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Chapter 1


I wake up alone in Jax's bed.

That's what I call it now. Not our bed. Not the master bedroom. His. The sheets smell like him—cedar and sweat and something darker underneath—and his side of the mattress is already cold. Downstairs, the couch springs creak as Mark rolls over in his sleep.

My husband sleeps on the couch every night now. I sleep up here whether Jax stays or not, because the bed is his and so am I. Somewhere in the last few weeks, that became normal. I stretch into the warm spot he left behind and my body wakes up already wanting him.

What is wrong with me?

I used to know the answer. There was a version of me at the start of the summer who had a job she cared about, a husband she argued with about donor sperm, a future that fit on a holiday card. I keep waiting to miss her.

I don't.

My phone buzzes on the nightstand.

Jax: You track it like I told you?

My stomach flips. He said it last night before he left, his hand spread flat on my stomach. Track your cycle. Tell me when you're ovulating. That's when I'll fuck you the most.

I open the app. The one with the little pink flowers. The one I filled in every morning for three years while Mark promised me someday through the bathroom door.

Lola: This week. Started yesterday.

Three dots. Gone. Back again. I'm holding my breath like a teenager, which is ridiculous. I'm a married woman waiting to hear when my neighbor plans to breed me.

Jax: Good girl. Then we don't waste a day of it. Tell your husband to make himself useful and stay out of the way.

Heat pools low in my belly. This week. For three years I begged a calendar for a baby and the calendar said no. Now another man owns the calendar.

And God help me, I'm not sad about it. I'm excited.
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Mark is at the counter making coffee when I come down. Still in yesterday's undershirt. He looks up, and his eyes do the thing they do now—dropping over me, slow, checking for marks.

"You sleep okay?" he asks.

"He texted." I pour myself a cup. "It's this week."

His hand stops on the carafe. A flush climbs the back of his neck, the same heat I felt upstairs. He knows what this week means. He was on the couch the night Jax announced it.

"Okay," he says quietly.

That's it. Okay. He slides a mug toward me, and for one second we're just a married couple having coffee. Except for the way his pajama pants are tenting, which he doesn't bother to hide anymore.

"You want him to do it," I say. It's not a question. I've gotten as bad as Jax, saying the cruel true thing just to watch it land.

Mark's jaw tightens. He stares into his coffee. "I don't know how to want anything else anymore," he says. "Does he mean today?"

"He means whenever he wants."

"Right." And there's that breath, the long one. It used to mean relief at dodging a fight. Now it means relief at being told. I recognize it because I let out the same breath every time Jax takes a choice out of my hands.

We're quite a pair, my husband and I.
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Jax comes over at noon. He doesn't knock. He never knocks now.

He fills the back doorway, blocking the light, the wolf tattoo flexing on his bicep. He looks at me first, head to toe, slow. Then at Mark, and his mouth curls.

"Sullivan." He says the name like a joke he's tired of telling. "Nice day. Too nice to hide in here. Outside. Both of you."

My stomach drops. The yard.

It's not like the yard is innocent. His hand was down my shorts by the flower bed while Mark watched from the sprinklers. He bent me over the picnic table while voices whispered past the fence. But those felt like accidents. Things that got carried away.

This is an order. In daylight. With time to think about it and obey anyway.

"Jax," I start.

"Did I ask?" He doesn't raise his voice. He never has to. "Outside, Lola."

I go. Mark follows. That's the whole truth of how we got here. Nobody decides anything. You just keep saying yes in smaller and smaller pieces until you're walking barefoot across your own lawn because a man told you to.

He stops us at the fence. The leaning cedar one Mark put up years ago and never fixed. The one that started everything. The afternoon is bright and ordinary. A mower drones two houses down. A screen door bangs.

"Kneel," he says to me.

I look at the houses. The Hendersons' kitchen window. The Paulsons' porch, where Mrs. Paulson does her crossword. Anyone could be watching.

"Out here?" My voice comes out thin.

"You heard me." He steps close and takes my jaw in his hand, almost gentle, the way he gets right before he isn't. "You want my baby this week? Then you learn your place this week. Not in the dark where it's easy. Right here. Now."

I kneel.

The grass is warm through my shorts. My heart slams against my ribs, and the worst part—the part I can never tell anyone—is that the fear and the want stopped being different things a long time ago. Out here in the sunlight, where the whole street could see, I feel more owned than I ever have behind a locked door.

Jax looks down at me. Then over my head at Mark.

"Look at her," he says. "Kneeling in her own yard like she was born for it. How many years were you married to this woman, Sullivan? And you never once saw what she needed?" He laughs. "You don't have it in you. A cuckold's heart in a grown man's body."

I wait for Mark to flinch. To make an excuse. To do one of the small retreating things that used to be his whole personality.

He doesn't.

When I turn my head, his face is flushed dark, his eyes glassy, his hand pressed flat against the front of his shorts. He's not ashamed of the word anymore.

He's drunk on it.

"Say it," Jax tells him. "Out loud. Where God and the Hendersons can hear you."

Mark's voice comes out wrecked. "A cuckold."

"Whose?"

"Yours."

"Damn right." Jax's thumb strokes my cheek. His eyes come back to mine, and his voice drops into the register that goes straight through me. "And you're going to give me what he never could. This week. Maybe right here in this yard. You want that?"

The yes climbs my throat before I decide anything. "Yes."

"There's my good girl."
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And then he doesn't touch me.

