predatory hunger.

"There's my toy," he says, his voice rough. "Come here."

I comply instantly, my feet carrying me down the remaining stairs before my brain can process the command. This is what I've become. What we've become. Jax snaps his fingers and I move. He speaks and I follow. The shame of it should destroy me, but instead it makes my pussy throb with need.

His hand tangles in my hair the moment I'm within reach, yanking my head back to expose my throat. His lips find the sensitive skin there, biting hard enough to leave marks. I gasp, my hands flying to his shoulders for balance.

"Missed you last night," he growls against my skin. "Couldn't stop thinking about this tight cunt. About filling you up. Breeding you."

"Jax..." My voice breaks as his other hand slides under my nightgown, cupping my bare pussy. No panties. I stopped wearing them days ago. Easier access.

"Fuck, you're soaked already." His fingers slide through my folds, teasing but not entering. "Such a good little toy. Always ready for me."

Footsteps on the stairs make us both look up. Mark stands there in his boxers, his erection visible, his face flushed. He doesn't tell Jax to stop touching me. Doesn't ask him to leave. Just watches with dark, hungry eyes.

"Morning, Sullivan," Jax says, not removing his hand from between my thighs. "Sleep well?"

"No." Mark's voice is strained. "Couldn't sleep. Not with your things all through our bedroom now, the two of us shoved into the guest room."

"My bedroom now," Jax corrects, his fingers finally pushing inside me. I moan, my hips bucking against his hand. "My things. Get used to it."

Mark swallows audibly, his hand drifting to his cock. "I am getting used to it."

The admission hangs in the air, heavy and twisted. Jax's smile is cruel as he pumps his fingers into me, curling them to hit that spot that makes my vision blur.

"Tell me what you're thinking about," Jax commands, his eyes still on Mark. "When you touch yourself. What fantasy plays in that pathetic head of yours?"

Mark descends the stairs slowly, his gaze locked on where Jax's fingers disappear inside me. "I think about you getting her pregnant," he admits, his voice shaking. "About your seed taking root while mine failed for three years. About everyone knowing the baby isn't mine."

Heat floods through me, my pussy tightening around Jax's fingers. It should gut me, listening to my husband describe his own replacement like he's making a wish. Instead I clock the thing I keep learning about myself one filthy piece at a time: I don't only want Jax to breed me. I want Mark to want it too. I want to be the one thing the two of them agree on.

"Keep going," Jax orders, adding a third finger, stretching me. "Tell your wife what else you fantasize about."

"I think about you breeding her over and over." Mark's hand moves faster against his cock, his breathing ragged. "About her belly swelling with your baby. About raising it as mine while knowing every time I look at it that I failed. That you succeeded where I couldn't."

"Fuck," I whimper, pleasure building unbearably. "Mark..."

"And it makes you hard, doesn't it?" Jax's thumb finds my clit, rubbing in perfect rhythm with his thrusting fingers. "The humiliation. The inadequacy. Knowing another man is breeding your wife."

"Yes." Tears stream down Mark's face even as his hand works his cock. "God, yes. The shame fuels me. Makes me harder than I've ever been. I can't stop thinking about it. Can't stop wanting it."

His confession pushes me over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me, my body convulsing around Jax's fingers as I scream. My legs give out, but Jax holds me up easily, his arm around my waist, his fingers still pumping through my climax.

"That's my good girl," he murmurs in my ear. "Coming so hard just from hearing your husband admit how much he loves being a cuck."

When I can finally breathe again, Jax withdraws his fingers and brings them to Mark's mouth. "Clean them."

Mark doesn't hesitate. His lips close around Jax's fingers, his tongue lapping up my arousal, his eyes fluttering closed. The sight makes my core pulse with renewed need.

"You're both so fucking addicted to this," Jax says, pulling his fingers from Mark's mouth. "Aren't you? Can't get enough of the depravity. The shame. The way I've taken over your lives."

"Yes," I whisper, my voice raw.

"Yes," Mark echoes, his cock still hard and leaking.

Jax's laugh is menacing, triumphant. "I'll be back tonight at seven. Be ready." He releases me, heading toward the door. "Both of you. We're going shopping first, then dinner. Wear something nice, Lola. Something that shows off what's mine."

He's gone, the door closing behind him, leaving Mark and me standing in the hallway, both of us trembling with need and shame.

The day drags. I sit at my desk, pretending to work, but my mind is elsewhere. On Jax's fingers inside me this morning. On the ache between my thighs that never quite goes away anymore. On tonight.

