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ONE


Galina

My back is killing me. I massage it slowly, feeling unsteady on my high heels.

I’ve arranged the snacks and drinks and tidied up the inside of the private jet. It’s one of the most luxurious planes I’ve been inside. The interiors are cream and gold, and there’s even a bathtub in the bathroom.

“Ready for takeoff?” The pilot, an older woman, smiles at me gently, thrusting her hands into her pockets. “I got news from the ground that he’s just arriving. We’ve been cleared for takeoff in ten minutes.”

“Great. Thanks.” I try to smile, but end up wincing as a sharp stab of pain sears through my breasts.

My breasts are full, sore, and hurting. I haven’t expressed my milk in hours. I had to rush to put my makeup on and make it to the flight after the company I worked for called me and said they needed an emergency replacement for one of the flight attendants who had suddenly fallen sick.

The client is a billionaire. He owns this plane, so the pay is twice my usual hourly pay. I couldn’t refuse. I need the money.

My son, Felix, turned one a month ago, and I only went back to work six months ago. As a single mother, I have to do whatever I can to earn and save money so we can both live a life free from stress. I used to work for a major commercial airline, but I had to quit after I got pregnant. I’m lucky that I found an agency that staffs flight attendants for private flights. That means I get to have flexible hours, work part-time, and focus on my son while he’s young.

The pilot returns to the cockpit, but the ache doesn’t fade.

If anything, it deepens, spreading outward in slow, pulsing waves that make it hard to breathe properly. I glance toward the closed cabin door, making sure I’m alone, before lifting my hand to my chest. My fingers press gently, then more firmly, trying to ease the tight, swollen heaviness that’s been building for hours. A quiet exhale slips from my lips as I massage through the fabric of my uniform, my head tipping back for a brief second of relief.

I shouldn’t be doing this here.

But the pain is sharp, insistent, impossible to ignore.

Another press, a slow circle of my palm, when the cabin door opens.

I freeze.

Time doesn’t slow. It stops.

My hand is still on my breast when he steps inside.

For a moment, I don’t recognize him. Not because he’s changed, but because my mind refuses to accept what my eyes are seeing. Then it hits me all at once, like the ground shifting violently beneath my feet.

James Alexander Whitmore IV.

The name flashes through me like lightning, jagged and blinding, and suddenly I can’t feel my legs.

He’s… exactly as I remember. Maybe worse. Maybe better.

Older, somehow, in a way that only adds to him. The sharp edges of his face are more defined, his jaw rougher, shadowed with stubble that wasn’t always there before. His shoulders fill out his tailored coat with effortless authority, every line of him expensive, controlled, deliberate. There’s something heavier in him now, something quieter and more dangerous.

James is my ex, the father of my child, who doesn’t even know I ever got pregnant.

His eyes land on me, and I feel like a criminal being exposed for her crimes. What would he say, what would he do, if he found out I carried his baby and gave birth without ever telling him?

Would he even care? Or would he want to take the child from me, make him his heir, the next in line to the billion-dollar Whitmore empire his great-grandfather built?

I can’t risk it. I can’t risk losing Felix.

His eyes study my face intensely. He was always intense. Always so focused when he looked at me. He made me feel like the center of his world. Still does.

I gulp when his gaze rakes lower to the hand cupping my breast.

One dark eyebrow lifts.

My stomach drops.

Heat floods my face so quickly it burns, and I snatch my hand away like I’ve been caught doing something unforgivable. My pulse crashes in my ears, loud and chaotic, my body suddenly too aware of itself, of him, of the space between us.

For a second, neither of us moves.

Neither of us speaks.

And in that silence, everything comes rushing back.

The way he used to look at me. The way my body used to respond before my mind could catch up. The way just being in the same room as him made something deep inside me soften and tighten all at once.

It’s been almost two years since he walked away from me like I was nothing.

And still, my body remembers.

“James,” I breathe before I can stop myself, the word slipping out, soft and stunned.

His gaze sharpens instantly at the sound of his name on my lips, something flickering there, something dangerous and familiar.

I swallow hard, reality crashing back into place. I’m not the same Galina who used to share his bed, his laughter, his life.

I’m working.

I straighten abruptly, forcing my shoulders back, forcing my voice into something professional even though my heart is pounding wildly in my chest.

“I didn’t expect—” I cut myself off, my throat tightening, and quickly correct myself. “Welcome aboard, Mr. Whitmore.”

The formality feels wrong the moment it leaves my mouth.

Shock lingers in the air between us, thick and suffocating. Silence stretches tight, pulled thin like a wire ready to snap.

He doesn’t say anything right away.

He just looks at me.

Then he moves.

He walks past me, close enough that I feel the shift of air, close enough that I catch the scent of his cologne. It’s subtle, expensive, warm, and achingly familiar. My lungs fill with it before I can stop myself, and it hits me like memory made physical.

My stomach tightens.

My thighs press together instinctively.

His hand brushes my hip as he passes, light, fleeting, probably unintentional.

It doesn’t matter.

The contact burns.

A sharp, electric awareness shoots through me, settling low in my body, and I have to grip the edge of the counter to steady myself. My breath stutters, my entire body reacting in a way I hate, in a way I haven’t been able to forget.

This is exactly why I didn’t want to see him again.

Because he still does this to me.

Because one touch, one breath of him, and I’m right back where I started.

He takes his seat like he owns the space, like he owns everything, because he does. The plane, the company, the world that I was never meant to be part of.

I force myself to move, to function, even though my hands feel unsteady and my chest still aches in more ways than one. I smooth down my uniform, focusing on the routine, on the familiar motions that usually ground me.

They don’t.

Not with him here.

“Are you okay, Galina?”

His voice wraps around my name like it always used to. Low, controlled, edged with something that makes my pulse jump.

I look at him, startled.

He’s watching me carefully now, his expression composed but his eyes… not. There’s something there. Something unsettled. Something that tells me I’m not the only one affected by this.

“I—yes,” I manage, though it comes out thinner than I want. “I’m fine.”

A faint, almost knowing curve touches his mouth, not quite a smile.

“I didn’t expect to see you here,” he says, his tone softer now, quieter, like this conversation is something private even in the open cabin. “What a coincidence.”

My heart stumbles. “I was called in suddenly this morning because Ellie is sick. I hope you’re not disappointed.”

I want him to know that I didn’t plan this, that I’m not the gold digger his parents accused me of being. I’m not trying to get back into his life. In fact, I need him far away from me and my son. I don’t need another heartbreak when I have a child to raise.

“I’m not disappointed. Just surprised.” James’s Adam’s apple moves and it makes a shock of heat spark inside my belly. My pussy is already wet, leaking. Just looking at him doing normal, masculine things like tapping his fingers against the arm rest or swallowing makes my body go crazy with lust. Because I know what those hands and that mouth can do when it’s on my cunt, licking me from top to bottom, stuffing me full of thick fingers that stroke my inner walls until I’m screaming his name.

His gaze lingers on me, heavy, assessing. My pulse picks up. I know I can’t hide the truth from him forever, not when he’s so close to me. He’ll notice that my body is fuller now, different from before. He was always good at picking up subtle clues.

“You’re not with your airline anymore,” he observes. “The one you used to fly with.”

I shake my head, forcing my hands to stay steady as I adjust the items on the counter, even though everything is already perfectly in place. “I quit.”

“Why?”

The question is immediate. Direct. Very him.

I hesitate, my throat tightening as a dozen memories flash through my mind.

His mother’s voice, sharp and cutting, echoing in that grand, suffocating dining room.

“She serves drinks on airplanes, James. Is that really the woman you see standing beside you at Whitmore events?”

His father, colder, more measured, but worse somehow.

“You have a responsibility to this family. To this company. Do not throw it away for… sentiment.”

The way they looked at me.

Like I was something temporary. Something beneath them.

Like I didn’t belong.

I swallow hard, forcing the memories down.

“Personal reasons,” I say finally, my voice even, controlled, giving him nothing.

His eyes narrow slightly, like he knows I’m holding something back, like he always did. “Interesting.”

The tension between us hums, thick and alive, filled with everything we’re not saying.

I take a steadying breath and step closer, slipping back into my role because I have to, because it’s the only thing keeping me from falling apart right now.

“Can I offer you some champagne before takeoff?” I ask, my tone professional again, even if my pulse is still racing.

His gaze stays on mine for a moment longer before he shakes his head.

“Not today,” he says quietly. “I’m not in the mood for alcohol.”

Something about the way he says it makes my chest tighten.

I nod, accepting it, and move through the final checks as the pilot’s voice comes over the intercom, announcing departure.

A few moments later, I’m beside him again, my hands steadier now as I reach for the belt.

“May I?” I ask softly.

He inclines his head.

I fasten his seatbelt, my fingers brushing the fabric of his shirt, close enough to feel the heat of him through it. My breath catches despite myself, and for a split second, I’m painfully aware of how close we are.

Too close.

I step back quickly and take my own seat as required for takeoff, strapping in, forcing my gaze forward.

The engines roar to life, the plane beginning its ascent, but the real turbulence is already here, sitting across from me, watching me like I’ve never stopped belonging to him.

The plane levels out, and I unbuckle myself, grateful for the excuse to move, to put distance between us. The cabin feels smaller with him in it, the air thicker, harder to breathe.

I busy myself in the galley, arranging the carefully curated snacks on a silver tray—imported cheeses, fresh fruit, artisanal crackers. My hands move through the familiar motions, but my mind is elsewhere, caught in the weight of his gaze that I can still feel on my back.

Deep breath, Galina. You've done this a hundred times.

But not with him watching.

Never with him.

I lift the tray, balancing it perfectly as I've been trained, and turn toward where he sits. His eyes track my movement, dark and unreadable, and something in my stomach tightens.

"I have some snacks for you, Mr. Whitmore—" My tone rises as the plane lurches violently.

