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Chapter 1


I jolt awake, Jax’s voice still echoing in my head. You’re mine now. And he knows it. The sheets tangle around my legs as I sit up, my body humming from my dream. Mark stirs beside me, his arm reaching across the empty space I’ve created.

“Bad dream?” he mumbles, eyes still closed.

“Something like that.” I slip from the bed, padding to the bathroom on unsteady legs.

My reflection stares back at me—hair tousled, eyes too bright. It’s been three days since the garage. Three days of pretending we’re the same people who existed before Jax bent me over his workbench while my husband watched. Three days of catching Mark’s gaze lingering on me with a mix of shame and hunger that makes my core clench.

I splash cold water on my face, trying to wash away the heat that’s been simmering under my skin since that afternoon. It doesn’t work. Nothing works.

When I return to the bedroom, Mark is sitting up, scrolling through his phone with that furrow between his brows that means he’s avoiding something.

“Henderson’s barbecue is this weekend,” he says without looking up. “Should I tell them we can’t make it?”

The Henderson’s annual gathering. We’ve never missed it. Before Jax, before everything changed, we would have been the first to RSVP.

“Why wouldn’t we go?” I ask, though I already know.

Mark’s eyes finally meet mine, dark with something I’m still learning to recognize. “Because every time we leave the house, you look for him. And every time we come back, you check if he’s watching.”

He’s not wrong. I think of Jax’s eyes on me as we pulled into our driveway yesterday, the way he smirked from his lawn as if he could see right through my clothes to the part of me that still throbbed for him.

“We should go,” I say, turning away to hide the flush creeping up my neck. “People will talk if we don’t.”

Mark laughs, a hollow sound that doesn’t reach his eyes. “People are already talking, Lola.”

I freeze. “What do you mean?”

“Mrs. Paulson asked me if we were having ‘trouble’ with the new neighbor.” His voice drops, mimicking her conspiratorial tone. “That Thompson man seems to be around your property an awful lot.”

My stomach knots. “What did you tell her?”

“That he’s helping with lawn maintenance.” Mark’s laugh is bitter now. “Not exactly a lie, is it? He’s definitely been all over our yard.”

I should be horrified that our neighbors are noticing, and that Mark is hurting. But a thrill races through me at the thought of being caught.

“We’ll go to the barbecue,” I say firmly. “Show everyone everything’s normal.”

Mark’s eyes search mine. “Is it? Normal?”

Before I can answer, my phone buzzes on the nightstand. We both freeze, staring at it like it might explode. I reach for it, my fingers trembling slightly.

Jax: Morning, beautiful. Looking good in that tank top.

My head snaps to the window. The blinds are closed, but there’s a small gap where they don’t quite meet. From his second-floor window, Jax would have a perfect view into our bedroom.

Mark reads the text over my shoulder. His breath catches. “He can see us?”

I nod, unable to form words as heat pools between my thighs. The invasion of privacy should anger me, but I find myself wondering if Jax has watched me change.

“Are you going to answer him?” Mark’s voice is strained, but there’s something else there too—a note of curiosity, maybe even excitement.

I hesitate, then type:

Lola: Stop spying on me.

The reply is immediate:

Jax: Why? Your husband doesn’t mind sharing. Do you, Mark?

He knows Mark is reading these. Of course he does. He’s playing with us both.

Mark makes a strangled sound, somewhere between outrage and arousal. “This is insane,” he whispers, but he doesn’t tell me to block Jax’s number, nor does he suggest we close the blinds completely.

Another text.

Jax: Coming out to get the paper? I’ve got something to show you.

Mark’s grip tightens. “Don’t.”

“I wasn’t going to,” I lie, even as my body leans toward the door, drawn like a magnet.

“Yes, you were.” He doesn’t sound angry, just resigned. “We need to talk about this, Lola. About what happened. About what’s happening to us.”

I sit on the edge of the bed, suddenly exhausted though the day has barely begun. “What is there to say? We both know what happened.”

“But why?” His voice cracks. “Why did I let him? Why did I... watch? Why did I...” He can’t finish the sentence.

“Get off on it?” I supply, the harsh words. .

Mark flinches but doesn’t deny it. “Yes.”

I take a deep breath. “I don’t know. Maybe for the same reason I did.”

Mark’s eyes darken, his pupils dilating slightly. “And what was that reason?”

“It felt...” I search for the right word, one that won’t destroy us completely. “Freeing.”

He nods slowly, his throat working as he swallows. “It did, didn’t it?”

I think of Jax’s voice in my ear in my ear while he fucked me, calling Mark pathetic. . The shame of my pleasure burns hot in my chest, but beneath it is a dark, glittering satisfaction.

“It was freeing,” I whisper. “More real than anything has been in a long time.”

Mark’s face twists with hurt, but there’s no surprise there. He knows. He’s felt the same emptiness I have, the same routine wearing us down day after day. The same disappointment each time a pregnancy test came back negative, and each time a doctor gently suggested alternatives that Mark refused to consider.

“I should have stopped it,” he says quietly. “But when he called me those names, and when he made me watch...” He pauses, his eyes meeting mine. “Part of me liked it. The humiliation. The helplessness. What does that make me?”

I reach for his hand, my fingers tangling with his. “I don’t know. But whatever it is, I’m right there with you.”

His thumb traces circles on my palm, a familiar gesture that now feels different because we’re different. “So what do we do now?”

Before I can answer, my phone buzzes again. We both look down.

Jax: Still waiting. Don’t make me come get you.

The threat sends a shiver of anticipation down my spine. Mark sees it, his eyes tracking the goosebumps rising on my arms.

“You want to go to him,” he says. It’s not an accusation, just a statement of fact.

“Yes.” I can’t lie. Not about this.

His hand tightens around mine. “I don’t know if I can watch it happen again, Lola.”

“You don’t have to,” I say, though the thought of him not being there makes my stomach twist with disappointment. “We could just... ignore Jax. Pretend none of this happened.”

Mark’s laugh is hollow. “Could we? Really?”

I think of Jax next door, his powerful body, his knowing smirk, the way he took what he wanted without hesitation. The way Mark watched and stroked himself. The way I begged for more.

“No,” I admit. “I don’t think we can.”

Mark’s phone chimes. It’s a work email, not Jax. He glances at it, then sighs. “I have a conference call in twenty minutes. I should get ready.”

Always work. Always an excuse to retreat. I’m not even angry anymore because I understand. Work is safe. Work is normal. Work is what we did before Jax moved in next door and showed us parts of ourselves we never knew existed.

As Mark heads to the shower, I peek out the window through the gap in the blinds. Jax is standing in his driveway, shirtless despite the morning chill, his muscled chest gleaming in the sunlight. As if sensing my gaze, he looks up, straight at my window. His smile is slow, predatory. He raises a hand in greeting, then deliberately adjusts himself through his jeans, letting me see the outline of his cock.

