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ONE


Elara

I shouldn't be here.

The thought pounds through my head with every frantic beat of my heart as I stand on Dr. Vale's porch, my knuckles hovering inches from his door. The night air is cool against my flushed cheeks, but it does nothing to calm the fire that's been burning inside me for hours now.

Days, if I'm honest.

My hand trembles as I finally force myself to knock. Three soft taps that sound impossibly loud in the quiet suburban street.

What am I doing?

Mama and Papa left this morning for the annual church retreat upstate. Three days of prayer and fellowship, they said. They asked if I wanted to come, but I lied and told them I had a headache. The truth is, I've been having these... sensations. These feelings that make me want to lock myself in my room and never come out.

Feelings that started two days ago when I saw him through my bedroom window.

Dr. Ronan Vale. My neighbor. The man my mother calls "that secular bachelor" with a disapproving purse of her lips.

I was reading by the window seat when movement caught my eye. He was coming back from the gym. I realized when I saw the athletic bag slung over his shoulder. He wore a sleeveless shirt, gray and damp with sweat, and when he reached up to wipe his face with the hem...

Oh God.

I'd never seen a man's bare torso before. Not in real life. All hard planes and defined muscles, skin golden in the afternoon sun. Dark hair traced down from his chest, disappearing beneath the waistband of his athletic pants, and something low in my belly had clenched so hard I'd gasped aloud.

That's when it started. The warmth. The aching. The way my body suddenly felt too tight for my skin.

I thought it would pass. I prayed it would pass. But it only got worse.

And tonight, alone in the house for the first time in my life, the sensations became unbearable. A cramping, pulsing need between my legs that made me pace my room like a caged thing. When I finally gave in and touched myself there, just through my nightgown, just to see if pressure would help, the intensity nearly made my knees buckle.

Mama's voice echoed in my head: Nice girls don't touch themselves there. That's sinful. That's dirty. Only hussies and whores do such things.

But something has to be wrong with me. This can't be normal. The cramping, the heat, the way I'm so wet down there that my thighs are slick with it...I must be sick. It must be some kind of infection or disease.

And Dr. Vale is a doctor. He'll know what's wrong. He'll be able to help me without... without it getting back to my parents. Without them knowing I came to a man's house, alone, at night, like some kind of desperate slut.

The door opens.

And every thought in my head scatters like startled birds.

Dr. Ronan Vale fills the doorway. My body responds instantly—a hard, almost painful clench deep in my core that steals my breath. He's wearing dark jeans and a Henley shirt, the sleeves pushed up to reveal strong forearms dusted with dark hair. His jaw is shadowed with stubble. His eyes are gray-green and intelligent. They widen slightly when he sees me.

"Elara? You live next door, right?" His voice is deep, concerned. Professional. "Is everything alright?"

The woody scent of him hits me. It's cedar and something clean and masculine. I feel my face flame hot. My pussy cramps again, harder this time, and I have to press my thighs together to keep from making a sound.

"I... I'm sorry to bother you so late, Dr. Vale." My voice comes out breathy and small. "I just... my parents are out of town, and I think something might be wrong. Medically wrong. With... with me. There's this pain in my body that doesn't go away."

His brow furrows, and he steps back immediately, professional concern replacing surprise. "Come in. Let me take a look at you. If that's okay?"

He hesitates. He knows how conservative and religious my parents are, and he probably thinks I'm the same. I grew up in a household where my parents controlled my morals and hammered the importance of virtue. But that doesn't mean I'm like them. I might be religious, but I'm not the kind of person who would judge other people who have chosen a different lifestyle. I don't think there's anything wrong with men like Dr. Ronan. I respect different values. Sometimes, it makes me mad when my parents try to portray everyone except them as evil. But since I'm financially dependent on them and can't leave, I keep my mouth shut.

"Of course." I nod, trying to smile and put Dr. Vale at ease. He's probably worried about Papa. He once told him that he doesn't think highly of people like him. "Thank you very much."

I step over the threshold into his home. My parents would kill me if they knew I was alone in a single man's house. That, too, so late at night. But doesn't my health come before everything else? I could have cancer.

The door closes behind me with a soft click that sounds like a seal being broken.

Ronan guides me to the living room with a hand that hovers near but doesn't quite touch the small of my back. Even that proximity makes my skin tingle. The space is clean, masculine, with leather furniture and bookshelves lined with medical texts. So different from my house with its lace doilies and religious paintings.

"Sit," he says gently, gesturing to the couch. "Let me get you some water. You can call me Ronan, by the way."

I perch on the edge of the leather sofa, my hands twisted in my lap, very aware of how thin my cotton dress is. I didn't even think to change or put on a bra. I just needed help, needed someone to tell me I wasn't dying or damned or both.

He returns with a glass of water, and I take it with shaking hands, grateful for something to do with them.

Dr. Vale settles into the chair across from me, leaning forward with his elbows on his knees. The pose is casual but attentive, and those sharp eyes are entirely focused on me. I have to look away, heat crawling up my neck.

"Tell me what's going on," he says, his voice calm and measured. Doctor voice. "What symptoms are you experiencing?"

I take a sip of water, trying to gather courage. "I... there's this... cramping. Down there." I can't bring myself to be more specific, but I gesture vaguely toward my lap.

He doesn't even blink. "Lower abdominal cramping? When did it start?"

"Two days ago. But it's gotten much worse tonight."

"Is it constant or does it come in waves?"

"Waves. It comes and goes, but when it comes it's very... intense."

He nods, still clinical. "Any other symptoms? Nausea? Fever? Unusual discharge?"

My face burns hotter. "No nausea or fever. But I am... I'm very wet. Down there. I've never experienced that before." I can barely whisper the last part.

"That can be normal depending on where you are in your cycle," he says matter-of-factly. "When was your last period?"

I count back mentally. "About two weeks ago."

Something shifts in his expression—just a flicker, there and gone. "So you'd be right around ovulation. That can cause changes in cervical mucus and sometimes mild cramping."

"Ovulation?" I blink at him.

"When your body releases an egg. The most fertile part of your cycle."

The word fertile sends another pulse of heat through me, and I squeeze my thighs together again. His eyes track the movement.

"Elara," he says carefully, "have you been sexually active?"

"No!" The word bursts out too loud. "Never. I've never even... I've never done anything like that. I don't...my parents would never allow that."

"Okay, but you do know whatever you choose to do with your body is your choice and your choice alone." His voice gentles. "If not intercourse, then have you been touching yourself? Masturbating?"

I almost choke on my water. "I... no. I mean, I did tonight, just to see if pressure would help, but Mama says that's sinful, so I've never... I don't do that."

His jaw tightens almost imperceptibly. "There's nothing sinful about touching your own body, Elara. It's natural and healthy."

"But nice girls don't⁠—"

"Nice girls do whatever feels right for their bodies." There's an edge to his voice now, something that makes me look up. His eyes have darkened. "Your body belongs to you. Not your mother. Not your father. You."

I don't know what to say to that. The concept is so foreign, so contrary to everything I've been taught, that it almost doesn't compute.

He leans back slightly, clearly trying to soften his approach. "Let me ask you this—when you feel these sensations, these cramps and the warmth... is there any particular trigger? Anything that makes them start?"

Oh God.

I can't tell him. I can't possibly tell him that it happens every time I see him. Every time I hear his voice through the open window or catch a glimpse of him in his yard or remember the way his body looked that afternoon.

"Elara?" His voice is patient. Waiting.

"I... there's..." I stumble over the words, face flaming. "Sometimes when I... when I look at... at someone..."

He goes very still. "At someone in particular?"

I nod miserably, staring at my hands.

"A man?"

I nod again, feeling heat splashing across my face.

His next question echoes in the living room. "Who?"

The word is gentle but commanding, and I find myself answering before I can think better of it.

"You," I whisper. "When I look at you."

The silence that follows is deafening. I can't bring myself to look up, can't bear to see disgust or pity or amusement in his face.

"Look at me, Elara."

It's not a request. Slowly, I raise my eyes.

His expression is intense but unreadable, his gaze locked on mine. "When you see me, your body responds. You feel warm. You feel that cramping. You get wet. Is that accurate?"

It's not a question, but I nod anyway, barely breathing.

"And you don't know why?"

Another nod.

He exhales slowly, and I watch his hands flex against his thighs. When he speaks again, his voice is lower, rougher. "Sweet girl, you're not sick."

The endearment sends a shiver through me. "I'm not?"

"No." He shakes his head. "You're aroused. What you're feeling is sexual arousal. It's your body's way of saying it wants to be touched. To be filled.To be pleasured."

The blunt words make my core clench hard, and I gasp softly. He notices, and his eyes darken further.

"Have you heard that word before? Arousal?"

"Yes, but not in positive contexts," I reply. "It's always a shameful thing. I'm not even supposed to be feeling that desire for a man I'm not married to. When I'm not married."

"Oh God, I really hate your parents and what they've done to you." He grunts, and the sound makes the spot between my thighs wet. It lights a flame between my legs. It's such a raw, masculine sound. It sets off something inside me. "You really don't know anything about this, do you?" he asks quietly.

I shake my head, shame and confusion warring in my chest. "My parents... they taught me about reproduction in a very clinical way, but they said desire was something that only came after marriage. That good girls didn't feel those things until their wedding night, and even then, only to serve their husbands. I thought something was broken in me because I've been feeling..."

"Feeling what?"

"Things," I whisper. "Want. Need."