That's almost worse. He helps me up, brushes the grass off my knees—tender, which somehow makes it filthier—and tells me to go make him a sandwich like nothing happened. He does it on purpose. He winds me up and walks away, so that by the time he comes back I'll agree to anything.

It works. I hate that it works. I make the sandwich anyway.
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Someone saw us. I'm sure of it. I felt eyes the whole time I knelt there, and two days later I get the proof.

Mrs. Henderson: Hey hon, going to have to take a raincheck on Friday. Things have been crazy here. We'll reschedule!

The dinner that somehow survived on our calendar through everything. We won't reschedule. There's no follow-up date. No warmth. Just a polite door clicking shut, the suburban way, with an exclamation point.

I held that woman's babies. I refilled her wine glass at a dozen barbecues and ached over her youngest on her hip. Now I'm the thing she lowers her voice about.

I should grieve. Part of me does. The old part. The part that gets quieter every week.

Mostly what I feel, reading that text, is a hot dark thrill.

They're starting to know.
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Mark finds me that night in Jax's bed. He stands in the doorway. He doesn't ask to come in.

"Mrs. Henderson canceled Friday," I tell him.

"I figured. Mr. Henderson wouldn't look at me at the mailbox today."

"Does that bother you?"

He's quiet a long time. "It should," he says finally. "That's what scares me. When I think about them knowing—about all of them knowing what he does to you, what I let him do—" He swallows. "It makes me want it more. What's wrong with us, Lola?"

I hold my hand out. He comes and sits on the edge of the bed, careful, not touching, because touching needs permission now.

"This week," I say. "He's going to do it this week. The baby."

His breath catches. His hand drifts to his lap. Helpless. Automatic.

"I know," he whispers. "And I want to watch. More than I've ever wanted anything." His voice cracks. "Don't ask me to explain it. I can't."

I don't ask. Outside the window, Jax's light is on, a warm yellow square past the fence. Somewhere down the street, our neighbors are talking about us. And inside me a clock is counting down to the thing I begged for through three years of negative tests, about to arrive from the wrong man.

I close my eyes and let it pull me under.


Chapter 2


The collar comes in a plain brown box on our back step.

I find it in the morning when I go out to water the hydrangeas. No label. It doesn't need one. My hands already know, going clumsy on the cardboard.

Black leather. A little silver buckle. A D-ring at the throat. A leash coiled underneath, and a note in his blunt handwriting: Three o'clock. The green sundress. The one Mark bought you.

I stand in my kitchen holding a dog collar, and I'm wet. That's the truth of it. A man left a collar on my porch and my body read it like a love letter. The rational part of my brain—faint now, like a radio in another room—supplies the correct word. Degrading. He wants to walk you like an animal in front of everyone.

The rest of me just wants to know what time it is.

Mark comes in from the garage and sees it in my hands. For a long moment he says nothing. Then he reaches out and touches the leather with one finger, like it might burn him.

"He's going to walk you," he says. Not a question.

"Between the houses. In daylight. He wants the green dress."

"The one I—" He can't finish it.

The one I bought you. That's the genius of how Jax works. He takes every soft thing in our marriage and turns it into a tool. The dress Mark picked because he said the color matched my eyes. The necklace Mark gave me, the one Jax made me take off and set on the dresser like a coat at a party. Jax doesn't just take me from Mark. He makes Mark hand me over, gift-wrapped, in things Mark bought with his own love.

"You don't have to be there," I say. The lie we both need me to tell.

"Yes I do." His throat works. "Watching is the only thing worse than not being allowed to. And I want the worse thing. I always want the worse thing now."
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At three o'clock Jax buckles the collar around my throat himself.

He does it slow, standing close, his knuckles brushing my pulse. The buckle clicks. The cold D-ring settles into the hollow of my throat, right where Mark's necklace used to sit. None of us miss the symbolism.

"There," he murmurs. He clips the leash on and gives it one slow pull that tips my chin up. "Now you look like what you are."

Behind him, Mark stands with his arms full of my lingerie—the lace pieces Jax pointed at and told him to carry. A grown man holding his wife's underwear because another man said so. His face is scarlet. His eyes never leave the leash.

"Walk," Jax says.

He leads me along the property line, out between the houses to where the yards open toward the street. The green dress moves against my thighs. The collar keeps my chin up. I can't look down. I can't hide.

And people are looking. I feel it before I see it. A curtain twitches in the Millers' front window and goes still. A car slows, then speeds up too fast. The whole sleepy street is watching Lola Sullivan get walked across her own lawn on a leash.

My legs nearly give out. Not from shame.

"Pathetic, isn't it?" Jax calls over his shoulder, loud enough to carry. "Trailing after us carrying her panties like a bellhop. You could stop this any second, Sullivan. Be a man for once." He laughs. "But this is the most alive you've ever felt. Isn't it."

"Yes," Mark says. Just loud enough.

The word goes through me like a current. Jax feels the leash tremble. He turns and gives me that slow, knowing smile.

"You like hearing him admit it."

"Yes," I whisper.

"Good girl."
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He takes me upstairs afterward, to the bedroom that used to be ours, with Mark in the chair by the window where he's allowed to sit.

It's different today. Harder. More deliberate. Because of what week it is.

Jax bends me over the foot of the bed. The mattress catches my hips. My collar pulls tight when he fists the leash and tugs once, just to remind me it's there. The leather bites into my throat where Mark's old necklace used to rest, and the weight of it settles like ownership already claimed. My knees lock against the frame. Behind me the floorboard creaks as Mark shifts in the chair, but I don't turn. I feel his stare instead, heavy between my spread thighs.

