
        
            
                
            
        

    
Claimed on the Road:

She Was Full, Pregnant, and Running. He Claimed Her Anyway. 

Chapter1

Wind pushed against the truck as I pulled over. 

She stood alone in the gravel shoulder, thumb out, a little white sundress barely covering her thighs, curls tied back in a knot, belly unmistakable. Not huge yet, maybe six months. Swollen enough to be noticeable. Heavy enough to bounce when she moved. I saw the shimmer of moisture on her chest before anything else—two wet spots blooming slow and dark beneath the thin cotton where her nipples pressed.

She smiled when I rolled down the window. Not shy. Not confident either. That look girls get when they’re tired and trying not to show it.

“Where you headed?” I asked, though it didn’t matter.
“South,” she said. Voice light. Sweet. “Just until I find someplace quiet.” 

I nodded. “Hop in.” She opened the door slow, climbed up with a little grunt. Her dress rode up her thighs as she settled into the passenger seat, belly leading the way. That sweet smell hit me almost immediately. Not perfume—milk. Real milk. Fresh. Her tits were full under that dress, heavy and warm and working.

We didn’t talk much. She rested her hands on her bump, kept glancing at me from under her lashes.
About ten minutes down the highway, I asked, “How far along?”
She looked over, surprised, maybe even a little embarrassed. “Twenty-six weeks.”
I looked at her chest. “You leaking already?”
Color touched her cheeks. She pulled the dress tight over her breasts like it might hide the stains. “A little.” “You got anyone waiting on you?”
She shook her head. “No.”
“No boyfriend? Husband?”
“No.”
“No daddy for the baby?”
She hesitated. Then: “No.”
I nodded. Kept driving. 

Another ten minutes passed. I didn’t try to hide the way I looked at her—legs together, rubbing her thighs slowly, belly twitching every time we hit a bump. Her nipples were hard now. Two swollen buttons pushing out through wet fabric.
“You sore?” I asked.

She looked at me, biting her lip. “A little.”
“You need to be emptied, don’t you?”
She swallowed, slow. Nodded.
I turned off the highway. 

Gravel cracked under the tires as we pulled into an empty rest stop. Trees on all sides, no cameras. No one around for miles.

I cut the engine. “Backseat.”
She blinked at me.
“You want relief, sweetheart? Backseat.” She obeyed. 

Her dress rode up as she climbed over. She moved like it hurt, belly swaying, tits full and tight. I followed her in, shut the door behind me.

I didn’t ask permission. I unbuttoned her top slow, let her tits spill free. Her nipples were already dripping, fat and flushed, milk trailing down her belly in warm streams.

“Jesus,” I muttered, cupping one. It was hot in my palm, skin stretched taut. I leaned in and latched my mouth over the nipple, sucking slow, deep.

She gasped, arched, one hand flying to my hair. 

The milk hit my tongue like warm cream. Sweet, earthy. Her body shuddered with every pull. I drank slow, greedy, groaning into her chest. My fingers gripped her thigh, slid up under her dress. She was soaking. Open. Desperate.
“You’re leaking like a cow in heat,” I growled against her skin.

“I know,” she whimpered. “I’m sorry.”
“Don’t be.” 

I moved to the other breast, sucking harder now. She cried out—high, shaky, overwhelmed. Her hips rolled on instinct, belly rising with every motion.

She tasted like need. She smelled like need. My mouth, my hands, everything on her.
And right then I knew. She wasn’t going anywhere. 

Chapter2

The motel wasn’t even pretending. 

Flickering vacancy sign. Single-story concrete box with paint flaking off the doorframes. I paid cash, one room, no ID. The girl stayed in the truck, watching me with those wide eyes, dress damp from her own milk. Every step she took squelched faintly. She didn’t complain once.

When I came back out, key in hand, she was already climbing out of the cab.
“Room nine,” I said. “You’ll be staying with me.”
She didn’t ask how long. 

I let her walk ahead. The sway of her hips was almost shy, careful under the weight of that belly. Her thighs were pale and soft above dusty shoes. Milk stained the sides of her dress now in big, blooming arcs. Leaking all the way down. She glanced back once, unsure, and I gave her a nod.

Inside the room: one bed, one sink, one tiny stall shower with cracked white tile. I shut the door behind us and locked it.

“Strip,” I said.
She turned to face me, hands curling around the hem of her dress.
“I—” her voice faltered. “Should I shower first?”
“No.” 

