
        
            
                
            
        

    






It all started on a Tuesday. Not the kind of Tuesday that usually meant anything — not my birthday, not a holiday, not even payday. Just one of those long, dumb, gray-sky afternoons where you slog through work, grab some greasy takeout, and try not to think too hard about how boring everything’s gotten.



So when she walked into the hardware store where I was stocking shelves, it was like somebody had set off a flare in my skull.



She wasn’t like the usual crowd — the middle-aged dads looking for drill bits, the moms hunting down paint swatches, or the occasional old guy muttering about needing “the good rope.” No, she was young. Late twenties, maybe, dark hair up in one of those messy buns that somehow made her look even hotter, eyes sharp enough to cut glass, wearing a fitted green dress that clung to every inch of her body like it was afraid to let go. And when she smiled at me? My stomach flipped like I was back in high school.



“Hi,” she said, soft voice like velvet. “You work here, right?”



“Uh — yeah,” I managed, rubbing the back of my neck and immediately feeling like a giant, awkward idiot. “That’s — that’s why I’m wearing the vest.”



She laughed, and something in me tightened. Damn, she was gorgeous when she laughed.



“I need some help,” she said, stepping closer, her perfume hitting me like a warm punch in the gut. “I’m doing a little, um… home project. Think you could give me a hand?”



“Yeah! Of course,” I blurted, trying not to stare at the smooth curve of her hips as she turned.



She led me down the aisle, explaining something about shelves and anchors, but I’ll be honest — I caught maybe a third of it. My brain was too busy short-circuiting, especially when she bent over slightly to point at something, her dress stretching over her perfect ass, her voice going low and throaty as she murmured, “I just don’t want anything… falling out unexpectedly, you know?”



I swallowed. Hard.



We picked out the brackets, the screws, the little plastic anchors she needed — though she insisted on making me walk her through every step like she was helpless, giving me this look under her lashes that said she knew
 exactly
 what she was doing.



When we got to the register, she paused, glanced down at my name tag. “Dylan,” she read softly. “Cute name.” Then, with a tilt of her head and a glint in her eye: “Do you do house calls, Dylan?”



I swear my brain shorted out. I was sure I looked like an idiot, blinking at her, mouth opening and closing like a fish. “Uh… n-no? I mean — not usually, just… just for the store, like, uh, for deliveries sometimes, but —”



She reached into her purse, pulled out a card, and pressed it into my hand — her fingers brushing mine, sending a little jolt of electricity up my arm.



“Why don’t you bring those over to my place later?” she murmured, lips curling. “Make sure I get them installed… properly.”



I just stood there like a dope, holding the card, watching her walk away — her hips swaying, her heels clicking, perfume lingering in the air.



It wasn’t until she was halfway out the door that I looked down and realized the card had her name, her number, and a little note scribbled in looping script:



“I’m ovulating tonight.”



My heart slammed into my ribs. My dick twitched in my jeans, thickening almost instantly, and I had no idea what the hell I’d just walked into.



But I knew one thing.



That was going to be the most interesting Tuesday of my life.



I stared at her card for the rest of my shift, flipping it between my fingers like some kind of magic trick. Alicia Fletcher. Even her name sounded sexy. The handwritten "I'm ovulating tonight" made my cock twitch every time I read it.



"You gonna call her or what?" Marcus, my manager, caught me staring at the card for the fifth time that hour.



"I don't know, man. She's like... really hot."



"And that's a problem because...?" Marcus raised an eyebrow while restocking the nail gun display.



"Because women like that don't just walk in and hit on guys like me." I shoved the card in my pocket, trying to focus on organizing the screwdriver sets.



"Didn't you play college football or something? You're not exactly a troll, dude."



I shrugged. Yeah, I'd done alright in college – decent tight end for a Division II school – but that was three years and twenty pounds of muscle ago. Working at Hendricks Hardware wasn't exactly where I'd planned to be at twenty-seven.



Marcus slapped my shoulder. "Call her. Worst case, she's selling timeshares or something."



When my shift ended at 7, I sat in my beat-up Chevy in the parking lot, staring at her address on the card. It was in one of those upscale condo developments across town – the kind with a doorman and heated underground parking. The kind where someone like me definitely didn't belong.



But my dick had been half-hard all afternoon thinking about her.



"Fuck it," I muttered, starting the engine.



Twenty minutes later, I was standing outside her door, knuckles hovering inches from the polished wood, hardware store bag clutched in my sweaty hand. I'd changed into my least-wrinkled button-down and jeans that didn't have paint stains.



Before I could knock, the door swung open.



"You came." Alicia's smile hit me like a freight train. She'd changed too – into a silky robe that clung to her curves, her dark hair falling loose around her shoulders. "I was starting to think you wouldn't."



"I, uh... brought your stuff." I held up the bag lamely.



She took it, her fingers brushing mine. "Come in, Dylan. Can I get you something to drink? Wine? Beer? Something stronger?"



Her condo was exactly what I expected – sleek, modern, and probably cost more than I'd make in ten years. Floor-to-ceiling windows looked out over the city skyline, everything immaculate and perfectly placed.



"Beer's good," I answered, following her to the kitchen island. The back of her robe dipped low, showing the curve of her spine. I could see she wasn't wearing anything underneath.



She returned with two glasses of what was definitely not the kind of beer I usually drank – some craft IPA in fancy glasses. "So," she said, leaning against the counter. "I should probably explain myself."



"That would be... helpful." I took a long swig of beer.



"I'm thirty-four," she started. "I run my own architectural firm. I have a five-year plan, a retirement account, and I've renovated three properties myself. What I don't have is time for dating, or relationship drama, or any of the usual bullshit."



I nodded, not sure where this was going.



"What I want," she continued, moving closer, "is a baby. And I want to do it on my terms."



My brain short-circuited. "A baby?"



"Yes. I've done all the research, tracked my cycle, taken the supplements. I'm at peak fertility right now." She took the beer from my hand and set it down. "I saw you today, and you're exactly what I'm looking for."



"Me?" My voice cracked like I was fifteen again.



"Tall. Physically fit. Good bone structure. And," her eyes dropped to my crotch, lingering, "according to how you fill out those jeans, you're extremely well-endowed."



I nearly choked. "You want me to get you pregnant? Tonight? That's it?"



"That's it. No strings, no child support, no involvement unless you want it. I've drawn up papers." She nodded toward a folder on the counter. "But before you decide..."



She untied her robe, letting it fall open. My mouth went dry. She was naked underneath, her body even more perfect than I'd imagined – full breasts with dark nipples already hard, the curve of her waist flaring to rounded hips, a neatly trimmed strip of dark hair between her thighs.



"Jesus," I whispered.



"I figure we should enjoy the process." She stepped forward, her hand finding the bulge in my jeans. Her eyes widened slightly. "Oh. You're even bigger than I thought."



My cock strained against my zipper as her fingers traced its outline. "Alicia, I don't know about this..."



"We can go over the paperwork first if you want." Her hand didn't stop moving. "Or you can fuck me right now, and we'll talk after. Your choice."



My brain said one thing. My cock said another. And my cock was winning by a mile.



I grabbed her, lifting her onto the kitchen counter, my mouth crashing against hers. She tasted like expensive wine and possibility, her legs immediately wrapping around my waist, pulling me against her. Her hands were everywhere – in my hair, under my shirt, grabbing my ass.



"God, you're so fucking hot," I groaned, burying my face in her neck, inhaling her perfume. Her skin was soft, warm, intoxicating.



"I knew you'd be perfect," she panted, tugging at my shirt. "Take this off. I want to see you."



I pulled back long enough to yank my shirt over my head. Her eyes darkened as she ran her hands over my chest, my shoulders, my abs.



"Fuck," she breathed. "Hardware store is wasting you."



Her robe was still hanging off her shoulders. I pushed it the rest of the way off, taking in the full sight of her naked on the counter, legs spread for me. My cock throbbed painfully against my jeans.



"These too," she demanded, working at my belt buckle. "I need to see what I'm getting."



Together we fumbled with my zipper, both of us breathing hard. When my jeans and boxers hit the floor, she actually gasped.



"Holy shit." Her eyes widened. "That's... impressive."



I'd heard it before. Nine and a half inches, thick enough that most women needed time to adjust. It had been both a blessing and a curse over the years.



"You sure about this?" I asked, suddenly worried I might hurt her.



In answer, she wrapped her hand around my shaft, stroking slowly. "I've never been more sure of anything."



Her touch sent lightning through my body. I groaned, pushing forward into her grip, watching her small hand barely able to close around my girth.



"I'm on birth control most of the time," she murmured, her thumb circling the head of my cock, spreading the pre-cum that was already beading there. "But I stopped three months ago. Been tracking every single day, waiting for the perfect time." She guided me toward her entrance. "And then you walked into my store."



The head of my cock pressed against her pussy, already slick and ready. I held my breath as she positioned me.



"I need your cum," she whispered, her eyes locked on mine. "Every drop. Women are meant to take your cum. That's what we're designed for."



Something primal woke in me at her words. I surged forward, pushing into her tight heat. She cried out, her back arching off the counter.



"Fuck! You're so big," she gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders.



I froze. "Should I stop?"



"Don't you fucking dare," she hissed, wrapping her legs tighter around my waist. "Just... go slow at first."



I nodded, easing in another inch, watching her face contort with pleasure-pain. Her pussy gripped me like a vise, hot and pulsing around my length.



"That's it," she encouraged, her hips tilting to take more. "God, you're stretching me so good."



Slowly, agonizingly, I worked my way deeper, until I was buried to the hilt. We both stayed still for a moment, adjusting, panting. Her inner walls fluttered around me, adjusting to my size.



"Move," she finally commanded. "Fuck me like you mean it."



I didn't need to be told twice. I pulled back and thrust forward, setting a steady rhythm. The counter edge dug into my thighs as I found my pace, her ass making soft slapping sounds against the marble surface.



"Oh fuck, yes," she moaned, her head falling back. "Harder!"



I grabbed her hips, angling deeper. Our bodies slammed together, the sound of skin on skin filling the kitchen. I watched my cock disappear into her, stretching her with each thrust, her pussy lips clinging to my shaft.



"You're so fucking wet," I growled, feeling myself getting lost in her, in this insane situation. "Is this what you wanted? Some random guy from the hardware store fucking you raw?"



"Yes!" she cried, her hand sliding between us to rub her clit. "Been so long... needed this... needed you..."



I could feel her getting close, her inner muscles clenching around me. The sight of her touching herself while I pounded into her was almost too much. I gritted my teeth, fighting the building pressure at the base of my spine.



"I'm gonna cum," she gasped, her eyes flying open. "Oh god, I'm gonna cum on your big cock!"



Her pussy spasmed, clamping down around me as she came, her back arching off the counter. The pressure was incredible, her walls milking me, pulling me deeper.



"Fuck!" I shouted, my own orgasm rushing up like a tidal wave. "I'm gonna cum too."



"Inside," she demanded, locking her ankles behind my back. "Every drop inside me. That's what I need."



The last thread of my control snapped. I slammed into her one final time, burying myself to the root as my cock pulsed, shooting rope after rope of hot cum deep into her waiting womb. I'd never come so hard in my life, stars bursting behind my eyelids, my entire body shuddering with release.



"Yes," she whispered, her hands stroking my back as I emptied myself inside her. "That's it. Fill me up."



We stayed locked together for long moments, both trembling with aftershocks. When I finally pulled back enough to look at her, her eyes were glazed, lips parted, cheeks flushed. She'd never looked more beautiful.



"So," she said, a slow smile spreading across her face. "About those shelves..."



I laughed, surprised. "You actually need shelves installed?"



"Of course I do." She traced a finger down my chest. "But first, maybe we should try again. Just to be sure."



The craziest part? I was already getting hard again.



"Let's move to the bedroom," I suggested, helping her off the counter. My cum trickled down her inner thigh, and the sight sent another jolt of arousal through me.



She led me down a hallway to her room – a massive space dominated by a California king bed with crisp white sheets. The cityscape glittered through more floor-to-ceiling windows.



"Lie down," she instructed, pushing me gently onto the bed. "My turn to be on top."



I stretched out on her sheets, my cock already at full attention again. She crawled over me, straddling my hips, her wet pussy sliding against my shaft.



"You're incredible," she murmured, leaning down to kiss me – slower this time, deeper. "I knew you'd be perfect for this."



"I still think you're crazy," I admitted, my hands finding her ass, squeezing the firm flesh. "But I'm not complaining."



She sat up, positioning herself over my cock. "The papers are on the nightstand, if you want to look at them. But basically, they say you have no financial obligations, and whatever involvement you want with the child is up to you."



I glanced at the folder, then back at her naked body poised above me. "Let's talk about that after. Right now, I think we were in the middle of something."



Her smile turned wicked. She grasped my cock, guiding it to her entrance. "Women are meant to take your cum," she repeated, sinking down slowly, taking me inch by inch. "And I'm going to take every last drop you have."



I groaned as she enveloped me, her pussy still tight but slicker now with my previous load. She began to ride me, her hands braced on my chest, her breasts bouncing with each movement.



"God, you feel amazing," I groaned, watching my thick shaft disappear into her over and over. "Never felt anything like you."



"It's because we fit," she panted, circling her hips, taking me impossibly deeper. "Your cock, my pussy – we're meant for this."



The sight of her using me, fucking herself on my cock, was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen. Her head was thrown back, her entire body flushed and glistening with sweat, her pussy making obscene wet sounds as she bounced on me.



"Touch my clit," she demanded, guiding my hand between her legs. "Make me cum again."



I found her swollen bud, rubbing tight circles the way she showed me. Her rhythm faltered as the pleasure built, her movements becoming erratic.



"That's it," I encouraged, fascinated by the way her face changed as she got closer. "Cum on my cock again. Show me how much you want my cum inside you."



"Fuck, yes," she moaned, grinding down harder. "I need it... need your seed... need you to fill me up..."



Her words sent fire through my veins. I thrust up from below, meeting her movements, my thumb still working her clit. When she came this time, she almost screamed, her entire body convulsing as her pussy clenched around me in rhythmic waves.



I didn't stop. I flipped her over while she was still cumming, pinning her beneath me, her legs hooked over my shoulders. From this angle, I could go even deeper, and she cried out with each thrust.



"Dylan!" she gasped, her hands clutching the sheets. "Oh god, it's too much!"



"You want my cum?" I growled, feeling feral, driven by some primal need to breed her. "You want me to put a baby in you?"



"Yes!" she sobbed, tears of pleasure streaming down her temples. "Please! Fill me up!"



I pounded into her relentlessly, the bed frame slamming against the wall. Her pussy was so wet, so perfect around me, like she was made for my cock. I felt my second orgasm building, even more powerful than the first.



"I'm gonna cum again," I warned, my rhythm becoming desperate. "Gonna fill your fertile pussy with my cum."



"Do it," she begged, her nails raking down my back. "Breed me, Dylan. Give me your baby."



Her words sent me over the edge. I roared as I came, my cock pulsing violently as I emptied another massive load deep inside her. I could feel her milking me, her inner muscles squeezing every drop from my shaft.



We collapsed together, sweaty and panting. I carefully lowered her legs, staying inside her. Something about the idea of my cum working its way into her womb, potentially creating life, was strangely powerful.



"Stay like this," she whispered, as if reading my thoughts. "Just for a little while."



I nodded, shifting to my side and bringing her with me, still connected. We lay face to face, both catching our breath.



"So," I finally said, brushing hair from her forehead. "This is definitely not how I expected my Tuesday to go."



She laughed softly. "Me neither, actually. I've been planning this for months, interviewing potential... donors. Had appointments set up with three different guys this week."



"Interviewing?" I raised an eyebrow.



"Well, more like casual dates to see if they had the right... attributes." She traced patterns on my chest. "But then I saw you today, and something just clicked. I canceled the other appointments in the store parking lot."



"I'm flattered, I think?" I was still trying to wrap my head around all this. "But you don't know anything about me. I could be a psychopath or have terrible genes or something."



"I trust my instincts." She shrugged. "And I've always been good at reading people. You're kind. Maybe a little lost, but decent. Good genetic material." Her hand drifted down to my softening cock, still inside her. "And extremely virile, clearly."



Her touch made me twitch. Impossibly, I felt myself starting to harden again.



"Three times?" she asked, eyes widening. "You're full of surprises, hardware store boy."



"It's been a while," I admitted. "And you're... well, look at you."



She smiled, rolling her hips slightly. "We should take advantage of this. The more times we do it, the better our chances."



I groaned as she moved against me, my cock swelling inside her. "How many times are you thinking?"



"As many as you can manage." She pushed me onto my back again, taking control. "I want to be leaking your cum for days."



The image made my dick throb. I watched as she began to ride me again, slower this time, more deliberate. Her pussy was so full of my cum that it leaked out around my shaft, making everything slippery and hot.



"You feel that?" she whispered, grinding in slow circles. "That's your cum inside me. Trying to make a baby."



Something possessive and primal stirred in my chest. "You really want this, don't you? A baby. My baby."



"Yes." Her eyes met mine, suddenly vulnerable. "I know it's weird. But I'm ready. I want this more than anything."



In that moment, with her moving on top of me, her body taking mine so perfectly, I believed her. And something shifted in me too.



"What if I want to be involved?" I asked, the question surprising even me. "If this works, I mean."



She stilled. "You'd want that?"



"I don't know. Maybe." I ran my hands up her thighs. "I didn't expect any of this. But the idea of having a kid out there that I never see... I don't think I'd like that."



A slow smile spread across her face. "We can figure it out. Whatever you want."



She bent down to kiss me, deep and searching, her tongue tangling with mine. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close as we moved together.



This time was different – slower, more intimate. My hands explored every inch of her body, learning what made her gasp and arch. She did the same, discovering the sensitive spot under my ear that made me groan when she sucked on it, the way my hips bucked when she raked her nails down my sides.



"Dylan," she breathed against my lips. "I want you to cum in me again. As deep as you can go."



I rolled us over, pinning her beneath me. Supporting my weight on my forearms, I gazed down at her – hair spread across the pillow, eyes heavy-lidded with desire.



"Wrap your legs around me," I instructed.



She complied, locking her ankles at the small of my back. This position let me go deeper, the head of my cock brushing her cervix. She whimpered with each thrust, her hands clutching my shoulders.



"Oh god," she gasped. "Right there. You're right at my cervix."



The thought of my cum shooting directly at her womb nearly undid me. I slowed my pace, determined to make this one count.



"Touch yourself," I urged, lifting slightly to give her room. "I want to feel you cum around me again."



Her hand slipped between us, fingers finding her clit. The sight of her pleasuring herself while I fucked her was incredibly erotic.



"That's it," I encouraged, watching her face as the pleasure built. "Show me how good it feels."



"So good," she moaned, her hips rising to meet mine. "Your cock is perfect. So big... stretching me... hitting so deep..."



Her words fueled my desire. I increased my pace slightly, making sure to maintain the angle that had her gasping.



"I'm close," she panted, her fingers moving faster. "Cum with me, Dylan. Fill me up again."



I could feel her pussy beginning to flutter around me, the first tremors of her orgasm. I drove into her harder, chasing my own release.



"Women are meant to take your cum," she whispered fiercely, her eyes locked on mine. "I'm meant to take your cum. Give it to me. All of it."



Her words pushed me over the edge. As her pussy clenched around me in orgasm, I buried myself to the hilt and exploded, pumping what felt like gallons of hot cum directly against her cervix. We clung to each other, both shaking, both gasping for breath.



"Holy shit," I muttered, collapsing beside her. "I think you've drained me dry."



She laughed weakly, turning to face me. "That was... incredible."



We lay in comfortable silence for a while, our breathing synchronizing. I'd never experienced anything like what had just happened between us – not just the sex, though that was mind-blowing, but the strange intimacy of it. The purpose.



"So what now?" I finally asked, running my fingers through her tangled hair.



"Now," she said, glancing at the clock, "we should probably look at those papers. And then maybe order some food? I'm starving."



"And after that?" I wasn't ready for this night to end.



She smiled, her hand finding mine. "After that, you can help me with those shelves. And then, maybe... we try again. Just to be sure."



I laughed, pulling her closer. "Best hardware store customer service ever."



As we lay there, her body curled against mine, I thought about how weird life could be. How you could wake up thinking it was just another boring Tuesday, and end up potentially changing your entire future by dinner time.



And strangely, I was okay with that.



"So about those shelves," I murmured against her hair. "Where exactly did you want them?"



She laughed, the sound vibrating against my chest. "In the nursery."



"In the nursery?" I lifted my head to look at her. "You already have a nursery?"



Alicia smiled. "The empty room down the hall. Right now it's just white walls and boxes, but it'll be a nursery soon." She ran her fingers through my chest hair. "Hopefully very soon."



My cock twitched against her thigh.



"Again? Already?" She looked down, eyes wide. "That's... wow."



I shrugged. "You have that effect on me."



"Good." She reached between us, wrapping her fingers around my hardening shaft. "Because I want more of your cum inside me. Need to make sure it takes."



Her hand felt so good. I closed my eyes as she stroked me, her grip firm but gentle.



"You're so big," she said. "Biggest I've ever had."



"Is that why you picked me?" I asked. "Because of my size?"