I step back, my heart pounding, my body betraying me with a rush of heat. This is madness. This man is systematically dismantling my marriage, my life, and all I can think about is when I’ll get to fuck him again.

My phone buzzes one last time:

Jax: You can hide from me, but you can’t hide from what you want. What you both want.

I close my eyes. He’s right. That’s the worst part. e sees what we really are—what we’re becoming.

And God help me, I want him to keep looking.
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I almost forget about the neighborhood watch meeting later that night at the MIller’s house. The meeting is excruciating.

Mark and I sit side by side, surrounded by the same faces we’ve known for years. Mrs. Paulson with her endless stories about her grandchildren. The Millers arguing good-naturedly about property taxes. The newlyweds from two streets over, still glowing with that just-married shine that makes my chest ache with something close to envy. Life will smack their happiness down soon enough.

Jax is sprawled in an armchair directly across from us, his presence dominating the room. He’s dressed in dark jeans and a black button-down that stretches across his broad shoulders, the sleeves rolled up to expose his forearms. The wolf tattoo peeks out, snarling silently.

Every time I look up, his eyes are on me. Not obviously—he’s too smart for that. But I feel his gaze like a physical touch, skimming over my bare legs, lingering on the hollow of my throat where my pulse hammers traitorously.

”—don’t you think, Lola?”

I blink, realizing Mrs. Henderson has asked me a question. Everyone’s looking at me expectantly. I have no idea what they’re talking about.

“I’m sorry, what was that?” I ask as the heat floods my cheeks.

Mrs. Henderson smiles indulgently. “The summer fair committee. We need volunteers, and you always have such wonderful ideas.”

“Oh.” I force a smile. “Of course. I’d be happy to help.”

Mark’s hand finds mine, squeezing gently. A warning? Support? I’m not sure anymore.

“Excellent!” Mrs. Henderson beams. “And Mark, we need strong backs for setup. You’ll join us, won’t you?”

Before Mark can answer, Jax’s voice cuts through the room. “I’ll help with setup.” All eyes turn to him. He smiles charmingly, but his eyes are calculating. “I’ve got plenty of experience handling heavy loads.”

His gaze flicks to me for a fraction of a second. Heat rushes to my face as memories flood back—his hands gripping my hips, his cock stretching me open, his voice in my ear: Take it all. Every thick inch your worthless husband could never give you.

Mark’s fingers tighten around mine, his palm suddenly damp. I don’t need to look at him to know he’s remembering too.

“That would be wonderful,” Mrs. Henderson says, oblivious to the undercurrent. “The more the merrier.”

Jax’s smile widens. “That’s what I always say.”

The meeting drags on, but I barely hear a word. All I can focus on is Jax and how his eyes keep finding mine across the room.

When it finally ends, people linger, chatting in small groups. Mark excuses himself to use the bathroom, leaving me momentarily alone. I’m reaching for my purse when a shadow falls over me.

“Enjoying the view?” Jax’s voice is low, meant only for me.

I don’t look up. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

His laugh is soft, dangerous. “Sure you do. You’ve been eye-fucking me all night while your husband sits there pretending not to notice.”

My head snaps up, eyes darting around to make sure no one heard. “Keep your voice down.”

“Why?” He steps closer, his thigh brushing against my knee. “Afraid someone might find out what a dirty girl you are? How wet you get thinking about me fucking you while Mark watches?”

I stand abruptly, needing to put space between us. “This has to stop, Jax. What happened... it was a mistake.”

“Was it?” His eyes hold mine, challenging. “Because from where I’m standing, it looked like you both sure got off on it. It was probably the best sex you’ve had in years.”

The words hit too close to home. I open my mouth to deny it, but nothing comes out.

Jax’s smile turns knowing. “That’s what I thought.” He leans in, his breath warm against my ear. “Check your phone when you get home. I sent you something to help you remember what you’re missing.”

Before I can respond, Mark returns, his face tightening when he sees Jax standing so close to me.

“Ready to go?” His voice is strained, higher than normal.

Jax steps back, but not before letting his hand brush against mine, a fleeting touch that sends electricity racing up my arm. “Good night, neighbors,” he says, his voice carrying just enough for others to hear. “Don’t be strangers.”

The five minute drive home is silent, the air between Mark and me thick with unspoken thoughts. Once we’re inside, Mark heads straight for his office, muttering something about work emails. I know he’s retreating to hide from the conversation we need to have. Part of me is relieved. I’m ready to face what’s happening to us either.

In our bedroom, I change into sleep shorts and a tank top, my movements mechanical. My phone buzzes on the nightstand. I know who it is before I look.

The message contains a video. My finger hovers over it, heart pounding. I shouldn’t. I know I shouldn’t.

I press play.

It’s us—me bent over Jax’s workbench, his hand tangled in my hair, his cock driving into me while Mark watches from the shadows, his hand working frantically over his own cock. The angle is from above. Jax must have had a camera set up in his garage. The sound is crystal clear—my moans, Jax’s grunts, the wet slap of skin on skin. And Mark’s ragged breathing as he gets himself off watching another man fuck his wife.

Oh fuck, this is so wrong. We were in his garage and I saw signs posted in his yard that his house has video surveillance, but I never even thought about a camera. For a moment, I panic, wondering if I should tell Mark we need to move away from here.

But then the panic turns into liquid heat.

I slip my hands between my legs. I’m already so fucking wet. The evidence of our depravity plays on the screen as I rub my clit. Knowing Jax has this video and that he could show it to anyone… pings a part of my brain I didn’t know was there. I’m such a slut for getting turned on by this.

I come with my fist pressed against my mouth to muffle my cries, my body shuddering, my mind a haze of shame and desire.

Afterward, I lie in the dark, staring at the ceiling, waiting for Mark to join me. He doesn’t. I hear him moving around downstairs, avoiding me, avoiding this.

My phone buzzes one last time:

Jax: Sweet dreams, neighbor. Tomorrow I think we’ll try the backyard. If Mark’s a good boy, I’ll let him watch again.

It’s not a request. It’s a statement of fact. And the worst part is, I know we’ll both be there, exactly where he wants us.

Because whatever this is—this dark, twisted game we’ve stumbled into—I want more. I’m not ready to stop it. Not yet.


Chapter 2


Jax’s fingers brush against mine as he hands me the garden trowel, and the contact is electric. My breath catches in my throat.

“You’ve got good soil here,” he says, voice pitched low enough that Mark can’t hear from where he’s fumbling with the garden hose. “Nice fertile ground.”

I swallow hard, focusing on the flower bed before us, the petunias I’ve been meaning to plant for weeks.

“You don’t have to hover. I know what I’m doing,” I manage, though my voice betrays me with a slight tremor.

“Do you?” His body shifts closer, the heat of him radiating against my side. “Because it seems to me that you’ve been waiting for someone to tell you what to do for years.”

Yep, Jax is an ass. But my body obviously likes assholes. All I can do is stand there, pulse racing as Jax’s arm brushes mine with each movement.