My body jerks forward, the tray clattering from my hands as turbulence hits hard and sudden. I stumble, my heels useless against the sudden shift, and then I'm falling, my hands reaching out for anything to catch myself.

I land directly on his lap.

The impact steals my breath. My breasts—swollen, tender, aching—press flush against the solid wall of his chest, and the pressure sends a shock of sensation through me. Not just pain. Something deeper, warmer, more dangerous.

Oh God.

I gasp, frozen, my hands gripping his shoulders reflexively. His body is exactly as I remember. Hard, unyielding, radiating heat through the expensive fabric of his shirt. Beneath me, his thighs are thick and solid, the kind of strength that used to make me feel small and protected and utterly overwhelmed.

Then I feel it.

The warm rush.

No. No, no, no.

It happens before I can stop it. My letdown reflex triggers from the pressure, the contact, the stress, and suddenly I feel the telltale warmth spreading across my chest as my milk releases.

Wetness blooms against the fabric of my uniform shirt, two dark spots spreading outward from my nipples.

My face burns with humiliation so intense I want to disappear.

"Galina." James's voice is low, rough, closer than I expected.

His breath whispers against my ear, against the sensitive skin of my neck, and I shiver involuntarily. Then I feel his hand, large, warm, possessive, cupping my ass, holding me steady on his lap.

"Are you okay?" he asks, but there's something else beneath the concern, something darker, hungrier. "Looks like the plane hit a rough patch."

I should move. I should get up immediately.

But my body won't cooperate.

Because feeling him beneath me again—the solid weight of him, the way his hand grips me with that perfect balance of restraint and ownership—makes my pussy clench with need. I'm already wet, I realize with mortification. Already responding to him like no time has passed at all, like my body still belongs to him.

I love how thick his thighs feel under my ass. I love how his touch grounds me even as it sets me on fire.

"I'm fine," I stammer, finally finding my voice. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean for that to happen."

I try to pull back, but his hand tightens slightly on my hip, keeping me where I am for just a moment longer. Long enough for his gaze to drop.

To my chest.

To the wet spots darkening my white uniform shirt.

His eyes narrow, focusing with that sharp intensity I remember too well. "What is that?"

My throat closes. "It's nothing."

But even as I say it, I can see him connecting the pieces. His gaze flicks back to my face, then down again to where I'd been touching myself when he first walked in, then back to the obvious stains.

"Are you lactating?" he asks bluntly. "You were massaging your breasts when I came in. I thought it was odd, but if you're lactating, it makes sense. Your boobs would have been full and hurting."

The word hangs in the air between us, impossible to ignore.

I bite my bottom lip hard, tasting copper, unable to answer.

His hand on my ass squeezes, a possessive, demanding pressure that makes me gasp. "Answer me, Galina. Were you pregnant? Did you give birth after I left you?"

The dominance in his voice shoots straight to my core, making me wetter, making it harder to think. He always had this effect on me. His ability to strip away every defense with nothing but his tone, his touch, is something I cannot deny.

"Yes," I finally whisper, the confession ripped from me. "Yes. I have... a one-year-old son. That's why I quit working at my previous airline. I needed a more flexible job."

The moment the words leave my mouth, I try to stand, to get away from him before he can ask the question I know is coming.

But his arms band around my waist, pulling me back down onto his lap with effortless strength.

"James?"

His hand cups my face, tilting it up so I have no choice but to meet his eyes. They're blazing now, dark with something that makes my heart race.

Then his other hand moves, deliberately, purposefully, to my chest. His thumb finds my hard nipple through the wet fabric and circles it slowly, almost reverently.

More milk leaks at the stimulation, and I bite back a whimper.

"You look so pretty like this," he murmurs, his voice dropping to that low, rough register that used to undo me completely. "Leaking on my lap. Making a mess for me."

My pussy gushes, soaking my panties. The dirty talk, the praise, the shameless way he watches the wet spots spread—it's too much.

His lips hover close to mine, so close I can feel the warmth of his breath. "If your child is one year old, you must have gotten pregnant around the time we broke up."

My heart stops.

"It's my child, isn't it?" His voice is deadly quiet now. "You got pregnant with my child. I came inside you unprotected a few times. Of course. It makes sense."

Terror cuts through the haze of arousal. He can't know. He can't take Felix from me. i don't even want to think about his parents' reaction. They don't think I'm good enough for James. I doubt they'll think I'm good enough to raise their grandson. They will do everything to take my son away from me.

"No," I say quickly, pulling back as much as his hold allows. "No, it's not yours. I had a rebound after you left me. I got pregnant from that."

For a moment, he just stares at me.

Then he laughs.

It's low, dark, disbelieving. "You're a terrible liar, Galina."

His hand slides down to my ass again, and then he smacks me. Hard. The sharp sting makes me gasp, my body jerking against his.

"Bad girl," he says softly, dangerously. "Lying to me."

Before I can process what's happening, he shifts beneath me, his arms hooking under my thighs, and then he's standing, lifting me effortlessly.

"What are you doing?" I ask breathlessly, my hands gripping his shoulders for balance.

"We need to take care of this," he says, nodding toward my chest, where more milk is dampening my shirt. "You're in pain."

"I don't have a breast pump."

"Good." The smile that curves his lips is wicked, hungry. "I have a better idea."

He carries me toward the back of the cabin, and I realize with shock where he's heading.

The bathroom.

But this isn't like any regular airplane bathroom. When he opens the door, I'm reminded again of just how obscenely wealthy he is.

The space is massive, nearly the size of a luxury hotel bathroom. Polished marble countertops stretch along one wall beneath a large, gold-framed mirror. The lighting is soft and warm, casting everything in an intimate glow. There's actual space to move, to breathe, and in the corner, I can see the edge of the shower. It has real glass panels, rainfall showerhead, and heated floors visible beneath.

James sets me on the counter, the cool marble shocking against the backs of my thighs. I'm at eye level with him now, nowhere to hide as he steps between my legs, spreading them to make room for his body.

My heart hammers against my ribs.

"James, we shouldn't do this here."

His fingers find the top button of my uniform shirt. "Shouldn't do what? Didn't you say back then that you always wanted to join the Mile High club?"

He starts unbuttoning my shirt slowly, deliberately. Every button he pops puts me deeper under his spell, forcing me to accept his authority and power over me.

I should stop him. I should say something, push him away, remember all the reasons this is dangerous.

But I don't.

Because God help me, I want his touch. I've missed it so desperately that my body aches with it, and now that he's here, now that his hands are on me again, I can't make myself pull away.

He undoes the fourth button. The fifth.

My breathing gets faster with each one, my chest rising and falling as he works his way down with maddening patience.

When he reaches the last button, he pulls the shirt open slowly, revealing the soaked bra beneath. The white fabric is nearly transparent now, my nipples visible through it, dark and distended and leaking. I don't wear a nursing bra anymore because I stopped breastfeeding my son a few months ago. The thin, non-padded bra that I wear is barely any good for my gushing boobs.

James makes a low sound in his throat, almost a growl. Then he reaches behind me, finds the clasp of my bra, and releases it.

The relief is immediate as the tight fabric falls away, but it's quickly overshadowed by acute awareness as my breasts spill free, heavy and full and exposed.

James goes completely still.

His eyes are locked on my chest, dark and hungry, tracking every detail. "Fuck," he breathes. "Look at you."

His fingers trace the curve of one breast, so gentle it makes me shiver. Then he circles my areola slowly, almost wonderingly.

"They've gotten bigger," he murmurs. "Darker. Since I last saw them."

His thumb brushes over my nipple, and I gasp as more milk beads at the tip.

"Please," I whisper, though I'm not sure what I'm asking for.

He pinches my nipple lightly, and milk leaks out in a thin stream. His breathing gets heavier. "Your nipples make my cock so fucking hard, Galina. Look how round they are. How hard. How they're leaking for me."

The dirty praise shoots straight to my core. I thought he'd be disgusted by my changed body, but instead his hand skims down over my belly, my wider hips, touching me like I'm something precious.

"You look like a fertile goddess," he says roughly. "I bet you looked so fucking beautiful carrying my child. Growing round with my baby. I wish I had been around to see it."

Then he leans down and takes my nipple into his mouth.

I cry out at the first forceful suck, my hands flying to his hair, threading through the thick strands. He sucks again, harder, and I feel my milk release in a warm rush.

He drinks. Actually drinks my breastmilk, his throat working as he swallows, his hand cupping my breast to squeeze out more.

"Oh my God," I gasp, shocked, overwhelmed. "James, what are you doing?"

He releases my nipple with a wet sound, his lips glistening. "You made this for my child," he says, his voice rough with possession. "I want to taste it. Want to taste what your body created because I bred you."

His hand slides down to stroke my belly, and the possessive gesture makes me clench with need. "I want to fuck you again, knowing you carried my seed in here. Knowing your body grew round with proof of what I did to you."

He latches onto my other nipple, and this time when he sucks, he's rougher, hungrier. His teeth scrape lightly, his tongue circling the sensitive peak, and the relief is so intense I nearly sob.

His hand pushes up under my skirt.

I feel his fingers hook into my panties, feel him drag them down my thighs. Cool air hits my soaked pussy, and I realize how exposed I am now—breasts bare and leaking, skirt pushed up, thighs spread wide on the counter.

Completely at his mercy.

His fingers find my wetness, and he groans against my breast. "So fucking wet already. Did you miss this, baby? Miss my hands on you?"

"Yes," I admit breathlessly, beyond lying now. "God, yes."

He pushes two fingers inside me without warning, and I arch against him with a sharp cry. He's thick, stretching me, filling me, and my body remembers exactly how to take him.

"That's my good girl," he murmurs, his mouth still working my nipple, drinking me down as his fingers pump slowly. "So tight and wet for me. Such a perfect little cunt. I can already tell you didn't let any other man touch your pussy after me. I like your loyalty, Galina. And I'm going to reward you for it."

