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Chapter 1


I stare at the half-empty wine glass on the kitchen counter, watching the burgundy liquid catch the afternoon light. Mark’s voice drifts from the living room—another work call he didn’t need to take on a Saturday. The third this weekend.

“Yes, of course. No problem at all.” His voice carries that eager-to-please tone that makes my teeth clench.

I dump the remaining wine down the sink. It’s too early anyway, though the temptation to pour another grows with each passing minute in this pristine prison we call home. Our suburban dream with its manicured lawn and coordinated furniture sets. Everything in its place, including me.

Mark appears in the doorway, phone still in hand. “That was Johnson. The proposal needs revisions before Monday.”

“On our barbecue day?” I don’t hide my disappointment. We’ve had this neighborhood gathering planned for weeks.

He shrugs, that helpless gesture I’ve grown too familiar with. “I’ll just work on it tonight. We can still have people over.”

I turn away, focusing on the cucumber I’m slicing with unnecessary force. “Fine. Whatever works for you.”

“Lola.” He steps closer, his hand hovering near my shoulder but not quite touching. “I’m sorry. You know how it is.”

I do know. Mark never says no. Not to his boss, not to clients, not to neighbors borrowing tools they never return. Not to anyone except, perhaps, me—though his refusals come as passive silence rather than actual words.

My fingers brush against the silver necklace he gave me years ago, back when our future seemed full of promises—a home, a family, children running through hallways that now echo with nothing but silence.

“The neighbors will be here in an hour,” I say instead of what I’m really thinking. “Could you at least set up the grill?”

He nods, relief washing over his face at the simple, actionable request. Crisis averted. Conversation avoided. The Mark Sullivan special.
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The backyard fills with the familiar faces of our neighborhood—the Hendersons with their twins, old Mr. Paulson with his endless stories about fishing, the newlyweds from down the street whose names I keep forgetting. I move between them refilling drinks, offering appetizers, and playing the perfect hostess while Mark tends to the grill with excessive attention.

Mrs. Henderson bounces her youngest on her hip, and the familiar ache blooms in my chest. Three years of fertility treatments. Three years of watching Mark’s face fall with each negative test. Three years of doctors gently suggesting we consider using donor sperm. Three years of him refusing to discuss the idea.

“Need another beer, Mark?” I call over, noticing his empty bottle, pushing away the thoughts that threaten to drown me.

Before he can answer, a deep voice cuts through the ambient chatter. “I’ve got him covered.”

Jax Thompson strides across our lawn like he owns it, a six-pack dangling from one hand. The conversation around me dims as heads turn to watch his approach. He has that effect on people—commanding attention without asking for it.

I haven’t seen him up close since he moved in next door last month. He’s taller than I thought, his shoulders stretching the fabric of his black t-shirt. A wolf tattoo peeks out from beneath his sleeve, snarling silently at the world. Heat rises to my face as his eyes lock with mine, and I’m suddenly aware of how my sundress clings to my hips in the summer humidity.

“Hope you don’t mind me crashing,” he says, though the words hold no actual concern about being unwelcome. He hands Mark a beer without waiting for a response.

“Not at all,” Mark says, his voice lifting an octave. “The more the merrier.”

I watch the exchange with a strange tightness in my chest. Mark looks smaller standing next to Jax, his careful posture a stark contrast to Jax’s confidence.

“Lola, right?” Jax turns those steely blue eyes on me. “Your husband’s been telling me about you.”

“All good things, I hope.” The response is automatic, polite.

His smile doesn’t quite reach his eyes as he takes a step closer. “He said you make the best potato salad in the county. I had to come verify that claim myself.”

The space between us crackles with something dangerous. I catch the scent of his cologne—something woodsy and raw.

“It’s just from my mother’s recipe.” I tuck a strand of hair behind my ear, aware of his gaze following the movement.

“Don’t be modest,” Mark interjects, flipping a burger with too much enthusiasm. “You’ve perfected it.”

Jax’s gaze lingers on me a beat too long before he turns back to Mark. “How’s that edger working out for you? The one you borrowed last week?”

Mark’s shoulders tense. “Great, thanks. I’ll get it back to you soon.”

“No rush. What’s a little property between neighbors, right?” Jax takes a long pull from his beer, eyes still on Mark. “Though your property line stakes seem to be about six inches into my yard. We should sort that out sometime.”

The threat hangs in the air, wrapped in casual conversation.

“I’m sure it’s just a misunderstanding,” Mark says, his smile strained. “The previous owners must have—“

“The previous owners weren’t pushing their fence into my space.” Jax cuts him off. “But hey, we’re all friends here. We’ll figure it out.”

I step between them, offering a plate of appetizers. “Deviled egg? They’re going fast.”

Jax takes one, his fingers deliberately brushing mine. A jolt of electricity races up my arm at the contact. “Thanks, Lola. At least someone here knows how to be hospitable.” His eyes drift down to my collarbone, to the hollow of my throat where my pulse hammers traitorously. “That’s a beautiful necklace.”

“Mark gave it to me,” I say, too quickly.

“Lucky man.” Jax’s voice drops lower, meant just for me. “I bet he gives you all sorts of pretty things.”

I smile and Mark says nothing, just turns another burger, oblivious to the current running between his wife and his neighbor.
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Later, as the sun sets and neighbors begin to drift home, I find myself alone in the kitchen, loading the dishwasher while voices drift in from the patio. Mark and Jax, their conversation just audible through the open window.

”—just saying, a man should know his boundaries.“ Jax’s voice carries easily.

“I understand. I’ll check the property records,” Mark replies, his tone conciliatory.

“Do that. And maybe grow a spine while you’re at it.”

I freeze, a plate suspended over the dishwasher rack. Waiting for Mark’s response. For the sound of outrage, of defense.

Nothing comes except a weak laugh, as if Jax has made a hilarious joke instead of insulting him to his face.

I slam the plate down harder than necessary. The kitchen window gives me a perfect view of them—Jax lounging in our patio chair like a king on a throne, Mark standing awkwardly beside him nodding along to whatever Jax is saying now.

Something hot and uncomfortable blooms in my chest. Not quite anger, not quite pity. Something more complicated that I don’t want to name.

Jax glances toward the window, catching me watching. His lips curl into a knowing smile, and he raises his beer in a mock toast. I turn away, cheeks burning, a shameful throb of desire pulsing between my legs.

