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Chapter 1


The fence comes down on a Tuesday.

I watch from the kitchen window with a cup of coffee going cold in my hands. Jax does it himself, shirtless in the morning heat, the wolf on his bicep flexing as he works. He rocks each cedar post until the concrete gives, pries the panels loose, stacks them at the curb like firewood. By noon there's nothing between the two houses but open grass and pale scars in the lawn where the posts used to stand.

I thought I'd feel something, watching it go. That fence was the border of everything. My marriage. My yard. My whole tidy idea of where Jax ended and my life began. It's the thing he first came over to complain about—the leaning cedar Mark let drift eight inches into his territory and never made right.

Instead I just watch the last line in my life come out of the ground, one post at a time.

He comes in through the back door that afternoon. He doesn't think of it as a separate house anymore. He just walks the open grass from his place to ours like crossing a room, and sets a cardboard box down on our counter. His coffee. His protein powder. A framed photo I don't let myself look at too closely.

He's moving in by inches. Nobody asked me anything. Nobody's going to.

"Fence is gone," he says.

"I saw. I watched you do it for three hours."

"Enjoy the show?"

"Maybe." I did. I'm not telling him that. He knows anyway.

He crosses to me at the sink and puts his hand low on my belly, the way he does now, automatic as breathing. There's nothing to show for it yet, not really, but his hand always finds the same low spot, like it already knows what's taking root under it.

"How's mine doing in there?"

"Tired. The book says that's normal."

"Good. Tired means it's growing." His thumb traces the curve of me. "That's my baby making my wife tired."

My wife. He says it like that now, and neither of us corrects him. In the living room, Mark stands very still, pretending to read his phone, absorbing every word.

"You ever think about it?" Jax says, low, just for me. "How you couldn't get rid of me now if you wanted to? There's a piece of me growing inside you."

"I don't want to," I say. It's the truth, and it stopped scaring me a while ago. "Get rid of you, I mean."

"I know." He smiles, and pats my belly like sealing an envelope. "Good girl."
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The money comes up that same week. Nothing comes up with Jax. It gets announced.

Mark has lost his job for good by then. The demotion turned into being managed out. The managing out turned into a severance envelope on the kitchen table. The man who once worked through our own backyard barbecue rather than tell his boss no is now home all day, every day, with nowhere on earth he's expected to be.

I braced for it to break him. It didn't. He looks lighter. The last piece of the respectable-provider costume got pried out of his hands, and instead of grabbing for it, he let his fingers open.

I'm nearly done too. My probation has an end date now. An actual date, circled on an HR calendar somewhere. The polite countdown is ticking.

The HOA letter comes on a Thursday. Stiff and formal. Noise complaints. Conduct violations. Jax reads it once at our table and laughs.

"They can't put you out," he says. "I won't allow it. From now on, I cover this place. Mortgage, utilities, all of it. The notices come to me."

Mark goes very still across the table.

"You lost your job because you'd rather watch another man breed your wife than answer your emails." Jax says it without heat. "That's not an insult, Sullivan. It's the most honest thing you've ever done. But it means you can't pay for anything anymore. So I pay. My money keeps the lights on. My baby's growing in your wife. My name might as well be over the door." He spreads his hands. "So what does that make you?"

Mark's throat works. The whole street has watched this man walk him behind a leash. Now he's being told at his own kitchen table that the neighbor is buying the roof over his head.

"Yours," he says, low and thick. "It makes me yours."

"It makes you kept." Jax's voice goes almost gentle, which is worse. "Kept by the man who owns your wife, your house, and your kid. And look at you." He tilts his head. "You're hard right now. Aren't you. From being told you can't pay your own bills."

Mark doesn't answer. He doesn't have to. I can read it off him from across the room, the same way I can feel my own dark thrill at the whole spectacle—at being a possession two men are signing over at a kitchen table on a weeknight.

What kind of woman gets wet at her own title transfer?

This kind, apparently.

"That's what I thought," Jax says softly. He reaches over and rests his hand on my belly, and the matter is closed.
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He takes me that night in the open, on the strip of grass where the fence used to be.

His idea of a christening. He walks me out into the merged dark, nothing between the houses now but two porch lights and the wide black yard, and he bends me over the arm of the patio chair—the same chair he sat in like a king the day he crashed our barbecue. Mark follows, because Mark always follows. Jax points him to the grass a few feet away.

"Watch."

Jax grips the back of my neck and drives his cock straight into me. One thick thrust, no warning, no mercy. My pussy stretches around him, already wet and open from the walk out here, and he bottoms out with a grunt that vibrates through both of us. The patio chair creaks under my weight. Same chair. Same yard. Only now there is no fence, no line, nothing between what used to be Mark's and what Jax has taken.

His palm slides forward and settles heavy and low on my belly, flat over the place his baby is just starting to take. He keeps it there, fingers splayed, claiming the proof he put inside me. I feel the heat of his skin through the thin fabric of my dress, the way his thumb strokes once, possessive, like he's reminding every inch of me who put that curve there.

"Tell him," Jax says, voice low and rough against my ear. "Tell your husband how it feels."

He pulls back slow, then slams in again, deeper this time, hips slapping my ass. The porch light from the Millers' place catches the edge of Mark's face where he kneels in the grass a few feet off. His hands are loose at his sides. His modest cock is already hard and twitching against the front of his pants. I swallow. My voice comes out shaky. "It feels better."

Jax's hand presses firmer on my belly. "Louder."

Another hard thrust. His heavy balls slap my clit. I gasp, fingers digging into the chair arm. The wood feels cool and solid under my palms, the same arm Jax once leaned on the day he crashed our barbecue, when the fence still stood between our yards and Mark still thought he had a claim. Now the ground is smooth where the old posts used to be, and Jax is using that same chair to fuck me where anyone could see if they looked out their window.

