
        
            
                
            
        

    
Impregnating the Babysitter

Taboo Age Gap Pregnancy Erotica

By: Vivienne Blue


Table of Contents:

1 - SEX AND DETERGENT

2 - BACK TO NORMAL

3 - FACING THE CONSEQUENCES

4 - A PRAGMATIC SUGGESTION

5 - A DIFFICULT SITUATION

6 - A GEOLOGICAL RIFT

7 - AN IMPOSSIBLE CHOICE

8 - A DANGEROUS PROMISE

9 - THE BITTER TRUTH

10 - SIX MONTHS LATER

BACK COVER


1 - SEX AND DETERGENT

The late afternoon sun slanted through the laundry room window, casting a dusty golden rectangle across the vinyl floor. Gabe stood there, his leather briefcase dangling from a limp hand, the familiar scent of detergent and warm, dry cotton filling his nostrils. He’d just closed the front door, called out a greeting that had gone unanswered, and followed the hum of the washing machine to find this.

Beverly.

She was facing the sink, her back to him, but he saw everything. The delicate straps of a lace-trimmed white bra crossed her slender shoulders. The curve of her spine dipped down to the waistband of matching panties, sheer and pale against the olive warmth of her skin. Her dark, curly hair was piled in a messy knot on top of her head. She was humming softly, unaware.

His mind, usually so clinical, so compartmentalized, shattered into a thousand glittering fragments. Anita is working late. The kids are upstairs, probably playing. This girl… this young woman… is in my house, in my laundry room, half-dressed.

A tectonic shift occurred inside him. The professional veneer, the fatherly concern, the marital loyalty—they were thin sheets of ice over a volcanic core. And now, they melted. They evaporated. All that remained was the raw, pulsing heat of observation. His eyes, the same blue eyes that examined cervixes and monitored fetal heart rates with detached precision, now roamed. They traced the arch of her rib cage, the subtle swell of her breast beneath the lace, the tantalizing shadow at the small of her back where the panties met skin. His own breath became a shallow, quiet thing.

She turned. Her brown eyes widened, a flush of pink blooming on her cheeks. “Dr. Brooks! I—Emma spilled her juice all over my dress. It was sticky, so I… I put it in the wash. I didn’t think you’d be home so early.” Her voice was a soft, flustered melody.

He heard the words, but they were just sounds. His gaze dropped from her face, down the graceful column of her neck, over the exposed slope of her collarbones, to the lace-covered peaks of her breasts. The fabric was thin. He could see the faint outline, the suggestion of nipples beneath. A current of electricity, sharp and undeniable, shot straight down his spine to his groin.

Too young. Married. Wrong. The words were ghostly whispers, immediately drowned out by a louder, more primal truth: I want this.

He didn’t speak. He moved. Three steps closed the distance between them. The briefcase dropped silently to the floor. His hands, usually so gentle, so skilled, reached for her. One cupped the side of her face, his thumb brushing her cheekbone. The other settled on her waist, his fingers pressing into the soft warmth just above the panty line. Her skin was like sun-warmed silk.

Her eyes searched his, confusion melting into a dawning, breathless understanding. Her lips parted.

He didn’t wait. He bent his head and kissed her.

It wasn’t tentative. It wasn’t questioning. It was a searing, possessive claim. His mouth opened over hers, his tongue delving deep to taste her—the faint sweetness of gum, the underlying salt of youth. She gasped into him, a small, startled sound that quickly transformed into a moan. Her hands fluttered, then landed on his chest, fingers curling into the fabric of his dress shirt. She kissed him back, her tongue meeting his with a clumsy, eager passion.

The kiss was a universe. The world outside—the house, his career, his family—ceased to exist. There was only this humid, shared breath, the frantic beat of his heart against hers, the urgent pressure building in his body. He broke the kiss only to trail his lips down her jaw, to her neck, inhaling the clean, soapy scent of her skin mixed with something deeper, musky, her.

His hands moved again. The logical doctor was gone. A different man, one driven by a hunger he’d suppressed for decades, took control. He found the clasp of her bra at the front, between her breasts. A flick, a release. The lace loosened. He pulled the garment away, letting it fall to the floor.

She stood before him, bare from the waist up. Her breasts were small, perfect. They were high and firm, the nipples a dark, enticing rose against her olive complexion. They were already tightening, pebbling in the cool air of the room and under his gaze.

A groan escaped him, low and ragged. “God, Beverly.” His voice was gravel.

He bent his head. His mouth found one nipple. He didn’t just kiss it. He took it. He drew it deep into the heat of his mouth, sucking firmly, his tongue circling the taut peak. She cried out, a sharp, beautiful sound. Her hands flew to his hair, gripping the blonde strands. Her body arched, pushing her breast further into his mouth. He switched to the other, lavishing it with the same desperate attention, sucking and licking until she was trembling, her moans continuous, a soft, pleading melody.

His own need was a firestorm. He could feel his erection, thick and demanding, straining against his trousers. But he wasn’t ready for that. He wanted more of her. All of her.

His hands slid down her sides, over the curve of her hips, to the waistband of her panties. He hooked his fingers into the sheer fabric and pulled them down. They slid over her thighs, her calves, to the floor. She was naked now, completely exposed to him in the mundane glow of the laundry room.

She was breathtaking. Slender, but with the gentle swell of womanhood at her hips and thighs. The dark curls between her legs were neat, a tempting shadow. Her skin everywhere was that same smooth, warm olive, like a statue of some youthful goddess.

He stared, drinking in the sight. Then he acted. He didn’t ask. He simply reached for her, his hands strong under her thighs, and lifted her. She was light, easy to carry. He turned and placed her on top of the washing machine. She sat there, legs dangling, her nakedness displayed openly to him. Her eyes were wide, dark pools of desire and shock.

Gabe knelt on the floor before her.

He pushed her legs apart, his hands on her inner thighs. He looked up at her face, seeing the flush, the parted lips, the want etched in every line. Then he looked down, at the heart of her.

He leaned forward. He didn’t tease. He went straight to the center, his mouth opening over her. His tongue found her core, that soft, wet heat, and he laved it with a long, slow, deliberate stroke.

Her reaction was instantaneous. Her whole body jerked. A cry, loud and unfiltered, tore from her throat. “Oh! Oh, Gabe!”

He ignored everything else—the machine’s hum, the distant sound of cartoons from upstairs, the ghost of his conscience. He focused entirely on the taste, the feel, the smell of her. She was clean, faintly floral from soap, but beneath that was the rich, essential scent of woman. His tongue delved deeper, exploring her folds, finding the sensitive bud of her clitoris. He circled it, then sucked it gently into his mouth.

She was unraveling above him. Her thighs tightened around his head. Her hands scrabbled at the smooth lid of the washer for purchase. Her hips began to move, rocking against his face, seeking more pressure, more friction. Her moans became a continuous, breathless stream of encouragement and pleasure. “Yes… right there… don’t stop… please…”

He didn’t stop. He mapped her with his tongue and lips, learning her rhythms, her responses. He felt her body tensing, the muscles in her thighs quivering. He increased the pace, his tongue flicking rapidly over that tender peak. He slid one hand up, his thumb finding her entrance, pressing just inside, feeling the incredible, silken heat.

It was too much for her. Her back arched off the machine. A wild, keening sound burst from her lips. Her thighs clamped hard around his ears. He felt the convulsive flutter deep inside her, the sudden gush of wetness against his thumb. She was coming, her orgasm crashing over her with violent, youthful intensity.

He kept his mouth on her, gentling his motions, letting her ride the waves until she collapsed back onto the lid, panting, her body slick with sweat.

Gabe rose from his knees. His own desire was a throbbing, painful ache now. He looked at her, sprawled and spent on the washer, her skin glowing, her eyes half-closed. He needed to be inside her. It was a biological imperative.

He unbuckled his belt, the sound loud in the quiet room. He unzipped his trousers. He pushed them and his boxer briefs down just enough to free himself. His cock sprang out, fully erect, thick and urgent.

He didn’t hesitate. He moved between her legs, which she opened willingly for him, her gaze fixed on his body with a mixture of awe and hunger. He positioned himself. The head of his cock nudged against her wet, swollen entrance.

He looked into her eyes. “I need to fuck you,” he said, his voice raw.

She nodded, a quick, eager bob of her head. “Yes. Now.”

He pushed inside.

The sensation was profound, almost spiritual in its intensity. She was so tight, so warm, so alive. She welcomed him with a gasp, her body stretching to accommodate him. He slid deeper, inch by inch, until he was fully seated, buried inside her young, clutching heat.

He began to move. There was no gentle exploration. This was a relentless taking of the one thing he was never supposed to touch. He pulled back almost all the way, then drove forward again, hard and deep. The washer beneath her vibrated with its cycle, adding a subtle, rhythmic shudder to their joining.

Each thrust elicited a sharp, sweet cry from her. Her hands grabbed his shoulders, her fingers digging into his muscles. Her eyes were locked on his, unblinking, sharing every shocking, delicious sensation. He fucked her with a relentless, building pace. The slap of their bodies, the wet, slick sounds of penetration, the low groans from his own throat—they filled the small room.

He could feel her tightening around him again, her body climbing toward another peak. Her breaths became short, frantic pants. “Gabe… I’m… I’m going to…”

He drove into her, over and over, his hips pistoning. He felt the tremors start inside her, the delicious, rhythmic contractions milking his cock. She cried out, a longer, sustained sound of pure ecstasy as her second orgasm took her. Her head fell back, her throat exposed, her body convulsing beneath him.

The feel of her coming around him, the visual of her total abandon, tipped him over the edge. His own climax approached, a tidal wave of pleasure gathering at the base of his spine. He grunted, his thrusts becoming erratic, deeper, harder.

“I’m gonna cum,” he gasped, the words torn from him.

Her eyes snapped open. She looked at him, her face flushed and radiant with pleasure. Her voice was clear, decisive, devoid of any hesitation. “Cum inside me. Do it.”

The command, the permission, the want in her words shattered his last remnant of control. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself as deep as he could go. The orgasm erupted. It was a blinding, white-hot explosion of sensation that traveled from his balls up his shaft, bursting out into her welcoming depths. He groaned, a long, animal sound, as he emptied himself into her, each pulse of release a profound, almost painful pleasure. He stayed there, locked inside her, shuddering as the last waves subsided.

For a long moment, they were still. Connected. Breathing in ragged unison. The washing machine finished its cycle and clicked off, leaving a sudden silence.

Slowly, reality seeped back in. The quiet of the house. The knowledge of his children upstairs. The image of his wife, Anita, at her office.

Gabe withdrew from Beverly. His cock, slick and spent, slipped out of her. He stood there, looking down at her. She lay on the washer, legs still spread, a glistening proof of their act between her thighs. She looked… satisfied. Glowing. Young.

He turned away. He zipped his trousers, buckled his belt, his movements mechanical. He picked up his briefcase. He felt a cold numbness spreading through him, chasing away the heat.

Beverly slid off the machine. She gathered her bra and panties from the floor, dressed herself silently. She smoothed her hair.

Gabe faced her. The words came out, flat and heavy, like stones dropping into a pond. “That was a mistake. It can’t happen again.”

Her face changed. The glow vanished. The satisfaction crumpled into something else—hurt, shock, rejection. Her brown eyes, so warm and inviting moments before, now looked wounded. “A mistake?” Her voice was small.

“Yes. I’m married. You’re… you’re a kid.” He couldn’t look at her. He stared at the floor.

“I’m nineteen,” she said, her tone gaining strength, edged with anger. “And you didn’t seem to think I was a kid five minutes ago.”

“It was wrong,” he insisted, the remorse clotting in his throat. “It can’t happen again. Ever.”

She stared at him. The hurt in her eyes solidified into a hard, cold resolve. She didn’t argue. She simply turned, walked out of the laundry room, and headed for the front door. He heard it open, then slam shut.

He stood alone in the quiet room, the scent of sex and detergent hanging in the air.

2 - BACK TO NORMAL

The click of the front door unlocking echoed through the silent house, a key turning in a lock of guilt. Gabe froze in the kitchen, a glass of water halfway to his lips. The sound was Anita’s return. Normalcy, a disguise he had to wear now.

He set the glass down too hard, the clink sharp against the granite. Act normal. Be the man she married.

Anita’s footsteps were quick, purposeful. She breezed into the kitchen, her short brown bob bouncing with her stride. She dropped her work bag on the counter. “Hey. Sorry, the meeting dragged. Did Beverly leave already?” Her voice was casual, tired.

“Yeah,” Gabe said, his own voice feeling thick and foreign. “The kids are upstairs.” Everything is fine. Your husband just fucked the babysitter on the washing machine.

Anita kissed his cheek, a quick, dry press of lips. She smelled of printer toner and coffee. “I’ll check on them. God, I’m exhausted.” She headed for the stairs, not seeing the invisible fracture running through him.

He watched her go. His mind, usually so ordered, was a wasteland of circling thoughts. Beverly. Her body. The feel of her. Her taste. Her command. And then, the cold, clinical follow-up: Ovulation cycle. Sperm viability. Conception probability. He was an OB-GYN. He knew the numbers, the risks, the terrible, simple biology of it. He’d ejaculated inside her. No barrier. A nineteen-year-old girl, fertile and healthy. The possibility, a tiny seed, burrowed into the pit of his stomach and began to grow. It felt like a tumor. Was she on birth control? He hadn’t even asked.