Mrs. Henderson’s words from earlier echo in my mind: “Sometimes a woman needs a man who can give her what she wants.” She’d been talking about her husband’s promotion, but standing here, watching Jax’s powerful frame dominate our patio furniture, the words take on a different meaning entirely.

When Mark finally comes inside, Jax has gone home and I’m wiping down counters that are already clean.

“He’s something else, isn’t he?” Mark says, gathering empty bottles.

“That’s one way to put it.” I don’t look up. “He practically called you spineless to your face.”

Mark’s movements falter. “He was just joking around.”

“Was he?” I turn to face him. “Because it didn’t sound like joking to me.”

“It’s not worth making an enemy over, Lola. He’s our neighbor.”

“So that means he gets to walk all over you?”

Mark’s face tightens. “I’m handling it my way. Not everyone needs to turn every interaction into a confrontation.”

“And not everyone needs to roll over at the first sign of conflict,” I snap back. “Maybe if you took advice from people once in a while—“ I stop, the unfinished thought hanging between us. Maybe if you took advice, we’d have tried donor sperm by now. Maybe we’d have a family.

He sighs, that familiar sound of retreat. “I’m going to start on those revisions. Can we not do this now?”

And there it is—the conversation, over before it begins. Mark disappears into his home office, the door clicks shut behind him. I’m left alone with dishes and frustration and the lingering image of Jax’s flirty smile.

As I finish cleaning up, I can see the light on in Jax’s house next door through the kitchen window. A shadow moves across the blinds—tall, broad-shouldered. I wonder what it would be like to live with someone who fills a room with his presence instead of shrinking from it. Someone who takes what he wants instead of quietly accepting disappointment.

The thought startles me with its clarity. With its betrayal.

My hand drifts absently to my flat stomach—still empty after all these years of trying. I think of the way Jax looked at me today, like I was something to be consumed. Not like Mark, who treats me like fine china that might break if handled too roughly.

I turn away from the window, and from the dangerous path my mind wants to wander down. But as I head upstairs to our bedroom—where Mark won’t join me for hours—I can’t shake the feeling that something has shifted today. Some invisible line has been drawn.

And Jax Thompson is standing on the other side of it, watching me and waiting to see which way I’ll fall.


Chapter 2


I catch Jax staring at me again as I bend over my flower bed, his eyes tracking my movements from across the yard. It’s been a week since the barbecue, and he hasn’t missed an opportunity to make his presence known.

“Beautiful morning for gardening,” he calls out, his voice carrying easily over the fence separating our properties.

I straighten, brushing soil from my hands. “Just trying to save my hydrangeas before this heat wave kills them.”

He leans against the fence, muscled arms folded over the top slat. The wolf tattoo on his bicep ripples as he flexes. “Need help with anything? I’ve got strong hands.“ The way he says it makes it clear he’s not talking about gardening.

“I’ve got it under control, thanks.” My pulse quickens despite my casual tone. I tuck a strand of hair behind my ear, aware of how my thin tank top clings to my skin in the morning humidity.

“If you change your mind...” He lets the offer hang in the air, his eyes dropping to my chest before slowly rising back to my face.

Mark appears on our back porch, coffee mug in hand, oblivious to the electricity crackling through the air. “Morning, Jax,” he calls with a friendly wave.

Jax’s smile shifts, predatory in a different way. “Sullivan! Still using my edger?”

Mark’s smile falters. “Actually, I was going to bring it back today. Just need to clean it up first.”

“No rush.” Jax’s voice hardens slightly. “Though I noticed your sprinkler system’s reaching about a foot into my property.”

I watch Mark’s shoulders slump slightly. “Is it? I can adjust that.”

“Hopefully it won’t take you as long as it’s taking you to look at the property line and those fence posts.”

Mark nods too quickly. “I’ll take a look this weekend.”

“You do that.” Jax’s attention swings back to me, his gaze warming. “Lola, if your husband wants to see what happens when people don’t respect proper boundaries, I’m happy to give him a demonstration.”

Somehow I don’t think he’s talking about the yard anymore. Heat blooms across my chest and up my neck.

Mark sips his coffee, oblivious to how I’m reacting to Jax. “I think the property maps are in the garage. I’ll dig them out.”

“You do that,” Jax repeats, not bothering to look at Mark anymore. His eyes are fixed on me, one corner of his mouth lifted in a knowing smirk. “Some men need to find out what happens when you cross lines.”

I turn back to my flowers, heart hammering against my ribs. The soil feels cool against my fingers as I dig a little too aggressively around the roots. Behind me, I hear the sliding door close as Mark retreats into the house.

“Does he always run away that fast?” Jax’s voice is closer now. I glance up to find him walking along the fence line, inspecting it with exaggerated interest.

“He has work.” The defense sounds weak even to my own ears.

Jax raises an eyebrow. “Man’s got interesting priorities. I wouldn’t be working if my wife was bent over in front of me like that.”

I don’t respond, focusing instead on the delicate blue petals between my fingers.

“What about you, Lola? What are your priorities?”

The question hangs between us, heavier than it should be.

“My garden. My home.” I pause. “My marriage.”

“In that order?” His laugh is low, knowing.

I stand abruptly, brushing dirt from my knees. “I should get inside.”

“Running away too?” He’s grinning now, enjoying my discomfort. “Like husband, like wife.”

“I’m not running.” The words come out sharp.

“Prove it.”

My breath catches. “What?”

Jax gestures to his yard. “I’ve got some fertilizer in the garage that would work wonders for those hydrangeas. Come over and get it.”

It’s a simple invitation. Neighborly, even. But we both know it’s more.

“I can buy my own fertilizer.”

“Not this blend. Special order.” His eyes hold mine. “Unless you’re scared.”

“Of fertilizer?” I try to laugh, but it sounds strained.

“Of stepping over lines.” Jax nods toward my house. “Of what Mark might think if he saw you in my yard.”

“Mark doesn’t control where I go.” The words tumble out before I can stop them.

Jax’s smile widens. “Then I’ll see you in five minutes.” He turns and strides toward his garage, not waiting for my response.

I stand frozen, trowel clutched in my hand, watching his retreating back. The rational part of my brain screams to go inside, to forget the fertilizer and the man offering it. But another part—a part I’ve been ignoring for too long—urges me forward.

Five minutes later, I’m standing at Jax’s garage door, my heart pounding against my ribs.