His thumb finds my clit, circling it in that perfect rhythm he always knew, and I'm already so wet, already so close it's almost embarrassing. I rub my pussy against his hand, needy like a slut in heat. I need the roughness of his skin, the pressure of him against my sensitive nub.

My blood feels like liquid lava coursing through my body. I can't think. My brain is melting from the stimulation of his rough fingers against my sensitive clit. And every time he sucks hard on my breast, a sharp, electric wave of pleasure slams into my core.

James bites down lightly on my nipple, and I shatter.

The orgasm crashes through me violently, my pussy clenching around his fingers as I cry out his name. He keeps sucking, keeps drinking my milk as I pulse around him, wringing every last drop of pleasure from my body.

When I finally come down, gasping and trembling, he releases my nipple and looks up at me with dark, possessive satisfaction.

His lips are wet with my milk.

"Mine," he says roughly, his fingers still buried inside me. "You're mine, Galina. And this time, I'm not letting you slip away."


TWO


James

“Congratulations,” I murmur against her ear, my voice low, roughened by everything that just happened between us, “on joining the mile-high club.”

Her breath catches.

I feel it more than hear it, the slight tremor that runs through her body, the way she stills for a fraction of a second before pulling herself together again. She’s good at that. She always has been. Composure like armor. Control stitched tight over chaos.

But I know her.

And right now, she’s anything but in control.

Neither am I.

She’s half-naked in front of me, so beautifully curvy and luscious that I want to bury my face between her thighs and taste her soft sweet pussy. But she doesn’t let me. She pushes my away and starts adjusting her clothes. I leave her to it, going back to the cabin.

She takes a really long time, and when she emerges, she’s all cold professionalism. She serves me lunch, and I let her. I need to give her time to get used to the fact that I’m back in her life. This time, I intend to stay. This time, I will claim her as my wife. I’ll put my ring on her finger, my parents be damned. Galina carried my heir and gave birth to my child all alone. She had to quit her job, and make sacrifices to raise him alone.

I hate that I wasn’t her to provide for her, to make motherhood easy for her. I’m not abandoning her after everything she has done.

The plane hums around us, steady, descending, but the air between us is still charged, thick with everything we just reignited. My pulse hasn’t slowed. My body hasn’t fully settled. And my mind is still trying to catch up with the fact that she’s here.

As we get closer to landing, I make up my mind. I reach into my pocket and pull out the card key for the suite I keep at the Intercontinental. It’s where I’ll be staying tonight, and it’s where my future wife should be staying with me.

I get up as Galina is preparing another snack for me. Without thinking, I push her against the wall, startling her.

“James? What is wrong?” Her blue eyes, vivid, and soft and beautiful, focus on me.

I press the card key into her palm. Her fingers instinctively close around it before she realizes what it is. Her brows knit, confusion flickering across her face as she looks down, then back up at me.

“It’s my suite at the hotel,” I tell her, my tone calm, controlled, leaving no room for uncertainty. “Once we land, go there. Wait for me. I have a business meeting to attend, but I’ll be there after that.”

Her expression changes immediately.

That softness, that lingering haze, disappears. In its place, something sharper rises. Defensive. Guarded.

“No,” she says quickly, shaking her head as she tries to hand the key back to me. “No, I’m not doing that.”

I don’t take it.

Her hand hovers between us, the key resting in her palm like something dangerous.

“What happened in there—” she swallows, her voice tightening, “—that was… that was just⁠—”

She breaks off, frustrated, then forces the words out.

“I haven’t… I haven’t been with anyone since I had my baby. I was—” she exhales sharply, like the admission costs her something, “—starved, okay? That’s all it was.”

Something dark flickers in my chest at that. Something possessive. Something I don’t bother trying to suppress.

Her gaze lifts to mine, resolute now.

“I’m not picking up where we left off,” she continues, her voice steadier. “You made your choice, James. You walked away. You don’t get to just come back and fuck me again like we’re together.”

I close my hand over hers. Her words die in her throat as I press the key back into her palm, folding her fingers around it deliberately.

“It wasn’t a request,” I say quietly. Her breath stutters. “It’s a command.”

Her eyes flash, anger rising to meet mine, but beneath it, I see fear. She’s scared. Of me? no, that doesn’t seem likely. Then what is she scared of?

“We need to talk about the fact that you gave birth to my child without telling me.”

Silence crashes between us. Her eyes widen, and her pupils shrink. So that’s what she’s scared of. Me asking about her child.

Her face drains of color. For a second, she doesn’t breathe.

My jaw tightens. “Is it a boy or a girl?”

She hesitates. Just for a moment. Then, softer, but still guarded, she murmurs, “A boy.”

Something inside me shifts. Something deep. Something instinctive.

“What’s his name?”

Her lips part slightly, and for a second, I see it. The vulnerability. The emotion she’s trying so hard to bury. “Felix.”

Felix.

My son. The word echoes through me, heavy and grounding all at once. My son. I have a son. And she kept him from me. I don’t hate her. I know she thought I wouldn’t want him, but I need to convince her that she has me all wrong. I’ve never stopped loving her. I’ve never stopped dreaming of the future we envisioned together—a house full of kids, growing old together.

“You’re not taking him,” Galina says suddenly, her voice rising, cracking at the edges. Her fingers tighten around the key like it’s the only thing anchoring her. “I won’t let you. I don’t care who you are or how much money you have, I will not let you or your parents take him away from me.”

There it is, the fear I saw. Now it’s spilling out.

“I’ve never asked you for anything,” she continues, her voice trembling now, her composure finally breaking. “Not when I was pregnant. Not after. I didn’t come looking for you. I didn’t need you. And I don’t need you now. But you’re not taking him from me. I won’t let you.”

Her eyes shine. There are tears glittering in her eyes. They’re not spilling yet, but she’s close.

Suddenly, everything sharp in me softens.

I step closer.

She tenses immediately, like she expects me to argue, to dominate, to push.

Instead, I cup her face gently.

Her breath hitches.

“Galina,” I say quietly.

I press a kiss to her cheek.

Soft. Reassuring.

Then another, closer to her temple, my hand sliding to her waist, grounding her, steadying her as she trembles.

Her body reacts instantly. It always does. Leaning into me before she can stop herself.

“I’m not taking him from you,” I murmur. “I’m not separating you from him.”

Her fingers clutch at my shirt now, conflicted, overwhelmed.

“You’re his mother,” I continue, my voice firm, certain. “And from what I can see, you’re a damn good one.”

She shakes her head weakly, like she doesn’t believe me. “Your parents won’t like that.”

“They don’t matter,” I cut in, my tone sharpening just enough to make her still. “Not anymore.”

Her eyes flick up to mine.

“I’m the CEO now,” I tell her. “My father is retired. He doesn’t make decisions for me. And he sure as hell doesn’t make decisions about you.”

That lands.

I see it in the way her expression shifts, the way doubt flickers through her fear.

I take her face in both hands now, forcing her to look at me, to hear me.

“Two years ago,” I say, my voice lower, steadier, “I didn’t leave you because they disapproved of you.”

Her brows pull together.

I hold her gaze.

“I left because they threatened to destroy your life.”

Silence.

“I’m serious,” I continue, my jaw tightening at the memory. “They were going to blacklist you. Make sure you could never work in aviation again. Not in commercial airlines, not in private contracts, nowhere. They were going to go after your family too.”

Her lips part, shock replacing anger.

“They knew how much you loved your job,” I say. “How hard you worked for it. And they were going to take it away from you just to prove a point.”

Her breathing grows uneven.

“I didn’t have the power to stop them then,” I admit, the words tasting bitter even now. “Not without losing everything. And if I fought them, they would’ve followed through.”

I pause, letting that settle.

“So I let you go.”

The words sit heavy between us.

“I made myself the villain,” I continue, quieter now. “Because it was the only way to keep you safe.”

Her eyes glisten now, the tears finally spilling over.

“You expect me to believe that?” she whispers, but her voice lacks the bite it had before.

“I don’t expect anything from you, Galina. God knows I don’t deserve someone as beautiful and kind as you. But I want you badly. I still love. I never stopped loving you. Even if you can’t believe anything else, just believe that.”

“I always intended to come back for you,” I add, my thumb brushing under her eye, catching a tear. “Once I had the power to make sure no one could touch you again.”

Her breath shakes.

“I became CEO six months ago,” I tell her. “And I’ve been looking for you ever since.”

Her lips tremble.

“I thought you didn’t care,” she whispers.

A hollow laugh leaves me, low and rough.

“I haven’t touched another woman since you,” I say. “Not once.”

Her eyes widen.

“I couldn’t,” I admit. “It felt wrong. Like there was no point.”

The truth sits there, raw and exposed.

“I loved you then,” I say quietly. “I never stopped.”

Tears spill freely down her cheeks now, her walls cracking under the weight of everything she’s hearing.

“James…” she whispers.

The intercom crackles to life, interrupting our moving moment of reunion.

“Prepare for landing.”

The moment shatters.

Reality rushes back in.

I exhale slowly, my forehead resting briefly against hers before I pull back.

“We’re not done with this,” I say, my voice firm again, grounded, controlled. “Go to the suite.”

She hesitates.

I hold her gaze.

“Please,” I add, softer this time.

She nods just slightly. But deep inside me, I’m afraid that she won’t be there when I return to my suite tonight. That I’ll lose the one good thing I’ve had in my life.


THREE


Galina

I don’t go to the suite. Not because I’m avoiding James, but because I need to go back home to Felix. The company calls me and tells me that there’s another client flying back soon, and that if I get on that flight, I can be back to Felix before dinner. The pay is just as good, so I have no reason to refuse.

My feelings for James are intense, and I need to put some distance between us so I can decide what to do about it. The way he touched me and worshipped my body was indescribably pleasurable, but being around him makes me want to stop thinking. I want to surrender to his dominance and let him take control of my life.

But I can’t do that anymore, not with Felix depending on me.