My phone buzzes. An email from my boss.

David: This is a formal warning. I've scheduled a performance review for Monday, 9 AM. Attendance is mandatory.

I read it twice, waiting for the old fear to show up. A formal warning is the thing they put in your file right before they fire you. Six months ago that sentence would have put me in the bathroom with my heart going. Now it just sits there, and what rises to meet it isn't panic, it's the thought of seven o'clock, and I'm ashamed of how clean the trade feels.

I delete the email without responding.

My coworker Sarah stops by my desk around noon, her face concerned. "Lola, are you okay? You seem... distracted lately."

"I'm fine," I lie, not meeting her eyes. "Just busy."

"Is everything alright at home? With Mark?"

The question makes my stomach twist. If she only knew. If any of them knew what my home life had become. Jax taking over our bedroom, fucking me while Mark listened, breeding me with his potent seed while my husband's weak sperm had failed for three years.

"Everything's fine," I say, my voice firmer. "Really."

Sarah doesn't look convinced, but she doesn't push. Just squeezes my shoulder and walks away. I watch her go, feeling the distance growing between me and everyone in my old life. Friends I've been avoiding. Coworkers I can barely look at. A career circling the drain because I can't focus on anything but him.

And I don't care. Don't care about any of it. Only care about getting home. About what Jax has planned.

At five, I leave early, driving home in a daze, my pussy throbbing, my mind racing. Mark's car is already in the driveway when I arrive. Inside, I find him in the bedroom, laying out clothes.

"He texted," Mark says without preamble. "Said to be ready by seven. Said we're going shopping, then dinner."

"I know. He told me this morning."

Mark's hands shake as he holds up a dress. "He said you should wear this. The black one."

I take it from him, the tight black dress that shows off my curves, low-cut and short. The one I bought years ago but never wore because it seemed too provocative for our vanilla life.

Perfect for Jax.

We move through the evening in a daze. I shower, shave everywhere, make myself smooth and ready. The black dress clings to my body, my nipples visible through the thin fabric. No bra. No panties. Just the dress and the knowledge that Jax will probably tear it off me before the night is over.

At 6:58, Jax's truck rumbles into the driveway. My pulse spikes. Mark's hand finds mine, squeezing once before letting go. We can't touch without permission anymore. We stand side by side in the living room, waiting, as the front door opens without a knock.

Jax fills the doorway, his presence overwhelming. His eyes find me first, raking over my body with undisguised hunger, then slide to Mark with a mix of contempt and amusement.

"Perfect," he says, stepping inside. "You both followed instructions. Let's go."

The mall is crowded when we arrive, families and couples browsing stores, living normal lives while ours falls apart in plain sight. Jax's hand is territorial on my lower back as he steers me through the lingerie store, Mark trailing behind us like a shadow.

"This one," Jax says, pulling a sheer black teddy from the rack. It's obscene, barely covering anything, the fabric so thin it might as well be nonexistent. "Try it on."

I take it with quivering hands, disappearing into the dressing room. The teddy fits perfectly, hugging my curves, making my nipples visible through the sheer fabric. I step out, and Jax's eyes darken immediately.

"Fuck," he breathes. "Turn around."

I comply, spinning slowly. The teddy rides up in the back, exposing the curve of my ass. Behind Jax, Mark shifts uncomfortably, his arousal visible even through his jeans.

"We'll take it," Jax says to the saleswoman. "And that red set. And the white lace."

Mark pulls out his wallet automatically, his hands shaking as he pays for lingerie another man picked out for his wife. The saleswoman's eyes flick between us, suspicion clear on her face, but she doesn't comment.

In the car on the way to dinner, Jax's hand slides up my thigh in the backseat, pushing my dress higher. "Touch yourself," he orders. "I want you wet and ready for later."

I comply, my fingers sliding between my thighs, rubbing my clit. Mark drives, his eyes darting to the rearview mirror, watching me pleasure myself. The wrongness of it, touching myself in the car while my husband drives and another man watches, makes me squeeze with need.

"Tell Mark what you're thinking about," Jax says, his voice low.

"I'm thinking about you fucking me," I gasp, my fingers moving faster. "About you breeding me. About carrying your baby while Mark watches."

"And how does that make you feel?" Jax's hand joins mine, his fingers pushing inside me.

"Like I'm yours," I moan, my hips bucking against our joined hands. "Completely. Like I exist just to be your toy."

"That's right." Jax's fingers curl, hitting that spot that makes me see stars. "You're mine. Your body, your pleasure, your womb. All mine."