He's quiet for a long moment, and I watch his throat work as he swallows. When he speaks, his voice is measured, controlled. "Elara, I need you to understand something. What you're feeling is completely normal. Healthy. You're a grown woman with a grown woman's body, and that body has needs and desires. Whether or not you're married has nothing to do with what your body feels. There's nothing sinful or broken about that of course, you may choose to wait until marriage to have sex. That's your choice. But your body feels what it feels regardless of your marital status."

"But I don't understand it," I say desperately. "I don't understand what's happening to me or what to do about it, and it's getting worse, and I can't... I can't..."

"Hey." He leans forward again, and this time he does touch me. He puts his hand over both of mine, large and warm and steady. The contact sends electricity up my arms. I feel my panties rubbing against my private parts, and each drag of fabric makes me want to cry. The roughness of the cotton bristles against the wet softness of my flesh, making my lower belly contract. Heat fills my stomach and spreads through my veins. "Breathe. It's okay."

"Can you help me?" The words tumble out. "Please? I know you're a doctor and this probably isn't... I mean, you're not that kind of doctor, but could you just... look at me? Examine me? Tell me if something's wrong with my body? I can't go to anyone else, and I trust you."

"Elara." He stops my rambling with just my name. His thumb strokes over my knuckles, and I feel that touch in my core. "I need to ask you something, and I need you to be very honest with me."

I nod.

"Have you ever touched yourself intimately? Ever explored your own body?"

"No," I whisper. "Never."

"Have you ever had an orgasm?"

I don't even know what that means beyond the vaguest clinical definition. My confusion must show on my face because he makes a low sound in his throat.

"You haven't," he says softly. It's not a question. "You have no idea what your body is capable of, do you?"

I shake my head, and something in his expression shifts—becomes hungry and protective all at once.

"If I examine you," he says slowly, carefully, "it won't be like a regular doctor's appointment. Do you understand? Your body is in a state of arousal. If I touch you, even clinically, you're going to respond. Probably intensely. And I'm going to touch you in places your parents would call 'sinful', in ways that are deeply intimate."

My breath hitches. "I am allowing you to touch me. I need you to make the pain go away. Please."

He studies my face for a long moment, and I can see the war happening behind his eyes. Professional ethics versus something else. Something darker and more primal.

Finally, he stands, and I feel his decision like a physical thing.

"Come with me," he says, offering his hand. "Let's see what we can do about that ache. You'll have to take off your clothes so I can examine you properly. Think you can handle getting naked in front of me?"

My pussy clenches hard at his words, at the rough promise in his voice. “I’ll do it.”

I take his hand and let him pull me to my feet, following him deeper into his house like I'm being led somewhere both terrifying and inevitable.

Like I'm finally going somewhere I've always been meant to go.

He leads me down a hallway to what must be his bedroom. My heart hammers so hard I can hear the blood rushing in my ears. The room is dark and masculine. It has navy sheets, minimal furniture, and the faint scent of his cologne hanging in the air.

"We'll do this properly," he says, turning to face me. His voice is still controlled, but there's a roughness underneath now. "I need you to undress for me, Elara."

My hands shake as I reach for the hem of my dress. "All the way?"

"All the way." His eyes don't leave mine. "I can't examine you through clothing."

I nod and pull the thin cotton dress over my head. I'm not wearing a bra because I never sleep in one. The cool air hits my bare breasts immediately. My nipples tighten into hard peaks, and I resist the urge to cover myself.

"Panties too," he says softly.

I hook my thumbs into the waistband and slide them down my legs, stepping out of them carefully. Now I'm completely naked in front of a man for the first time in my life, and that man is Dr. Ronan Vale.

The man I've been secretly watching. Wanting.

He's very still, but his eyes move over my body with an intensity that makes me feel like I'm burning. He takes his time visually appreciating my breasts, waist, hips, and finally, the triangle of soft hair between my thighs.

"God, Elara." His voice is rough now, all pretense of clinical detachment cracking. "You're absolutely beautiful."

I flush deeper, pleasure and embarrassment mixing. "I am?"

"Your breasts..." He reaches out slowly, giving me time to pull away, but I don't. His palm cups one breast, thumb brushing over the nipple, and I gasp at the sensation. "So pretty. Perfect. You're too gorgeous to be hidden away in that house."

"My parents say modesty is important."

"Your parents are wrong." The words are firm, leaving no room for argument. His other hand joins the first, weighing both breasts gently. "You're a ripe woman, Elara. I can smell the fertility radiating off you. Your body was made for pleasure. For touch. For so much more than they've told you. The reason you're aching down there is that you're denying your body what it's begging for."

The word fertile again. It does something to me, makes my core pulse with need.

"Have you ever wanted to be with a man intimately?" he asks, still touching my breasts with reverent care. Shivers explode under my skin when his fingers tease my skin. When he rolls my hard nipples between his fingers, it sends shockwaves of rapture straight to my core. Tension tightens in my belly, coiling around my flaming-hot core like a thin thread. His touch fills my senses with lust and a need that I cannot even describe in words. "Tell me the truth."

I swallow hard. "Sometimes... I think about being with you. Like this. But my parents would disown me if they knew. I have no money, no job. I can't live on my own."

His jaw tightens. "Didn't you go to college?"

"They said I didn't need to. That I should help Mama around the house until a nice man from the church proposes marriage to me."

Something dark flashes across his face—anger, raw and barely controlled. "Those goddamn parents of yours—" He stops himself, breathing out slowly through his nose. "We'll talk about that later. Right now, I need you to lie down on the bed so I can examine you properly."

I climb onto his bed, the sheets cool and soft beneath my overheated skin. He follows, sitting beside me, and the mattress dips under his weight.

"I'm going to touch you now," he says, his voice dropping lower. "Starting here."

His fingers trace along my neck, down to my collarbones. The touch is light but deliberate, and everywhere his skin meets mine feels electrified. He reverently skims the curve of. my neck. Goosebumps erupt all over my skin. But his touch doesn't feel dirty and intrusive like Mama said a man's touch would be. He's worshipping me with his fingertips. I feel like a goddess. Loved and admired for my feminine essence.

"Your skin is so smooth," he murmurs. "But very flushed. See this?" He trails his fingers along the pink flush spreading across my chest. "This is arousal. Your body is responding to stimulation. To want."

I gulp, loving his touches, melting into them, needing more but too ashamed to ask. I never knew being skin-to-skin with a man could feel like this. It's the most divine feeling in the world. I feel like I'm wrapped in clouds, wrapped in light as his fingers press into my collarbones, making my skin heat further.

"I need to examine your breasts more thoroughly," he continues. "Check for any lumps or abnormalities. Is that alright?"

"You can touch me wherever you like," I breathe. "I'm naked and yours to examine."

His pupils dilate so wide, his eyes look almost black. "Say that again."

"I'm... yours to examine?"

"Good girl." The praise makes me wetter instantly, and I feel another rush of slickness between my thighs. "You're such a perfectly submissive woman. So precious. I wish I could be your Daddy and take care of you."

I blink up at him, confused but pleased. "Thank you. But I already have a Daddy."

He laughs—a low, rough sound that makes my belly tighten. "Not that kind of Daddy, sweet girl. A Daddy who helps you orgasm. Who gives your body the pleasure it needs when you're aching down there. Who teaches you what that beautiful body was made for. I mean to be a lover who guides and teaches you things about yourself."

Heat floods through me. I don't fully understand, but the way he says it makes me desperate to learn.

"Your innocence is too much sometimes," he says, almost to himself. "I wish I could corrupt you."

"I want to know more about my body, too," I say quickly. "If you'll teach me, I'll learn. I promise I'll be a good student."

His hand tightens on my breast. "I know you will, sweet girl. You're already being so good for me."

He touches me then in earnest, his hands exploring my breasts with a combination of clinical thoroughness and raw desire. He circles my nipples with his thumbs, watching my face as I arch into the sensation.

"Sensitive here," he notes. "That's normal. These are connected to nerve pathways that lead right down here." His hand slides down my stomach to rest just above my mound. "When I touch your breasts, you feel it in your pussy, don't you?"

I nod frantically, unable to form words.

"Say it, Elara. Tell me what you feel."

"I feel it... in my pussy," I whisper, using the crude word he used, and his eyes darken further.

"That's right. Such a good girl, using grown-up words." His hand slides lower, fingers trailing through the wetness coating my inner thighs. "God, you're soaked. Look at this."

He holds up his fingers, and they glisten in the dim light. I'm mortified and aroused all at once.

"This is what desire looks like," he tells me. "Your body is preparing itself. Getting ready to be filled."

He shifts position, moving between my legs, and I tense.

"Shh, I'm just going to look at you. Examine you properly." He settles himself, and he leans down and inhales from the spot between my legs.

"Dr. Vale?"

"Ronan," he corrects, his breath hot against my inner thigh. "Call me Ronan when I'm between your legs."

"Ronan," I gasp as he noses closer to my center.

"You smell delicious," he murmurs. "Ripe. Like a peach that's ready to be eaten. Has anyone ever told you how beautiful your pussy is?"

I shake my head mutely.

"It is. Pink and swollen and absolutely dripping for me." His fingers part me gently, and I feel exposed in a way that should be humiliating but instead makes me wetter. "This right here—" he touches something that makes me jolt, "—is your clitoris. Your clit. It's the most sensitive part of your body. When I touch it like this..."

He circles it with his thumb, and I cry out, hips bucking involuntarily.

"That's it," he croons. "That's what your body needs. This is what you've been aching for, isn't it?"

"Yes," I sob. "Yes, please."

"Please what, sweet girl?"

"Please don't stop!"