So I rush back to the airport, leaving James’s card key with the front desk. I know he’ll find me. He has money, and he’ll probably figure out where I live.

As I sit at the airport, waiting for the flight to be prepared, my mind drifts back to the moment we first met.

The memory comes back slowly at first.

Like a soft pull at the edge of my mind.

Then all at once.

Vivid. Sharp. Impossible to ignore.
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It was a delayed international flight.

Eight hours stretched into ten because of a storm somewhere over Europe, tempers rising, passengers irritated, the cabin thick with impatience and fatigue. I remember the weight of it pressing down on all of us, the constant calls, the requests, the complaints I had to smooth over with a polite smile and steady voice.

I was good at my job.

Calm under pressure. Efficient. Precise.

Untouchable.

At least, I thought I was.

Until I felt his eyes on me.

I didn’t notice him at first.

Not really.

He was just another business class passenger when I started my service. Expensive suit, quiet presence, the kind of man you don’t question, the kind you instinctively treat with a little more care even without knowing why.

But then, I looked up. And he was watching me. Not in the casual way men sometimes do. Not lazy or entitled or fleeting.

Focused. Intent, like I was the only thing in his line of sight.

It threw me off immediately. I don’t know why.

I had dealt with hundreds of passengers, rich men included. I knew how to smile, how to deflect, how to move on without letting anything linger.

But something about him, something about the way he looked at me made my stomach dip.

Made my skin feel too warm.

I broke eye contact quickly, turning back to my cart, continuing service like nothing had happened.

But I could still feel it. His gaze. Following me. Studying me. And the more I felt it, the more aware of myself I became. Of my hands. My movements. My breathing.

It was ridiculous.

I told myself it was ridiculous.

And then, my fingers slipped. A small container tipped off the cart, hitting the floor with a soft but unmistakable sound.

My heart lurched.

No.

Not here. Not in business class.

Embarrassment flushed through me instantly as I bent down to grab it, already bracing for the judgment, for the subtle shift in how I’d be perceived.

But before I could reach it, a big, masculine hand did. Long fingers. Steady. Controlled.

James picked it up before I could.

I froze for half a second before straightening, my gaze lifting to meet his.

Up close, he was even more overwhelming.

Older than me, clearly. Early thirties, maybe. His features sharp, defined, his presence… solid. Grounded. Like nothing about him was uncertain.

“Thank you,” I said quickly, my voice more breathless than I wanted it to be. “I’m so sorry about that.”

“You don’t need to apologize,” he replied.

His voice…God. It was low, smooth, and measured. It settled somewhere deep inside me, warm and unsettling all at once.

I took the container from him carefully, avoiding brushing his fingers, even though a part of me was acutely aware of how close they were.

“I should know better,” I added, forcing a small, professional smile. “This doesn’t usually happen.”

One corner of his mouth lifted slightly.

“I’m glad it did.”

I blinked, caught off guard. Before I could respond, I forced myself to move on, continuing service, finishing the row, doing everything I could to regain control.

But my focus was gone.

Because now I knew.

He wasn’t just looking.

He was paying attention.

To me.

I shouldn’t have gone back.

I know that now.

But ten minutes later, I found myself standing beside his seat again, holding an extra snack.

A small, harmless excuse.

“Here,” I said, offering it to him. “For earlier. And… I’m sorry again.”

He took it, his fingers brushing mine this time, deliberate or not, I couldn’t tell.

But I felt it.

A spark.

Quick. Sharp.

“I told you,” he said, his gaze lifting to mine again, holding it with unsettling ease. “You don’t need to apologize.”

I shifted slightly, suddenly aware of how close I was, how easily someone could notice if I lingered too long.

“I just—” I exhaled softly. “It was clumsy.”

“Your clumsiness is refreshing. You seem real in a world where everyone is perfect and robotic,” he said.

My cheeks warmed.

I didn’t know what to say to that.

I wasn’t used to being seen like that. Not for something imperfect. Not for something that broke the polished image I was trained to maintain.

Before I could recover, he tilted his head slightly, studying me in a way that made my pulse pick up again.

“Want to have dinner with me tomorrow?” he asked. “At the Ritz-Carlton.”

My breath caught.

For a second, I thought I’d misheard him.

My knees felt weak.

“I—I wasn’t flirting with you,” I blurted out before I could stop myself.

His expression didn’t change.

“I know,” he said. A beat passed. Then, calmly, he added, “But I am.”

Heat rushed to my face so fast it made me dizzy. There was no hesitation in him. No awkwardness. No games.

Just clarity.

Intent.

Confidence.

“I’m not expecting anything from you,” he added, his voice steady, grounding, like he could see exactly where my thoughts were going. “Just a nice dinner and some conversation. I want to get to know you.”

My heart was pounding now. Because the truth was that even if he had been propositioning me for sex, I didn’t know if I would’ve said no. The thought alone made my stomach flip.

I swallowed, trying to steady myself.

He was… different. Older. Composed. Controlled.

There was something about him that felt solid, unshakable, like stepping into a world that operated on entirely different rules.

“Okay,” I heard myself say.

Soft. Breathless.

His gaze held mine for a moment longer, something satisfied flickering in his eyes.

“Good,” he said. “I’m looking forward to seeing you.”

After we landed, we exchanged numbers.

Simple.

Easy.

But nothing about what came after was simple.

Because from that moment on, everything between us moved fast.

It was an intense and addictive romance. A whirlwind of passion, vulnerability, and real intimacy. I had never shared so much of myself with anyone. And every piece of himself that he gave me seemed precious. He was an important man. I knew he didn’t open up to everyone so easily.

I treasured every memory we made, every new fact I learned about him, every orgasm he gave me. He introduced me to a world I had only ever seen from the outside. Luxury hotels, private spaces, quiet exclusivity where everything felt removed from reality.

We weren’t just physical.

We weren’t just emotional.

We were both.

Constantly pulled toward each other, like something inevitable, like something neither of us could stop.

Even then, there was something possessive in the way he touched me, in the way he looked at me. Like I was already his.


FOUR


James

The call comes fifteen minutes after my meeting ends.

I'm still in the conference room, gathering my notes, when my phone vibrates. The hotel. Front desk.

"Mr. Whitmore, I'm calling about the key card in your name."

"What about it?" I cut in, already sensing something wrong.

"A woman returned it, sir. About twenty minutes ago. Left it at the desk with instructions to return it to you."

My hand tightens around the phone. "Where did she go?"

A pause. Professional hesitation. "I couldn't say for certain, sir, but she had luggage with her. A suitcase. We assumed⁠—"

"The airport."

I don't wait for confirmation.

I end the call, my pulse already spiking, adrenaline flooding my system as I grab my jacket and head for the door.

Galina left.

She actually fucking left.

After everything I told her. After I explained why I walked away, after I promised her things would be different, after I commanded her to wait.

She ran.

Again.

The drive to the airport is a blur of traffic and tightly controlled rage. My knuckles are white on the steering wheel, my jaw locked so tight it aches.

I told her to wait.

I told her we weren't done.

And she left anyway.

Because she doesn't trust me yet. Because she's scared. Because she thinks she can protect herself, protect our son, by keeping distance between us.

She's wrong.

I pull up to the private terminal, bypassing security with the kind of access only money and status provide. My eyes scan the lounge as I walk in, moving with singular focus.

And then I see her.

Sitting near the window, her suitcase beside her, her posture tense, like she's bracing for something.

Like she knew I'd come.

Relief crashes into anger, sharp and immediate, and I'm moving toward her before I can think.

She looks up just as I reach her.

Her eyes widen. "James? Why are you here? I thought you had a meeting⁠—"

I grab her shoulders, pulling her to her feet, my grip firm enough to make her gasp.

"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" My voice is low, controlled, but there's fury beneath it. Raw and barely restrained. “I told you to wait in my suite, and I meant it.”

"I know, but⁠—"

"But nothing." My jaw clenches. "You don't get to run from me again, Galina. I made it clear that you were mine now."

"I wasn't running!" Her voice rises, defensive now, her hands pressing against my chest. "The company called me. There was another job. Another flight back home. I needed to get back home."

"I don't care."

Her breath catches.

"I don't care if they called you," I continue, my voice dropping, getting dangerously quiet. "I don't care if there were ten jobs waiting. You don't leave without telling me."

"James, you're being unreasonable."

"Am I?" I lean in closer, my face inches from hers. "You kept my son from me for over a year. You disappeared without a trace. And now, the second I find you again, you're trying to leave?"

"That's not⁠—"

"Tell me I'm wrong." My eyes lock onto hers, unflinching. "Tell me you weren't planning to make this as hard as possible."

Silence.

Her lips part, but no words come out.

Because she can't deny it.

"I'll pay you," I say flatly. "Whatever they were going to pay you for that flight, I'll triple it. Quadruple it. I don't fucking care."

"It's not about the money⁠—"

"Then what is it about?" I demand, my hands sliding down to her wrists, gripping them firmly. "What are you so afraid of, Galina?"

Her eyes glisten suddenly, emotion breaking through her defenses.

"I needed time," she whispers. "I needed to think. To figure out what this means⁠—"

"You've had over a year to think," I interrupt, my voice rough. "I'm done waiting."

Before she can respond, before she can argue, I pull her toward me and start walking.

"James, where are you taking me?"

"We're not doing this here."

I lead her toward the back of the lounge, past the small seating areas, past the refreshment station, toward the private bathrooms tucked away in the corner.

She tries to pull back. "James, stop."

I don't stop. I push open the door to the single-occupancy bathroom, pulling her inside with me and locking it behind us.

The space is small, sterile, impersonal. I don't care.

"James," she starts, breathless now, her back against the tiled wall as I crowd her, my body caging hers.

"Do you have any idea what it did to me?" I ask quietly, my voice rough, shaking slightly with the intensity I'm barely holding back. "Finding out you were gone? That I couldn't find you?"

Her breathing quickens.