Anita came back downstairs, satisfied with the quiet state of the children’s rooms. She opened the fridge, looking for dinner leftovers. The mundane domesticity of it felt like a cruel joke. Gabe moved to help, his hands steady while his soul shook. He reheated pasta. They ate at the table. She talked about a difficult client at her law firm. He nodded, commented, played his part. Every laugh, every smile, was a lie constructed over a pit of dread.

That night, lying beside Anita in the dark, the guilt became a physical weight. It pressed on his chest, making his breath shallow. Anita slept, her face peaceful in the moonlight. He stared at the ceiling. Images flashed: Beverly’s face, ecstatic on the washer. Beverly’s face, wounded by his rejection. Her voice: “Cum inside me.” His own release, the surrender. And then, a phantom image: a pregnancy test. A positive result. His world, crumbling.

Saturday dawned with a gray, heavy sky. The guilt had metastasized into panic. He needed to talk to her. To… what? To apologize? To check on her? To beg her not to tell anyone? The motives were muddy, selfish. He waited until Anita took the kids to the park, then he took his phone to the study.

He dialed Beverly’s number. It rang. Then it went to voicemail. Her cheerful, recorded voice: “Hey, it’s Bev! Leave a message!” He didn’t. He hung up.

He called again an hour later. Voicemail.

Again after lunch. Voicemail.

A fourth time in the late afternoon. This time, the call didn’t even ring. It went straight to voicemail. She had blocked him.

Each silent rejection was a nail hammered into his coffin of anxiety. She wasn’t just hurt. She was gone. And her absence was a vacuum sucking all the air out of his carefully constructed life. What if she told someone? What if she told her parents, who lived next door? What if she told Anita?

Sunday morning arrived, a tense, quiet bubble. Anita was sorting the week’s schedule at the kitchen table. “So,” she said, looking at the calendar. “Beverly is watching the kids tomorrow, right? My client deposition is at nine, and you have your early clinic.”

Gabe’s heart performed a hard, painful stutter. He stood by the sink, drying a bowl he’d just washed. The ceramic was smooth, cool. His palms felt sweaty. She quit. Tell her Beverly quit.

He opened his mouth. The lie was right there, simple and clean. She said she can’t do it anymore. We need to find someone new.

But Anita would ask why. She’d want to call Beverly’s parents, to thank her, to maybe get a recommendation for another sitter. She’d be suspicious if he was too vague. She was a lawyer. She noticed gaps in stories.

And deeper than that, a more treacherous thought emerged: if Beverly never came back, the silence between them would become permanent. The unresolved thing would fester. He wouldn’t know if she was planning to destroy him. He needed to see her. To fix it. To somehow, impossibly, make it okay.

“Yeah,” Gabe said, his voice tight. “She’s… supposed to come.”

Anita nodded, jotting it down. “Great. She’s so good with them.” She smiled, a genuine, warm smile that made Gabe’s insides twist. She’s so good with them. And I ruined it.

The afternoon stretched, an empty desert of time. The kids played in the yard. Anita read a book. Gabe pretended to review medical journals. Every paragraph was meaningless. His focus was entirely on the house next door, the one with the blue shutters where Beverly lived with her parents.

Finally, as the sun began to dip, casting long shadows, he couldn’t stand it anymore. He had to go. He had to try.

“I’m going to check on the lawn sprinkler timer,” he told Anita, a flimsy excuse. She waved a hand, absorbed in her novel.

He walked out his back door, across his own yard, to the property line. The grass was dry under his feet. The air was cool. Each step toward her house felt like walking toward an executioner.

He rang the bell on the front door of the neat, two-story colonial. The door opened almost immediately.

It was Beverly’s father, Frank. A friendly, middle-aged man with a kind face and glasses. He smiled. “Gabe! Hey, come on in. Beverly’s around somewhere.”

No. Please, no. The guilt doubled, tripled, seeing this man who trusted him, who let his daughter work for him. “Actually, Frank,” Gabe said, forcing a neighborly smile that felt like a grimace. “I just needed to chat with Beverly for a quick second about tomorrow’s schedule. Mind if I talk to her out here?”

Frank’s smile didn’t falter. “Sure, sure. I’ll get her.” He turned and called into the house. “Bev! Dr. Brooks is here for you!”

Gabe stood on the porch, waiting. The seconds ticked by, each one an agony. He heard footsteps inside. Then Beverly appeared at the door.

She was dressed in jeans and a simple sweatshirt, her dark curls pulled back in a ponytail. She looked… ordinary. A college student. But her eyes, when they met his, were not ordinary. They were flat, guarded, a wall of ice. The warmth from Friday night was utterly extinguished.

“Hi,” she said, her voice neutral.

Frank, still smiling, retreated into the house, leaving them alone on the porch.

“Can we…?” Gabe gestured toward the side of the house, away from the front windows.

She nodded silently and stepped out, leading him to a patch of lawn near a large oak tree, out of sight from the house. She stopped and turned to face him. She crossed her arms, a defensive, closed-off posture.

The words he’d rehearsed dissolved. What came out was raw, unfiltered. “Beverly, I’m… I’m so sorry. What I said. How I acted afterwards. It was horrible.”

She didn’t respond. She just watched him, her brown eyes giving nothing.

“The kids,” he continued, the words tumbling out in a desperate heap. “Emma and Ashton. They love you. They ask about you. Anita… she asked if you’re coming tomorrow. I need you to come. Please. I know I… I crossed a line. A terrible line. I never should have let things get that far. It was my fault. All my fault. My kids adore you. We need you.”

He was begging. It was pathetic. He heard it in his own voice.

Beverly’s expression softened slightly, but not with forgiveness. It was with something else—calculation, maybe. Or pity. She uncrossed her arms. “You regret it,” she said, her tone cool.

“Yes,” he said, the word heavy with truth. “I do.”

“But you wanted it,” she stated. It wasn’t a question.

Gabe’s mouth went dry. He couldn’t lie about that. The memory was too visceral. “At the moment… yes. I did. But it was wrong. It can’t happen again.” He repeated his Friday night mantra, but it sounded weaker now, a feeble attempt to rebuild a wall that had already been obliterated.

She studied him for a long moment. The evening breeze rustled the leaves above them. “The kids really ask for me?”

“Every day,” Gabe said, seizing the lifeline. “Emma drew a picture for you yesterday. It’s on the fridge.”

A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched Beverly’s lips. It wasn’t for him. It was for Emma. “Okay,” she said, finally. “I’ll come tomorrow.”

Relief, a hot, sudden flood, washed through him. It was so potent it made his knees feel weak. She’ll come. Everything will be okay. We can go back to normal.

“Thank you,” he breathed, the gratitude overwhelming. “Thank you, Beverly.”

“I’m not doing it for you,” she said, her voice clear and sharp. “I’m doing it for them. And because I need the money.” She looked at him, the ice returning. “Don’t think this means anything else.”

He nodded quickly. “Of course. I understand. It’s just… babysitting. Nothing else.”

She gave him one last, long look, a look that seemed to see all the cracks in his foundation. Then she turned and walked back toward her house without another word.

Gabe stood alone under the oak tree for several minutes, listening to the wind. The relief was still there, but it was already cooling, hardening into something more complex. She was coming back. But the space between them was now a charged field, full of unspoken history and dangerous potential. She was in his house again tomorrow. Alone with his children. And with him, for a moment, when he came home.

He walked back to his own house, his steps lighter but his mind no less burdened. Anita was in the kitchen, making dinner.

“Fixed the timer?” she asked, stirring a pot.

“Yeah,” Gabe said. He went to her, wrapped his arms around her from behind, and held her. He held her tightly, pressing his face into her short hair. She smelled like home, like safety.

“What’s that for?” she laughed, leaning into him.

“Just love you,” he mumbled into her hair, the words true and also a shield.

“I love you too,” she said, easy and sure.

Later, after dinner, as they got ready for bed, he said, “Confirmed with Beverly. She’s all set for tomorrow.”

Anita nodded, pleased. “Good. She’s such a reliable girl.”

Gabe smiled, a practiced, convincing smile. Everything will be okay.

He lay in bed that night, Anita asleep beside him again. The phantom pregnancy test was still there in his mind, but it was smaller now, pushed back by the plan, the normalcy. Beverly would babysit. They would interact politely, distantly. The secret would stay buried. Life would resume its shape.

But as he drifted toward sleep, another image surfaced, unbidden and vivid. Not Beverly on the washer. Not a pregnancy test.

It was Beverly tomorrow, in his house. Her brown eyes meeting his across the living room. The memory of her taste, her warmth, her want, hanging in the air between them like a ghost. The knowledge that she was there, just a few rooms away. The awareness that the line, once crossed, could never be truly erased. It was just waiting, invisible, to be crossed again.

3 - FACING THE CONSEQUENCES

The house held its breath on Thursday evening. A month had passed since Gabe’s desperate plea on Beverly’s lawn, a month of strained normalcy. He’d see her in the mornings, a silent exchange of nods as she arrived to get the kids ready for school before he and Anita left for work. In the evenings, he’d come home to find her finishing homework with Ashton or reading to Emma. She was polite, professional, and utterly distant. The air between them was a thin sheet of ice, and Gabe walked on it every day, terrified of the crack.

This afternoon, Anita texted. Running late. Client crisis. Don’t wait up for dinner. It was a familiar refrain, one that once meant a quiet evening alone. Now, it meant an hour, maybe two, alone in the house with Beverly.

He pushed the front door open, the weight of his briefcase suddenly immense. The living room was quiet, lit by the soft, grey light of a cloudy dusk. The TV was off. No sounds of play.

Beverly was on the couch.

She wasn’t reading. She wasn’t on her phone. She sat perfectly still, her back to him, staring out the window at the gathering dark. Her posture was all wrong—too rigid, yet somehow collapsed in on itself. And then he saw the subtle tremor in her shoulders. A silent, shuddering breath.

She’s crying.

The observation was a cold spike through his chest. All the carefully maintained distance shattered. He dropped his briefcase by the door. The sound made her jump, her head turning slightly. She swiped a hand quickly across her cheek, but didn’t look at him.

“Beverly?”

She didn’t answer. The silence was a living thing, thick with dread.

He walked around the couch, his shoes sinking into the plush carpet. He stood before her. Her face was pale, her olive skin washed of its usual warmth. Her brown eyes, usually so vivid, were red-rimmed and swimming. She looked young. Terrifyingly young. The sophisticated wall she’d built was gone, leaving only raw, nineteen-year-old fear.

“What’s wrong?” His voice was softer than he intended. “Are the kids okay?”

“They’re upstairs, sleeping,” she said, her voice a hoarse whisper. It was the most she’d spoken directly to him in days. She looked down at her hands, clenched in her lap. Her knuckles were white.

“Bev. Look at me. What happened?”

Her eyes lifted, and the pain in them was so absolute it stole his breath. It wasn’t the hurt of rejection anymore. This was deeper, more fundamental. A primal fear.

“I’m pregnant.”

Two words. Simple. Devastating. They didn’t hit him like a physical blow; they were the blow, the ground giving way entirely. The world didn’t spin—it simply ceased to have any solid form. The sterile calculations he’d been running in the back of his mind for two weeks—cycle days, viability, statistical probability—crystallized into a single, horrifying fact.

His medical mind tried to engage, to triage. “How… how do you know? Have you taken a test?”

“Three of them,” she said, a bitter, hollow laugh escaping her. “This morning. All positive.” She finally met his gaze, and the accusation there was a furnace. “You’re the dad.”

The clinical part of him, the OB-GYN who counseled patients through this moment every week, vanished. What remained was a panicked, cornered animal. “Were you on birth control?” he asked, the question sounding like an accusation.

“Yes. The pill. I don’t miss doses. But it’s not a hundred percent, Doctor. You should know that.” The title was a lash. “Especially not when you… finish… inside someone.”

The graphic reminder of his own reckless passion was a fresh wave of nausea. He ran a hand through his hair, his mind scrambling for purchase. “Are you sure? I mean… are you sure I’m the…”

He didn’t finish. Her expression turned to stone. The vulnerability burned away, replaced by a fury so cold it was more frightening than her tears. “Who else, Gabe?” she spat. “You think I’m sleeping with a line of guys? You think I’m that kind of girl?”

Another wave of guilt washed over him. Of course, he was the father. He’d given into a frenzy of lust and now it had consequences. Tangible, life-altering consequences.

“Okay. Okay, just… just calm down.” He held up his hands, a placating gesture that felt absurd.

“Calm down?” Her voice rose, sharp and brittle. She glanced toward the hallway, remembering the children, and forced it back to a seething whisper. “My life is over. My parents will… I don’t even know what they’ll do. I’m nineteen. I’m in college. What am I supposed to do?”

The solution, the one he’d performed and recommended countless times, leapt to his lips. It was clean. It was simple. It would make this nightmare go away. “You could… you don’t have to go through with it. There are options. A termination. It’s a simple procedure. I can help you arrange it. I’ll pay for everything.”

He saw the rejection in her eyes before she even spoke. A hardening, a resolve that seemed to draw strength from his suggestion.

“No.”

“Beverly, think about it logically. Your future—”

“No.” This time the word was final, absolute. She shook her head, her dark curls swaying. “I’m not doing that. I can’t. It’s not an option.”

