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Chapter 1




The streetlights blurred into hazy halos as I steered the car toward Megan’s place. The argument with Lina still felt raw, forcing a dull ache behind my ribs.



It had been another shouting match, another time where simmering resentment boiled over into something it shouldn’t have. We both worked too much and rarely saw each other. There was no spark in our marriage any longer, and it showed.



Megan had been quietly standing by the corner of the room when it happened. She’d offered a sympathetic glance, and I’d caught her wince when Lina really laid into me. It felt… awkward. The babysitter was witnessing something intimate, something messy that wasn’t meant for outside ears. Not that Lina had seemed to care.



I pulled up to Megan’s place, little more than a small bungalow, and killed the engine. The neighborhood was decent enough, but the building was showing its age. I couldn’t help but think it needed some renovations.



“Here we are,” I said, trying to be casual.



Megan turned from fiddling with her phone, giving me a warm smile that didn’t quite reach her blue eyes. “Thanks for the ride, Tom.”



“Sorry about all that back there,” I mumbled as we climbed out of the car. “The row with Lina. You didn’t need to hear it.”



She shrugged, a cascade of red waves rippling down her back. She was striking. Curvaceous in a way that drew the eyes, even if you didn’t mean to look at her. It’s okay, really. It happens.”



“Still,” I insisted, feeling a little guilty. “We shouldn’t have put you in a position where you had to listen to all that.”



“Honestly,” she said, her voice surprisingly steady, “you have nothing to apologize for. Come on in if you like. I’m going to make a fresh pot of coffee.”



The invitation surprised me. Usually, Megan was quick to say goodbye after I took her home, but tonight, her gaze met mine, and there was something in hers that seemed inviting.



“Sure,” I said, a little too quickly, perhaps. “If you’re sure it’s not a bother.”



The inside of the building wasn’t much better than the outside. Cozy, maybe, but definitely rundown. The wallpaper in the hallway was peeling at the seams, revealing faded floral patterns beneath. A worn rug covered most of the wooden floorboards, and the air smelled faintly musty.



My worry for the redhead ratcheted up a notch. She deserved better than this. Lina would have been horrified.



“It’s... charming,” I said, trying to sound sincere.



Megan chuckled. “Charming is one word for it.” She led me into a small living room crammed with mismatched furniture. A comfy-looking armchair sat next to a slightly lopsided bookshelf overflowing with paperbacks. “Been meaning to get around to fixing things up,” she explained, gesturing around the room.



“Well, good luck with it.”



“Thanks,” she said, heading towards the small kitchen. “Don’t worry about the fight back at your place. I don’t think you were at fault.”



The kitchen turned out to be quite cramped. “It’s just that things have been tense lately,” I offered, trying to explain away the argument with Lina.



“Marriage is hard,” she said simply, turning on the kettle. “Especially after… what is it? Ten years?”



“Eleven,” I corrected, and suddenly, I was spilling everything. The pressure of work, Lina’s increasing aloofness, and my growing sense of restlessness.



Megan listened without interrupting, offering an occasional nod or a sympathetic ‘
 hmm.’
 She didn’t offer platitudes, just quiet understanding. It was surprisingly refreshing. Lina usually had a solution for everything, a way to fix me, to fix us. Megan listened.



The kettle whistled, and she poured steaming water over the coffee grounds. The aroma filled the small kitchen, calming my frayed nerves.



We talked for what felt like hours – about work, about Lina, about our expectations of each other. I found myself opening up to Megan in a way I hadn’t had with Lina in months.



I took another sip of coffee, the warmth spreading through my chest. It wasn’t bad coffee, surprisingly. “She just doesn’t notice me anymore,” I confessed, feeling a little foolish. “Like I’m invisible.”



“That’s rough,” Megan said softly. She leaned against the countertop, her red hair cascading over her shoulder. “And she’s a fool if she doesn’t see what I see…” There was something like heat in her words, and suddenly, the kitchen felt even smaller.



Megan’s eyes met mine with something unspoken. We locked gazes for a moment – and it was a different look than before. This time, there was a definite charge in those blue depths, a flicker of… invitation.



With a fluidity that surprised me, Megan was moving. She slid off the stool and stepped closer, her body brushing against mine. A small shiver ran down my spine.



Before I could process what was happening, she was sliding into my lap, settling comfortably atop me. Her thighs molded to mine, warm and firm. The scent of vanilla and coffee clung to her skin.