"Better," I say again, louder. "It feels better than anything."

Mark makes a soft, broken sound. I watch his thighs tense in the grass, watch the way his chest rises faster, and something hot twists low in my stomach at the sight.

Jax laughs once, dark and satisfied. "Again. Keep going."

He fucks me steady now, deep strokes that hit everything at once. Each time he drives home his hand stays pressed to my belly, like he's pinning what he put there to this exact square of merged ground. I can feel him moving deep, the head of him driving up against the spot he means to fill. The night air is cool on my bare skin, but his cock is burning hot. Sweat beads along my spine. His hips roll with controlled power, each thrust pushing me forward so the chair legs scrape an inch across the patio stones.

"It feels bigger," I pant. "Thicker. He fills me up so much I can feel it in my belly—fuck—right under your hand. Mark, it's so much better. I can't stop shaking."

Mark's hips jerk once, untouched. A wet spot spreads across the front of his pants. He doesn't touch himself. He just kneels there and watches, mouth open, while Jax uses the same chair he once sat in like he owned the whole barbecue.

Jax leans over my back, chest to my spine, and grinds in slow circles. "That's it. Let him see what he lost. No fence. No door. Nothing stopping me from breeding this fertile cunt right where he used to mow the grass." His breath is hot on my neck. "Tell him how my cock feels stretching that pregnant pussy open. Tell him how much fucking deeper I get than he ever could."

I moan, the sound raw. "He's so deep, Mark. Every time he pushes in I feel it press against your baby—like he's claiming it from the inside. It's so thick I can barely take it, but it feels right. It feels like I was made for this. Made to be bred by him, over and over."

Jax's fingers tighten on my belly. He pulls almost all the way out, lets me feel the empty ache, then spears back in hard enough to make the chair creak again. My thighs shake. Wetness drips down my legs, and the slick, filthy sound of it carries across the dark yard.

"Tell him you're mine now," Jax orders.

"I'm yours," I breathe. "I'm carrying your baby and you're fucking me in our backyard like I belong to you. Mark—oh god—it feels perfect."

Mark shudders. His modest cock jerks in his pants and he spills untouched, a dark stain spreading, knees splayed in the damp grass. A soft, grateful sound leaves him. "Thank you. Fuck—thank you. It's perfect."

Jax groans, low and possessive. His hand tightens on my belly as his rhythm falters. He buries himself to the hilt and stays there, pulsing thick and hot, flooding me deep. I feel every heavy spurt, feel him claiming the same ground he just made Mark kneel on. His seed pumps into me while his child rests under his palm, and he doesn't pull out, doesn't let go, just holds me pinned and full, hips grinding slow to push it all deeper. The heat spreads inside me, thick and endless, and I clench around him, milking every drop while the night air cools the sweat on my skin.

He stays locked inside me long after the last twitch. The only sounds are our breathing and the faint creak of the chair. Mark stays on his knees, head bowed, come cooling in his pants.

Jax finally eases out. His cum spills warm down the inside of my thigh. He keeps one hand on my belly, steady, and the other strokes down my spine like he's marking his territory one last time.

"Inside," he says quietly. "Now."

In the morning he's still there. He's always there now. I come down to find him at our kitchen table in nothing but jeans, drinking coffee from a mug that used to be Mark's, scrolling his phone like a man in his own home. Because he is.

Mark stands at the stove making him eggs. Nobody asked him to.

I stop in the doorway and take it in. The man who owns us at the head of the table. My husband cooking for him. The two back doors standing open onto a yard with no line down the middle of it anymore. I wait for the part of me that should be horrified.

It doesn't show up. It hasn't shown up in weeks. What shows up instead is that low, shameful warmth I've stopped fighting.

This is my family now. This wrecked, impossible thing.

I pour myself a glass of milk—no coffee anymore, the baby—and sit where Jax points. His hand finds the small of my back without him looking up from his phone. I lean into it like a cat.

I used to have opinions about women like me. I used to have a lot of things.

"Eggs are ready," Mark says, and sets the plate down in front of Jax first. Always Jax first.

"Good boy," Jax says, not looking at him.

And Mark flushes with a pleasure so plain it would hurt to watch, if I hadn't stopped being able to look away.


Chapter 2


There are rules now. Posted on the refrigerator like a chore chart, in his blunt handwriting.

I laughed when I first saw them. Not because they were funny. Because of the sheer nerve of it—a list of how I'm to spend my days, taped up next to the grocery magnet. Then I read them, and the laugh died, and the heat came instead.

The doors between the houses stay open. He took them off the latch. There's no closing them. No room I can go to that's mine. He'll find me anywhere—the laundry room, the shower, the kitchen at six in the morning.

She's available when I want her. Not when I choose. Whenever he reaches for me. A hand closing in my hair while I'm on the phone. A command in the middle of folding towels. I live in a low constant hum of readiness now, half-undone all day, waiting.

Mark does not touch her without permission. That one's at the bottom. Underlined twice. My husband watches me cross a room and his hands open and close at his sides, and he looks at Jax, and most days Jax just shakes his head, slow. And Mark lowers his eyes and obeys.

Who lives like this?

We do. And I crave the shape of it, which is the part I'd never be able to explain at a dinner party. Not that anyone invites us to those anymore.
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Jax has decided Mark's job, now that he has no other, is to get me ready.

So my husband runs my bath and tests the water with his wrist. He washes my hair. He shaves my legs. He lays out whatever Jax said I'd wear and kneels down to slide it onto me, and his hands shake the whole time, and his breath goes uneven, and I can see exactly what it does to him. All the small tender husband things he used to do out of love, repurposed into service for the man who took his place.