"I won't." He increases the pressure slightly, working that swollen bundle of nerves with practiced skill. "But I need to check something. I need to put my fingers inside you to make sure everything's healthy in there. Can I do that?"

"Yes," I pant. "Yes, I told you already. You can do anything you need."

One thick finger slides into me, and the sensation is overwhelming. I feel stretched and full and right in a way I've never experienced.

"So tight," he breathes. "So fucking tight and wet and perfect. God, Elara, your pussy is gripping my finger like it never wants to let go."

He works that finger deeper, then adds a second, and I moan at the stretch. It's intense but not painful, and when he curls them upward, I see stars.

"Found it," he murmurs with satisfaction. "Your G-spot. That's the spot inside you that⁠—"

He presses it again, and I nearly come off the bed. "—makes you feel like that."

He establishes a rhythm then. His fingers pump in and out while his thumb works my clit. Electricity shivers through my system, and I'm lost in the heat. The endless longing and pining for something I cannot name grips me. My nerves tingle every time his fingers brush inside my pussy, awakening nerve endings that have been dormant forever. There's nothing but sensation, nothing but the building pressure that's somehow more intense than the ache I came here with.

"That's it, sweet girl. You're going to come for me. I can feel it. Your pussy is clenching around my fingers, trying to pull me deeper. Your body knows what it needs."

"I don't. I can't...something's happening."

"Let it happen. Don't fight it. Just let go. Come for Daddy."

The word Daddy combined with the relentless pressure on that perfect spot inside me tips me over the edge. I scream as pleasure explodes through my body. It's like every nerve ending lights up at once, waves of euphoria crashing over me so intense I can't breathe, can't think, can only feel. I feel breathless, like my lungs emptied all at once. My world narrows to nothing more than an intense burst of heat radiating between my legs. The only thing I can feel is the blunt pressure of his fingers pressing into my channel.

My body convulses around his fingers, and he works me through it, murmuring praise I can barely hear over the roaring in my ears.

"Good girl, that's it, so beautiful when you come, so perfect, ride it out, let it all go. Relax and let all the tension leave your body."

When I finally come back to myself, I'm shaking and gasping, and there are tears on my cheeks. Ronan withdraws his fingers gently and brings them to his mouth, sucking them clean while maintaining eye contact.

"What you just experienced," he says, voice rough with arousal, "was an orgasm."

I can't speak. I literally cannot form words. That was the most intense, incredible, life-altering experience I've ever had, and I don't know how to process it.

"No words?" he asks gently, reading my expression. "Did that feel good?"

I nod.

"Excellent. That's exactly how it should feel." He leans down and presses a kiss to my inner thigh. "Do you want another one?"

My eyes widen. "I can... there can be more?"

"Oh, sweet girl. That was just the beginning." His hand slides up my body possessively. "But if you want another one, I'll have to examine you differently."

"How?" I ask breathlessly.

"I'll need to put my cock inside you this time." His bluntness makes me clench around nothing. "It will hurt because you're a virgin, and I'm not a small man. But I promise I'll be gentle. And I promise I'll make you come again."

I should say no. I should stop this before it goes too far. I should remember my parents and my upbringing and everything I've been taught about sin and virtue.

But that orgasm showed me something. It showed me that my body is capable of pleasure beyond anything I imagined. It showed me what it feels like to be a woman, not just my parents' dutiful and obedient daughter. I loved being wild. Being free. And now that I know what I've been missing, I can't bear the thought of going back to ignorance.

I'm already addicted to this feeling. To him. I need to explore further, to give more of myself to him until I can feel like I'm his. Until I can wash away my past and all the chains that cage me in a narrow persona.

"Yes," I whisper. "I want that. I want you to... to put your cock inside me."

Something predatory flashes across his face. Its triumph and hunger and possessive need all mixed together.

"Good girl," he growls, already reaching for his belt. "Such a good, sweet girl for Daddy. I'm going to take such good care of you. But I'll warn you that there might be consequences. You'll probably bleed since it's your first time, and be sore for a few days. But the real consequences are beyond that. You could end up carrying a baby."

"A baby?" I hiccup. "A real baby."

He smiles. "Yes." He places a hand on my belly. "You're not on birth control, I assume. And I'm going to come inside your pussy while you're ovulating. While your body is ready to be impregnated. Given your age, you'll probably be knocked up instantly."

"Is that bad?" I ask.

"I don't know. You'll have to answer that question for yourself."

I inhale. I've always wanted babies. I've known that since the day I knew babies existed and I could have them. "If I have your baby, will you marry me?"

Ronan looks at me, and the corners of his eyes crinkle. "I'll marry you even before you have it. I won't let you carry my child in that horrible household, with your mother and father making you miserable for being pregnant. Daddy always takes care of his little girl. I won't let you face the consequences alone."

"Then it's fine," I reply. "I want it. I want your baby."

Ronan growls. "God help me. Your naive and trusting nature will be my undoing."

He bends down and kisses me on the lips. It's a passionate kiss, one that makes my toes curl and heat up. Heat pulses low in my stomach again. I was feeling sated and sedated after that orgasm, but now the monster between my legs roars for more. Blood rushes to my pussy, making it feel impossibly heavy. My folds throb, aching to materialize the dream that Ronan has just given me.

And as I watch him undress, revealing the body I've only glimpsed through windows, I know there's no going back from this.

I don't want to go back.

I only want more.


TWO


Ronan

I've never wanted anything as badly as I want this woman.

That realization hits me as I strip off my shirt, watching Elara's eyes widen as she takes in my bare chest.

"You've seen this before," I say, unbuckling my belt. "Haven't you, sweet girl?"

She nods, blushing furiously. "Through my window. You were coming back from the gym."

"And that's when it started? When you first felt that ache?"

"Yes." Her voice is barely a whisper.

I push my jeans and boxers down in one motion, and my cock springs free, hard and thick and ready. Her eyes go impossibly wide.

"That's... that's going to go inside me?"

"Every single inch," I confirm, wrapping my hand around my length and stroking slowly. Her eyes track the movement like she's hypnotized. "Are you scared?"

"A little," she admits. "You're so... big."

"Your body was made for this. Made to take a man. Made to take me." I move back onto the bed, settling between her legs. "But we'll go slow. I'll make sure you're ready."

I run my hands up her thighs, feeling her tremble under my touch. When I reach her knees, I gently push her legs up and out, folding them back toward her chest and pressing them down on either side of her body. The position opens her completely, displaying her glistening pussy in the most obscene and beautiful way.

"God, look at you," I breathe. "So pink and swollen and wet. Your body is crying out to be filled, Elara. Can you feel it?"

"Yes," she whimpers.

"Tell me what you need."

"You. I need you inside me. Please, Ronan. Please make the aching stop."

I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock nudging against her slick opening. She's so wet I can feel her arousal coating me already.

"This is going to hurt at first," I warn her, keeping my voice calm and authoritative despite the primal need coursing through me. "You have a hymen. It's a thin membrane that's going to break when I push inside. There will be some pain and probably some bleeding. But I promise it will get better. I promise I'll make you feel good again. Do you trust me?"

"I trust you," she says immediately, and the simple faith in those words nearly undoes me.

"Good girl. Now take a deep breath for me."

She inhales, and I start to push inside.

The resistance is immediate. She's so tight, so impossibly tight, that for a moment I wonder if this is even possible. But her body yields slowly, accepting me inch by careful inch.

"Oh God," she gasps, her hands flying to my shoulders. "It's... it's so much."

"I know, sweet girl. I know. You're doing so well. Just breathe through it."

I pause when I feel the barrier of her virginity, giving her time to adjust to the intrusion. Her nails dig into my skin, and I can see tears forming in her eyes.

"Look at me," I command gently. When her eyes meet mine, I continue. "I'm going to push through now. It's going to hurt, but only for a moment. Stay with me. Keep your eyes on me."

She nods, and I thrust forward in one smooth motion.

She cries out, her body tensing around me as I tear through her hymen. I hold myself completely still, buried only halfway inside her, letting her adjust to the invasion.

"Breathe, Elara. Just breathe. The worst part is over."

"It hurts," she whimpers, and I see a tear escape down her temple.

"I know, baby. I know it hurts. But your body is already adjusting. Can you feel it? The way your pussy is relaxing around me? Learning to take me?"

I can feel it too. The tight vice of her virgin channel gradually softening, accommodating my girth. The pain on her face slowly transforms into something else. Wonder, then delight.

"I'm going to go deeper now," I tell her. "Nice and slow. Every inch. Until you've taken all of me."

I push forward incrementally, watching her face for signs of distress. She's panting now, her breasts rising and falling rapidly. I'm mesmerized by the sight of my cock disappearing into her body, claiming her innocence, making her mine in the most primal way possible.

"Almost there, sweet girl. You're taking me so well. Such a good girl for Daddy."

With one final push, I'm fully seated inside her. The feeling is indescribable—her tight heat gripping every inch of my cock, her body stretched and full and absolutely perfect around me.

"There," I rasp. "All of it. Every fucking inch. Do you feel how full you are?"

"Yes," she gasps. "So full. I feel... I feel complete."

Those words strike something deep in my chest. Complete. Yes. That's exactly what this feels like.

"I'm not wearing protection," I tell her, needing her to understand what we're doing. "Do you know what that means?"

"You said... you said I could get pregnant."

"You will get pregnant," I correct, starting to move in slow, shallow thrusts. "You're ovulating right now. Your body is primed and ready to conceive. And I'm going to come inside you, Elara. I'm going to fill your womb with my seed and put a baby in your belly."

Her pussy clenches around me at those words, and I groan.