Desperation clawed at his throat. “Then what? You’re going to have a baby? My baby? Do you have any idea what that means? Anita… my kids… my career… Jesus Christ, Beverly, you’ll ruin everything!” The words were out, ugly and selfish, and he regretted them instantly.

Her face went slack with a kind of horrified understanding. “So that’s it. That’s all you care about. Your perfect life.” A fresh tear traced a path down her cheek, but her voice was steady now, deadly. “You don’t want anyone to know it’s yours.”

It wasn’t a question. It was the core of his terror, laid bare. He deflated, the fight draining out of him, leaving only a cold, sick dread. “Please,” he whispered, the word a broken thing. “Please, don’t tell anyone. Not yet. We can… we can figure this out. I’ll support you. I’ll give you money. Whatever you need. For the baby. For you. Just… please.”

He was begging again. But this wasn’t for a babysitter. This was for his survival.

Beverly watched him crumble. The anger in her eyes didn’t fade, but it mingled with something else—a profound, weary sadness. And something else, something he couldn’t name. She looked at him, this handsome, successful doctor brought to his knees by her, by the life growing inside her. His life.

A strange shift occurred in the room. The panic, the fear, the anger… they didn’t vanish, but they were pushed aside by a new, overwhelming current. It started as a thought, a forbidden, primal thread.

She’s carrying my child.

The thought was not just a fact. It was a sensation. A deep, territorial pull in his gut. His eyes, which had been darting around the room in panic, locked onto her. Not her face, but her body. The slender frame in a simple t-shirt and jeans. His gaze dropped to her stomach, flat and taut beneath the soft cotton. In there. My DNA. My son. My daughter.

A heat, completely separate from fear, ignited low in his belly. It was a dark, possessive fire. The girl he had taken on the washing machine was gone. In her place was the mother of his child. The vessel for his seed. The concept was archaic, animalistic, and it awoke something in him he didn’t recognize. His mouth went dry, but not from anxiety. His pulse, which had been racing, settled into a heavy, demanding rhythm.

He saw her notice the change. Her eyes widened a fraction, tracking the path of his gaze. She saw where he was looking. She saw the new tension in his jaw, the slight parting of his lips. The atmosphere in the room transformed once more. The ice of fear melted, not into water, but into steam.

Without thinking, he moved. He closed the distance between them and pulled her into his arms. It wasn’t a hug of comfort. It was a claim. His arms wrapped around her, one hand splaying against the small of her back, the other cupping the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her curls. He held her tightly, pressing her body flush against his. He felt her initial stiffness, the surprise. Then, a shuddering exhale warmed his neck. Her hands came up, not to push him away, but to clutch at the fabric of his dress shirt.

He could smell the salt of her tears, the faint, clean scent of her shampoo. And beneath it, something else—the subtle, hormonal scent of early pregnancy. It was muskier, deeper. It went straight to his head.

“I’m sorry,” he murmured into her hair, and this time the apology was for more than his words. It was for this, for the inexorable pull he felt toward her now, more powerful than ever. “I’m so sorry, Beverly.”

She tilted her head back, her lips inches from his. Her breath was warm and quick. Her eyes searched his, seeing the conflict, the guilt, and now, the unmistakable hunger. “You said it was a mistake,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“It was.”

“But you want it again.”

He didn’t answer with words. He answered with his mouth.

He kissed her. It wasn’t like the first, searing kiss in the laundry room. That had been pure, frantic lust. This was different. It was deep, slow, and devastatingly possessive. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting her, claiming her all over again. A low sound, part moan, part sob, vibrated in her throat. Her fingers tightened in his shirt, pulling him closer.

When he finally broke the kiss, they were both breathing hard. Her lips were swollen, her eyes glazed.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about it,” she confessed, the words tumbling out in a rush. “About you. About that night. Every time I saw you this week, it was all I could see.”

“Me too,” he growled, the admission freeing him. His hands moved from her back to her face, holding her, his thumbs stroking her cheeks. “Every damn day. Seeing you here, pretending you were just the babysitter… it was torture.”

The confession shattered the last pretense. The professional distance, the icy politeness—it was all kindling for this new, hotter fire. His gaze dropped to her mouth, then lower, to the neckline of her t-shirt. His need was a physical ache, a throbbing pressure that narrowed his world to the space between their bodies.

He kissed her again, harder, his hands sliding down her neck, over her shoulders. He broke the kiss to trail his mouth along her jaw, down the sensitive cord of her neck. She gasped, her head falling back to give him better access. His hands found the hem of her t-shirt and pulled. She raised her arms, a silent, urgent consent, and he drew it over her head, tossing it aside.

She wore a simple white bra. Her breasts were fuller than he remembered, the swell of them more pronounced against the lace cups. The changes had already begun. Because of me. The thought sent a jolt of pure, carnal electricity straight to his cock, which was already hard and straining against his trousers.

He didn’t bother with the clasp. He bent his head and took one lace-covered nipple into his mouth, sucking hard through the fabric. She cried out, her back arching, her hands flying to his hair to hold him there. The fabric grew wet under his tongue. He switched to the other breast, giving it the same treatment, his teeth grazing the stiff peak until she was whimpering.

“Gabe… please…”

He straightened, his eyes burning. He unbuttoned his own shirt with frantic fingers, shrugging it off. His belt buckle clinked as he undid it, then the button and zipper of his trousers. He pushed them and his briefs down just enough to free his erection. It stood thick and heavy, the head already glistening.

Beverly’s eyes dropped, and a hungry, wanting sound escaped her. She reached for him, her small hand wrapping around his shaft. Her touch was firm, knowing. She began to stroke him, her thumb swiping over the sensitive slit, spreading the moisture there. The sensation was so intense after a week of deprivation and guilt that his knees nearly buckled. He groaned, a raw, unfiltered sound of need.

He captured her mouth again, the kiss messy and desperate. His hands went to her jeans, fumbling with the button. She helped him, shimmying out of them and her panties in one frantic motion. She was naked now, standing before him in the dim living room. The soft light caressed the new curves of her body, the subtle roundness of her belly that only he knew the reason for.

He guided her hand off his cock, then turned her gently, pushing her down onto the couch. She lay back against the cushions, her dark hair fanning out, her body open to him. He knelt on the floor between her spread legs.

The sight of her here, in his living room, on the couch where his family watched movies, was a transgression that made his head swim. He couldn’t think. He could only worship.

He leaned forward and buried his face between her thighs.

Her taste was different. Richer, more complex. It was Beverly, but intensified, as if her very essence was concentrating, preparing for the life inside her. He licked her slowly, thoroughly, from her entrance all the way up to the swollen bud of her clit. She jolted, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. Her hands fisted in his hair, not guiding, just holding on.

He feasted on her. He used his tongue in broad, flat strokes, then focused into a tight, relentless circle around her clit. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding that spongy spot deep within. She was so wet, so hot, her inner muscles clenching around his fingers in a rhythmic pulse.

“Oh god… Gabe… right there…” Her hips lifted off the couch, meeting his mouth. Her thighs trembled on either side of his head. Her moans were not quiet; they were full-throated, unrestrained, echoing in the quiet house. He drank in every sound, every twitch, every gasp. He was claiming her all over again, marking her with his mouth, imprinting himself on her senses so she would never forget who did this to her, who made her feel this way, who put this baby inside her.

Her orgasm built quickly, a tidal wave drawn forth by the emotional storm and his skilled, relentless attention. It crashed over her with a force that made her body bow. She screamed, a short, sharp sound she muffled by biting her own wrist. Her core convulsed around his fingers, her juices flooding his mouth. He didn’t let up, licking her through the shudders, gentling his touch only when her sensitivity made her flinch.

She lay boneless, panting, her skin sheened with a fine sweat. He rose from his knees, his own need a painful, urgent throb. He looked down at her, at her glazed eyes and parted lips, at her body splayed and satisfied. The possessiveness roared back, louder.

“Turn over,” he said, his voice gravel.

She blinked, comprehension dawning. Without a word, she rolled onto her stomach, then pushed herself up onto her hands and knees on the wide couch cushions. She presented herself to him, looking back over her shoulder. Her expression was a mix of surrender and defiance.

He positioned himself behind her, one hand on the swell of her hip, the other guiding his cock. He pressed the broad head against her slick entrance. He didn’t push in. He just held it there, making them both feel the imminent, inevitable connection.

“Tell me,” he demanded.

She understood. “It’s yours,” she breathed. “All of it. It’s all yours.”

With a guttural groan, he drove into her in one long, deep stroke.

The feeling was catastrophic. She was so tight, so incredibly hot and wet, her inner walls gripping him like a velvet fist. The fit was perfect, obscene, a homecoming to a place he had no right to claim. He buried himself to the hilt, his pelvis flush against the curves of her ass. He stayed there for a moment, shuddering, letting the sensation of being inside the woman carrying his child overwhelm him.

Then he began to move.

He set a hard, driving pace from the start. There was no gentle build-up. This was about possession, about punishment and affirmation. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, using the leverage to pull her back onto his thrusts. The sound of their bodies meeting was a solid, rhythmic slap that filled the quiet room, punctuated by her choked gasps and his ragged breaths.

The angle was deep, each stroke hitting a place that made her cry out. He watched himself disappear into her, the mesmerizing sight of his length glistening with her arousal as he pistoned in and out. He leaned over her, bracing one hand on the couch back, his chest pressing against her sweat-slicked spine. His other hand snaked around her front, finding her breast, kneading the full weight of it, pinching her nipple until she whimpered.

“You feel that?” he grunted into her ear, his breath hot. “That’s me. That’s my baby in you. And this… this is me, too. Right now. Always.”

She couldn’t form words. She nodded frantically, a series of broken “yes, yes, yes” falling from her lips with each powerful thrust. Her inner muscles began to flutter around him again, a second, tighter coil winding up deep within her. The pressure built at the base of his own spine, a white-hot concentrate of all the fear, guilt, and desperate desire of the past weeks.

“I’m gonna cum,” he warned, the words strained.

“Do it,” she panted, pushing back against him fiercely. “Inside. Fill me up. Again.”

The permission, the demand, shattered his last shred of control. With a roar he muffled against her shoulder, he slammed into her one final, deep time and held there. His release was a violent eruption, a surge of heat that seemed to pour from the very core of him into her welcoming depths. He pulsed again and again, each jet a claim, a branding, a futile attempt to make the existing fact more true.

Beneath him, Beverly cried out as her own climax ripped through her, triggered by the feel of him spurting inside her, by the intense, full sensation. Her body clenched around him in rhythmic spasms, milking him dry, drawing out every last drop.

They collapsed together onto the couch, a tangled, sweaty heap of limbs. He was still inside her, softening, but he made no move to withdraw. He wrapped his arms around her, holding her close, his face buried in her hair. They lay there in the silent, shadowed room, the only sounds their gradually slowing breaths and the frantic beating of their hearts.

The reality, cold and sharp, began to seep back in around the edges of the carnal haze.

After a long time, he shifted, slipping out of her. He tucked himself back into his trousers, zipping up with clumsy fingers. Beverly slowly sat up, not looking at him, and began to gather her clothes. She dressed in silence, her movements slow, deliberate. The vulnerability from earlier was gone, replaced by a new, weary resolve.

He stood, feeling hollowed out and more lost than ever. “Beverly…” he started.

“Don’t,” she said softly, pulling her t-shirt over her head. She finally looked at him. Her eyes were clear, but deeply sad. “Just… don’t say anything else.”

“We need to talk about… what happens next.”

“I know what happens next,” she said. “I go home. I figure out how to tell my parents. You… you go back to your life.” She said it without malice, as a simple, terrible fact.

“I meant what I said. I’ll support you. Financially. Whatever you need.”

She nodded, a small, tight movement. “I know. I’ll… I’ll let you know.” She walked to the front door, picking up her backpack from the floor where she’d left it. She paused with her hand on the knob. “Tell Anita I said goodnight.”

And then she was gone, slipping out into the night, back to the house next door where his secret was growing, cell by cell.

Gabe stood alone in the dark living room. The scent of sex and sweat hung in the air, a damning perfume. He opened a window, the cool night air doing nothing to clear his head. He mechanically straightened the couch cushions, erasing the physical evidence.

An hour later, Anita’s key turned in the lock. She came in, looking tired but satisfied, dropping her briefcase with a sigh. “Hey. Long night. Everything okay here?”

Gabe was sitting in an armchair, a medical journal open on his lap. He hadn’t read a word. He looked up, forcing a smile. It felt like a crack in his face. “Yeah. Fine. Kids were great. Beverly left a little while ago.”

Anita came over, leaned down, and kissed his forehead. “You look wiped. Tough day?”

He reached up and took her hand, squeezing it. “Just a long one,” he said, his voice even. “How was your meeting?”

“Exhausting, but productive.” She straightened, stretching. “I’m going to go check on the kids, then maybe a quick shower.”

“Okay,” he said.

She walked down the hall, her footsteps fading. Gabe stared at the journal in his lap, the words a blur. His body still hummed with the memory of Beverly’s heat, her taste, the feel of her climax around him. His mind was a churning sea of dread, picturing Frank’s face, Anita’s face, a tiny, newborn face with his blue eyes.

Anita came back, pausing in the doorway. “You sure you’re okay?” she asked, her head tilted, her lawyer’s perception cutting through his facade. “You seem a million miles away.”