“Mark,” Jax calls suddenly, his voice carrying across the yard. “We need that small spade from the garage.”

Mark looks up, water dripping from the hose coiled in his hands. “I’m in the middle of—“

“The spade,” Jax repeats, firmer this time. “Don’t make me repeat myself.”

Mark’s shoulders slump slightly as he sets down the hose and trudges toward the garage.

“Good boy,” Jax mutters, just loud enough for me to hear. The moment Mark disappears, Jax’s hand finds my waist, spinning me to face him. “Now, where were we?”

“This is insane,” I whisper, even as my body leans toward him. “He’ll be back any second.”

“That’s what makes it fun.” Jax’s thumb traces my lower lip. “Making him fetch tools while I do whatever I want with his wife.”

My panties are growing damp, my body responding instantly to his words. “We can’t—“

“We can and we will.” His hand slides up my arm, leaving goosebumps in its wake. “We both know you want more. You and that pathetic excuse for a husband.”

I should defend Mark, but I shiver at the cruel assessment, remembering how Mark looked in Jax’s garage—watching, stroking himself, coming as another man fucked me.

“He’s not—“

“Not what? Not man enough to stop me?” Jax’s fingers tangle in my hair, tugging just hard enough to make me gasp. “Look at him, playing fetch boy for me in his own home. Tell me that’s not pathetic.”

The garage door slams, and Mark reappears with the small garden spade in hand. Jax doesn’t release me. His grip in my hair tightens as Mark’s eyes take in our proximity and the flush on my cheeks.

“The spade,” Mark says quietly, holding it out.

Jax doesn’t take it. “Put it down. Then go check if the sprinklers are working on the other side of the yard.”

Mark hesitates, his gaze flicking between us. I see the conflict in his eyes—embarrassment, arousal, uncertainty.

“The sprinklers are fine,” he says, but his voice lacks conviction.

“Are they?” Jax’s hand slides from my hair to my neck, his thumb resting against my pulse. “Because I think your yard needs more attention than it’s getting. From someone who knows what they’re doing.”

TMark’s throat works as he swallows, his eyes dropping to where Jax’s hand rests on my skin.

“Go check,” Jax repeats, his voice harder now. “Unless you want to watch what happens next.”

Mark’s breathing quickens, and for a moment, I think he’ll refuse and will finally stand up to Jax. But then he sets the spade down and backs away, turning toward the far end of the yard.

The moment he’s out of earshot, Jax’s mouth crashes onto mine, hungry and demanding. His tongue pushes past my lips and I moan against him, my hands finding his shoulders, feeling the solid muscle beneath his thin t-shirt.

“That’s it,” he growls against my mouth. “Show me how much of a slut you are for me.”

His hands slide down my sides to grip my hips, pulling me against him. His cock is hard through his jeans. He’s massive compared to Mark’s modest size. The comparison sends another rush of shameful heat through me.

“He’s watching,” Jax murmurs, his teeth grazing my lower lip. “Look at him.”

I glance over Jax’s shoulder. Mark stands by the sprinklers, his back to us, but his head is turned just enough that I know he can see us from the corner of his eye. His posture is rigid, his hands clenched at his sides.

“Pathetic,” Jax says, loud enough for Mark to hear. “Can’t even look directly at what’s happening to his wife.”

Mark’s shoulders hunch further, but he doesn’t turn away completely.

Jax’s hand slides under my shirt, his palm hot against my stomach. “You want my cock, don’t you? Right here in the yard where anyone could see?”

The thrill of being caught, of Mark watching, of neighbors potentially glimpsing us through the fence, sends a dark, delicious shiver through me.

“Yes,” I whisper.

Jax’s smile is predatory. “Tell me what you want.”

“Touch me,” I moan. “Please.”

His hand slides higher, cupping my breast through my bra, his thumb circling my nipple until it pebbles against the fabric. “Like this?”

I arch into his touch. “Yes.”

“Louder,” he commands. “Let him hear you.”

“Yes,” I repeat, my voice stronger now. “God, yes.”

Jax’s other hand slides down to cup my ass, squeezing roughly. “You know what I think?” he says, his voice carrying easily across the yard. “I think your husband likes watching me touch you. I think he gets off on knowing he’s too weak to satisfy you himself.”

Mark’s head turns further, his gaze now directly on us. Even from this distance, I can see the flush on his cheeks, the way his chest rises and falls too rapidly.

“Look at him,” Jax continues, his fingers pinching my nipple hard enough to make me gasp. “Standing there while I feel up his wife. Bet he’s hard right now, aren’t you, Sullivan?”

Mark says nothing, but his hand twitches toward the front of his jeans before he catches himself.

“Such a cuck,” Jax laughs darkly.

The crude word sends another jolt of lust through me. Jax’s hand slides from my breast down my stomach, his fingers dipping beneath the waistband of my shorts.

“Wait,” I gasp, suddenly aware of how exposed we are. “Not here—“

“Yes, here,” Jax growls, his fingers finding the damp fabric of my panties. “Where he can see exactly what you need. What he can’t give you.”

His fingers push the fabric aside, sliding through my folds, finding my pussy already wet and swollen. I whimper as he circles my clit, my hips bucking against his hand.

“So fucking wet,” he announces, his voice carrying across the yard. “Your wife’s dripping for me, Sullivan. What do you think about that?”

Mark takes a halting step toward us, then stops, frozen in indecision. His face is a mask of conflicting emotions—humiliation and arousal.

“That’s right,” Jax taunts. “Stay there and watch. That’s all you’re good for anyway.”

His fingers slide inside me, two thick digits stretching me open. I cry out and rock against his hand. Jax finger fucks me roughly, his thumb circling my clit as his fingers pump in and out, the wet sounds obscenely loud in the quiet yard.

“Look at her,” Jax calls to Mark. “Look how she takes my fingers. Bet she never responds like this to your tiny dick.”

Mark makes a choked sound as he presses his hand against his cock through his pants. He’s hard, visibly straining against the fabric.

“That’s it,” Jax urges, his fingers curling inside me, finding that spot that makes my vision blur. “Come for me and show your pathetic husband how much you love my fingers.”

My orgasm builds rapidly, tension coiling tight in my core. Jax’s fingers move faster, harder. He somehow knows exactly what I need. I come apart with a broken cry, my body convulsing around his fingers as waves of ecstasy ripple from my fingertips to my toes.

Through the haze, I see Mark watching, his hand now openly rubbing his cock through his jeans. The sight of him getting off on my pleasure and humiliation, sends another aftershock of rapture through me.

Jax withdraws his fingers slowly, bringing them to his mouth. He licks them clean, his eyes locked with Mark’s across the yard. “Delicious,” he announces. “Want a taste, Sullivan? Or are you too much of a coward to come closer?”

Mark takes another hesitant step forward, then stops again, paralyzed by indecision.