"You like that idea, don't you?" I push deeper, establishing a rhythm. "Your body is responding. Getting wetter. Gripping me tighter. Tell me, sweet girl. Do you want to be bred?"

Her face flushes crimson, but she nods.

"Say it. I want to hear you say it."

"I... I want to be bred," she whispers, and her pussy pulses around my cock. "Oh God, why does that make me feel this way?"

"Because your body knows what it wants," I growl, picking up the pace slightly. "Your body is begging for a baby. That's why you're so wet, so tight, so perfectly responsive. You were made for this. Made to be filled and bred. Made to get pregnant and stay that way."

"Ronan," she moans, her hips starting to move with mine instinctively.

"That's it. Move with me. Your body knows what to do." I adjust the angle, hitting that spot inside her that made her come apart on my fingers. "Can you imagine it, Elara? Your belly growing round with my baby? Your breasts getting fuller, heavier with milk? Everyone will know you've been claimed. Bred. Filled with a man's seed."

"Yes," she gasps. "Yes, I want that. I want everyone to know."

"You want to carry my baby?"

"Yes!"

"You want me to fill you up? Pump you full of cum until it takes?"

Her pussy clenches so hard around me I nearly lose control. "Please! Please, Ronan, I need it!"

I lean down, pressing her folded legs further back, opening her even more. The position lets me go deeper, and she cries out at the increased penetration.

"This is what intimacy is meant for," I growl against her ear. "Not shame. Not sin. This—the creation of life. The joining of bodies. The pleasure that comes from giving yourself completely to another person. Your parents lied to you, sweet girl. There's nothing dirty about this. Nothing wrong with wanting to be filled and bred and used for pleasure."

"It feels so good," she sobs. "Why didn't anyone tell me it could feel like this?"

"Because they wanted to control you. Keep you ignorant and obedient." I thrust harder, feeling my control starting to slip. "But you're mine now. And I'm going to teach you everything. I'm going to show you exactly what that beautiful body was made for."

I can feel her getting close again. Her breathing changes. Her pussy starts to flutter around me in that telltale way.

"You're going to come again," I tell her. "You're going to come on my cock while I breed you. Do you understand? When you orgasm, your cervix will dip down and pull my seed directly into your womb. Your body will help you get pregnant."

"Oh God," she whimpers. "I can feel it building. That same feeling from before, but stronger."

"Because you're fuller now. Stretched around a man's cock. Being fucked the way you were meant to be fucked." I reach between us and find her clit, rubbing tight circles. "I'll make you shatter and take every drop I give you."

She doesn't even last a minute with my hands stimulating her clit. He pussy grips me so hard, my cock chokes from the intense pleasure. Her scream echoes off the walls as her pussy convulses around me, gripping my cock in rhythmic pulses that drag me over the edge with her.

"Fuck," I roar, slamming deep one last time. "I'm going to stuff you until you're overflowing."

My orgasm hits like a freight train. I pulse inside her, pumping what feels like endless streams of cum directly against her cervix. I can feel it flooding her, filling her, exactly as nature intended.

"So much," she gasps, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "I can feel it. It's so warm."

"That's my seed," I rasp, still grinding against her, making sure every drop gets as deep as possible. "That's what's going to make you pregnant. What's going to give you that baby you crave."

I stay buried inside her as we both come down, my cock still twitching with the remnants of my release. When I finally pull out, I watch with satisfaction as my cum starts to leak out of her well-used pussy.

"No," she whimpers. "It's coming out."

"Shh, that's normal." I scoop up the escaping fluid with my fingers and push it back inside her, making her gasp. "But we'll make sure most of it stays where it belongs. Right here." I press my palm flat against her lower belly. "Right where it can do its job."

She looks up at me with dazed, satisfied eyes. "Will I really get pregnant?"

"Probably," I admit. "The timing is perfect. You're fertile, healthy, and I just filled you with enough cum to guarantee conception. But even if it doesn't take this time..." I lean down and capture her mouth in a possessive kiss. "We'll just have to keep trying. Again and again. Until your belly swells and your breasts grow heavy and everyone knows you belong to me."

"I do belong to you," she whispers. "Don't I?"

"Yes, sweet girl. You're mine now. Mine to care for. Mine to protect. Mine to breed whenever I want." I roll us to our sides, keeping her leg hooked over my hip so my cum stays deep. "And I'm going to take care of you. Both of you, if there's already a baby growing."

"Both of us," she repeats dreamily, her hand moving to her stomach.

I cover her hand with mine, pressing down slightly. "You're going to look so beautiful pregnant. So ripe and full and perfect. I can't wait to see you swollen with my child."

"My parents are going to be so angry," she says, but there's no real fear in her voice. Just statement of fact.

"Let them be angry. You're an adult. You can make your own choices." I tighten my hold on her. "And you chose this. You chose me. You asked me to put a baby in you, and I did. They'll have to accept it."

"Will they though?"

"They won't have a choice." My voice goes hard. "Because you're not going back there, Elara. Not to live under their roof and their rules. You'll stay here. With me. Where you belong."

"I will?"

"Yes. I told you—I take care of what's mine. And you're mine now. Especially if you're carrying my baby."

She's quiet for a moment, then: "I hope I am. Pregnant, I mean. Is that wrong?"

"No, sweet girl. It's not wrong at all." I kiss her forehead. "It's exactly right. Your body knows what it wants. Who it wants. And it wants to be bred by me."

"Say it again," she whispers.

"Say what?"

"That word. Bred. It makes me feel... things."

I smile against her hair. "You like being called my breeding girl? Like knowing I fucked you raw and pumped you full of cum specifically to knock you up?"

Her pussy clenches around nothing, and a fresh trickle of my release leaks out. Her body's response is answer enough.

"Such a good little breeding slut," I murmur, and she moans. "So eager to be filled and used and impregnated. Don't worry, baby. We're just getting started. By the time I'm done with you tonight, there won't be any doubt that you're going to be carrying my child."

"Tonight?" Her eyes widen. "You mean... we're going to do it again?"

"Again and again," I confirm. "Your parents are gone for three days, aren't they? That gives us plenty of time to make sure my seed takes root. Plus..." I trail my hand down her body possessively. "Now that I've had you, I don't think I can stop. You're too perfect. Too responsive. Too fucking made for me."

"I don't want you to stop," she admits shyly. "Even though I'm sore, I already want more."

"That's my good girl." I pull her closer, already feeling my cock beginning to harden again. "Rest for a bit. Let your body recover. Then I'm going to fuck you again. And again. Until you're so full of my cum you can taste it. Until there's no doubt that you're going to give me a baby."

"Yes, Daddy," she sighs contentedly, and those two words send a fresh wave of possessive need through me.

She called me Daddy. Accepted the role I claimed. Submitted completely.

Mine.

I hold her close as she drifts into a light doze, my hand never leaving her belly. Beneath my palm, her womb might already be accepting my seed. A child might already be forming.

Our child.

The thought fills me with a fierce, primal satisfaction I've never experienced before. This wasn't supposed to happen. I wasn't supposed to take advantage of my innocent neighbor's daughter. Wasn't supposed to corrupt her, breed her, claim her so completely.

But now that I have, I'm never letting her go.

She came to me for help, and I gave her exactly what her body needed. What she needed, even if she didn't fully understand it. And now she's mine.

When she wakes, I'll feed her, hydrate her, and fuck her again. I'll spend the next three days worshipping her body, teaching her pleasure, and making absolutely certain my seed takes root in her fertile womb.

And when her parents return, they'll find their daughter moved out and moved in with me. They'll find her claimed, bred, and utterly devoted to the man they always warned her about.

The man who's going to give her everything they tried to deny her.

Freedom. Pleasure. Choice.

I smile in the darkness, already planning how to break the news to her conservative parents that their innocent daughter is going to be a mother.

My hand tightens possessively on her belly.

Mine.


THREE


Elara

I wake up in Ronan’s bed feeling different.

Not sore in the way I expected, not broken or ashamed like the warnings whispered in church pamphlets. I feel warm. Claimed. Wrapped in something steady and certain.

His arm is heavy around my waist, his palm spread low on my stomach as if he fell asleep protecting me. The morning light spills through the tall windows of his bedroom, nothing like the small, lace-curtained ones in my house. His room feels grown. Calm. Safe.

I lie still and let myself breathe him in.

He shifts behind me and presses a slow kiss to the back of my shoulder.

“Morning, sweet girl.”

My cheeks warm instantly. I love when he calls me that. I roll toward him and he studies my face carefully, searching for any hint of pain.

“How do you feel?” he asks gently.

“A little tender,” I admit, because I want to be honest with him about everything. “But not bad.”

His thumb brushes my cheek. “That’s normal. We go slow. We wait. Your body just did something new.”

The way he says it makes it sound important instead of shameful.

He kisses me again, softer this time, and then pulls me close so my forehead rests against his chest. I could stay like that forever.

My parents would already be awake at home. My mother would be telling me to fix my posture. My father would be reminding me not to waste the day. Here, Ronan simply holds me.

After breakfast, he lets me pick something to watch on television. Anything. No lectures about secular media. No commentary about modesty or morality. I choose a silly cooking show and sit curled under his arm on the couch. Every few minutes he kisses my hair or my temple or the corner of my mouth, like he cannot quite stop himself.

“I want you,” he murmurs once, his hand stroking slowly down my arm. “But we’re letting you heal.”

The way he says it makes my stomach flutter. Wanted, but protected. Desired, but cared for.

I think that is what makes it different.

He does not push. He waits.

And I want him even more because of that.
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The next morning, his phone rings while we are still in bed.

His voice changes when he answers. Sharper. Focused.