He looked at his wife, her short brown hair still perfectly styled, her eyes kind and concerned. He felt a love for her that was real and deep, and a guilt so profound it was a physical sickness.

“I’m sure,” he said, the lie smoother this time, practiced by a lifetime of being a good man. “Just… a lot on my mind at the hospital. It’s nothing.”

4 - A PRAGMATIC SUGGESTION

The sterile, lemony scent of his clinic’s disinfectant was a stark contrast to the memory of sweat and sex that had haunted Gabe all week. He’d performed three routine exams, delivered a baby, and signed off on charts, his movements automatic, his mind a thousand miles away—or more accurately, at his next door neighbor’s house. The text from Beverly had come just after dawn: I’ll come at 11.

He’d suggested it in a moment of panicked pragmatism. I could be your OB-GYN. It was a way to control the narrative, to monitor the pregnancy himself, to keep the secret contained within the two of them. Now, standing in his private office, the idea felt like the most dangerous game he’d ever conceived.

A soft knock on his office door made his stomach clench. “Come in.”

His nurse, Linda, a woman in her fifties with a kind, efficient demeanor, poked her head in. “Your eleven o’clock is here, Dr. Brooks. Beverly Miller. She’s in room three.”

“Thank you, Linda. I’ll take it from here. Please hold my calls and don’t disturb us for the exam.”

“Of course, Doctor.”

He waited a full minute, counting his breaths, before he picked up a fresh chart and walked down the hushed hallway. The door to room three was closed. He paused, his hand on the cool metal handle. This is your patient. This is a medical procedure. He repeated the mantra, but it dissolved the moment he stepped inside.

Beverly sat on the edge of the exam table, draped in a pale blue paper gown. Her legs, bare from the mid-thigh down, dangled over the side. She’d worn simple white sneakers. Her dark curls were pulled back in a loose ponytail, exposing the elegant line of her neck. She looked young and out of place amidst the clinical chrome and laminated posters of fetal development. She didn’t smile when he entered.

“Beverly,” he said, closing the door with a definitive click. The sound of the lock engaging was louder than he intended.

“Doctor,” she replied, her voice flat.

He moved to the small sink in the corner, turning on the water, the noise filling the heavy silence. He washed his hands methodically, the soap foaming white. He dried them on a paper towel, the ritual grounding him in his professional role. He opened the chart, though he knew it was blank.

“So. First prenatal visit. We’ll get a history, do an exam, likely an ultrasound to date the pregnancy since you’re unsure of your last period given the… circumstances.” He kept his tone neutral, detached. “Any symptoms? Nausea? Fatigue?”

“Some nausea in the mornings. Tired. My breasts are sore.” She recited the symptoms without looking at him, her fingers picking at the edge of the paper gown.

He made a note, the pen scratching loudly. “Normal. All normal.” He set the chart down on the counter and turned to her. “We’ll start with the ultrasound. You’ll need to lie back and lower the gown to just below your hips.”

She obeyed, swinging her legs up onto the table and lying back. The paper crinkled under her weight. Her eyes stayed fixed on the acoustic tiles of the ceiling. She untied the gown at her neck and let it fall open, then pushed it down to her pelvic bone, exposing the smooth plane of her lower abdomen. The skin there was still flat, taut. But to Gabe’s practiced eye, there was a subtle, new fullness, a softness that hadn’t been there a month ago.

He busied himself with the ultrasound machine, rolling it closer, squeezing a dollop of clear, cold gel onto the transducer. “This will be cold,” he said, his voice softening despite himself.

He pressed the wand to her stomach. The cold made her flinch, a tiny inhalation hissing through her teeth. He focused on the monitor, adjusting the settings. The grayscale image swirled, then resolved. And there it was. A small, pulsating grain of rice nestled within the dark circle of the gestational sac. A flickering, rapid little light at its center—the heartbeat.

A sound escaped him. A soft, involuntary exhalation. All his clinical detachment evaporated. That’s it. That’s my child. The reality was a physical blow, a sucker-punch of awe and terror. He’d seen this image a thousand times, shared joyful tears with countless couples. But this was different.

“Do you see it?” Beverly asked, her voice small, her head tilted to try and see the screen.

“Yes,” he managed, his throat tight. He turned the monitor toward her. “There. That’s the gestational sac. And that flicker… that’s the heartbeat.”

She stared, her lips parting. Her hand came up, not to touch the screen, but to hover over her own stomach, as if she could feel the tiny pulse through her skin. A single tear escaped the corner of her eye and traced a path into her hairline. She didn’t wipe it away.

He measured the fetus, his movements precise. “Based on the size… you’re about seven weeks along.” The math was brutal in its accuracy. It lined up perfectly with the night in the laundry room. The confirmation settled in the room like a verdict.

He printed a few images, the whir of the printer abnormally loud. He wiped the gel from her stomach with a soft towel, his fingers brushing her skin. A tremor went through her at the contact. He cleared his throat, stepping back. “The exam will be more thorough now. I need to check your cervix, do a pelvic assessment.”

She nodded, her eyes still glistening. He turned to the metal tray where Linda had laid out the sterile instruments: gloves, lubricant, a speculum. The sight of the cold, steel instrument, designed to open and expose, sent a jolt of something entirely non-medical through him. He pushed it down.

“Scoot down to the end of the table for me, and place your feet in the stirrups.”

The request, so routine in his day, felt like the most erotic command he’d ever uttered. She shifted down, the paper rustling violently. She placed her feet in the metal stirrups, her knees falling open. The blue paper gown was rucked up around her waist, a pathetic shield. She was completely exposed to him, in the brightest, most clinical light imaginable.

He pulled on a pair of latex gloves. The snap against his wrists was sharp, final. He stood between her spread legs. The intimate, musky scent of her, familiar yet changed by pregnancy, cut through the antiseptic air. His mouth watered.

“Try to relax,” he said, his voice a low rumble. He applied lubricant to his first two fingers. “You’ll feel some pressure.”

He touched her first, his gloved fingers pressing against her outer lips, parting her. She was already wet. Not from the gel. This was a different, warmer, slickness. His clinical mind noted it—increased vascularity, hormonal changes. The rest of him roared with primal understanding.

He slid one finger inside her, slowly. The heat was immense, a velvet clutch. He pressed inward, feeling for her cervix. It was soft—another sign. Good god. He added a second finger, stretching her gently, feeling the walls of her vagina, the deep, anterior tilt of her uterus. He moved his fingers in a slow, circular motion, a deliberate, intimate exploration.

A soft moan filtered down from above. He looked up. Beverly had an arm thrown over her eyes, but her chest was rising and falling rapidly. Her free hand was fisted in the paper sheet beneath her.

“You’re doing fine,” he murmured, the doctor’s reassurance twisting into something else. He withdrew his fingers slowly, the glove shining with her arousal. He reached for the speculum.

“This will be colder,” he warned.

He inserted the closed blades, the metal unnaturally cool against her heated flesh. She gasped. He adjusted the angle, then turned the screw. The speculum opened with a soft, mechanical click, spreading her wide, holding her open for his inspection.

The view was obscenely beautiful. In the bright exam light, her inner folds were a deep, flushed pink, glistening. Her cervix, the gateway to where his child grew, was visibly softened, a tiny, dark eye at the center of it all. The professional part of him completed its assessment—healthy, normal. Every other part of him was consumed by a possessive, devouring hunger. This is mine. This is where I was. This is where my child is.

He couldn’t breathe. The sterile room, the medical pretext, the terrifying reality on the ultrasound screen—it all fused into a single, white-hot point of need. The careful walls he’d built crumbled to dust.

He released the screw, the speculum closing with a softer click. He removed it and placed it back on the tray with a clatter that sounded too loud. He peeled off the gloves, the latex snapping. The sound was a trigger.

He didn’t step back. He stayed between her knees, looking down at her splayed, open body. Her arm had fallen away from her eyes. She was watching him, her brown eyes dark pools of fear, confusion, and a mirrored, desperate hunger.

“The exam…” she started, her voice trembling.

“Is over,” he finished, his own voice rough, unrecognizable.

He fumbled with his belt, his fingers clumsy. The buckle gave way. The button of his trousers. The zipper hissed down. He pushed the fabric aside, freeing his erection. It was painfully hard, the head dark and flushed, beading with pre-cum. The sight of it, in this context, was the most depraved thing he’d ever seen. It thrilled him to his core.

Beverly’s eyes widened. She didn’t close her legs. She didn’t pull the gown down. She just stared, her breath coming in quick, shallow pants that made her stomach quiver.

“Gabe…” It was a whisper, a question, a plea.

He didn’t answer with words. He moved forward, his hands gripping her thighs, pushing them wider apart. He positioned himself, the head of his cock nudging against her slick, swollen entrance. The difference between his gloved, clinical touch and this was apocalyptic. This was flesh, heat, claiming.

He looked into her eyes, holding her gaze. “Is this what you want?” he demanded, the doctor gone, only the raw, possessive man remaining. “Here? Now?”

Her lips parted. She swallowed. Then, a slow, deliberate nod. “Yes.”

The permission was a lightning strike. He drove into her in one deep, relentless thrust.

The feeling was transcendent. The clinical setting magnified every sensation. The cool air on his back, the hard edge of the exam table against his thighs, the bright, unforgiving light illuminating the exact point where their bodies joined—it was a brutal, hyper-real pornography of their situation. She was so incredibly tight, her inner muscles fluttering around him in shocked, rhythmic pulses. The fit was perfect, deeper than he remembered, as if her body had reshaped itself to accommodate him, to accommodate his consequence.

A choked cry tore from Beverly’s throat, her back arching off the table. Her hands flew to his forearms, her nails digging into the starched white fabric of his lab coat. He held himself deep for a moment, savoring the full, devastating penetration, the knowledge that he was sheathed inside the very woman, the very womb, he had just examined as her physician.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were not the frantic, desperate pistons of the living room couch. These were slower, deeper, more deliberate. Measured. Each withdrawal was a tease, each plunge a reaffirmation. The metal stirrups rattled slightly with his rhythm. The paper gown beneath her was shredding under the force of their movement.

He leaned over her, bracing one hand on the table near her shoulder, caging her in. His other hand went to her breast, palming the full weight through the thin paper, finding the nipple already hard and pebbled. He pinched it, rolling it between his thumb and forefinger. She cried out, her hips lifting to meet his next thrust.

“Quiet,” he growled, though the hallway outside was silent. “We have to be quiet.” The illicit command, the need for secrecy, poured gasoline on the fire.

She bit her lip, stifling her moans into harsh, panting breaths. The struggle for silence made every sound she did make—every gasp, every wet, sliding sound of their union—ten times more erotic. He watched her face, watched the play of agony and ecstasy, the tears that had been for the baby now mingling with tears of raw, physical overwhelm.

He changed his angle, hiking her legs higher over his arms, driving into her even deeper. The new position made her gasp, her eyes flying open. “Oh god… right there… please…”

He obeyed, setting a harder, faster pace. The exam table, on locked wheels, began to squeak in protest, a rhythmic, metallic complaint that matched the slap of their flesh. He was losing himself, the professional facade, the guilt, the fear, all burned away in the furnace of this impossible, taboo coupling. This is my patient. This is the mother of my child. I am her doctor. And I am fucking her on my exam table.

The duality was madness. It was the ultimate power, the ultimate transgression. It consumed him.

His hand slid down from her breast, over the subtle curve of her belly, through the damp thatch of curls, to where their bodies met. He found the swollen bud of her clit, slick and throbbing. He pressed his thumb against it in firm, circular strokes, matching the rhythm of his thrusts.

Beverly’s control shattered. A broken, sobbing moan escaped her clamped lips as her orgasm ripped through her. Her body convulsed, her inner walls clamping down on his cock in a series of violent, milking spasms that dragged a guttural groan from his own chest. The sensation of her climaxing around him, in this place, under these circumstances, was too much. The coil of tension in his own groin snapped.

He buried his face in the crook of her neck, muffling his roar against her skin. He plunged into her one last, deep time and held, his body locking as his release erupted. It felt endless, a hot, claiming flood that pulsed from the very root of him, filling her, marking her all over again in the most primal way possible. He shuddered through it, each jet a surrender to the dark, possessive truth he could no longer deny.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the faint, antiseptic hum of the clinic. He stayed inside her, softening, his weight partially on her. The reality of where they were seeped back in, cold and sharp.

Slowly, he pulled out. The sight of his spend leaking from her onto the white paper sheet was a stark, damning Rorschach blot. He turned away, hastily tucking himself back into his trousers, zipping up. His hands were not quite steady.

Beverly lay still, her eyes closed, her chest heaving. The blue paper gown was a torn wreck around her. She looked utterly ravished, used. And profoundly beautiful.

He wet a clean towel with warm water from the sink. He returned to her side, and without a word, began to clean her. He wiped the mingled fluids from her inner thighs, from her stomach, his touch now gentle, almost reverent. She didn’t open her eyes, but a fresh tear escaped and trailed down her temple.

When he was done, he disposed of the towel. “You can sit up,” he said, his voice hoarse.

She moved slowly, stiffly, swinging her legs off the table. She pulled the torn edges of the gown around herself, a futile gesture at modesty. She wouldn’t look at him.