"Three years of that weak seed," Jax says, voice low against my ear. His chest presses down the length of my back, hot and solid. "And nothing. Tonight I start breeding you the way you were always meant to be."

His cock drags thick between my thighs, the blunt head parting my folds without mercy. He doesn't tease. One thrust and he's inside, stretching me open in a single, relentless push that knocks the air from my lungs. My walls flutter around the intrusion, trying to adjust to the girth that Mark never managed. Heat floods me. My pussy clenches around him, greedy, and the shame hits at the same time—Mark watching from the chair, seeing how fast my body chooses.

Jax's hand finds my belly at once. Palm wide, fingers spread low, he presses flat just above my mound like he's already mapping the place he'll leave his mark. The pressure is steady, possessive, thumb stroking once over the soft skin as if to say mine. I feel every inch of him seated deep, the way his cock nudges against my cervix with that first full thrust. My body learned the difference between the two men a long time ago. It votes without me now.

He fucks like he owns the week. Hard, deliberate strokes that shove me forward against the bedding. Every time he bottoms out his palm presses harder, grinding down so I can't forget where he's aiming. The wet sound of each withdrawal is obscene, my wetness coating him, easing the way for the next drive. My breasts drag across the comforter with every shove. The collar tugs tight when I try to lift my head.

"Good girl," he mutters, voice rough. "Take it. Let that tight cunt learn what it's fucking made for."

"Please," I breathe. The word scrapes out, small and desperate. "Please put it in me."

He grunts approval but doesn't slow. "Louder. Tell him what I'm giving you."

My face burns. Heat crawls up my neck and across my chest. I lift my head again, eyes finding Mark where he sits rigid in the chair. His hands are fisted on his thighs, knuckles white. His modest cock stands untouched, flushed dark at the tip, twitching with every wet slap of Jax's hips against mine. My voice comes out hoarse, cracking on the words.

"He's putting his come in me. He's going to breed me this week."

Mark's mouth opens. His cock jerks hard against his stomach and he comes in thick, helpless spurts, the first arc landing across his own chest. He keeps whispering through it, voice shredded. "Thank you—fuck—perfect. God, Lola, perfect."

Jax laughs once, dark and satisfied. "That's right. Your wife knows the difference." He drives deeper, hand never leaving my belly, the heel of his palm digging in like he's already counting the days until his seed takes and it swells. "She learned it a long time ago. This pussy votes without her. Look at how she opens for me while you sit there leaking like the cuck you are."

I moan into the comforter. My walls flutter around him, wet and desperate, milking the thick length on every stroke. Every thrust drags my clit against the edge of the mattress, sharp little sparks that make my thighs shake. The collar bites my throat when I arch, the D-ring cool against my skin. I can feel Mark's eyes still on us, watching Jax's hand claim my belly, watching the way my body opens for the neighbor who takes what my husband can't. The shame twists hotter, feeding the ache inside me. My hips push back without permission, chasing the next deep grind.

"More," I gasp. "Don't stop. Fill me."

He slams in harder, palm grinding down in time with his thrusts. "One week. That's all I'll need. Your body will take it from me and keep it. You'll walk around this house leaking me and begging for another load before the week's even done. Tell him again. Tell your husband I'm breeding what he never could."

My voice cracks. "He's breeding me. He's putting his seed where it belongs."

"That's my toy," Jax says, low and approving. He rocks his hips in a slow circle, the head of his cock grinding into the deepest part of me, the hand on my belly pressing down so I feel the pressure from both sides. "Three years of nothing and now you're dripping down my balls already, you filthy little slut. Pathetic little husband couldn't do it. But this cunt knows who owns it."

Heat coils tight in my core. My thighs shake harder. Jax's rhythm stays brutal, possessive, the wet sound of each thrust loud in the room. I feel myself tipping, pussy pulsing around the thick length splitting me, but he doesn't let me fall yet. He slows just enough to drag it out, grinding deep so the head of his cock nudges that sensitive spot inside again and again. My inner walls flutter and squeeze, trying to pull him deeper, trying to keep him. Every breath is leather and his sweat.

He buries himself to the root and stays there, full weight pinning me to the bed. His chest blankets my back. The hand on my belly never lifts. Cock pulsing deep, he speaks against the shell of my ear.

"Maybe that's it," he says. "Maybe it's already done. Right now. While he watched."

The words push me over. Fuck, the orgasm rips through me, pussy milking him in hard, rhythmic pulses that drag a guttural sound from his throat. Jax groans and pumps once more, flooding me, pulse after pulse of cum flooding the place his hand still claims, his seed breeding me deep. I feel every spurt, hot and thick, coating my insides as my body keeps taking it, greedy, owned, everything in me clenching tight to draw every drop deeper.

He doesn't pull out. Just stays heavy, palm spread possessive over my stomach, cock still twitching inside me while the last pulses fade. My breath comes ragged. Beneath his hand my belly rises and falls with each inhale, and I can almost imagine the claim already settling there.

Mark's voice comes quiet from the chair, wrecked and grateful. "Thank you."

After, he stays heavy on top of me, his palm still spread over my stomach.

"You'd like that," he says against my neck. "Walking around this street with my baby in you. Every one of them knowing."

"Yes," I breathe into the comforter. And feel the last of the old me let go.
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The rest of our life keeps falling apart, right on schedule.