“I’m on my way.”

He looks at me with apology already in his eyes. “Emergency transplant. I’ll probably be at the hospital until evening.”

I nod quickly. “Of course. That’s important.”

He cups my face in both hands. “Stay here. Make yourself comfortable. Text me if you need anything.”

Need anything. No one has ever said that to me without attaching conditions to it.

He kisses me deeply before he leaves, and the house feels too quiet once the door shuts.

I wander through his kitchen, his living room, his study. I sit on his couch and try to watch television, but it feels emptier without his arm around me.

I miss him.

The realization surprises me with how sharp it is.

At home, silence always feels like relief from correction. Here, it feels like absence.

With Ronan, I am not monitored. I am not told to lower my voice or cross my ankles or eat less bread. He does not measure my worth by obedience.

He listens when I speak.

He asks what I think.

He told me yesterday that if I ever want to go to college, he will pay for it. Just like that. No hesitation.

I told him I did not know if I wanted to.

He said, “You don’t have to decide today. You get to choose.”

Choose.

The word still feels new in my mouth.

I stand in his kitchen and open the fridge. He will be tired after surgery. He said kidney transplants can take hours.

I decide I will bring him lunch.

The thought fills me with a bright, bubbly happiness. I hum to myself as I chop vegetables and stir sauce on the stove. I imagine him walking into his office, exhausted, and seeing me waiting with food.

Taking care of him feels right.

He took such careful care of me.

I imagine a future where I do this every day. Where this house is ours. Where children run down this hallway and he comes home to us.

He told me he would support whatever I want.

But what I want is simple.

I want to be his.

If I ever change my mind about school, he said he would still be there. That safety makes my chest ache in the best way.

When the food is packed and warm, I smooth my dress and drive carefully to the hospital.

The building looks enormous compared to our neighborhood. I feel small walking through the entrance, but I remind myself that I belong here.

He belongs here.

And if he belongs here, maybe I do too.

The receptionist recognizes his name immediately. “Dr. Vale just finished surgery,” she tells me. “He’s in his office.”

My heart swells.

Finished surgery. He saved someone.

When I knock softly on his office door and step inside, he looks up, surprise flashing across his tired face.

“Elara?”

I hold up the bag shyly. “I brought you lunch.”

For a second, he just stares at me like I have done something extraordinary. Then he stands and crosses the room in three long steps, pulling me into his arms.

“You came all the way here for me?”

I nod against his chest. “You worked so hard.”

His voice lowers. “You have no idea what that does to me.”

He pulls back slightly to look at me, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. There is still that surgeon intensity in his eyes, but softer now.

“I’m a transplant surgeon,” he tells me as we sit down. “Kidney cases mostly. Today was complicated.”

I look at him in awe. “You take parts from one person and give them to another. That’s… that’s incredible.”

He huffs a quiet laugh. “It’s a lot of planning. Precision.”

“That makes sense,” I say. “You’re very precise.”

His mouth curves slowly.

He insists I sit and eat with him. When I protest that it is for him, he shakes his head.

“Just looking at you makes me feel better. Sit.”

He pulls his chair closer and then, without hesitation, draws me into his lap. My breath catches but I settle against him, feeling small and safe.

He opens the container and feeds me the first bite himself.

“Open,” he murmurs.

I do, smiling shyly.

His hand rests low on my belly, rubbing slow circles as he feeds me another bite. The gesture is absentminded, almost instinctive.

“My precious little girl,” he says softly, pressing a kiss to my cheek.

Heat blooms through me, but it is not embarrassment. It is warmth. I have never been spoken to like that. Not cherished. Not adored.

“I’ve never met an affectionate man like you,” I whisper. “I love it.”

He stills for just a moment at my words, then tightens his hold on me.

“I like giving affection,” he says quietly. “It’s not hard for me, the way it is for some men. I don’t feel the need to keep my emotions or urges bottled up. If I want to touch someone and they’re okay with it, I just do it. I don’t play games. I don’t pretend I don’t want you when all I want to do is keep touching you.”

“You’re the best kind of man,” I say. “An honest one.”

Laughter rumbles through his chest. “You know; I really like you. People often told me that I’m too emotional and too caring for a man. That I need to toughen up.”

“I love you the way you are.” I put my hands on his shoulders and press a kiss to his nose. “I like that you’re not cold, that you don’t try to control people by making them feel they’re unwanted. And the more you show me you want me, the more I’ll show you I want you, too.”

I lean my head against his shoulder and watch him eat the food I made, and I think maybe this is what all those prayers were for. I thanked God so many nights for sending me something, someone, to make the aching confusion inside me stop.

“I’m so grateful you moved next to us,” I tell him. “It feels like my prayers worked.”

He studies me carefully, his thumb brushing my stomach again.

“Maybe it was prayer,” he says slowly. “Or maybe it was fate.”

He kisses my temple.

“I think we were meant to find each other.”

And sitting there in his lap, in his hospital office, surrounded by the quiet hum of machines and distant footsteps, I feel it too.

That we were destined for each other.


FOUR


Ronan

It has been a week since her parents came home.

Seven days of driving past their house and forcing myself not to slow down too obviously.

Seven nights of waiting for the clock to crawl past midnight.

Before she left my bed on the final morning, I handed her the phone I bought her. Small. Discreet. Paid in cash.

“For me?” she asked, eyes wide like I had handed her something priceless.

“For us,” I corrected. “I’ll call every night.”

Her parents would never allow it. They monitor everything. The way she sits. The way she eats. The way she breathes.

They will not monitor this.

Every night since, she answers in a whisper.

Soft. Breathless. Like she is sharing a secret.

Tonight, when I call, she picks up on the second ring.

“Hi,” she breathes.

The sound of her voice tightens something low in my chest.

“How was your day?” I ask, though I already know the tone. Careful. Restrained.

“Mother reorganized the pantry,” she whispers. “And Father asked me why I was smiling.”

“Were you thinking about me?”

A pause.

“Yes.”

My jaw tightens.

I picture her in that house, contained. Policed. Treated like a child when she is a grown woman who came apart in my arms.

“I need you,” I say quietly.

She goes silent on the other end.

“Ronan…”

“I need your body,” I continue, my voice controlled but rougher than usual. “I need to feel you.”

Her breathing changes. I hear it.

“I can sneak out,” she whispers. “They’re asleep. But if they find out…”

“If they find out,” I interrupt calmly, “I’ll speak to your father.”

She hesitates.

“I’ll move you into my house,” I continue. “You won’t have to sneak anywhere again. You won’t have to whisper.”

Her silence stretches, but it isn’t fear. It’s consideration.

“You’d really do that?”

“You have no idea how many times I’ve wanted to storm into your house, shout at your parents for oppressing you, and take you away like a knight in shining armor.”

A shaky inhale.

“I’ll be there soon,” she says.

The line goes dead.

I stand very still in my living room, every nerve awake.

Five minutes later, there’s a soft knock at my door.

I open it immediately.

She stands there in a light sweater and skirt, hair loose around her shoulders, eyes wide and glowing with something that looks dangerously close to devotion.

I pull her inside before she can say a word.

The door shuts behind her and I press her gently but firmly against the wall.

“You came,” I murmur.

She nods, breath already uneven. “You said you needed me.”

I kiss her.

Not tentative. Not patient.

My hand slides into her hair, tilting her head back as I take her mouth fully. She melts instantly, just like she did the first night. Soft hands gripping my shirt, body yielding without hesitation.

“Thank you for coming to me,” I say against her lips. “Good girl.”

Her knees almost buckle at that.

I steady her with a hand at her waist, my other palm splayed against the wall beside her head.

“I’ve been thinking about you all week,” I admit, my voice lower now. “About the way you look at me. The way you trust me.”

“I do trust you,” she whispers.

I brush my nose along her cheek, inhaling the faint scent of her shampoo.

“I’m going to teach you things,” I tell her softly. “Things you’ll never forget.”

Her lips part, but she doesn’t pull away.

Instead, she leans closer.

There is no hesitation in her. Only anticipation.

I slide my hand down to her hip, grounding both of us.

I kiss her again, slower this time. Deeper. Letting it build instead of consume.

She makes a small sound in her throat and I swallow it.

“You don’t belong in that house,” I tell her quietly. “You belong where you’re wanted.”

Her fingers curl into my shirt.

“I feel wanted here,” she admits.

I step back just enough to look at her properly.

Flushed cheeks. Wide eyes. Trusting.

Mine.

I take her hand and lead her toward the bedroom, not rushing. Not frantic.

Deliberate.

She follows without question.

And as I close the bedroom door behind us, I know one thing with absolute certainty.

She won’t be sneaking out for long. Because I intend to impregnate her as soon as possible.

I guide her to the center of the room and stop, turning to face her fully.

"I want to try something different tonight," I tell her, my voice steady but edged with command.

Her eyes widen slightly, but she nods. "Okay."

I cup her face gently, brushing my thumb across her lower lip. "I want you to taste me. To learn my body the way I learned yours."

Understanding dawns in her expression, along with a flash of nervousness.

"You mean...?"

"I want your mouth on my cock," I say bluntly. "I want to feel those pretty lips wrapped around me. I want to teach you how to please me that way."

Her breath catches, but I see the curiosity there too. The eagerness to learn.

"Will you do that for me, sweet girl?"

"Yes," she whispers. "But I don't know how."

"I'll teach you." I stroke her cheek. "Just like I taught you everything else. Trust me?"

"Always."

The simple faith in that word makes my chest tighten.

I step back and gesture downward. "Kneel for me."