She kept stroking. "It's part of it. But not just that." Her thumb circled the head of my cock, spreading the pre-cum already leaking out. "You have a kind face. Strong build. No wedding ring. And when you smiled at me in the store..." She bit her lip. "I just knew."



I was fully hard now, throbbing in her hand. She shifted, moving down my body.



"What are you—"



"Shh," she whispered. "Let me taste you."



Her mouth closed around the head of my cock, hot and wet. I groaned, my hips lifting off the bed.



"Fuck," I hissed.



She took me deeper, her tongue working the underside of my shaft. Her dark hair spilled across my thighs as she bobbed up and down, taking more of me with each movement.



"That feels so good," I said, threading my fingers through her hair.



She hummed in response, the vibration sending jolts of pleasure through me. Her hand worked what wouldn't fit in her mouth, twisting gently as she sucked.



I watched her, mesmerized. Her lips stretched wide around my girth, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her eyes closed in concentration. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen.



She pulled off with a wet pop. "I want to taste your cum," she said, her voice husky. "But not this time." She crawled back up my body. "This time I need it where it counts."



She straddled me again, her pussy hovering just above my cock. I could feel her heat, her wetness.



"You want this?" she asked, teasing me with just the tip.



"Yes," I said. "I want to fill you up."



She sank down on me in one slow, smooth motion, taking me to the hilt. We both moaned. Her pussy was so slick with her juices and my previous loads that I slid in easily, despite my size.



"God, you feel good," she said, starting to move. "So fucking good."



I grabbed her hips, helping guide her movements. "You're so wet," I said. "So tight around my cock."



She planted her hands on my chest, riding me harder. Her breasts bounced with each movement, her nipples hard and pointing at me.



"Touch my tits," she gasped.



I reached up, cupping the soft weight of them in my palms. Her nipples pressed against my fingers as I squeezed gently.



"Harder," she urged. "Pinch them."



I rolled her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, tugging lightly. She cried out, her pussy clenching around me.



"Yes," she hissed. "Just like that."



Her pace increased, her hips working frantically. I could tell she was chasing her orgasm.



"You close?" I asked.



She nodded, her eyes squeezed shut, her bottom lip caught between her teeth. "So close. Keep doing that."



I pinched her nipples again, harder this time. With my other hand, I reached between us, finding her clit. It was swollen and hard under my fingers.



"Oh god," she moaned as I started rubbing. "Right there. Don't stop."



I worked her clit in tight circles, matching her rhythm. Her movements became jerky, less controlled.



"I'm gonna cum," she warned, her voice high and tight. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum on your big cock!"



I felt her pussy spasm around me, gripping me like a vise as she came. She threw her head back, a long, low moan escaping her throat. Her entire body shook with the force of her orgasm.



Before she came down from her high, I flipped us over. I wanted to be in control for this part. Wanted to drive my cum as deep inside her as possible.



I pushed her legs up and back, opening her wider. From this angle, I could see where we were joined – my thick cock stretching her pussy lips, glistening with our combined juices.



"You ready for another load?" I asked, starting to thrust.



"Yes," she panted. "Fill me up. Put a baby in me."



I drove into her hard and fast, the wet sounds of our fucking filling the room. The headboard slammed against the wall with each thrust.



"Your pussy feels so good," I groaned. "So fucking good around my cock."



"It's yours," she said, her hands clutching my arms. "Take it. Use it. Fill it up."



Her words pushed me closer to the edge. I could feel my balls tightening, the pressure building.



"I'm gonna cum," I warned, my pace becoming erratic. "Gonna fill you up again."



"Do it," she urged. "Cum inside me. I need it. Need your cum."



With a shout, I buried myself to the hilt and exploded. Rope after rope of hot cum shot deep inside her. I kept thrusting through my orgasm, making sure every drop went as deep as possible.



Finally spent, I collapsed beside her, both of us breathing hard.



"That was..." I couldn't find the words.



"Yeah," she agreed, a lazy smile spreading across her face.



We lay there for a while, catching our breath. Her hand found mine, our fingers intertwining.



"Hungry?" she asked.



My stomach growled in response. We both laughed.



"Starving," I admitted.



"Me too." She reached for her phone on the nightstand. "Pizza okay?"



"Pizza's perfect."



While she ordered, I took in her room for the first time. Like the rest of her condo, it was sleek and modern. The bed we lay in was huge, the sheets tangled from our activities. Large black-and-white photos of city skylines hung on the walls. A small desk stood in the corner, covered in papers and a laptop.



"Thirty minutes," she said, putting down her phone. "Think we have time for a shower?"



I grinned. "Definitely."



Her bathroom was as fancy as the rest of the place – all marble and glass, with a shower big enough for four people. She turned on the water, steam quickly filling the space.



"Come on," she said, stepping under the spray.



I joined her, watching as water cascaded down her body, following the curves of her breasts, her waist, her hips. Her dark hair turned black as it got wet, clinging to her shoulders and back.



"You're beautiful," I said.



She smiled, reaching for a bottle of shampoo. "Hold still."



She lathered my hair, her fingers massaging my scalp. It felt amazing. I closed my eyes, enjoying her touch.



"Your turn," I said when she finished rinsing me off.



I returned the favor, working the shampoo through her long hair. She leaned into my touch, making little sounds of pleasure.



"That feels nice," she murmured.



As I rinsed her hair, my hands slid down her back, over the curve of her ass. She pressed back against me, her wet skin sliding against mine.



"Again?" she asked, feeling my cock starting to harden against her.



"Can't help it," I said, my hands finding her breasts. "You make me crazy."



She turned to face me, her arms looping around my neck. Water ran down between us as we kissed, deep and hungry.



My cock was fully hard now, pressing against her stomach. She reached down, wrapping her fingers around it.



"We should wait," she said, even as she stroked me. "Save it for after we eat. Build up another big load."



I nodded, though it was hard to think with her hand on me. "Probably smart."



She gave me one more stroke, then let go. "But maybe a little taste wouldn't hurt."



Before I could respond, she dropped to her knees. The shower spray hit her back as she took me in her mouth again. I braced myself against the tile wall, watching her head bob back and forth.



"Fuck," I groaned. "Your mouth feels so good."



She looked up at me, her eyes locked on mine as she sucked. One hand worked my shaft while the other cupped my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers.



"If you keep that up," I warned, "I won't last long."



She pulled off, giving the head one last lick. "Can't waste it," she said, standing up. "Need it all inside me."



We finished washing each other, hands lingering on sensitive spots but not pushing things further. By the time we stepped out of the shower, the bathroom mirror was completely fogged.



She handed me a towel, then wrapped one around herself. "I might have some sweats that'll fit you," she said. "My ex left some stuff here."



"That's okay," I said. "I'm good with just the towel for now."



She smiled. "I'm good with that too."



We were barely dressed – me in just the towel, her in a silk robe again – when the doorbell rang.



"Pizza's here," she said. "Want to grab some plates while I get the door?"



I found plates in the kitchen cabinet and set them on the counter. When she returned with the pizza, my stomach growled again at the smell.



"Hungry boy," she teased, setting the box down.



We ate standing at the kitchen island, neither of us bothering with the dining table. The pizza was good – some fancy wood-fired thing with prosciutto and arugula.



"So," she said between bites, "tell me about yourself, Dylan. What's your story?"



I shrugged. "Not much to tell. Grew up in Baker Heights. Played football in college. Business major. Got hurt my senior year – blew out my knee. After that..." I trailed off. "Plans changed."



"And now you work at a hardware store."



"For now," I said. "It's not what I planned, but it pays the bills while I figure things out."



She nodded. "What did you plan?"



"Sports management, maybe. Or coaching. Something in that world." I took another bite of pizza. "What about you? How does someone end up running an architectural firm?"



"Always loved buildings," she said. "How they work, how they look, how they make people feel. My dad was a contractor, so I grew up on job sites." She smiled at the memory. "Got my degree, worked for some big firms, then branched out on my own five years ago."



"That's impressive," I said, meaning it.



"It's been a lot of work. Long hours, stress, dealing with difficult clients. Not much time for a personal life." She looked at me. "Hence the... unusual approach to starting a family."



I nodded, understanding better now. "You could've just used a sperm bank."



"Thought about it," she admitted. "But this seemed more..." She searched for the word. "Natural. And more fun."



"Definitely more fun," I agreed, making her laugh.



We finished eating in comfortable silence. When the pizza was gone, she put the leftover slices in the fridge and tossed the box.



"Want to see the nursery?" she asked.



"Sure."



She led me down the hall to a room at the end. It was empty except for some boxes stacked in the corner and a single rocking chair by the window.



"It's not much yet," she said, flipping on the light. "But I have plans."



"What color are you thinking?" I asked, trying to picture the room filled with baby things.



"Depends if it's a boy or girl, I guess." She leaned against the doorframe. "Do you have a preference?"



The question caught me off guard. "I haven't really thought about it."



"Well, think about it now."



I looked around the empty room, trying to imagine a child – my child – growing up here. "Maybe a girl?" I said finally. "I don't know why. Just a feeling."



She smiled. "I was thinking the same thing."



Something shifted between us then. This wasn't just about sex anymore. This was about creating a life together, even if our arrangement was unconventional.



"So," I said, nodding to the wall opposite the window. "Shelves there?"



"Yes." She walked over, gesturing with her hands. "Three floating shelves. For books, stuffed animals, that kind of thing."



I studied the wall, mentally calculating what we'd need. "I can do that. No problem."



She turned to face me, her robe slipping open slightly. "You know what else we should do in here?"



"What's that?"



She untied her robe, letting it fall to the floor. She stood naked before me, bathed in the soft light from the ceiling fixture.



"Christen it," she said.



My towel tented immediately. "Here? Now?"



She walked to the rocking chair, sat down, and spread her legs wide. Her pussy glistened, still swollen from our earlier activities.



"Here," she confirmed. "Now."



I crossed the room in three strides, dropping my towel on the way. I knelt between her legs, my cock jutting up hard and ready.



"I want to taste you first," I said.



Before she could respond, I leaned in and ran my tongue along her slit. She gasped, her hands flying to my hair.



"Oh god," she moaned.



She tasted like a mix of her own wetness and my cum from before. It should have been strange, but it was somehow incredibly hot.



I licked her slowly, exploring her folds with my tongue. Her clit was still sensitive from earlier, swollen and peeking out from its hood. I circled it gently, feeling her thighs tremble against my shoulders.



"That feels so good," she sighed, her fingers tightening in my hair.



I slipped two fingers inside her as I licked, feeling her pussy clench around them. She was incredibly wet, her body still ready from our previous rounds.



"You're so wet," I murmured against her. "So fucking wet for me."



"Always," she gasped. "Can't help it."



I curled my fingers, finding that rough spot inside her that made her cry out. At the same time, I sucked her clit into my mouth, working it with my tongue.



"Fuck!" she shouted, her hips bucking against my face. "Right there. Don't stop."



I kept the pressure steady, my fingers moving in and out as I sucked her clit. She writhed in the chair, the rocking motion adding to the rhythm of my touch.



"I'm gonna cum," she warned, her voice breaking. "Oh god, I'm gonna cum on your face!"



I felt her pussy contract around my fingers as she came, a fresh gush of wetness coating my hand. I kept licking, gentler now, helping her ride out her orgasm.



When she finally pushed my head away, too sensitive to continue, I sat back on my heels. My cock was painfully hard, pre-cum beading at the tip.



"Come here," she said, reaching for me.



I stood up, my cock at the perfect height for her to take in her mouth as she sat in the chair. She leaned forward, wrapping her lips around the head, her tongue swirling over the sensitive tip.



"Jesus," I hissed, my hands finding her shoulders for support.



She took me deeper, humming around my length. Her hand worked what wouldn't fit, twisting and stroking in perfect sync with her mouth.



After a minute of this, she pulled back. "I want you inside me now," she said. "Need your cum in me."



She stood up, turned around, and bent over the rocking chair. Her ass was perfect – round and firm, her pussy visible between her spread legs.



"Take me like this," she said, looking over her shoulder. "From behind. Deep as you can go."



I didn't need to be told twice. I positioned myself behind her, guiding my cock to her entrance. With one firm thrust, I buried myself inside her.



"Oh fuck," she moaned, her knuckles turning white as she gripped the chair.



I held her hips, pulling her back as I thrust forward. Each movement sent the chair rocking, adding momentum to our fuck.



"Your pussy feels so good," I groaned, watching my cock disappear into her over and over. "So tight around me."



"Harder," she demanded. "Fuck me harder."



I increased my pace, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. The sound of our bodies meeting filled the room, along with our moans and the creaking of the rocking chair.



"Yes," she hissed. "Just like that. Right there."



I reached around her, finding her clit again. It was slippery with her juices, easy to circle with my fingers as I pounded into her.



"You gonna cum again?" I asked, feeling her pussy starting to clench around me.



"Yes," she panted. "So close. Don't stop."



I kept up the pressure on her clit, my cock driving into her at a relentless pace. When she came this time, she almost screamed, her whole body shaking with the force of it.



Her pussy spasmed around me, triggering my own release. I slammed into her one final time, holding her hips tight against me as I emptied myself deep inside her.



"I can feel you cumming," she gasped. "Feel you filling me up."



We stayed like that for a moment, both catching our breath. When I finally pulled out, a trickle of cum ran down her inner thigh.



"Don't waste it," she said, quickly sitting back in the chair. She put her feet up on the arms, keeping her hips elevated. "Need to keep it all in."



I knelt in front of her again, cleaning her thigh with my tongue. She watched me, her eyes dark with renewed desire.



"You're full of surprises, hardware store boy," she said.



"So are you, architect lady."



We both laughed, the tension of the moment breaking.



"We should probably get dressed," she said after a while. "I've got those papers for you to look over."



I nodded, helping her up from the chair. We gathered our discarded towel and robe, heading back to the bedroom.



"You want to borrow some clothes?" she asked. "Those sweats I mentioned?"



"Sure," I said. "Thanks."



She dug through a drawer and tossed me a pair of gray sweatpants. They were a little tight but better than nothing.



She pulled on a tank top and shorts, then grabbed the folder from her nightstand. "Here," she said, handing it to me. "Take your time. Read it carefully."



I sat on the edge of the bed and opened the folder. Inside was a document titled "Donor Agreement." I read through it slowly, making sure I understood everything.



It was pretty straightforward. If she got pregnant, I would have no financial obligations to the child. I could choose my level of involvement, from no contact at all to regular visitation, with the understanding that she would have full custody and decision-making authority. If I wanted to be involved, we would work out a co-parenting arrangement that worked for both of us.



"This looks fair," I said when I finished reading. "You've really thought this through."



"I have," she said. "I'm not looking to trap anyone or create drama. I just want a child."



"And if I want to be involved?"



"Then we'll figure it out," she said. "One step at a time."



I nodded, picking up the pen she'd left with the papers. "Where do I sign?"



She showed me the signature lines. I signed my name, feeling strangely formal after everything we'd done.



"So that's it?" I asked, handing back the folder. "We're officially trying to make a baby?"



"Well," she said with a smile, "we already were. But now we have the paperwork to back it up."



She put the folder in her desk drawer, then came back to sit beside me on the bed.



"What now?" I asked.



"Now we wait and see." She ran her fingers through my hair. "Though we should probably keep trying. Just to be sure."



My cock stirred at her words, but I was genuinely spent. "I might need a little time to recover," I admitted. "You've worn me out."



She laughed. "Fair enough. Want to watch a movie? Rest up a bit?"



"Sounds good."



We settled against the headboard, her laptop between us. She pulled up some action movie I'd never seen, and we both pretended to watch it. But my mind was racing with the reality of what we were doing.



Twenty minutes into the movie, her hand found mine again. "You okay?" she asked. "You seem quiet."



"Just thinking," I said. "This is all happening so fast."



"Too fast?" Her voice held a note of worry.



I squeezed her hand. "No. Just... different than I expected when I woke up this morning."



She smiled. "Life's funny that way."



As the movie played, her head eventually came to rest on my shoulder. Her breathing deepened, and I realized she'd fallen asleep. I let her stay there, watching the way her eyelashes fluttered against her cheeks.



I must have dozed off too, because the next thing I knew, the laptop had gone black and the room was dark except for the glow of the city lights through the windows.



Alicia was still asleep against me, her body warm and soft. Carefully, I moved the laptop to the nightstand and shifted us both down until we were lying properly on the bed.



She stirred as I pulled the covers over us. "What time is it?" she mumbled.



I checked my phone. "Just after midnight."



"Mm." She curled against me, her arm draping across my chest. "Stay?"



"Yeah," I said. "I'll stay."



I fell back asleep with her nestled against me, her scent filling my nose, her heartbeat steady against my side.



When I woke again, sunlight was streaming through the windows. Alicia was no longer beside me, but I could hear movement in the kitchen.



I stretched, feeling muscles protest from last night's activities. My cock was morning-hard, tenting the borrowed sweatpants.



I got up and followed the sounds to the kitchen, where Alicia stood at the counter making coffee. She wore only an oversized t-shirt that barely covered her ass.



"Morning," I said.



She turned, a smile lighting up her face. "Hey there. Coffee?"



"Please."



She poured me a mug, adding cream without asking. Somehow she knew just how I liked it.



"Sleep okay?" she asked, leaning against the counter.



"Better than I have in a while," I admitted. "You?"



"Same." She took a sip of her coffee. "I don't usually fall asleep during movies. Or with guys I just met."



"I'm honored," I said, making her laugh.



We drank our coffee in comfortable silence. I couldn't help noticing how good she looked in the morning light – her hair messy, her face free of makeup, her legs bare and endless.



"What?" she asked, catching me staring.



"Nothing," I said. "Just... you're really beautiful."



A flush crept up her neck. "Thanks."



She set down her mug and moved closer to me. Her hand brushed against the front of my sweatpants, where my erection was still very evident.



"I see someone's up and ready this morning," she said, her voice dropping lower.



"Always," I said, putting my own mug aside. "Around you, anyway."



She slipped her hand inside the waistband, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. "Good," she purred. "Because I woke up thinking about your cock inside me."



I groaned as she stroked me. "Is that right?"



"Mmhmm." She stepped closer, pressing her body against mine. "I'm already wet for you. Feel."



She guided my hand under her shirt, between her legs. Sure enough, her pussy was slick and ready.



"Fuck," I whispered, sliding a finger inside her. "You are wet."



"Told you." She pushed the sweatpants down, freeing my cock. "I need this inside me. Right now."



I lifted her onto the counter, stepping between her spread legs. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me closer.



"No foreplay," she said, guiding my cock to her entrance. "Just fuck me. Hard."



I pushed inside her in one smooth thrust, making us both moan. She was so wet there was almost no resistance, despite my size.



"Yes," she hissed, her arms wrapping around my neck. "Just like that."



I started moving, setting a fast, hard pace like she wanted. The counter was the perfect height, allowing me to drive deep with each thrust.



"Your pussy feels so good," I groaned, my hands gripping her ass. "So fucking good."



"Your cock fills me up so perfect," she gasped, her head falling back. "So big inside me."



I pushed her shirt up, revealing her breasts. I leaned down, taking a nipple in my mouth, sucking hard as I pounded into her.



"Oh god," she cried, her fingers tangling in my hair. "Right there. Don't stop."



I switched to her other nipple, giving it the same treatment. She writhed against me, her pussy clenching around my cock.



"Fuck me harder," she demanded. "Make me cum on your big cock."



I increased my pace, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the kitchen. The counter edge dug into my thighs, but I didn't care. All that mattered was the tight, wet heat of her pussy gripping me, the moans spilling from her lips.



"Touch your clit," I ordered. "Make yourself cum while I fuck you."



She obeyed, her fingers finding her swollen bud, rubbing in tight circles. I could feel her getting closer, her inner muscles fluttering around me.



"That's it," I encouraged. "Cum for me, Alicia. Cum all over my cock."



Her movements became frantic, her breathing rapid and shallow. "I'm close," she gasped. "So close. Don't stop."



I kept thrusting, hitting deep inside her with each stroke. When she came, her entire body tensed, her pussy clamping down around me like a vise.



"Dylan!" she cried, her back arching off the counter. "Oh god, yes!"



The feeling of her cumming around me was too much. I felt my own orgasm building fast.



"I'm gonna cum," I warned, my pace becoming erratic. "Gonna fill you up again."



"Yes," she urged, her legs tightening around me. "Give me your cum. All of it."



With a shout, I buried myself to the hilt inside her and exploded. Pulse after pulse of hot cum shot deep into her waiting womb. I kept thrusting through my orgasm, making sure every drop went as deep as possible.



When I was finally spent, I rested my forehead against hers, both of us breathing hard.



"Good morning to you too," she said, a smile in her voice.



I laughed, still inside her. "Best morning I've had in a long time."



She tilted her head, kissing me softly. It was different from our kisses last night – less urgent, more tender.



"You should probably get to work," she said when we broke apart. "What time is your shift?"



I checked the clock on her microwave. "Not until noon."



"Good," she said, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest. "Because I think we need to try again before you go."



I raised an eyebrow. "Again? Already?"



"The more times we do it, the better our chances," she reminded me. "Plus..." Her hand slid down to where we were still joined. "I just really like having you inside me."



Despite having just cum, I felt myself starting to harden again at her words. "You're insatiable."