She pulled the dress up slowly, over her stomach. The fabric peeled wet from her nipples, sticking for a second before lifting away. Her breasts dropped heavy, slick and gleaming, still leaking from the drive. Her panties were ruined—thin cotton, dark at the crotch. Soaked through from both sides.
She stood in front of me naked, flushed all the way to her ears, belly round and proud, breasts flushed and tender, drops falling to the cheap motel carpet.

I walked past her to the sink, turned the water on cold, let it run. The mirror above the basin was cracked in the corner. I wiped it clear with my palm.

“Come here.” 

She moved slow, barefoot, nipples dripping. I positioned her in front of the mirror, her hands gripping the edge of the sink.

“Watch yourself.”
She swallowed. “Yes.” 

I stepped behind her, ran my hands over her hips. The little moan she gave when I cupped her breasts—wet, helpless—made my cock twitch.
I slid one arm around her belly, lifting just enough to ease the weight. My other hand took hold of her breast, thumb pressing into the swollen areola.

“You’re too full again,” I said low, voice against her ear. “You feel it?”
“Yes,” she whimpered. 

I watched her face in the mirror as I squeezed. Milk surged from her nipple in a thick white stream, splashing the sink. She gasped, hips rocking back instinctively, pressing into my crotch.

“There you go. Let it out.” 

She groaned —long, high, guttural. Her lips parted, eyes glazed as I milked her in rhythm. Wet heat pooled down her body. Milk smeared across the porcelain basin. Her other breast dripped freely, unclaimed for now.
“I can’t—” she moaned.

“You can. Look at yourself. Look how much you’re giving me.” 

Her eyes locked on her own reflection. Her body flushed, trembling. The breast in my hand pulsed with every squeeze, milk squirting out in rhythm. I used my knee to nudge her thighs apart.

“No,” she gasped faintly. “It’s too much—”
“It’s not enough.” 

I slid my hand down her belly, between her thighs. She was drenched—soaked in a different way now. My fingers pushed in slow, two knuckles deep. She jerked, cried out, knuckles white on the edge of the sink.

“Dripping,” I muttered. “God, you’re fucking dripping.”
I kept my fingers inside her, curling slow, just enough to make her grind against me. The breast I’d been milking now drooled steadily, no more pressure behind it. So I moved to the other.

Her cry when I latched my mouth over the untouched nipple echoed off tile—high, breathless, almost shocked.

“A-ahh—please—”
I didn’t stop. 

I sucked hard, hand still buried between her legs. Milk rushed into my mouth, her pussy clenched around my fingers, and she went rigid—then she broke.

Her moan turned into a sob, thighs shaking, orgasm ripping through her in waves as she leaked, gushed, spilled into the sink.
I swallowed mouthfuls of her cream like it was the first thing I’d tasted in days, fucking her with my fingers, holding her belly, whispering filth against her skin.

“Good girl,” I breathed. “So full. So fucking good for me.”
She slumped against the counter, panting.
And I stayed behind her, cock hard, hand dripping, already planning what came next. 

The bathroom still smelled like her: milk, soap, sweat, and something soft I couldn’t name. She’d rinsed off under the spray, but not for long. She was trembling when she stepped out of the stall, water dripping off her hair in long strands, belly taut and glowing in the dim yellow motel light. I wrapped a towel around her, rubbed her arms down slow. She stayed still while I did it, breathing hard, nipples still leaking little drops that stained the terry cloth dark.

“You’re done running,” I told her. She looked up at me, hair stuck to her cheek. Not a question in her eyes this time — just a flicker of relief.

I led her to the bed. It creaked under our weight, sagging in the middle. The air conditioner hummed low. She let me pull the towel away; it fell to the carpet in a wet heap. Naked again, soft and flushed, her belly pushed out and proud, breasts still heavy and leaking.

I slid behind her, spooning her on the bed, one arm under her head, the other draped over her stomach. She fit against me perfectly, back to chest, like she’d been carved to fill the space I’d been missing.

“You’re mine now,” I murmured against her damp hair.
A soft, shaky sound slipped from her throat — not quite a word. 

I pressed my palm to her belly, fingers splayed wide. “All of this,” I whispered, dragging my thumb across her navel. “You. The baby. The milk. Mine now.” She shuddered, thighs rubbing together.

My cock, still hard from the bathroom, nudged against the curve of her ass. She arched slightly, instinctively, like she’d been waiting for it. I slid my hand up to cup her breast from behind. Milk welled at my thumb immediately.