“Right on time,” he says, appearing in the doorway. He’s changed his shirt—or removed it entirely, now wearing only a thin white tank that clings to every ridge of muscle across his chest and abdomen.

“The fertilizer?” I prompt, trying to keep my eyes on his face.

He steps aside, gesturing me in. “Back of the garage. Come see.”

The space is immaculate—tools organized on pegboards, shelves neatly stacked with supplies. Nothing like our garage, where Mark piles things haphazardly with promises to organize them “someday.”

“Impressive setup,” I say, genuinely surprised.

“I like things in their proper place.” Jax closes the door behind us, dimming the light. “Unlike your husband, who seems to think boundaries are suggestions.”

I bristle at the criticism. “Mark’s just—“

“Weak,” Jax finishes, stepping closer. “We both know it. No point pretending otherwise.”

“That’s not fair.”

“Isn’t it?” He moves to a shelf, lifting a bag of fertilizer. “I’ve seen how he looks at you. How he doesn’t touch you. How he backs down from every challenge.”

My throat tightens. “You don’t know anything about our marriage.”

“I know enough.” Jax sets the bag down, turning to face me fully. “I know he’s not giving you what you need.”

“And what’s that?” The words come out as a whisper.

“Children, for starters.”

The comment hits like a physical blow. I take a step back, my hip bumping against his workbench. “That’s none of your business.”

“I’ve seen you watching the Henderson kids. The way your face changes when Mrs. Henderson bounces that baby on her hip.” Jax moves closer, eliminating the space between us. “I know longing when I see it, Lola.”

Tears prick at the corners of my eyes. “You have no right—“

“Is it his fault?” Jax presses, his voice softening slightly. “The doctors told you it’s him, didn’t they?”

I say nothing, but my silence is answer enough.

“Thought so.” His hand reaches up, brushing a strand of hair from my face. The touch is gentle, at odds with his intimidating presence. “A real man would find a solution. Give his wife what she needs, whatever it takes.”

“It’s complicated,” I manage, my voice barely audible.

“Only because he makes it complicated.” Jax’s fingers trail down my cheek to my jaw, tilting my face up. “Some men can’t accept their limitations.”

I should leave. I should push past him, grab the fertilizer, and run back to my yard, my husband, my carefully constructed life. Instead, I stand frozen, caught in his gaze like a rabbit before a wolf.

“What do you want, Lola?” His thumb brushes my lower lip, sending a jolt of electricity straight to my core.

“I don’t know,” I whisper, the admission terrifying in its honesty.

“Yes, you do.” His face is inches from mine now, his breath warm against my skin. “You want to feel something. Anything. You want to be seen. Touched.” His hand slides down to my throat, resting there without pressure. “You want to be taken.”

My breath hitches. “Jax—“

“Tell me I’m wrong.” His voice is a low challenge. “Tell me to stop.”

I should. God help me, I should.

But the words won’t come.

His lips crash against mine, hungry and demanding. Nothing like Mark’s hesitant kisses. Jax takes, consumes, his hands gripping my waist with bruising intensity. I gasp against his mouth, and he deepens the kiss, his tongue claiming mine with practiced skill.

My body responds instantly, shamefully. Heat pools between my thighs, my nipples tightening against my thin top. His hands slide lower, gripping my ass and pulling me against him. I feel the hard ridge of his erection through his jeans, massive compared to Mark’s modest size.

“This what you need?” Jax growls against my mouth, grinding against me. “A man who takes what he wants?”

A whimper escapes me, my hips moving of their own accord. His hands slide under my shirt, calloused palms rough against my skin as they move upward to cup my breasts. His thumbs brush over my nipples, and I arch into his touch, desperate for more.

“So responsive,” he murmurs, his mouth moving to my neck. “Bet he never makes you feel like this.”

The mention of Mark cuts through the fog of desire. I place my hands against Jax’s chest, pushing slightly. “Wait—“

To my surprise, he stops immediately, though his hands remain on my waist. “Having second thoughts?” His voice holds a note of challenge.

“I—“ My voice falters. What am I doing? Standing in my neighbor’s garage while my husband works twenty feet away, letting another man touch me, kiss me, make me feel things I haven’t felt in years.

“It’s okay to want things, Lola.” Jax’s voice softens slightly, though his eyes remain predatory. “It’s okay to take what you need.”

“I should go.” I step back, putting space between us. My lips feel swollen, my skin too tight.

Jax doesn’t try to stop me. He simply watches, a knowing smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “Sure. Run back to your weak husband and your empty home.”

The words sting because they’re true.

“The fertilizer,” I say lamely, gesturing to the bag.

“Take it.” He lifts the bag, holding it out. “Consider it a gift between neighbors.”

Our fingers brush as I take it, and even that small contact sends a shiver down my spine.

“This isn’t over, Lola.” His voice follows me as I back toward the door. “We both know you’ll be back.”

I flee across the yard, the heavy bag clutched to my chest like a shield. My heart pounds, my body still humming with unmet desire. Shame and excitement war within me as I reach my own garden, dropping the fertilizer beside my hydrangeas.

Through the kitchen window, I can see Mark hunched over his laptop at the dining table, oblivious to what just happened. What almost happened.

I press my fingers to my lips, still feeling the ghost of Jax’s kiss. The pressure of his hands. The hardness of him against me.

This is insanity. I’m married. I love Mark. I do.

But as I kneel in the soil, my hands shaking as I open the fertilizer bag, I can’t deny the truth in Jax’s words. Can’t ignore the way my body responded to his touch. The way it still throbs with need.

I glance toward his house and find him watching me from his window. He raises a hand, a casual wave that somehow feels like a claim. A promise.

Or a threat.

When Mark finally emerges from the house hours later, the sun is high overhead, beating down mercilessly.

“Thought you might want some lemonade,” he says, placing a glass beside me. He notices the fertilizer bag. “Where’d that come from?”

I don’t look up from the flower bed. “Jax gave it to me. For the hydrangeas.”

“Oh.” Mark’s voice tightens slightly. “That was... nice of him. I couldn’t find the property maps, so I’m not sure what to do about that.”

“Maybe you should just talk to him directly. Sort it out man to man.”

Mark’s laugh is nervous. “Right. I’ll do that.”

But we both know he won’t. He’ll avoid the confrontation, let the problem fester until it explodes. It’s what he always does.

“I need to finish a proposal,” he says, already backing toward the house. “Let me know if you need anything else.”