Jax laughs, the sound cruel and satisfied. “That’s what I thought.” He turns back to me, his hand cupping my face. “This isn’t over. Next time, I’m going to bend you over right here, where all your neighbors can see what a slut you are for me.”

He releases me abruptly, stepping back with a smirk. “Clean yourself up,” he says, loud enough for Mark to hear. “And tell your husband to finish watering those flowers. They look like they’re dying of thirst.” He winks. “Just like you.”

I’m trembling as Jax strides toward the fence gate, his movements confident and unhurried. He doesn’t look back as he lets himself out.

Mark approaches slowly, his face flushed, his erection still visible through his jeans. His eyes are wild and his breathing uneven.

“Lola,” he whispers, my name a broken sound on his lips. “Did you enjoy that?”

“Yes,” I admit, unable to lie, not now. “I came so hard I saw stars.”

A shudder runs through him, his cock twitching visibly against his jeans. “Tell me,” he begs, his voice raw. “Tell me everything he said.”

I get a dark thrill at the desperation in his voice and the hunger in his eyes.

“He called you pathetic,” I say, watching Mark’s reaction carefully. “Said your dick was too small to ever satisfy me.”

Mark’s breath hitches, his pupils dilating further. His hand presses harder against his cock, a damp spot forming on the front of his jeans.

“And?” he prompts, desperate for more.

“He said you were weak. That you couldn’t give me what I needed.” I step closer, my voice dropping to a whisper. “That you were nothing but a cuck, watching while a real man took care of your wife.”

Mark groans, a broken sound torn from his throat. “Fuck, Lola—“

“He’s coming back,” I tell him, the words sending another rush of heat through me. “He’s going to take me again. Here, in our yard. Where everyone can see.”

Mark’s hips jerk forward, his body trembling. “I—I can’t—“

“Can’t what?” I ask, watching his face. “Can’t stop him? Or can’t wait to see it happen?”

His answer is a strangled moan as he comes in his pants, his body shuddering, his face twisted in ecstasy and shame. I watch him fall apart, fascinated by the power of this—of words, of humiliation, of the twisted dynamic we’ve stumbled into.

When he finally catches his breath, his eyes meet mine, vulnerable and uncertain. “What’s happening to us, Lola?”

I shake my head, unable to answer. Because the truth is, I don’t know. All I know is that Jax has awakened something in both of us—something dark and hungry that’s been sleeping beneath the surface of our marriage for years.

And God help me, I don’t want it to stop.
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That night, Mark misses his conference call because he is too distracted by what happened in the yard. I find him in his office, staring blankly at his laptop screen, his mind clearly elsewhere.

“You okay?” I ask, though it’s a ridiculous question.

He looks up, his eyes haunted. “I got a warning email. Third missed deadline this month.”

“Mark—“

“It’s fine,” he says quickly. “I’ll make it up tomorrow. I just... couldn’t focus.”

I know why. The same reason I burned dinner, forgot to call my mother back, missed the notification about a rescheduled doctor’s appointment. Our entire routine is fracturing under the weight of whatever this is with Jax.

“We should talk about what happened,” I say, sitting on the edge of his desk.

Mark’s throat works as he swallows. “Which part?”

“All of it. What it means. What we’re doing.”

He runs a hand through his hair, leaving it standing on end. “I don’t know what we’re doing. I just know I can’t stop thinking about it. About him. About you with him.”

“Me neither,” I admit.

“Is that... normal? To want to watch your wife with another man? To get off on being... called those names?”

I shake my head. “I don’t think ‘normal’ matters anymore. Not for us.”

Mark reaches for my hand, his fingers intertwining with mine. “The Hendersons reminded us about the yearly barbeque.”

“Oh.” The thought of sitting across from our neighbors, making small talk while this secret burns inside us, seems impossible. “I keep forgetting about that.”

Mark hesitates. “I told them we couldn’t make it. Said we had other plans.”

Relief washes over me, followed immediately by concern. We’ve never turned down the Hendersons before. They’re our closest friends in the neighborhood—or they were, before Jax moved in and turned our lives upside down.

“They’ll understand,” I say, though we both know it’s a lie. The Hendersons won’t understand. No one would.

“Jax texted me,” Mark says suddenly, his voice tight. “While you were making dinner.”

My heart skips a beat. “What did he say?”

Mark reaches for his phone, unlocking it and handing it to me. The message is simple:

Jax: Tomorrow. Your patio. 2 PM. Make sure she’s wearing that yellow sundress I like.”

Not a request. A command. And the “yellow sundress” he mentioned—I wore it once, weeks ago.

“He’s been watching us for a while,” I whisper, the realization sending a shiver down my spine.

Mark nods. “Are you going to wear it?”

I imagine Jax’s hands pushing up that dress, exposing me to anyone who might glance over our fence.

“Yes,” I admit, heat flooding my face. “I want to.”

Mark’s breath hitches, his pupils dilating. “So do I.”

We stare at each other in the dim light of his office. Whatever normal life we had before is slipping away, replaced by this new reality where we both crave the humiliation, the exposure, the thrill of Jax’s dominance.

And neither of us wants to stop it.


Chapter 3


Jax’s fingers dig into my hip as he steers me across our patio, his grip unrelenting, possessive. The kind of hold that promises bruises later—bruises I’ll trace in the mirror tomorrow while Mark watches from the doorway, his eyes hungry and ashamed.

“Look at him,” Jax commands, his voice a vibration that settles between my thighs.

I follow the line of his pointed finger to where Mark struggles with the lawnmower at the far end of our yard. His crew cut glistens with sweat, shoulders hunched as the engine sputters and dies again. Even from here, I can see the outline of his erection straining against his jeans.

“Fucking embarrassing,” Jax mutters, but there’s no real heat in it—just amusement, the lazy, cruel humor of a man who’s already won. “All that grunting and sweating, trying to prove he’s got a pair.” His laugh is a low, rough sound that makes my skin tingle. “But we both know the truth, don’t we, baby?”

I don’t answer. I don’t need to. My body does it for me as I press my ass against the thick ridge of his cock. My thighs clamp together because my pussy is soaking, swollen and empty and desperate for him.

We’re on display. The fence is right there, the wooden slats warped and peeling, but beyond it? Eyes. I can feel them. I don’t know who, but I know they’re watching. The knowledge sends a fresh wave of heat pooling between my legs, my clit throbbing with every step.

“That’s right,” Jax says, his voice carrying easily across the yard. “Take a good look, Sullivan. You’re about to get another sample of what a real man does with his woman.”

Mark finally gets the mower running, the engine roaring to life, but he can’t tear his eyes away from us.

“He loves it,” Jax whispers in my ear, his breath hot against my neck. “Loves watching me touch what used to be his.” His free hand slides up, palming my breast through my thin top, his calloused fingers pinching my nipple hard enough to make me gasp. “Tell him how much you love it too.”

“I—“ The word catches in my throat.

“Louder,” he growls. “Let him hear you.”