"I looked for you," I continue, my hand coming up to cup her jaw, tilting her face up to mine. "For months. I hired people. I called in favors. And you were just… gone."

"I didn't think you'd care," she whispers.

Something breaks in me at that.

"Didn't think I'd care?" I repeat, almost laughing, but there's no humor in it. "Galina, I haven't touched another woman since you. I haven't wanted anyone else. I haven't been able to think about anything except getting you back."

Her eyes widen, tears brimming now.

"You think I'd just let you walk away again?" I lean in closer, my forehead nearly touching hers. "You think I'd let you disappear with my son and not do everything in my power to find you?"

"I was scared," she admits, her voice breaking. "I was scared that you’ll break my heart if I let you in again.”

"I won’t," I cut in harshly. "This is about you and me. About us. And you and I have both not been able to move on from each other. We never will. It’s time you accepted that."

My hand slides down her neck, her collarbone, coming to rest possessively over her breast.

She gasps softly.

"You're mine," I say, my voice dropping, getting rougher. "You've always been mine. We can’t be with anybody except each other. That’s a fact, Galina."

"James—"

I kiss her. Hard. Demanding. Pressing my mouth to her soft, delicious lips.

My mouth claims hers with all the pent-up frustration, all the need, all the possessive hunger I've been holding back since the moment I saw her on that plane.

She makes a small sound against my lips, her hands gripping my shirt, and for a second, I think she might push me away.

But she doesn't.

She kisses me back. Desperate. Hungry. Like she's been starving for this just as much as I have.

I groan into her mouth, my hands sliding down to her hips, gripping her tightly as I lift her, pressing her back against the wall.

Her legs wrap around my waist instinctively, her skirt riding up, and I can feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of her panties.

"You're not leaving," I growl against her lips, my hips pressing forward, letting her feel how hard I am. "I’m going to keep you next to me, no matter what it takes."

"James, I need to think."

"No, that’s just an excuse. You know what’s between us is inevitable, and you’re trying to avoid it." I bite down gently on her lower lip, making her gasp. "You need to feel, Galina. You need to remember what it's like between us."

My hand slides between her thighs, finding her panties already soaked.

"Fuck," I breathe, my fingers pressing against the wet fabric. "You're dripping for me already. Being manhandled always brought out the whore inside you."

She whimpers, her head falling back against the wall.

"You can lie to yourself all you want," I murmur, hooking my fingers into her panties and pulling them aside. "But your body knows exactly who it needs"

I push two fingers inside her without warning, and she cries out, her nails digging into my shoulders.

"That's it," I growl, pumping my fingers slowly, feeling how tight she is, how wet. "Feel that? Feel how perfectly your cunt grips me?"

"Yes," she gasps, her hips rocking against my hand. "God, yes."

"You were made for me," I tell her, my voice rough with need. "Every inch of you. This pussy. This body. It's all mine. I already claimed your womb with a child, and I'll breed you again right here and make you swell with another baby. I'm going to trap you because I can't live without you. If that's what it takes to make you admit you're mine."

I withdraw my fingers, and she whimpers at the loss, but then I'm unbuckling my belt, freeing my cock, and her eyes go wide.

"James, we can't—not here."

"Yes, we can." I line myself up with her entrance, the head of my cock pressing against her slick heat. "And we will."

"But—"

I thrust into her in one hard stroke, burying myself to the hilt.

She screams.

Her hands fly to my shoulders, gripping me desperately as her body stretches around me, taking every thick inch.

"Fuck," I groan, my head dropping to her shoulder as pleasure floods through me. "Fuck, you feel so good. So tight. So fucking perfect at this angle."

I don't give her time to adjust.

I pull back and slam into her again, setting a brutal pace, driving into her over and over as her back hits the wall with each thrust.

"James, oh God. James. That's it. Faster."

"That's right," I growl against her neck, my teeth scraping her skin. "Say my name. Remember who's fucking you. Remember who this pussy belongs to."

"You," she gasps, her legs tightening around me. "It's yours—I'm yours."

"Damn right you are." I bite down on her shoulder, not hard enough to hurt, but enough to mark, enough to claim. "And I'm never letting you forget that."

My hips snap forward harder, deeper, and I feel her tightening around me, feel her getting close.

"You're going to come on my cock," I command, one hand sliding between us to find her clit. "You're going to come for me right here, right now, and then I'm going to fill you up."

"Uh."

"I'm going to dump all my seed into this unprotected cunt," I continue, my voice rough, possessive, losing control. "I'm going to breed you again. Put another baby in you. Make sure you never think about running from me. We're going to make that big family we always dreamed of."

"Oh God," Her voice breaks, tears streaming down her face now, overwhelmed, overstimulated, completely at my mercy.

"That's what you need, isn't it?" I press my thumb harder against her clit, circling it ruthlessly. "You need me to fuck you so full of my cum that you can't think straight. Need me to get you pregnant again so you can keep feeding that sweet titty milk to my children. You breasts will be engorged and leaking forever because I won't every stop knocking you up."

"Yes—yes—please."

"Then come," I demand. "Come for me now."

She shatters.

Her orgasm hits her violently, her pussy clenching around me so tightly I nearly lose it right there. She sobs my name, her nails raking down my back, her entire body shaking in my arms.

And I keep fucking her through it.

Hard.

Relentless.

Claiming every last piece of her.

"I'm not stopping," I growl, my own control slipping. "I'm going to keep fucking you until you understand. Until you know you can't leave me."

"I wasn't trying to leave—" she sobs, her voice breaking. "I just needed to see Felix. I needed to clear my head."

"Then I'm coming with you," I say harshly, my thrusts getting harder, more erratic. "I'm meeting my son. I'm staying with you. I'm not letting you out of my sight."

"Are you sure?"

"I'm going to make up for every second we were apart," I continue, my voice rough with emotion now, with need. "Every fucking second, Galina. And I'm starting now."

I thrust deep one last time and let go.

My orgasm crashes through me, violent and consuming, and I spill inside her, filling her completely, marking her from the inside out. My semen clings to her soft pussy walls, staking claim to the most intimate parts of her.

"Fuck." I groan, my hips jerking as I empty myself into her. "Take it. Take all of it. Take every drop of my seed and nurture it in your belly like you did with Felix."

She's still crying, still trembling, her body limp in my arms as I hold her against the wall, both of us panting, both of us wrecked.

For a long moment, neither of us moves.

Then, slowly, I lower her back to her feet, keeping my arms around her to steady her.

Her legs are shaking.

Her face is flushed, tear-streaked, beautiful.

I cup her face gently, brushing away the tears with my thumbs.

"I love you," I say quietly, my voice steady now, certain. "I never stopped. And I'm not letting you go."

She looks up at me, her eyes red, her expression raw and vulnerable.

"I love you too," she whispers. "I never stopped either."

Something in my chest tightens.

I kiss her forehead gently, then her lips, soft this time, tender.

"Then stop running," I murmur against her mouth. "Stop being afraid. We're doing this together now."

She nods slowly, her hands gripping my shirt.

"Okay," she whispers. "Okay."

I exhale, relief flooding through me.

"Good." I pull back slightly, smoothing her hair, adjusting her clothes. "Now take me to meet my son."

Her breath catches, but then she nods again, something fragile but hopeful flickering in her eyes.

"Okay," she says again, softer this time.

And for the first time in over a year, I feel like I can breathe.


FIVE


Galina

Felix is in his arms.

For a moment, I just stand there, frozen in the doorway, my breath caught somewhere between my chest and my throat as I take in the sight in front of me.

My son, my beautiful, soft, perfect boy, is nestled against James’s broad chest like he belongs there.

Like he has always belonged there.

Felix is warm and chubby, his little hands grabbing at the collar of James’s shirt, his cheeks flushed pink with excitement. His dark hair curls slightly at the ends, soft and fine, and his wide eyes, those familiar eyes, are bright with curiosity as he studies James like he has discovered something new and fascinating.

Like he has found something safe.

And James.

God.

I have never seen him like this.

Not once.

His usual sharp edges are gone, softened into something almost unrecognizable. His expression is open, unguarded, a quiet kind of wonder written across his face as he looks down at Felix.

There is a smile there.

Not the controlled, measured one he shows the world.

This one is real.

Warm.

Almost boyish in a way that makes my chest ache.

“Well,” he murmurs, his voice low and softer than I have ever heard it, “you’re heavier than you look.”

Felix responds with a delighted little sound, kicking his legs, clearly pleased with the attention.

James lets out a quiet laugh, adjusting his hold instinctively, like he is afraid of dropping him even though his grip is steady and secure.

“Yeah,” he continues, as if they are having a very serious conversation, “I’m talking to you. You’re already causing trouble, aren’t you?”

Felix grabs at his shirt again.

I don’t realize I am smiling until my cheeks start to hurt.

Something inside me twists.

Because this.

This is what I kept from him.

And seeing it now.

Seeing the way he looks at our son like he is something precious, something extraordinary.

Guilt creeps in, slow and heavy.

“I never knew you had this side to you,” I say softly, stepping further inside and closing the door behind me.

James looks up at me.

And for a second, that softness stays.

It lingers in his eyes, in the slight curve of his mouth, in the way he holds Felix just a little closer.

“I didn’t either,” he admits.

There is something honest in the way he says it. Something that lands deeper than I expect.

He glances back down at Felix, his thumb brushing lightly over his cheek in a gesture that feels instinctive and natural.

“I like it,” he adds quietly. “Being a dad.”

My heart stutters.

Something in my chest tightens, then softens all at once, warmth spreading through me in a way I am not prepared for.

Because he says it like it matters.

Like Felix matters.

Like we matter.

I don’t realize I have stepped closer until I am right in front of them.

Until James is looking at me again.

And then he leans in.

The kiss is brief, but it is enough to send a ripple through me, familiar and dangerous all at once. My breath catches as his lips brush mine, soft but certain, like this is something he has already decided belongs to him again.