I watch him retreat, shoulders slightly hunched, and feel a stab of both pity and frustration. This is the man I married—kind, gentle, accommodating to a fault. The man who holds me at night and whispers that someday we’ll figure out the baby situation. Someday. Always someday.

Never now. Never decisively.

From across the yard, I feel Jax’s eyes on me again. Watching. Waiting. I don’t need to look up to know he’s there, his presence a tangible force even from a distance.

A shiver runs down my spine that has nothing to do with the heat. Something has shifted between us, a line crossed that can’t be uncrossed. And the most terrifying part is that I don’t want to go back.

I want to see how far this goes. What it feels like to be wanted so fiercely, so completely, that nothing else matters.

Even if it destroys everything I thought I wanted.


Chapter 3


I slam the cabinet door harder than necessary, the sound echoing through our too-quiet kitchen. Mark flinches but doesn’t look up from his phone.

“So you’re just going to keep the edger? It’s been three weeks, Mark.”

“I’ll give it back tomorrow.” His voice has that placating tone that makes my skin crawl. “It’s not worth making a big deal over.”

“It’s not about the edger.” I grip the edge of the counter, my knuckles turning white. “It’s about respect. He walks all over you, and you just... let him. Once you give him the edger back, he’ll have less reason to bug you”

Mark sighs, setting his phone down. “Jax is just... territorial. I don’t want to make things worse.”

“Territorial?” I laugh, the sound sharp enough to make him wince. “He told you that pir sprinklers are crossing onto his property, and instead of getting property maps to actually check, you just turned them off. We have brown patches in our lawn now.”

“I’ll figure it out this week.”

“You said that last weekend.” The familiar ache blooms in my chest—the same one I feel when I see Mrs. Henderson with her twins, when I scroll past another pregnancy announcement on social media. Empty promises, empty house, empty womb.

Mark opens his mouth to respond when a shadow falls across our kitchen window. Jax stands on our back patio, tool belt slung low on his hips, t-shirt clinging to his muscled torso with sweat. He knocks on the glass, grinning when he sees us.

“Speak of the devil,” I mutter, but I’m already moving toward the door, ignoring the flutter in my stomach.

“Hey, neighbors.” Jax’s voice fills our kitchen as I let him in. He smells like sawdust and something darker, more primal. “Just finished building a new deck chair. Thought I’d see if you need more fertilizer.”

Mark gives him a nervous smile. “No need for fertilizer. I was going to come by and give you the edger, actually.”

“Were you now?” Jax’s eyebrow lifts, amusement playing at the corners of his mouth. “Funny, I thought you were planning to do that last week.”

Mark’s shoulders hunch slightly. “I’ve been busy with work.”

“Too busy to walk next door?” Jax’s eyes drift to me, lingering on the way my thin t-shirt clings to my chest. “Or take care of other... responsibilities?”

Heat crawls up my neck. I cross my arms, aware of how the movement pushes my breasts together. “We’ll bring it by this weekend. I’ll make sure of it.”

Jax’s smile widens. “Looking forward to it.” He turns back to Mark. “While we’re settling debts, we should talk about that property line. Your fence is definitely on my land.”

Mark shifts his weight, avoiding eye contact. “I think it’s right on the line.”

“No, it’s not.” Jax’s voice hardens. “And we both know it.”

The tension in the room thickens. I watch Mark’s face, waiting for him to stand his ground, to defend our property, to be the man I thought I married. Instead, he stares at the floor.

“Maybe we can compromise,” he offers weakly.

Something in me snaps. “For God’s sake, Mark. The fence has been there for five years. If Jax has a problem with it, he can show us the property records to prove it’s in the wrong spot.”

Jax’s eyes light up at my challenge, his gaze sliding over me with new interest. “I’ve got them at my place. Why don’t you come over and see for yourself?”

“Fine.” The word leaves my mouth before I can think better of it. If he had the property maps all this time, why has he been bugging us?

Mark’s head jerks up. “Lola, I can handle this—“

“Can you?” I turn to him, years of frustration bubbling to the surface. “Because from where I’m standing, you haven’t handled anything in a long time.”

The words hang between us, loaded with more meaning than just property disputes. Mark’s face falls, understanding exactly what I’m talking about. Three years of fertility treatments. Three years of his low sperm count. Three years of him refusing to consider alternatives.

“That’s not fair,” he says quietly.

“Isn’t it?” My voice shakes. “You won’t fight for our yard. You won’t fight for our future. You won’t fight for anything.”

Jax watches our exchange with undisguised interest, his eyes darting between us like he’s at a tennis match. “Trouble in paradise?”

“Stay out of this,” Mark says, but there’s no force behind it.

“No, I don’t think I will.” Jax steps closer to me, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from his body. “Your wife’s right, Sullivan. A real man fights for what’s his.” His eyes lock with mine. “And if he doesn’t... well, someone else might claim it.”

My breath catches.

“I think you should leave,” Mark says, his voice strained.

Jax ignores him, his attention fixed solely on me. “Come over and see the property maps, Lola. Let’s settle this once and for all.”

I should say no. But I don’t. “Let’s go.”

“Lola—“ Mark reaches for my arm, but I pull away.

“Mark. I’m tired of waiting for you to handle things.”

I follow Jax, aware of Mark trailing behind us like a lost puppy. The summer heat hits me like a wall as we step outside, the humidity making my t-shirt cling even more to my skin. Jax notices, his eyes lingering on the outline of my nipples visible through the thin fabric.

“It’s in the garage,” he says, leading the way across our yard to the fence gate. His hand brushes mine as we walk, the contact brief but electric.

Mark hurries to catch up, hovering at my side. “We should do this another time,” he says quietly. “I have that conference call in an hour.”

“Of course you do.” I don’t bother hiding my disappointment. Always work. Always an excuse.

“The call can wait,” Jax throws over his shoulder. “Some things are more important than work, Sullivan.”

Mark falls silent as he follows us. The garage door is already open.

“Come in,” Jax gestures us inside, hitting a button that closes the garage door behind us. The space is instantly more intimate, the outside world shut out. “Maps are over here.”

He leads us to a workbench at the back, spreading out a large property survey. Mark leans over it, squinting at the lines.

“See?” Jax points to a boundary marker. “Your fence is a full eight inches onto my property. Has been since you put it up.”