I come with a scream, my body convulsing in the backseat, my arousal soaking our fingers. Mark's hands grip the steering wheel so tight his knuckles turn white, his breathing ragged.

At the restaurant, Jax orders for all of us, his hand possessive on my thigh under the table throughout dinner. Mark barely eats, his eyes fixed on where Jax's hand disappears under the tablecloth, watching as Jax touches me, claims me, owns me in public.

When we finally get home, Jax wastes no time. He pulls me upstairs to the master bedroom—his bedroom now—and strips me efficiently. The new black teddy from the mall goes on, the fabric barely covering me, making me feel exposed and vulnerable and desperately aroused.

"On the bed," Jax orders. "On your back. Legs spread."

I yield, climbing onto the mattress, spreading my thighs wide. Jax strips slowly, revealing his muscled chest, his thick cock already hard and leaking.

"Mark," he calls out. "Get in here."

Mark appears in the doorway, his eyes immediately locking onto where I'm spread out on the bed. "Yes?"

"I want you to tell me about your inadequacy," Jax says, positioning himself between my thighs. "Tell me every way you've failed your wife while I breed her."

Mark swallows hard. "I couldn't get her pregnant. Three years of trying and nothing. My sperm count was too low. My seed too weak."

Jax pushes inside me in one savage thrust, filling me completely. I cry out, my back arching off the bed. He doesn't give me time to adjust, just starts pounding into me with merciless force.

"Keep going," Jax grunts, his hips snapping against mine.

"I couldn't satisfy her sexually," Mark continues, his voice fracturing. "Couldn't make her scream the way you do. Couldn't dominate her. Couldn't give her what she needed."

"Fuck," Jax groans, his thrusts getting harder. "And now?"

"Now you're breeding her." Tears stream down Mark's face as his hand moves to his cock, stroking through his pants. "You're giving her everything I couldn't. Strong seed. Dominant control. Complete ownership."

"That's right." Jax's hand wraps around my throat, squeezing just enough that the edges of the room go soft. "I'm going to flood this fertile cunt until it can't hold another drop of me. Going to breed her until my baby takes root."

The words push me toward orgasm, pleasure coiling tight in my core. Jax's cock hits that perfect spot with every thrust, his thumb finding my clit, rubbing in perfect rhythm.

"Come for me," he commands. "Show your husband what real pleasure looks like."

I shatter, screaming his name as my orgasm tears through me. My pussy clamps down on his cock, milking him, and with a roar, Jax buries himself deep and comes, flooding me with his hot seed.

We collapse together, both breathing hard. Through the haze, I hear Mark's choked cry as he comes in his pants, his body shaking.

"We're nowhere near done," Jax murmurs in my ear, his cock still pulsing inside me. "We're going to keep doing this. Every day. Every night. Until you're pregnant with my baby. Until everyone knows you're mine."

"Yes," I whisper, my body still shuddering. "Yes, please."

Mark slumps against the doorframe, his face wet with tears, his pants stained with his release. "Thank you," he breathes. "Thank you for showing me my place."

Jax's laugh is low, satisfied. "Your place is watching. Begging. Living for the scraps of intimacy I allow. And you're going to love every second of it."

"I already do," Mark admits, his voice fractured and honest.

Later, after Jax has finally left with promises to return tomorrow, Mark and I lie in the guest bed, both of us exhausted and wired. My pussy is sore, leaking Jax's cum onto the sheets, but I don't want to clean it. Want to keep his mark inside me.

"We're losing everything," I whisper into the darkness. "My boss scheduled a performance review for Monday."

Mark's hand finds mine, squeezing gently. "I'm probably getting demoted. Maybe fired too. I can't focus on anything but this. But him."

"What are we doing?" I ask, though I already know the answer.

"We're falling," Mark says quietly. "Spiraling into something twisted and addictive and completely consuming. And I don't want to stop."

"Neither do I." I turn to face him, seeing my own answering desire reflected in his eyes. "I want him to breed me. Want to carry his baby. Want everyone to know I'm his."

"I want that too," Mark admits, his voice shaking. "Want to raise his child as mine. Want the constant reminder that I failed and he succeeded. The humiliation of it fuels me more than anything ever has."

We lie there in silence, both of us grappling with the truth. Jax has taken over our lives completely. Our bedroom, our intimacy, our future. And we're both addicted to letting him.

My phone buzzes on the nightstand. A text from Jax.