Gabe went to the sink again, washed his hands, splashed cold water on his face. He stared at his reflection in the mirror—the flushed skin, the disordered hair, the eyes of a guilty stranger. He took the printed ultrasound images from the machine. He held one out to her.

“The pregnancy appears healthy,” he said, the doctor’s summary feeling like a grotesque punchline. “Everything is… progressing normally.”

She took the grainy picture, her fingers brushing his. She stared at the tiny, blurry bean. “Okay,” she whispered.

“You should schedule your next appointment. Twelve weeks. Linda can help you at the front desk.”

She nodded, still looking at the image. “I will.”

She slid off the table, her legs wobbling slightly. She gathered her clothes from the chair in the corner—jeans, a simple top, her underwear. She dressed with her back to him, her movements slow and careful. When she was done, she turned. She looked like a college student again, not a woman who had just been thoroughly taken by her married OB-GYN in his exam room.

“Beverly,” he said as she reached for the door.

She paused, her hand on the knob.

“This… what happened… it can’t…”

“I know,” she interrupted, her voice flat, exhausted. “It’s a mistake. It can’t happen again. You’ve said that before, Gabe.” She finally looked at him, and her eyes were ancient. “But it just did.”

She opened the door and walked out, leaving him standing amidst the sterile evidence of his latest, most dangerous mistake. The scent of sex still hung in the air, a ghost in the lemon-scented room. He knew, with a certainty that chilled his blood, that if anyone found out, he would lose everything—his wife, his children, his career, his home. He was playing with nitroglycerin. And he was already addicted to the blast.

5 - A DIFFICULT SITUATION

The afternoon sun cast long, lazy rectangles across the kitchen floor. Gabe stood at the counter, unpacking his briefcase with a methodical slowness that felt like penance. Anita’s keys clattered into the ceramic bowl by the door, followed by the soft thud of her purse.

“Kids asleep?” she asked, her voice carrying the mild fatigue of a long workday.

“Beverly said they went down for a nap about an hour ago,” Gabe replied, not turning around. He could hear Beverly’s quiet movements in the living room, the rustle of a book, the creak of the sofa as she shifted.

Anita walked into the kitchen, leaning against the island. “Did you notice Beverly?”

Gabe’s hands froze on a stack of patient files. “Notice?”

“Her… condition.”

He forced himself to turn, to meet his wife’s eyes. Anita’s expression was one of practical concern, brow slightly furrowed. “She’s pregnant, Gabe. It’s obvious now. I saw it when she stood up to greet me.”

A cold trickle of sweat traced his spine. “Yes. I saw.”

“It’s just…” Anita sighed, picking an apple from the fruit bowl and examining it. “She’s so young. Nineteen. What was she thinking? It’s irresponsible. Getting pregnant before she’s even finished community college, before she has any real prospects.” She set the apple down, her tone shifting from observation to judgment. “I’m starting to wonder if she’s responsible enough to watch our children. This kind of life choice… it speaks to a certain lack of foresight, of maturity.”

Every word was a nail hammered into his guilt. He watched Anita’s face, the familiar lines of her mouth, the short, neat bob of her brown hair. This was the woman he’d built a life with, the mother of his children. Her criticism was reasonable, logical. It was the kind of thing they’d discuss about a stranger. Beverly wasn’t a stranger.

“That’s a bit harsh, Anita,” he said, his voice tighter than he intended. “She’s a good babysitter. The kids adore her. She’s always been reliable.”

Anita’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Reliable? A teenage girl who gets herself pregnant by some boy she probably won’t even remember in five years? That’s not reliability, Gabe. That’s impulsivity. Emma and Ashton need stability.” She shook her head. “I think we should consider finding someone else. At least start looking.”

A defensive anger, hot and irrational, surged in his chest. “She’s not impulsive. She’s… she’s in a difficult situation. We shouldn’t judge.” He sounded like a hypocrite preaching tolerance. He was the architect of her difficult situation.

Anita looked at him, a flicker of surprise in her gaze. “You’re defending her quite strongly.”

“I’m just saying we shouldn’t punish her for a personal life choice that doesn’t affect her work.” He turned back to his briefcase, hiding the turmoil on his face. “She needs the job. Especially now.”

Silence stretched between them, filled with the hum of the refrigerator. Anita finally shrugged. “Well, we can discuss it later. I need to run to the dry cleaner and pick up that prescription for my mother. I’ll be back in an hour or so.”

“Okay,” Gabe murmured, relief flooding him so intensely it felt like weakness.

Anita grabbed her keys again. “Tell Beverly I said goodbye.” She left, the click of the front door closing a definitive punctuation to the conversation.

Gabe stood alone in the kitchen, the weight of his deceit pressing down on him like a physical burden. He listened. The house was quiet. Upstairs, his children slept. In the living room, the mother of his other child sat waiting.

He walked into the living room. Beverly was on the couch, a children’s picture book open on her lap. She looked up as he entered. The change in her body over the past month was unmistakable now. The soft, flowing blouse she wore draped over a gentle, definitive curve where her stomach swelled. Her breasts were fuller, straining the fabric subtly. Her olive skin seemed to glow with a deeper, vital warmth. She was four months along. His child was making its presence known.

“She noticed,” Beverly said quietly, setting the book aside.

“Yes.”

“She thinks I’m irresponsible.”

Gabe didn’t answer. He just looked at her, at the proof of their secret growing beneath her clothes. The guilt Anita had stirred twisted into something else inside him—a raw, possessive need that bypassed all reason. This was his. She was his. The argument, the risk, the condemnation—it all melted into a single, imperative urge.

“The kids are asleep,” he said, his voice low.

Beverly’s brown eyes held his. She understood. She stood up, the movement graceful despite the new weight she carried. She didn’t speak. She just walked past him, out of the living room, and toward the staircase. He followed.

They didn’t go to the guest room, or the laundry room, or any other ancillary space. He led her to the master bedroom, to the heart of his marital life. The door closed behind them with a soft, final sound.

The room was tidy, tasteful—Anita’s domain. The queen-sized bed was neatly made, a framed photograph of their family on the dresser. The air smelled of Anita’s lavender linen spray. It felt like a violation just standing here with Beverly. It was a violation. He wanted to violate it completely.

He turned to her. She was already looking at him, her expression a mix of defiance and vulnerability. He didn’t hesitate. He stepped forward, cupped her face in his hands, and brought his mouth down to hers.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. His lips moved against hers with a desperate, hungry pressure, his tongue delving deep, tasting her, owning her mouth. Beverly responded instantly, her hands flying to his shoulders, her body arching into him. She kissed him back with equal fervor, a moan trapped between their joined lips. The taste of her—sweet, faintly minty from her gum—was a drug.

His hands dropped from her face, roaming down her body. He found the hem of her blouse and pulled it up, over her head. It landed softly on Anita’s pristine carpet. Her bra was simple, white, straining over breasts that were larger, heavier. He unhooked it front, letting it fall open. Her breasts spilled free, the nipples darker now, fuller, incredibly sensitive. He palmed one, the weight a thrilling new reality. He bent his head and took the nipple into his mouth.

He suckled hard, drawing the peak deep, lashing it with his tongue. Beverly gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair, holding him to her. “Gabe…”

He switched to the other breast, worshiping the changes his child had wrought on her body. His hands slid down her sides, over the gentle expansion of her ribs, to the waistband of her leggings. He pushed them down, along with the panties beneath. They pooled at her feet. She stood naked before him in his wife’s bedroom, her body lush and ripe with his secret.

He knelt before her.

His hands settled on the gentle dome of her stomach. The skin there was taut, smooth, warm. He leaned forward and pressed his lips to it, a kiss that was both carnal and strangely reverent. He traced the curve with his mouth, his tongue, breathing in the scent of her skin—a scent that was uniquely hers now, musky, fertile, alive. He kissed lower, across the soft plane where her belly dipped, into the thatch of dark curls between her legs.

He didn’t tease. He parted her with his thumbs and dove in.

His mouth found her core, wet and swollen and waiting. He licked into her, a long, deep stroke that coated his tongue with her essence. She cried out, her hands bracing against his shoulders as her knees buckled. He held her steady, his arms wrapping around her thighs, and ate her with a single-minded intensity.

He explored every fold, every hidden contour, with his tongue. He flicked the hardened bud of her clit, then sucked it gently, then laved it with broad, firm strokes. He drank from her, the taste richer, deeper than he remembered, a primal elixir. Beverly’s moans became continuous, a soft, pleading stream of sound that filled the lavender-scented room. Her body trembled against his face, her hips pushing forward, seeking more pressure, more depth.

“I’m… I’m so close…” she whimpered, her voice strung tight.

He increased his pace, his tongue moving in rapid, focused circles over her clit while his lips and chin worked the surrounding flesh. He felt her inner muscles begin to tighten, a rhythmic pulsing against his mouth. He pushed two fingers inside her, curling them upward, finding a spot that made her scream—a short, sharp sound she tried to stifle. He worked his fingers in tandem with his tongue, pumping them slowly, deeply.

Her climax broke over her like a wave. She convulsed, her thighs clamping around his head, her entire body bowing. A guttural, ragged cry tore from her throat as the orgasm ripped through her, leaving her shaking, gasping. He stayed with her, gentling his touch, lapping softly at her until the tremors subsided.

He rose then, his own need a throbbing, urgent pain in his groin. He guided her to the bed. She lay back on Anita’s sheets, her dark hair fanning out on Anita’s pillow. The sight was a blasphemy that thrilled him to his core.

He undressed quickly, shedding his clothes in a heap on the floor. His erection stood hard and eager. He climbed onto the bed, straddling her, lowering himself over her body. He kissed her again, a deep, possessive kiss that tasted of her own pleasure.

He settled between her legs, his hips aligning with hers. The curve of her pregnant belly pressed against his abdomen, a firm, warm barrier between their bodies. It was a constant, tangible reminder. He looked down at where their bodies met, at her flushed, open sex, glistening from his ministrations. He guided himself into her.

The entry was slow, deliberate. He pushed past her resistance, her inner walls still clenched from her orgasm, stretching to accommodate him. The feeling was profound—different. She was tighter, yet somehow softer, a deeper, more encompassing heat. He sank into her fully, until his pelvis pressed against hers, until her stomach was a rounded mound against his own.

He held there, embedded in her, feeling the pulse of her around him, feeling the life they’d created pressed between them. Then he began to move.

His thrusts were deep, measured, each one a full-length penetration that dragged a moan from her lips. He set a steady, relentless rhythm, the bed creaking under them, the headboard tapping softly against the wall. Her hands gripped his biceps, her nails digging into his skin. Her eyes were locked on his, wide and dark and full of a surrender that went beyond the physical.

He fucked her like this for long minutes, each stroke a silent claim, a rebellion against the world outside this room. The pleasure built in a steady, mounting coil within him. But he wanted more. He wanted to possess her in every way.

He withdrew suddenly, leaving her gasping, empty. “Turn over,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She blinked, confused for a moment, then obeyed. She rolled onto her hands and knees, her rounded stomach now hanging between her arms, her back a graceful curve. The position showcased her body’s transformation—the swell of her belly, the new fullness of her hips, the ripe, vulnerable beauty of her from behind.

Gabe reached over to the nightstand, to Anita’s side of the bed. He opened the drawer, rummaged past her sleep masks and journals, and found a small bottle of lubricant—something they’d used years ago, during a more adventurous phase that had long since faded. He slicked his fingers with the cool gel.

He knelt behind her, one hand smoothing over the curve of her back. His other hand, lubed fingers, found the tight, puckered entrance between her legs. He pressed one finger against it, circling, applying gentle pressure.

Beverly tensed, a soft inhale of surprise. “Gabe…”

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice both a command and a reassurance.

He pushed his finger inward, slowly, past the initial tight resistance. She gasped, her body arching, but she didn’t pull away. He worked his finger inside her, feeling the unfamiliar, intense tightness, the different heat. He moved it gently, in and out, preparing her.

When she began to soften, to accept the intrusion, he added a second finger. She moaned, a low, strained sound, her head dropping between her shoulders. He scissored his fingers, stretching her carefully, lubricating the path.

When he judged her ready, he withdrew his fingers. He applied more lube to his own erection, coating the shaft thoroughly. He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against that incredible tightness.

“This might hurt,” he warned, though his tone was hungry, not concerned.

“I trust you,” she breathed, the words sending a bolt of dark pleasure through him.

He pushed forward.

The initial penetration was a slow, burning conquest. Her body resisted fiercely, then yielded, opening for him with a soft, surrendering pop. He slid deeper, inch by excruciating inch, into a heat that was different, more intense, more forbidden. The sensation was overwhelming—a tight, clutching sheath that gripped him with a pressure that bordered on pain, transforming instantly into a pleasure so sharp it stole his breath.

When he was fully inside her, he stopped, buried in her depths. Beverly was panting, her body trembling, but she pushed back against him, a silent plea for movement.

He began to fuck her ass.

The first strokes were gentle, careful, mindful of her new sensitivity. He moved in slow, shallow thrusts, letting her body adjust, letting the stunning, taboo pleasure build for both of them. Her moans were muffled, strained, her face pressed into the pillow. Her hands clenched the sheets.

Then, as her breathing eased and her muscles relaxed around him, he increased his pace. His thrusts became deeper, harder, more forceful. The slap of their bodies together took on a new, wet, rhythmic sound. The bed rocked with their motion. He gripped her hips, holding her steady, driving into her with a possessive force that acknowledged no limit, no boundary.