She sinks to her knees without hesitation, looking up at me with those wide, trusting eyes. The sight of her like that—submissive, willing, mine—sends a rush of possessive heat through me.

"Good girl," I murmur, reaching down to tilt her chin up with my fingers. "Stay just like that. Eyes on me."

I unbuckle my belt slowly, deliberately, watching her watch me. When I push my jeans and boxers down, my cock springs free, already hard and thick.

Her eyes widen at the sight of me this close.

"This is what you do to me," I tell her. "Just looking at you makes me hard. Knowing you're mine makes me desperate."

I wrap my hand around my length, stroking slowly. Her gaze tracks the movement like she's mesmerized.

"Come closer," I instruct. "Put your hands on my thighs."

She does, her small hands pressing tentatively against my legs.

"I'm going to guide you," I continue. "Tell you exactly what to do. All you have to do is listen and obey. Can you do that?"

"Yes, Daddy."

The word sends a spike of arousal straight through me.

"Start with your tongue," I say, guiding the head of my cock toward her lips. "Just a taste. Lick me like you would a lollipop."

She extends her tongue hesitantly and drags it across the tip. The sensation makes me hiss through my teeth.

"That's it. Again. Get it wet."

She licks me again, more confidently this time, her tongue swirling around the head.

"Good girl. Now open your mouth. Take just the tip inside."

Her lips part and she takes me in carefully, her mouth hot and wet and perfect.

"Fuck," I breathe. "Just like that. Now hollow your cheeks. Create suction."

She does, and the pressure makes my hips jerk forward involuntarily.

"Easy," I soothe, stroking her hair. "You're doing so well. Now try to take more. As much as you can. Use your hand on what won't fit."

She wraps her hand around the base of my cock and takes me deeper, her eyes watering slightly as I hit the back of her throat.

"Breathe through your nose," I instruct. "Relax your throat. That's it, sweet girl. You're taking me so well."

I watch as she adjusts, finds her rhythm. The sight of my innocent girl on her knees with her mouth full of my cock is almost too much.

"Move your head," I tell her. "Up and down. Find a pace that works."

She starts bobbing her head, unpracticed but eager, and the combination of her enthusiasm and inexperience is intoxicating.

"Use your tongue," I encourage. "Swirl it around me while you move. Yes, just like that."

Her hand works the base while her mouth takes the rest, and I can feel the pressure building already.

"You're a natural," I praise, my hand tightening in her hair. "Look at you, learning to suck cock like a good little girl. Do you like it? Like having my dick in your mouth?"

She makes an affirmative sound that vibrates through me, and I groan.

"Take me deeper," I command, guiding her head with gentle pressure. "As deep as you can. I want to feel the back of your throat."

She tries, gagging slightly when I push too far.

"It's okay," I soothe. "You'll learn. We have time to practice. For now, just keep doing what you're doing."

She continues her movements, gaining confidence with each stroke. I can feel myself getting close, my balls tightening, pressure coiling at the base of my spine.

"Stop," I say roughly, pulling her off me before I lose control.

She looks up at me, confused, her lips swollen and wet.

"Did I do something wrong?"

"No, sweet girl. You were perfect." I help her to her feet. "But when I come tonight, it's going to be inside your pussy. Not your mouth."

Her breath hitches.

"Walk backward," I command. "To the wall."

She obeys, moving until her back presses against the wall behind her. I follow, crowding her space, caging her in with my body.

"I'm going to fuck you standing up," I tell her bluntly. "You're going to wrap your legs around me and hold on tight while I pound into you. While I breed you against this wall."

"Yes," she breathes. "Daddy."

I grab her thighs and lift her easily, pinning her against the wall. She wraps her legs around my waist instinctively, her arms looping around my neck.

With one hand, I push her skirt up and tear her panties down her legs. She's already soaking wet.

"You got this wet from sucking my cock?" I ask, positioning myself at her entrance.

"Yes," she admits shamelessly. "I loved it."

"You're such a perfect girl." I thrust up hard, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion.

She cries out, her back arching off the wall.

"Hold on," I warn, and then I start moving.

This isn't gentle or patient. This is raw. Primal. Rough.

I fuck her hard against the wall, my hips pistoning up into her while gravity helps drive me deeper. The sound of our bodies meeting echoes obscenely in the room—skin against skin, wet and desperate.

"Ronan!" she gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders.

"That's it. Take it. Take my cock like a good breeding bitch."

Each thrust makes her bounce on my length, her hips hitting the wall with enough force to rattle the picture frames nearby.

"I can't wait to see these hips fat and swollen," I growl against her neck. "Can't wait to see your belly round with my baby. You're going to look so fucking perfect pregnant."

Her pussy clenches around me at those words.

"You like that idea?" I drive into her harder. "Like knowing I'm going to knock you up? That everyone will see you carrying my child and know exactly what we did?"

"Yes!" she sobs. "Yes, I want it!"

"You want my baby?"

"Yes!"

"Then come for me," I command, angling my hips to hit that spot inside her that makes her see stars. "Come on my cock so your body can pull my seed directly into your womb. Make yourself pregnant, sweet girl. Take what you need."

Her orgasm hits suddenly and violently. Her whole body seizes, pussy clamping down on me like a vice as she screams my name.

The sensation triggers my own release. I slam deep one final time and come hard, pumping what feels like endless streams of cum directly against her cervix.

"Fuck," I roar. "Take it all. Every fucking drop."

I hold her pinned against the wall as I empty myself inside her, making sure nothing escapes, that every pulse of my release goes exactly where it needs to.

When I finally pull out, my cum immediately starts leaking down her thighs.

"Don't move," I order, setting her down carefully but keeping her pressed against the wall.

I drop to my knees and spread her legs, watching as my seed drips from her used pussy.

Then I lean forward and lick it back up.

"Ronan!" she gasps, shocked.

"Can't let any go to waste," I murmur against her sensitive flesh. "This is precious. This is what's going to make you a mother."

I use my tongue and fingers to push every drop back inside her, then keep my hand pressed firmly over her pussy to hold it there.

"Bedroom," I say, standing and lifting her into my arms. "You're staying the night."

"My parents?"

"Will have to get used to disappointment," I finish firmly. "Because you're not sneaking out anymore, Elara. And I’m sick of how you always make your voice small on the phone so your parents don’t hear you. What they’re putting you through is downright abuse and I won’t stand for it. I will protect you, baby girl. I refuse to watch your parents belittle your needs and destroy your self-esteem. I'm going to walk you home in the morning and tell your father exactly what's been happening. That you're mine. That I've been breeding you. And that you're moving in with me."

Her eyes widen. "You're really going to do that?"

"Yes." I lay her on my bed and settle beside her, my hand returning to its possessive place on her belly. "Because I'm not hiding what we are. I'm not ashamed of wanting you. And I'm sure as hell not going to let you go back to living under their oppressive rules."

"What if they don't allow it?"

"You're twenty-one," I remind her. "They can't stop you. And besides..." I press my palm more firmly against her stomach. "If you're already pregnant, which you very well might be after tonight, they'll have no choice but to accept it."

"You really think I could be pregnant already?"

"I think," I say slowly, "that we've been fucking raw during your fertile window for over a week now. I think I've filled you with enough cum to guarantee conception. And I think..." I lean down and kiss her belly softly. "That there's already a baby growing in here."

She places her hand over mine, eyes shining with something that looks like hope.

"I hope so," she whispers. "I really hope so."

"Me too, sweet girl." I pull her close, tucking her against my chest. "Me too."

She falls asleep like that, safe in my arms, my hand never leaving her stomach.

And I lie awake planning exactly what I'm going to say to her father in the morning.

Planning how I'm going to claim her publicly.

How I'm going to make sure everyone knows she belongs to me.

Starting tomorrow, there will be no more hiding.

No more sneaking.

She'll be mine in every way that matters.

And if I'm right about what's growing inside her, she'll be tied to me forever.

Exactly as she should be.


FIVE


Elara

Morning comes too quickly.

I wake wrapped in Ronan's arms, his hand still resting protectively on my belly like it has every night this week. The sun streams through his bedroom windows—tall, uncovered, so different from the small draped ones at home.

For a moment, I let myself pretend this is normal. That I wake up like this every day. That I don't have to sneak back before my parents notice.

Then Ronan's voice rumbles against my ear.

"We're not doing that."

I blink up at him. "Doing what?"

"Sneaking you back." His jaw is set, determined. "Get dressed. We're walking over together, and I'm telling your father everything."

My stomach drops. "Ronan⁠—"

"No arguments." He cups my face firmly but gently. "I'm not hiding what we are. I'm not letting you go back to that house like nothing's changed. Everything has changed, Elara. When you trusted me enough to sneak out of your house just to satisfy my body, I knew I had to do right by you. I love you, baby girl. You’re so kind, compassionate, and loving. Caring for people comes naturally to you, and you have no idea that it’s a gift. I want you by my side forever, little girl. I want to wake up next to you and not fear that you’ll get found out and mistreated by your parents.”

Fear and relief war in my chest.

Part of me wants to beg him to wait. To give me more time.

But a stronger part—the part that has tasted freedom, pleasure, choice—wants exactly what he's offering.

An end to hiding.

"What if they throw me out?" I whisper.

"Then you move in here." He says it like it's the simplest thing in the world. "I told you I'd take care of you. I meant it."

I search his face and find only certainty.

He means every word.

"Okay," I breathe. "Okay."

He kisses my forehead. "Brave girl. Get dressed. I'll make you breakfast first."
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An hour later, we stand on my parents' porch.

My hand trembles in Ronan's, but his grip is steady. Unshakeable.