My breath caught in my throat.



She looked down at me, a playful smirk tugging at her lips. “You seem tense,” she murmured, her voice a silken caress. “Maybe I can help you relax.”



My hands instinctively went to both sides of her hips, feeling the curve of her spine beneath her thin sweater.



“I…” I stammered, suddenly losing track of everything I’d just told her about Lina and our marital woes. All that felt distant now, secondary to the heat radiating from Megan’s body on mine.



She leaned forward; her face was close enough for me to feel her warm breath against my lips. Her blue eyes held a promise – a promise of something deliciously messy, something wonderfully forbidden.



“You don’t have to say anything,” she whispered, and then she kissed me.



It was so sudden, so unexpected…



Maybe I should have put a stop to it and pushed her back, but after all that happened with Lina? The simmering resentment, the constant fights, the lack of touch in my life…



Megan was far too tempting, and I let myself succumb to the unexpected heat between us.



I kissed the redhead back with all the fervor I could muster, letting my hands move over her back, tracing the curve of her spine through the thin fabric of her sweater. She burrowed into me, and I didn’t think. Didn’t think about the fact she was fifteen years younger than I was, that she was a beautiful woman, or the babysitter to my children.



In that moment, desire overwhelmed me. And it solidified when she brushed harder against me, her soft curves pressing into mine, which only made me want her even more.



Our kiss became more heated, tongues tangling and exploring, the taste of coffee replaced by something sweeter, wilder. It wasn’t a gentle exploration; there was an urgency to it, a desperation born from long-held frustration.



She pulled back slightly, but only to look at me with those captivating blue eyes. A tiny smile played on her lips as she began to unbutton her sweater. Slowly, deliberately. Each button revealed a little more of her creamy skin, the curve of her shoulder, the swell of her breast.



I groaned softly, my grip tightening around her waist.



The sweater slipped from her shoulders and pooled on the floor, revealing a delicate lace bralette beneath. Red against pale skin. My gaze dropped lower, taking in the slight rise of her breasts as she breathed.



“Do you like what you see?” She murmured, her voice husky with desire.



I didn’t bother to answer, just deepened the kiss again, my hands now exploring the smooth expanse of her back. She arched into my touch, a slight sound escaping her lips.



She continued undressing, pulling down the waistband of her jeans. The denim slid over her hips and thighs, revealing long, shapely legs. I could feel the heat radiating from her body, warming me from the inside out.



My own arousal was becoming increasingly insistent, a familiar ache that demanded release. She knew it too, I realized. Her movements were becoming increasingly urgent and demanding.



She ran a hand through my hair, tilting my head for a better angle as she continued to shed her clothes. The simple act of undressing felt sensual, almost sacred in the cramped kitchen. It was a slow burn, building with each revealed inch of skin.



And then there was nothing left between us but bare flesh and shared desire. Her curves molded perfectly against mine, a perfect fit.



The world narrowed down to just her, to the feel of her skin under my hands, to the taste of her lips on mine. Lina felt miles away, a distant memory in this moment of raw, undeniable attraction.



I didn’t think about consequences or propriety. I didn’t worry if I was taking advantage of the situation. All that mattered was Megan and the promise of something intoxicatingly new.



Megan broke the kiss, her blue eyes dark with desire as she took my hand and led me from the cramped kitchen into the small living room and the well-worn sofa. The faded cushions creaked under our weight as we settled onto it, bodies pressed close together.



She pushed me back against it, her hands sliding over my chest, down to the waistband of my jeans. I watched, breath catching in my throat, as she made quick work of the button and zipper, freeing me from the confines of denim and cotton.



“Nice,” she murmured, a smirk playing on her lips as she stroked my length, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core.



I groaned, hips bucking involuntarily against her touch. She chuckled softly, amused by my reaction. Then she was straddling me, her heat pressing against mine in delicious teasing.



“Are you sure about this?” I managed to ask, my voice rough with need even as a flicker of uncertainty crept in.



She leaned down, her hair falling around us like a curtain, and kissed me hard. “Shh,” she whispered against my lips. “Just feel.”



And then she was sinking down onto me, inch by delicious inch. A low moan escaped her throat as I filled her, the sensation bordering on too much.



Her movements were slow at first, rising and falling in a hypnotic rhythm that had me clutching at the cushions for support. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through my body, stoking the fire building in my core.



Megan’s face was flushed, her eyes closed as she lost herself to sensation. The sight was intoxicating – this beautiful young woman riding me with abandon, seeking her own satisfaction without restraint.