He was claiming her in the most intimate, most dominant way possible. This wasn’t just sex. This was a branding. In his wife’s bed, with his child growing in her belly, he was taking her in a way that left no doubt of his ownership.

Beverly’s cries grew louder, less controlled. She was nearing another peak, the dual stimulation of her swollen clit rubbing against the sheets and the deep, penetrating fullness in her rear pushing her toward a climax. “Don’t stop… please, don’t stop…” she begged, her voice broken.

He didn’t stop. He hammered into her, the pace brutal now, each thrust a jolt that shook her entire body. He felt his own orgasm building, a tsunami of release that gathered in his balls, coiled up his spine. He was going to erupt inside her, in this most forbidden place.

“I’m gonna cum,” he growled, the words ripped from a place of pure, animal need.

“Inside me,” she gasped, twisting her head to look at him over her shoulder. Her eyes were wild, desperate. “Cum inside me.”

The permission was the final trigger. With a final, driving plunge that buried him to the root, he let go. His release exploded, hot and copious, flooding the tight channel he’d conquered. He held deep, pulsing into her, his body locked in a rigid ecstasy as he emptied himself completely.

Beverly climaxed with him, her body convulsing around his, a second, shuddering orgasm that milked his cock, drawing out every last drop. They collapsed together onto the bed, a tangled heap of sweat and satisfaction and sin.

For several minutes, they lay in silence, the only sound their ragged breathing. The room smelled of sex and lavender, a bizarre, immoral combination. Gabe finally stirred, pulling out of her slowly. He saw his spend leaking from her, a stark evidence on Anita’s sheets.

He stood, his body feeling heavy, used. “Come on,” he said, his voice soft now. “Let’s clean up.”

He led her to the master bathroom. They stepped into the large shower together. He turned on the water, adjusting it to a warm, steady stream. They stood under the spray, letting it rinse the sweat and evidence from their skin.

Gabe took the soap. He washed her body with a tenderness that contrasted violently with the roughness of their coupling. He smoothed the soap over her shoulders, her back, over the swell of her belly, a silent apology and worship. He washed between her legs, gently cleaning her, his touch now clinical, caring. Beverly leaned into him, her head against his chest, her eyes closed.

When they were clean, he turned off the water. They dried off with towels from the rack—Anita’s towels. They dressed in silence, picking up their discarded clothes from the bedroom floor. Beverly pulled on her leggings and blouse, her movements slow, thoughtful.

As she fastened her bra, she looked at him. Her expression was open, vulnerable, stripped of all the guarded anger she’d carried for weeks.

“Gabe,” she said, her voice quiet but clear. “I’m falling in love with you.”

The words landed in the center of his chest, a warm, devastating weight. He stared at her, at her earnest face, at the body that carried his child, at the woman who had just given him everything, in every way.

He couldn’t lie. The truth was there, in the frantic beat of his heart whenever she was near, in the possessive fury that drove him to take her in his wife’s bed, in the awe he felt when he saw the ultrasound image.

“I… have feelings for you too,” he admitted, the words like stones in his mouth. “Strong feelings.”

Her eyes brightened, a hopeful light flickering in them.

He crushed it. “But I can’t. I have a life. A wife. Kids. A career. I can’t ruin everything.” The sentence was a betrayal of the confession he’d just made. It was the truth of his prison.

The light in her eyes dimmed. She nodded slowly, a resigned acceptance settling over her features. “I understand,” she whispered. She didn’t argue. She didn’t plead. She just understood.

The front door opened downstairs. The sound of Anita’s footsteps, the rustle of her bags, echoed up the stairs.

Beverly’s posture shifted instantly, from vulnerable lover to hired babysitter. “I should go,” she said, her tone flat, professional.

She walked out of the bedroom, down the stairs. Gabe followed, stopping at the top of the staircase, watching as she greeted Anita in the foyer with a polite smile, collected her payment, and left through the front door without looking back.

That night, lying beside Anita in the dark, the familiar weight of his wife’s body a comfortable, distant presence, Gabe stared at the ceiling. The memory of Beverly beneath him, of her confession, of her surrender, played on an endless loop in his mind. The feel of her pregnant belly against his skin. The tight, incredible heat of her body taking him in that final, forbidden way. The words: I’m falling in love with you.

He realized, with a clarity that felt like a diagnosis of a terminal illness, that he was in love with her too. It wasn’t just lust, or possession, or guilt. It was a terrible, beautiful, impossible love. And the knowledge that he would never act on it, that he would choose his stable, hollow life over her, felt like a knife slowly turning in his soul.

6 - A GEOLOGICAL RIFT

The rented SUV wound its way along the desert highway, a ribbon of asphalt cutting through a landscape of red rock and ancient, silent grandeur. Gabe drove, his hands loose on the wheel, his eyes scanning the vast, indifferent beauty of the Grand Canyon National Park. Anita sat beside him, her camera clicking occasionally at a particularly striking vista. Ashton and Emma were in the back, headphones on, immersed in their tablets. A family vacation. A picture of normalcy.

But Gabe’s mind was a thousand miles away.

It was lodged in a laundry room, on a washing machine. It was pressed against a living room couch. It was buried in the soft, accepting heat of a nineteen-year-old’s body in his own marital bed. Beverly. Her name was a constant echo in the hollows of his thoughts, a ghost that walked beside him through every canyon overlook, every tourist stop.

He worried about her. The pregnancy was progressing, he knew. She was four months along now. He should be monitoring her, checking her vitals, ensuring her health. Instead, he was here, pretending to admire the work of geological epochs while his own, personal epoch grew inside a girl he couldn’t touch. He missed her. Not just the sex, though the memory of it was a physical ache in his groin at all times. He missed the raw honesty of her, the way she looked at him with a need that stripped away all his pretenses. He missed the scent of her skin, the taste of her mouth, the sound of her breath catching when he touched her.

He wished, with a ferocity that shocked him, that Beverly was sitting in the passenger seat. That they were exploring this raw, beautiful wilderness together, talking about their future, their child. He imagined her olive skin glowing under the desert sun, her dark curls blowing in the dry wind, her brown eyes wide with wonder at the scenery. Instead, he had Anita, his wife, who pointed out facts from the guidebook in a calm, measured voice.

His phone, tucked in his pocket, vibrated.

He pulled it out discreetly, angling it away from Anita’s view. A text notification. Beverly.

The message was simple: Thinking of you.

A thrill, illicit and hot, shot through him. He typed a reply, his thumbs clumsy with adrenaline. Me too. All the time. How are you feeling?

The reply came a minute later. Fine. A little lonely.

The word “lonely” pierced him. He pictured her in her parents’ house next door, sitting alone in her room, her hand resting on the gentle curve of her stomach. His child. Alone. He typed, I’m sorry. I wish I was there.

He waited. The phone buzzed again. This time, it was a photo.

He opened it, his heart hammering against his ribs.

It was a nude. Beverly, standing in what looked like her bedroom. She faced a mirror, the phone held in her hand, capturing her reflection. She was naked. Her body was changed, gloriously changed. Her breasts were fuller, heavier, the nipples dark and prominent. The swell of her belly was a smooth, perfect dome, a testament to the life growing inside. Her hips had widened, giving her silhouette a lush, ripe curvature. She looked like a fertility goddess, young and ripe and utterly, devastatingly beautiful.

The caption below the image: Do you like what you see?

Gabe’s breath faltered. He stared at the image, his mouth going dry. He felt a surge of possessive pride, of raw, animal desire. He wanted to touch that skin, to kiss that belly, to claim every inch of that transformed body. He typed back, You’re breathtaking. So beautiful.

Another buzz. Another photo.

This one was more explicit. She had turned slightly, showing the curve of her back, the dip of her spine, the shadowed cleft between her thighs from behind. The caption: I miss your hands on me.

Heat pooled low in his body, a warm, urgent pulse that had nothing to do with the desert air. He was sitting in a car with his family, and he was burning up with lust for a teenager carrying his baby. He replied, I miss every part of you.

The exchange continued throughout the day. As they hiked a short trail, as they ate lunch at a scenic viewpoint, as they drove to their hotel. Beverly sent photos—her lying on her bed, her legs parted slightly, a hint of the dark thatch between them. Her cupping her own breast, her thumb brushing a nipple. Her looking down at her belly with a soft, secret smile.

Gabe responded with words—hungry, admiring, desperate words. I want to taste you. I want to feel you around me. I can’t stop thinking about that last time.

It was a digital affair, conducted in stolen moments, a secret conversation threading through the fabric of his public life. Each notification was a spike of adrenaline, a guilty pleasure that made the expansive vistas feel claustrophobic. The canyon was millions of years old, but his world had shrunk to the screen of his phone, to the image of a girl’s body.

They arrived at the hotel, a sprawling lodge perched on the rim. Anita checked them in, efficient and cheerful. The kids were excited, bouncing on the beds in the family suite. Gabe stood by the window, looking out at the endless red expanse, his phone buzzing again.

“The hotel has a daycare center. They have activities for kids this afternoon. Maybe we can get some time alone?” Anita said, consulting a brochure.

Gabe turned, forcing a smile. “That sounds great.”

Anita looked at him, her gaze lingering for a moment. There was a question in her eyes, a quiet scrutiny. “You’ve been quiet today,” she said. “Distracted.”

“Just tired,” he lied. “Long drive.”

She nodded, but the question didn’t leave her face. “I’ll take Ashton and Emma down after lunch. I’m gonna stop by the gym. You can relax until I get back. Take a nap.”

The idea of being alone in the hotel room, with his phone, with Beverly’s images, was a siren call. “Yeah. Maybe.”

After lunch, Anita shepherded the kids out of the suite, promising games and crafts. The door closed behind them, leaving Gabe alone in the quiet room.

He sat on the edge of the bed, his phone in his hand. He opened Beverly’s photos again, scrolling through them, studying each one with a starving intensity. His fingers traced the lines of her body on the screen, a pathetic, digital caress. He felt his erection stirring, pressing against the fabric of his trousers. He was alone. He could…

A new message arrived. Not a photo. Words.

What are you doing right now?

He typed, Alone in the hotel room. Thinking of you. Wanting you.

Show me.

His pulse jumped. He hesitated for a second, then stood. He walked to the bathroom, the only place with a mirror. He took a photo of himself, just his face, his expression hungry and strained. He sent it.

Now show me more, she replied.

A challenge. An invitation. He unbuttoned his shirt, pulled it off. He took a photo of his torso, his chest, the definition of his muscles from years of disciplined exercise. He sent it.

Good, she wrote. Now the rest.

His hands shook slightly. He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his trousers. He pushed them down, along with his boxers. He stood naked before the mirror, his erection full and hard, curving up from his body. He captured the image, the proof of his desire for her, and sent it.

The reply was immediate. I want to touch that. I want it inside me.

The words were a direct, electric shock. He imagined her looking at the photo, her own body responding, her hand perhaps drifting between her legs. He sat back on the bed, his phone in one hand, the other gripping his own flesh. He stroked himself, slowly, watching the screen, waiting for her next message.

It didn’t come.

The door to the suite opened.

Gabe froze, his hand still on himself. He yanked the sheet over his lap, hiding his nakedness, his phone clattering onto the bedside table.

Anita walked in, alone. She looked at him, sitting rigidly on the bed, the sheet draped over him. Her eyes narrowed.

“The kids are settled,” she said, her voice calm. “They’re painting rocks with a guide.” She walked toward him, stopping a few feet from the bed. “You didn’t nap.”

“No,” he said, his voice tight.

She studied him. The scrutiny was deeper now, more pointed. “Gabe,” she said, her tone softening, but carrying an edge of worry. “Something’s wrong. You’ve been… distant. For months.”

He couldn’t speak. He just looked at her, at the woman he’d married, the mother of his children. Her short brown hair was neat, her face familiar and kind. She was his life. And she was standing in front of him while he hid an erection inspired by another woman.

“Do you still love me?” she asked. The question was quiet, direct, and it landed like a punch.

Gabe’s throat closed. Yes, he thought. I do. But the thought felt hollow, a reflex. The truth, the deeper, more terrible truth, was that his love for her was a comfortable, worn garment. His heart, the frantic, desperate core of his desire, was with Beverly.

“Of course I do,” he said, the words automatic, rehearsed.

“We haven’t had sex in months,” Anita said, her gaze dropping for a moment, then rising to meet his again. “Not since… I don’t even remember. You’re always tired. You’re always distracted. You come home and you just… disappear into your head.” She stepped closer, sitting on the edge of the bed beside him. “Is it work? Is the practice too much?”

“It’s just work,” he lied again, the excuse easy and pathetic. “A lot of pressure.”

Anita reached out, her hand touching his cheek. Her touch was gentle, familiar. It sparked no fire in him. It was a reminder of a shared history, not an ignition of passion. “I miss you,” she whispered. “I miss us.”

He looked into her eyes. He saw the concern there, the love, the quiet hurt. He had hurt her. He was hurting her now, with his lies, with his stolen digital affair. A wave of guilt, cold and heavy, washed over him. He owed her this. He owed her the appearance of a husband, of a lover.

He leaned forward and kissed her.