"Why do you do it?" I ask him once, while he works the comb through my wet hair. "You could refuse."

His hands pause. In the mirror, his face is flushed, his eyes too bright.

"Because I beg for it," he says simply. "The days he lets me do this are better than the days he doesn't. This is the closest I'm allowed to get to you now. I'll take it. Any scrap of it." He starts combing again, gentle, careful. "I lost the right to touch you, and it turns out I'd rather serve you than get it back. What does that make me?"

I don't answer. We both know the word. It's taped to the refrigerator. He wears it like a man who finally came home.

"You don't have to," I tell him another night, watching in the mirror as he fastens the necklace at my throat. Not Mark's necklace. The one Jax bought to replace it.

"I know," he says. "That's why I want to. He doesn't make me do this, Lola. He lets me. There's a difference. It's the only thing I have left, and it's enough."

When Jax comes through the open door and looks me over and nods, Mark's whole body goes loose with relief. Like a student who passed. Then he takes his chair, and watches the man he dressed me for take everything off again.
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There's a day that week that teaches me what the rules really mean. Better than the list ever could.

I'm on the phone with the pharmacy about my prenatal vitamins. Standing at the counter. Being, for three minutes, the closest thing to a normal pregnant woman I ever get to be.

Jax comes in through the open door. Crosses the kitchen without a word. Takes the phone out of my hand and sets it on the counter. Still connected. The pharmacist's tinny voice keeps going, reading off dosages.

He doesn't hang it up. That's the part that undoes me.

He turns me without a word, one palm flat across the swell of my belly, and bends me forward over the counter. The phone sits six inches from my face, the pharmacist's voice still running through dosages and refill windows, calm and endless. My forearms rest on the cool laminate. He lifts the hem of my dress, hooks my underwear aside, and lines himself up—thick, already hard, the head pressing against my entrance with no hurry at all. I feel the blunt heat of him there, the way my body yields a fraction even before he pushes, already wet, because I always am the second he decides it's time. The rule lives in moments like this: I am available when he wants me, and right now he wants me bent and quiet while the rest of the world keeps moving on the other end of the line.

He sinks in slow. One steady push that stretches me open around the girth of him until my walls grip every inch. The pressure builds inch by inch, my pussy parting for him, the drag of skin on skin making my breath catch even though I swallow it down. I bite the inside of my forearm, teeth sinking deep enough to leave marks, and swallow the sound that wants to break loose. The pharmacist says something about folic acid and asks if I've been taking the prenatal vitamins as directed. Jax's hand stays on my belly, fingers spread wide over the curve, holding me steady while he bottoms out and pauses there, letting me feel the full weight of him seated inside. My belly shifts under his palm with the slight adjustment of my stance, the taut skin warm and stretched. I can feel every pulse of his cock inside me, thick and unyielding, the head nudging somewhere deep that makes my thighs want to shake.

He draws back just as slowly, almost all the way, the wet drag of withdrawal leaving me empty for one suspended second before he presses in again. He sets a slow pace and holds it, the pace of a man who'll use me for exactly as long as he feels like. The curve of me presses into his palm with every thrust. The counter edge presses into my hips, grounding me while the rest of me floats on the steady rhythm. Six inches away the pharmacist lists dates and I keep my teeth locked on my own skin, breathing through my nose, silent. I think about Mark in the doorway, how long he must have been standing there, how still he stays when Jax is inside me like this. The knowledge tightens something low in my gut. He wanted me used while the call ran on, so here I am, used, and Mark watches without a sound.

The wet sound of him moving inside me is the only thing that fills the kitchen, soft and rhythmic beneath the pharmacist's calm recitation of refill windows. He fucks me the way he crosses a room. No rush, no show, just taking what's his on a Tuesday. His cock drags along every sensitive place inside me, thick enough that I feel the stretch on every inward slide, the way my pussy clenches involuntarily around the girth as if trying to pull him deeper. My thighs tremble. I press my bitten forearm harder against my mouth, tasting the faint salt of my own skin. Jax's thumb strokes once across the swell of my belly, careless, like it's already his to touch whenever he wants. He is simply taking what he is allowed to take, when he wants it, and the rest of us accommodate the fact without comment.

From the doorway I can feel Mark's presence, frozen, the weight of his stare on the place where Jax disappears into me again and again. I wonder what he sees in the slow roll of Jax's hips, the way my body rocks forward with each thrust and pushes back for more before I can stop it. Jax doesn't acknowledge him. His hand simply stays where it is, spread wide over the curve, as he keeps the same even rhythm. In. Out. In. The head of his cock nudges deep, kissing the end of me with every controlled thrust, the pressure building in steady waves that make my inner walls flutter. The pharmacist mentions something about bloodwork next month. I bite harder, eyes squeezed shut, the sound of my own breathing loud in my head while I stay silent.

I clench around him without meaning to. He makes a low sound in his chest—almost nothing, just the acknowledgment that he felt it—and keeps going at the same pace. The pharmacist's voice keeps talking. My release builds anyway, tight and helpless, until it crests without noise, my walls pulsing around the thickness of him while I bite down harder and ride it out in perfect silence. My pussy flutters and squeezes; he doesn't change speed. The orgasm rolls through me in long, quiet pulses, my belly trembling under his palm, my thighs shaking as I fight to keep every sound locked behind my teeth. I feel the way I grip him, the wet heat coating his cock with every slow withdrawal, and still he moves exactly as before, unhurried, as if my body's helpless response is simply part of the arrangement.

When he comes, it is just as controlled. His hips press flush, cock buried to the hilt, and I feel the first hot pulse of it—thick, deliberate—flooding me in steady surges. His hand presses a little firmer against my belly as he empties himself, the warmth spreading deep, each throb deliberate and unhurried while he fills me. I feel it leaking already around the seal of his cock, the slow seep of it, the way my body takes every drop because that is what the rule asks of me. He stays there until the last throb fades, then withdraws, the wet slide of his cock leaving me open and leaking.