“Tom,” she gasped, her breath coming in short pants. “You feel so good inside me.”



Her words spurred me on, and I met her thrusts with my own, angling to hit a spot deep within her that made her cry out each time.



The world narrowed down to just us – the soft sounds of flesh meeting flesh, our shared breaths mingling in the air. Nothing else mattered.



Time lost all meaning as we moved together, chasing our release. It built slowly at first, a simmering heat, but grew with each passing minute until it threatened to consume us both.



“Megan,” I groaned, feeling my climax approaching like a freight train. “I’m close.”



She only rode me harder, her nails digging into my shoulders as she pursued her peak. Our bodies were slick with sweat; the air was thick and heavy around us.



And then it crashed over us, a tidal wave of sensation that had us both crying out in shared ecstasy. Megan’s walls clenched around me rhythmically as I spilled inside her, each pulse sending aftershocks of pleasure through our joined forms.



We collapsed together on the couch, chests heaving as we came down from our highs. Megan rested her head against my shoulder, a contented smile on her face.



“I needed that,” she murmured, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my chest. “And I guess so did you.”



I nodded silently, still trying to catch my breath. In the aftermath of such intense passion, I felt… sated. Whole in a way I hadn’t been in months.



We lay like that for a long time, simply enjoying the closeness and warmth of each other’s bodies. The outside world seemed very far away – Lina, the kids, work responsibilities. All of it faded into insignificance compared to this moment here with Megan. But obviously, it couldn’t remain like that forever.










Chapter 2




That night on the sofa wasn’t a one-off. It blossomed into an affair, messy and exhilarating in equal measure. Over the weeks and months that followed, I found myself stealing moments with Megan whenever I could.



Each encounter felt better than the last. With Megan, there was a freedom I hadn’t experienced in years. A willingness to experiment, to indulge in pure, unadulterated desire.



She just wanted me. I didn’t understand why, but she wanted me, and it felt incredible.



My relationship with Lina didn’t improve much. The simmering resentment remained, occasionally flaring up into full-blown arguments. We began discussing divorce, tentatively at first, then with growing seriousness. Neither of us was entirely sure we wanted to end things completely – there were too many years invested, too much history – but the spark had definitely faded.



I felt guilty, of course. Guilty for cheating on Lina and guilty for enjoying it so much. But Megan made it easy. She didn’t judge my hesitation and understood the complexities of my situation.



“It’s okay to want more than one thing,” she’d said once, stroking my hair as we lay tangled in bed. “You don’t have to be completely miserable with Lina just because you’re married to her.”



And I did enjoy being with her. A lot. She was vibrant and playful, a breath of fresh air.



Then came the bombshell.



Megan was pregnant.



My mind reeled. A baby with Megan? It was both terrifying and exciting.



Lina and I hadn’t really planned on having another child, but I couldn’t say I disliked the idea. But now, I would have one with Megan.



“Wow,” I managed to say, my voice sounding surprisingly calm. “Okay.”



Megan looked at me anxiously. “Are you... upset?”



“No,” I said, though a knot of worry tightened in my stomach. “Just… surprised.”



The implications were enormous. This changed everything. Suddenly, the looming divorce became far more probable. Things with Lina weren’t going well, and I didn’t want Megan to raise our child alone.



And what about Megan? She was still so young, barely twenty-one. Was she ready to be a mother?



“What do you want to do?” I asked her, genuinely curious.



She shrugged, her blue eyes searching mine. “I don’t know yet. I just… wanted you to know.”



We sat in silence for a moment, the weight of the news settling between us. The future stretched before us, uncertain and complicated.



There was no other way. The divorce had to go forward. I knew I was probably going to lose custody of the children I had with Lina, but what other option was there? I would have a baby with Megan, and if she was intent on keeping it, I could do nothing else. It felt inevitable, really. Like a slow-motion collision course we’d been heading toward for years.



It took weeks to gather the courage and to arrange a better place for Megan to live. A small apartment close to my work, paid for by me.



Each move chipped away at the carefully constructed life I’d built with Lina.



By the time I finally told her, Megan was already showing. Not hugely, but there was definitely a softening around the waist, a subtle curve to her belly that couldn’t be ignored. It made it worse, somehow. Like proof of my betrayal, blooming visibly for all to see.