"Only with you," she said. "And only until we know it took."



I pulled out carefully, watching as some of my cum leaked from her. "Should we save that?" I asked. "Keep it inside you?"



She nodded, sliding off the counter. "Bedroom. Now."



We moved to the bedroom, where she immediately lay on her back, legs spread wide. I knelt between them, admiring the view. Her pussy was red and swollen from our fucking, my cum visible inside her.



"You look so hot like this," I said. "All messy with my cum."



She smiled, running her hands over her body. "Come here," she said. "I want to taste us together."



I moved up her body, bringing my face to hers. Our kiss was deep and hungry, her tongue tangling with mine.



My cock was fully hard again, pressing against her stomach. She reached down, guiding me back to her entrance.



"Slow this time," she whispered. "I want to feel every inch of you."



I pushed inside her gradually, watching her face as she took me in. Her eyes fluttered closed, her lips parting in a silent gasp.



"You're so deep," she breathed when I was fully seated inside her. "So fucking deep."



I started moving, setting a slow, steady rhythm. This wasn't the frantic fucking of earlier – this was deliberate, each stroke meant to be felt, savored.



"You feel amazing," I said, my hands finding hers, pinning them above her head. "Your pussy was made for my cock."



"Yes," she agreed, her hips rising to meet mine. "Made to take you. Made to take your cum."



We moved together in perfect sync, the only sounds our breathing and the wet sounds of our bodies joining. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper with each thrust.



"Kiss me," she demanded, and I did, pouring all my unexpected feelings into it.



I could feel her starting to tighten around me again, her breathing becoming more ragged.



"I'm close," she whispered against my lips. "So close."



"Me too," I admitted. The slow pace was somehow more intense than our harder fucking.



"Cum with me," she urged. "Fill me up one more time. Put your baby in me."



Her words pushed me over the edge. I thrust deep and held there as I came, feeling her pussy pulse around me as she found her own release.



We stayed locked together, foreheads touching, breathing each other's air as our orgasms subsided.



"Stay inside me," she whispered. "Just for a little while."



I carefully rolled us to our sides, keeping our bodies connected. Her leg draped over my hip, her arms wound around my neck.



"I should probably shower before work," I said after a few minutes.



"Probably," she agreed. "But not yet."



We lay there, trading lazy kisses and light touches. Something was happening between us – something beyond the physical, beyond our unusual arrangement.



When I finally had to get up, she walked me to the bathroom, then disappeared while I showered. By the time I emerged, she had laid out my clothes from yesterday, neatly folded.



"I put your number in my phone," she said as I dressed. "Hope that's okay."



"Of course," I said. "You should use it."



At the door, she handed me a key. "In case I'm not home when you come back."



"You want me to come back?" I asked, surprised.



"Of course I do," she said. "We need to make sure, remember? Plus..." She bit her lip. "I like having you here."



I pocketed the key, feeling strangely touched by the gesture. "I like being here."



She pulled me down for one more kiss. "Good luck at work, hardware store boy."



I grinned. "Thanks, architect lady."



As I headed to my car, I knew my life had changed completely in less than twenty-four hours. And somehow, I was okay with that.



My phone buzzed in my pocket as I reached the parking lot. A text from Alicia: "I can already feel your cum inside me. Thinking about it all day. Come back tonight?"



I texted back: "Try and stop me."



Her reply came seconds later: "Bring your tools. We have shelves to hang."



I laughed, getting into my car. As I drove to work, I couldn't stop smiling. Whatever happened next – baby or no baby – I had a feeling Tuesday wasn't going to be boring anymore.



Two weeks later, I was practically living at Alicia's place. We'd fallen into a routine – I'd come over after my shift, we'd have dinner, talk about our days, and then spend hours in bed, making love in every position we could think of.



The shelves were up in the nursery now, along with a fresh coat of pale yellow paint. "Neutral," she'd explained. "Until we know."



It was Friday night, and I'd just gotten off a long shift. My back ached from loading lumber all day. When I let myself into her condo, the lights were dim and music was playing softly.



"Alicia?" I called, dropping my keys on the counter.



"In here," she answered from the bedroom.



I found her sitting on the edge of the bed, something in her hands. When she looked up, her eyes were shining.



"What is it?" I asked, suddenly nervous.



She held up a white plastic stick. "I'm pregnant."



I stared at her, my heart pounding in my chest. "You're sure?"



She nodded, tears spilling down her cheeks. "Three tests. All positive."



I crossed the room in two strides, dropping to my knees in front of her. "We did it?"



"We did it," she confirmed, her smile brighter than I'd ever seen it.



Without thinking, I pressed my lips to her still-flat stomach. "Hey there," I whispered. "I'm your dad."



I felt her fingers in my hair, gentle and loving. When I looked up, she was watching me with an expression I couldn't quite read.



"You don't have to—" she started.



"I want to," I interrupted. "I want to be there. For everything."



Fresh tears spilled down her cheeks. "Really?"



"Really." I stood up, pulling her with me. "We did this together. We'll do the rest together too."



She threw her arms around my neck, burying her face against my chest. I held her tight, my own eyes growing damp.



"I never expected this," she said, her voice muffled against my shirt. "When I walked into that hardware store, I was just looking for... I don't know. A donor. Not..."



"Not what?"



She pulled back to look at me, her eyes still wet with tears. "Not someone I'd fall in love with."



My heart stopped, then raced. "You love me?"



She nodded, looking suddenly vulnerable. "I know it's fast. And complicated. And probably not what you signed up for. But—"



I cut her off with a kiss, pouring everything I felt into it. "I love you too," I said when we broke apart. "I think I have since you handed me that card."



She laughed through her tears. "That was a pretty bold move, wasn't it?"



"Worked, didn't it?" I grinned, placing my hand on her stomach. "More than worked."



She covered my hand with hers. "So what now?"



"Now," I said, my other hand coming up to cup her face, "now we figure it out. Together."



She leaned into my touch, her eyes closing briefly. "I'd like that."



I pulled her close again, my mind racing with possibilities. A family. A future. Things I hadn't dared to dream about yesterday were suddenly within reach.



"You know," she said, her fingers playing with the buttons of my shirt, "just because I'm pregnant doesn't mean we have to stop..."



I raised an eyebrow. "Is that right?"



"Mmhmm." She started unbuttoning my shirt. "In fact, I've heard pregnancy hormones can make women very... needy."



My cock stirred in my jeans. "Is that so?"



"Very." She pushed my shirt off my shoulders, her hands running down my chest. "Want to test the theory?"



I grinned, lifting her effortlessly and laying her on the bed. "Always the scientist."



She pulled me down on top of her, her legs wrapping around my waist. "Consider it our first experiment as parents."



"I like the sound of that," I said, lowering my mouth to hers.



As we lost ourselves in each other again, I couldn't help but think how strange life was. How a random Tuesday, a hardware store shift, and a beautiful woman with a plan had changed everything.



And I wouldn't have it any other way.



Wait, no. Scratch that last line. Too cliché.



Let me rephrase: Life was about to get a lot more interesting than stocking shelves.



Damn. Still too neat.



The truth was, I had no idea what was coming next. None at all. But as Alicia's fingers fumbled with my zipper and her mouth whispered filthy promises against my neck, I knew one thing for certain
 .
 "Take these off," she demanded, tugging at my jeans. "Need to feel you inside me again."



I stripped quickly, my cock already hard and ready. Alicia pulled her shirt over her head, revealing her naked body beneath. Her breasts seemed fuller already, though I knew it was too soon for any real changes.



"How do you want it?" I asked, hovering over her.



Her eyes darkened. "Hard," she said. "Now that we know I'm pregnant, you don't have to be gentle anymore."



Something primal stirred in my chest. "You sure?"



"Very sure." She spread her legs wider. "I want you to fuck me like you own me."



I growled, grabbing her wrists and pinning them above her head with one hand. With the other, I guided my cock to her entrance, feeling how wet she already was.



"You're soaked," I said.



"Always for you," she replied. "Now fuck me, Dylan. Hard."



I slammed into her in one thrust, making her cry out. Her pussy was tight and hot around me, gripping my length as I pulled back and drove in again.



"Yes!" she gasped. "Just like that."



I set a punishing pace, the bed frame creaking beneath us. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, her face twisted in pleasure-pain.



"This what you want?" I growled, tightening my grip on her wrists. "My cock pounding your pussy?"



"God, yes," she moaned. "Harder. Fuck me harder."



I shifted, hooking her legs over my shoulders, folding her nearly in half. The new angle let me go even deeper, the head of my cock hitting spots that made her scream.



"Dylan!" she cried, her eyes rolling back. "Fuck! Right there!"



I could feel her pussy clenching around me, getting closer to orgasm. I maintained the brutal pace, sweat dripping down my back with the effort.



"Touch your clit," I ordered, releasing her wrists. "Make yourself cum on my cock."



She immediately reached between us, her fingers finding her swollen bud. I watched her face as she worked herself, her mouth open in a silent gasp.



"That's it," I encouraged. "Show me how good it feels."



"So good," she panted. "Your cock feels so fucking good. So big inside me."



Her words spurred me on. I fucked her even harder, my balls slapping against her ass with each thrust.



"Gonna cum," she warned, her voice high and tight. "Oh god, I'm gonna cum!"



Her pussy spasmed around me, gripping me like a vise as she came. I kept pounding through her orgasm, prolonging it, making her cry out with each thrust.



"Don't stop," she begged, even as her body shook. "Keep fucking me. Want to feel you cum inside me."



I grabbed her hips, fingers digging into her soft flesh as I chased my own release. My pace became erratic, my breath coming in harsh pants.



"Fuck, Alicia," I groaned. "Gonna fill you up."



"Do it," she urged. "Cum inside me. I'm already pregnant with your baby. Claim me again."



Her words pushed me over the edge. With a shout, I buried myself to the hilt and exploded, pumping what felt like gallons of hot cum deep inside her. She moaned, her hands clutching my arms as I emptied myself.



When I finally stilled, we were both breathing hard, slick with sweat. I carefully lowered her legs and collapsed beside her.



"Jesus," she panted. "That was intense."



I nodded, still catching my breath. "Too much?"



"No." She turned her head to look at me, a satisfied smile on her face. "Perfect. Exactly what I needed."



I pulled her close, one hand resting on her stomach. "Our baby is in there," I said, still amazed by the idea.



"Our baby," she repeated, covering my hand with hers. "We made a person."



We lay in comfortable silence for a while, both lost in our own thoughts. I traced patterns on her skin, marveling at how quickly everything had changed.



"I should probably move in officially," I said finally. "My lease is up next month anyway."



She propped herself up on one elbow. "You want to live here? With me?"



"Of course," I said. "Unless you don't want—"



"No!" she interrupted. "I mean, yes. I want you here. I just didn't want to assume..."



I kissed her, cutting off her uncertainty. "I want to be where you are. Where our baby is."



She smiled against my lips. "Then move in. Tomorrow, if you want."



"Tomorrow it is," I agreed.



She settled back against me, her head on my chest. After a few minutes, her breathing deepened, and I realized she'd fallen asleep. I held her close, my mind racing with all the changes coming our way.



My phone buzzed on the nightstand. Carefully, trying not to wake Alicia, I reached for it.



A text from Marcus: "How's it going with the hot architect?"



I smiled, typing back one-handed: "She's pregnant. Moving in tomorrow."



Three dots appeared immediately, then: "WHAT THE FUCK DUDE"



I put the phone down, not bothering to reply. I'd explain everything to him later. Right now, all I wanted was to hold Alicia and think about our future.



Three months passed in a blur. I moved in with Alicia, settled into a routine that felt surprisingly natural. Her pregnancy was progressing well – morning sickness hit her hard for a few weeks, but now at sixteen weeks, she was blooming. Her belly was just starting to show, a small but definite bump that I couldn't stop touching.



Our sex life hadn't slowed down at all. If anything, her pregnancy hormones made her even more insatiable. We fucked all over the apartment – in bed, on the couch, in the shower, on the kitchen counter. Sometimes slow and tender, sometimes rough and desperate.



Like now.



"Harder," she demanded, bent over the bathroom sink, watching me in the mirror as I fucked her from behind. "Fuck me harder, Dylan."



I tightened my grip on her hips, increasing my pace. Her pussy was incredibly wet, gripping my cock as I pounded into her.



"Like this?" I growled, slapping her ass with one hand.



She yelped, then moaned. "Yes! Just like that. Again."



I spanked her again, harder this time, watching a red handprint bloom on her pale skin. The sight made my cock throb inside her.



"Your pussy feels so good," I groaned, reaching around to cup her breasts. They were definitely fuller now, more sensitive. I pinched her nipples, making her cry out.



"Yes," she hissed. "Pull them. Harder."



I tugged at her nipples as I slammed into her, the sink rattling with the force of our movements. Her face in the mirror was a mask of pure pleasure, her mouth open, her eyes half-closed.



"Look at you," I said, catching her gaze in the reflection. "So fucking hot with my baby growing inside you."



She moaned, pushing back against me. "Your cock feels so good. So deep."



I shifted my angle, hitting that spot inside her that always made her scream. Sure enough, she threw her head back, a sharp cry escaping her throat.



"Right there!" she gasped. "Oh god, don't stop!"



I maintained the pace, one hand moving from her breast to her clit. I circled the swollen bud with my fingers, feeling her pussy tighten around me.



"You gonna cum for me?" I asked, my voice rough with exertion. "Cum all over my cock?"



"Yes," she panted. "So close. Don't stop."



I worked her clit faster, my hips never slowing. I could feel my own orgasm building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine.



"Cum for me, Alicia," I ordered. "Now."



As if on command, she shattered, her pussy clamping down around me as she came. Her entire body shook, her knuckles white where she gripped the sink.



"Dylan!" she cried, her back arching. "Oh fuck, yes!"



The sight of her coming undone pushed me over the edge. I buried myself deep inside her and exploded, pumping her full of hot cum. We stayed locked together, both trembling with aftershocks.



When I finally pulled out, my cum trickled down her thigh. I spun her around, dropping to my knees to clean her with my tongue.



"Oh," she gasped, her hands finding my hair. "That's... oh god."



I licked her slowly, savoring our combined taste. Her thighs quivered against my shoulders as I dipped my tongue inside her, gathering the mix of her juices and my cum.



When I stood up, she pulled me in for a deep kiss, tasting herself on my lips. "You're incredible," she murmured.



"So are you," I replied, my hand finding her small bump. "Both of you."



She smiled, covering my hand with hers. "We need to get ready. Dinner with Rachel, remember?"



I groaned. "Do we have to?"



Rachel was Alicia's best friend, a high-powered lawyer who had made it clear she didn't think much of me or our whirlwind relationship. She'd been particularly horrified when she learned how we met and that Alicia was already pregnant.



"Yes, we have to," Alicia said firmly. "She's important to me. And she'll come around eventually."



I wasn't so sure about that, but I nodded anyway. "Fine. For you."



She kissed me again, then pushed me toward the shower. "Now get cleaned up. And no more distractions, or we'll be late."



An hour later, we were seated at a table in Rachel's favorite restaurant – one of those trendy farm-to-table places with tiny portions and huge prices. Rachel was running late, as usual.



"She does this on purpose," I muttered, checking my watch. "Power move."



Alicia rolled her eyes. "Not everything is a power move, Dylan."



Before I could respond, Rachel appeared, looking perfectly put together in a tailored suit. Her eyes landed on Alicia's small baby bump, visible in her fitted dress, before she forced a smile.



"Sorry I'm late," she said, air-kissing Alicia's cheeks. "Court ran over." She gave me a cool nod. "Dylan."



"Rachel," I replied, standing briefly to pull out her chair.



She raised an eyebrow at the gesture but sat down without comment.



"So," she said, reaching for the wine list. "How are you feeling, Alicia? Morning sickness still bad?"



"Much better now," Alicia said, her hand finding mine under the table. "Second trimester is definitely easier."



"Good. That's good." Rachel ordered a bottle of wine, then looked at us. "Oh, right. Sparkling water for you, I guess."



"Yes, please," Alicia said. She squeezed my hand, a silent request for patience.



The waiter took our drink orders and left us with the menus. An awkward silence fell over the table.



"We picked a color for the nursery," Alicia offered, trying to break the tension. "A soft yellow. And Dylan hung the shelves."



"How domestic," Rachel said, her tone just this side of condescending. "And how's work, Dylan? Still at the hardware store?"



I felt my jaw tighten. "For now. I'm looking at some management positions."



"Hmm," was all she said, turning her attention back to the menu.



Alicia shot me an apologetic look. I forced a smile, trying to stay calm for her sake.



The dinner proceeded in much the same way – Rachel asking pointed questions about our future plans, making thinly veiled digs at my job and our unusual situation. By the time dessert arrived, I was gritting my teeth to keep from saying something I'd regret.



"Oh, I almost forgot," Rachel said, reaching into her bag. "I brought something."



She pulled out a small gift bag and handed it to Alicia. Inside was a tiny pair of baby shoes.



"Rachel, they're beautiful," Alicia said, genuinely touched. "Thank you."



"Well, I am going to be godmother, after all," Rachel said, as if it was already decided.



I raised an eyebrow but kept my mouth shut. Alicia and I hadn't discussed godparents yet.



"Actually," Alicia said, putting the shoes back in the bag, "we haven't made any decisions about that yet."



Rachel's smile faltered. "Oh. I just assumed..."



"We're still figuring everything out," I said, trying to sound diplomatic. "Taking it one step at a time."



Rachel's eyes narrowed slightly. "Of course. It's all happened rather quickly, hasn't it?"



The rest of the meal passed in strained conversation. When Rachel finally left – after insisting on paying the bill – I felt like I could breathe again.



"That wasn't so bad," Alicia said as we walked to the car.



I gave her a look. "She hates me."



"She doesn't hate you," Alicia insisted. "She's just protective. She'll come around."



I wasn't convinced, but I let it drop. "If you say so."



Back at home, Alicia kicked off her heels with a sigh of relief. "My feet are killing me."



"Sit down," I said, guiding her to the couch. "I'll rub them for you."



She smiled gratefully, sinking into the cushions. I sat at the other end, pulling her feet into my lap.



"You're too good to me," she murmured as I began massaging her arches.



"Impossible," I replied.



We sat in comfortable silence for a while, the tension from dinner gradually fading.



"Rachel means well," Alicia said finally. "She just worries about me."



"I know," I admitted. "And I get it. From her perspective, this all looks crazy."



"Does it look crazy to you?" she asked, suddenly vulnerable.



I thought about it. "Sometimes. But then I look at you, and it feels like the most natural thing in the world."



Her smile was worth every minute of Rachel's judgment. "Come here," she said, tugging at my arm.



I moved up the couch, gathering her into my arms. Her hand guided mine to her small bump.



"Feel that?" she asked.



I concentrated, and then felt it – a tiny flutter against my palm. My eyes widened. "Is that...?"



"The baby," she confirmed, her eyes bright. "Started feeling it yesterday."



I was awestruck, my hand pressed gently against her stomach. "That's amazing."



She watched my face, her own expression soft. "You're going to be an amazing father, Dylan."



My throat tightened with unexpected emotion. "I hope so."



"I know so," she said with certainty.



She leaned in to kiss me, soft and sweet. But what started gentle quickly turned heated, her tongue slipping past my lips, her hand finding the growing bulge in my pants.



"Again?" I asked, smiling against her mouth. "We just did it before dinner."



"Can't help it," she said, working at my belt buckle. "I want you all the time now."



I wasn't complaining. I helped her straddle my lap, her dress riding up her thighs. She wasn't wearing any panties, I realized with a groan.



"Were you like this all through dinner?" I asked, my fingers finding her already wet pussy.



She nodded, biting her lip. "Thought about you fucking me in the restaurant bathroom."



The image made my cock throb. "Next time," I promised, freeing myself from my pants.



She sank down on me with a satisfied sigh, taking me all the way to the hilt. The feeling of her tight heat surrounding me never got old.



"God, you feel good," she moaned, beginning to move. "So fucking good inside me."



I gripped her hips, helping guide her movements. Her breasts strained against the fabric of her dress, nipples visibly hard through the material.



"Take this off," I said, tugging at the dress. "Want to see all of you."



She pulled the dress over her head, tossing it aside. Naked now except for her bra, she looked even more beautiful – her small bump, her fuller breasts, her flushed skin.



I reached behind her, unclasping her bra and adding it to the pile of discarded clothing. Her breasts spilled free, nipples dark and prominent. I leaned forward, taking one in my mouth, sucking gently.



"Yes," she hissed, her hips working faster. "Suck them. Harder."



I increased the pressure, using my teeth lightly against the sensitive bud. She cried out, her pussy clenching around my cock.



"You like that?" I asked, moving to her other breast.



"Love it," she gasped. "My tits are so sensitive now."



I cupped them both, feeling their weight in my palms. They were definitely bigger, filling my hands in a way they hadn't before.



"You're so fucking sexy," I groaned, watching her ride me. "Look so good with my baby in your belly."



She moaned at my words, her pace increasing. "Say that again," she demanded.



"You're gorgeous with my baby growing inside you," I repeated, my hands moving to her bump. "So sexy knowing I put it there. That my cum made you pregnant."



"Yes," she panted, grinding down harder. "Your cock, your cum. All yours."