He tucks himself away, smooths my dress back down, and places the phone back into my hand. The pharmacist is still speaking. I lift it to my ear, forearm throbbing where my teeth left dents, and the line stays open.

I lift the phone to my ear and say yes, that's right, the ninety-count, thank you. My voice shakes so badly I'm sure she hears everything in it.

Mark watched the whole thing from the doorway. After Jax leaves, we just look at each other across the kitchen, both wrecked, and neither of us says a word.

There's nothing to say. That's the rule, made real. Available when he wants.

Not when the call ends. When he wants.
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The pregnancy changes how he holds me. That's the thing I didn't expect.

Jax has always been rough. A man who takes. But the bigger I get, the more his hands learn a different weight. Still claiming. Still owning. But careful now—the carefulness of a man minding something that belongs to him and that he intends to keep. He braces his palm under the swell of me. He talks to it, low, filthy and tender at the same time. Telling the baby whose it is. Telling me. Telling Mark, in the chair, who will raise it knowing.

One night he just lies behind me with his hand spread over my belly. Not doing anything. Breathing against my neck.

"You feel that?" he says.

And I do. A flutter. The first one. The baby, moving.

Something in my chest cracks open that has nothing to do with the game. His child. Moving. Inside me. Real.

"Yeah," I whisper, my hand over his. "I feel it."

"Good," he murmurs. "That's the whole thing, right there. That little kick. That's me inside you forever, no matter what." He kisses my shoulder. "And your husband's downstairs listening to me say it. And tomorrow he'll run your bath and thank me for letting him."

Downstairs, I hear the couch springs shift. Mark. Awake. Listening. Lost in it.

I should feel trapped. I keep checking for it, the way you press a bruise.

What I feel instead is held.


Chapter 3


The permissions start the night Mark begs in front of both of us.

He's gone weeks under the rule on the refrigerator. Does not touch her without permission. And the not-touching has wound him tighter and tighter, until tonight, when it finally snaps him to his knees at the foot of the bed where Jax has just left me used and marked and his.

"Please," Mark says. To Jax. Not to me. He's learned who holds the keys. "Please. Let me. Just once. I'll do anything."

Jax is pulling his shirt back on, unhurried. He looks down at my husband, kneeling on the floor of his own bedroom, begging another man for his own wife. A slow smile spreads across his face.

"Anything," he repeats. "You mean that?"

"Yes. Anything."

"All right." Jax sits back down on the edge of the bed. Easy. A man with all the time in the world. "Here's the deal. You want her? You earn her. When I'm done with her, you clean up. Her. Me. On your knees, with your mouth, grateful. You do that—no flinching—and maybe I let you have what's left." He spreads his hands. "Scraps, Sullivan. That's the offer. Take it or don't."

I watch my husband's face. I watch the last reflex of the man I married recoil. And then I watch it lose, the way it always loses now. The want rolls over the shame and drowns it.

"I'll take it," Mark whispers. "I'll take the scraps."

"Good boy," Jax says. The same voice he uses on me.

And the words hit Mark like a current, and I understand that some final line in my husband just quietly dissolved.
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Jax rolls away from me with a satisfied grunt, his thick cock pulling free and leaving me swollen and dripping with the hot spill of him. My thighs are wet, my belly taut and round with the life he put there weeks ago, and the ache between my legs feels endless. He settles back against the pillows, arms folded behind his head, and snaps his fingers once.

Mark crawls up at once. The bed dips under his weight as he positions himself between my spread thighs, eyes glassy, mouth already parted. He lowers his face without hesitation and drags his tongue through the mess Jax left inside me. The first slow lick pulls a soft sound from my throat. He is thorough, devoted, lapping at my swollen folds, sucking gently at my clit before pushing his tongue deeper to draw out more of Jax's cum. Each stroke sends sparks through me; the tenderness in it cracks something open behind my ribs. I reach down and thread my fingers through his hair, not to guide him but simply to touch the place where his scalp is warm. He moans into me, grateful, and I feel it everywhere. I feel the heat of his breath against my wet skin, the way his tongue works in careful circles, collecting every drop, and something in my chest twists tighter. This is the man I married, reduced to cleaning another man's seed from my pregnant pussy, and the love that surges up through the humiliation makes my eyes sting. I want to tell him to stop, to come up here and hold me, but the words stay locked behind my teeth because Jax is watching and the rules are his. Mark keeps going, slower now, pressing open-mouthed kisses along my inner thighs before returning to the center, tongue flattening to lap at the leaking mess. My hips shift without my permission, chasing the soft drag of his mouth. He sucks one swollen lip between his, humming low, and the sound vibrates straight into the tender place behind my ribs. I stroke his hair again, slower, letting my nails scrape lightly over his scalp the way he likes when we are alone. He presses closer, nose brushing my clit, tongue pushing inside me again like he is trying to reach every hidden trace. Another thick bead of Jax's come slides out and Mark catches it on his tongue with a soft, broken sound that makes my throat close. I can feel every pass of his mouth, the careful pressure, the way he holds himself still so he can take more, and the feeling climbs until it presses behind my eyes. I want to pull him up and kiss him, taste what he is tasting, but I stay still because that is not what is allowed. He pauses only to breathe, then dives back in, licking long stripes from my entrance up to the hood of my clit, swallowing audibly each time another pulse of Jax's seed trickles free. The devotion in the way he works makes my fingers tighten in his hair; I can't stop the small, helpless roll of my hips, and he answers it by sucking harder, tongue spearing deeper, as if he could drink every last trace of what Jax gave me straight from the source.