The row with Lina wasn’t as explosive as some had been lately; it was more of a slow burn fueled by years of resentment. I braced myself before dropping the bomb, explaining about Megan, about the baby. She didn’t scream or cry, not immediately. She just stared at me with those ice-blue eyes, and her voice was dangerously calm when she finally spoke.



“So,” she said slowly, “the babysitter gets a promotion.”



I flinched. “It just… happened,” I mumbled, feeling predictably inadequate.



“Of course it did,” she replied with a sardonic twist of her lips. “Just ‘
 happened’
 while you were lamenting our lack of spark and complaining about me not noticing you.”



The barb hit home. She wasn’t wrong. I
 had
 complained to Megan, spilling my frustrations like a child.



Then came the real kicker, the line that burrowed under my skin and stayed there festering. “She’s a gold digger, Tom.”



A gold digger. The words hung in the air, heavy with implication. Was Lina right? Had I been blinded by desire, by the easy warmth Megan offered? The thought took root. Was I just another paycheck to her?



“That’s harsh,” I protested weakly. “Megan isn’t after my money.”



Lina raised an eyebrow, unimpressed. “Isn’t she? She already has a nice little apartment courtesy of you, doesn’t she? And now a baby… convenient timing.”



The accusation echoed in my head long after I left the house that day. I kept replaying the scene, searching for evidence to refute it. Megan hadn’t asked for much. She hadn’t demanded gifts or lavish dates. But she’d certainly accepted them and enjoyed them… didn’t that count for something?



I found myself watching the redhead more closely, looking for signs of mercenary intent. Did she genuinely care about me, or was it all a performance? Was the heat between us real, or just expertly crafted to get what she wanted? It felt cruel to question it, but Lina’s words had planted a seed of doubt.



Megan seemed unfazed by the impending divorce and the looming arrival of their child. She continued offering me that quiet understanding I’d grown so reliant on. But now I saw a flicker of something else in her blue eyes. Or was it just my own insecurity projecting onto her?



One evening, after a particularly grueling day of legal wrangling and custody negotiations, I confronted her. We were curled up on the sofa in her new apartment, watching some mindless reality show.



“Lina thinks you’re a gold digger,” I blurted out, unable to contain it any longer.



Megan didn’t even flinch. She just chuckled softly and ran a hand through my hair. “Would it matter?”



“What?”



The redhead tilted her head at me, looking so delectable that I couldn’t help but let my eyes roam over her frame. Her eyes held a trace of calculation. “Would it really matter if I was a gold digger, Tom?” She slowly leaned in, her captivating blue depths almost overwhelming me. “Your marriage with Lina was over already, you know it. And I’m young, hot, and love your cock inside me. Would it really matter if money was my main concern in seducing you at first?”



While I gaped at Megan’s brazen declaration, the redhead shifted closer to me on the sofa. Before I could react, she was settling comfortably in my lap, the warm weight of her body pressing against mine.



“Does it really matter?” She asked again softly, her fingers trailing down my chest. “I’m yours now, Tom.”



As if to prove her point, Megan arched into me, deliberately emphasizing the subtle swell of her belly between us. A visible reminder that there was no going back for either of us.



Her words echoed in my head, along with Lina’s earlier accusation. But it was hard to think clearly when Megan was draped across me like this, her blue eyes locked onto mine with such intense hunger.



My wife and I had been drifting apart for years; I knew that. But hearing Megan say that she’d set out to seduce me…



It shouldn’t have excited me the way it did.



She leaned closer, her lips brushing my ear as she spoke again. “Your marriage was over already,” Megan murmured. “And you needed someone who could make you feel good.”



Her breath was hot against my skin, making me shiver in a way that had nothing to do with fear or uncertainty.



Slowly, deliberately, she began to undress, peeling her clothes away layer by layer. Each inch of creamy skin revealed sent another jolt of desire straight through me.



“I’m giving myself to you,” Megan breathed as she shrugged off her sweater. “Gladly. No strings attached.”



The lace bra followed, falling away to expose the full swell of her breasts, slightly heavier now with pregnancy. My hands twitched with the need to touch them, to feel their weight in my palms.



But I hesitated.



Megan just smiled at me, a slow, sinful curl of her lips. “I wanted everything you could offer,” she reached out to unbutton my shirt. “Money, security, and this.” She palmed the front of my jeans meaningfully, drawing a groan from deep in my throat.



Her blue eyes flashed with wicked intent as she worked to open my fly, freeing me from the confines of denim.