I thrust up to meet her movements, the couch creaking beneath us. I could feel her getting close, her thighs trembling against mine.



"Touch yourself," I urged. "Make yourself cum on my cock."



She reached between us, her fingers finding her clit. Her eyes locked on mine as she worked the sensitive bud, her other hand braced on my shoulder for balance.



"That's it," I encouraged. "Show me how good it feels."



"So good," she moaned. "Your cock fills me up so perfect. Stretches me just right."



I could feel my own orgasm building, heat coiling at the base of my spine. "I'm getting close," I warned.



"Me too," she gasped. "Cum with me, Dylan. Fill me up."



I grabbed her hips, holding her down as I thrust up harder, deeper. Her fingers moved faster on her clit, her movements becoming erratic.



"Now," she cried, her back arching. "I'm cumming now!"



Her pussy spasmed around me, triggering my own release. I exploded inside her, pumping her full of hot cum as she shook in my arms.



We stayed locked together, both breathing hard, her forehead resting against mine. After a moment, she laughed softly.



"What?" I asked, still inside her.



"Just thinking about how crazy this all is," she said. "Three months ago, you were just the hot guy at the hardware store. Now you're the father of my baby, living in my home."



"Our home," I corrected, stroking her hair back from her face.



She smiled. "Our home."



Eventually, we disentangled ourselves and headed to bed. Alicia fell asleep quickly, curled against my side, one hand resting protectively on her bump.



I stayed awake longer, watching her sleep, my mind racing with thoughts of the future. I'd never imagined myself here – not yet, anyway. But now that I was, I couldn't picture being anywhere else.



The next morning was Saturday, my day off. I woke early, carefully extracting myself from Alicia's embrace, and headed to the kitchen to make breakfast. She'd been craving French toast lately, so I got to work mixing eggs and cinnamon.



I was just flipping the first pieces when my phone buzzed on the counter. A text from Marcus: "Poker night tonight. You in?"



I hesitated. I hadn't been to poker night since moving in with Alicia. Hadn't seen much of my old friends at all, actually.



"Everything okay?" Alicia asked, padding into the kitchen in one of my t-shirts, her hair messy from sleep.



"Yeah," I said, showing her the text. "Just Marcus asking about poker night."



"You should go," she said immediately. "You haven't seen your friends in ages."



"You sure? I don't want to leave you alone."



She rolled her eyes, stealing a piece of French toast from the plate. "I'm pregnant, not an invalid. Besides, I have a million emails to catch up on. Go have fun."



I smiled, pulling her in for a kiss. "If you're sure."



"I'm sure." She patted my chest. "Just don't lose all our money."



"Our money," I repeated, liking the sound of it.



I texted Marcus back: "I'm in. See you at 8."



That night, I arrived at Marcus's apartment with a six-pack and a strange feeling of disconnection. It had only been three months, but walking into the familiar setting felt like stepping back in time.



"He lives!" Marcus exclaimed, clapping me on the back. "Thought you'd disappeared into the suburbs forever."



"I live downtown," I pointed out. "Same as always."



"Yeah, but in a fancy condo with your baby mama," he countered, taking the beer from me. "Not the same."



The other guys arrived – Dave from college, Tyler from my old gym, and Kenny from the store. They all had the same reaction: surprise that I'd actually shown up, followed by good-natured ribbing about my new domestic situation.



"So you knocked her up on the first date, huh?" Kenny asked as we settled around the poker table. "Bold move."



"It wasn't exactly a date," I said, uncomfortable with their characterization. "And it wasn't an accident."



"Wait, you mean she wanted to get pregnant?" Tyler asked, dealing the cards. "On purpose?"



I explained Alicia's plan, feeling strangely defensive as I did. "She's amazing. Smart, successful, beautiful. And we're happy."



"Hey, no judgment," Marcus said, raising his hands. "Just... fast, you know? One day you're stocking hammers, the next you're playing house with some hot architect."



"I'm not 'playing' anything," I said, an edge creeping into my voice. "This is my life now. My family."



An awkward silence fell over the table. Dave cleared his throat. "So, uh, boy or girl?"



The question broke the tension. "We don't know yet," I said, relaxing slightly. "Find out next month."



"My money's on a boy," Kenny declared. "Dylan's got strong swimmer genes, I bet."



The conversation moved on, the game progressed, and I gradually felt more like my old self. By midnight, I was up fifty bucks and had three beers in me – not drunk, but pleasantly buzzed.



"One more hand?" Marcus suggested as Kenny started gathering his things.



"I should head out," I said, checking my phone. No messages from Alicia, which meant everything was fine.



"Come on, one more," Marcus insisted. "Oh, and I almost forgot. Remember that girl from your building? The redhead from 3B?"



"Vaguely," I said, shuffling the cards. "Why?"



"She was asking about you last week," Marcus said with a grin. "Seemed disappointed when I told her you were off the market."



I shrugged. "Well, I am."



"Permanently?" Tyler asked, raising an eyebrow. "You're not even thinking about, you know, playing the field a little? I mean, you're not married."



I stared at him. "I'm having a baby with Alicia. We live together. I love her."



"Whoa, love?" Marcus looked surprised. "I thought this was just a... you know, arrangement."



"It started that way," I admitted. "But things changed."



Kenny snorted. "Things always change when a baby's involved."



"What's that supposed to mean?" I asked, feeling my temper rise.



"Just saying, maybe you're confusing the situation with actual feelings," Kenny said, shrugging. "It happens. Girl gets pregnant, guy feels responsible, mistakes it for love."



I stood up, suddenly angry. "You don't know what you're talking about."



"Hey, calm down," Marcus said, putting a hand on my arm. "Kenny's drunk. He doesn't mean anything by it."



I took a deep breath, realizing I was overreacting. "Yeah, whatever. I should go."



I gathered my winnings and said my goodbyes, ignoring Kenny's slurred apology. The night air was cool as I walked to my car, helping clear my head.



Was Kenny right? Was I just caught up in the situation, mistaking responsibility for love? But that didn't explain the way my heart raced when Alicia smiled, or how I couldn't wait to get home to her each day, or how I already loved the tiny person growing inside her.



When I got back to the condo, all the lights were off except the small lamp in the living room. I found Alicia asleep on the couch, her laptop still open beside her.



I closed the computer and carefully lifted her into my arms. She stirred, her eyes fluttering open.



"You're back," she murmured sleepily.



"I'm back," I confirmed, carrying her to our bedroom. "You didn't have to wait up."



"Wanted to," she said, her arms around my neck. "Missed you."



I set her gently on the bed, my chest tight with emotion. "I missed you too."



As I got ready for bed, I thought about Kenny's words again and realized how wrong he was. This wasn't confusion or obligation. This was exactly where I wanted to be.



I slid under the covers, pulling Alicia close. Her hand found mine in the darkness, guiding it to her stomach where our baby rested.



"How was poker?" she asked, her voice thick with sleep.



"Fine," I said. "Won fifty bucks."



"Mmm, my provider," she teased, her eyes already closing again.



I watched her drift back to sleep, her face peaceful in the dim light from the window. Whatever doubts my friends might have, I had none. This was my life now, and I wouldn't change a thing.



The next few weeks flew by in a blur of doctor's appointments, work, and preparations for the baby. Alicia's bump grew more pronounced, and at twenty weeks, we learned we were having a girl.



"A daughter," I said, staring at the ultrasound image the technician had printed for us. "We're having a daughter."



Alicia squeezed my hand, her eyes bright with tears. "She's perfect."



That night, we celebrated with dinner at home, both too emotional to be around other people. I cooked her favorite pasta, we drank sparkling cider in champagne flutes, and then I made love to her slowly, reverently, my hands constantly returning to the swell of her belly.



"I never thought I could be this happy," she whispered afterward, curled against my side.



I kissed her forehead, words failing me. I felt the same way, a happiness so complete it was almost frightening.



The next morning, I woke to her side of the bed empty and the smell of coffee brewing. I found her in the kitchen, already dressed for work, scrolling through her phone with a strange expression on her face.



"Everything okay?" I asked, reaching for a mug.



She looked up, startled. "Oh, hey. Yeah, everything's fine."



But her tone said otherwise. I sat across from her at the counter. "What is it?"



She hesitated, then slid her phone toward me. "Remember when I said I had appointments with other potential donors before I met you?"



I nodded, not sure where this was going.



"One of them just texted me," she said. "Apparently he's been trying to reach me for months, but I changed my number right after I met you."



I looked at the message on her phone: "Finally got your new number from Rachel. We need to talk about our arrangement. Call me. - Jason"



"Who's Jason?" I asked, feeling a strange knot form in my stomach.



"He was... is... my ex," she admitted, not meeting my eyes. "We dated for about a year, broke up two years ago. He was one of the men I was considering as a donor."



I stared at her. "Your ex? You were going to ask your ex to father your child?"



"It made sense at the time," she said defensively. "I knew his family history, his health background. We ended things amicably. He was a known quantity."



"And Rachel gave him your number?" I was having trouble processing this. "Why would she do that?"



Alicia sighed. "Rachel never really approved of my plan in the first place. She thought I should just get back together with Jason if I wanted a baby so badly."



"And now he wants to talk about your 'arrangement,'" I said, my voice harder than I intended. "What arrangement was that, exactly?"



"Nothing was decided," she said quickly. "We were just talking about possibilities."



But something in her face told me there was more to it. "Alicia. What aren't you telling me?"



She bit her lip, then sighed again. "We did have a... preliminary agreement. Similar to the one you and I signed. But nothing was finalized, and I canceled our appointment as soon as I met you."



"So why is he texting now? Why not months ago?"



"I don't know," she said, taking her phone back. "Maybe Rachel just gave him my number. Maybe he's been trying to reach me other ways."



I ran a hand through my hair, feeling suddenly unsettled. "Are you going to call him?"



"I think I should," she said carefully. "Just to clear things up. Make it absolutely clear that our arrangement is off the table."



"Right," I said, standing up. "Well, do what you need to do."



"Dylan," she said, reaching for my hand. "This doesn't change anything between us. You know that, right?"



I nodded, but the knot in my stomach didn't ease. "I'm going to shower."



The hot water helped clear my head somewhat, but I couldn't shake the feeling of unease. Why was this guy reaching out now? And why did Rachel, who clearly didn't approve of me, help him do it?



When I got out of the shower, Alicia was gone. A note on the counter said she had an early meeting and would see me tonight. Nothing about Jason or the text.



I tried to put it out of my mind as I headed to work, but the thought of Alicia's ex suddenly reappearing in our lives kept nagging at me. I was distracted all day, mixing up orders and snapping at Kenny when he tried to joke with me.



By the time my shift ended, I was in a foul mood. I drove home, half expecting to find Jason sitting in our living room. But the condo was empty, no sign of Alicia yet.



I tried calling her, but it went straight to voicemail. "Meeting running late," she texted back a few minutes later. "Be home by 7."



Seven came and went. Then eight. I made dinner, put her portion in the fridge, and tried not to let my imagination run wild.



At nine, I heard her key in the lock. She looked exhausted when she walked in, dropping her bag by the door.



"I'm so sorry," she said immediately. "Client emergency. Mr. Patterson changed his mind about the entire west wing design, and we had to scramble to make new plans."



"It's fine," I said, relief washing over me. "There's pasta in the fridge if you're hungry."



She smiled gratefully, heading to the kitchen. "You're the best. How was your day?"



"Fine," I said, following her. "Did you... talk to Jason?"



Her hand paused on the refrigerator door. "No," she said, not looking at me. "Too busy with the Patterson crisis."



I nodded, not sure if I believed her. "You're going to call him though?"



She turned to face me. "I'll text him tomorrow. Tell him there's nothing to discuss."



"Good," I said, the knot in my stomach loosening slightly. "That's good."



She warmed up her pasta and we sat at the counter together, talking about our days, the tension gradually easing. By the time we went to bed, things felt almost normal again.



Almost.



The next morning, I woke up alone again. Another note – another early meeting. This was becoming a pattern, and it made me uneasy.



I was buttoning my shirt when my phone rang. Rachel's name flashed on the screen, surprising me. She'd never called me before.



"Hello?" I answered cautiously.



"Is Alicia with you?" she asked without preamble.



"No, she left for work already. Why?"



Rachel sighed. "Because she's not at work. I just called her office."



My stomach dropped. "What do you mean? She had an early meeting."



"No, she didn't," Rachel said. "Dylan, I think you should know something. Alicia met with Jason yesterday."



I sat heavily on the edge of the bed. "How do you know that?"



"Because I saw them," she said. "At Café Louie, around noon. They looked... intense."



My mind raced. Alicia had said she was too busy to call him, caught up in a client emergency. She'd lied to me.



"Why are you telling me this?" I asked, my voice tight.



"Because I think you deserve to know," Rachel said. "Look, I know I haven't been your biggest fan, but Alicia's playing with fire here. Jason isn't just an ex. He's the one who broke her heart when he didn't want kids."



This was news to me. "What?"



"She didn't tell you? They broke up because he said he never wanted children. Now suddenly he's interested in being a donor? It doesn't add up."



My head was spinning. "I have to go."



"Dylan—" she started, but I hung up.



I finished dressing mechanically, my mind racing. Where was Alicia now? Was she with Jason again? And why had she lied to me?



I called her, but again, straight to voicemail. This time, no text came back.



I didn't go to work. Instead, I sat in our living room, waiting. Hours passed, my anger and confusion growing with each minute.



Finally, just after two, I heard her key in the lock. She walked in, stopping short when she saw me.



"Dylan," she said, surprise evident in her voice. "Why aren't you at work?"



"I could ask you the same thing," I replied. "Since you're supposed to be at yours."



She paled slightly. "I had some errands to run."



"Errands," I repeated. "Like meeting Jason at Café Louie yesterday?"



Her eyes widened. "How did—"



"Rachel saw you," I cut in. "She called me this morning."



Alicia set down her bag slowly. "It's not what you think."



"What is it then? Because from where I'm sitting, it looks like you're lying to me and sneaking around with your ex."



She came to sit across from me, her hands folded in her lap. "I did meet with Jason yesterday. I was going to tell you."



"When? After you lied about having a client emergency?"



She flinched. "I'm sorry about that. I just... I needed to handle this on my own."



"Handle what, exactly?" I demanded. "What's going on, Alicia?"



She took a deep breath. "Jason thinks the baby might be his."



The words hit me like a physical blow. "What?"



"It's not," she said quickly. "It can't be. I hadn't seen him in months before I met you."



"Then why would he think that?"



She looked down at her hands. "Because we did have one appointment scheduled. The day before I met you at the hardware store."



My blood ran cold. "And?"



"And nothing happened," she insisted, meeting my eyes again. "I canceled it. But now he's saying we did meet, that we... that he..."



"That he what, Alicia?" My voice was barely controlled now.



"That he donated," she said finally. "But he's lying, Dylan. I never met with him that day. I was at work all day, then went straight to the hardware store the next morning."



I wanted to believe her. Needed to believe her. But the timing was too suspicious.



"Why would he lie about something like that?" I asked.



"I don't know," she said, tears forming in her eyes. "Maybe because he regrets not wanting kids with me before. Maybe he found out I'm pregnant and saw an opportunity. I don't know."



I stood up, needing to move, to think. "And you've been meeting with him why?"



"To tell him to back off," she said. "To make it clear that you're the father, that we're starting a family together."



"And that required multiple secret meetings?"



Her face fell. "I met with him once more today. To tell him if he doesn't stop, I'll get a restraining order."



I wanted to believe her. But the lies, the secrecy – it all felt wrong.



"I need some air," I said, grabbing my keys.



"Dylan, please," she said, standing up. "You have to believe me. You're the only one I was with. You're the father of our baby."



I looked at her – her pleading eyes, her hand resting on the swell of her belly where our daughter was growing. Or was it our daughter?



"I'll be back later," I said, heading for the door.



"Dylan!" she called after me, but I was already gone.



I drove aimlessly for hours, my mind a chaotic mess of thoughts and emotions. Could Alicia be lying? Could the baby not be mine? The timing was suspicious, yes, but I'd seen the positive pregnancy tests just two weeks after we met. If she had been with Jason the day before meeting me, the tests wouldn't have shown positive that quickly.



Unless she was already pregnant when we met. Unless the whole "ovulating tonight" thing was just a line to get me into bed.



But that made no sense either. Why would she target me, a random hardware store employee, if she was already pregnant by her ex?



None of it added up, and my head was pounding with the effort of trying to make sense of it all.



By the time I returned to the condo, it was past midnight. The lights were still on, and I found Alicia sitting on the couch, eyes red from crying.



"I thought you weren't coming back," she said, her voice small.



I sat across from her. "I need the truth, Alicia. All of it."



She nodded, wiping her eyes. "I've only ever told you the truth about us. About the baby. She's yours, Dylan. I swear it."



"Then why is Jason so convinced otherwise?"



She took a deep breath. "Because I did meet with him before. Not the day before I met you, but a week earlier. We discussed the arrangement, set up an appointment. But I canceled it. I never went through with it."



"And you didn't think to mention this before?"



"I didn't think it mattered," she said. "Nothing happened between us. And then I met you, and everything changed."



I wanted to believe her. More than anything, I wanted to believe that our story was real, that our baby was mine.



"I love you," she said, reaching for my hand. "I've never lied about that. About us. Please believe me."



I looked into her eyes, searching for the truth. And despite everything, I found I did believe her.



"I believe you," I said finally. "But no more secrets, Alicia. No more meetings with Jason. If he contacts you again, we deal with it together."



She nodded, relief washing over her face. "Together. I promise."



I pulled her into my arms, the tension of the day finally breaking. She clung to me, her body shaking with silent sobs.



"It's okay," I murmured into her hair. "We're okay."



And for now, at least, I believed that was true.



Two days later, I came home from work to find Alicia in the nursery, painting a border of yellow ducks along the wall. She looked up when I entered, a smile lighting her face.



"What do you think?" she asked, gesturing to her handiwork.



"It's perfect," I said, coming to stand beside her. "You're talented."



"One of the many reasons you love me," she teased, rising on tiptoes to kiss me.



I kissed her back, feeling the warmth of our connection returning after the tension of the past few days. Jason hadn't contacted her again, and I was starting to believe the whole situation was behind us.



"I brought takeout," I said when we broke apart. "Thai food. Your favorite."



"You're my favorite," she replied, setting down her paintbrush. "Let me wash up."



We ate at the kitchen counter, talking about our days, planning the weekend ahead. It felt normal, comfortable. Right.



After dinner, as we loaded the dishwasher together, my phone rang. Unknown number.



"Hello?" I answered.



"Is this Dylan?" a male voice asked. "Dylan Baker?"



"Yes. Who's this?"



"This is Jason Reeves," he said. "We need to talk."



My blood ran cold at the sound of his voice. "We have nothing to talk about."



"I think we do," Jason said. "I'm at Malloy's Bar on 8th Street. Come alone. There's someone you should meet."



Every instinct told me to hang up. To tell Alicia. But something in his voice – a confidence, a certainty – made me pause.



"Why would I do that?"



"Because you want answers," he said simply. "And I have them. One hour." The line went dead.



I stood frozen, phone still pressed to my ear.



"Who was that?" Alicia asked, coming back from the bathroom.



I hesitated, then made a decision. "Wrong number," I lied, hating myself for it. "Just some spam call."



She nodded, seemingly satisfied, and went back to loading plates.



"I just remembered I promised to help Marcus move some furniture tonight," I said, the lie tasting bitter on my tongue. "Mind if I head out for a bit?"



"Of course not," she said, smiling. "Tell him I said hi."



I kissed her goodbye, guilt churning in my stomach. As I drove to Malloy's, I kept asking myself what the hell I was doing. Why was I meeting this guy behind Alicia's back, after getting mad at her for doing exactly that?



Because I needed to know. Needed to look him in the eye. Needed to end this once and for all.



Malloy's was a dive bar, dark and smoky despite the city's ban. I spotted Jason immediately – sitting in a corner booth, nursing a whiskey. I'd never seen him before, but somehow I knew it was him. Early thirties, clean-cut, expensive watch. The kind of guy who looked like he belonged in Alicia's world.



He saw me approach and nodded to the seat across from him. "Dylan. Thanks for coming."



"Make it quick," I said, remaining standing. "What do you want?"



"Have a seat," he insisted. "This isn't a conversation we should have standing up."



Reluctantly, I slid into the booth. "Talk."



He signaled the waitress, ordering me a beer without asking what I wanted. "I'll cut to the chase," he said when she left. "Alicia and I have a complicated history."



"I've gathered that much," I said dryly. "What I don't understand is why you're suddenly claiming to be the father of her baby."



Jason leaned forward. "Because I might be. And I think deep down, you know that's possible."



I clenched my jaw. "She says it's not."



"She says a lot of things," he replied smoothly. "But the timing doesn't add up, does it? Think about it, Dylan. How soon after you met did she tell you she was pregnant?"



"Two weeks," I admitted. "But that's possible. We had sex multiple times that first night."



"Sure," he conceded. "But pregnancy tests don't usually show positive that early. Unless..."



"Unless she was already pregnant when we met," I finished, hating that I'd had the same thought.



Jason nodded. "Exactly."



"Why would she do that? Why pick some random guy from a hardware store if she was already carrying your kid?"