When he has cleaned every trace from between my legs, Jax snaps again. Mark shifts without being told, crawling higher until he kneels beside Jax's hip. He leans in and takes the heavy length of Jax's cock into his mouth, working it slowly, thoroughly, tongue swirling over the head and shaft, swallowing the mix of our fluids. Jax watches with half-lidded eyes, one hand stroking Mark's hair in lazy approval.

"See," Jax murmurs, voice low and contemptuous, "you're useful after all. Look at you, cleaning my cock like a good little cuck. Get it all. Every drop of the seed I bred into her." His fingers tighten briefly in Mark's hair, guiding him deeper for a moment before relaxing again. "That's it. Throat it, cuck. You know whose load tastes better. Swallow like you mean it. Show her how grateful you are that I filled her up." Mark's shoulders tremble, but he keeps going, hollowing his cheeks, taking as much as he can until Jax is clean and glistening. His tongue works visibly along the underside, and Jax lets out a low, satisfied sound that makes my stomach flutter. Only then does Jax give the smallest nod.

Mark scrambles back between my thighs like a man starved. He lines up his modest cock—already leaking, already twitching—and pushes inside me in one desperate thrust. The stretch is familiar, smaller than Jax, but the need in it makes my breath catch. He fucks me in quick, shaky strokes, hips snapping, hands braced on either side of my pregnant belly as if he is afraid to touch it. Every thrust is frantic, shallow, his breath ragged against my throat. I feel the difference immediately: the way he fills me just enough, how his cock nudges the same places Jax claimed moments ago, and the knowledge that he is fucking into the mess he just cleaned out sends another hot pulse of shame and want through me. My hands come up to his shoulders, anchoring him, feeling the tremors running through his frame. He moves like he cannot believe he is allowed, like every second might be taken away, and the small, wet sounds of him sliding through what is left inside me only make the heat inside my chest burn sharper. "Lola—fuck—thank you—thank you—" The words spill out of him between sobs. His rhythm falters, then breaks entirely. He shudders hard, pushes as deep as he can go, and comes with a choked cry, pulsing inside me in helpless, rapid spurts. His whole body shakes with it. He buries his face in the curve of my neck and weeps, the sound raw and grateful, hot tears sliding down my skin while he stays lodged inside me, still twitching through the aftershocks.

I hold him. My arms wrap around his back, fingers stroking the damp hair at his nape, and the ache in my chest spreads wider, tender and impossible. It has no business surviving in this room, yet it does.

"I don't understand you," I tell him after, when Jax has gone back through the open door to his side of the house. Mark's head is in my lap, where he's allowed now. "He makes you clean up after him to earn five minutes with me. That should destroy you."

"It should." His eyes are half-closed. Peaceful. I haven't seen him peaceful since before Jax moved in. "It does the opposite. Every time he pushes me lower, I feel lighter. Like he's taking something off me instead of putting it on." His hand finds mine. "All of it. Being the man. Being in charge. Being the provider and failing at it. He took the whole job. He didn't even want it. He threw it on the curb with the fence."

"And that's better?"

"Lola." He laughs, small and real. "I'm not failing anymore. You can't fail at being what I am. You can only get better at it. For the first time in my life, I'm good at the thing I am. Do you know what that's worth?"

I do. That's the worst part. I found the same thing at the bottom of my own surrender. The relief of putting the fight down.
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The permissions get more elaborate, because Jax never lets a thing stay where it is.

He makes Mark ask three times. He grants it, then changes his mind halfway and sends Mark back to the chair, just to watch the want twist tighter. And Mark goes. Every time. And thanks him for the lesson.

One night Jax has him kneel beside the bed the whole time. Not touching. Not allowed his own hand. Just kneeling there, face level with the mattress, while Jax takes his time with me and narrates. What he's feeling. What Mark will never feel again. The differences, out loud, one by one.

"That's your scrap tonight," Jax tells him when it's over. "Watching up close. Say thank you."

"Thank you," Mark says.

And he means it. The meaning of it is the most naked thing I've ever seen on a human face.

[image: ]

The baby is in every part of it now. His ace. The card he plays when he wants the blade to go deepest.

"Three years you tried to put a baby in this woman," he'll say, my belly round and undeniable between us. "Look at her now. Look what I did. And you're on your knees so I'll let you have a turn." A laugh. "That's your whole life, Sullivan. How does it feel?"

"Perfect," Mark says. The way he always says it now.

It should be the cruelest thing in the world, using the baby like that. I lie there with both their hands on me—Jax's claiming, Mark's worshipping—and feel the child kick between them, and the cruelty doesn't register as cruelty anymore.

It's just the shape of us. The truth of us, made flesh and growing.

"Is the being told no worse?" I ask Mark in the dark one night. "Or the things he makes you do?"

He thinks about it a long time, his head on my belly, the baby kicking against his cheek.

"There's no worse," he says finally. "That's what I can't make you understand. It all goes to the same place. The kneeling, the watching, the no. It's all him deciding what I get. And every time he decides, it's a hand on the back of my neck, pushing me down somewhere I want to be." He turns his face into my skin. "Worse would mean I wanted less of it. I never want less of it."
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The neighborhood gave up on us somewhere in there.

The notes stopped. Then the door-knockers stopped—the brave ones who came to deliver their disgust in person found out there's no point lecturing people who aren't ashamed. Now we're just the house they drive past a little faster. A cautionary tale with the lights on.

I should grieve who we were. Some nights I try.

But our days have narrowed down to one thing—him—and the narrowing stopped feeling like loss a long time ago.

It feels like arriving.


Chapter 4


By spring, the two houses are one in every way that matters.