Jax: Tomorrow night, I'm imposing new rules. About when you can fuck each other. About what you're allowed to do without me. Get ready to surrender even more.

I show Mark the message. His cock hardens instantly, his breathing quickening.

"We're really doing this," he whispers. "Letting him control everything."

"Yes," I breathe, my pussy contracting with renewed arousal despite my exhaustion. "We are."

And as we drift off to sleep, both of us know the truth. We're too far gone to stop now. Too addicted to the depravity. Too consumed by the forbidden thrill of complete surrender.

Jax owns us. Completely. And neither of us wants it to end.


Chapter 5


Jax's hand is already on my hip when I open my eyes, his fingers digging into my flesh hard enough to bruise. The master bedroom—his bedroom now—is still dim, dawn barely lightening the edges of the curtains. His breath is hot against my neck, his cock hard and insistent against my ass.

"Wake up," he growls, his voice rough with sleep and hunger. "I need to fuck you before work."

My pussy contracts instantly, my body responding before my mind fully catches up. I'm sore from last night, from the three times he took me while Mark listened from the couch, but the ache only makes me wetter. I arch back against him, a whimper escaping my throat.

"That's my good toy," Jax murmurs, his hand sliding down to cup my pussy. His fingers find me already wet, already ready for him. "Always so eager. Always so fucking perfect."

He doesn't bother with foreplay. Just yanks my hips back, positions himself, and slams inside me in one savage thrust. I cry out, my hands fisting in the sheets, the sheets Mark changed yesterday, fresh and crisp, now being soaked with my arousal as another man fucks me in what used to be our marital bed.

"Fuck, you're tight," Jax grunts, his hips snapping against my ass. The bed frame bangs against the wall with each thrust, loud enough that Mark definitely hears it. Loud enough that he knows exactly what's happening. "Your husband's probably awake now. Probably listening to me use what's mine."

"Yes," I gasp, pleasure building already. "He's listening. He knows."

"And he loves it, doesn't he?" Jax's hand tangles in my hair, yanking my head back. "Loves knowing I'm breeding his wife. Loves the humiliation of it."

My orgasm crashes over me suddenly, ripping a scream from my throat. My pussy clamps down on his cock, milking him, and Jax groans, his rhythm faltering before he buries himself deep and comes, flooding me with his seed.

We lie there for a moment, both breathing hard. Jax pulls out slowly, his cum leaking from my pussy onto the sheets. He rolls me onto my back, his eyes intense and satisfied as they rake over my body, covered in marks from last night, his seed dripping from me.

"Stay like that," he orders, climbing out of bed. "I want you to feel my cum leaking out of you all morning. Want you to remember who owns this pussy."

I yield, my thighs falling open, my body still shuddering with aftershocks. Jax pulls on his jeans, not bothering with a shirt, his muscled chest on full display. He's about to leave when he pauses at the door, his eyes finding mine.

"Tonight, we're establishing new rules," he says, his voice leaving no room for argument. "About when you and Mark can touch each other. About what you're allowed to do without my permission. This ends tonight, any pretense that you two still have a normal marriage."

Air catches in my throat, fear and excitement warring in my chest. "What do you mean?"

"You'll see." His smile is cruel, predatory. "Be ready at seven. Both of you."

He's gone, his footsteps heavy on the stairs, the front door slamming behind him. I lie there in the aftermath, my body aching, my mind spinning. The clock on the nightstand reads 6:47 AM. I should get up, should shower, should get ready for work. But I can't move. Can only lie here feeling Jax's cum leak from my pussy, marking me, claiming me.

The door creaks open. Mark stands in the doorway, his eyes red-rimmed like he didn't sleep, his erection visible through his pajama pants. He looks at me, spread out in Jax's bed, covered in marks, leaking another man's seed, and he swallows audibly.

"Did you hear?" I ask, my voice scratchy.

"Everything." Mark's hand drifts to his cock, pressing against it through the fabric. "Every word he said to you. Every sound you made."

"And?"

"And it made me so fucking hard I came in my pants." The confession comes out of him wrecked, his face burning even as he says it. "Twice."

I should feel guilty, watching my husband work himself raw over the sight of me wrecked by another man. Instead I feel something I'm still learning the shape of: power. Not in spite of being owned—because of it. I'm the thing both of them arrange their whole lives around now, and there's a terrible, steadying strength in being wanted that completely, by two men at once, for opposite reasons.

"He's establishing new rules tonight," I say, my fingers sliding down to my pussy, gathering Jax's cum, bringing it to my lips. Mark's eyes track the movement, his breathing quickening. "About our intimacy. About what we can do without his permission."