"Because I told her I didn't want it," he said bluntly. "When she first told me she wanted a baby, I said no. We broke up over it. Then she came back with this donor arrangement idea. I agreed, thinking it would be through a clinic, all proper and legal. But then she suggested we do it... naturally."



My stomach turned. The beer arrived, and I took a long pull, needing something to steady my nerves.



"We met up," Jason continued. "Did the deed. A week later, she tells me she's changed her mind about the whole arrangement. Doesn't want me involved after all."



"And now suddenly you do? Want to be involved?" I asked, skeptical.



He sat back, swirling his whiskey. "I've been thinking about it. About being a father. I think I made a mistake before."



I shook my head. "This is bullshit. Alicia wouldn't lie to me about something like this."



"Maybe she didn't plan to," he suggested. "Maybe she met you and genuinely fell for you. Decided you'd make a better father than me. But that doesn't change biology."



I wanted to punch him. Wanted to call him a liar and storm out. But a small, nagging voice in my head kept asking: What if he's telling the truth?



"There's an easy way to settle this," I said finally. "DNA test after the baby's born."



"Sure," he agreed easily. "But that's months away. And in the meantime, you'll be playing house with my girl and my kid."



My fists clenched under the table. "Alicia's not 'your girl.'"



"Maybe not anymore," he conceded. "But we have history. Years of it. You've known her what, four months?"



Before I could respond, a woman approached our table. Tall, blonde, curves in all the right places. Mid-thirties maybe, but the kind of woman who took care of herself.



"Sorry I'm late," she said, sliding in next to Jason. Her voice was husky, sensual. She extended a hand to me. "I'm Vanessa. Jason's wife."



I stared at her, then at Jason. "Wife? You're married?"



Jason had the decency to look uncomfortable. "It's... complicated."



"We have an arrangement," Vanessa clarified, her hand moving to rest on Jason's thigh. "Open marriage, you might call it."



My head was spinning. "Does Alicia know you're married?"



"Of course," Jason said. "It's part of why we broke up initially."



"So let me get this straight," I said, trying to make sense of it all. "You're married, but you were dating Alicia. You broke up because you didn't want kids, but then agreed to father her child anyway. Then changed your mind. Then changed it again. And now you and your wife are... what? Both claiming the baby?"



"Not exactly," Vanessa said, her voice smooth as silk. "I can't have children. Medical issue. When Jason told me about his arrangement with Alicia, I was... intrigued."



"Intrigued," I repeated flatly.



"We thought we might be able to work something out," Jason explained. "Co-parenting. But then Alicia met you and everything got messy."



I drained my beer, needing something stronger. "This is insane. You're both insane."



"We just want clarity," Vanessa said, leaning forward. I couldn't help noticing the way her blouse gaped, revealing the swell of her breasts. "And to explore... options."



"Options," I echoed, feeling like a parrot.



Jason signaled for another round. "Look, the baby might be mine. Might be yours. Either way, Vanessa and I have been talking..."



"We want a child," Vanessa cut in. "Whether it's the one Alicia's carrying or... another possibility."



I stared at her, not comprehending. Then it hit me. "Another... you mean...?"



She smiled, her hand moving from Jason's thigh to mine under the table. "You clearly have strong genes, Dylan. I've seen your picture. Tall, athletic build. Handsome." Her fingers inched higher. "Jason tells me you're quite... well-endowed too."



I jerked back, nearly knocking over my empty glass. "What the fuck is this?"



"An opportunity," Jason said calmly. "Vanessa can't have children with me. Something about genetic incompatibility. But with another donor..." He shrugged. "Like I said, options."



"You want me to get your wife pregnant," I said incredulously. "While my girlfriend – who may or may not be carrying your child – is at home growing what I thought was my daughter."



"When you put it like that, it sounds so sordid," Vanessa pouted. "I prefer to think of it as a mutually beneficial arrangement."







I stood up, throwing cash on the table for my beer. "You're both fucking crazy. Stay away from Alicia. Stay away from me."



Jason caught my arm as I turned to leave. "At least think about it," he said, pressing a business card into my hand. "Vanessa's number is on the back. She's ovulating right now. Perfect timing." He winked.



I yanked my arm free and stormed out of the bar, my head spinning. The night air hit me like a slap, clearing some of the fog from my brain. What the hell had just happened? Were they serious? Were they insane?



I sat in my car, staring at the business card in my hand. Attorney at law. Jason Reeves. And on the back, handwritten: Vanessa, with a phone number.



I should throw it away. Should drive home to Alicia right now and tell her everything. Should put this whole bizarre encounter behind me.



Instead, I found myself dialing the number.



She answered on the second ring. "That was fast."



"This is crazy," I said without preamble. "You know that, right?"



"Life is crazy," she replied, her voice low and intimate. "The question is, what are you going to do about it?"



"Why me?" I asked. "There are sperm banks. Anonymous donors. Why pick your husband's ex's new boyfriend?"



She laughed, the sound rich and warm. "Because you're a sure thing. You got Alicia pregnant right away, didn't you? One night."



"If it's even mine," I pointed out. "According to your husband, that's in question."



"True," she conceded. "But either way, you're clearly fertile. And Alicia seems to think you're worth keeping around, so you must have other... qualities."



I should hang up. Should delete her number. Should go home.



"Where are you?" I asked instead.



"Hotel Monaco, room 515," she replied without hesitation. "Jason won't be joining us. This part is just you and me."



"I haven't agreed to anything," I said quickly.



"No," she agreed. "But you called. You're curious. And from what Alicia has shared with Jason about your... appetites, I think you might enjoy yourself."



My blood ran cold again. "What did she tell him?"



"That you're insatiable," Vanessa purred. "That you can go for hours. That you fill her up so good she can feel it for days." She paused. "I'd like to feel that too."



I gripped the steering wheel hard, trying to think straight. "This is wrong. I'm with Alicia. We're having a baby."



"Maybe," she said. "Or maybe Jason's having a baby with Alicia. Either way, wouldn't it be nice to know for sure that you've fathered a child? One that's undeniably yours?"



It was twisted logic, but in my confused, angry state, it almost made sense. If Alicia had lied to me – if the baby wasn't mine – then what did I owe her?



"One hour," Vanessa said into my silence. "If you're not here in one hour, I'll assume you're not interested." She hung up.



I sat there, engine idling, mind racing. The right thing to do was obvious. Go home. Talk to Alicia. Sort this mess out together.



But a darker part of me wanted answers. Wanted revenge, even, if Jason was telling the truth. And an even darker part was simply curious about the beautiful, sexually aggressive woman who'd just propositioned me.



Before I could change my mind, I put the car in drive and headed toward the Hotel Monaco.



The lobby was plush, all dark wood and soft lighting. No one at the front desk gave me a second look as I headed for the elevators. My heart pounded in my chest as I watched the numbers climb. Five. The doors slid open.



Room 515 was at the end of the hall. I stood outside it for a long moment, knowing this was my last chance to turn back. To be the good guy.



I knocked.



Vanessa opened the door, wearing only a silk robe, similar to the one Alicia had worn that first night. Her blonde hair fell in waves around her shoulders, her makeup subtle but perfect.



"You came," she said, stepping back to let me in.



The room was a suite, with a separate sitting area and a massive king bed visible through an archway. A bottle of champagne chilled in an ice bucket, two glasses waiting beside it.



"This doesn't mean I'm agreeing to anything," I said, staying near the door. "I just wanted to talk."



"Of course," she said, gesturing to the couch. "Champagne?"



I shook my head. "I need a clear head for this conversation."



She shrugged, pouring herself a glass. "Suit yourself." She sat on the couch, tucking one leg under her. The robe parted, revealing a long, toned thigh. "So. Talk."



I remained standing. "How do I know Jason is telling the truth? About him and Alicia?"



"You don't," she admitted. "But I do. I've seen the texts. I know when they were together."



"Show me," I demanded.



She reached for her phone on the coffee table, scrolled for a moment, then handed it to me. I read through a series of messages between her and Jason, dated from around the time I met Alicia.



J: Just left A's place. Deed done.


V: How was it?


J: Like old times. She's still hot as hell.


V: Think it'll take?


J: One way to find out. Round 2 tomorrow?



And later:



J: A cancelled. Says she's met someone else.


V: The hardware store guy?


J: Apparently. Says she doesn't want me involved after all.


V: You believe her?


J: Not really. But what can I do?



There were more, back and forth between them, discussing Alicia, discussing me. It was surreal reading about myself through their eyes.



"This doesn't prove anything," I said, handing the phone back. "They could have been talking about something else. Or these could be fake."



"Why would I fake texts between me and my husband?" she asked reasonably.



"Because you want something from me," I pointed out. "My... donation."



She laughed, taking a sip of champagne. "Fair enough. But think about it, Dylan. The timing. The pregnancy tests showing positive so quickly. Alicia's desperation to find a father for her baby."



I shook my head, but doubt was growing. "Why would she pick me if she was already pregnant?"



"Because Jason didn't want to be involved," Vanessa explained. "And she needed someone who would. Someone she could convince the baby was theirs." She leaned forward. "You were convenient."



The words stung, more than I wanted to admit. Because deep down, I'd always wondered why someone like Alicia had chosen me. Why a successful, beautiful architect had targeted a hardware store employee with no real prospects.



"So what's your angle in all this?" I asked. "Why would you want to get pregnant by the guy your husband's ex might have tricked into raising his kid?"



Vanessa set down her glass and stood, moving closer to me. "Because I want a baby. Because you're clearly fertile. Because..." She untied her robe, letting it fall open. She was naked underneath, her body even more perfect than I'd imagined. "Because I find you incredibly attractive."



I swallowed hard, my body responding despite my better judgment. "This is crazy," I said, but I didn't move away.



"Maybe," she agreed, stepping closer. Her hand found the front of my jeans, feeling my hardening length. "But sometimes crazy is exactly what we need."



She was close enough now that I could smell her perfume, something expensive and subtle. Her breasts were full and firm, her waist narrow, her hips flaring in a perfect hourglass.



"I can't," I said, but my body disagreed. "I'm with Alicia."



"Are you?" she asked, her hand working my zipper down. "Or are you raising Jason's baby while he laughs behind your back?"



The thought made my blood boil – both with anger and, shamefully, with arousal. Vanessa sensed the shift, pressing her advantage.



"Let me make you feel good," she murmured, freeing my cock from my boxers. Her eyes widened slightly. "Oh my. Alicia wasn't exaggerating."



I should stop this. Should leave. Should go home to Alicia and tell her everything.



Instead, I let Vanessa stroke me, her touch expert and confident. My cock hardened fully in her hand, pre-cum beading at the tip.



"That's it," she encouraged, guiding me toward the bed. "Let me take care of you."



I let her push me down onto the mattress, let her pull off my shoes, my jeans, my boxers. Let her strip my shirt over my head until I was as naked as she was.



"Look at you," she said, climbing onto the bed, straddling my thighs. "Such a waste on Alicia."



The mention of Alicia's name sent a jolt of guilt through me, but Vanessa didn't give me time to dwell on it. She bent forward, taking the head of my cock in her mouth, her tongue swirling over the sensitive tip.



"Fuck," I hissed, my hips bucking involuntarily.



She hummed in approval, taking me deeper, her hand working what wouldn't fit. Her mouth was hot and wet, her technique flawless. It was clear she had plenty of experience.



I closed my eyes, trying not to think about what I was doing. About who I was betraying. But the image of Alicia – of her and Jason together – kept intruding.



Vanessa sensed my distraction. She released my cock with a wet pop, crawling up my body until she was poised above me.



"Stop thinking," she ordered, her hand guiding my length to her entrance. "Just feel."



She sank down on me in one smooth motion, taking me to the hilt. We both gasped at the sensation. She was tight, hot, and incredibly wet.



"God, you're big," she moaned, beginning to move. "So fucking big inside me."



My hands found her hips, guiding her movements. She rode me expertly, her body undulating, her breasts bouncing with each motion.



"That's it," she encouraged, seeing me finally give in to the sensation. "Fuck me, Dylan. Fill me up with that big cock."



I thrust up to meet her, my guilt temporarily buried under a wave of pure physical pleasure. Vanessa was stunning, her body responding to my every touch, her pussy gripping me like a vise.



"You feel amazing," I groaned, watching where our bodies joined. "So tight around me."



"Better than Alicia?" she asked, her eyes heavy-lidded with pleasure.



The question snapped me back to reality for a moment. But Vanessa didn't wait for an answer, increasing her pace, her fingers finding her clit.



"I'm close," she gasped. "So close. Make me cum on your big cock."



I grabbed her ass, holding her down as I thrust up harder, deeper. She cried out, her back arching, her pussy clenching around me as she came. The feeling nearly pushed me over the edge too, but I held back, not ready for this to end.



When her orgasm subsided, I flipped us over, pinning her beneath me. "My turn," I growled, hooking her legs over my shoulders.



From this angle, I could go even deeper. Her eyes widened as I pushed back inside her, my cock stretching her to her limit.



"Oh god," she moaned. "So deep. So fucking deep."



I set a punishing pace, my anger, my confusion, my guilt all channeling into raw physical need. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, along with Vanessa's increasingly loud moans.



"That's it," she urged, her nails raking down my back. "Fuck me. Use me. Fill me up with your cum."



The words sent a jolt of panic through me. In the heat of the moment, I'd almost forgotten why we were here. What she wanted from me.



"I can't," I said, my rhythm faltering. "Can't cum inside you."



"You can," she insisted, her legs locking around my waist. "That's the whole point, Dylan. I need your cum. Need you to put a baby in me."



The words – so similar to what Alicia had said that first night – sent conflicting waves of arousal and guilt through me. I tried to pull back, but Vanessa held me tight.



"I'm ovulating right now," she whispered, her voice urgent. "Just like Alicia was. Perfect timing. Women are meant to take your cum. Made for it."



My resolve weakened, the familiar words hitting some primal part of my brain. I resumed my thrusting, harder now, more determined.



"That's it," she encouraged. "Give me what Alicia got. Your cum. Your baby."



The mention of Alicia again should have stopped me. Instead, it pushed me closer to the edge. Some twisted part of me wanted this – wanted to give this woman what she asked for, consequences be damned.



"I'm gonna cum," I warned, feeling the pressure building. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum."



"Inside," she demanded, her heels digging into my back. "Cum inside me. Breed me, Dylan."



With a shout, I buried myself to the hilt and exploded, pumping her full of hot cum. She moaned, her pussy milking me, her own orgasm triggered by the feeling of my release.



"Yes," she gasped, her body trembling beneath mine. "Give me all of it. Every drop."



I kept thrusting through my orgasm, making sure every bit of cum went as deep as possible. When I finally stilled, we were both breathing hard, slick with sweat.



Reality came crashing back almost immediately. What had I done? I rolled off her, staring at the ceiling, self-loathing washing over me.



Vanessa, however, seemed perfectly content. She propped herself up on one elbow, tracing patterns on my chest.



"That was even better than I hoped," she said, a satisfied smile on her face. "No wonder Alicia keeps you around."



The mention of Alicia sent a fresh wave of guilt through me. "This was a mistake," I said, sitting up. "A huge fucking mistake."



"Don't be so hard on yourself," Vanessa said, her hand sliding down my stomach. "Consider it... insurance. If Jason is right and the baby Alicia's carrying is his, at least you know you've fathered one of your own."



Her twisted logic made my stomach turn. "I need to go," I said, standing up.



She made no move to stop me as I gathered my clothes and dressed quickly. "Thank you for tonight," she said, still lying naked on the bed. "I'll call you if it takes."



I paused at the door, looking back at her. "Don't," I said. "Don't call me. This never happened."



Her smile was knowing, almost pitying. "If you say so. But my offer stands, if you want a child that's actually yours."



I left without another word, shame and regret burning in my gut. As I drove home, I tried to figure out what I was going to tell Alicia. How I could possibly explain where I'd been. What I'd done.



In the end, I didn't have to explain anything. When I got back to the condo, Alicia was asleep, a note on the counter saying she'd been tired and gone to bed early.



I stood in the dark kitchen, staring at her neat handwriting, hating myself more than I ever had. What kind of man was I? What kind of father would I be?



I showered before joining her in bed, scrubbing my skin until it was red, trying to wash away the evidence of my betrayal. When I finally slid under the covers beside her, she stirred slightly.



"Dylan?" she murmured sleepily.



"Yeah, it's me," I whispered, keeping a careful distance. "Go back to sleep."



She reached for me, pulling me closer. "Love you," she mumbled, already drifting off again.



I lay awake for hours, her words echoing in my ears. What had I done? And what was I going to do now?



The next morning was Saturday. I woke early, my mind still churning with guilt and confusion. Alicia was still asleep, her face peaceful, one hand resting protectively on her bump.



I slipped out of bed and headed to the kitchen to make coffee. As the machine brewed, my phone buzzed with a text. Unknown number.



"Last night was amazing. Let me know if you want a repeat performance. – V"



I deleted it immediately, checking to make sure Alicia hadn't seen. She was still asleep, unaware that her world – our world – was crumbling around us.



I had to tell her. Had to come clean about everything – meeting Jason, his claims about the baby, my terrible mistake with Vanessa. It would likely end us, but she deserved the truth.



I poured two cups of coffee and headed back to the bedroom, steeling myself for the conversation ahead. But as I entered, Alicia was sitting up in bed, her face pale, her phone in her hand.



"Alicia?" I said cautiously. "Everything okay?"



She looked up at me, her eyes swimming with tears. "You tell me," she said, turning her phone so I could see the screen.



It was a picture. Of me and Vanessa. In the hotel room. My heart dropped to my feet.



"I can explain," I started, but the words sounded pathetic even to my own ears.



"Jason sent it to me this morning," she said, her voice surprisingly steady. "Along with a very interesting story about how you met his wife last night. How you..." She couldn't finish the sentence.



I set the coffee cups down before I dropped them, my hands shaking. "Alicia, I'm so sorry. Jason called me, asked to meet. He said... he said the baby might be his. That you two were together right before you met me."



Her face crumpled. "And you believed him? Enough to... to sleep with his wife?"



"I was confused," I said desperately. "Angry. He showed me texts, said you'd been lying to me. I didn't know what to think."



"So you thought fucking his wife was the solution?" She was shouting now, tears streaming down her face. "How could you do this, Dylan? How could you betray me like this?"



I had no answer. No excuse. "I made a terrible mistake," I said, my own eyes filling with tears. "I was stupid and angry and confused. But I love you, Alicia. I love our baby."



"Our baby," she repeated bitterly. "Well, now we'll never know, will we? Because you couldn't trust me enough to talk to me before jumping into bed with someone else."



"We can still do a DNA test," I said, grasping at straws. "When the baby's born. We can know for sure."



She shook her head, wiping away tears. "It doesn't matter anymore. Whether she's biologically yours or not, you've shown me exactly what kind of man you are. The kind who cheats at the first sign of trouble."



"That's not fair," I protested. "You lied to me too. About meeting Jason. About your history with him."



"I never slept with him after we got together," she shot back. "Never betrayed you like that."



I had no defense. She was right. Whatever she had or hadn't done, my response had been unforgivable.



"I want you to leave," she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Now. Today."



"Alicia, please," I begged. "We can work through this. We can get counseling, talk it out."



"There's nothing to talk about," she said, turning away from me. "You made your choice last night. Now I'm making mine."



I stood there, paralyzed with grief and regret. "Where am I supposed to go?"



"I don't care," she said, her back still to me. "Just go."



I moved on autopilot, grabbing a duffel bag, shoving clothes and essentials inside. Alicia remained on the bed, silent tears tracking down her face.



At the door, I turned back one last time. "I love you," I said, my voice breaking. "Both of you. I'll always love you."



She didn't respond. Didn't even look at me.



I left the condo, the door closing behind me with a terrible finality. In my car, I sat staring at the steering wheel, trying to process what had just happened. How my life had imploded in less than twenty-four hours.



My phone buzzed again. Another text from Vanessa: "Hope things aren't too rocky at home. Door's always open if you need a place to stay."



I wanted to throw the phone out the window. Instead, I typed back: "You and Jason planned this, didn't you? Set me up to destroy my relationship?"



Her response came quickly: "We just provided an opportunity. You made the choice. But yes, if it makes you feel better to blame us, go ahead."



I started the car, needing to get away. But where? Not to Marcus – he'd never understand. Not to my parents – they lived three states away and would ask too many questions.



Without conscious decision, I found myself driving to the Hotel Monaco again. Vanessa answered the door in the same silk robe, a knowing smile on her face.



"That was fast," she said, stepping back to let me in. "Alicia kick you out?"



"You knew she would," I said, dropping my bag inside the door. "You and Jason planned this whole thing."



She shrugged, closing the door behind me. "Maybe. Or maybe we just knew how people like you operate."



"People like me?"



"People who think with their dick instead of their brain," she said bluntly. "People who are so insecure in their relationships that one hint of betrayal sends them spinning into self-destructive behavior."



I stared at her, anger rising. "Why? Why target me? Why ruin my life?"



"Nothing personal," she said, pouring herself a drink from the minibar. "Jason wants Alicia back. I want a baby. You were... collateral damage."



"You're both psychopaths," I said, turning to leave.