No fence. No closed doors. No separate anything. Jax keeps his things in both. Sleeps where he wants. Eats dinner in our kitchen and showers in his and leaves his coffee cup on whichever counter he likes. I've stopped thinking his house, our house. There's just the house. His. All of it.

I'm big now. Slow. The hard frost is finally behind us and the first green is pushing back onto the trees, and the summer the fence came down feels like another woman's life.

I tell him something on the porch one evening that I never could have said out loud a few months ago. His hand is resting on the swell of me, out of habit. The street is dark and quiet and doesn't wave at us anymore.

"You took everything," I say. "The job. The friends. The money. The marriage. All of it."

"I know." He doesn't pretend otherwise. He never has. "I took it on purpose."

"That's the part I can't explain. Losing it didn't feel like losing. The more you took, the more of me there was. Like everything else was just in the way."

"It was." His mouth curves. "The job you didn't care about. The marriage that wasn't working. The neighbors you smiled at and couldn't stand. I cleared it out." His thumb moves over my belly. "What's left is what's real. You. Me. What's growing in you. And the one in there who'd rather serve us than be free." He shrugs. "That's not ruin, Lola. That's the only honest thing any of you ever had."

I want to argue with that.

I can't.
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Mark moves through the merged houses with a settledness I've never seen in him. The calm of a man whose whole purpose has narrowed to one thing he's good at. He serves. He gets me ready. He cleans up. He waits for permission and says thank you for the scraps. And somewhere in giving up everything he was raised to want, he found something the old striving Mark never once touched.

Sleep, for one thing.

"I used to lie awake doing math," he tells me one night. He's holding me. Allowed, tonight. "Mortgage. Retirement. The baby we couldn't have. Whether I was enough. Every night, all night. The math of being a man, and always coming up short." His arms tighten, careful of the belly. "He took the math. All of it. There's no enough or not-enough anymore. There's just doing what I'm told. And I sleep, Lola. I sleep all the way through the night now. Is that the most broken thing you've ever heard?"

"Yes," I say.

He laughs against my hair.

"It's also the happiest you've ever sounded," I say. "Which is the actual most broken thing I've ever heard."

"I know." His hand rests on the baby. His to raise. Never his to claim. "I love him for it. I love the man who ruined us. Because the ruin is the best thing that ever happened to me."

I don't tell him it's broken. I stopped believing it is. We both went to the bottom of the same dark thing, and instead of drowning, we found we could stand there.
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Jax's cock stretches me wide on the living room floor, the bar of sunlight striping my bare thighs and the swell of my belly. His palm braces beneath it, lifting just enough to ease the weight while his hips drive forward without mercy. Every thrust knocks a soft sound from my throat. Curtains hang open to the street. Anyone walking past could see the way my body rocks under him. I feel the heat of that exposure crawling over my skin, the knowledge that a stranger could stop, could watch the way my pregnant belly sways with each deep stroke, and still Jax does not slow. His thighs slap the backs of mine, hard, the head of him hitting that deep place until the open curtains and the whole street stop mattering.

Mark sits in the armchair exactly as Jax ordered. His voice comes out splintered, thin at the edges. "He's bigger than me," he says. "So much bigger. Look at how she fucking opens for him, how her pussy stretches around that thick head every time he pulls back. I can see the way her lips cling to him, pink and shiny, like she was made for that size instead of mine."

Heat flares low in my belly. I press my cheek to the rug and breathe through it, but Mark keeps going, voice cracking on the next words. "She takes all of him. Every inch. I couldn't do that. She never made sounds like that for me. Listen to her—those little gasps every time he bottoms out. She's dripping down his balls already."

Jax grunts approval and sinks deeper. The head of his cock nudges against the firm pressure of my womb, the baby safe beneath his steady hand. My fingers curl into the rug. Mark's narration threads through the slap of skin and the wet pull of my body around Jax. I can feel every inch of him sliding out and shoving back in, the stretch right at the edge of too much, his fingers spreading wider under my belly to hold me still. Sunlight warms the side of my face and the curve of one breast; the rest of the room stays cool, the contrast making my nipples tighten against the rug.

"She forgot I'm even here," Mark whispers, almost to himself now. "Her eyes are glassy. She's pushing back on him like the rest of the world disappeared. Like she only wants to be bred again. Even with my ring on her finger, even with our baby already growing in there, she still can't stop taking him deeper. Look at that—her cunt just keeps swallowing him, like it wants another load of his seed to fill her up and breed her all over again."

The words land hot and precise. My climax rushes up from nowhere, sudden and vicious, triggered as much by Mark's broken voice as by the relentless drag of Jax inside me. My walls clamp down hard, pulsing around that thick length, and a raw cry tears out of me. Jax doesn't slow; he fucks me straight through it, hand still cradling the baby while I shake and clench and soak him. The sunlight catches the wet on my thighs and the tremor running up my spine.

Mark's breath hitches. "There it is," he says, voice nearly gone. "She came because I said it."
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The doctor's appointment near the end puts the whole strange shape of us under fluorescent light.

Jax drives. Of course Jax drives. His car. His copay. His baby on the screen. He sits in the chair beside the exam table and holds my hand, and Mark stands back against the wall, hands folded, like a man at a funeral that isn't quite his.

The technician glances between the three of us, doing the math. Everyone does the math now. Two men. One in the chair holding my hand. One against the wall. She doesn't say anything. People stopped saying anything to us a while ago.

Then the heartbeat comes up through the speaker. That fast, wet, galloping sound.

Jax's hand tightens around mine. His face does something I've almost never seen it do. It goes still. Open. Just for a second. No performance. Just a man looking at his own child on a gray screen.

"There it is," he says, low.