“I wanted you,” Megan finished simply. “All of you.”



She slid off my lap, kneeling between my legs on the floor. Her hair fell around her like a curtain as she leaned in to press hot kisses along my inner thigh.



“Does it really matter what my initial intentions were?” She murmured against my skin. “When we both know this is what you need.”



Her tongue swirled over my length, making me buck involuntarily. Megan chuckled breathlessly and took me fully into her mouth in one smooth motion.



I threw my head back against the cushions with a low moan. The sensation was exquisite – her warm mouth working magic on my most sensitive flesh, her red hair brushing my thighs.



It felt wrong to be turned on by this knowledge, knowing that she’d set out to seduce me for my money and status. But the fact that she wanted me, all of me, even if it wasn’t entirely pure…



Well, maybe Lina was right.



But as Megan’s head bobbed up and down in my lap and her nails raked teasingly over my thighs, I couldn’t bring myself to care anymore.



So what if she’d started this as some sort of scheme?



In that moment, even with my ex-wife’s words echoing cruelly in my ears, I didn’t care. Megan had me, heart, soul, and body. She was giving herself to me freely now, and the pleasure she offered drowned out all other considerations.



I tangled a hand in her hair, guiding her movements as she pleasured me with that hot mouth of hers. My hips bucked up to meet her thrusts, chasing the release I so desperately needed. The world narrowed down to just us – Megan’s mouth and tongue working their magic on my aching flesh.



Nothing else mattered. Not Lina, not the baby growing in Megan’s belly, not the looming divorce or custody battle. Just this moment of shared passion, of primal need fulfilled by willing hands and lips.



Megan took me all the way to the edge before pulling back, leaving me gasping and aching with unfulfilled desire. She crawled back onto my lap, straddling me with a wicked grin on her face.



“You’re mine,” she whispered, rocking her hips against mine in a slow, deliberate grind that had us both groaning. “No matter how this started.”



Her blue eyes were dark with promise and hunger as she kissed me hard, all tongue and teeth.



“And I’m yours,” I managed to gasp out between kisses, my hands roaming over her naked flesh.



Over the following weeks, everything changed between Megan and me. The divorce with Lina was finalized, cutting the last legal ties to my ex-wife. I was free to start fresh, to build a new life.



And that’s precisely what Megan helped me do. Our shared moments grew more intense as her belly swelled with our growing child. It felt like a new chapter in both of our lives.



I found myself increasingly possessive of the redhead, my desire for her only intensifying with each passing day. The sight of her ripe body, curves accentuated by pregnancy, left me aching with need.



Megan never denied me, always willing and eager to spread those lush thighs when I sought her out. In bed or on the couch or against the kitchen counter, it didn’t matter – she gave herself to me without hesitation every single time.



It was a stark contrast to my marriage with Lina. My ex-wife had grown cold over the years, her touches few and far between as resentment built between us. Megan was the opposite – a live wire of passion and desire, always ready to ignite at the slightest spark.



The redhead took the initiative more often than not, pulling me into bed or pinning me down on the sofa with that wicked gleam in her eye. She knew just how to touch me, how to coax those breathy moans from my lips as she worked magic on my most sensitive spots.



“You’re mine,” Megan would murmur against my skin between heated kisses. “No one else gets you like I do.”



And it was true. No one had ever made me feel the way she did.



Megan’s belly was a visible reminder of that hunger, growing rounder with each week as our baby developed inside her. I couldn’t keep my hands off it, couldn’t resist pressing kisses to that taut skin, marveling at the life we’d created together.



Sometimes, she would catch me staring, tracing the subtle curves and swells. Then Megan would smile knowingly, pulling me in for a deep, probing kiss that left us both panting and flushed with desire.



“You like what you see?” She’d ask with an arched brow and a smirk, already reaching for my belt buckle or sliding her hand into my pants to stroke my length into readiness. It never took long – Megan had me so wound up, so desperate for her touch that I was always hard and ready for action.



“You’re perfect,” I’d groan in response, pushing her back against the nearest surface and hitching her legs around my hips. “And you’re all mine.”



Her blue eyes would flash with wicked intent then, and she’d challenge me to prove it, to claim every inch of her ripe body as thoroughly as possible.



Megan was always game for a good, hard fuck session. She’d spread herself wide open without shame, letting out little mewls of pleasure each time I thrust into her welcoming heat. The wet sounds of our joining filled the air, mixing with my grunts and Megan’s keening cries as we lost ourselves in pure physical sensation.