“I love it,” I say, my voice shaking but clear enough to carry. “I love your hands on me.”

Jax chuckles and then steers me toward the picnic table. The wood is sun-bleached and rough under my palms as he bends me over it, my chest pressing against the surface, my ass in the air. The position is obscene and vulgar. It’s perfect.

“Stay,” he orders, like I’m a dog.

I obey.

Behind us, the mower continues its steady hum, but I can tell Mark isn’t moving. I can feel his eyes burning into my skin. And beneath the engine noise, there’s another sound—faint, but unmistakable. Whispers. “Do you see this?”

My stomach flips. Someone is watching, and the knowledge makes me wetter.

Jax shoves my yellow sundress up and then yanks my panties down. The air hits my bare ass and pussy. I whimper, my fingers curling around the edge of the table.

“Fuck, look at you,” he growls. “Already dripping for me.”

He smacks my ass, the crack of skin on skin rings out sharply. I jolt, a cry tearing from my throat. “And you’re gonna get my cock. Right here, while your husband listens to you moan like the whore you are.”

I can’t breathe. Can’t think. All I can do is feel—his fingers circling my clit, his thumb pressing against my pussy, teasing but not entering. Not yet.

“Please,” I beg brokenly.

“Please what?” His lips are at my ear again, his body pressed against mine, his cock a thick, heavy ridge against my ass. “Use your words, slut. Tell me what you want. Tell him what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me,” I say, loud enough for Mark to hear. “Now.”

Jax groans, a sound that vibrates through his chest. “Since you asked so nicely.”

The sound of his belt unbuckling is obscenely loud, the rasp of his zipper, the rustle of fabric. And then—oh god—the thick trip of his cock presses against my pussy. He doesn’t tease this time, he just slams in, filling me in one brutal thrust that stretches me wide.

“Oooh, fuck!” I scream. I can’t help it. The sound rips from my throat, raw and needy, and behind us, the mower stalls again.

“Fuck,” Mark breathes, the word carried on the breeze. He’s not even pretending anymore. I can hear the shuffle of his jeans, the wet sound of his hand on his cock, and it sends another rush of heat through me. I’m soaking Jax, my pussy clenching around him as he pulls back and slams into me again.

“That’s it,” Jax grunts, his hips snapping against my ass, his balls slapping against me with every thrust. “Take my fucking cock while your husband jerks off like the little bitch he is.” His hand tangles in my hair, yanking my head back so my spine arches, so I’m offered to him, to Mark, to the neighbors, to the whole goddamn world. “You’re mine, Lola. Say it.”

“Yours,” I gasp, my nails scraping against the picnic table. “I’m yours.”

“And he’s—“

“Nothing,” I moan. “He’s nothing.”

“Damn right,” Jax snarls. “Look at her, Sullivan! Look at your wife taking my cock like a starving bitch in heat. I’m going to pump so much cum into her, she’ll be dripping for days.”

I risk a glance over my shoulder. Mark stands frozen by the mower, his cock in his hand, his face a mask of humiliation. His eyes meet mine for a brief moment before darting away.

“Weak,” Jax spits. “Can’t even look his wife in the eye while she’s getting the fucking she deserves.” His fingers find my clit again, rubbing in tight, relentless circles. “Come for me, Lola. Show him what he’s missing.”

The pressure builds, coiling tighter and tighter until I shatter. The orgasm hits me like a freight train, my vision whiting out, my pussy clamping down around his cock, milking him. I’m loud, crying out, “Yes. Yes. Yes.”

Jax doesn’t stop and his thrusts turn erratic while his breathing comes in harsh grunts. “Gonna fill this pussy full,” he growls. “Gonna knock you up. Gonna fuck a baby into you while your husband watches.”

When he explodes, it’s ropes and ropes of thick cum. It’s more than I can hold, and it floods out of me, running down my thighs.

When he finally pulls out, I feel empty. Exposed. His cum leaking down my leg is a sticky, obscene reminder of what everyone just saw. Jax tucks himself back into his jeans slowly, like he’s savoring the moment. His fingers trail through the mess on my thighs, gathering his cum and then painting it onto my skin.

“Mine,” he murmurs again, more to himself than to me.

I’m still bent over the table, my body humming, my mind a fog of endorphins and shame and lust. When I finally lift my head, my gaze locks onto Mark.

He’s frozen. The mower is forgotten, his jeans undone, his cock out. His chest heaves, his eyes wide. He came. I can see it in the way his cock is softening, in the wetness on his fingers, in the way his shoulders slump like he’s been defeated.

Jax follows my gaze and laughs triumphantly. “Look at him,” he says, nudging my chin with his knuckles, forcing me to keep looking. “Can’t even fuck his own wife right, but he’ll jerk off like a while I do it for him.” Jax spits on the ground, then wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. “Clean yourself up, Lola. Wouldn’t want the neighbors thinking I left you dirty.”

The words hit Mark like a slap. His face twists, his fingers twitching like he wants to cover himself, to hide, but he doesn’t. He just stands there, his cock still out, his chest rising and falling too fast, his eyes locked on the mess between my legs.

I straighten slowly, my legs unsteady while my pussy still throbs. Jax’s cum is cooling on my skin, trickling down my thigh. I don’t move to wipe it away. Not yet.

“Lola—“ Mark’s voice is a rasp.

“Shut up,” Jax cuts in, his tone bored. “Go finish the lawn, cuck. Unless you’d rather stand there with your dick out all night.”

Mark’s jaw clenches. For a second, I think he might argue, but then his shoulders sag, and he tucks himself back into his jeans, his movements stiff, mechanical. The mower roars back to life, the sound drowning out the whispers from beyond the fence.

But I can still hear them in my head.

“Did you see that?”

“She’s such a slut.”

“I can’t believe Mark just—“

Jax leans in, his lips brushing my ear again. “The entire neighborhood is gonna be gossiping about this for weeks,” he murmurs. “About how I fucked you right here. About how your husband watched. About how you loved it.” His tongue flicks out, tracing the curve of my ear, and I shiver. “And you know what?”

“What?” I whisper.

“Next time, I won’t just take you on the patio.” His hand slides possessively over my ass. “I’m coming inside your house. Taking what’s mine right in your marital bed.”

The promise—the threat—sends a fresh wave of heat through me. Fuck, I want him to do that.

Jax steps back, adjusting his belt, his eyes lingering on my soiled sundress. “Get inside,” he orders. “Before I decide to go another round.”

My legs are still shaking as I pull my panties up, the fabric sticking to my skin. The top of my sundress is damp with sweat, clinging to my breasts, my nipples still hard, still aching. I can feel people’s eyes on me as I walk toward the house, but I don’t look back.

The screen door slams behind me, the sound echoing through the empty house. The AC hits me like a cool wall, but it does nothing to calm the fire still burning under my skin. I press my back against the door, my breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

What have we become?

I should feel guilty, but all I feel is hungry. Like I could go back out there right now and let Jax bend me over the table again.