The Monday review with HR goes the way those reviews go. On Tuesday, David calls me into the glass office and slides a paper across the desk. Missed deadlines. Pattern of inattention. Final written warning. His voice is careful and kind, which is worse.

I sign it without reading it. A month ago that paper would have ended my world. I built my whole adult self on being the reliable one. I sign the last of that away with a pen I don't even click shut, and I feel almost nothing.

The almost-nothing should terrify me. It doesn't. That's the part that should terrify me.

Mark is going down faster than I am. He comes home gray one evening.

"Hendricks pulled their account," he says. "Second one this quarter. And Johnson took me off the Meyer calls." He sits down across from me at the kitchen table. "Six years I've carried Meyer, Lola."

"I'm sorry."

"Are you?" He's not being cruel. He actually wants to know.

I think about it. "No," I say. "And neither are you."

He laughs. A small, broken sound. And under the gray there's something I recognize. Relief. The look of a man watching a weight slide off his back. A weight he never wanted in the first place.

"We're losing everything," he says. "The jobs. The Hendersons. The Millers. All of it at once. Doesn't that scare you?"

"It scares me that it doesn't scare me."

His eyes come up to mine, wet and bright, and underneath the grief is that other thing. The dark, glittering thing I have my own matching piece of.

"Then why," he says quietly, "do I get hard every time I think about it?"

I don't have an answer. I reach over and turn his phone face-down so neither of us has to watch the numbers fall, and we sit in our crumbling kitchen, both of us aching, both of us counting the hours until Jax comes back.


Chapter 3


He does it at the fence in broad daylight. And he makes Mark hold the leash.

It's a Saturday. The worst possible day. The day the whole street is out mowing and grilling and pretending not to watch each other over the hedges. Jax knows. That's why he picks it.

The text comes at noon. Two words: Green dress.

An hour later he's leading me across the open grass along the cedar fence, and my husband is three steps behind us, holding the end of my leash like a man holding something that might go off.

The day is bright and full of ordinary life. Mr. Paulson's edger whines down the block. A sprinkler ticks. The newlyweds unload groceries two doors down, laughing, still living in the world where happiness is permanent.

Jax stops me at the fence and turns me to face it. My hands close on the weathered top rail.

"Right here," he says. "Where it all started. Feels right."

Beyond the rail, his yard. Behind us, ours. Around us, windows.

"Jax." My voice shakes. "People will see."

"Let them." He steps up close behind me, a wall of heat, and flips the skirt of the green dress up over my hips. Warm air on bare skin. I make a sound I can't catch in time. "You want them to see. That's the part you still can't say out loud. You want every curtain on this street to twitch." His hand slides between my thighs, and he laughs, low and dark, against my ear. "And there's the proof. Soaked. For an audience."

He passes the leash back over my shoulder, into Mark's hands.

"Hold this. Hold your wife steady while I take her. And keep quiet. Wouldn't want the neighbors hearing what a coward sounds like."

Mark holds the leash.

Jax drives into me without warning, burying himself to the root in one brutal shove. My pussy stretches around him, walls gripping every thick inch, and I sink my teeth into the bare skin of my shoulder to trap the sound. The cedar rail bites into my palms. The leash stays taut in Mark's grip, collar snug at my throat.

I feel every ridge of him as he sinks deeper. My pussy flutters and gives, wet coating him already, and the burn of the stretch makes my knees lock against the fence. Daylight hits my bare ass. The green dress is flipped up and bunched at my waist, nothing covering me from the street side. Any neighbor walking their dog could see the way my thighs shake. The thought of her watching makes me drip down him. I picture Mrs. Paulson next door pausing with her crossword, staring, realizing exactly whose wife is getting used out here in full view. My face burns. My walls squeeze tighter around every brutal inch of him.

Jax's breath is hot on the back of my neck. "Slow," he murmurs against my skin. "Let them hear the wet if they get close enough."

He draws back until only the fat head stays inside, then sinks home again. The slide is thick and deliberate. My walls drag along his length, clinging, and the soft sound of it fills the space between us. Each thrust rocks me forward. The collar tugs. Mark's hand must be steady because the leather doesn't give an inch. I bite harder into my shoulder, tasting salt and the faint metallic edge of my own skin. Every time he bottoms out I feel the swollen head nudge something deep and tender. My clit throbs untouched, aching with the rhythm.

Jax's hand finds Mark's wrist where he holds the leash. His fingers close over Mark's like he owns that grip too. "Look at that. The most useful you've ever been, Sullivan."

Mark's breath catches. The leash trembles for a second, then pulls tight again. I clench around Jax without meaning to, the words hitting low in my belly. Shame twists inside me, hot and sharp. My husband is right there, knuckles white on the leather, watching the neighbor's cock claim what used to be his. And I'm dripping down Jax's shaft for it.

Jax fucks me deeper, hips rolling steady. He doesn't rush. Each push forces me open wider, the head of him nudging deep enough that I feel it in my guts. "She's never coming back to you—you traded her away the first afternoon you got hard watching me." His voice stays low, meant only for the three of us. "Say it."

Mark swallows. His free hand braces on the rail beside mine. "I'd trade anything."

The words punch straight between my legs. I clench around Jax and he grunts, one big hand sliding under my belly, palm flat and possessive, fingers spread wide as if he can already feel the claim taking root. He presses there while he fucks me, the weight of his hand pinning me in place. My clit aches, swollen and ignored. Every slow thrust makes my breasts sway inside the dress. The fabric rasps against my nipples. I imagine someone across the street pausing on the sidewalk, seeing the way my body rocks, seeing the collar, knowing Mark is holding the leash like the obedient husband he is now.