“Offer it,” I growled softly.
She reached up, trembling, took her own breast in hand, and held it back to me over her shoulder. “Here…” 

I leaned in and caught her nipple with my mouth, sucked hard, slow. Warm cream spilled onto my tongue. She gasped, back pressing into me, ass rolling against my cock.

“That’s it,” I murmured, lips dragging across her wet skin. “Good girl. Let it go.”
I shifted lower, nudging her thighs apart with my knee. She was slick already, open and needy, the scent of her sex blending with the milk on my tongue. I pressed forward until the head of my cock slid along her entrance, catching just enough to make her gasp.

“Do you want me to take you?” I asked, voice low.
She nodded fast, whimpering. “Please.” 

I pushed in slow from behind, feeling her stretch around me, her hips trembling. She made a high, broken sound, clutching the sheets.

I moved deeper, inch by inch, until I was buried in her heat. My hand stayed on her belly, feeling the tautness, feeling the way she clenched around me.

“You’re so fucking tight,” I hissed against her neck. “So full.” 

She moaned, long and breathless, pushing back onto me, breasts spilling milk over her hands.
I found a slow rhythm — deep, steady strokes, my hips rolling into her, my palm milking her breast in time with each thrust. Milk smeared across her skin, onto my fingers, dripping onto the sheets. Her cries grew louder with every push, soft and desperate, her body arching, trembling, surrendering.

“That’s it,” I growled. “Take me. Feed me. All mine now.” 

Her back arched like a bow. She came around me in shudders, hips jerking, milk spraying in a sudden rush down her chest. I held her tight, still driving into her, dragging her through it.

I bit her shoulder, hard enough to leave a mark, and whispered against her ear, “Say you’re mine.”
“I’m yours,” she cried out. “I’m yours—please—” 

I spilled into her with a groan, cock pulsing deep, holding her belly, filling her while she twitched and whimpered, still leaking over my fingers.
We stayed tangled together, both of us breathing hard, milk and sweat slicking our skin. Her hand found mine on her stomach and held it there.

No one outside that cheap motel room knew she existed. And right now, she belonged to me. 

Chapter3

The sun leaked through the broken blinds in thin gold stripes. Dust drifted in the beams. The room smelled like her—warm milk, sex, and sleep.

She was still out when I woke. On her side, hair tangled across her face, lips parted. The sheet was pushed down to her thighs, belly bare, breasts heavy and leaking small, lazy drops onto the mattress. Her ass pressed back against my hips, soft and hot.

I moved without thinking, slow so I wouldn’t break the spell. My hand slid over her belly, the other cupping one of her breasts. She moaned faintly in her sleep, turning her face into the pillow, hips rolling back just a little.

I guided myself between her thighs, nudged at her entrance until I felt that slick heat open for me again. She whimpered in her sleep but didn’t wake, only shifted her leg to give me room.
I pushed in slow, inch by inch, stretching her around me. Her breath caught, a small sound like a sigh but deeper, the kind that rides the edge of a moan.

“That’s it,” I whispered against her neck. “Just like that. Don’t wake up yet.” 

She shivered. Her nipple dragged against my palm. Milk welled and dripped over my thumb. I bent forward and caught it with my mouth, tongue circling her swollen areola as I began to move inside her.

Warm cream hit my tongue, sweet and rich. She made a soft, high noise, half-asleep, hips pushing back involuntarily. I sucked harder, drawing more milk out in long pulses, my cock sliding in and out of her slow, deep, steady.

Her eyes fluttered open, unfocused, glassy with sleep. “Mmm…” she breathed, voice small. “You’re… oh—” 

“Shhh,” I murmured against her breast, mouth still full of her. “Just keep giving it to me.”
She moaned, arching her back, pressing her ass against me. Milk sprayed from her nipple, splattering my chin, running down her side. I drank it, groaning into her skin, hips rocking a little harder.

Her hand reached back blindly, found my thigh, fingers clutching. “You’re filling me again…” she whispered, voice trembling.

I bit gently at her nipple, sucked deep, felt her tighten around me. “Every morning,” I growled softly. “Every time you open your eyes, I’m going to be inside you. Drinking you. Keeping you full.”

She shuddered, a broken little cry spilling from her throat. Her body rippled around me, milking me as much as I milked her. I laced my fingers over her belly and pushed her hips back onto me, slow, deep, deliberate strokes until she trembled apart under me.