Through the window, I watch Mark finishing the lawn, his eyes darting occasionally to where Jax still stands by the picnic table, watching him work. The power dynamic is so clear it’s almost visible—Jax the conqueror, Mark the conquered, and me the willing spoils of war.

I touch my lips, still swollen from Jax’s kisses. What happens now? How much further will we go? But the real question is, how much more Mark will take?

The mower’s engine cuts off, plunging the yard into sudden silence. Mark stands there for a moment, looking lost, before his eyes find me through the window. Something passes between us—an understanding, a question, a promise. Then he turns away, pushing the mower toward the garage. His shoulders are slumped again, but as I watch him go, I start to wonder if they’re slumped in acceptance and not defeat.

Either way, we’re not the same people we were before Jax. We’re something else now. Something darker. Something hungrier.

I don’t want to go back.


Chapter 4


Jax’s fingers dig into my thighs as he forces them wider, his eyes locked on mine with predatory focus. I’m bent over our kitchen island with my dress hiked up to my waist, completely exposed while Mark stands frozen in the doorway, watching.

“Tell him,” Jax commands. “Tell your pathetic husband exactly what you need.”

I swallow hard, pulse hammering in my throat. It’s been three weeks since that first encounter in Jax’s garage, and the addiction has only deepened—consuming our lives, our marriage, our sanity.

“I need you,” I whisper, the confession torn from somewhere primal within me. “I need you to fuck your cum into me while Mark watches.”

Mark’s breath hitches audibly. His eyes are wide, pupils blown with arousal despite the humiliation coloring his cheeks. He doesn’t move to stop this—doesn’t want to. The evidence strains against his khakis as he shifts his weight, transfixed.

“See that?” Jax taunts, fingers sliding into my wet pussy. “Your wife’s cunt is dripping for me. Been thinking about my cock all day, haven’t you, Lola?”

“Yes,” I gasp as his thumb circles my clit and shocks of pleasure ripple up my spine.

The truth burns like acid and honey on my tongue. I have been thinking about him—during my morning shower, through my work conference call, while making dinner. Jax has colonized my thoughts completely, his crude words and rough hands haunting me even when he’s not physically present.

“Pathetic,” Jax spits in Mark’s direction. “Standing there with your dick hard while another man fingers your wife. What kind of man does that make you, Sullivan?”

Mark’s eyes drop to the floor. “I—“

“Shut up,” Jax cuts him off. “I didn’t say you could speak. Your only job is to watch.”

Fuck, why is this so hot? I moan as Jax pushes his fingers deeper, stretching me open.

“Look at her,” Jax commands Mark. “Look how she begs for more without saying a word.”

Mark’s gaze lifts to where Jax’s hand disappears between my thighs. The flush on his face deepens, spreading down his neck. I recognize that look—shame and arousal tangled so tightly they’ve become indistinguishable.

“Tell him what you told me yesterday,” Jax demands, his fingers curling inside me to hit that spot that makes my vision blur. “Tell him what you admitted when I had you bent over in the garden shed.”

My eyes lock with Mark’s across the kitchen. “I told him I feel more with him in five minutes than I’ve felt with you in five years,” I confess, the words cruel but honest. “I told him I crave the way he uses me. The way he makes me his toy.”

Mark makes a choked sound, his hand drifting to the front of his pants before he catches himself. Jax notices and laughs, the sound dark and knowing.

“Go ahead,” he taunts. “Touch yourself while I fuck your wife. Show her what a spineless cuck you really are.”

Mark’s hand trembles as it returns to his cock, pressing against it through the fabric. His eyes never leave mine as he palms himself, his breathing shallow and quick.

“That’s it,” Jax encourages, his voice dropping lower. “Show her how much you love this. How much you need this.”

I watch my husband touch himself while another man’s finger fucks me, and something shifts in my chest—it’s not disgust or pity, but a strange, twisted intimacy. In this moment of complete surrender, Mark is showing his true self to me.

Jax withdraws his fingers suddenly, and I whimper as my hips rock instinctively to follow his touch.

“Patience,” he growls, his hand landing on my ass with a sharp crack. The sting blooms hot across my skin, and I cry out, more in pleasure than pain. “You don’t get my cock until you beg for it properly.”

“Please,” I whisper, shamelessly.

“Louder,” he demands. “I want the neighbors to hear you.”

“Please, Jax,” I say, my voice stronger now. “Please fuck me. I need your cock inside me.”

He smirks, satisfied. “And what about your husband? What does he get?”

I glance at Mark, who’s watching us with desperate hunger. “He gets to watch,” I say, the words sending another flood of heat between my thighs. “He gets to see what I really need.”

Jax’s laugh is triumphant as he unzips his jeans, freeing his cock. Every time I see it, I’m shocked at how big he is. You’d think I’d be used to it by now. It’s thick and flushed dark pink with pre-cum beading at the tip. He strokes himself lazily, making sure Mark gets a good look at what is about to get shoved into my cunt.

“Last chance to stop this, Sullivan,” Jax taunts, positioning himself at my pussy. “Last chance to be a man.”

Mark’s silence is answer enough.

Jax slams into me, and I scream, the sound torn from my throat as pleasure-pain ripples through me. He’s so big, stretching me to my limit, the pressure almost unbearable.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunts, his fingers digging into my hips. “Tighter than last time. Has your husband even touched you since I fucked you in the yard?”

The answer is yes—but not like this. Mark and I have had sex almost every night since Jax first fucked me, but it’s different now. Desperate. Frantic. Mark whispering in my ear, making me relive exactly what Jax did to me, how it felt, how much I wanted it.

“No,” I lie, the word a gasp as Jax pulls out and slams back in. “Only your cock matters”

Mark’s eyes flash with hurt, but his hand moves faster against his shaft. The lie excites him, I realize. Adds to the fantasy we’re all building together.

Jax sets a punishing pace, each thrust driving me higher. The counter edge digs into my stomach, the discomfort only heightening the pleasure. His hands are everywhere—gripping my thighs, pinching my nipples through my dress, tangling in my hair to yank my head back.

“Look at him,” Jax orders, forcing my gaze toward Mark. “Look at your husband while I fuck you.”

Mark’s eyes meet mine, dark with something that looks like surrender. His hand strokes his cock frantically as he watches Jax pound into me.

“You love this, don’t you?” Jax taunts him. “Watching another man fuck your wife. Knowing she prefers my cock to yours. Knowing she comes harder for me than she ever has for you.”

Mark nods, a small, broken movement. “Yes,” he admits, the word barely audible.

“Louder,” Jax demands, his hips never slowing. “Tell her. Tell your wife how much you love being a cuck.”

“I love it,” Mark says, his voice stronger now. “I love watching him take you, Lola. Love seeing how much you want him.”

The admission sends me spiraling toward the edge. My body tightens around Jax’s cock, pleasure coiling low in my belly, ready to snap.