"I know." Mark's voice is thick. "I want it. Want him to control everything. Want to give up the last pretense that I'm your husband in any way that matters."

The words hang between us, twisted and binding. This is it. The final surrender. The moment we stop pretending this is anything other than what it is—complete submission to Jax's dominance.

My phone buzzes on the nightstand. An email from my boss.

David: Final notice. Monday's review will decide whether you keep your job. HR will be present.

Termination hearing, basically; they just don't put it that way in an email. I think of my badge, the chair that knows my back, Sarah saving me a seat in the Monday stand-up. For one second it's vertigo, the whole floor of my life tilting. Then I feel Jax's cum still sliding out of me where he told me to leave it, the proof of where I live now, and the tilt goes soft, almost like relief. My whole career is burning down, and barely any of me flinches.

I delete the email without responding.

The workday passes in the same fog as every other one now. Sarah hovers at my desk with that worried look; I lie that everything's fine and leave the report due today unfinished. I don't care about any of it anymore. I only care about getting home, about what Jax has planned.

I leave at five again, the report still unfinished, and barely register the drive. Mark's car is already in the driveway when I get there. Inside, I find him in the kitchen, pacing, his face pale.

"He texted," Mark says without preamble. "Said to have dinner ready by seven. Said we're both to be showered and waiting in the living room."

"What else?"

"That tonight changes everything." Mark's hand shakes as he runs it through his hair. "That after tonight, there's no going back."

We move through the evening in a daze. Mark cooks, lasagna, Jax's favorite, while I shower, shaving my legs, my pussy, making myself smooth and ready. I stand in front of my closet, trying to decide what to wear, when my phone buzzes.

Jax: Wear the black dress. The one that shows off your tits. And no panties.

My fingers quiver as I pull the dress from the hanger. It's tight, low-cut, barely reaching mid-thigh. The black one again, the one I never touched until Jax and now reach for like a uniform.

Perfect for Jax.

I slip it on, the fabric clinging to my curves, my nipples visible through the thin material. No bra. No panties. Just the dress and the knowledge that Jax will tear it off me before the night is over.

Downstairs, Mark is setting the table when I appear. He's changed into khakis and a button-down, looking presentable after spending the day at home. He freezes when he sees me, his eyes raking over my body, his Adam's apple bobbing.

"Fuck," he breathes. "You look..."

"Like Jax's toy," I finish, my voice steady despite my racing heart. "That's what I am now. What we both are."

Mark doesn't deny it. Just nods, and his eyes go somewhere I know too well by now, where the want and the shame look exactly the same on him.

Seven, near enough. His truck in the driveway, the engine cut, the slam of the door. Mark's hand finds mine and lets go before either of us can be caught at it. We're standing a careful foot apart by the time the front door opens.

Jax fills the doorway, his presence overwhelming even before he speaks. His eyes go to me first, then to Mark, like he's checking we're both still where he left us.

"Good," he says, stepping inside and closing the door behind him. "You followed instructions. That's a start."

He crosses to me in three strides, his hand cupping my jaw, tilting my head back. His kiss is savage, claiming, his tongue invading my mouth while Mark watches. When he pulls back, I'm breathless, my lips swollen.

"Perfect," Jax murmurs, his thumb brushing over my bottom lip. "My perfect little toy."

He releases me, turning to Mark. "Dinner ready?"

"Yes." Mark's voice is steady, but I can see the tremor in his hands. "Lasagna. Your favorite."

"Good boy." The condescension in Jax's tone makes Mark flush, but he doesn't protest. Just leads us to the dining room, where the table is set with our good china, the dishes we got as wedding gifts, now being used to serve dinner to the man who's taken over our marriage.

Jax sits at the head of the table, Mark's spot, while Mark and I flank him. The lasagna sits untouched as Jax leans back in his chair, his eyes moving between us.

"Let's make the rules official," he says, his voice casual but commanding. "You've been living by most of them for weeks now. Tonight I write them in stone—and add the one rule you haven't earned yet."

My breathing stutters. Mark's hand clenches into a fist on the table.

"Rule one," Jax continues, his gaze pinning mine. "You don't touch each other without my explicit permission. No kissing, no holding hands, no sex. Your intimacy belongs to me now. I decide when and how you connect."

The words hit like a physical blow. Mark makes a choked sound, but doesn't protest.

"Rule two." Jax's gaze slides to Mark. "You sleep on the couch from now on. That bedroom is mine. That bed is mine. You don't get to share it with her anymore unless I invite you to watch."