And across the room, Mark makes a small sound. When I look over, he's crying. Silently. Smiling. Crying for the heartbeat of the baby he begged for, for three years—the baby he'll feed at two in the morning and walk to school and love completely and never once get to claim.

All three of us in that little room. Wanting the same child. The most broken shape a family ever came in.

And not one of us would trade it.
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The last threads let go quietly that month.

My job ends on its scheduled date. A short call. A box of desk things I don't bother bringing home. Mark's severance runs out the same week. The phone has stopped ringing. The friends are gone. Every line that tied us to the life before Jax—cut, or rotted through. We watched it happen. We let it.

And his money holds up the whole ruined structure. The mortgage. The lights. The food. The doctor. We're kept, both of us, completely. Dependent on the man who dismantled us for the roof we sleep under.

There's no leaving now, even if we wanted to. He made sure of that. He made sure of everything.

I lie in bed the night the last of it falls away and wait, one more time, for the panic.

It doesn't come. It never comes. There's just the baby turning under my hand. Jax's weight warm beside me. Mark's breathing rising up through the floor. The whole world boiled down to one house, one man, one rule.

We lost everything.

And I have never slept so well in my life.


Chapter 5


He makes the last night a ceremony.

That's the only word for it. He moves through both houses like a man walking his own land, because he is. The fence is gone. The doors don't close. The money is his. The houses are his. The wife is his. The husband is his. And the child turning inside me is the proof none of it can ever be undone.

He takes me to the master bedroom. The room that was mine and Mark's a lifetime ago. His for months now. Mark takes the chair by the window without being told. It's his chair now. The only thing in this house that's truly his.

"Look at all of it," Jax says, his hand braced under the swell of me. "Everything in this house is mine. The bed. The walls. The woman. The kid she's carrying. Even him." A nod at the chair. "I came over here to complain about a fence. I walked out owning two whole lives. You ever think about that, Lola? How easy it was?"

"All the time," I breathe.

Because I do. That's the thing. I think about it all the time, and the thinking doesn't feel like regret.

Jax turns me toward the bed without hurry. His palm stays anchored under the heavy curve of my belly, thumb stroking the taut skin like he is already soothing what he put there. Mark stays silent in the chair, the faint creak of wood the only sign he has shifted to watch.

Jax strips me first. The dress slides down my arms, over the swell, and pools at my feet. Cool air brushes my nipples, already tight and dark. He cups one breast, weighs it, then returns that same hand to my belly as if nothing else matters more. "On your side," he says. "Knees up. Let him see how round you are."

I climb onto the bed the way he wants, belly settling against the mattress, one leg drawn forward so the stretch opens me. The position makes everything feel lower, fuller. Jax kneels behind me. I hear the soft rasp of his zipper, the heavy thud of his cock freed against his thigh. He is already hard, thick enough that the head brushes the back of my thigh when he leans in. One broad hand slides under my belly again, lifting the weight just enough that I can breathe, then settling it back down as he notches himself at my entrance.

He pushes in slow. The stretch is familiar now and still almost too much. Every inch parts me wider than Mark ever did. I feel the blunt head press, pause, press again until my body gives and he sinks deeper. A low sound leaves me. Jax answers with a quiet rumble against my ear. "That's it. Take what's yours."

His hand never leaves the swell. While he works the rest of his length inside, his fingers spread across the tight drum of skin, feeling every small shift of the baby, every tremor that runs through me. Once he is buried to the hilt he stays there, hips flush to my ass, letting me feel the full girth and the way it nudges the deepest part of me. He rocks, tiny movements that grind rather than thrust, and the pressure builds low and steady.

Mark's breathing has changed across the room. Jax glances once toward the chair, voice calm. "Watch how she opens for the man who bred her. Watch how the belly moves every time I push."

He retreats almost to the tip, lets me feel the loss, then presses back to the hilt. The slap of him bottoming out is loud in the quiet room. Each stroke is thick and deliberate, grinding pleasure out of me inch by inch. His free hand stays braced under the baby, steadying me, reminding both of us what we are doing. I reach down and cover his knuckles with mine. He lets me feel the strength in that grip without ever speeding up.

The rhythm stays measured. Long, thorough strokes that make my pussy flutter and stretch around him, that make the heavy ache in my belly pulse in time with each push. I am soaked, wetness coating the base of his cock and the insides of my thighs. Every time he bottoms out I can feel the head kissing the entrance to my womb, the same place our child already rests. Jax's voice stays low, almost conversational.

"You're going to give me another one after this. I'm going to keep you like this until you can't walk without remembering who bred you. I'll keep you full of my seed, one after another."

My breath catches. I push back against him, trying to take more, but he steadies me with the hand on my stomach and keeps the same slow pace. The orgasm is already coiling, tight and inevitable, but he gives me no faster rhythm, no harder pressure. Just the relentless, unhurried claiming, one deep stroke after another, while Mark watches from the chair and the room fills with the wet, filthy sound of me taking it.

Jax leans closer, lips at my ear. "Feel that? That's mine. All of it. Even the way you're about to come."

He sinks in to the root again and holds, grinding deep, the head pressed hard to the deepest part of me while his palm rests gently over the baby. I am shaking, right on the edge, cunt clenching in helpless, rhythmic squeezes around the thick length that refuses to move any faster.

Jax's hips roll in that same unhurried grind, the fat head of him grinding deep with every slow circle, right where he means to put a baby, and the pressure breaks me open. Fuck. My pussy spasms hard around him, rhythmic and helpless, pulling him deeper while my belly jumps under his palm. Every pulse drags another raw moan from my throat as the orgasm tears through me in long, rolling waves that make my thighs shake and my breath catch. I feel so full, stretched around the thick length of him, and the thought hits me hard that this is how he wants me—pregnant, claimed, leaking around his cock while Mark watches from the chair. Jax stays buried through every clench, his cock throbbing thick and steady inside me as my walls milk him, and the low sound he makes vibrates against my back. "Good girl," he murmurs, voice rough at my ear. "Come on it. Let him see how fucking tight you get when I fill you up." His fingers spread wider over the taut swell, feeling every tremor that runs through the baby and through me, and I push back against him, greedy for more even as the pulses start to ease.