It was a tender kiss, slow and exploratory. His lips moved against hers with a careful, practiced affection. Anita responded, her mouth opening, her tongue meeting his. She kissed him with a hunger that surprised him—a hunger that had been building, ignored, for months. She wrapped her arms around him, pulling him closer.

The sheet fell away. She felt his nakedness, the hard evidence of his body’s state. She didn’t pull back. Instead, her hand drifted down, over his chest, to his waist. She found his erection, her fingers circling it, stroking it.

“You’re not tired,” she murmured, a small, hopeful smile touching her lips.

He kissed her again, deeper this time, trying to channel the desperate passion he felt for Beverly into this act with his wife. He pushed his tongue into her mouth, his hands coming up to cradle her face. He tried to lose himself in her, to forget the images on his phone, the girl next door.

Anita stood up, pulling him with her. She knelt before him, her hands on his hips, her eyes looking up at him. She took him into her mouth.

The sensation was familiar, comfortable. Her technique was good, practiced over years. She knew his body, knew what he liked. She sucked him gently, her tongue working along his length, her lips creating a warm, wet pressure. It was pleasant. It was nice.

But it wasn’t Beverly.

His mind betrayed him. As Anita’s mouth moved on him, he closed his eyes and saw Beverly’s photo—her nude body, her ripe belly, her dark, inviting eyes. He imagined Beverly kneeling before him, her younger, fuller breasts swaying, her mouth taking him with a wild, untrained enthusiasm. He imagined her pregnant belly pressing against his legs as she worshiped him. The fantasy ignited a sharper, hotter response in his body. His hips jerked, a thrust that was more urgent than the gentle rhythm Anita was setting.

She noticed. She pulled back, looking up at him with a puzzled expression. “You’re… very eager today,” she said, a faint blush on her cheeks.

He couldn’t answer. He just pulled her up, kissing her again, trying to bury the comparison in physical action. He undressed her, his hands moving over her clothes. He pulled her tank top over her head. He unhooked her bra, a sensible, supportive garment. Her breasts fell free. They were smaller than Beverly’s, softer, with the gentle sag of age and motherhood. Her nipples were pale pink, familiar. He touched them, his fingers tracing the contours he knew so well. He slid her workout shorts and panties down her legs, tossing them onto the plush carpet.

He looked at her body, comparing it, against his will, to the image burned in his mind. Anita’s skin was fair, with a few faint lines around her hips, the gentle stretch marks from pregnancies past. Her stomach was flat, but soft, lacking the taut, firm curve of Beverly’s growing womb. Her body was beautiful in its own way—a body that had borne his children, that had shared his life. But it was a body of history, of comfort. Beverly’s body was a body of possibility, of forbidden future, of raw, untamed fertility.

He pushed the thoughts away, a mental violence. He focused on the woman before him. He kissed her breasts, sucking her nipples, trying to find the same desperate hunger he’d felt for Beverly. Anita moaned, a soft, pleased sound. She arched into him, her hands on his shoulders.

He guided her to the bed. She lay back, her body open to him. He knelt between her legs, looking down at her. He saw the familiar landscape of her sex, the folds he’d explored countless times. He leaned down and kissed her there.

His mouth found her core. She was clean, faintly musky, a scent he associated with home, with normality. He licked her, his tongue moving in the patterns she liked. He found her clit, circled it, sucked it gently. Anita’s responses were muted, polite. She gasped, she murmured his name, she lifted her hips. But there was no desperate, begging hunger, no wild, uninhibited surrender. It was like performing a familiar dance, one where both partners knew all the steps.

He worked her with his mouth, bringing her to a gentle, rolling climax. She shuddered, her body tensing, a soft cry escaping her lips. He felt her orgasm, a series of gentle pulses against his tongue. It was satisfying. It was enough.

He rose then, his own need still a hard, demanding presence. He straddled her, lowering himself over her body. He guided himself into her.

The entry was smooth, easy. She was wet from his ministrations, open and ready. He slid into her, a familiar fit, a comfortable warmth. He began to move, his hips thrusting in a steady, marital rhythm.

Anita’s hands gripped his arms. Her eyes were closed, her face turned up to the ceiling. She was enjoying it, he could tell. She was getting what she needed—connection, intimacy, the reassurance of his physical presence.

He fucked her, each stroke a performance, an act of penance and duty. He tried to focus on her, on the woman beneath him, on the wife he loved in the way one loves a foundation, a bedrock. He tried to feel the pleasure, the physical release. But his mind kept drifting.

He thought of Beverly on the washing machine, her young body arching under his. He thought of her on the couch, crying out as he took her. He thought of her in his bed, taking him in that final, forbidden way. Each memory was a spark, a burst of illicit heat that made his thrusts harder, deeper, more forceful.

Anita noticed the change. Her eyes opened, looking at him. “Gabe…” she whispered, a note of surprise in her voice.

He didn’t answer. He just drove into her, his pace increasing, becoming something rougher, more desperate. He was fucking his wife, but in his mind, he was fucking Beverly. He was claiming her, possessing her, marking her with his child. The fantasy fueled him, turning the comfortable act into a violent, passionate one.

Anita responded to the new intensity. Her moans grew louder, less controlled. Her hips met his thrusts, pushing back against him. She wrapped her legs around his waist, holding him tighter. “Oh God…” she breathed, her face flushing with a stronger arousal.

He changed positions. He pulled out, turning her onto her side, then onto her stomach. He entered her again, this time from behind. The angle was deeper, more penetrating. He gripped her hips, holding her steady, and plunged into her with a force that made the bedframe creak.

Anita cried out, a sharp, surprised sound that morphed into a groan of pleasure. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, her body moving in a new, eager rhythm. “Yes… like that…” she urged, her voice strained.

He fucked her like this, his mind split between the reality of Anita’s body and the phantom of Beverly’s. He imagined Beverly beneath him in this position, her pregnant belly pressed against the mattress, her back arched, taking him with a wild abandon. The fantasy became so vivid he could almost smell her, taste her.

His climax built, a pressure gathering in his core, fed by the dual images in his head. He was going to erupt, and the release would be for both women—for the wife he was physically with, and for the girl he was mentally betraying.

“I’m close,” he grunted, the words torn from a place of confused, fractured desire.

Anita reached between her legs, her fingers finding her own clit, rubbing it frantically as he hammered into her. “Me too…” she gasped.

He thrust harder, faster, a final, driving rhythm that shook the bed. Anita’s body tightened around him, her inner muscles clenching in a strong, sudden orgasm. She cried out, a full-throated shout of release that echoed in the hotel room.

The sound of her pleasure, so real, so present, tipped him over the edge. His own orgasm exploded, a hot, rushing flood that emptied into his wife’s body. He held deep, pulsing into her, his mind screaming Beverly’s name even as his body spent itself inside Anita.

They collapsed together onto the bed, a tangled heap of sweat and spent energy. For a long moment, they lay in silence, breathing heavily. Anita turned, curling into his side, her head resting on his chest. She sighed, a contented, happy sound.

“That was… amazing,” she whispered, her fingers tracing a lazy pattern on his skin. “I’ve missed that. I’ve missed you.”

Gabe stared at the ceiling. The afterglow of physical release was there, a warm, pleasant haze in his body. But his mind was a cold, clear void. He felt Anita’s weight against him, her familiar scent filling his nostrils. He still loved her. He loved the comfort of her, the history, the shared life. His heart, the frantic, desperate core of his being, was with Beverly. It was a brutal, impossible split.

“I love you,” he said, the words automatic, true in their own limited way.

Anita smiled, nuzzling against him. “I love you too.”

They lay there for a few minutes, the silence of the hotel room wrapping around them. Then, Anita stirred. “We should get dressed. The daycare session ends in twenty minutes. We need to pick up the kids.”

Gabe nodded. He disentangled himself from her, sitting up. He looked at the bed, at the evidence of their coupling. He looked at Anita, her body relaxed and satisfied. He looked at his phone, still lying on the bedside table, the screen dark but holding the images of another woman, another life.

He stood, his body feeling heavy, used in two different directions. He walked to the bathroom, needing to wash away the scent of his wife, needing to wash away the ghost of his mistress. As the water ran over him, he closed his eyes and saw Beverly’s face, her smile, her body. He saw the ultrasound image of his child growing inside her. He saw the future, a future he could never have.

He dressed slowly, methodically. Anita dressed beside him, humming softly, a woman reassured by her husband’s physical attention. They left the hotel room together, walking down the hall toward the daycare center, a married couple, a family.

Gabe’s phone, tucked back into his pocket, remained silent. But Beverly’s images were burned into his mind, a secret gallery he carried with him through the grand, empty vistas of the canyon, a private hell of desire and guilt that was far deeper than any geological rift.

7 - AN IMPOSSIBLE CHOICE

The house felt different after the trip. The air was stale, filled with the ghost of desert dust and unresolved tensions. Gabe unpacked suitcases with a mechanical precision, folding clothes that smelled of canyon sun and hotel soap. Anita moved through the rooms with a renewed lightness, humming as she restocked the fridge, the memory of their hotel encounter seemingly smoothing the edges of her worry. The kids were energized, chattering about rock paintings and trail hikes. Normalcy, a thin veneer, had been re-applied.

For Gabe, it was a prison.

Every room held a memory of Beverly. The laundry room was a phantom space of lace-trimmed white and shuddering metal. The living room couch bore the imprint of her weight, her tears. His own bed was a crime scene. He walked through his home, his own home, like a trespasser. He was torn, a man split down the middle. One half belonged here, to the wife who smiled at him over morning coffee, to the children who climbed onto his lap for stories. The other half was next door, in a house he could see from his kitchen window, pulsing with a secret life, a secret future.

The stress was a physical thing. It coiled in his shoulders, tightened his jaw, buzzed behind his eyes. He was a doctor; he knew the symptoms of chronic anxiety. The elevated cortisol, the digestive unease, the sleepless nights. He treated patients for it. He could not treat himself.

A few days after their return, a Saturday morning unfolded with a placid rhythm. Anita announced a plan. “The park,” she said, pulling on a light jacket. “It’s finally not scorching. Ashton needs to run, Emma wants to see the ducks. We’ll be back by lunch.”

Gabe stood at the kitchen island, a coffee mug cooling in his hand. “I’ll stay,” he said, his voice too casual. “I have some charts to catch up on. Admin stuff.”

Anita looked at him, a flicker of that old scrutiny in her gaze, but it softened quickly. The hotel sex had built a bridge, fragile but holding. “Okay. We’ll get sandwiches on the way back.” She kissed his cheek, a dry, domestic peck. “Don’t work too hard.”

He watched her herd the kids out the front door, their voices bright and scattering like birds. He watched her car pull out of the driveway, turn onto the street, disappear. Silence descended, heavy and expectant.

He didn’t move. He stood there, listening to the quiet. The refrigerator hummed. A clock ticked in the living room. His own breathing sounded loud in the empty space.

He knew. He knew it was coming.

The knock was soft, tentative. It came from the front door, not five minutes after Anita’s car had vanished.

His body responded before his mind could. A surge of adrenaline, sharp and sweet, flooded his veins. His pulse leapt. He walked to the door, his steps measured, his hand reaching for the knob as if it were a live wire.

He opened it.

Beverly stood on the porch. She wore a simple, loose-fitting sundress, pale yellow, that draped over the gentle swell of her belly. Her dark curls were pulled back in a messy bun, a few strands escaping to frame her face. Her olive skin glowed with a healthy warmth, her brown eyes holding a deep, troubled intensity. She looked older than nineteen. She looked like a woman carrying a world inside her.

“I saw her leave,” she said, her voice quiet, direct.

Gabe nodded. He couldn’t speak. He just stepped back, an invitation.

She walked inside, the scent of her—clean soap, a hint of something floral, the underlying musk of pregnancy—washing over him. It was a scent that now lived in his memory, a trigger for every primal instinct he possessed.

He led her to the kitchen. It felt like a stage, set for a final act.

She didn’t sit. She stood by the island, her hands resting on the cool granite. She looked at him, her gaze steady, resolute. “We need to talk, Gabe.”

“Okay,” he said, his voice rough.

She took a breath, her shoulders rising and falling. “I can’t do this anymore.” The words were clear, unflinching. “The lying. The sneaking around. Waiting for a text. Watching for a car to leave. It’s… it’s exhausting. And it’s not good. Not for me. Not for the baby.”

Each word was a nail driven into his chest. He felt them physically. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying it’s over.” Her eyes held a sadness, but beneath it, a fierce determination. “This affair. This… whatever this is. It has to stop. We both need to move on. You have your family. I’ll… I’ll figure out my life. Alone.”

Alone. The word echoed, a death knell. His child. His Beverly. Alone. The thought was a visceral rejection, a tearing in his gut. He couldn’t stand it. The image of her raising his child in some other city, with some other man, was a madness he couldn’t entertain.

“No,” he said, the word bursting out of him, raw and forceful. He stepped toward her, closing the distance between them. “No, Beverly. You’re not alone. You’re not moving on. I won’t let you.”

Her brows furrowed. “You won’t let me? Gabe, this isn’t about you letting me. This is about what’s right. What’s sane.”

“What’s right is being with you,” he said, the declaration erupting from a place he hadn’t fully acknowledged until now. “What’s sane is us being together. With our child.” He reached out, his hands gripping her shoulders. They felt solid, real, alive under his palms. “I’ll leave her. I’ll leave Anita. I’ll… we’ll start a family. A real family.”