"Jax..." Mark's voice breaks. "That's..."

"That's what?" Jax leans forward, his eyes hard. "Too much? Tell me to leave. Tell me you don't want this."

Silence. Mark swallows hard, his eyes dropping to the table. He doesn't tell Jax to leave. Doesn't protest. Just sits there, accepting it.

"That's what I thought." Jax's smile is cruel. "Rule three—and this one's new. I decide when you come. Both of you. You don't touch yourselves, you don't get off without my permission. Your pleasure belongs to me."

My pussy contracts, arousal flooding through me despite, or because of, the degradation. This is it. The final surrender. Jax isn't just taking our bedroom anymore. He's taking everything. Our intimacy, our privacy, our last shred of dignity.

And we're going to let him.

"Any questions?" Jax asks, his tone making it clear he doesn't actually care if we have any.

"No," I whisper, my voice quivering. "No questions."

"Good." Jax stands, pushing back from the table. "Lola, upstairs. Now."

I comply instantly, my legs carrying me toward the stairs before my mind can process the command. Behind me, I hear Jax's voice, menacing and mocking.

"You stay here, Sullivan. Clean up dinner. And don't even think about coming upstairs unless I call for you. Tonight, I'm claiming what's mine. And you're going to listen from down here, knowing you'll never touch her again without my permission."

Mark's choked sound of arousal follows me up the stairs. In the bedroom, Jax's bedroom, I stand by the bed, shaking, waiting. His footsteps are heavy on the stairs, deliberate, taking his time. When he finally appears in the doorway, his eyes are fierce with hunger and promise.

"Strip," he orders, closing the door behind him. "Slowly. I want to enjoy this."

My hands shake as I reach for the zipper of my dress. The sound of it sliding down seems obscenely loud in the quiet room. I let the fabric pool at my feet, standing before him completely naked, no bra, no panties, just bare skin and desperate need.

"Fuck," Jax breathes, his eyes raking over me. "Look at you. So fucking perfect. So fucking mine."

He crosses to me, his hand wrapping around my throat, not squeezing but holding, a reminder of his control. "Get on the bed. On your back. Legs spread. I want to see what belongs to me."

I comply, climbing onto the mattress, spreading my thighs wide. Jax strips slowly, revealing his muscled chest, his thick cock already hard and leaking. He climbs onto the bed, positioning himself between my legs, but doesn't enter me. Just looks at me, his expression intense and satisfied.

"Tell me what you are," he commands.

"Your toy," I whisper. "Your plaything. Yours."

"And your husband?"

"He's..." I swallow hard. "He's nothing. Just a spectator. Someone who watches while you take what he couldn't keep."

"That's right." Jax's hand slides down my body, his fingers finding my pussy, already wet and ready. "He failed you. Failed to get you pregnant. Failed to satisfy you. But I won't fail. I'm going to breed you, Lola. Going to fill you with my seed until it takes. Until you're swollen with my baby."

The words push me toward the edge already, my pussy tightening around his fingers as he pushes inside me. "Please," I gasp. "Please fuck me. I need it."

"Not yet." Jax withdraws his fingers, bringing them to his mouth, licking them clean. "First, I want you to understand what's happening tonight. This isn't just another fuck. This is me taking complete ownership. After tonight, you're not Mark's wife anymore. You're my woman. My property. Mine to breed, mine to use, mine to control."

"Yes," I breathe, my body quivering. "Yes, I understand."

"Good." Jax positions himself at my entrance, the head of his cock pressing against me, teasing but not entering. "Beg for it. Beg me to claim you completely."

"Please," the word tears from my throat. "Please claim me. Please breed me. I'm yours, Jax. Completely yours. My body, my pussy, my womb, all of it belongs to you. Please fill me with your seed. Please get me pregnant. Please..."

He slams into me, cutting off my words with a savage thrust that drives the breath from my lungs. I scream, my back arching off the bed as he fills me completely, stretching me, owning me. He doesn't give me time to adjust, just starts pounding into me with merciless force, each thrust driving the headboard against the wall with a loud bang.

"This is what a real man feels like," he grunts, his hips snapping against mine. "This is what your pathetic husband could never give you."

"Yes," I sob, pleasure building unbearably. "Yes, use me. Breed me."

"Your husband can hear us," Jax growls, his hand wrapping around my throat, the pressure just shy of too much. "Can hear me fucking his wife. Can hear you begging for my seed. And he's down there touching himself, getting off on his own humiliation."