When he pulls back, my pulse is unsteady.

And then Felix squirms between us.

A small, impatient sound leaves him as his hands reach toward me.

Toward my chest.

I freeze for half a second as his tiny fingers grasp at my blouse, instinctive and searching.

My body reacts instantly.

A sharp, aching pull.

A prickle beneath my skin.

Heat spreads through my breasts, sudden and undeniable, and I inhale sharply, caught off guard by how quickly everything shifts.

James notices.

Of course he does.

His gaze drops, following the movement, taking in the way Felix clings to me, the way my body responds.

Something dark flickers in his eyes.

Something intent.

“Feed him,” he says. The words are quiet. Firm. Not a suggestion. A command.

I look up at him, my breath uneven. “James. I haven’t done that in a while. He is probably already full from what he ate.”

“I want to see you breastfeeding my son,” he continues, his voice lower now, steadier, like he is grounding himself even as his gaze stays fixed on me. “Being a mother. Nourishing his little body with the milk in your tits.”

My pulse quickens.

James adds in a raspy voice, “I want to witness what I missed.”

That does something to me.

A shiver moves down my spine, slow and deliberate, leaving goosebumps in its wake. My skin feels too sensitive, too aware, every nerve ending suddenly alive under the weight of his attention.

My breasts ache again, sharper now, fuller, responding to Felix, to him, to everything happening all at once.

For a moment, I cannot move, caught between hesitation and something deeper. Something that pulls me toward him, even now. Even after everything.

And the way he is looking at me, not just with desire, but with something heavier. Something that feels dangerously close to reverence. Makes it impossible to pretend this is simple.

Or that I am unaffected.

My fingers move to the buttons of my blouse.

Slowly. One by one.

I can feel James's eyes on me, tracking every movement, and it makes my skin prickle with awareness. With anticipation.

The fabric parts, revealing the simple white bra beneath, already damp from the letdown that happened earlier on the plane.

I hesitate for just a second before reaching behind me to unclasp it. The relief is immediate as the constraint falls away, my breasts spilling free, heavy and full and aching. The air hits my sensitive skin, and I suck in a breath, hyper-aware of how exposed I am. How vulnerable.

James's gaze drops immediately, darkening as he takes me in.

"Magnificent," he murmurs, the word rough, reverent.

His hand lifts slowly, deliberately, and then his fingers are on me, brushing over my nipple. Light at first. Testing.

The touch sends a sharp jolt through me, pleasure mixing with the ache, and I bite my lip to keep from making a sound. His thumb circles my peak, watching as it hardens further under his attention, and then he squeezes gently.

Milk beads at the tip. A single drop, perfect and white.

He watches it form, his breathing getting heavier, and something possessive flashes in his eyes.

"God," he breathes. "Look at you."

I can feel it building now, the pressure becoming almost unbearable, my body begging for release. For relief.

I take Felix from James's arms carefully, cradling him against me, and guide his mouth to my breast. My son latches onto my boob immediately. The sensation is sharp at first, then melting into something warm and grounding as he begins to suckle.

I exhale slowly, my body relaxing into the familiar rhythm, the ache easing with each pull.

James moves behind me. I feel him before I see him, his chest pressing against my back, solid and warm, his arms coming around to hold me from behind.

His hands rest on my stomach. Large. Possessive. Engulfing my belly with his masculine protection.

"I can't wait," he murmurs against my ear, his voice low and rough, "to see two babies latched to both of your tits."

My breath catches.

"Draining you," he continues, one hand sliding up to cup my other breast, his thumb brushing over the nipple, making more milk leak out. "While your belly is swollen with the third."

Heat floods through me at that image, sharp and overwhelming. My pussy clenches at his words, at the image he's painting, and I have to bite back a whimper.

"You'd look so fucking beautiful," he whispers, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. "Full of my children. Feeding them. Growing them. Nurturing a new life in your fertile womb while you nourish the babies we've already created."

His hand massages my breast gently, kneading, coaxing more milk to the surface as Felix continues to nurse on the other side.

"I'm going to keep you pregnant," he says, his voice darker now, more possessive. "Keep these perfect tits full and leaking. Keep your body soft and ripe for me."

I'm trembling now, caught between the intimacy of feeding Felix and the raw, filthy dominance in James's voice.

It's too much. Not enough. Everything.

Felix starts to slow, his suckling becoming lazier, less urgent, and I realize he's getting full. Drowsy.

He pulls away with a soft sound, milk still on his lips, his eyelids already drooping. I shift him carefully, patting his back gently until he lets out a tiny burp, and then he's asleep.

Just like that.

I stand slowly, moving to the crib in the corner of the room, and lay him down with practiced ease, tucking the blanket around him.

For a moment, I just watch him.

My baby.

Our baby.

Then I turn back to James.

My breasts are still full.

Still aching.

Felix didn't take enough to ease the pressure completely, and now I can feel it building again, sharper, more insistent.

James is watching me with naked lust in his eyes. His gaze drops to my chest, taking in the way my nipples are still hard, still leaking slightly.

"I need relief," I admit softly, my voice unsteady. "Will you do it?"

A slow, wicked smile curves his lips. "I thought you'd never ask."

He moves toward me with purpose, his hands reaching out to grab my breasts roughly, possessively, his fingers digging into the soft flesh.

I gasp at the pressure.

"I feel very possessive of these tits nowadays," he says, his voice rough with need. "Love suckling on them almost as much as my son does."

His thumbs brush over my nipples, circling them slowly.

"The idea of drinking your milk," he continues, leaning in closer, "it's so fucking taboo. So intimate. It makes me hard just thinking about it."

I shiver at his words, at the heat in his eyes.

"I was so afraid," I confess quietly, my voice trembling. "That you wouldn't find me attractive anymore. That my body wouldn't be what you wanted after—after Felix."

His hands still. Then tighten.

"Galina." His voice is firm now, grounding. "Look at me."

I do.

"I love your body like this," he says, his gaze intense, unwavering. "Full. Leaking. Soft. With stretch marks and curves and everything that makes you real."

His hands slide down to my hips, gripping the extra softness there.

"I like a womanly body," he continues. "Not a perfect one. I like knowing you carried my child. That your body changed because I bred you. That sex with me makes your body fuller and more beautiful."

Heat rushes through me so fast it makes me dizzy. My pussy warms, slick and ready, responding to him like it always does.

"Bedroom," I breathe. "Now."

He doesn't need to be told twice.

I lead him down the short hallway to my bedroom, and the moment we're inside, he sits on the edge of the bed, pulling me toward him until I'm standing between his legs.

"Take off your clothes," he commands. "All of them."

I obey without hesitation. My hands move to my skirt first, unzipping it, letting it fall to the floor. Then my panties, soaked through already, sliding down my thighs.

I'm completely bare now. Exposed. And he's looking at me like I'm something divine. He traces the stretch marks on my belly, caressing them like they're beautiful. I shiver as heat explodes in my core. I feel beautiful and wanted when he touches me. He kisses my belly, telling me I've been such a good girl, carrying his child in my belly.

"Your turn," I say, my voice steadier now. "To take off your clothes."

He gives me a lopsided grin at my sudden request. But he strips quickly, efficiently, tossing his clothes aside until he's naked in front of me.

My breath catches.

His cock is thick, veiny, standing fully erect, the tip already glistening with precum. God, I forgot how big he is, how full he makes me feel when that dick is inside me.

"Come here," he says, his voice rough.

I move toward him, climbing onto the bed, straddling his lap carefully.

His hands guide me, positioning me over his cock, and then he's pressing inside.

Slowly. Inch by inch.

The stretch is immediate, overwhelming, my pussy clenching around him as he fills me completely.

I gasp, my hands gripping his shoulders for balance.

"Fuck," he groans, his head falling back slightly. "You're so tight."

I try to move, to lift myself, but his hands clamp down on my hips, holding me still.

"No," he says firmly. "Stay still."

"Isn't that too much?"

"I want you to feel this," he continues, his voice low, commanding. "Feel how full you are. How perfectly my cock fits inside your tight little cunt."

I'm trembling now, every nerve ending on fire, my body desperate for friction. My pussy walls are squeezing his hard organ desperately, begging for the friction od his hardness sliding against my unprotected pussy walls. But he won't budge.

"Your pussy walls are convulsing around me dick," he groans, his grip tightening. "I could nut inside you right now."

"Do it," I whimper. "I love the feeling of your warm seed coating my walls."

"Not yet."

Then his mouth is on my breast. I feel the slight wetness of his tongue circling my sore, sensitive bud, making me relax a fraction. Then he applies pressure with his mouth. The suction is immediate and forceful, his lips sealing around my nipple as he sucks hard.

Milk sprays into his mouth, and I cry out, the sensation sharp and overwhelming.

He swallows every drop I drip into his mouth. Then sucks again, harder this time.

His hands come up to knead my breasts roughly, squeezing, coaxing more milk out, demanding it.

"More," he growls against my skin. "Give me more, baby. I love how sweet it tastes."

I'm leaking freely now, milk dripping down his chin as he drinks from me with an intensity that borders on feral.

The pressure in my breasts eases with each pull, but the ache in my pussy only grows. Every time his tongue teases my leaking nipple, a sharp bolt of lightning strikes my pussy. Every time he sucks hard, I feel my pussy clamping around his dick harder. I'm desperate to get off, desperate for more.

"James," I gasp. "Please. Fuck me."

He switches to my other breast, his mouth latching on with the same forceful suction, his teeth grazing my nipple just enough to make me shudder.

I spray milk down his throat, watching his Adam's apple bob as he swallows, and the sight makes heat coil tighter in my core.

This is so intimate.

So raw.

Feeding him like this.

It feels like surrender. Like belonging.

Finally, he releases my nipple with a wet sound, his lips glistening.

"Ride me," he commands, his voice rough, his eyes blazing. "Ride my cock like you want my baby inside you right now."