“That can’t be right.” Mark frowns at the map. “When we installed it, we followed the survey exactly.”

“Well, you followed it wrong.” Jax’s voice is firm, brooking no argument. “The property line runs here.” He drags his finger along the map, his forearm brushing against my chest as he reaches across.

The contact isn’t accidental. His eyes meet mine, a silent challenge in them.

I don’t move away.

“Even if that’s true,” Mark says, oblivious to the current running between Jax and me, “it’s just a few inches. Hardly worth fighting about.”

“It’s the principle,” Jax replies, not taking his eyes off me. “A man should know where his boundaries are. And be willing to defend them.”

“We can move the fence,” Mark concedes, too quickly. “This weekend.”

“Just like that?” I turn to him, incredulous. “You’re not even going to get a professional out here to double check the property line?”

“It’s not worth the hassle, Lola.”

“Not worth—“ I cut myself off, shaking my head. “Of course not. Nothing ever is.”

Jax watches our exchange with a predatory gleam in his eyes. “Your wife doesn’t seem happy with that solution, Sullivan.”

“She’ll understand once I explain—“

“I understand perfectly,” I snap. “You’re backing down. Again. Just like you always do.”

Mark’s face flushes. “That’s not fair.”

“Isn’t it?” My voice rises. “You back down from your boss. You back down from the neighbors. You backed down when Dr. Morris suggested donor sperm—“

“Lola!” Mark’s eyes widen in horror.

But it’s too late. The words hang in the air, impossible to take back.

Jax’s eyebrows shoot up. “Let me guess.” His eyes slide to Mark, contempt written across his features. “Shooting blanks?”

Mark’s face crumples. “That’s none of your business.”

“Seems like it’s very much my business now.” Jax steps closer to me, his body a solid wall of heat at my back. “Especially if it’s making your wife unhappy.”

“Lola, let’s go.” Mark reaches for my hand, but I don’t take it.

“No.” The word comes out stronger than I expected. “I’m tired of this, Mark. I’m tired of you avoiding every confrontation. I’m tired of you promising to handle things and then never doing it.” My voice cracks. “I’m tired of watching other women have babies while we sit in doctor’s offices hearing the same news over and over.”

“I can’t control my sperm count!” Mark’s voice rises, desperation edging into it.

“But you can control how we respond to it,” I shoot back. “We could have tried donor sperm years ago. We could have a family by now.”

“I wanted our child to be mine—“

“And I wanted a child, period!” The admission tears from my throat, raw and painful. “But you were too proud to consider alternatives. Too afraid of what people might think if they knew another man’s sperm gave me what you couldn’t.”

The garage falls silent, the only sound is our ragged breathing. Mark stares at me like he’s never seen me before, hurt and betrayal written across his face.

Jax steps between us, his back to Mark, his eyes locked on mine. “I think it’s time to give you what you want.”

“What are you suggesting?” I whisper, though I already know.

“Lola,” Mark’s voice breaks. “Don’t listen to him.”

What would Mark do if I acted like I was going to take Jax’s obvious offer? I take a step toward Jax and say quietly. “Mark, you never fight for anything. Not even me.”

“That’s not true! I love you. I’ve always—“

“Love isn’t enough,” I cut him off. “Not anymore.”

Jax’s hand settles on my waist, possessive and warm. “Last chance to stand up to me, Sullivan, before I take what’s yours.”

The garage falls silent. I hold my breath, waiting for Mark to finally, finally fight for us.

Instead, he looks at the floor. “This is insane,” he mutters. “I’m not playing this game.”

“It’s not a game,” Jax says, his voice hardening.

Mark looks at me, his eyes pleading. “Lola, come home. We can talk about this. About... everything.”

I shake my head. “We’ve been talking for years. I’m done talking.”

His face crumples. For a moment, I think he might finally stand his ground. But then his shoulders slump in defeat.

“Fine,” he says, his voice hollow. “Do what you want. You always do anyway.”

The words sting, but not as much as his surrender. He turns toward the garage door, his hand on the button to open it.

“Wait,” Jax’s command freezes Mark in place. “I didn’t say you could leave.”

Mark turns slowly. “What?”

Jax’s smile is cruel. “I said I was taking what’s yours. I didn’t say you weren’t invited to watch.”

“That’s sick,” Mark says, but he doesn’t press the button to open the door and leave.

“Is it?” Jax’s hand slides up my back, tangling in my hair. “Or is it exactly what you both want? What you need?”

I should be outraged. I should take Mark home and try to salvage what’s left of our marriage. But I don’t want to. I lean into Jax’s touch, my body betraying me with a shiver of anticipation.

“Lola?” Mark’s voice is barely audible. “Is this really what you want?”

I look at my husband—the man who can’t give me the one thing I need most. The man who backs down from every fight. The man who’s watching another man’s hand in his wife’s hair without doing anything to stop it.

“Yes,” I whisper. “It is.”

Jax’s grip tightens in my hair, tilting my head back to expose my throat. His eyes lock with Mark’s over my shoulder and his lips are against my ear. “He doesn’t deserve you. Never did.”

Mark watches, his eyes dark with something that looks like defeat but might be something else entirely, Something that makes me wonder if, in some twisted way, this is what he was hoping would happen.


Chapter 4


“Last chance to run, Sullivan.” Jax’s taunt hangs in the air, his eyes locked on mine even as he throws the words at Mark like a challenge.

The garage air feels thicker now, heavy with the scent of oil and sweat, and something sharper, more primal. My pulse thuds in my ears, a frantic rhythm that matches the ache building between my thighs.

I glance at Mark. His face twists—hurt flashing across those familiar brown eyes, betrayal etching lines around his mouth. But there’s something else there too, a dark flicker that makes my core clench, slick heat pooling in my panties. God, what are we doing?

“I’m not leaving,” Mark says quietly, his voice barely cutting through the tension.

Jax’s laugh rumbles low and cruel. “Of course you’re not. You want to see what a real man does to your wife.”

He steps closer to me, his muscular frame radiating heat, that snarling wolf tattoo flexing as he reaches out. His fingers trail along my arm, leaving goosebumps in their wake.

The words send a shameful thrill racing through me. My face flushes hot. I shouldn’t want this, but fuck, I do.

“Look at her,” Jax says to Mark, his voice dripping with mockery. He grips my chin, tilting my face toward my husband. “Already excited at the thought of being taken by someone else. Bet her pussy’s dripping for me.”