“That’s it,” Jax growls, feeling me clench around him. “Come for me and show your pathetic husband what he can’t do for you.”

My orgasm crashes over me in violent waves. Stars sparkle along the corners of my vision as I scream Jax’s name. Through the haze, I see Mark’s face contort, his hand moving frantically as he comes all over his hand.

Jax shouts “Fuck yes!” as he empties himself inside me. He collapses over me with a gutteral groan, and his weight presses me into the counter. .

For a moment, the only sound in the kitchen is our ragged breathing. But when Jax pulls out and puts his cock into his pants, I immediately feel a warm trickle of cum down my inner thigh.

“Clean her up,” he orders Mark, his voice dismissive. “She’s a mess.”

Mark approaches slowly. His face is flushed with lingering shame, but there’s something else there too—a strange, satisfied calm.

Jax watches as Mark helps me off the counter, his hands gentle on my waist. “Same time tomorrow?” he asks, though it’s not really a question.

Mark nods, not meeting his eyes. “Yes.”

“Good boy,” Jax mocks, heading for the door. He pauses, turning back with a predatory smile. “Oh, and Sullivan? I think it’s time we moved this to your bedroom. I want to fuck your wife on the same sheets where you fail to satisfy her every night.”

Mark simply nods again, his eyes dropping to the floor. “Whatever you want,” he says quietly.

Jax’s laugh follows him out the door, echoing through our home.
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I find my husband is in the home office later that night.

“You missed another deadline,” I say while Mark stares blankly at his laptop screen.

He blinks, coming back to himself slowly. “What?”

“Your email,” I nod toward his computer. “Your boss is asking where the report is. Says it was due yesterday.”

Mark runs a hand through his hair. “Shit. I forgot.”

“That’s the second time this week,” I point out, leaning against the doorframe. My body still aches pleasantly from Jax’s attention, his cum dried on my thighs because I couldn’t bring myself to wash it off.

“I know.” Mark’s voice is hollow. “I can’t focus anymore. All I can think about is—“

“Him,” I finish for him. “Us. What we’re doing.”

I perk on the edge of his desk and Mark’s hand finds mine. Our fingers intertwine in a gesture that feels strangely innocent given what we’ve been doing.

“I got a warning email from HR today,” he admits. “About my performance.”

A flicker of concern cuts through my haze of satisfaction. “Mark—“

“It’s fine,” he says quickly. “I’ll fix it. I just need to... compartmentalize better.”

But we both know that’s impossible. Jax has infiltrated every aspect of our lives, every thought, every interaction. My own work has suffered too—missed calls, forgotten meetings, reports filed with errors because I was too busy daydreaming about Jax fucking me.

My parents called to invite us to dinner on Friday,“ Mark says, changing the subject. “Their anniversary party.”

The thought of sitting across from his parents, making polite conversation while this secret burns inside us, seems impossible. “We should go,” I say halfheartedly. “We’ve never missed their anniversary.”

Mark hesitates. “I already told them we couldn’t make it.”

Relief washes through me, followed immediately by concern. “What did you tell them?”

“That we had other plans.” His thumb traces circles on my palm. “My mom seemed... disappointed. Said she hasn’t seen us much lately.”

Guilt twists in my stomach. It’s true—we’ve been avoiding our friends and families, canceling plans, making excuses. The Hendersons, the book club I’ve attended for three years, Mark’s weekly basketball game with colleagues. All sacrificed at the altar of whatever this is with Jax.

“We should make more of an effort,” I say, not meaning it. The thought of returning to our old social life feels impossible now, like trying to squeeze back into clothes we’ve outgrown.

Mark shakes his head. “I don’t want to. I don’t want to pretend everything’s normal when it’s not.” His eyes meet mine. “I just want this. You. Him. Whatever this is becoming.”

The knowledge that Mark is as addicted as I am, as willing to sacrifice everything for the pleasure Jax brings us, sends a thrill through me.

“Me too,” I whisper, the truth of it settling in my bones. “God help me, me too.”

Mark pulls me into his lap, his arms wrapping around me, his face buried in my neck. We cling to each other like survivors of a shipwreck, both drowning and saved by the same turbulent waters.

“Tell me again what he did to you in the garden shed,” Mark murmurs against my skin. “Every detail.”

And I do. I tell him how Jax bent me over a workbench, how he made me count each slap of his hand against my ass, how he called me filthy names while he fucked me raw. I tell him how I begged for more, how I came so hard I nearly blacked out, how Jax marked me with his teeth and his cum.

Mark listens, his breathing quickening, his cock hardening against my thigh. When I finish, he carries me to our bedroom and makes love to me. It’s gentle, reverent, nothing like Jax’s brutal possession. But he whispers in my ear, asking me to pretend it’s Jax fucking me and to tell him how much bigger Jax’s cock is, how much better.

I do as he asks, the cruel words spilling from my lips even as tears prick at my eyes. Mark comes so hard his body shudders against mine while his face twists in ecstasy. I’m wasn’t close to coming.

Afterward, we lie tangled together, both lost in our own thoughts. I think of Jax next door, probably planning his next move, his next humiliation. I think of the life we had before—the dinner parties, the career ambitions, the careful routines—and how distant it all seems now.

“What are we doing, Lola?” Mark whispers into the darkness.

I have no answer. All I know is that I don’t want to stop. Can’t stop. The thought of returning to our old life—safe, predictable, empty—fills me with a dread that tastes like ash.

“I don’t know,” I admit. “But I need it. We need it.”

His arms tighten around me, his heartbeat steady against my back. “Yes,” he agrees, the word a sigh of surrender. “We do.”

Tomorrow, Jax will come to our bedroom. Will take me in the bed I’ve shared with Mark for five years. Will push us further into this strange, twisted dynamic we’ve created. And we’ll let him. We’ll welcome him. We’ll beg for more…

Because neither of us is strong enough to walk away.


Chapter 5


Jax’s knuckles brush my cheek as he tilts my face toward him, his eyes dark with possession. “Tell your husband what you want, Lola.”

I swallow hard, pulse hammering in my throat as I glance at Mark standing in the doorway of our bedroom. He’s watching us with that same mixture of shame and hunger I’ve grown accustomed to these past weeks.

“I want you to fuck me on our bed,” I say, my voice surprisingly steady despite the heat flooding my pussy.

Mark’s breath hitches audibly while he stares at us, transfixed.

“See that?” Jax taunts, fingers sliding beneath the hem of my nightgown. “Your wife’s practically begging for my cock in your own bedroom. What kind of man just stands there and watches?”

“A pathetic one,” Mark whispers.

Jax laughs, the sound filling our bedroom. “At least you know what you are.” He turns back to me, his massive frame blocking my view of Mark. “On the bed. Now.”

I obey without hesitation, crawling onto the mattress where Mark and I have slept for five years. The sheets are fresh—I changed them this morning in anticipation of tonight, a fact that sends another rush of shameful heat through me.