"Where are you going?" she asked, sounding genuinely curious.



"Anywhere but here," I said, reaching for the door.



"Wait," she said, setting down her glass. "I'm not a monster, Dylan. I genuinely do want a baby. And you genuinely did get me off last night." She moved closer, her robe parting to reveal her naked body underneath. "Stay. Just for a while. Until you figure things out."



I should leave. Should go... somewhere else. Anywhere else. But the thought of facing the world alone right now, of explaining to friends and family how I'd destroyed my relationship, was overwhelming.



"One night," I said finally. "Just until I find somewhere else."



Her smile was triumphant. "Of course. Just one night."



She stepped closer, untying her robe completely. "And while you're here..." Her hand found the front of my jeans, feeling my body's traitorous response to her. "We might as well make the most of it."



I knew it was wrong. Knew it would only make things worse. But in that moment, with my life in shambles around me, I didn't care anymore.



"Fine," I said, my voice hollow. "Why not? I've already lost everything that matters."



She pulled me toward the bed, her hands working at my clothes. "Not everything," she murmured against my lips. "You might have gained something too. We'll know in a few weeks."



The thought of her pregnant with my child – while Alicia carried what might or might not be mine – made my head spin. But I pushed the thoughts away, letting physical sensation drown out the noise in my brain.



Vanessa rode me hard, her nails digging into my chest. Her breasts bounced with each movement.



"Fuck me deeper," she moaned. "I need your cum inside me."



I grabbed her hips, thrusting up to meet her. My cock stretched her pussy wide.



"You feel so good," I said.



We fucked like that for a while. Fast and rough. Both of us sweaty and panting.



After she came twice, I flipped her over. I pushed her face down on the bed and entered her from behind. She cried out as I went deeper than before.



"Yes! Right there!" she shouted.



I pounded into her, my balls slapping against her. When I finally came, I pushed in as deep as possible. My cum shot inside her in hot spurts.



"I can feel it," she gasped. "So much cum."



We collapsed on the bed, both breathing hard. Vanessa turned to face me, a smile on her lips.



"Stay here as long as you need," she said, her fingers trailing over my chest. "The room is paid for all week."



I nodded, too tired to argue. What else could I do? Where else could I go?



I stayed at the hotel for three days. Vanessa came and went, always ready for sex when she was there. We fucked in the shower, on the balcony, against the wall. Each time, I came inside her.



On the fourth day, my phone rang. It was Marcus.



"Dude, where are you? You haven't been at work," he said.



"It's a long story," I told him.



"Come over. We'll talk," he offered.



I checked out of the hotel while Vanessa was at work. I left no note, no message. Just disappeared.



Marcus listened to my whole story without judgment. The beer in his hand stayed untouched.



"So let me get this straight," he said when I finished. "You think your girlfriend might be pregnant with another guy's baby, so you slept with that guy's wife?"



"I know how it sounds," I said.



"It sounds like you fucked up," Marcus said. "But you can crash here until you figure things out."



That night, my phone buzzed with a text from Vanessa: "Where did you go? I miss your cock inside me."



I didn't answer. Instead, I turned off my phone and tried to sleep on Marcus's lumpy couch.



A week passed. I went back to work, avoided questions about Alicia. At night, I drank too much and passed out on Marcus's couch.



Then Vanessa showed up at the hardware store.



She wore a tight dress that showed off her curves. Her blonde hair fell in waves around her shoulders. Every guy in the place watched her walk to my register.



"You disappeared," she said.



"I needed space," I told her.



"I need to talk to you," she said. "Privately."



I glanced at Marcus, who nodded that he'd cover for me. I followed Vanessa to the parking lot.



"I'm pregnant," she said as soon as we were alone.



My stomach dropped. "How do you know it's mine?"



"Jason had a vasectomy years ago," she said. "And you're the only other man I've been with."



I leaned against a car, trying to process this news. "What do you want from me?"



"Nothing you don't want to give," she said. "But I thought you should know. This baby is definitely yours. No question."



Unlike with Alicia, where doubt had been planted. The irony wasn't lost on me.



"I need time to think," I said.



Vanessa handed me a piece of paper. "My address. When you're ready to talk, come by."



She kissed my cheek and walked away. I watched her go, the paper heavy in my hand.



That night, I finally called Alicia. She didn't answer. I left a message.



"I'm sorry," I said. "I know that's not enough, but I am. I'd like to talk. About us, about the baby. Please call me back."



She didn't. Not that day, or the next, or the one after that.



Two weeks after Vanessa told me she was pregnant, I drove to her address. It was a nice house in the suburbs. Big yard, two-car garage.



Jason opened the door. "Dylan," he said, not sounding surprised. "Come in."



The inside was as nice as the outside. Clean, expensive furniture. Family photos on the walls.



"Vanessa's upstairs," Jason said. "She's not feeling well. Morning sickness."



"Why did you do it?" I asked. "Set me up like that?"



Jason poured two glasses of whiskey, handed one to me. "I told you. I want Alicia back."



"And you thought destroying her relationship with me would help?"



"It worked, didn't it?" He sipped his drink. "She called me three days ago. Wanted to talk."



My hand tightened on the glass. "You're a piece of shit."



"Maybe," he agreed. "But I love her. Always have. The baby she's carrying might be mine. I want to be there for both of them."



"And what about your wife? The one carrying my baby?"



Jason shrugged. "Like she told you, we have an arrangement. She wants a baby. I can't give her one. You did. Everybody wins."



"Except me," I said.



"You made your choices," Jason reminded me. "Nobody forced you to sleep with Vanessa."



I couldn't argue with that. I downed my whiskey in one gulp.



"Can I see her?" I asked.



Jason nodded toward the stairs. "Second door on the left."



I found Vanessa in a large bedroom, propped up on pillows. She looked pale but smiled when she saw me.



"You came," she said.



"How are you feeling?" I asked.



"Sick. Tired. Happy." She patted the bed beside her. "Sit with me?"



I did. It felt strange to be in their bed, where they slept together.



"I want to be part of this baby's life," I said. "I want to be a father."



"I'd like that," she said, taking my hand. "This baby needs a father."



"But I need to know the truth," I said. "About everything. Is Alicia's baby really Jason's?"



Vanessa sighed. "I don't know. He thinks it might be. They were together right before she met you."



"And you're sure this one is mine?"



"Positive." She placed my hand on her still-flat stomach. "Your big, strong swimmer did the job on the first try."



It was weird to think about. My baby growing inside her. A life I helped create.



"I'm seeing Alicia tomorrow," she added. "For lunch."



"Why?" I asked, surprised.



"Girl talk," Vanessa said with a small smile. "Don't worry about it."



I left the house more confused than when I arrived. Jason walked me to the door.



"For what it's worth," he said, "I think you'd make a better father than me anyway."



I didn't know what to make of that.



The next day, I got a text from Alicia: "We need to talk. Come by the condo at 7."



My heart raced as I rode the elevator up to our... her place that evening. I'd moved most of my stuff to a small apartment near Marcus's, but this still felt like home.



Alicia opened the door looking tired but beautiful. Her baby bump was more noticeable now.



"Thanks for coming," she said, letting me in.



The condo looked the same. My books still on the shelf, my jacket still on the hook.



"I had lunch with Vanessa today," Alicia said, sitting on the couch.



"She mentioned that," I said, staying standing. "What did she want?"



"To explain her side of things." Alicia sighed. "She showed me texts, photos. Jason has been planning to get me back for months."



"And the baby?" I asked.



"Is yours," she said firmly. "I was never with Jason right before I met you. That was a lie."



Relief washed over me. "How can you be sure?"



"Because I know my body," she said. "And because I did a DNA test."



"You can do that already? Before the baby's born?"



She nodded. "It's a new test. Not cheap, but worth it for peace of mind. The baby is definitely yours."



I sat down, overwhelmed. "I don't understand. Why did Vanessa tell me all that?"



"Because she wanted your baby," Alicia said simply. "And she knew you wouldn't sleep with her unless you thought I had betrayed you first."



It was so clear now. I'd been played. Manipulated by two people who knew exactly which buttons to push.



"And now she's pregnant," I said.



"So she says," Alicia replied. "I'm not sure I believe anything that comes out of her mouth."



We sat in silence for a minute. Then Alicia spoke again.



"I'm still angry," she said. "What you did... it hurt me. Deeply."



"I know," I said. "I'm sorry. So sorry."



"But," she continued, "I understand how it happened. How they set you up. And I don't want our daughter growing up without her father."



Hope flickered in my chest. "What are you saying?"



"I'm saying we need to figure this out," she said. "For her sake. If Vanessa really is pregnant with your baby, that's your child too. Half-sibling to ours."



I hadn't thought that far ahead. Two babies. Two mothers. One very complicated situation.



"Can you ever forgive me?" I asked.



"I don't know," she answered honestly. "But I'm willing to try."



She took my hand, placed it on her bump. Just then, I felt it - a strong kick against my palm.



"She knows her daddy," Alicia said with a small smile.



We talked for hours. About hurt feelings, broken trust. About how to move forward, what that might look like. No easy answers, but at least we were talking.



When it got late, Alicia yawned. "You should go," she said. "I need time. We both do."



I nodded, standing up. "Can I call you tomorrow?"



"Yes," she said. "And maybe... come by for dinner? We could talk more."



"I'd like that," I said.



At the door, I hesitated. "What about Jason and Vanessa?"



"Let me worry about them," she said with a determination I recognized. "They messed with the wrong woman."



The next few weeks were a strange dance. Dinner with Alicia some nights. Visits to check on Vanessa other days. Always careful, always unsure.



Vanessa's pregnancy was confirmed by her doctor. She was six weeks along when she first told me. Now at ten weeks, she had her first ultrasound.



"Do you want to come?" she asked over the phone.



"Yes," I said without hesitation. Whatever happened between me and Alicia, this was my child too.



Jason was surprisingly absent at the appointment. Vanessa explained he was traveling for work.



"He travels a lot," she said as we waited in the doctor's office. "That's part of why our arrangement works."



The ultrasound showed a tiny bean-shaped baby. The heartbeat was fast and strong.



"Everything looks perfect," the doctor said. "Congratulations."



Vanessa squeezed my hand, tears in her eyes. Despite everything, I felt a connection to that tiny bean on the screen.



That night, I had dinner at Alicia's. She was showing more now, her belly round and firm. She looked radiant.



"How was the appointment?" she asked, serving pasta.



"Good," I said. "Baby looks healthy."



She nodded, sitting across from me. "And how do you feel about it all?"



"Confused," I admitted. "Happy the baby is healthy. Worried about the future. Guilty."



"Don't be guilty for caring about your child," she said. "That's what good fathers do."



"Even when the mother is someone like Vanessa?"



"Even then." She took a bite of pasta. "Speaking of Vanessa, she called me today. Invited us both to dinner at their place."



I nearly choked on my food. "Both of us? Why?"



"She says we should all talk. Figure out how to handle this situation like adults."



"And you agreed?" I was shocked.



"I said I'd think about it." She shrugged. "Maybe it's not a terrible idea. Clear the air."



I couldn't imagine anything more awkward than dining with my pregnant girlfriend, my pregnant mistress, and her manipulative husband.



"If you want to go, I'll go," I said.



She reached across the table, took my hand. "Thank you."



After dinner, we sat on the couch watching a movie. It felt almost normal. Almost like before. Then Alicia shifted, wincing.



"You okay?" I asked.



"She's kicking my ribs," she said, rubbing her belly. "Here, feel."



I placed my hand where she indicated. Sure enough, I felt strong kicks against my palm.



"She's going to be a soccer player," I said, smiling.



"Or a drummer," Alicia replied.



I kept my hand there, fascinated by the movement. Alicia watched my face, something soft in her eyes.



"I've missed you," she said quietly.



"I've missed you too," I told her. "So much."



She leaned forward, her lips meeting mine in a tentative kiss. I kissed her back gently, afraid to push too far.



She pulled back slightly. "I'm still mad at you," she whispered. "But I also still want you."



My body responded immediately to her words. It had been weeks since I'd touched her, held her.



"Are you sure?" I asked.



Her answer was to kiss me again, harder this time. Her hands went to my shirt, unbuttoning it quickly.



I helped her undress, then removed my own clothes. She was even more beautiful pregnant - her breasts fuller, her skin glowing, her belly round with our child.



"You're gorgeous," I told her.



She guided me to touch her, to feel how her body had changed. Her breasts were more sensitive now, her nipples darker and larger.



"Be gentle," she said. "They're really tender."



I was, using just my fingertips at first, then my lips. She moaned softly as I kissed my way down her body, over the curve of her belly, between her legs.



Her pussy was wetter than I remembered, her scent stronger. I licked her slowly, savoring her taste.



"Oh god," she gasped, her hands in my hair. "That feels so good."



I took my time, using my tongue to circle her clit, to explore her folds. She came quickly, her thighs trembling against my shoulders.



"I need you inside me," she said when she'd recovered. "Please."



We had to get creative with positions. Her belly made our usual ways difficult. Finally, we settled on her on her side, me behind her.



I entered her slowly, both of us groaning at the familiar sensation. She was tighter than before, her pussy gripping my cock like a vise.



"Go slow," she urged. "It's been a while."



I did, moving gently at first. The angle let me go deep while still being careful of her belly. My hand reached around to play with her clit as I thrust.



"Yes," she moaned. "Just like that."



We moved together, finding our rhythm again. It was different now but still us. Still good. So good.



"I'm close," she warned, her breathing faster. "So close."



"Me too," I said, fighting to hold back. "Want to feel you cum on my cock first."



She did moments later, her pussy pulsing around me. I followed right after, emptying myself inside her with a groan.



We lay tangled together afterward, my hand resting on her belly, feeling occasional kicks from our daughter.



"Stay tonight?" Alicia asked sleepily.



"Yes," I said, kissing her shoulder. "I'll stay."



The dinner with Jason and Vanessa was set for the following weekend. I was nervous, but Alicia seemed calm.



"Just be honest," she advised as we drove to their house. "That's all we can do now."



Vanessa greeted us at the door, her small baby bump now visible in her tight dress. She hugged Alicia like they were old friends, then me.



"I'm so glad you came," she said, leading us inside.



The table was set beautifully, candles lit, wine (and sparkling water) poured. Jason was in the kitchen, putting final touches on what smelled like roast chicken.



"Welcome," he said when we entered. "Dinner's almost ready."



It was surreal, the four of us sitting down to eat like civilized people. Two pregnant women. Two fathers-to-be. One very messed up situation.



"So," Jason said after we'd started eating. "Let's talk about how we're going to handle this."



"Handle what exactly?" Alicia asked.



"The children," Vanessa answered. "Two babies, born around the same time. Half-siblings. We should think about how we want to raise them."



I nearly choked on my chicken. "Raise them? Together?"



"Not together-together," Jason clarified. "But with some coordination. Shared holidays, perhaps. Regular playdates."



"You're talking like we're all going to be one big happy family," I said. "After what you two did."



Vanessa sipped her water. "We did manipulate things," she admitted. "But the results aren't all bad, are they? Two wanted babies. Two happy mothers."



"And what about the fathers?" Alicia asked pointedly.



Jason smiled at her. "I think we can work something out, don't you?"



The way he looked at her made my blood boil. "Alicia and I are together," I said firmly. "We're raising our daughter together."



"Of course," Vanessa said smoothly. "And you'll help with our baby too, as much as you want."



"While Jason helps with ours?" Alicia asked, raising an eyebrow.



"If needed," Jason replied. "I care about you, Alicia. Always have."



The conversation continued like this through dinner. Subtle digs, veiled suggestions. By dessert, I was ready to leave.



In the kitchen, helping clear plates, Vanessa cornered me.



"You don't have to choose, you know," she said quietly. "You can have both of us."



"What are you talking about?" I asked.



She stepped closer, her belly brushing mine. "Alicia's the type to forgive. To share, if asked nicely. And I don't mind sharing either."



"You're insane," I told her.



She smiled. "Am I? Ask Alicia about our lunch. About what we discussed."



Back at the table, I watched Alicia talking with Jason. They looked comfortable together. Too comfortable.



"What's going on?" I asked when we were driving home. "Vanessa said something about your lunch with her."



Alicia was quiet for a moment. "She suggested an arrangement."



"What kind of arrangement?"



"The four of us. Together. Raising the children as one family."



"That's crazy," I said.



"Is it?" Alicia asked. "These babies will be siblings. They should know each other, grow up together."



"And what about us? The adults?"



She glanced at me. "She suggested we could all... be together. In various combinations."



My jaw dropped. "You can't be considering this."



"I'm not," she said quickly. "At least, not exactly how she suggested. But I am thinking about the children."



"And Jason? What's his role in all this?"



Her silence told me more than words could have.



"You still have feelings for him," I realized.



"It's complicated," she said. "We were together a long time."



"And now you're carrying my baby while his wife is carrying mine," I pointed out. "That's beyond complicated."



She sighed. "I know. But we have to figure something out. For the babies, if nothing else."



When we got back to her condo, we were both quiet. Lost in our own thoughts.



"I need time to think," I said finally. "This is a lot to process."



"Me too," she agreed. "Stay tonight anyway?"



I did. But we didn't make love. Just held each other, both wondering what the future held.



The next morning, I got a text from Vanessa: "Did you talk to Alicia? What do you think of my idea?"



I didn't answer. Instead, I called my parents. Told them a simplified version of the situation. My mom cried. My dad was silent for a long time.



"Come home for a while," he said finally. "Clear your head."



It seemed like a good idea. I told Alicia I needed a few days away. Told Vanessa the same. Then I drove three states over to my childhood home.



My parents didn't judge. Just listened. Fed me. Let me sleep in my old room and think.



After three days, Vanessa called. "Where are you?" she asked. "I had a doctor's appointment today."



"Is everything okay?" I asked, immediately concerned.



"Fine," she said. "Baby's perfect. I just thought you'd want to be there."



"I needed space," I told her.



"From which one of us?" she asked. "Me or Alicia?"



"Both," I admitted. "This whole situation."



She was quiet for a moment. "I think I love you," she said finally. "Is that crazy?"



"Yes," I said. "You barely know me."



"I know enough," she insisted. "I know you're kind. Caring. Great in bed. You'll be an amazing father."



"Vanessa..."



"Just think about it," she said. "About us. The life we could have together. You, me, our baby."



"What about Jason?" I asked.



"Jason loves Alicia," she said simply. "Always has. They make sense together, like you and I do."



After we hung up, I sat on my childhood bed, head in my hands. What a mess. What an impossible situation.



Alicia called that night. "When are you coming back?" she asked.



"I don't know," I said honestly. "Soon, I think."



"I miss you," she said. "The baby misses you too."



My heart ached. "I miss you both."



"Have you talked to Vanessa?" she asked.



"Yes," I admitted. "She called about a doctor's appointment."



Alicia was quiet for a moment. "I've been thinking about what she suggested," she said finally.



"And?"



"And maybe there's a middle ground," she said. "Not what she wants exactly, but something that works for all of us. For the children."



"What are you suggesting?"



"Come home," she said. "We'll talk about it then."



I drove back the next day. Alicia met me at her door with a long kiss.



"I missed you," she said again.



"I missed you too," I told her.



We sat on the couch, her legs draped over mine, her belly round between us.



"I talked to Jason," she said. "Really talked. About the past, about now."



"And?" I tried to keep my voice neutral.



"And I think I understand what happened with us," she said. "Why we broke up. Why he's suddenly interested again."



"Because you're having a baby," I guessed.



"Yes," she agreed. "He regrets saying he didn't want children. Seeing me pregnant made him realize what he gave up."



"So what now?" I asked. "You want to go back to him?"



"No," she said firmly. "I want to be with you. You're the father of my child. The man I love."



Relief washed over me. "What about Vanessa? And my baby with her?"



"That's where it gets complicated," Alicia admitted. "I think we need to set up a co-parenting arrangement. Clear boundaries. Regular visitation."



"Like divorced parents," I said.



"Except we were never married," she pointed out. "And the babies are siblings."



It made sense, in a strange way. Not ideal, but workable.



"What about what Vanessa suggested?" I asked. "About all of us... together."



Alicia's cheeks flushed. "That's not happening," she said firmly. "At least, not how she meant it."



"How did she mean it exactly?" I was curious now.



Alicia looked away. "She suggested we could all... be intimate. Together or in different pairs. Depending on what we wanted."



The image was both disturbing and oddly arousing. "And you said no?"



"I said I'd need to think about it," she admitted. "But I meant no."



I pulled her closer. "Good. Because I only want you."



She smiled, kissing me softly. "Show me."



We made love right there on the couch, slow and tender. When I entered her, she sighed like coming home.



"I love you," I told her as I moved inside her. "Only you."



"I love you too," she gasped, her nails digging into my back. "God, I love you."



After, as we lay tangled together, my phone buzzed. A text from Vanessa: "Need to see you. Important. Come by tomorrow?"



I showed Alicia. "What do you think?"



She sighed. "You should go. She's carrying your baby."



The next day, I drove to Vanessa and Jason's house. Jason's car was gone from the driveway.



Vanessa answered the door in a silk robe, reminding me of our first encounter.



"Thank you for coming," she said, letting me in.



"What's so important?" I asked, keeping my distance.



She pulled out an envelope. "Test results," she said. "Confirming the baby is yours."