Her orgasm rolled through her in waves, milk spilling faster now, drenching my hand and the sheet. I kept sucking, swallowing, still moving inside her until I followed with a low groan, spilling into her again. She collapsed back against me, panting, eyes closed. My cock still pulsed inside her. My mouth moved from her breast to her neck, kissing up to her ear.

“You’re mine,” I murmured. “First thing in the morning, last thing at night. Mine to fuck. Mine to feed from.”

She gave a tiny nod, barely a sound, but her body melted against me, soft and pliant. 

I stroked her belly, my other hand still squeezing lazy streams of milk from her nipple, smearing it over her skin. “Good girl,” I whispered. “You keep this up and I’ll make you a place where you can do this all day.”

Her breath hitched. She didn’t say no. 

She didn’t speak right away when I pulled out of her. Just curled up under the sheets, legs drawn close, belly round and glowing in the morning light, milk pooling at her side. She looked used. Full. Sweet. Like something I’d eaten half of and left open on the counter, still warm.

I stood over her and watched her breathe. 

She looked at me without blinking. Her eyes were soft. Quiet. Resigned? No. Not quite. She didn’t look like she wanted to leave.

But she did look like she didn’t know what came next. 

I let her lie there a little longer, then reached down and peeled the sheet back. “Come on,” I said. “We’ve got road ahead.”

She moved slow, legs shaky, breasts still leaking soft little drops when she sat up. Her thighs were slick, pink inside, marked by the places I’d held her last night. Her mouth was still swollen from biting the pillow.

I went to the sink and ran the water while she used the bathroom. When she stepped out again, I had a clean cloth soaked and waiting. I sat her down on the edge of the bed and wiped her down—slow, methodical— starting from her neck, down over her breasts, wiping away the milk trails with broad strokes. Her nipples stayed hard the whole time, even as she trembled under the pressure of the cloth.

She didn’t make a sound. 

I cleaned between her legs, too. Didn’t ask permission. Just eased her knees open and handled her. Her breath hitched once, but she stayed still. Good girl.

She watched me the whole time. 

I pulled her dress out of the plastic motel bag. It had dried overnight, still wrinkled, the stains still faintly visible. I tugged it down over her slowly, careful over her bump, careful around her tits.

She whimpered softly when the fabric brushed her nipples. “It’s going to get wet again,” she said. 

“I know,” I said, straightening the hem. “Let it.” She didn’t smile. But something flickered in her face. She liked that answer.

I took her hand and helped her into her shoes. Then I opened the door, and we stepped back into the heat. 

Clouds were already stacking on the horizon —big, low, purple-gray monsters that meant rain before noon. The air had that feel to it. Tension on the skin, like the whole sky was holding its breath. A storm was coming.

“Where are we going?” she asked as I opened the truck door for her.
I didn’t answer. Just guided her up into the seat, shut it behind her, and walked around to the driver’s side.
She didn’t ask again. 

We pulled out of the motel lot with the radio off. The road was mostly empty. No cars behind us. Trees swayed in the wind, shadows dancing across the pavement.

I kept my hand on her thigh. Just resting there. She didn’t move it.
After a while she whispered, “What do you do?”
I looked over at her. “What do you mean?”
“For work. Or… life, I guess.”
I shrugged. “Used to run cattle. Now I mostly fix things. Old trucks. Appliances. People, sometimes.”
She was quiet a moment. “And you’re taking me where?”
“Where no one knows you. Where I can keep you full. Fed. Safe.”
She exhaled slow. “I don’t even know your name.”
“I’ll give it to you when we get there.”
She nodded. That was all. 

The rain didn’t hit yet, but the clouds were curling tighter. I could smell it coming. The storm would fall tonight.

And I’d have her under my roof before it did. 

Chapter4

It started slow. Just a single drop, then a few more, tapping on the windshield like fingers. Then the sky split and the road turned to glass.

The rain was thick as oil, heavy, blinding. Wipers couldn’t keep up. I slowed to a crawl, headlights cutting through the storm in narrow beams. Lightning cracked somewhere ahead, and the air inside the truck thickened.

She was squirming in the passenger seat. 

She hadn’t said a word since we left the motel, but I saw the way she shifted every few minutes. The way her hands kept going to her breasts. They were swelling again, pushing hard against the thin, milk-stained cotton. Two fresh wet spots were spreading over her nipples, dark and full.