He knocks firmly.

My mother opens the door, and her expression shifts instantly from neutral to horrified when she sees us standing there together. Hand in hand.

"Elara Marie Whitmore," she hisses. "Where have you been?"

"Mrs. Whitmore." Ronan's voice is calm and professional. "I'd like to speak with you and your husband. May we come in?"

My mother's eyes narrow, but she steps aside stiffly.

My father appears in the hallway, his face already thunderous.

"What is the meaning of this?" he demands.

"Mr. Whitmore," Ronan begins evenly. "I'm here to inform you that your daughter and I have been seeing each other. Intimately. And she'll be moving in with me."

The silence that follows is deafening.

Then my father's face turns purple.

"You will do no such thing!" he roars at me. "You're not leaving this house to live in sin with some... some secular... libertine!"

"I'm twenty-one," I say quietly, surprised by the steadiness in my own voice. "You can't stop me."

"We certainly can!" My mother's voice is shrill. "You're unmarried! And he's not even a Christian.This is shameful! Sinful!"

"Then I'll marry her," Ronan says simply. "But I'm not doing it to appease you two. I'm doing it because I love Elara and I think she deserves more than what she has been getting the in the name of 'family' with you two. I want to give her a proper family."

Everyone freezes.

I turn to stare at him.

He looks down at me, his expression softening. "I was planning to ask you properly. With a ring. But if it makes this easier..." He turns back to my parents. "I intend to marry your daughter. With or without your blessing."

My father sputters. "You... you can't just... this is ridiculous!"

"Is it?" Ronan's voice hardens slightly. "With all due respect, Mr. Whitmore, you've spent twenty-one years controlling every aspect of your daughter's life. Her education. Her opportunities. Her body. That ends now."

"How dare you?"

"She's an adult," Ronan continues, his tone firm but controlled. "And she's chosen me. Chosen to leave. You can either accept that gracefully, or you can lose her entirely. Your choice."

My mother clutches her chest dramatically. "This is your fault!" she hisses at me. "You tempted him! You threw yourself at him like some... some harlot!"

"Actually," Ronan interjects coolly, "she came to me because she was confused and scared about what her body was experiencing. Because you never bothered to educate her properly. I helped her. And yes, we became intimate. Consensually. She's not a child, Mrs. Whitmore. She's a woman. And she deserves to be treated like one."

"Get out," my father says, his voice dangerously low. "Both of you. Get out of my house."

Pain flashes across my face, but Ronan squeezes my hand.

"Gladly," he says. "Elara, go pack your things."

I hesitate, looking at my parents one last time.

My mother won't meet my eyes.

My father looks at me like I'm a stranger.

"I'm sorry," I whisper. "But I'm not sorry for choosing myself. Or choosing Ronan. He's a good man. And until now, even I underestimated how good he was."

I turn and head upstairs, Ronan following protectively.

In my room, I grab a suitcase and start throwing clothes inside. My hands shake.

"Hey." Ronan catches my wrists gently. "Breathe."

"They hate me," I choke out.

"They're scared," he corrects. "Scared of losing control. But that's not your problem anymore."

He helps me pack quickly and efficiently. When we head back downstairs, my parents are nowhere to be seen.

Ronan loads my suitcase into his car while I take one last look at the house I grew up in.

It doesn't feel like home anymore.

Home is wherever Ronan is.


SIX


Elara

Three weeks.

It's been three weeks since that night, and I still haven't told my parents where I go every evening. They think I'm attending Bible study at a friend's house. The lie sits heavy on my tongue, but not as heavy as the secret I'm carrying.

The secret that's now four days late.

My period should have come four days ago. I've always been regular. Twenty-eight days like clockwork. Mama used to mark it on the calendar, though she stopped when I turned eighteen and told her I could track it myself.

But this month, day twenty-eight came and went. Then day twenty-nine. Thirty. Thirty-one.

Now it's day thirty-two, and I'm standing outside Ronan's door again, my heart pounding so hard I can hear it in my ears.

I shouldn't be here in broad daylight. Someone might see. Someone might tell my parents. But I can't wait until tonight. I can't carry this fear alone for another hour.

I knock.

He's beside me in seconds, his hands cupping my face, eyes searching mine with that intense physician focus.

"Talk to me," he says gently. "What's happening?"

"I'm late," I whisper. "Four days late."

His hands go still against my cheeks. Then, slowly, they slide down to rest on my shoulders.

"Four days," he repeats, and I can't read his expression.

"I'm never late," I continue, words tumbling out in a rush. "Never. Always twenty-eight days. But it's been thirty-two and nothing and I don't know if I should be scared or happy or⁠—"

"Hey." He cuts off my spiral with a soft command. "Breathe."

I gulp in air.

"Do you want me to test you?" he asks calmly. "They have testing kits at the hospital. Proper ones, not the drugstore kind. We can know for certain within the hour."

My eyes widen. "Really?"

"Really." He strokes my hair back from my face. "But only if you want to know. We can wait if you'd rather."

"No." I shake my head quickly. "I need to know. I can't... I can't keep wondering."

"Okay." He presses a kiss to my forehead. "Get dressed. We'll go now."
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Twenty minutes later, we're pulling into the parking lot of his hospital.

He leads me through the quiet hallways to a small lab room. Everything is sterile and white and smells faintly of antiseptic.

"There's a bathroom through that door," he says, handing me a sterile cup. "You know what to do?"

I nod mutely and take the cup with shaking hands.

In the bathroom, I sit on the toilet and stare at the plastic container. This tiny thing that will tell me if my entire life is about to change.

If I'm really carrying Ronan's baby.

The thought sends a wave of emotion through me so strong I have to brace myself against the wall. Fear, yes. But also something else.

Hope.

I do what needs to be done and emerge a minute later, handing the cup to Ronan with a trembling hand.

"Good girl," he murmurs. "Sit. This will take about ten minutes."

I perch on the edge of the examination table while he works efficiently with the sample. He doesn't speak, but his movements are sure and practiced. A doctor in his element.

The minutes stretch like hours.

Finally, he sets down whatever instrument he was using and turns to face me.

His expression is... calm. Certain.

Almost satisfied.

"You're pregnant," he says simply.

The world tilts.

"I'm..." My voice breaks. "I'm really pregnant?"

"Yes." He crosses to me in two strides, his hands settling on my waist. "The hormone levels are already elevated. I'd estimate you're about three weeks along. Maybe four."

Three weeks.

That means it happened that very first time. When he took my virginity against his bedroom wall and filled me with his seed and told me I was made to carry his babies.

"Oh my God," I breathe. "I didn't think... I mean, I knew it was possible, but..."

"Are you okay?" His voice is gentle, concerned. "Elara, look at me."

I meet his eyes and find them steady. Unwavering.

"I'm scared," I admit. "What if my parents find out? What if I'm a terrible mother? What if something goes wrong?"

"Nothing will go wrong." He strokes my hair back. "Your body is young and healthy. We'll get regular checkups. Monitor everything. You're going to be fine."

"But my parents⁠—"

"Can't touch you." His voice hardens slightly. "You're my wife now, remember? You wear my ring. You live in my house. They have no say in this."

My eyes drop to the simple gold band on my left hand. We got married a week after I moved out. Just a courthouse ceremony, no flowers or white dress, but Ronan said we could have a proper wedding later if I wanted.

All I wanted was to be his wife legally. To belong to him in every way that mattered.

"Mrs. Vale," he murmurs, tipping my chin up. "You're going to be a mother. My baby is growing inside you right now. How do you feel about that?"

Tears prick my eyes. "Like all my prayers just came true."

His expression softens completely. "Mine too, sweet girl. Mine too."

He pulls me into his arms, holding me tight against his chest. One hand rubs slow circles on my back while the other cradles the back of my head.

"You're going to be a fabulous mom," he whispers against my hair. "And we're going to raise a beautiful family together. Everything you've ever wanted, I'm going to give you."

I cling to him, breathing in his scent, letting his words wash over me.

This is my dream coming true. I can barely believe it's real.

"What if I lose it?" I whisper against his chest. "What if something happens?"

"Then we'll try again," he says firmly. "But nothing's going to happen. Your body is perfect for this. Strong. Healthy. Made to carry babies."

He pulls back just enough to look at me, his hands framing my face.

"I love you," he says with such conviction it steals my breath. "This is forever, Elara. Whether this pregnancy goes perfectly or we face complications, whether we have one child or ten or none, I'm yours and you're mine. Nothing changes that."

"I love you too," I choke out. "So much."

He kisses me then, deep and slow and reverent. Like I'm something precious.

When he finally pulls back, he drops to his knees in front of me.

My breath catches as he gently pushes up my shirt and presses his lips to my still-flat belly.

"Hello, little one," he murmurs against my skin. "Your mama and I are so happy you're here."

Tears stream down my face as I watch him, this strong, confident man kneeling before me, talking to our unborn child.

He looks up, eyes bright with emotion. "We're going to take such good care of you both."

I thread my fingers through his hair. "I can't believe this is real."

"Believe it." He stands and pulls me close again. "You're mine. You're pregnant with my baby. And in about seven months, we're going to be parents."

Seven months.

The timeline makes it real in a way it wasn't before.

"Will you..." I bite my lip, suddenly shy. "Will you still want to... examine me? Now that I'm pregnant?"

His eyes darken instantly. "Oh, sweet girl. I'm going to be examining you constantly. Checking on you. Making sure you and the baby are healthy. Taking care of your changing body. And I'm definitely going to feel inside your pussy. The pussy I bred."

Heat blooms in my cheeks. "That's... that's not what I meant."