The thought sends me over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me, my pussy clamping down on his cock, my scream echoing through the house. Through the haze, I hear a choked moan from downstairs. Mark, coming from listening to me fall apart on another man's cock.

But Jax doesn't stop. He keeps fucking me through my orgasm, his pace savage and relentless. "That's one," he says, flipping me onto my stomach, yanking my hips up. "I want at least three more before I breed you."

The new angle lets him drive in even harder. I turn my face into the pillow, but I barely try to muffle the sounds now, I want Mark to hear every one. His palm comes down across my ass, and the sting only winds me tighter around him.

"This bed," he grunts, his fingers digging into my hips. "This room. This house. All mine now. Your husband doesn't get to sleep here anymore. Doesn't get to touch you. Doesn't get to pretend he's still your man."

"No," I gasp, pushing back against him. "He's not. You are. You're my man now."

"Damn right I am." Another slap to my ass, harder this time. "And I'm going to prove it. Going to fill you so full of cum you'll be dripping for days. Going to breed you until everyone knows you're carrying my baby."

His words push me toward another peak, pleasure coiling tight in my core. Jax's fingers work my clit, fast and relentless, and I shatter again, screaming into the pillow as waves of pleasure crash over me.

"Two," Jax says, not slowing. "Keep going. I want you completely wrecked."

He doesn't let me come down from it. He pulls out just long enough to fold me in half, my knees hooked over his shoulders, and the next thrust drives so deep it punches the air out of me. Sweat drips off his jaw onto my chest. The whole room smells like him now—cedar and salt and sex, no trace left of Mark in the place that used to be ours.

"Three," he grunts, his thumb finding my clit and dragging me up again before I've finished falling. "You feel that? You're not even fighting it now. This cunt knows who owns it before your head catches up."

He's right, and the rightness is what tips me—not his cock, not his thumb, but the plain fact that I've stopped choosing. The orgasm wrings through me, and through the floor I hear it: the wet, frantic rhythm of Mark, kept downstairs where Jax left him, coming undone just from the sound of me. My husband, shut out of his own bedroom, getting off on the proof that he's been replaced in it.

Jax hears it too. He laughs, low and pleased, and angles his hips so the headboard cracks the wall in a beat the whole house can feel. "Listen to him. Not even in the room and he can't stop. That's what we've made him." Each word lands on a thrust. "My house. My bed. My rules now—the ones I just gave you, the ones you never once told me no to, and that silence was its own kind of yes. And soon my kid in here"—his palm slams flat over my belly—"and he'll still be on that couch, thanking me for it."

The fourth one builds slow and enormous, and here's the line I didn't know was left to cross: I want Mark to hear every second of it. I want him to know exactly how far gone I am. I turn my head toward the door and let the cry out at full volume, for him, a gift and a sentence at once—and when I shatter it's with my husband's name nowhere in my mouth and Jax's hand spread wide over the place his baby is going to grow.

Finally, after my fourth orgasm, Jax's rhythm falters. "Gonna breed you now," he grunts, his cock pulsing inside me. "Gonna fill this fertile cunt with my seed. Gonna make sure it takes."

"Yes," I sob, my body contracting around him. "Yes, please, breed me. Get me pregnant. Make me yours completely."

With a roar, Jax buries himself deep and comes, flooding me with his hot seed. I can feel it, the warmth spreading through me, marking me, claiming me from the inside out. He stays buried inside me, his cock still pulsing, ensuring every drop stays where it belongs.

When he finally pulls out, I collapse onto the bed, boneless and spent. Jax lies beside me, his arm territorial around my waist, his breath hot against my neck.

"That's just the beginning," he murmurs. "Tomorrow night, I'm back. And the night after that. This is my bedroom now. My territory. And you're going to learn to love every second of it."

"I already do," I whisper, my voice raw. "I love it. Love being yours."

Downstairs, I hear movement. Mark, probably cleaning up, probably still hard, probably replaying every sound he heard in his mind. The thought makes me squeeze, a fresh wave of arousal washing through me despite my exhaustion.

Jax's hand slides down to my stomach, pressing against the skin. "My baby's going to grow here," he says, his voice thick with satisfaction. "And your husband's going to watch you swell with it. Going to know every day that I succeeded where he failed."

"Yes," I breathe, covering his hand with mine. "I want that. Want to carry your baby. Want everyone to know I'm yours."

"They will." Jax's lips brush against my ear. "Soon, everyone will know. Your friends, your family, your coworkers. They'll all see that you belong to me now."