I could never get enough of her, no matter how many times we came together. Megan seemed to feel the same way, always hungry for more, always craving another round, another chance to make me moan her name.



“More,” she’d demand breathlessly between gasps and groans, arching up into my thrusts or rolling her hips in that maddeningly slow rhythm designed to drive me insane. “Fuck me harder, Tom.”



And I always obliged, slamming into her again and again until we were both shaking from the force of it, lost in a haze of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.



Those stolen moments with Megan became my lifeline. The divorce was messy and painful at times, but I knew I had her to come home to each night, ready and willing to take me apart piece by piece until all I could do was gasp her name in rapture.



She gave herself to me. And I did the same for her, pouring every ounce of passion and devotion into our coupling until we were both left boneless and sated, tangled together under the sheets.



No matter what else happened outside those walls, Megan was mine.



As Megan’s pregnancy progressed, our lovemaking necessarily slowed down. Her growing belly made some positions uncomfortable or even impossible to maintain. But the redhead was nothing if not creative when it came to satisfying both of us.



Even with her swollen form, she’d still drop to her knees and take me in that hot little mouth whenever I needed release. Or she’d stroke me to completion with deft fingers while I kissed down her lush body, worshipping each new curve and swell as it appeared.



“It’s only temporary,” Megan would murmur against my skin between licks and nibbles. “Just a few more weeks until you can fuck me again properly.”



Her words sent sparks of anticipation through me, along with a primal hunger that left me aching for her. The thought of claiming her ripe body once more, of spilling my seed deep in that sweet cunt to put another baby in her belly... it drove me wild.



I couldn’t wait. I wanted nothing more than to feel Megan quivering and gasping beneath me as I took what was mine. To hear those breathy little moans and pleas as she begged for release, just the way I liked.



“Patience,” Megan would tease in a singsong voice. “Soon enough, you’ll be balls deep inside me again, Tom.”



And then she’d swallow me down to the root or milk me with those clever fingers until I was spilling into her mouth or painting her breasts and belly with my release. It never took long.



The pleasure was intense, but it left me hungry for more each time. Aching for the day when I could finally sink into her welcoming heat again, claim that fertile womb as mine once more...



Megan seemed to revel in stoking my desire like this. She was the only one who could make me feel this way, so desperate for release yet completely consumed by anticipation.



It was addicting, intoxicating... I craved it constantly, even as Megan kept me in a state of near-perpetual arousal, edging me closer to the breaking point with each encounter but never quite letting me shatter.



Until one day soon when she’d be ready for me again, then I could lose myself in her soft body and welcoming heat, make those breathy little sounds as we moved together...



I couldn’t wait to get my hands on her again properly. To remind her exactly who she belonged to, body and soul...










Epilogue




The day Megan’s water broke was one of the most terrifying I’ve ever experienced. She called me at work, voice strained but calm as she told me it was time. My heart raced, and my palms went slick with sweat as I rushed to get everything together.



“It’s okay,” she assured me over the phone. “There’s plenty of time.”



The drive to the hospital seemed to take forever despite my white-knuckle grip on the steering wheel and frequent checks on Megan’s state. She just smiled reassuringly at me, her blue eyes bright with excitement beneath a sheen of pain.



“You’re doing great,” I told her, trying to keep my voice steady as I held her hand tight. “Just focus on your breathing like we practiced.”



Megan did – inhaling deep and slow, then exhaling in a long, shaky sigh. It was almost hypnotic watching her do it again and again, a lifeline tethering us both to calmness as the minutes ticked by.



I never left her side through the long hours of labor that followed. Megan’s face would scrunch up in concentration, or she’d let out a low groan, but I held onto her hand tightly the whole time, whispering encouragement and love even if she didn’t hear me above the pain.



Finally, after what felt like an eternity, our son arrived with a wail that made Megan cry and laugh all at once. Tears streamed down my cheeks as they placed him on her chest, his little body still slick and crinkled from birth but perfectly formed and whole.



“He’s beautiful,” I murmured reverently, reaching out to stroke a trembling finger along one tiny cheek.



Megan just nodded, her own eyes shining with unshed tears as she gazed down at our baby. “I love you both so much.”



After that, I no longer cared that she had initially come into my life seeking financial stability.



That didn’t matter anymore.



What mattered was the perfect little family we’d created together against all odds. And I would cherish it for as long as I drew breath.



The end
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