"Wasn't it?" His mouth curves. "You want to know if I'll still touch you. Still fuck you."

"Ronan," I gasp, scandalized and aroused.

"The answer is yes," he says bluntly. "I'll probably want you more. Seeing you round with my child, knowing I did that to you, that you're carrying the proof of what we've done..." He groans. "You have no idea what that does to me."

"I think I have some idea," I whisper, feeling the evidence of his arousal pressing against my hip.

He laughs, the sound warm and genuine. "Fair point. But we'll have to be careful as you get further along. Gentle. I won't do anything that might hurt you or the baby."

"I trust you," I tell him. "Completely."

"Good." He kisses my forehead, then my nose, then my lips. "Because we're in this together. Every step. Every appointment. Every midnight craving and mood swing and scary moment. I'm not going anywhere."

I believe him.

For the first time in my life, I feel truly, completely safe.

Not because I'm hiding or small or obedient.

But because I'm loved.

Chosen.

His.

"Can we go home?" I ask softly. "I want to lie down with you and just... feel this. Feel happy."

"Of course." He helps me off the examination table. "But first, I'm scheduling your first official prenatal appointment. Next week. We'll get an ultrasound, check all your levels, make sure everything's progressing normally."

The clinical part of him is already kicking in, and I love him for it.

"Okay, Doctor." I wink at him. "I can't wait to be examined."


EPILOGUE


Ronan

Five months later…

I've never seen anything more beautiful than my wife's pregnant body.

Elara is sprawled naked on our bed, her belly round and full at five months, skin glowing with that radiance everyone talks about but I never truly understood until now. Her breasts are heavy and swollen, at least two cup sizes larger than before, the nipples dark and sensitive.

And leaking.

She started producing milk two weeks ago—early, according to most timelines, but her hormone levels have been elevated since the beginning. I've been monitoring everything carefully, of course. But this particular development has been... educational for both of us.

My cock throbs almost painfully in my jeans as I watch her shift on the sheets, one hand unconsciously rubbing her belly.

"Please, Ronan," she whimpers, looking up at me with those wide, pleading eyes. "I need you."

She'd been rubbing that perfect pregnant ass against me on the couch not ten minutes ago, grinding her swollen belly against my cock until I was rock hard and desperate. Teasing me while we pretended to watch television.

Little minx knew exactly what she was doing.

"Need me to what?" I ask, even though I know. I just want to hear her say it.

"To examine me." Her cheeks flush pink. "To touch me. I'm so sensitive and achy and I need..."

"You need Daddy to take care of you?"

She nods frantically.

I strip off my shirt, watching her eyes track the movement hungrily. Pregnancy has made her even more insatiable than before. She wants me constantly, and I'm more than happy to oblige.

"Sit up," I command. "On the edge of the bed."

She obeys immediately, her heavy breasts swaying with the movement. I can see droplets of milk beading on her nipples already.

I settle into the chair I pulled up beside the bed and spread my legs, my erection straining against my zipper.

"Come here," I say, patting my thigh. "Sit on Daddy's lap."

She stands carefully—she's still getting used to her shifting center of gravity—and positions herself sideways across my thighs. I wrap one arm around her back to steady her and place my other hand on her swollen belly.

"Look at you," I murmur, stroking the taut skin. "So round and full with my baby. You're absolutely gorgeous like this."

"I feel huge," she admits shyly.

"You feel perfect." I lean in and kiss her belly reverently. "This is exactly how you're supposed to look. Bred and swollen and mine."

She shivers at my words.

My hand slides up to cup one heavy breast, and she gasps at the contact.

"These are even more sensitive now, aren't they?" I brush my thumb across her nipple and watch milk bead at the tip. "So full and ready to feed our baby."

"They ache," she whimpers. "All the time. The doctor said it's normal but⁠—"

"But you need relief." I complete her thought. "I can help with that."

Her eyes widen. "How?"

Instead of answering, I lean forward and take her nipple into my mouth.

"Ronan!" she gasps, her hands flying to my hair.

The first taste of her milk hits my tongue and I groan. Sweet. Warm. Uniquely hers.

I suckle gently, carefully, drawing more of the liquid into my mouth. She makes the most beautiful sounds above me. Soft whimpers and gasps of relief mixed with arousal.

"Does that feel better?" I ask against her skin before switching to the other breast.

"Yes," she breathes. "Oh God, yes. Don't stop. I didn't know you could do that. My body is shivering from the inside. I like your mouth on my tit."

I have no intention of stopping.

I drink from her like a man dying of thirst, one hand still cradling her pregnant belly while the other supports her breast. The intimacy of it is overwhelming. Feeding from my wife's body while our child grows inside her.

When I've drained the first breast, I move to the second, lavishing it with the same attention. She's panting now, squirming in my lap, and I can feel the heat of her pussy through my jeans.

"You're going to be such a good mother," I murmur between draws. "Such a perfect nurturer. Feeding our babies your delicious milk. Taking care of them."

"Babies?" she asks breathlessly. "I'm only carrying one."

I pull back and look up at her with a slow smile. "Do you think this will be the last one?"

Her breath catches.

"I plan to keep you barefoot and pregnant in my house for a long time, wife." I squeeze her breast, watching more milk leak out. "As soon as this baby is born and you've healed, I'm putting another one in you. And then another. Going to keep this belly round and these tits full for years."

Her pussy clenches—I can tell by the way her whole body tenses.

"You like that idea," I observe. "You want me to breed you over and over."

"Yes," she admits. "I want to give you so many babies."

"Good girl." I return to her breast, groping and milking her while she writhes in my lap. "My sexy pregnant mama. Look at you, so swollen and full and perfect. All because I bred you. Put my baby in your belly."

"Ronan," she moans. "I love the way you look at my pregnant body. It makes all my insecurities disappear."

I release her nipple with a wet pop and slide my hand between her legs. She's absolutely drenched.

"Fuck," I breathe. "You're soaking wet. Feeding Daddy your milk makes your pussy ache, doesn't it?"

She nods helplessly.

"Get on your hands and knees on the bed," I command. "Show me that pregnant pussy."

She scrambles to obey, positioning herself on all fours. The sight of her like this—belly hanging heavy, breasts swaying, ass in the air—makes my cock throb painfully.

I stand and strip off my jeans and boxers, freeing my erection. Then I position myself behind her, gripping her hips.

"Beautiful," I murmur, running my hands over her rounded ass. "Absolutely fucking beautiful. You were made for this. And I'm glad I'm the one who gets to enjoy your pregnant body."

I guide my cock to her entrance and push inside in one smooth thrust.

She cries out, her back arching, belly swaying with the movement.

"That's it," I growl. "Take it. Take Daddy's cock like a good breeding slut."

I set a rough pace immediately—not rough enough to hurt her or the baby, I'm always careful about that, but dominant enough to make her feel claimed. Owned.

Each thrust makes her pregnant belly bounce, and I'm mesmerized by the sight.

"Look at you," I rasp. "Pregnant and getting fucked. Taking cock while my baby grows inside you. Such a good girl. Such a perfect wife."

"Harder," she begs. "Please, Daddy. Harder."

I grip her hips tighter and give her what she needs, driving into her with enough force to make her whole body shake.

"You love this," I growl. "Love being pregnant. Love being bred. Don't you?"

"Yes!" she sobs. "Yes, I love it!"

"Say it. Tell me what you love."

"I love being pregnant!" Her voice breaks on a moan. "I love being bred! I love carrying your baby!"

"Fuck yes." I reach around to rub her clit. "That's my good girl. My perfect pregnant wife. I'm going to keep you like this. Keep pumping babies into you until you've given me a whole house full."

"Please," she whimpers. "I want that. Want all your babies."

I can feel her getting close, her pussy starting to flutter around my cock.

"Come for me," I command. "Come on Daddy's cock while I fuck your pregnant pussy."

She shatters with a scream, her whole body convulsing. I follow immediately after, slamming deep and flooding her with my release.

"Take it all," I growl. "Every drop. Even though you're already pregnant, I'm still going to fill you. Still going to mark you from the inside."

I stay buried inside her as we both come down, my hands gently supporting her belly so she doesn't strain herself.

When I finally pull out, I help her turn onto her side and immediately spoon behind her, one hand settling protectively over her swollen bump.

"I love you," I murmur against her neck. "You and this baby. So fucking much."

"I love you too," she sighs contentedly. "Best decision I ever made was knocking on your door that night."

I smile and press a kiss to her shoulder. "Best decision I ever made was answering it."

My hand rubs slow circles on her belly, feeling the occasional flutter of movement beneath my palm.

This. This is everything I never knew I wanted.

A wife who trusts me completely. A baby on the way. A future full of noise and chaos and love.

"Ronan?" she asks sleepily.

"Hmm?"

"Do you really want more babies? After this one?"

"As many as you'll give me," I answer honestly. "But only if you want them too. Your body. Your choice. I'll never pressure you, Elara. Don't feel like you have to have more just for my sake."

She's quiet for a moment, then: "I want them. I want a big family. With you."

My chest tightens with emotion.

"Then that's what we'll have," I promise. "A big, beautiful family. And I'll take care of all of you. Always."

She laces her fingers through mine where they rest on her belly.

"I know you will," she whispers. "I've always known."

And as she drifts off to sleep in my arms, our baby safe between us, I make a silent vow.

I'll spend the rest of my life making sure she never regrets choosing me.

Making sure she always feels loved. Protected. Cherished.

Making sure our children grow up knowing they were wanted.

This is my family now.

And I'll do whatever it takes to keep them safe.

Always.
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