I do.

God, I do.

I lift myself slowly, then sink back down, taking him deep, and the fullness makes me moan.

"That's it," he groans, his hands gripping my hips, guiding my movements. "Fuck yourself on my cock. Show me how much you want it."

I start moving faster, bouncing on him, chasing the pleasure building inside me.

"You're going to look so beautiful," he growls, his hands sliding up to cup my breasts again, squeezing. "With my baby growing inside your fertile cunt again."

"Yes," I gasp.

"Say it," he demands, his hips thrusting up to meet mine. "Say you want me to knock you up."

"I want it," I cry out. "I want you to breed me. To fill my unprotected pussy with your cum. To give me another baby."

His grip tightens painfully on my hips.

"Fuck, yes," he groans. "That's my good girl."

He thrusts harder now, deeper, hitting that spot inside me that makes stars burst behind my eyes.

"I'm going to pump load after load into your fertile cunt," he says, his voice rough with need. "Until you're dripping with me. Until there's no doubt you're carrying my child again."

"James—oh God."

"You're mine, Galina," he growls, one hand moving to my clit, rubbing it in tight circles. "This pussy is mine. This body is mine. And I'm going to keep it full of my babies so you never forget who you belong to."

I'm so close now, teetering on the edge, my entire body trembling.

"Come for me," he commands. "Come on my cock while I breed you."

I shatter. One minute I'm riding him, the next, I cannot even feel my bones. It's like my entire body has turned iquid. All I can feel is the intense rush of blood between my legs. A heady pleasure shoots through my veins. The orgasm rips through me violently, my pussy clenching around him as I scream his name.

He thrusts deep one last time and lets go.

I feel him pulsing inside me, filling me, his cum flooding my unprotected pussy as he groans my name. He paints my bare walls with his seed, splashing it around my cunt like he owns it.

"Fuck," he breathes, his hips jerking as he empties himself into me. "Take it all. Every drop."

I collapse against his chest, both of us panting, both of us wrecked.

For a long moment, we just hold each other.

Then he tilts my face up gently, pressing a soft kiss to my lips.

"I love you," he murmurs.

"I love you too," I whisper back.

And for the first time in over a year, I let myself believe it might actually be okay.


SIX


James

Seven months later…

I gold Galina’s hand as I lead her through the door into my parents’ house. Our wedding ring glints at her fingers. I wanted to give her a lavish wedding attended by all of my parents’ rich acquaintances when we found out she was pregnant five months ago.

I proposed immediately, but she begged me to keep this a secret from my parents until her pregnancy has progressed further. She didn’t want a spectacle. She just wanted to focus on growing my baby, on making sure it was safe inside her. I had to relent. So I married her at the courthouse, though I did give her an expensive ring.

Today is the day we announce our marriage and new baby to my parents. I can’t wait to see the horror on their faces, to pay them back for the way they treated Galina before.

I hold Galina’s hand as we step inside.

The doors close behind us with a quiet finality that feels almost symbolic. The Whitmore estate stretches around us in polished marble and old money opulence, every surface gleaming, every detail curated to reflect power that has existed for generations.

Nothing has changed.

The same sweeping staircase. The same crystal chandelier hanging like a statement piece over inherited authority. The same suffocating air of expectation.

But this time, I am not walking in alone.

And I am not walking in as their son who bends.

I tighten my hold on Galina’s hand, feeling the slight tremble in her fingers. Her ring catches the light as she moves, the diamond sharp and unapologetic.

Mine.

My wife.

The mother of my children.

A small swell of pride settles deep in my chest.

They are waiting in the living room.

Of course they are.

My father stands near the fireplace, one hand resting on the mantle, posture rigid, expression already edged with impatience. My mother sits on the sofa, perfectly composed, legs crossed, a glass of wine held delicately in her hand.

They look exactly the same.

Controlled.

Untouchable.

Until they see us.

Their eyes land on our joined hands first.

Then on Galina.

Then lower.

To the gentle curve of her stomach.

Everything freezes.

My mother’s glass stills halfway to her lips. My father’s expression hardens, his jaw tightening as realization sets in.

Horror.

That is the only word for it.

“James,” my father says slowly, each syllable measured. “What is the meaning of this?”

I don’t let go of her.

If anything, I pull her closer, my hand firm around hers, grounding her, showing them exactly where she stands.

“With all due respect,” I say evenly, “this is my wife.”

My mother sets her glass down with deliberate care, though I catch the slight tremor in her fingers.

“Your… what?”

“My wife,” I repeat.

My father’s gaze drops again, this time more pointedly to her stomach.

“Is she pregnant?” he asks, his voice colder now.

“Yes.”

The word lands heavy.

“And we’re married.”

My mother lets out a soft, incredulous laugh, shaking her head like she cannot process what she is hearing.

“You’ve lost your mind,” she says, her voice tightening. “Do you have any idea what you’ve done?”

“I do,” I reply calmly. “I’ve corrected a mistake.”

That wipes the disbelief off her face.

“This woman⁠—”

“My wife,” I cut in, my tone dropping just enough to make the room go still.

Her lips press together.

“You think this is acceptable?” she continues, ignoring me. “After everything? After what we discussed?”

I let out a slow breath.

“This isn’t even the beginning,” I say.

That gets their attention.

My father’s eyes narrow slightly. “What does that mean?”

I glance at Galina briefly, feeling the tension in her body, the way she braces herself. I squeeze her hand once, reassuring.

Then I look back at them.

“This isn’t our first child.”

The words hit like a detonated charge.

My mother’s face goes pale.

My father straightens completely.

“What?”

“You heard me.”

I take a step forward, pulling Galina with me, not allowing distance, not allowing hesitation.

“After you forced me to end things with her,” I continue, my voice steady but edged now, “she found out she was pregnant.”

My mother’s lips part.

My father says nothing.

“She didn’t tell me,” I add. “Do you know why?”

Silence stretches.

“Because she was afraid of you.”

That lands.

I see it.

The shift.

The crack.

“She knew exactly what you were capable of,” I continue, my voice sharpening. “You made that very clear. You threatened her career. Her future. Her family.”

My father exhales slowly. “We were protecting⁠—”

“You were controlling,” I cut in. “And because of that, she went through everything alone.”

I feel Galina tense beside me.

I tighten my grip on her hand.

“She quit her job,” I go on, my gaze locked on them. “She struggled. She carried my child, gave birth to my son, and raised him without me.”

My voice lowers.

“While I was here. Exactly where you wanted me.”

The silence now is heavier.

Not just tension.

Something else.

Something closer to realization.

“I should have been there,” I say. “For her. For my son. Giving them everything they deserved.”

My mother looks shaken now.

My father’s expression has shifted into something more calculated.

“You’ve made your point,” he says carefully.

“No,” I reply. “I haven’t.”

I step forward again, fully placing myself between them and Galina.

“You don’t get to control my life anymore,” I tell them. “I chose her. I choose her. And I’m choosing the family we are building together.”

My mother opens her mouth to argue, then stops. Because she understands. They both do.

This is no longer a negotiation. And more importantly, there is something at stake now.

Heirs. Their legacy. My son. The child she is carrying.

I watch the calculation happen in real time. The resistance. The pride. The slow, reluctant acceptance.

My father exhales first. Then, after a long pause, he looks at Galina. “Welcome to the family.”

The words are stiff, forced. But they are said.

My mother hesitates longer. I hold her gaze. Unblinking.

She swallows. Then looks at Galina, her expression softer than I have ever seen it, though still restrained.

“Welcome,” she says quietly.

It’s not warm, but it is not cruel either. And that is enough. For now.

I tilt my head slightly, not letting the moment pass.

“You owe her an apology.”

My mother’s eyes flick back to mine. “James⁠—”

“You owe her,” I repeat, firmer now.

A beat passes. Then another. And then, her shoulders soften.

She looks back at Galina, assess the slight bulge of her stomach, and makes her voice.

“I… may have misjudged you,” she says, the words clearly difficult for her. “If you were pregnant, you should have come to me. I would have… helped.”

It’s not perfect, but it’s something.

My father nods once, curt. “We didn’t know you were so serious about James or about having a family with him. We assumed you were simply after his money and wanted an easy life. A golden ticket out of poverty.”

Galina stays quiet beside me, but I feel the shift in her, the way some of the tension leaves her body. And satisfaction settles deep in my chest.

Because this.

This is what they denied her before.

And now they have no choice but to accept it.

To accept her.

To accept us.

I glance at her briefly, then back at them.

“This isn’t the end of it,” I say. “We’re having a wedding.”

My mother blinks. “You’re already married.”

“And she deserves more than a courthouse,” I reply. “We’re doing it properly. A grand wedding. Everyone will be there.”

My gaze sharpens. “And this time, she won’t be hidden.”

Silence follows, then my father gives a slow nod.

“We’ll make the arrangements,” he says.

Of course they will. Because now, they have no choice.
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The suite door closes behind us with a soft click, sealing us away from the world.

Finally.

Alone.

I watch Galina move toward the center of the room, her wedding dress trailing behind her, the delicate lace catching the warm glow of the lamps. She looks ethereal. Radiant.

And pregnant.

Beautifully, undeniably pregnant.

My gaze drops to her belly, fuller now at seven months, the curve of it visible even through the layers of silk and lace. Something primal stirs in my chest every time I see it.

Pride. Possession. Love.

I cross the room slowly, deliberately, until I'm standing behind her. My hands settle on her hips first, then slide forward, palms spreading over the swell of her stomach.

She leans back into me with a soft exhale, her head resting against my shoulder.

"I love this," I murmur, my thumbs stroking gentle circles over the fabric. "Seeing you like this. Full. Round. Carrying my baby."

She lets out a quiet laugh. "I'm huge."

"You're perfect."

My hands move lower, tracing the curve, feeling the warmth of her body through the dress.

"I liked seeing you in this dress today," I continue, my voice dropping. "Full and pregnant. Walking down the aisle toward me."