"Quiet," he reminds me when a whimper tries to escape. "Bite down."

I do. Another thrust, harder, the slap of skin loud enough that someone mowing two houses down might notice if they paused. My teeth sink deeper into my shoulder. The sting mixes with the ache between my legs. I can feel how fucking wet I am, the way my pussy sucks at him on every pull out, the obscene sound of it barely muffled by the fence. The thought of a neighbor hearing that wet noise and realizing what it is makes my face burn. Shame curls tight with the heat.

Jax's voice drops lower, right at my ear. "Maybe today's the day. Conceived in the front yard while your husband held the leash." His palm presses firmer against my belly. "Right here. My seed taking. Breeding you in broad daylight."

He keeps talking while he moves inside me, voice rough and steady. "Imagine the look on their faces if they saw. Your dress up, this collar on, Mark standing there holding the end like a good little cuck. They'd know exactly what you are now." His hips grind in a slow circle and I feel him pulse against my cervix, right where he means to plant his seed. "Mark's wife. Leashed and bred where anyone could walk by, like the whore you turned her into."

A wrecked sound catches in Mark's throat. The leather creaks as his grip spasms. I picture the front of his pants, the way he must be straining against the fabric without touching himself. The image makes me clamp down harder. My own thoughts spiral: Mark watching every inch disappear inside me, Mark feeling the tug every time Jax drives forward, Mark about to watch his neighbor finish where he used to. The humiliation makes me wetter.

Jax doesn't speed up. He keeps the same deep, rolling pace, each thrust pushing his cum farther inside once he starts to finish. Heat floods me in thick pulses. His cock swells and jerks, the first heavy spurt hitting deep, then another, and another. He groans low against my neck, palm still spread wide on my belly, holding every drop where he wants it. I feel it overflow, the excess leaking around his shaft, warm and wet on my inner thighs. My pussy milks him in helpless spasms, trying to keep it all.

Mark makes a broken sound. The leash goes rigid in his fist. Wet heat splashes the fence rail beneath me—his modest cock untouched, spilling just from the sight and the weight of the leather in his hand. He whispers, "Thank you. Perfect."

Jax stays lodged inside me, palm still spread on my belly, feeling every aftershock roll through my pussy around his softening length. My shoulder aches from the bite marks. My thighs shake. The whole street keeps moving—grills sizzling, mowers droning—while his cum sits hot and deep, marking me where anyone could see the evidence if they looked.

He eases out slow. A thick strand follows, dripping down my inner thigh. His hand stays on my belly a second longer, pressing down flat and final, like a brand.

Down the street a screen door bangs. A woman calls a child's name. The world goes on being ordinary twenty feet from where I'm coming apart, and the nearness of it is the filthiest thing I've ever felt.

"There," Jax breathes, easing my dress back down like he's tucking in a child. "Now they know whose yard this is."
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The group chat happens that night. Such a small, petty, suburban execution that I almost laugh.

It's been there for years. Neighbors. Lost cats, trash-day reminders, pictures of people's tomato plants. Mrs. Henderson started it back when we all still waved at each other.

At 9:40 my phone buzzes. One flat gray line.

You have been removed from "Neighbors."

No message. No goodbye. Forty households held a meeting somewhere I couldn't see, and voted.

I show Mark. He goes still, scrolling his own phone.

"I'm still in it," he says, flat and strange. "Forty-three new messages since this afternoon."

"Don't read them."

"I'm not going to." But his thumb hovers. I watch the pull work on him, the sick magnetic need to know exactly what they're saying about us.

"Mark." I take the phone out of his hand. "There's nothing in there that helps."

He lets me. He sits back and closes his eyes, and when he speaks, his voice has gone somewhere splintered and honest. "Somebody saw us today. Saw all of it. Every living room on this street is talking about us right now. The neighbor and Lola Sullivan. At the fence. In daylight. The husband held the leash." A wrecked little laugh. "We're famous."

"Yes."

"Everyone we know," he says. "The Hendersons. The Millers. The Paulsons. They all know what we are now."

And there it is in his face. The thing that's in my chest too, standing exactly where the shame should be and refusing to move.

We're ruined. Completely. Publicly. Permanently.

I go up to Jax's bed and press my own hand flat over my belly, the way he does it. I think about forty glowing screens in forty dark living rooms. And I fall asleep wanting him to do it again. Somewhere bigger.

That's the secret I can never tell anyone. Getting caught stopped being the risk.

It's the reward.


Chapter 4


By the second week, being walked across my own yard on a leash is as ordinary as taking out the trash.

Nobody warns you about that. How fast ruin stops feeling like ruin and starts feeling like Tuesday. The collar lives on a hook by the back door now, next to Mark's car keys. Jax comes through our back door like it's his. It is his. He stopped asking for things, because there's nothing left to ask for. We hand it all over before he opens his mouth.

And Mark has stopped pretending he's just surviving it. That's the change that still catches me. The man who used to flinch at the word cuckold says it about himself now. In the dark. Unprompted. His hand moving while he begs me to tell him what Jax did to me that day. Every detail. And worse than it was.

"I love it," he confesses one night. And his voice isn't broken. It's peaceful. "I used to think this was happening to me. It's not. I keep choosing it. I've never been this happy in my life, and I've stopped trying to understand it."