“You hurting?” I asked, eyes on the road.
She hesitated. “A little.” “You’re full again.”
She nodded.
“You want to be milked?” 

She looked at me. The rain streaked down her window in rivers, and thunder rolled over the hills behind us. Her voice was barely audible under the noise.

“I want to be filled.”
My knuckles went white on the wheel. 

I swerved off the road and pulled into a gravel clearing under the trees, tires grinding to a stop. The truck idled loud. Rain pounded on the roof like fists. I looked over at her.
“Lap,” I said.

She didn’t wait for another word. 

She unbuckled and climbed over the console, dress hiking up over her thighs, wet fabric clinging to her skin. Her belly brushed my chest as she settled onto me, straddling my lap. Her tits were right there, swollen and trembling, nipples already dripping little beads of white.

I growled low in my throat, cupped the underside of one, and licked her from the bottom up. 

She gasped, pressing down on my thighs with her knees, her hands bracing against the dash behind me. I tugged her dress down, popped one breast free. Milk streamed across my tongue before I even started sucking. She moaned, loud and breathy, as I latched on and drew deep.

“Ah— god—” she whimpered, hips rolling forward over my lap, grinding against the bulge pressing up under my jeans.
I popped the button, unzipped, and pulled myself free. She was soaked under her panties — I could feel the heat through the cotton. I shoved them aside with one hand and guided her down slow.

She took the tip, then the shaft, inch by inch until she was seated flush in my lap, belly tight against mine, her cunt wrapped hot and throbbing around me.

“Fuck,” I hissed.
Her head dropped to my shoulder. “I needed this. I needed this so bad…”
I rocked my hips up, just once, watching her shiver. 

She lifted herself, then dropped down again, harder this time. A slap of wet heat echoed off the cab walls. Milk splashed against my chest as her tits bounced, dripping onto my stomach.
“Look at you,” I growled. “Dripping for me. Full all over.”

Her fingers curled in my shirt. Her moans got higher, breath hitching every time she came down. Her belly rocked forward, back, full and round, framed by the way she fucked herself onto me with slow, heavy thrusts.

I took her nipple back into my mouth, sucking as she rode. The milk flowed fast now, hot, sweet, streaming across my tongue and down my chin. The mix of taste and heat and pressure sent a pulse through my cock, and I grabbed her ass with both hands, slamming her down harder.

The cab fogged up quick. The windshield disappeared behind condensation and rain. Thunder crashed again, closer this time. Wind howled past the windows. And inside the truck she cried out, nails digging into my shoulders, tits squirting milk with every bounce.

“Gonna fuck it out of you,” I groaned against her. “Gonna keep you full, keep you wet, keep you mine.” She slammed down once more and came apart — shaking, gasping, muscles locking tight around me, milk spraying in twin arcs from her tits.

Her voice cracked.
“Oh f-fuck, I’m coming— I’m coming again—” 

I held her down and filled her, growling deep into her chest as I spilled hot and thick into her cunt, her belly pressing against mine. We rocked together, both panting, both soaked — from milk, sweat, rain, come — her forehead on mine, her hands still clutching me like she might float away if she let go.

The rain kept pounding.
She was breathless, spent, beautiful. Still leaking. Still glowing. 

I wrapped both arms around her and didn’t let go. We pull into the drive and the house presses around us like a promise — low roof, sagging porch light, the kind of place you keep to yourself. She’s still half wet from the storm, hair stuck to her forehead, dress clinging. I take her hand and lead her inside, shutting the door against the damp and the wind.

The kitchen is small and honest: chipped counter, enamel sink, a kettle with a dent in the side. I can feel her watching everything, cataloguing it, seeing whether this place will hold her. I want her to know it already does.

“Sit on the counter,” I tell her. 

She does it without hesitation, climbing up and swinging her legs over the edge. The fabric of her dress peels away from her skin where the rain soaked it through; the damp cloth dark around her thighs. Her belly catches the light like a ripe moon. Her breasts sit high, heavy and leaking, the nipples dark and swollen. I pad to the stove, set a pan on low, and reach for eggs. There’s a rhythm to the small domestic things that calms me; the kettle whistles while I beat the yolks with one hand and slide the pan on. She watches me like I’m putting on a show, like she’s seeing the man who will keep her for the first time in a thousand quiet ways.

“Hungry?” I ask, not looking up.
She nods. Her voice is small. “Very.” 