Jax follows, his movements predatory as he stalks toward me. He’s already shirtless, his muscled chest gleaming in the soft lamplight.

“Strip,” he commands, and I pull my nightgown over my head, baring myself completely. I didn’t bother with panties.

His eyes rake over me, possessive and hungry. “Spread your legs. Show your husband what he’s about to lose.”

My thighs fall open, exposing my already wet pussy to both men’s gazes. Mark groans from the doorway.

“Don’t just stand there,” Jax barks at him. “Get in here. Sit in that chair and watch your whore wife take my cock.”

Mark moves like he’s in a trance, settling into the reading chair in the corner of our bedroom. His eyes never leave me as Jax climbs onto the bed, his weight dipping the mattress between my spread thighs.

“You want this?” Jax asks me, his voice dropping lower as he unzips his jeans.

He frees his cock, and it’s hard and already massive. I lick my lips and Jax smirks.

“Tell him,” he demands, stroking himself lazily. “Tell your husband how my cock compares to his.”

“You’re so much thicker,” I say to Jax, the cruel words spilling from my lips. “Longer. Better. I come harder with you than I ever do with Mark.”

Mark’s throat works as he swallows, and his cock jumps. My words seem to excite him more.

“That’s right,” Jax agrees, positioning himself at my pussy. “And now I’m going to ruin you for him forever.”

He sinks inside me, and the delicious stretch makes me groan and thrash. It’s an amazing pleasure, but underneath it is a twinge of pain from how thick he is. It feels so good, I almost welcome the pain and I rock against his cock.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my nails digging into his shoulders. “So full.”

“Look at her face, Sullivan,” Jax calls to Mark without slowing his pace. “See that look? That’s something you’ll never put there.”

I turn my head, finding Mark’s gaze across the room. His cock is already out and there’s a blissed-out look on his face.

Jax sets a punishing rhythm, each thrust driving the breath from my lungs as he pounds me into the mattress The headboard slams against the wall. The bedroom window is open and anyone walking out front will hear the whack. The thought of someone knowing what’s happening in our bedroom, makes me clench tighter around Jax’s cock.

“That’s it,” he growls, feeling me squeeze him. “You love being fucked in your bed. You’re going to be dreaming about this for days, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I admit, the word a breathless moan. “God, yes.”

Jax’s hand tangles in my hair, yanking my head back to expose my throat. His teeth graze my pulse point, and I shiver.

“Tell him,” he demands, his thrusts never slowing. “Tell your husband exactly what you need.”

“I need you,” I gasp, the confession torn from somewhere primal within me. “I need your cock. Need you to fuck me hard and deep. Need you to—“ I falter, the words catching in my throat.

“Say it,” Jax commands, his fingers tightening in my hair.

I lock eyes with Mark across the room, but I’m still talking to Jax. “Need you to fuck a baby into me,” I whisper, the words hanging in the air between us.

Mark groans as he strokes his shaft. We’ve been trying for years, his low sperm count a constant source of disappointment and strain. And now here I am, begging another man to get me pregnant.

“You hear that, Sullivan?” Jax taunts, his hips driving harder, faster. “Your wife wants my baby. Wants me to knock her up right in front of you because you can’t do it yourself.”

Mark’s face contorts, but he doesn’t look away as his hand moves faster.

“Please,” I beg, not sure who I’m talking to anymore—Jax or Mark or both. “Please, I need it.”

“Beg for my cum,” Jax demands, his rhythm becoming more brutal.

“Please fill me,” I cry out and writhe beneath him. “Please give me a baby. Knock me up. Breed me!”

The words push both men closer to the edge. Mark’s movements grow frantic, his control slipping while Jax turns into a beast. He’s pounding into me so hard, I’m bouncing around like a rag doll.

“You’re going to take every fucking drop,” he growls. “And then thank me afterwards.”

Imagining thanking him for his cum skyrockets me over the edge. My orgasm is a tidal wave that crashes over me and leaves me gasping, my vision blurring at the edges as pleasure radiates through every nerve ending. I’m vaguely aware of screaming Jax’s name, of my nails drawing blood from his shoulders, of my body clenching around him like a vise.

I barely hear Mark groaning as he coats his hand with cum, barely know it when Jax hammers into me, spraying his cum as deep as he can. I’m just a fucktoy, a vessel for his seed. Nothing else matters.

“Fuck,” Jax pants, collapsing on top of me, his weight pinning me to the mattress. “That was good.”

Mark says nothing, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he comes down from the high. His eyes meet mine across the room, and he looks like he’s about to cry.

Jax rolls off me, tucking himself back into his jeans. He doesn’t leave, though. Instead, he settles against the headboard, claiming Mark’s side of the bed as his own.

“Clean her up,” he orders Mark. “She’s a mess.”

Mark rises from the chair, approaching the bed slowly.

He sits on the edge of the bed, his hand gentle as it brushes my hair from my face. “Are you okay?” he asks softly.

I nod, unable to form words as the aftershocks of pleasure still ripple through me. Jax’s cum leaks from me, soaking into the sheets.

“I’ll be back tomorrow night,” Jax announces, his tone making it clear it’s not a request. “And whenever else I feel like it.”

Mark’s eyes drop to the mattress. “Yes,” he agrees quietly.

“Good boy,” Jax mocks, his hand reaching out to pat Mark’s head like a dog. “Now get us some water. I’m not done with your wife yet.”

Mark obeys without protest, padding out of the bedroom toward the kitchen. The moment he’s gone, Jax’s hand slides possessively over my stomach.

“I meant what I said,” he murmurs, his voice low and dangerous. “I’m going to put a baby in you. Give you what he can’t.”

The words send a shiver through me. A baby might make this all worth it. My “Yes,” is a whisper.

“And then Mark’s going to raise it as his own,” Jax continues, his fingers tracing patterns on my skin. “Knowing every time he looks at it that it’s mine.”

Oh God. Jax’s words should horrify me. This suddenly isn’t just a game. This could destroy us completely. But I can’t. I’m spellbound by Jax and I want a baby that much.

“Yes,” I agree again, the word a surrender.

Jax’s smile is predatory as he pulls me closer. “Round two,” he announces as Mark returns with the water. “Watch and learn, Sullivan. This is how a real man impregnates a woman.”

Mark sets the glasses down and returns to the chair without a word as Jax’s fingers begin to work their magic, drawing fresh moans from my lips, I catch Mark’s gaze across the room.

There’s no anger there. No jealousy. Just a strange, twisted fascination.

We’re bound by this now, all three of us. Bound by the chaos Jax has brought into our lives, by the desires he’s awakened in both of us.

As Jax fucks me again and whispers filthy promises in my hear, I surrender completely to whatever this is becoming. To the addiction. To the need.

And somewhere deep inside, beneath the shame and the lust and the confusion, I’m glad. And I want more… so much more.

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

WITH UNAPOLOGETIC DOMINANCE.
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