I understand it fine. We found the exact shape of our own undoing. And it fits.
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Light slips under the blinds when Jax rolls me. His palm slides under my hips, lifts, and sets them at the angle he wants, fingers digging into the soft flesh above my mound like he owns the tilt. His cock is already hard, the blunt head dragging over skin still sore from yesterday. He pushes in slow, one long stretch I have to take in pieces, my body opening for him before I'm even awake enough to choose it.

"Stay just like that," he says, low against my hair. "Hips up. Let it catch. Don't waste a drop."

Mark's breath catches on the couch in the next room. I hear the leather creak under him, then a sharp inhale that tells me he's awake and listening, cock already in his hand. Jax doesn't slow. He sinks the rest of the way, balls snug against me, and holds there, letting me feel the full weight of him seated deep.

"Ovulation week," he murmurs against my ear, voice rough with sleep and purpose. "This load's going deep. Breeding you right on schedule, while you're ripe for it. You're going to take every drop and keep those hips tilted till it sticks. I want it working in you all day while I'm gone."

He starts moving—short, heavy thrusts that rock me into the mattress, each one punching the head of his cock against my cervix. His hand stays under my belly, fingers spread wide, owning the spot he's aiming for. Every push hits deep, right where he wants it, until I'm panting into the pillow, and the part of me that should be ashamed has stopped showing up at all.

Mark hears it. The couch creaks again, faster now, and the wet sound of his fist follows—quick, desperate strokes that match the rhythm Jax sets. Jax hears it too. He grunts once, almost a laugh, and fucks me harder, the slap of his hips against my ass loud in the half-light.

"Listen to him," Jax says, breath hot on my neck. "He knows this cunt's mine this fucking week. Knows I'm going to breed it full before I leave for work. Knows you're going to walk around with my cum in you, leaking slow while he watches."

Everything inside me clenches at the words, heat flooding low and tight. He presses deeper, grinding in tight circles, and the first hot pulse hits—thick, forceful jets that flood me, cock twitching hard as he empties. Then another. He stays buried, hips locked tight, flooding me while he talks right against my neck.

"That's it. Take it. Every spurt. Going to knock you up today. You feel how much I'm giving you? Feel how deep it's going?"

Mark's breathing turns ragged on the couch, then breaks into a choked groan. Jax keeps pumping slow, making sure it all stays inside, hand pressing my belly down so nothing escapes. When he finally pulls out, a thick trail leaks along my thigh, but his hand is already there, pushing my hips higher, palm flat and firm.

"Don't move," he says. "Ten minutes. Let gravity do the rest. Let it take."

The front door clicks shut behind him. Full light is already washing the room. I stay exactly where he left me, ass up, cunt aching around nothing, his cum warm and heavy inside. A laugh slips out of me—short, helpless—because I'm obeying a man who isn't even here anymore. I keep my hips tilted anyway.
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I'm four days late before I let myself believe it.

I've been late before. Three years of charting taught me my body lies. So I wait. Five days. Six. On the sixth morning I sit on the edge of the bathtub with the box in my hand, and Mark stands in the doorway because he can't make himself leave, and we watch the little plastic window together the way we watched a dozen of them through three terrible years.

Two lines.

Neither of us moves.

I imagined this moment so many times. Back when it would have meant a nursery and a someday and a Mark who finally got to be a father. I never once imagined it like this. On the cold edge of the tub. With another man's baby started inside me. With the collar I conceived it in hanging on a hook downstairs.

"It's positive," I say. Stupidly. The words just fall out.

Mark makes a sound I've never heard from him. He slides down the doorframe to the floor, face in his hands, shoulders shaking. Laughing. Sobbing. Both at once.

"Three years," he says into the tile. "Three years it was me failing. He did it in two weeks." He looks up at me, devastated, and shining underneath the devastation. "Lola. Everyone on this street already knows whose it is. They watched him."

"Yes."

"I'm going to raise his baby." His voice cracks down the middle. "My name on the papers. Everyone doing the math every time I push the stroller. And I—" He stops. He can't say it.

He doesn't have to. I can see it on his face. Somewhere along the way, the shame stopped being a wound.

It became the food.

I get down on the cold floor next to him, the test still in my hand, and we lean against the tub. Two people who wanted a baby for three desperate years and finally got one in the most ruinous way possible.

And God forgive us, neither of us can find the sorry.
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We tell Jax that evening. He isn't surprised. Somehow that's the chilling part.

He looks at the test sitting on the kitchen counter, and a slow, deep satisfaction spreads across his face. The look of a man collecting a debt he always knew would be paid.

"There it is," he says softly.

He comes around the counter and puts his hand flat on my stomach, fingers spread wide. My knees go loose.

"Mine," he says. "Right there." His eyes lift to Mark. "You hear that, Sullivan? Three years you couldn't manage it. Fourteen days, with you watching. Say it. Whose baby is she carrying?"

"Yours." Mark's voice is barely there. "She's carrying your baby."

"And you'll raise it. The two a.m. feedings. Your name on the certificate. And every day, every time you look at its face, you'll know." Jax smiles, slow. "That's the rest of your life. How does it feel?"

Mark's eyes close. The word comes out of him like a prayer.

"Perfect."

Jax laughs, low and pleased, and pulls me back against his chest, his hand never leaving my belly. "Good. Because this changes things. There's a piece of me growing in her now that nobody can ever take back. Time the three of us talked about how this really works from here."