Mark’s eyes drop to my chest, lingering on the hard peaks of my nipples pressing through the cotton. His throat bobs as he swallows hard, hands clenching at his sides. I see the conflict there, the way his jeans start to tent. He’s aroused by this. By me, like this.

Jax doesn’t wait. His hand tangles in my hair, yanking my head back sharply. I gasp, the sting shooting straight to my clit. His mouth crashes onto mine, all raw possession—no gentle prelude, just his tongue forcing between my lips, claiming every inch. He tastes like coffee and dominance, his stubble scraping my skin. I moan into the kiss, my body melting against his solid chest, the heat of him searing through my clothes.

“That’s it,” Jax growls against my lips, nipping at my bottom one hard enough to draw a whimper. “Show your husband how much you want me. How much you need a real cock to fill that neglected cunt.”

His hands roam everywhere—sliding under my shirt, rough palms squeezing my breasts through my bra, thumbs circling my nipples until they ache. He grips my ass, pulling me flush against him, grinding the massive bulge in his jeans against my core. I rock into it instinctively, chasing the friction. Through the haze, I hear Mark’s breathing—ragged, audible across the garage. He’s watching. Not stopping this.

Jax breaks the kiss, spinning me around to face Mark. His broad chest presses against my back, one arm banding around my waist like iron, the other gripping my chin again. The cool metal of his tool belt digs into my hip, a sharp reminder of where we are. Afternoon light filters through the small window, casting long shadows on the concrete floor.

“Look at him,” Jax commands in my ear, his breath hot against my skin. “Look at how pathetic he is, watching another man touch his wife.” His hand moves to my breast, kneading roughly, pinching the nipple until I arch and cry out.

Mark stands frozen, eyes dark and stormy. His gaze tracks Jax’s hand, then flicks to my face. I see the bulge in his pants growing, straining.

Jax notices, his dark chuckle rumbling against my ear. “Look at that,” he murmurs, voice thick with satisfaction. “Weak seed, weak spine, but at least his cock works.” His hand slides down my stomach, fingers dipping boldly beneath the waistband of my shorts. “Bet he’s never rough with you, even though that’s what you really want. Bet he’s never made you scream like I will.”

Fuck, he’s right. Sex with Mark is always soft, loving—vanilla missionary under the covers, his gentle thrusts leaving me staring at the ceiling, daydreaming about being pinned down and fucked until I can’t think. Until I come so hard I see stars. Jax’s fingers push lower, finding my soaked folds. I gasp as he strokes through the wetness, circling my clit with the perfect pressure. My hips buck, grinding against his hand.

“So fucking wet,” Jax announces, his voice carrying loud enough for Mark to hear every word. “Your wife’s dripping for me, Sullivan. Sloppy and ready to be used. What do you think about that?”

Mark’s breathing quickens, eyes locked on Jax’s hand disappearing into my shorts. He takes a hesitant step forward, then stops, uncertainty twisting his features. His hand twitches toward his zipper, but he holds back.

“That’s right,” Jax says, fingers plunging deeper, two sliding into my pussy “Stay right there. This is my show now.” He pumps them slowly, curling to hit that spot inside me that makes my knees weaken. I moan, loud and desperate, the slick sounds filling the garage.

In one swift movement, Jax yanks my shorts and panties down to my knees, exposing me. Cool air hits my bare skin, making my clit throb. I should feel humiliated—half-naked in front of both men, pussy glistening with arousal—but all I feel is a desperate, clawing need. For more. For him.

“Bend over the workbench,” Jax orders, voice rough.

I comply without hesitation, bracing my hands on the wooden surface. The property maps crinkle beneath my palms—the whole reason we came here, now just a prop in this twisted scene.

Jax kicks my legs apart, my shorts restricting the spread. “These need to go,” he mutters, and I hear fabric tearing as he rips them down the seam, freeing me completely. The shreds fall to the floor, ruined.

“Jesus,” Mark whispers from across the garage, his voice hoarse.

“Not quite,” Jax replies with a dark laugh, hand landing on my ass with a sharp crack. The sting blooms hot across my skin, and I cry out, pushing back for more. “But I’ll make your wife see God before we’re done.”

His fingers return to my pussy, three now, stretching me wide as he pumps hard. His thumb grinds against my clit, rough circles that have me panting. Pleasure spirals tight, coiling low in my belly. The workbench digs into my palms, splintery wood grounding me as my hips rock back to meet his thrusts.

“You’re going to come on my fingers,” Jax tells me, free hand gripping my hip. “Right in front of your husband. Show him what he’s been missing all these years—how to make this greedy cunt gush.”

His words hit like sparks, igniting something filthy inside me. I glance over my shoulder at Mark, seeing him edge closer, eyes wide and hungry. The thought of him watching pushes me higher. Jax’s fingers curl perfectly, hitting deep, and my vision blurs.

“Please,” I whimper, not even sure what I’m begging for. Release. More. Everything.

Jax knows. He pumps faster, thumb pressing harder. “Come for me,” he orders. “Now. Drench my hand like the slut you are.”

The orgasm crashes over me, waves of ecstasy ripping through my body. My pussy clamps down on his fingers, pulsing hard as I scream, back arching off the bench. Juices coat his hand, dripping down my thighs. Through the haze, I see Mark’s face—wrecked, aroused, his hand finally moving to his zipper.

“Fuck,” Jax growls, withdrawing his fingers with a wet sound. He smears my arousal across my ass, marking me. “That’s it. Let him see what a real man can do to you.” He steps back, and I hear his belt clinking, zipper rasping down.

The blunt head of his cock presses against my entrance—thick, so much bigger than Mark’s. I tense, suddenly unsure, but my body craves it. Wants to be stretched, filled.

“Wait,” Mark’s voice breaks in, strained. “Do you have... protection?”

Jax laughs, mocking and deep. “Worried about my seed taking root where yours couldn’t?” He leans over me, chest against my back, addressing Mark. “That’s what this is really about, isn’t it? Your weak swimmers. Your failure as a man. Shooting blanks while your wife aches for a baby.”

Mark flinches, the barb landing hard. His face crumples. “I just—“

“You just want to watch me fuck your wife raw,” Jax finishes, gripping my hair. “Admit it. You want to see my cum dripping from her fertile cunt. Want to wonder if I’m the one who finally knocks her up.”