She tilts her head slightly, looking up at me. "Everybody must have been scandalized."

I press a kiss to her temple. "I don't care."

"James—"

"I don't," I repeat firmly. "I liked seeing you being the bride you always should have been."

Her breath catches slightly, emotion flickering across her face.

I turn her gently to face me, my hands coming up to cup her jaw.

"And now," I say, my voice roughening, "it's time for the best part of a wedding. The wedding night when I get to devour my sexy, pregnant wife."

Her eyes widen slightly. "James, I'm so big. I'm like a whale. You can't be serious."

I press my finger to her lips, silencing her.

"Don't," I say quietly. "I adore your pregnant body. I can't wait to fuck you while watching your belly bounce. I love being reminded of the fact that I put a baby inside you and it has gown bigger it in that fertile womb of yours."

Heat flushes her cheeks immediately, her breathing quickening.

Good.

I reach behind her, finding the tiny buttons that line the back of her dress, and start undoing them one by one. Her skin is warm beneath my fingers as I work, the dress loosening with each button, revealing more of her.

When the last one comes free, I slide the fabric off her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet. She's wearing white lace underneath. Delicate. Sheer. Her breasts strain against the fabric, fuller now, heavier with the pregnancy.

I groan softly at the sight.

My hands move to her hips, then up her sides, skimming over her curves, savoring every inch of her.

When I reach her breasts, I cup them gently, feeling their weight, their warmth. She gasps as my thumbs brush over her nipples through the lace, and I feel them harden immediately.

"These have gotten even bigger," I murmur, squeezing lightly. "I can't wait to drink from them again."

Her breathing is uneven now, her hands gripping my shoulders for balance.

I lean down, pressing kisses to the tops of her breasts, then lower, my mouth closing over one nipple through the fabric. I suck gently, and she moans.

"You're a vision of maternal hotness," I tell her, pulling back just enough to look at her. "You're a hot mama, and I can't keep my hands off your pregnant body."

She laughs breathlessly. "You're ridiculous."

"I'm serious." I pinch her nipple lightly, making her gasp. "I'm going to fuck you constantly. Keep you pregnant. Keep these tits full and leaking."

Her eyes darken with need.

Perfect.

I remove the rest of her lingerie quickly, leaving her bare, and then step back to take her in.

God. She's stunning. Her belly round and full. Her breasts heavy. Her hips wider. Her skin glowing. Everything about her screams fertility, motherhood, and receptivity.

"Get on all fours on the bed," I tell her, my voice rough.

She hesitates for just a second, then obeys, moving to the bed and positioning herself on her hands and knees.

The sight of her like that—her back arched, her belly hanging low, her ass in the air—makes my cock throb painfully.

I strip quickly, tossing my clothes aside, and then I'm behind her, my hands running over the curve of her ass, down her thighs, then back up to grip her hips.

"You're so fucking beautiful like this," I murmur, positioning myself at her entrance.

She's already wet. So wet that her arousal is leaking down her thighs, glistening on her skin.

I slide into her slowly, feeling her stretch around me, and we both groan.

"Fuck," I breathe, gripping her hips tighter. "You feel incredible."

I start moving, thrusting deep, watching the way her body responds.

Her tits bounce beneath her with every stroke. Her belly sways. Her back arches as she pushes back against me.

"That's it," I growl, one hand reaching around to find her clit. "Take my cock. Show me how much you love it."

She moans, her fingers gripping the sheets.

I rub her clit in tight circles as I fuck her harder, deeper, watching the way her body moves.

Then I see it. Milk. Leaking from her nipples. Dripping onto the sheets.

My cock twitches inside her at the sight.

"Fuck, look at you," I groan, my hand moving to squeeze one of her breasts roughly. "Leaking everywhere. Like a milk cow. Heavy and pregnant and getting fucked."

She whimpers, her pussy clenching around me.

I squeeze harder, milking her, watching the white liquid spray down onto the bed.

"I love this," I tell her, my voice rough with need. "I love seeing you spray milk. It means you're always full. Always ready to feed me and our babies."

"James—oh God, I love when you massage my breasts and get all my milk out."

"You're mine," I growl, thrusting harder now, losing control. "Mine to breed. Mine to fill. Mine to keep pregnant and leaking."

She's close now. I can feel it in the way her body tightens, in the way her breathing becomes ragged.

I rub her clit faster, harder, driving into her with everything I have.

"Come for me," I command. "Come on my cock while I breed you again."

She shatters.

Her orgasm rips through her violently, her pussy clenching around me so tightly I can barely move.

And that's all it takes.

I thrust deep one last time and let go, spilling inside her, filling her completely.

"Fuck," I groan, my hips jerking as I empty myself into her. "Take it all. Every drop."

We collapse together onto the bed, both of us panting, both of us wrecked.

For a long moment, we just lie there, tangled together, her back pressed against my chest, my hand resting protectively over her belly.

Finally, I press a kiss to her shoulder.

"I love you," I murmur. "More than anything."

She turns her head slightly, her eyes soft. "I love you too."

I tighten my hold on her. "I promise you, Galina. Nobody will ever tear us apart again. I'm yours for life."

Tears glisten in her eyes, but she's smiling. "I'm yours for life too. And I can't wait to carry all your babies. To create a big family with you."

Something settles deep in my chest at that. A sense of rightness. Of completion.

This.

This is everything I've ever wanted.

And now, finally, it's mine.


EPILOGUE


Galina

Three years later…

I’m pregnant. Again.

My hand rests on the swell of my belly, eight months now, heavy and full, as I sit on James's lap in the sprawling living room of his family's estate. His hand covers mine, warm and possessive, his thumb stroking gentle circles over the curve.

"How are you feeling?" he murmurs against my ear, his breath warm on my skin.

"Tired," I admit. "But good."

His hand slides lower, spreading over my stomach protectively. "You're carrying low. The doctor said it could be any day now."

I lean back against his chest, watching Felix and Sloane play across the room. Felix is four now, dark-haired and serious like his father, currently building an elaborate tower with blocks. Sloane, two years old with my eyes and James's stubbornness, is doing her best to knock it down.

"Sloane, no," Felix says firmly, trying to protect his creation.

She giggles and swats at it anyway.

I smile, my heart swelling at the sight of them.

James's parents sit nearby, his mother holding a cup of tea, his father reading the financial section of the newspaper. They both look… uncomfortable. Stiff. Like they're still adjusting to this version of their lives.

To me being here permanently.

To their grandchildren running around.

To James not hiding his affection for me.

He doesn't care.

He never has.

His hand moves up to cup my breast gently through my dress, and I stiffen slightly, my cheeks warming.

"James," I whisper, glancing at his parents.

"What?" He presses a kiss to my neck, completely unbothered. "I'm just making sure you're comfortable."

His mother clears her throat pointedly, but doesn't say anything.

I bite back a smile.

This is what I love about him. He's shameless in his adoration of me. Doesn't hide it. Doesn't apologize for it. After years of feeling like I had to shrink myself, make myself smaller, it's intoxicating to be with someone who wants the whole world to know I'm his.

"I think I need to lie down," I say softly, shifting slightly on his lap.

"Of course." Before I can even move to stand, his arms are around me, lifting me effortlessly.

"James!" I protest, my hands gripping his shoulders. "I can walk fine."

"No."

"What do you mean, no?"

He carries me toward the hallway, his expression set, determined. "You're not allowed to walk. Your center of gravity has shifted. I don't want you falling and getting hurt."

"I've been pregnant twice before," I remind him, exasperated but also secretly pleased. "I know how to walk while pregnant."

"Doesn't matter." His grip tightens slightly, protective. "You're precious. And what you're carrying in your belly is precious too. I won't let harm come to either of you."

My heart melts a little at that, even as I roll my eyes. "You did this during my second pregnancy too. I thought you were getting better."

He laughs, the sound low and warm. "I'll never stop worrying about you. If anything, I want to treat you even better now. You mean more to me as the years go by."

That does something to me.

Makes my chest tight.

Makes my eyes prickle with emotion.

I don't argue anymore as he carries me up the stairs to our bedroom, shouldering the door open and laying me gently on the bed.

He kneels beside me, his hands going immediately to my belly, pressing soft kisses to the swell of it through my dress.

"Thank you," he murmurs against my skin.

I thread my fingers through his hair. "For what?"

"For giving me the world." He looks up at me, his eyes dark and sincere. "For giving me yourself. Your love. Two beautiful babies. Happiness."

My throat tightens. "James…"

"I mean it." He presses another kiss to my belly. "You gave me everything I never knew I needed."

I cup his face gently, my thumb brushing over his cheekbone. "I love the life I have with you. The way you adore me. Appreciate me every day. Even though you're so rich, you never take me for granted."

"I'll never take you for granted," he says firmly. "I lost you once. I learned my lesson."

His hands slide up my thighs, bunching my dress.

"Now I'm going to keep you happy and sexually content so you never leave me," he adds, his voice dropping, getting rougher.

I laugh breathlessly as he peels my dress up, exposing my naked belly. His mouth is on me immediately, kissing, worshipping, his hands spreading possessively over my skin.

"You're the wife I always wanted," he murmurs between kisses. "And I finally have you."

"You have me," I whisper, my fingers tightening in his hair. "Forever."

He looks up at me, something fierce and tender in his eyes.

"Forever," he echoes.

And I believe him.

Because this man, this powerful, possessive, devoted man, has proven it to me every single day since the moment he found me again on that plane.

He lifts my hips slightly, positioning himself between my legs, and I know exactly where this is going.

"James," I say softly. "I'm eight months pregnant."

"I know." He presses a kiss to my inner thigh. "And you're beautiful. And I want you."

"You're insatiable."

"Only for you."

And then his mouth is on me, and I stop protesting entirely.

Because he's right.

This is exactly where I belong.

In his arms.

In his life.

In his world.

Forever.
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