I took the paper, scanned it. Sure enough, it showed a paternity match.



"I never doubted it was mine," I said.



"I know," she replied. "But I wanted you to have proof. After everything that happened."



She sat on the couch, adjusting her robe to show more leg. "Jason's gone for the weekend," she mentioned casually.



"I'm not here for that," I said firmly.



"No?" She raised an eyebrow. "Your body says differently."



I couldn't deny my physical response to her. She was beautiful, especially now with her small baby bump. But it was just biology. Just memory.



"Alicia and I are trying to work things out," I told her. "For our baby."



"And what about our baby?" she asked, hand on her belly.



"I'll be there," I promised. "For doctor's appointments, for the birth. For everything after. But not like this."



She nodded, seeming to accept this. "And what about Jason and Alicia?"



"What about them?"



"They have history," she reminded me. "Strong feelings. Do you really think they won't act on that while you and I are co-parenting?"



She was trying to plant seeds of doubt again. I wouldn't let her.



"I trust Alicia," I said.



Vanessa smiled. "Like you trusted her before? When Jason told you the baby might be his?"



"That was different," I insisted. "I was confused. Manipulated by you and Jason."



She stood, moving closer. "I didn't force you into my bed," she pointed out. "You came willingly."



"After you and Jason deliberately made me think Alicia had betrayed me."



"Details," she said with a wave of her hand. Her robe gaped open, showing the curve of her breast. "The point is, you and I have chemistry. Undeniable chemistry."



I stepped back. "Chemistry isn't enough. Not anymore."



She studied my face. "You really love her, don't you?"



"Yes," I said simply.



"Even after everything?" She sounded genuinely curious.



"Even after everything."



She sighed, pulling her robe closed. "I won't lie and say I'm not disappointed," she said. "But I respect your choice."



I wasn't sure I believed her. "So what now?"



"Now we figure out how to raise our child together," she said. "As co-parents. Nothing more."



It sounded too easy. Too neat. But I nodded. "I'd like that."



"Good." She handed me a folder. "I've drawn up some preliminary plans. Visitation schedule, shared expenses, that sort of thing."



I took it, surprised by her practicality. "Thank you."



As I turned to leave, she called after me, "For what it's worth, I think you're making the right choice. Alicia's lucky to have you."



I looked back at her, trying to read her expression. "I'm lucky to have her," I said.



Her smile was almost sad. "I know."



When I got back to Alicia's, she was waiting anxiously. "How did it go?" she asked.



I showed her the folder. "She's being... reasonable. For now."



"I don't trust her," Alicia said, looking through the papers.



"Neither do I," I admitted. "But for the babies' sake, we have to try to make this work."



She nodded, setting the folder aside. "One day at a time?"



"One day at a time," I agreed, pulling her close.



That night, as we lay in bed, Alicia placed my hand on her belly. "Feel that? She's hiccupping."



I smiled, feeling the tiny rhythmic movements. "That's amazing."



"It is," she agreed. "Despite everything, I can't wait to meet her. To be her mom."



"Me too," I said. "To be her dad."



Alicia turned to face me. "Whatever happens with Jason and Vanessa, with all that mess... this is real," she said, guiding my hand on her belly. "This is ours."



"Always," I promised.



She kissed me softly. "Make love to me?"



I did, slowly and tenderly at first, then with growing passion. Her body moved with mine, both of us finding that perfect rhythm.



After, as she drifted to sleep in my arms, I thought about the strange path that had led us here. The choices, good and bad. The consequences.



Two babies. Two mothers. One very complicated future.



But looking at Alicia, feeling our daughter kick against my palm, I knew one thing for certain - this was where I belonged. Whatever came next, we would face it together.



"Dylan," Alicia murmured, half asleep.



"Yes?"



"Promise me something," she said.



"Anything."



She looked up at me, suddenly serious. "Promise me no more secrets. No more lies. Just truth between us, no matter how hard."



I kissed her forehead. "I promise. Just truth."



As if in agreement, our daughter kicked strongly against my hand.



"She's going to be a handful," Alicia said with a sleepy smile.



"Like her mother," I teased.



She pinched my side lightly. "And stubborn like her father."



We fell asleep like that, tangled together, our daughter between us. And for the first time in weeks, I slept peacefully.



The next morning, I woke to Alicia's phone ringing. She answered groggily.



"Hello? Yes, this is she." She sat up suddenly. "What? When?"



I watched her face grow pale. "Yes, I understand. We'll be right there."



"What's wrong?" I asked as she hung up.



"It's Vanessa," she said, already getting out of bed. "She's in the hospital. There might be a problem with the baby."



We dressed quickly, both worried. Whatever our issues with Vanessa, this was my child at risk.



At the hospital, we found Jason pacing in the waiting room. He looked relieved to see us.



"Thank you for coming," he said, shaking my hand. "They're doing tests now."



"What happened?" I asked.



"She started bleeding this morning," he explained. "Not much, but enough to worry her. The doctors say it might be nothing, might be something."



I sat heavily in a plastic chair, fear gripping me. Alicia took my hand, squeezing it reassuringly.



"Babies are tougher than they look," she said quietly. "Try not to worry until we know something."



The doctor came out an hour later. "Mr. Reeves?" she called.



Jason stood. "That's me. This is Dylan, the baby's father."



The doctor nodded. "You can both come back. Your wife is asking for you."



We followed her through swinging doors to a small room. Vanessa lay on a bed, looking small and scared. When she saw me, tears filled her eyes.



"I'm sorry," she said immediately. "I don't know what happened."



I went to her side, took her hand. "Is the baby okay?"



The doctor answered. "Everything looks fine with the baby. Strong heartbeat, good movement. What your wife experienced was a subchorionic hematoma - basically, a blood clot near the placenta. It's common and usually resolves on its own."



Relief washed over me. "So the baby's not in danger?"



"Not at this point," the doctor assured us. "But we'll want to monitor things closely. Bed rest for a week, then limited activity after that."



Vanessa squeezed my hand. "I was so scared," she whispered.



"I know," I said. "But everything's going to be okay."



Jason stood awkwardly at the foot of the bed. "I should let Alicia know what's happening," he said, stepping out.



When we were alone, Vanessa looked up at me. "Thank you for coming," she said. "You didn't have to."



"Of course I did," I replied. "It's my baby too."



She smiled weakly. "I meant what I said yesterday," she told me. "About respecting your choice. Being just co-parents."



"I appreciate that," I said.



"But seeing you here, so worried..." She trailed off. "It just confirms what I already knew."



"What's that?"



"That you're going to be an amazing father," she said. "To both your children."



For once, I believed she was being sincere. "Thank you."



The doctor returned with discharge instructions. Bed rest, plenty of fluids, no stress. Follow-up appointment in one week.



"Someone needs to stay with her," the doctor told us. "Make sure she follows orders."



Jason nodded. "I'll cancel my trip next week."



"No need," Vanessa said quickly. "I can manage."



"I'll help," I offered. "I can come by, check on you. Bring groceries, whatever you need."



Alicia appeared in the doorway. "I'll help too," she said, surprising everyone. "We both will."



Vanessa looked at her uncertainly. "You don't have to do that."



"I know," Alicia said. "But I want to. For the baby's sake."



It was a strange moment of truce between the two women. A recognition that, despite everything, we were all connected now through these children.



As we left the hospital, Alicia took my hand. "You okay?" she asked.



"I think so," I said. "Just got a reality check, I guess. About being a father. About what matters."



She nodded. "Me too."



We drove home in thoughtful silence. The future was still uncertain, still complicated. But somehow, it felt like we'd taken a step forward. Together.



That night, as Alicia slept beside me, I felt our daughter kicking strongly. I placed my hand on Alicia's belly, marveling at the life we'd created.



"Hey there, little one," I whispered. "Your daddy's here. Always will be."



In response, she kicked my palm, as if to say she understood. As if to say she trusted me to keep that promise.



And I would. To her, and to her sibling. To both my children, no matter what.



"Dylan?" Alicia murmured, stirring beside me. "You okay?"



"Just talking to our daughter," I said. "Go back to sleep."



Instead, she took my hand, guiding it between her legs. "I'm not sleepy anymore," she said.



I felt how wet she was already, how ready for me. My cock responded immediately, hardening against her thigh.



"I need you," she whispered, her hand finding me, stroking slowly.



I positioned myself carefully, mindful of her belly, and entered her with a gentle thrust. She sighed, wrapping her legs around me.



"I love you," I told her as I moved inside her. "Both of you."



"We love you too," she replied, pulling me closer. "Now make me cum."



I moved inside Alicia with slow, deep strokes. Her pussy gripped my cock tightly with each thrust. She bit her lip, eyes closed in pleasure.



"Harder," she moaned. "Fuck me harder."



I grabbed her hips and drove into her with more force. The wet sounds of our fucking filled the room. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, nipples hard and pointing up.



"You feel so good," I groaned. "So tight around my cock."



"Yes," she gasped. "Right there. Don't stop."



I kept my angle, hitting that spot inside her that made her toes curl. Her pussy was getting wetter, tighter. I could tell she was close.



"Play with your clit," I told her. "Make yourself cum on my cock."



She reached between us, her fingers finding her swollen bud. I watched her face as she touched herself, her mouth opening in a silent gasp.



"That's it," I encouraged. "Show me how good it feels."



"So good," she panted, her fingers moving in tight circles. "Your cock feels so fucking good inside me."



Her pussy started to pulse around me, squeezing my shaft in waves. I knew she was about to cum.



"I'm gonna cum," she warned, her voice high and tight. "Oh god, Dylan, I'm cumming!"



Her back arched off the bed as she came, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vise. The feeling pushed me over the edge too.



"I'm cumming," I groaned, thrusting deep inside her. "Taking all my cum."



"Yes," she urged. "Fill me up. Put a baby in me."



I exploded inside her, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her waiting womb. I kept grinding against her, making sure every drop went as deep as possible.



When I finally stilled, we were both breathing hard. I stayed inside her, not wanting to break our connection.



"That was amazing," she said, her hands running up my back.



"It was," I agreed, kissing her softly.



We stayed like that for a while, trading lazy kisses, my cock still buried inside her. When I finally pulled out, my cum leaked from her pussy, running down her thigh.



"Look at that," she said, running her finger through the mess. "So much cum. You must really want to get me pregnant."



"I do," I admitted. "The thought of you carrying my baby is hot as fuck."



She smiled, stretching like a satisfied cat. "Then we better keep trying."



Two weeks later, I was at Alicia's place, eating dinner when she showed me the test. Two pink lines.



"I'm pregnant," she said, her eyes bright with excitement.



I pulled her into my arms, kissing her hard. "That's amazing."



"All that cum finally did the job," she teased, her hand finding the front of my jeans. "Speaking of which..."



I lifted her onto the kitchen counter, pushing her skirt up around her waist. She wasn't wearing any panties.



"Were you planning this?" I asked, unzipping my jeans.



"Maybe," she replied with a smile. "Now that I'm pregnant, we can fuck without worrying."



I freed my cock, already hard and ready. Her pussy was wet, practically dripping for me.



"You're so wet," I groaned as I pushed inside her.



"Always for you," she gasped, her legs wrapping around my waist. "Now fuck me like you mean it."



I did, pounding into her right there on the counter. Her head fell back, moans spilling from her lips with each thrust.



"Yes," she cried. "Just like that. Don't stop."



I gripped her ass, pulling her against me as I fucked her. The counter edge dug into my thighs, but I didn't care. All that mattered was the tight, wet heat of her pussy around my cock.



"Going to cum in you again," I promised. "Fill you up even more."



"Do it," she demanded. "I want to feel you explode inside me."



A few more hard thrusts and I was there, cumming deep inside her with a groan. She came too, her pussy milking my cock for every drop.



"Fuck," I panted when we finished. "That was intense."



She kissed me, her tongue sliding against mine. "And we're just getting started."



Over the next few months, we fucked everywhere in her apartment. On the couch, in the shower, against the wall. Her pregnancy only made her hornier, more insatiable.



As her belly grew, we had to get creative with positions. Her on top, from behind, on our sides. But we never slowed down.



One night, when she was about five months along, I came home to find her naked on the bed, legs spread wide.



"I need you," she said simply. "Now."



I stripped quickly, my cock already hard at the sight of her. Her pregnancy had made her even more beautiful - her breasts fuller, her skin glowing, her pussy always wet and ready.



I knelt between her legs, running my hands over the curve of her belly. Our baby was growing inside her, a life we'd created together.



"You're so fucking sexy like this," I told her, bending down to kiss her belly.



"Show me," she demanded. "Show me how sexy you think I am."



I moved lower, my mouth finding her pussy. She gasped as I licked her, her hands flying to my hair.



"Yes," she moaned. "Just like that."



I ate her slowly, savoring her taste. Her pregnancy had changed it slightly, made it richer somehow. I loved it.



My tongue circled her clit, then dipped inside her. She was so wet, her juices coating my chin.



"Need your cock," she gasped after a few minutes. "Need you inside me."



I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance. With one smooth thrust, I entered her.



We both moaned at the sensation. Her pussy felt different now - tighter in some ways, more yielding in others. Perfect.



"God, you feel good," I groaned, starting to move. "So fucking good."



"You too," she gasped, her hands on my arms. "So deep. So full."



I found a rhythm that worked for both of us, not too fast, not too slow. Her belly between us made it challenging, but we made it work.



"Play with my tits," she urged. "They're so sensitive now."



I cupped her breasts, careful not to be too rough. Her nipples were darker, larger than before. I rolled them between my fingers, making her gasp.



"Yes," she hissed. "Like that."



I increased my pace, feeling my own release building. Her pussy was getting tighter around me, her breathing quicker.



"I'm close," she warned. "So close."



"Me too," I admitted, struggling to hold back. "Gonna fill you up again."



"Yes," she urged. "Cum inside me. Give me more of your cum."



Her words pushed me over the edge. I thrust deep and held there as I exploded, filling her already pregnant pussy with another load of hot cum.



She came with me, her pussy milking my cock, her nails digging into my back. We stayed locked together for a long moment, both breathing hard.



"I love feeling you cum inside me," she said when we finally separated. "Even though I'm already pregnant."



"I love cumming inside you," I replied with a grin. "Pregnant or not."



As her pregnancy progressed, sex became more challenging but even more intense. Each orgasm seemed stronger for her, her pussy more responsive to my touch.



By the time she was eight months along, we'd discovered that doggy style worked best. Her on her hands and knees, me behind her, my hands on her hips.



"Fuck me harder," she demanded one night, looking back at me over her shoulder. "I need it hard today."



I gripped her hips tighter, driving into her with more force. Her ass slapped against my thighs with each thrust, her heavy breasts swinging beneath her.



"Like this?" I asked, giving her what she wanted.



"Yes," she moaned. "Just like that. Don't stop."



I reached around, finding her clit. It was swollen and hard under my fingers, easy to rub as I pounded into her.



"Oh god," she gasped. "I'm gonna cum already. So fast."



"Do it," I encouraged. "Cum all over my cock."



Her pussy clenched around me as she came, her whole body shaking with the force of her orgasm. I kept fucking her through it, my own release building quickly.



"Gonna cum," I warned, my rhythm faltering. "Gonna fill you up again."



"Yes," she urged. "Give me your cum. I need it."



I thrust deep inside her and held there as I exploded, pumping her full of another hot load. We collapsed together on the bed, both sweaty and satisfied.



"That was exactly what I needed," she said, rolling to face me. "Baby was pressing on my back all day. This helped."



I placed my hand on her belly, feeling our daughter kick. "Happy to be of service," I said with a smile.



After our daughter was born - a healthy, perfect little girl we named Lily - the doctor advised waiting six weeks before having sex again. It was the longest six weeks of my life.



The night we got the all-clear, I came home to find Alicia waiting for me in bed, wearing nothing but a smile.



"Doctor says I'm good to go," she said, pulling back the covers to show me her naked body. "Think you can help me out?"



I stripped as fast as I could, my cock already hard and ready. But I was careful with her, knowing she might still be sensitive.



"Tell me if anything hurts," I said as I joined her on the bed.



"I will," she promised. "But right now, all I feel is need. I've missed you inside me."



I kissed her slowly, my hands exploring her body. Her breasts were even fuller now that she was nursing, her hips slightly wider. She was more beautiful than ever.



"Let me taste you first," I said, moving down her body. "Make sure you're ready."



"I'm already wet," she assured me. "But go ahead."



She was right - her pussy was slick with arousal, her folds swollen and pink. I licked her slowly, relearning her taste, her reactions.



"Oh god," she moaned, her hands in my hair. "I've missed this so much."



I took my time, bringing her to a slow, gentle orgasm with my tongue. She trembled beneath me, her thighs squeezing my head as she came.



"Now your cock," she demanded when she'd recovered. "I need you inside me."



I moved back up her body, positioning myself at her entrance. "Tell me if it's too much," I reminded her.



She nodded, her eyes fixed on mine as I pushed inside her slowly. She was tighter than before, her pussy gripping me like a fist.



"Fuck," I hissed, fighting the urge to thrust hard. "You feel amazing."



"So do you," she gasped. "Go slow at first, ok?"



I did, setting a gentle pace. Her pussy gradually relaxed around me, getting wetter with each stroke.



"You can go faster now," she said after a while. "Deeper."



I increased my pace, watching her face for any sign of discomfort. But all I saw was pleasure as I filled her completely.



"Yes," she moaned. "Just like that. I've missed your cock so much."



We moved together, finding our rhythm again. It was like coming home, being inside her. Familiar but also new, different.



"Play with my clit," she urged. "Make me cum on your cock again."



I reached between us, finding her swollen bud. She jerked at my touch, already sensitive from her first orgasm.



"Like this?" I asked, circling gently.



"Yes," she hissed. "Perfect."



I kept my strokes steady as I worked her clit. Her pussy was getting tighter around me, her breathing faster.



"I'm close again," she warned. "So close."



"Me too," I admitted, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine. "Want to cum together?"



"Yes," she gasped. "Fill me up. Maybe we'll make another baby."



The thought pushed me over the edge. I thrust deep inside her and exploded, filling her with hot spurts of cum. She came with me, her pussy squeezing my cock in waves.



We lay tangled together afterward, both satisfied and slightly dazed.



"Think we just made another baby?" she asked with a smile.



"Maybe," I replied, my hand stroking her back. "If not, we can keep trying."



And we did. Every day, sometimes twice. Against the wall, on the kitchen counter, in the shower. Anywhere and everywhere we could.



Three months later, she showed me another positive test.



"Looks like all that cum did the job again," she said, her eyes bright with excitement.



I picked her up, spinning her around. "Looks like it."



That night, we celebrated by fucking on the living room floor, too impatient to make it to the bedroom. I took her from behind, her ass high in the air, my cock driving deep into her pussy.



"Harder," she demanded, pushing back against me. "Fuck me harder."



I grabbed her hips, pounding into her with all my strength. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, along with our moans.



"Your pussy feels so good," I groaned. "So fucking tight around my cock."



"Yes," she gasped. "Right there. Don't stop."



I reached around, my fingers finding her clit. She was already swollen and sensitive, close to cumming.



"That's it," I encouraged as I rubbed her. "Cum for me, Alicia. Cum all over my cock."



Her pussy clenched around me as she came, her entire body shaking. I kept fucking her through it, chasing my own release.



"I'm gonna cum," I warned, my pace becoming frantic. "Gonna fill you up again."



"Do it," she urged. "Cum inside me. Give me your cum."



With a shout, I buried myself deep inside her and exploded, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her already pregnant pussy. I stayed there, grinding against her, making sure every drop went as deep as possible.



When we finally separated, my cum leaked from her pussy, running down her thighs.



"Look at that mess," she said with a satisfied smile. "Good thing I'm already pregnant."



I laughed, pulling her close for a kiss. "We could try for twins next time."



"One baby at a time," she replied, her hand on her still-flat stomach. "But we can keep practicing."



And practice we did, throughout her second pregnancy. Her hormones made her even hornier this time, insatiable for my cock, my cum.



One night, when she was about six months along, we were at a friend's party. She pulled me into the bathroom, locking the door behind us.



"I need you," she whispered, already pulling up her dress. "Right now."



"Here?" I asked, though my cock was already hardening at the thought. "What if someone hears?"



"Then be quiet," she said, turning to face the sink. "And fuck me hard."



I pushed her dress up around her waist. She wasn't wearing any panties, her pussy already wet and ready.



"You planned this," I accused, unzipping my pants.



"Maybe," she admitted with a smile over her shoulder. "Now hurry up before someone needs the bathroom."



I pushed inside her in one smooth thrust, making her gasp. She was so wet there was almost no resistance, just tight, hot pleasure.



"Yes," she hissed, pushing back against me. "Just like that."



I fucked her hard and fast, both of us aware we didn't have much time. Her pussy gripped my cock perfectly, pulling me deeper with each stroke.



"Touch yourself," I urged. "Make yourself cum quick."



Her hand moved between her legs, fingers finding her clit. I watched in the mirror as she touched herself, her face a mask of pleasure.



"I'm close," she whispered after just a minute. "So close."



"Me too," I admitted, my pace increasing. "Gonna fill you up."



Her pussy clenched around me as she came, her body shaking. She bit her lip to keep from crying out.