A shiver runs through me. Fear and want, braided so tight I can't pull them apart anymore.

I've stopped trying.
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The last pieces of our old life come down that week, almost gently.

David puts me on probation. The formal kind. The kind that's really just a countdown with paperwork. I sign that too.

Mark loses the Meyer account. The one he carried for six years. Johnson takes it off him personally and can't meet his eyes while he does it.

And the notes start. Anonymous. Slipped under the door, tucked into the mailbox. Disgusting. Think of your reputations. We can hear you at night. One is just a single word, pressed into the paper hard enough to tear it: leave.

We read them at the kitchen table and throw them away. We don't talk about leaving. There's nowhere to go that Jax isn't.

That night I lie in his bed with his hand heavy on my stomach. Mark is on the couch below us, replaying everything in the dark. The whole street is whispering on the other side of the walls.

I have never been more owned. I have never felt more alive. I stopped being able to tell those two things apart weeks ago.

I've stopped wanting to. That's the whole confession.


Chapter 5


He saves the biggest show for the night he makes it official.

A warm night near the end of summer. The kind where the heat finally breaks and everyone drifts out onto their porches to catch the breeze. A captive audience. The whole street, out and idle and listening.

That's exactly why he picks it.

The green dress. Then the collar, buckled over the neckline. Then the leash. And out we go into the soft violet dusk, where everyone can see.

Mark walks behind us, three steps back, like always. Tonight Jax has loaded his arms—a folded blanket, the spare collar, my overnight bag packed for a house thirty feet away. Props. He's arranged my husband like a display, so anyone watching understands the whole story at a glance.

"Evening, everybody," Jax calls into the dusk. Not shouting. Just pitching it to roll down the quiet street and in through every open window. "Beautiful night. Wouldn't want anyone to miss this."

Curtains move. Mr. Henderson goes still on his porch, beer halfway to his mouth. Mrs. Paulson rises out of her chair and sinks slowly back down, unable to look away.

"Look at her," Jax announces, giving the leash a slow pull that lifts my chin toward the watching houses. "Did everybody hear the good news? Mrs. Sullivan is expecting."

He lets it land. He lets them do the math.

"Three years that man couldn't give her a baby." A lazy nod back at Mark. Scarlet. Shaking. Holding my bag. Not running. "Took me two weeks. And now look at him, carrying her things to my house. Couldn't keep his own wife if his life depended on it."

I should die right here. Every person I've shared a fence with is watching me get claimed in the open, carrying a child everyone knows isn't my husband's.

What floods me instead is wild and bright and ringing. There's nothing left to protect. Nothing left to hide. I am exactly what they think I am, out loud, in the open.

I have never been so free in my life.

"Yes," I say, when Jax pulls the leash. Louder than I mean to. Loud enough for the porches. "Yes."

[image: ]

Jax walks me straight to the bed. His hand stays on the small swell of my belly the whole way. The collar sits tight on my throat. Mark takes the chair by the window without a word.

Jax turns me to face him and pushes my dress up over my hips. He does not rush. His palm spreads wide across the curve where his child sits. "Everyone out there knows now," he says. His voice stays even. "Nothing left to take."

The fabric bunches at my waist. Cool air hits my bare skin. My thighs are already damp from the walk home, from the way his seed has been leaking slow and steady since he filled me on the street corner. Jax's fingers press firmer into the swell. Not hard. Just claiming. I feel the faint flutter of movement inside, or maybe it's just the heat of his skin through mine. Either way it makes my pussy clench. I think about how the neighbors watched his hand right there in broad daylight. How they saw the proof rounded under my dress and still let him walk me home like this. My knees feel weak just remembering their stares.

He frees himself with one hand. Thick. Already hard. Mark's cock would look small beside it. I know that without looking. I've seen the difference enough times to have it burned behind my eyes. Jax notches the head against me and drives the rest home in one slow, claiming stroke. I gasp at the stretch. My hands fly to his shoulders. He keeps one palm firm on my stomach and starts to fuck me with the same calm weight.

Each thrust drives deep. The bed creaks under us. My belly shifts with every roll of his hips. Jax watches my face. "This is what they saw on the street," he says. "This is what you are carrying." He sinks in again, slower, letting me feel the full girth drag along my walls before he bottoms out. "They watched you waddle beside me with my load already leaking down your thighs. Watched you let me rest my hand here like it belongs."

I moan. The collar tugs when I tip my head back. He does not speed up. He keeps the rhythm measured, owning each inch. My walls clutch at him. Wet sounds fill the room. Mark sits silent in the chair, watching. I can feel his eyes on the place where Jax disappears inside me again and again. I wonder if he can see the way my lips stretch around that girth. The way my swollen belly rocks with every slow, deliberate stroke. I picture Mark's modest cock straining in his pants, untouched, while Jax claims what used to be his.

Jax presses lower, grinding against the swell. "Mine," he says. Simple. Final. His cock drags out slow and slams back in. I feel every ridge. My legs shake. Pleasure coils tight and low. "They watched you walk beside me with my hand right here. They knew. Every one of them." Another thrust. Deeper this time. The head of him nudges something tender inside and I whimper. My fingers dig into his shoulders. I can smell my own arousal, thick and sharp in the air. Beneath it the faint musk of his sweat. The collar feels heavier now, reminding me with every breath that I chose this. That Mark chose this. That the whole street saw the evidence rounded beneath my dress and still Jax walked me home like he owned every step.