A thrill runs through me, fear and excitement tangled together. Our lives are unraveling, our reputations crumbling, our carefully constructed normalcy falling apart. And I don't care. Don't care about anything except this. Except him.

Later, after Jax has finally left with promises to return tomorrow, I find Mark on the couch, his pants still undone, his face wet with tears. He looks up when I appear, his eyes raking over my body, covered in marks, leaking Jax's cum, thoroughly claimed.

"He's taking everything," Mark whispers, his voice fractured. "Our bedroom. Our intimacy. Our last shred of dignity."

"I know." I sit beside him, not touching. We can't without Jax's permission now. "And you love it. Don't you?"

Mark swallows audibly, his eyes dropping to where Jax's cum is leaking down my thighs. "Yes," he admits, his voice barely audible. "God help me, yes. The humiliation, the shame of it, it's the most exquisite thing I've ever felt."

"Me too." I lean back against the couch, my body aching, my mind spinning. "I love being his toy. Love surrendering everything to him. Love knowing he's breeding me while you watch."

"I got another email from work," Mark says quietly. "They're demoting me. Said my performance has been unacceptable for weeks."

Both of us, then. Both jobs gone in the same month, and neither of us lifting a finger to stop it. Somewhere there should be a spreadsheet open, a hard talk about the mortgage. Instead Mark tells me like he's telling me it might rain, and some wrecked, private part of me likes that nothing out there can touch us in here anymore. "I'm probably fired Monday," I say. "My boss turned the review into a termination hearing."

We sit in silence, both of us grappling with the reality of what we've become. Our jobs are falling apart. Our friends have pulled away. Our marriage is a shell, existing only as a framework for Jax's dominance.

And we don't want to stop. Can't stop. Are too addicted to the depravity to turn back now.

"He's coming back tomorrow," I say finally. "And the day after that. This is our life now."

Mark's hand drifts to his cock, still half-hard despite just coming. "I know," he breathes. "And I've never wanted anything more."

My phone buzzes on the coffee table. A text from Jax.

Jax: Tomorrow night, 7 PM. And Lola, track your cycle. Let me know when you're ovulating. That's when I'll fuck you the most. When I'll make sure my seed takes.

I show Mark the message. His breathing hitches, his cock hardening fully at the words.

"He's really going to do it," Mark whispers, his eyes dark with arousal and shame. "Really going to get you pregnant. And I'm going to watch. Going to raise his baby as mine. Going to live with the constant reminder that I failed."

"And it turns you on," I say, not a question.

"More than anything ever has." His voice splinters. "The exquisite shame of it. The humiliation. It fuels me. Makes me feel more alive than I have in years."

I close my eyes, feeling Jax's cum still leaking from me, feeling the ache in my body, feeling the heavy satisfaction of complete surrender. This is who we are now. Jax's toys. His property. Living for his dominance, craving his control, addicted to the beautiful ruin he's making of our lives.

And as I drift off to sleep on the couch — the master is Jax's now, off-limits even when he's gone — I know there's no going back. We've crossed too many lines, surrendered too much, fallen too far.

We're his now. Completely. And neither of us wants it to end.

The End


The Cuckold's Spiral Series


Look for the series and follow me on Amazon for more.

[image: Go to the Cuckolds Spiral series on Amazon]

In the quiet suburbs, a timid husband watches helplessly as their hulking neighbor claims his wife with unapologetic dominance. As boundaries blur and humiliation deepens, the wife surrenders to the twisted addiction. Their once stable lives unravel under public exposure, secret games, and relentless power plays that bind them in ecstatic ruin. This darkly intoxicating series explores the depths of cuckold fantasy, addiction, and shared dominion in a world where control is everything and love is redefined.

The five-book series includes:
Dominated by My Neighbor
My Neighbor Claims Me
Conquered in Our House
Publicly Claimed
Shared Dominion

Get the series on Amazon


About the author


Dana Reese crafts spicy stories that explore modern relationships, consent, and personal freedom within committed partnerships. Drawing from her fascination with how couples navigate desire and boundaries, she writes about the intersection of love and trust. When not writing steamy narratives that challenge conventional relationship norms, Dana lives with her partner of fifteen years and their two impossibly spoiled dogs.

Follow her on Amazon if you want to be notified of new releases.
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IN THE QUIET SUBURBS, A TIMID HUSBAND WATCHES

HELPLESSLY AS THEIR HULKING-NEIGHBOR CLAIMS HIS WIFE
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