A whimper escapes me, shameful heat flooding my core at the words. Jax notices, twisting my hair tighter. “You like that idea, don’t you?” he murmurs in my ear. “Me breeding you while he watches.”

“Jax,” I gasp, pushing back against his cockhead, needing it now.

He straightens, positioning himself. “Eyes on your husband,” he commands. “I want him to see your face when I split you open.”

I look at Mark across the garage. His face is flushed and his breathing shallow. Jax pushes forward, the thick head stretching my pussy wide. I gasp, body struggling to take him. He’s massive, inch after inch forcing me open, massaging nerve endings I didn’t know I even had.

“So tight,” Jax grunts, fingers bruising my hips. “Your husband’s dick must be as pathetic as the rest of him. Tiny and useless.”

Mark makes a strangled sound, eyes locked on where Jax enters me. I should defend him, but all I can do is moan as Jax sinks deeper, my walls fluttering around his girth.

“That’s it,” Jax encourages, voice strained. “Take all of me. Every thick inch your worthless husband could never give you.”

With one final thrust, he bottoms out, balls slapping against me. I cry out, filled completely, the pressure exquisite. He withdraws slowly, then slams back in, jolting the workbench. I scream, pleasure-pain shooting up my spine. Jax sets a brutal pace, each thrust deep and punishing, his cock dragging against my sensitive walls.

“Look at her face,” he tells Mark, grunting with effort. “Look how much she loves being fucked by a huge cock. Stretching her out like the breeding whore she is.”

I can’t tear my eyes away from Mark’s face. He looks wrecked—cheeks flushed, pupils blown wide, lips parted as he watches me being taken by another man. His hand drifts to the front of his pants, pressing against his erection through the fabric.

“That’s right,” Jax laughs, noticing the movement. “Jerk off while I fuck your wife. Show her what you really are.”

To my shock, Mark’s hand moves to his zipper, pulling it down with trembling fingers. He frees his cock, already hard and leaking, wrapping his hand around it with a shuddering breath.

“Mark,” I gasp, the sight of him touching himself while watching sends a fresh wave of arousal through me.

“He likes it,” Jax tells me, his thrusts never faltering. “Likes seeing you used. Likes knowing he can’t satisfy you.”

Mark’s hand moves faster, his eyes never leaving the spot where Jax’s cock disappears inside me. The humiliation on his face is mixed with unmistakable arousal, his breathing ragged as he strokes himself.

“Tell him,” Jax demands, pounding harder. “Tell your husband how much better my cock feels. How it hits spots he never could.”

I shouldn’t. The words would hurt Mark in ways that might never heal. But Jax’s thrusts are hitting something deep inside me, pleasure building to an unbearable peak, and the truth spills out before I can stop it.

“It’s so good,” I moan, my eyes locked with Mark’s. “So big. So deep. I’ve never—never felt anything like this.”

Mark’s hand falters, pain flashing, but he resumes, faster, desperate.

“He loves it,” Jax laughs triumphantly. “Loves hearing how inadequate he is. What a fucking cuck.”

The crude word sends a jolt through me. I’ve heard it before—seen it in porn titles that always made me click away, too taboo to acknowledge. But now, bent over a workbench with my husband watching another man fuck me, the word feels right. Feels true.

Jax’s thumb finds my clit again, rubbing in time with his thrusts. “You’re close,” he observes. “I can feel you squeezing my cock. Milking me for my seed.”

“Yes,” I gasp, the pressure building unbearably. “Yes, don’t stop—I’m so close—“

“Beg for it,” Jax demands, slowing to a torturous grind. “Beg for my cum. Beg me to breed you right here.”

“Please, Jax,” I whine, shameless. “Please come inside me. Fill me up. Breed me—give me your baby. I need it. Need you to knock me up while he watches.”

Mark chokes out a moan, hand frantic. Jax resumes his pace, slamming into me. “That’s it. Take it. Take every fucking inch.” Skin slaps skin, the garage echoing with wet sounds.

My second orgasm hits hard, pussy spasming around his cock. I scream, body convulsing, squirting around him as waves crash over me. Through it, I see Mark’s face contort, cum spilling over his fist as he watches.

Jax’s rhythm falters, fingers digging in. “Fuck,” he groans, thrusting deep. “Take it all. Every. Last. Drop.” His cock pulses, hot spurts flooding my pussy, dripping down my thighs.

He pulls out slowly, cum leaking from me. “Not done,” he growls, spinning me around and lifting me onto the workbench. Maps scatter. He pushes my legs wide, exposing my messy cunt. “Now, ride me. Show him how you grind on a real man’s cock.”

I straddle him as he sits on a stool, sinking down onto his impossibly still-hard length. It’s deeper this way, hitting new angles. I rock my hips, chasing aftershocks, while Mark watches from feet away, spent cock twitching. Jax grips my ass, guiding me, his mouth latching onto a nipple through my shirt, biting down.

“Fuck yourself on me,” he commands. “Milk out every drop while your cuck cleans up his mess.”

I grind harder, pussy clenching, another orgasm building. When I come again, I arch my back and scream “Ooooh, fuck!” as my walls flutter and milk Jax’s massive cock. The pleasure is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced, and it seems never ending as delight ripples from my fingertips to my toes.

I slump against Jax as he shudders and adds another load to my already drenched pussy. I imagine his swimmers heading straight for my egg right now and an illicit thrill runs down my spine.

The garage falls silent except for our breathing Jax stays buried deep for a moment, then eases me off. His cum runs down my inner thighs.

“Look at that,” he says to Mark, satisfied. “Your wife, claimed and filled. Just like she needed.”

I straighten slowly, my legs trembling beneath me. Mark stands frozen, his softening cock still in his hand, evidence of his release drying on his fingers. The shame on his face is mixed with something else—a dark satisfaction that mirrors my own.

Jax zips himself up casually, as if what just happened was nothing more than a business transaction. “You can have her back now, Sullivan.” He smirks. “At least, what’s left of her.”

Mark says nothing, his eyes fixed on the floor.

“Clean yourself up,” Jax tells me, his tone dismissive yet possessive. “And don’t bother with those shorts. I like knowing you’ll walk back to your house with my cum running down your legs.”

I should be offended by his crudeness. Instead, I feel a perverse thrill at the thought of leaving my ruined clothes in another man’s house.

“The property line,” Mark says suddenly, his voice hoarse.

Jax laughs, the sound echoing off the garage walls. “Still worried about that? After what just happened?”