He leans in, mouth at my ear. "They all know whose load put this in you." Another deep thrust. Then another. His hand never leaves my belly. It stays there, warm and certain, like he's guarding what he's already put inside. "They watched you come back here carrying it. Watched you let me put my hand on it in front of them." He pulls almost all the way out, letting the blunt head catch at my entrance before he drives back in, deliberate, making sure I feel the ownership in every inch. "This belly proves it. My seed took. This collar proves it. Nothing left for anyone else to claim."

The words sink in with every stroke. I picture the neighbors' faces. The way some looked away. The way others stared. Jax knows exactly what he's doing. He always has. This isn't for show anymore. It's the truth laid bare. I am his. The child is his. Mark gets to watch it confirmed in the wet slap of flesh and the way my body opens for the man who bred me.

Pressure builds until I break. I come hard around him, crying out, the collar biting my skin. My belly tightens under his hand. My pussy clamps down on him in waves, greedy, trying to keep every drop where he put it. My knees buckle but he holds me up with that same steady palm on the swell. "That's it," he murmurs. "Let them hear what they already know." I ride it out, shaking, the aftershocks rippling through me while he stays buried and unmoving, letting my body milk him.

Jax keeps going until his own finish arrives. He buries himself to the root and pulses. Hot, thick spurts flood me. I feel each one. The heat of it coats my walls, mixes with what is already there, pushes deeper because he stays pressed so tight. His cock kicks hard, buried as deep as he can go. My belly feels fuller with every spurt. He stays there, making sure every drop stays inside. When he pulls out at last, I feel the mess start to leak. Thick and warm, sliding down my thighs in slow rivulets.

He steps back. I stay sprawled on the bed, wrecked, thighs wet, the collar still on. My dress is still rucked up. My pussy feels open and used, still fluttering from the aftershocks. Jax tucks himself away, walks past the chair, and pauses at the door.

"Five minutes," he tells Mark. Then he is gone.

Mark comes in when Jax allows it. And he does the thing I think he's been building toward since the first day Jax crossed our lawn with a six-pack.

He kneels by the bed. He takes my hand—he's allowed tonight, Jax said—and presses his wet face against my knuckles. Then he looks up.

"I love this," he says. His voice shakes, but it doesn't break. "I love that I can't stop it and that I don't want to. I love that everyone knows. I love carrying your bag to his house and walking back to an empty one." His eyes are clearer than I've seen them in years. "I spent my whole life saying yes to everyone because I was scared of losing things. He took everything I was scared to lose. And the fear went with it. I'm grateful, Lola. God help me. I'm grateful."

I cup his face in my hand. My husband. The man everyone will call my baby's father while knowing better. The tenderness that goes through me is so sharp it aches.

"I know," I say. "Me too. Every bit of it."
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Mr. Henderson finally says it to my face the next morning.

He comes across the lawn while I'm at the mailbox, jaw set, Mrs. Henderson watching from their porch with her arms crossed. He stops a careful few feet away. Like I'm catching.

"People have had enough, Lola." His voice is low and hard. "What you two are doing out here. In the open. Where kids can see. The whole street's talked about it. You need to stop, or you need to go."

A month ago that sentence would have flattened me. I wait for the old shame to rise.

It doesn't come.

"We're not going to stop," I say. "And we're not going to go."

His face twists. Anger, and under it something that might be grief for the people we used to be. He looks at my stomach. At the collar mark on my throat. At the whole impossible fact of me, standing at my own mailbox, unashamed.

He has nothing left to say to a woman this far past his disapproval. He walks back to his porch. To his wife. To the safe, ordinary life I traded in on purpose.

I carry the mail inside, past the note someone wedged in the door overnight.

I don't bother reading it.
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Jax comes over that night and tells us how it's going to be. He doesn't ask. He never asks. He reads out the verdict of something already decided.

He sits at our table—his table now—with the beer Mark fetched without being told. Mark sits across from him. I stand beside his chair, his hand resting on my hip.

"Here's what happens now," he says. "That fence comes down. This week. I'm tired of walking around the end of it like there's a line that still means something."

My breath catches. Mark goes very still.

"You're carrying my baby. Which means you're mine. Which means me going home at night is over. Two houses, one property. No more line on the ground. No more line anywhere." His thumb strokes my hip. "And you, Sullivan." He looks across the table and smiles. The smile of a man who came for everything and got it. "You're going to thank me for the arrangement."

"Thank you," Mark whispers. He doesn't even hesitate.

Jax looks up at me. His hand slides from my hip to my stomach, over the baby he put there. The proof. The seal.

"Say it. One more time, so we all know it's settled. What are you?"

I look around the kitchen of the house I used to share with my husband. At the man who owns us both. At the husband who wants nothing more than to be owned. At the collar hanging by the back door, and the dark yard outside, where the fence is already as good as gone.

There's no line left anywhere. Not between the houses. Not between the woman I was and the woman he made. Inch by inch. Yes by yes.

"Yours," I say. "I'm yours."

"That's right." He pulls me down into his lap, his hand spreading wide over my belly, over the future he planted there. "And this is just the beginning. Wait till you see what I do with the place once that fence is gone."

Outside, the streetlights hum on one by one, down a block that doesn't claim us anymore. Inside, the three of us sit in the wreck we made with our own willing hands.

I used to think I was standing at the edge of something. That I could still step back if I wanted to.

There is no edge. There's only the fall.

And I have never, in my whole careful, buried life, been so glad to be falling.

The End


The Cuckold's Spiral Series


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