I melt butter, the smell fat and warm. I flip eggs slow, deliberate, and when they’re soft and golden I break a piece of toast and slide it onto a plate. For a moment we’re ordinary — a woman waiting on a counter while I fix the morning — and it does something to her. Relief softens her face. She smiles a little, embarrassed, and I like the way the skin around her eyes folds.

I set the plate beside her and hand her a fork, then step closer. “Eat,” I say. 

She takes a bite, fingers shaky. Toast crumbs cling to her lips. Her hands tremble as she chews, and the sight of that vulnerability is sharper than anything else. When the plate is nearly empty I move in. “Now for dessert,” I say, and she looks up, curious and nervous in equal measure.

I undo the top button of her dress with my thumb, push the fabric down so one breast drops free. The sight of it is obscene and holy at once: soft, milk-slick, a thin trail running from the nipple and glinting in the kitchen light.

“Come closer,” I tell her. 

She leans forward like it’s the easiest thing she’s ever done. Her breath puffs against my face. I cup her under the breast, thumb pressing into the swollen areola until milk squirts into my palm. I bring it to my mouth and taste — warm, sweet, a little metallic with whatever she’s eaten — and it hits me like hunger.

I don’t waste time. I latch on and suck deep, the way I did in the truck and the bathroom and the motel bed. Her fingers find the hem of my shirt, clutching, nails pressing into my back. Milk pours down my throat in hot, steady streams; I swallow greedily, tasting her, tasting the life inside her.
She moans, low, and the sound vibrates against my mouth. “Please,” she breathes, voice frayed. “Drink. Please, drink.”

I obey. I let her breast empty a little more, fingers pinching and milking in rhythm with my mouth until she trembles and buckles on the counter. The other breast leaks in sympathy, and when she shifts I switch, tasting that one too, letting the two of them fill me. The kitchen fills with the soft noises she makes: small cries, sharp intakes of breath, the occasional broken plea that I like to hear directed at me.

When I finally pull away, my lips sticky, my face glistening, she’s spent in a way that goes past the body — like she’s shed something heavy and is lighter for it. I set my palms on either side of her thighs and guide her down off the counter. Her knees hit the tile; she leans back against it with her arms at her sides, eyes halflidded.

“You taste like the storm,” I tell her, and she giggles wetly, like it’s the best compliment she’s ever been given.
I leave the kitchen for a second, coming back with a towel. I wipe her clean in long, slow strokes — under her breasts, over her belly, down the inside of her thighs where milk and rain and sweat have gathered. She watches me in the quiet, trusting me to steady her.

Then I seize the moment. 

I step back, hook my fingers in the waistband of her dress, and pull it up over her hips. She doesn’t stop me. I bend her over the counter, palms flat on the worn surface, and spread her legs with my knees. Her breath comes quicker now; the baby shifts inside her like a small drum.

I position myself at her entrance and ease in — slow, considerate — but with a claim behind it. The tile is cool beneath her knees, the counter rattles slightly as she grips the edge. I press my forehead to the small of her back and start to move. The rhythm this time is harder, angrier than the morning. The way the motor of the house hums, the kettle cooling, the steady drip from the sink — everything makes the beat lean into what we’re doing.

“Look at me,” I say, rough. She turns her head, hair falling over her cheek, and meets my eyes. There’s water in them, not just from the storm. Want. Fear braided with trust. She answers me without words: her mouth opens, and she lets out a long, raw sound that’s half surrender, half worship.

I pick up pace. The milk I’d drained from her earlier slicks my hands; it’s on her belly, on my thighs. At the height of it I grab her hips and slam into her. Her body jumps, then makes a sound that shreds the room — high and broken and utterly honest. The baby pushes, and she cries out again, the noise tangled with pleasure and something fierce because of it.

I fill her over the cold tile, over the proud curve of her stomach, and when I come I don’t hold back — spilling hot and thick, low and deep — my legs shaking from the force of it. She collapses against the counter, knees buckling, breath gone, milk pooling beneath us like proof that this is where she will stay.

We sit there a long time. The storm moves on outside and the house hums with our aftermath: wet tile, a plate abandoned on the counter, a kettle cooling. She leans back against me then, forehead to my shoulder, and for the first time since I picked her up on the side of the road she lets herself be ordinary in a room that I’ve already decided is hers to keep.
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She Was Full, Pregnant, and Running. He Claimed Her
Anyway.
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