“Can the fence stay?” Mark asks quietly.

“Fine.” Jax gestures to the maps, now crumpled beneath my hands. “Don’t move the fence. I don’t give a fuck anymore.” His eyes meet mine, a silent promise in them. “I’ve already claimed what I really wanted.”

The words send a shiver down my spine—part fear, part anticipation. We crossed a line that can never be uncrossed.

Jax kisses my neck. “This is just the beginning,” he murmurs, too low for Mark to hear. “You’re mine now. And he knows it.”

I say nothing, but the warmth spreading through my chest feels dangerously like agreement. Like surrender.

Like coming home.


Chapter 5


I stumble through our front door with Mark’s shirt around my waist as a makeshift skirt. My legs are trembling, and Jax’s cum is sticky between my thighs. Mark follows silently behind me, his eyes fixed on the floor. The house feels different somehow—the familiar furniture and photos suddenly alien, as if they belong to strangers who lived simpler lives.

“I’m going to shower,” I whisper, my voice raw from screaming in Jax’s garage.

Mark nods without looking at me. “I’ll be up in a bit.”

I climb the stairs slowly, each step a reminder of what just happened. My body aches in places that haven’t been touched in years, muscles strained from being bent over Jax’s workbench. The hot water stings as it washes away the evidence, but nothing can cleanse the memory of Mark watching, stroking himself as another man fucked me.

When I emerge from the bathroom wrapped in a towel, Mark is sitting on the edge of our bed, still in his jeans. His hands are clasped between his knees, his wedding ring catching the soft light from the bedside lamp.

“Are you okay?” I ask, though it’s a ridiculous question. Nothing about this situation is okay.

He looks up, his eyes red-rimmed but dry. “I don’t know.” His voice cracks on the last word. “Are you?”

I sit beside him, careful to leave space between us. “I don’t know either.”

Silence stretches between us, thick with unspoken thoughts. I can still feel Jax’s hands on my hips, his voice in my ear calling Mark pathetic while he filled me. The shame of my pleasure burns hot in my chest, but beneath it is something else—a dark, glittering satisfaction.

“You liked it,” Mark says finally. Not an accusation, just a statement of fact.

I could lie and pretend it was a moment of madness. But the truth hangs between us, impossible to deny. “Yes.”

He nods slowly, his gaze dropping to his hands again. “I did too.”

The confession startles me. I turn to look at him, really look at him, for the first time since we left Jax’s garage. His face is flushed, his pupils still slightly dilated. There’s no disgust there, no rage—just confusion and something that looks almost like relief.

“Why?” I ask, needing to understand.

Mark takes a deep breath. “Seeing you like that—with him—it was like watching someone else’s wife. Someone who wasn’t... disappointed in me.” His voice drops to a whisper. “Someone who was finally getting what she needed.”

The words cut deeper than any accusation could. “Mark, I never said—“

“You didn’t have to.” He meets my eyes, his own swimming with unshed tears. “I know I’ve failed you. With the baby, with standing up to people. I know you wanted more than... this.” He gestures vaguely at himself.

“That’s not true.” But even as I say it, I know it’s a lie. I have wanted more—more passion, and a baby. Things Mark couldn’t or wouldn’t give me.

He reaches for my hand, his touch hesitant. “When I saw you with him, saw how he made you feel... I hated it. But I also felt... free.” His fingers tighten around mine. “Like maybe I didn’t have to be everything for you anymore.”

I stare at our joined hands, trying to process what he’s saying. “You’re not angry?”

“I am. At him, at myself. But not at you.” His thumb traces circles on my palm. “I’m confused. Jealous. Turned on. All of it at once.”

“Me too.” The admission comes easier than I expected. “I felt terrible watching him humiliate you. But I also felt...”

“Alive,” he finishes for me.

I nod, throat tight. “Yes.”

Mark shifts closer, his thigh pressing against mine through the towel. “When he called me those names, when he made me watch... part of me wanted to punch him. But another part...”

“Wanted more,” I whisper.

His eyes meet mine, dark with something I’ve never seen before. “Is that wrong?”

I think of Jax’s hands on my body, his cruel words, the way Mark’s face looked as he touched himself watching us. Nothing about it should have been arousing. Nothing about it should have felt right.

“I don’t know,” I answer honestly. “But it happened. And I can’t say I regret it.”

Mark’s hand slides up my arm, leaving goosebumps in its wake. “Would you... do it again?”

My body answers before my mind can, nipples hardening beneath the towel, heat pooling between my legs despite the soreness.

“Would you want me to?”

Instead of answering, Mark his lips finding mine in a kiss that’s gentler than any we’ve shared in years. His hand cups my cheek, thumb stroking over my skin like I’m something precious. When he pulls back, his eyes are clearer, more certain.

“I think I would,” he says quietly. “If you wanted it too.”

I search his face for signs of coercion, for the familiar people-pleasing that drives so many of his decisions. But all I see is honesty—and beneath it, a flicker of the same dark excitement I feel.

“What does that make us?” I ask, voice barely audible.

Mark’s lips quirk in a sad smile. “I don’t know. Broken, maybe. Or just... different than we thought.”

He pulls me closer, arms wrapping around me as we fall back onto the bed. I curl against his chest, listening to the steady rhythm of his heart. His fingers tangle in my damp hair, stroking gently.

“I love you,” he whispers into the darkness. “That hasn’t changed.”

“I love you too.” And despite everything, I know it’s true.

We lie there in silence, bodies pressed together, both lost in our own thoughts. I think of Jax next door, probably showering away the evidence of what happened, planning his next move. I think of the way Mark watched, the way he touched himself, the way he’s holding me now—not with possessiveness, but with acceptance.

“What happens now?” I ask finally.

Mark’s chest rises and falls with a deep breath. “I don’t know. But whatever it is... we’ll face it together.”

His arms tighten around me, and I close my eyes, letting the warmth of his embrace wash over me. In the morning, we’ll have to confront the reality of what happened, what it means for our marriage, for our future. We’ll have to decide if this was a one-time mistake or the beginning of something else entirely.

But for now, we hold each other—changed, confused, but somehow not broken. The ghost of Jax’s touch still lingers on my skin, the echo of his voice in my ears. But it’s Mark’s heartbeat I feel against my cheek, Mark’s gentle hands in my hair.

For better or worse, we’re in this together now.

The End
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