The feeling pushed me over the edge. I thrust deep and held there, emptying myself inside her with a muffled groan.



We stayed like that for a moment, both catching our breath. Then a knock on the door made us jump.



"Just a minute," Alicia called, her voice remarkably steady.



We cleaned up quickly, trying not to laugh. As we slipped out of the bathroom, passing our confused-looking friend, Alicia whispered to me: "Your cum is running down my leg for the rest of the party."



The thought kept me hard for hours.



When our second child was born - a boy this time - we went through the same six-week wait. But this time, we found other ways to pleasure each other in the meantime. Her mouth on my cock, my tongue on her pussy. It wasn't the same as being inside her, but it helped.



The night we got the all-clear, I came home to find her waiting for me in the kitchen, completely naked.



"Kids are asleep," she said, pulling me close. "And I need your cock inside me right now."



I lifted her onto the counter, freeing my already hard cock from my pants. She was wet, ready for me.



"Been thinking about this all day," she admitted as I positioned myself at her entrance. "About your cock stretching me open."



I pushed inside her slowly, giving her time to adjust. She was tight again, her pussy gripping me like it was our first time.



"Oh god," she moaned, her head falling back. "You feel so good inside me."



"You too," I groaned, starting to move. "So fucking tight."



I fucked her right there on the kitchen counter, her legs wrapped around my waist, her hands clutching my shoulders. The wet sounds of our fucking filled the room, along with our moans.



"Harder," she demanded, her heels digging into my back. "Make me feel it tomorrow."



I increased my pace, driving into her with more force. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, her face flushed with pleasure.



"Touch your clit," I told her. "Make yourself cum on my cock."



She reached between us, her fingers finding her swollen bud. Her pussy tightened around me as she touched herself.



"Yes," she gasped. "Right there. Don't stop."



I could feel her getting close, her inner muscles fluttering around my cock. My own release was building fast, the pressure mounting.



"I'm gonna cum," she warned, her voice tight with need. "Oh god, I'm cumming!"



Her pussy clamped down on me as she came, pulsing and squeezing. The feeling pushed me over the edge too.



"Taking all my cum," I groaned, thrusting deep inside her. "Every drop."



"Yes," she urged. "Fill me up. Maybe we'll make baby number three."



The thought made my cock pulse even harder as I emptied myself inside her. We stayed locked together, both breathing hard, coming down from our high.



"That was worth the wait," she said when we finally separated.



And it was just the beginning. That night, we fucked three more times. In the shower, on the living room floor, in our bed. Each time, I came deep inside her, filling her with load after load of cum.



"If I'm not pregnant already, I will be soon," she joked as we finally fell asleep.



She was right. Two months later, another positive test.



"Three kids," I said, my hand on her still-flat stomach. "We're going to be busy."



"Very busy," she agreed, her hand finding my cock through my jeans. "But we should keep practicing anyway."



And we did. Through her third pregnancy and beyond. Each child seemed to increase her desire, her need for my cock, my cum.



By the time our third was born, we had perfected the art of quick, quiet sex while the kids napped. Against the wall, on the laundry machine, bent over the kitchen counter. Always fast, always deep, always ending with my cum inside her.



"Think we should try for number four?" she asked one night as I emptied another load into her pussy.



"If you want to," I replied, kissing her deeply. "I'm happy to keep fucking you and filling you up until you're pregnant again."



She smiled, squeezing her pussy around my still-hard cock. "Then keep going. Don't stop until your cum is leaking out of me."



I flipped her over, entering her from behind with a groan. Her pussy was still tight around me, wet with her juices and my previous load.



"Like this?" I asked, starting to thrust again.



"Exactly like this," she moaned, pushing back against me. "Fuck me until I'm pregnant with another one of your babies."



I gripped Alicia's hips tighter as I pounded into her from behind. Her pregnant belly hung heavy beneath her, swaying slightly with each thrust. She moaned into the pillow, her fingers clutching the sheets.



"Harder," she demanded, looking back at me over her shoulder. "I need it harder."



I increased my pace, driving my cock deeper into her wet pussy. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled our bedroom, mixing with our heavy breathing and moans.



"Like this?" I asked, my fingers digging into her soft flesh.



"Yes," she gasped. "Just like that. Don't stop."



Her pussy was incredibly wet, gripping my cock like a vise with each stroke. Being eight months pregnant with our fourth child had only made her hornier, more insatiable. We fucked at least twice a day, sometimes more.



I reached around her, my hand sliding over the swell of her belly to find her clit. She jerked at my touch, already sensitive from our earlier session.



"Oh god," she moaned as I circled the swollen bud. "That feels so good."



"You're so wet," I groaned, watching my cock disappear inside her over and over. "So fucking wet for me."



"Always," she panted, pushing back against me. "Always wet for your cock."



I could feel her getting close, her pussy tightening around me in little pulses. My own orgasm was building fast, pressure mounting at the base of my spine.



"I'm gonna cum soon," I warned, my pace becoming more frantic. "Where do you want it?"



"Inside," she gasped without hesitation. "Always inside. Fill me up again."



The words pushed me closer to the edge. There was something primal about cumming inside her, especially when she was already swollen with my child.



"Play with your clit," I ordered, my hands returning to her hips for better leverage. "Make yourself cum on my cock."



She obeyed, her fingers replacing mine between her legs. I watched her work herself as I continued to thrust, her movements becoming more urgent as she approached her peak.



"I'm close," she warned, her voice tight with need. "So close. Don't stop."



"Never," I promised, driving into her harder. "Gonna make you cum hard on my cock."



Her body tensed suddenly, her back arching as she cried out. Her pussy clamped down on me in waves, squeezing my cock rhythmically as she came.



The feeling pushed me over the edge. I thrust deep inside her and held there as I exploded, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her already pregnant pussy.



"Yes," she moaned, feeling me pulse inside her. "Give me all of it. Every drop."



I kept grinding against her through my orgasm, making sure my cum went as deep as possible. When I finally stilled, we were both breathing hard, covered in a light sheen of sweat.



I carefully pulled out, watching as my cum leaked from her well-used pussy, running down her inner thigh.



"Look at that mess," she said with satisfaction, reaching back to feel it. "So much cum."



I collapsed beside her on the bed, both of us too spent to move further. Her hand found mine, our fingers intertwining on top of her rounded belly.



"Feel that?" she asked as a strong kick pushed against our palms. "Someone's awake."



I smiled, amazed as always by the life we'd created together. "Maybe he didn't like being jostled around so much."



She laughed, the sound warm and happy. "Well, he better get used to it. I'm not giving up sex just because he's in there."



"Good," I replied, leaning over to kiss her softly. "Because I don't think I could stop fucking you even if I tried."



We lay together for a while, recovering. Her hand stroked my chest lazily, tracing patterns through the light dusting of hair there.



"I was thinking," she said after a few minutes. "About names for this one."



"What are you thinking?" I asked, my own hand moving to caress her belly.



"If it's a boy, maybe Ethan," she suggested. "And if it's a girl, maybe Sophia."



"I like both," I said honestly. "Either would be perfect."



She smiled, pressing a kiss to my shoulder. "We make good babies together."



"The best," I agreed. "Want to try for a fifth after this one?"



She raised an eyebrow, her hand traveling lower to find my cock already starting to harden again. "Someone's eager," she teased.



"For you? Always," I said, rolling onto my side to face her better. "Can't help it."



"Well," she said, her fingers wrapping around my shaft, stroking slowly. "I'm not opposed to the idea. But let's get this one out first before we start working on the next."



I groaned as her thumb circled the head of my cock, spreading the pre-cum already leaking from the tip. "Fair enough."



She continued stroking me, her grip firm but gentle. "Besides," she added with a mischievous smile, "we should probably practice a lot before we commit to number five. Make sure we've got the technique just right."



"Practice makes perfect," I agreed, my hips pushing into her touch.



"Exactly," she said, her strokes becoming faster. "And I think you need more practice right now."



She shifted, moving down my body despite her pregnant belly. Before I could protest that she should rest, her mouth closed around the head of my cock, hot and wet and perfect.



"Fuck," I hissed, my hand finding her hair. "That feels amazing."



She hummed in agreement, the vibration sending jolts of pleasure through me. Her tongue swirled around the sensitive head as her hand worked the shaft, twisting slightly on the upstroke.



I watched her, mesmerized by the sight of her lips stretched around my cock, her dark hair falling across my thighs, her pregnant belly resting between my legs. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen.



"You're so good at that," I groaned as she took me deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate my length.



She looked up at me through her lashes, her eyes dark with desire as she sucked. One of her hands moved to cup my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers.



The dual sensation was incredible. I felt my orgasm building again, faster this time.



"I'm gonna cum if you keep that up," I warned, my fingers tightening in her hair.



She pulled off with a wet pop, her hand still stroking. "Where do you want to cum?" she asked, her voice husky.



"Inside you," I replied without hesitation. "Always inside you."



She smiled, moving back up my body. With some maneuvering around her belly, she straddled me, her pussy hovering just above my cock.



"Like this?" she asked, teasing me with just the tip.



"Exactly like that," I confirmed, my hands finding her hips.



She sank down on me slowly, taking my full length with a satisfied sigh. Her pussy was still slick with her juices and my previous load, making the slide easy and smooth.



"You fill me up so good," she moaned, beginning to move. "So fucking deep."



I watched as she rode me, her belly round and proud before her, her breasts bouncing with each movement. Her face was flushed with pleasure, her lips parted, her eyes half-closed.



"You're so beautiful," I told her, meaning it completely. "So fucking sexy pregnant with my baby."



She smiled, her pace increasing. "You made me this way," she reminded me. "Your cock, your cum."



The words sent a jolt of primal satisfaction through me. Yes, I had done this. Filled her with my seed, watched her grow round with my child. And I'd do it again. And again.



I thrust up to meet her movements, my hands guiding her hips. Her pussy was incredibly tight in this position, gripping my cock perfectly with each rise and fall.



"Touch yourself," I encouraged, wanting to see her cum again. "Make yourself cum on my cock."



She obeyed, her fingers finding her clit. I watched her face as she touched herself, saw the moment her pleasure intensified.



"Yes," she gasped, her movements becoming more erratic. "Just like that. I'm getting close."



"Me too," I admitted, feeling the pressure building again. "Your pussy feels too good."



She rode me harder, her fingers working faster on her clit. I could feel her getting tighter around me, little pulses that signaled her approaching orgasm.



"Cum with me," she urged, her voice tight with need. "Fill me up as I cum on your cock."



Her words pushed me closer to the edge. I gripped her hips tighter, thrusting up into her with more force.



"Now," she cried, her back arching. "I'm cumming now!"



Her pussy clamped down on me in waves as she came, milking my cock with each pulse. The feeling triggered my own release. I thrust up deep inside her and exploded, filling her with another hot load of cum.



"Yes," she moaned, feeling me pulse inside her. "So much cum. So fucking good."



She continued to move through our orgasms, drawing out every last drop of pleasure. When she finally stilled, she was breathing hard, her skin glistening with sweat.



"That was incredible," she said, leaning forward to kiss me softly.



"It was," I agreed, my hands running up and down her back.



She carefully lifted off me, my softening cock slipping from her pussy with a wet sound. More of my cum leaked out of her, adding to the mess between her thighs.



"I love feeling your cum drip out of me," she said, running her fingers through it. "Knowing you've filled me up so much."



I watched, my cock already starting to stir again at the sight. Alicia noticed, laughing softly.



"Again?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. "Already?"



"I can't help it," I said with a grin. "You make me insatiable."



"Well," she said, glancing at the clock, "the kids won't be home from your mom's for another three hours. We have time."



We spent those three hours making the most of our empty house. In the shower, with her hands braced against the tile wall as I took her from behind. On the couch, with her riding me reverse cowgirl so I could watch my cock disappear inside her. On the kitchen counter, her legs wrapped around my waist as I drove into her.



Each time, I came deep inside her, adding to the mess between her thighs. By the time we heard my mom's car in the driveway, we were both exhausted, satisfied, and clean again.



The kids burst through the door, full of stories about their day with grandma. Lily, our oldest at eight, immediately came to hug Alicia's belly, talking to her unborn brother or sister. James, six, and Emma, four, fought for their turns to feel the baby kick.



Looking at them, at the life we'd built together, I felt a surge of pride and happiness. My family. My children. My Alicia.



Later that night, after the kids were in bed, Alicia found me in the living room, looking at our family photos.



"What are you thinking about?" she asked, sitting beside me on the couch.



"How lucky I am," I replied honestly. "How happy you've made me."



She smiled, taking my hand and placing it on her belly. "We've made each other happy," she corrected.



A strong kick pushed against my palm, making us both laugh.



"Someone agrees," I said, leaning down to address her belly. "Isn't that right, little one? Your mom makes us all happy."



Another kick, as if in response.



"I think he or she is saying they want a little brother or sister after they're born," Alicia teased.



"Is that so?" I played along. "Well, we'll have to see what we can do about that."



Her hand found my thigh, squeezing gently. "Maybe we should start practicing right now," she suggested, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper.



"Haven't you had enough for one day?" I asked, though my cock was already hardening at her touch.



"Of you?" she replied with a smile. "Never."



She stood up, taking my hand and pulling me toward our bedroom. "The kids are asleep," she pointed out. "We just have to be quiet."



Once inside our room, door locked behind us, she pulled her nightgown over her head, revealing her naked body beneath. Her pregnant belly looked even more pronounced in the dim light from our bedside lamp, her breasts fuller, her nipples darker.



"You're so beautiful," I told her, quickly stripping off my own clothes.



"Even like this?" she asked, her hands cradling her bump. "All big and round?"



"Especially like this," I assured her, moving closer. "You've never been sexier."



I kissed her deeply, my hands roaming her body, feeling the changes pregnancy had brought. Her skin was softer, more sensitive. Her breasts heavier in my palms, her nipples responding instantly to my touch.



"Bed," she urged between kisses. "I need you in me."



We moved to the bed, where she lay on her side, facing away from me. This position had become our go-to in the later stages of pregnancy, comfortable for her while still allowing me to go deep.



I slid in behind her, lifting her top leg slightly to give me better access. My cock found her entrance, already wet and ready for me.



"Go slow," she whispered as I pushed inside. "Make it last."



I did as she asked, entering her with one long, slow thrust until I was fully seated inside her. We both sighed at the sensation, her pussy tight and hot around my cock.



"Perfect," she breathed, reaching back to grasp my hip. "Now move. Slow and deep."



I set a gentle pace, each thrust deliberate and thorough. My hand roamed her body as I moved, caressing her breast, her belly, finding her clit.



"Yes," she sighed as my fingers circled the sensitive bud. "Just like that."



We moved together in perfect sync, both of us knowing exactly what the other needed. There was no rush, no urgency. Just the slow build of pleasure, the connection between us.



"I love you," I whispered against her ear, my thrusts maintaining their steady rhythm. "Love feeling you around my cock. Love filling you with my cum."



"Love you too," she gasped, her pussy tightening around me. "Love feeling you inside me. Love carrying your baby."



My fingers worked her clit in time with my thrusts, feeling her getting closer to release. Her breathing quickened, her pussy gripping me tighter with each stroke.



"I'm getting close," she warned, her voice barely audible. "So close."



"Me too," I admitted, feeling my own release building. "Want to cum together?"



"Yes," she whispered. "Fill me up as I cum on your cock."



I increased my pace slightly, my fingers moving faster on her clit. Her pussy was pulsing around me now, little contractions that signaled her approaching orgasm.



"Now," she gasped, reaching back to grab my hip, holding me deep inside her. "I'm cumming now."



Her pussy clamped down on me in waves as she came, triggering my own release. I buried myself as deep as possible and exploded, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her waiting depths.



"Yes," she sighed, feeling me pulse inside her. "So good. So perfect."



We stayed connected as our breathing slowed, my hand resting on her belly, feeling occasional kicks from our active little one.



"Think we woke the baby?" I asked, smiling against her shoulder.



"Probably," she replied with a soft laugh. "But he or she will have to get used to it. We're not stopping anytime soon."



"No," I agreed, kissing her neck. "Not anytime soon."



When our fourth child was born a month later - a healthy baby boy we named Ethan - we waited the doctor-recommended six weeks before having sex again. It was torture, but we found other ways to pleasure each other in the meantime.



The night we got the all-clear, my mom took all four kids for a sleepover, giving us the house to ourselves. We didn't waste a minute.



I came home from work to find Alicia waiting for me in the bedroom, completely naked on our bed. Her body had bounced back quickly after Ethan's birth, though her breasts were fuller from nursing, her hips slightly wider.



"The kids are gone," she said, spreading her legs to show me how wet she already was. "And I need your cock inside me right now."



I stripped quickly, my cock already hard at the sight of her. "Been thinking about this all day," I admitted, climbing onto the bed between her legs.



"Me too," she replied, reaching for me. "Couldn't think about anything else."



I positioned myself at her entrance, the head of my cock pressing against her slick folds. "Tell me if anything hurts," I reminded her. "It's been a while."



"I'm fine," she assured me, her hips lifting impatiently. "Just fuck me already."



I pushed inside her slowly, giving her time to adjust. She was tight again, her pussy gripping me like a vise as I filled her inch by inch.



"Oh god," she moaned, her back arching off the bed. "I've missed this so much."



"Me too," I groaned, fully seated inside her. "You feel amazing."



I started to move, setting a gentle pace at first. Her pussy got wetter with each stroke, her inner muscles relaxing to accommodate me better.



"Harder," she urged after a minute. "I won't break."



I increased my pace, watching her face for any sign of discomfort. But all I saw was pleasure as I drove into her with more force.



"Yes," she gasped, her legs wrapping around my waist. "Just like that. Don't stop."



I shifted slightly, changing the angle to hit that spot inside her that made her moan. Her nails dug into my back, her hips rising to meet each thrust.



"Play with your clit," I told her, wanting to make sure she came first. "Show me what you need."



Her hand moved between us, her fingers finding her swollen bud. I watched her face as she touched herself, saw the moment her pleasure intensified.



"That's it," I encouraged. "Make yourself cum on my cock."



Her fingers moved faster, her pussy tightening around me in little pulses. She was close, I could tell.



"I'm gonna cum," she warned, her voice high and tight. "Oh god, I'm gonna cum!"



Her back arched off the bed as she came, her pussy clamping down on me in waves. I kept thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it as much as possible.



When she finally came down, I was still hard inside her, my own release held back by sheer will.



"Your turn," she said, her eyes dark with satisfaction. "Fill me up with your cum."



I increased my pace, chasing my own pleasure now. Her pussy was so wet, so hot around me, still pulsing slightly from her orgasm.



"Gonna cum deep inside you," I promised, feeling the pressure building. "Maybe make baby number five."



She smiled up at me, her hands running down my back to grip my ass, pulling me deeper. "Do it," she urged. "Put another baby in me."



Her words pushed me over the edge. I thrust deep inside her and held there as I exploded, filling her with hot spurts of cum. She moaned, feeling me pulse inside her.



"Yes," she sighed. "I've missed this so much. Missed feeling you cum inside me."



I kept grinding against her as I emptied myself, making sure every drop went as deep as possible. When I finally stilled, we were both breathing hard, satisfied in a way we hadn't been for weeks.



"Think it took?" she asked with a smile as I carefully pulled out, watching my cum leak from her pussy.



"Only one way to find out," I replied, leaning down to kiss her softly. "Keep trying until we're sure."



And try we did, all night long. On the couch, in the shower, on the kitchen counter. Each time, I came deep inside her, filling her with load after load of cum.



By morning, we were both exhausted but happy, tangled together in our bed.



"If I'm not pregnant already, I will be soon," she said, her hand finding my cock under the sheets. "But we should keep practicing just to be sure."



"Always," I agreed, pulling her closer for a kiss. "As many times as it takes."



Two months later, she showed me another positive test.



"Five kids," I said, placing my hand on her still-flat stomach. "We're going to need a bigger house."



"Already looking," she replied with a smile. "Found one with six bedrooms. Perfect for our growing family."



I kissed her, my heart full of love and pride. "How many are you thinking?" I asked. "Total, I mean."



She pretended to consider, her hand running through my hair. "How many can you give me?" she countered.



"As many as you want," I promised. "I'll keep filling you up with cum until you say stop."



"Then I guess we'll have to wait and see," she said, leading me toward the bedroom. "But first, let's celebrate baby number five properly."



And we did, spending the afternoon in bed, my cock buried deep inside her, filling her again and again with my cum, even though she was already pregnant.



Because that was us - always wanting more of each other, always creating life together, always finding new ways to show our love.



And as she rode me that afternoon, her head thrown back in pleasure, her hands on her still-flat belly where our fifth child grew, I knew this was exactly the life I wanted. The life we'd build together, one baby at a time.



"I love you," I told her as she came around my cock, her pussy milking me for another load.



"I love you too," she gasped, feeling me explode inside her. "Now and always."



And I knew she meant it, just as I did. Our love, like our family, would only continue to grow.



"How about twins next time?" she suggested with a mischievous smile as we caught our breath.



I laughed, pulling her close for a kiss. "Whatever you want," I promised. "I'm just happy to keep trying."



"Good," she said, her hand finding my cock again, already starting to harden. "Because I want to try right now."
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