When he finally lets go he stays pressed right there, flooding me in hot, heavy spurts that feel endless. Each one lands deep, a fresh rush of heat that makes my pussy flutter again around the invading thickness. I can picture it—his cum painting my insides while the child he put there shifts under his hand—and the knowledge that Mark is seeing every second of it sends another helpless shiver through me. Jax doesn't pull away until the last throb fades. He eases out slow, the wet drag of his cock leaving me empty and leaking, a thick trail sliding down my thigh to soak the sheet. The lamplight catches the sheen on my inner thighs and the faint twitch of my swollen folds as they try to hold him in. He kisses the back of my neck once, the press of his lips almost tender, then lifts his voice just enough to carry.

"Mark. The collar. Hook by the door."

The command is quiet, certain. Mark rises without hesitation, crosses the room, and lifts the black leather from its peg. I watch the way his modest cock strains against his pants as he moves, the subtle flush on his face telling me he's hard just from watching Jax breed me. The buckle catches the light as he carries it back, and Jax takes it from him, the leather still warm from Mark's palm. He shifts me onto my back so he can see my throat, the movement careful around the heavy curve of my belly. His free hand stays on it, stroking slow circles while the other works the collar open. The leather is soft, well-worn from years of use, and he buckles it slowly, deliberately, the prong sliding through each hole with a soft, final click that seems to echo in the quiet room. He settles the D-ring into the hollow at the base of my throat where Mark's thin gold chain used to rest. The weight is different—thicker, unmistakable—and it presses cool then warm against my skin, a constant reminder.

"This stays on now," he says, voice low and even. "For good. Not for walks. Not for show. Because you're mine and I want it on you."

The words land like another claiming. The last thing that still belonged to the old life is taken and replaced in the same motion, and something tight and aching swells in my chest. Heat pricks behind my eyes even as my pussy gives another involuntary flutter, another trickle of his come sliding out of me to wet the sheet beneath my thighs. My hand rises to touch the collar; his larger one covers it, pressing my fingers down so the leather warms against my skin. I can feel the solid circle of it every time I swallow, the D-ring resting exactly where the necklace once sat, and the thought that nothing of the old claim remains makes my breath hitch. Jax's thumb strokes once over the edge, possessive and slow, while his other palm keeps its steady rhythm over my belly.

Mark is still standing beside the bed, eyes fixed on the collar now settled around my throat. His voice comes out small, rough, unprompted.

"Thank you."

When he's done with me, he isn't done.

He turns to the chair and crooks one finger. Mark comes off it and onto his knees without a word.

"You want your scraps?" Jax asks. "Beg."

And Mark begs. On his knees, in the bedroom that used to be his, in front of the wife who used to be his, for the leftovers of a marriage another man ate whole. And there's no shame left anywhere in it. Just want, naked and shining.

"Please," he says. "Let me have what's left. I'll do anything. I'm yours. We're both yours. Please."

Jax looks down at him a long moment. Then he gathers a fistful of Mark's hair and tilts his face up so I can see it. The worship. The surrender. The peace.

"Look what you made," he says to me. "You took the most agreeable man on the street and turned him into this. Just by being mine. And you'd do it again. Right now. Wouldn't you."

"Yes," I whisper.

There's no version of the truth where the answer is anything else.

"Then give him his scraps."

Mark climbs up onto the bed with a sound like weeping, and takes what's left of me with a gratitude that breaks my heart and rebuilds it in the same motion. And Jax watches us both from beside the bed, calm and satisfied, a man surveying everything he owns.
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After, the three of us lie tangled in the big bed. For once, Jax lets us. Lets Mark stay. Mark holds my hand on one side. Jax holds my belly on the other. The baby kicks between them.

I think about the woman with the wine glass. The manicured lawn. The husband who never said no. The woman who ached at the sight of other people's babies and called her pristine prison a dream. She's gone. I traded her away one inch at a time, one yes at a time, until there was nothing of her left.

In her place: a kept woman. A collared woman. Carrying a child the whole street knows isn't her husband's. Owned, body and soul, by the man next door.

By every rule I was raised on, I'm ruined. We all are. Jobs, friends, reputations, marriage—gone, every one, and our own hands on the wrecking ball the whole way down.

And I have never, not once in my careful little life, felt anything like this peace.

"This is it now," Jax murmurs into the dark. Not a threat. Just a fact. The deed to everything he owns. "This is how it stays. The three of us. Mine."

"Yes," I whisper.

"Yes," Mark echoes on my other side, full and content.
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In the morning—the first morning of the rest of it—I wake to his hand on my belly and the collar at my throat.

I lie still in the gray light and feel the whole shape of what I am now. Kept. Bred. Collared. Shared. There's a word for every piece of it, and a few months ago each one would have been a wound. Now they're just true. The way a scar is true. Press it, and there's only the memory of hurting.

Jax stirs and his hand spreads wider over his child, and he doesn't wake. In the kitchen, Mark is already up, already moving, already making coffee for the household that runs on one man's word.

I used to dream about a family in this house. Three years of negative tests and someday and a room I was afraid to paint. I have a family now. It's nothing like the one I dreamed of. It's stranger and darker and more ruined than anything the woman with the wine glass could have imagined.

And I wouldn't trade it for the world I burned to get it.

The baby kicks. I close my eyes.

I'm his. I'm home. The fall never ended.

I never want it to.

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
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