Her eyes widened. Shock, then a dawning, fragile hope bloomed in them. “You… you would do that?”

“Yes.” There was no hesitation. The idea, once spoken, felt like the only possible truth. “Yes. I want you. I want our baby. I want a life with you.” He pulled her closer, his body pressing against hers. The curve of her belly met his abdomen, a tangible promise. “I don’t want to lose you. I can’t.”

A tremor ran through her. Her lips parted, a soft exhale escaping. The resolve in her face melted, replaced by a flood of something else—relief, hunger, a desperate need. “You mean it?”

“I mean it,” he breathed, his face inches from hers. He could see the fine lines of her lips, the dark pools of her eyes. “I’ll figure it out. I’ll tell her. We’ll make it work.”

Her hands came up, gripping his wrists. Her touch was electric, a current connecting them. She looked at him, searching his face for truth, and finding it. A smile, tentative and then brilliant, broke across her features. It was the smile he’d seen in her photos, the smile of a young woman in love, in hope.

“Okay,” she whispered. “Okay.”

The word was a permission, a surrender. He leaned in, his mouth finding hers.

The kiss was not gentle. It was a collision. A searing, desperate fusion of lips and tongue and breath. He kissed her like a man claiming his last chance, his only salvation. His hands moved from her shoulders to her face, cradling her jaw, holding her as if she might dissolve. She kissed him back with equal fervor, her mouth opening under his, her tongue meeting his with a fierce, welcoming heat. The taste of her was familiar now—sweet, a hint of mint, uniquely hers. It flooded his senses, drowning the guilt, the fear, the split in his soul. In this kiss, he was whole. He was a man choosing his path.

His hands dropped, sliding down her body. They found the hem of her sundress, the soft cotton fabric. He gripped it, pulling it up, over her hips, over her belly. She helped him, her arms rising, letting him peel the dress away. It fell to the floor, a pool of yellow on the tile.

She stood before him in just her underwear—simple white cotton panties, a matching bra. Her body was a map of his desire. Her breasts, fuller now, rounded and heavy, strained against the bra cups. Her belly, that perfect, firm dome, was a sacred geometry between her ribs and hips. Her hips themselves had widened, creating a lush, feminine silhouette that his hands longed to trace.

He kissed her again, deeper, his hands roaming her sides, her back, the swell of her ass. She moaned into his mouth, a sound of pure, unadulterated want. Her hands were on him too, frantic, exploring. She pushed his shirt open, her fingers finding the bare skin of his chest. They scrabbled at his belt, unbuckling it with a clumsy urgency.

He broke the kiss, his lips traveling to her neck, to the sensitive hollow below her ear. She gasped, her head tilting back, giving him access. He licked, kissed, bit gently. His hands found the front clasp of her bra. A quick flick, and it opened. The fabric fell away, releasing her breasts.

He looked at them. They were magnificent. The nipples were darker, larger, standing prominent on the swollen mounds. He bent his head, taking one into his mouth. He sucked, his tongue circling the stiff peak. She cried out, her hands gripping his hair, holding him to her. He lavished attention on one, then the other, sucking, licking, nipping with a gentle fierceness. Her responses were vocal, uninhibited. Sharp cries, breathy moans, words that were half-formed pleas.

“Gabe… oh god… yes…”

He moved lower, his mouth leaving her breasts to trail down her stomach. He knelt before her, his hands on her hips, his face level with her pregnant belly. He kissed the smooth, taut skin there, a reverent, possessive kiss. His child. His lips pressed against the life they had created. She shuddered, her hands coming to rest on his shoulders.

His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties. He pulled them down, slowly, letting them slide over her hips, down her thighs, to her ankles. She stepped out of them, kicking them aside.

She was naked now, standing in his kitchen, under the bright midday light streaming through the windows. Every detail was exposed. The dark curls between her thighs. The moist, glistening evidence of her arousal. The powerful, fertile beauty of her form.

He rose, standing before her again. His own clothes felt like a barrier. He tore his shirt off, let it drop. He pushed his trousers and boxers down, freeing himself. His erection sprang out, hard and eager, curving up toward her.

She looked at it, her eyes hungry. Her hand reached out, her fingers wrapping around his shaft. Her touch was firm, knowing. She stroked him, her palm sliding along his length, her thumb brushing the sensitive head. He groaned, his hips jerking forward into her grip.

They kissed again, a messy, passionate kiss as she continued to stroke him. Her hand worked him, up and down, a rhythm that matched the frantic beating of his heart. He could feel her breath hot against his cheek, her moans vibrating into his mouth.

“I want you,” she whispered, breaking the kiss. “Now. Here.”

He nodded, a primal agreement. His hands gripped her waist, turning her. He guided her toward the kitchen table—a sturdy, wooden piece, a center of family meals, of homework projects. Now it would be an altar for a different kind of communion.

“Bend over,” he murmured, his voice thick with command.

She obeyed without hesitation. She leaned forward, placing her hands flat on the table’s surface. Her back arched, presenting herself to him. The view was devastating. The curve of her spine, the ripe swell of her belly resting against the edge of the table, the full, round cheeks of her ass, and between them, the dark, wet center of her.

He knelt again, this time behind her. His hands spread her thighs wider, opening her to him. He leaned in, his face burying itself in the heat and scent of her.

He didn’t tease. He dove in. His mouth found her core, his tongue pressing flat against her wetness. He licked her, a broad, claiming stroke from bottom to top. She cried out, a sharp, surprised sound that melted into a groan. Her hands clenched on the table, her fingers digging into the wood.

He ate her with a single-minded intensity. His tongue explored her folds, parting them, seeking the sensitive nub of her clit. He found it, circled it, sucked it into his mouth. She bucked against him, her hips pushing back, seeking more pressure, more contact. He gave it to her. He used his lips, his tongue, the flat of his palate. He devoured her.

The sounds she made were animalistic, raw. Grunts, moans, high-pitched gasps. “Oh… oh, fuck… Gabe… right there…” Her words were punctuated by sharp inhalations, by the creak of the table as she pressed against it.

He could feel her body tightening, the inner muscles beginning to flutter around nothing. He drove her toward her peak, his mouth working relentlessly, his hands holding her hips steady. He wanted her to cum. He wanted to taste her surrender, to feel her climax against his tongue before he took her fully.

It built quickly. Her cries became more frantic, more desperate. Her body trembled, a fine vibration running through her thighs, her back. “I’m… I’m gonna…” she choked out.

He didn’t stop. He pushed her over the edge.

Her orgasm broke over her in a series of violent, beautiful convulsions. Her body arched, her back straining. A loud, ragged cry tore from her throat, echoing in the kitchen. She shuddered against his mouth, her juices flowing, a warm, salty-sweet flood that he lapped up, swallowing her essence.

As the tremors subsided, he rose. He stood behind her, his own need a throbbing, urgent presence. He gripped her hips again, his thumbs pressing into the soft flesh of her ass. He aligned himself, the head of his cock finding her wet, welcoming entrance.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t hesitate. He pushed.

He entered her slowly, the first inch a deliberate, stretching penetration. She gasped, her body accepting him, opening for him. He slid deeper, the familiar, tight heat of her enveloping him. He filled her, inch by inch, until he was buried to the root, his body pressed against the backs of her thighs, her pregnant belly resting against the table.

He paused, savoring the feeling. The complete possession. The connection. Her body around him, his child within her. It was a perfect, terrible symmetry.

Then he moved.

He pulled back, then thrust forward again. A slow, deep stroke. She moaned, a low, satisfied sound. He repeated it, establishing a rhythm. Each thrust was a declaration. I choose you. I claim you. I will not let you go.

The pace quickened. His hands tightened on her hips, holding her in place as he drove into her. The table rocked slightly with their motion. Her cries grew louder, more rhythmic, matching his thrusts. “Yes… yes… like that…”

He fucked her with a focused, powerful intensity. Each plunge was a physical promise of the future he’d just vowed. He looked at her body, at the way her ass bounced against his pelvis, at the way her belly pressed against the table edge, at the dark curls of her hair spread across the wood. He was taking her in his kitchen, in his house, a place that belonged to another life. He was reclaiming it, marking it with this act.

Her arousal rebuilt quickly, fueled by the aftermath of her first climax and the deep, penetrating strokes. She began to tense again, her inner muscles gripping him tighter, milking him as he moved. “Gabe… I’m close again… please…”

He increased his speed, his thrusts becoming harder, faster. The slap of skin, the wet sound of their joining, filled the air. His own climax was gathering, a tight coil of pressure in his core, fed by the visual of her submission, by the sensation of her body, by the sheer, illicit thrill of the act.

“Tell me,” he grunted, his voice strained. “Tell me where you want it.”

She understood. She knew what he was asking. Between panting breaths, she answered. “Inside me. Cum inside me. Fill me.”

The words were a permission, a command. They shattered his last restraint. He hammered into her, a final, furious series of thrusts that pushed her over the edge once more. She cried out, her body seizing around him, a second, powerful orgasm ripping through her. Her inner walls clenched, spasming, gripping his cock in a vice of pleasure.

It triggered his own release. His control broke. A hot, rushing torrent erupted from him, flooding into her depths. He held deep, grinding against her as he emptied himself, each pulse a surrender, a gift, a claiming. He groaned, a raw, guttural sound that came from the very base of his being.

For a moment, they were frozen. Him, buried inside her, spent. Her, bent over the table, shuddering with the aftershocks of her climax. The kitchen was silent except for their ragged breathing.

Slowly, reality seeped back in. The clock ticking. The hum of the fridge. The distant sound of a lawnmower somewhere in the neighborhood.

Gabe pulled out, a slow, wet separation. He stepped back, looking at her. She stayed bent over the table for a few seconds, then slowly straightened. She turned to face him, her body flushed, her lips parted, her eyes hazy with satisfaction and something else—a dawning worry.

They didn’t speak. They moved quickly, a sudden urgency overtaking them. Anita would be back soon. The kids would be home.

Gabe grabbed his clothes, pulling them on with clumsy haste. Beverly found her dress, her underwear. She dressed silently, her movements efficient, her face settling into a mask of practical focus. The passionate, desperate woman of moments ago was receding, replaced by the pregnant teenager who needed to slip back into the world unnoticed.

When she was dressed, she looked at him. Her eyes were clear now, holding a question. “You meant it?” she asked, her voice quiet. “What you said?”

“I meant it,” Gabe said, his own voice firm, though his heart was a chaos of fear and resolve. “I’ll figure it out. I’ll talk to her. I’ll… make it happen.”

She nodded, a slow, accepting nod. “Okay. Just… don’t make me wait forever. This baby isn’t going to wait.”

“I know,” he said. He reached for her, pulling her into a final, brief kiss. It was a seal on the promise. “I’ll handle it. Just… give me some time.”

“Time,” she repeated, the word heavy with implication. She stepped back, toward the door. “I’ll give you time. But not infinite time.”

She left then, slipping out the front door, disappearing across the lawn toward her parents’ house. Gabe stood in the kitchen, the scent of their sex still hanging in the air, the table still bearing the imprint of her weight. He looked at the clock. Anita would be home in maybe thirty minutes.

He moved fast. He wiped the table down with a dishcloth. He sprayed a citrus cleaner, trying to erase the smell. He straightened his clothes, smoothed his hair. He tried to erase the evidence, to bury the act under the veneer of normalcy.

But the act was inside him. The promise was inside him.

That night, lying in bed beside Anita, Gabe couldn’t sleep. The darkness of the room was a blanket of guilt. Anita slept peacefully, her breath steady and soft beside him. She trusted him. She believed in the bridge they’d rebuilt in the hotel.

He stared at the ceiling, his mind a whirlwind of impossible choices.

He didn’t want to lose his family. Ashton and Emma were his heart, his anchors. Anita was his history, his partner, his friend. The life they’d built was a good life, a stable life.

But he didn’t want to give up Beverly. She was his passion, his obsession, his future. She carried his child, a piece of him growing in her womb. She was young, beautiful, alive with a fire that Anita had long lost. She was a chance for a different life, a life of intensity, of possession, of raw desire.

He wanted to be a father to his child with her. He wanted to hold that baby, to raise it, to see Beverly mother it. He wanted to wake up next to her, to watch her body change and bloom, to claim her every day.

The two wants were mutually exclusive. They tore at him, a psychic agony that was far worse than any physical pain.

Anita shifted in her sleep, turning toward him. Her hand reached out, resting on his chest. A gesture of unconscious intimacy, of trust.

He looked at her sleeping face, peaceful in the moonlight. He looked at the window, through which he could see the silhouette of Beverly’s house.

He closed his eyes against the impossible choice, realizing that while he had promised Beverly a new beginning, he was still lying in the wreckage of the life he was about to destroy.

8 - A DANGEROUS PROMISE

The air in Gabe’s clinic was cool, sterile, and smelled of antiseptic and lavender-scented cleaner. It was a scent he’d always associated with professionalism, with control. Today, it felt like a lie. He sat at his desk, staring at the blank screen of his computer, his fingers tapping a nervous rhythm on the keyboard. The clock on the wall ticked toward three p.m. Beverly’s appointment. Her six-month checkup.

The door opened. Linda, his nurse, her kind face efficient as always, stepped in. “She’s here, Dr. Weston. I’ve got her in Room Three. She’s changed into the gown.”

Gabe nodded, a mechanical response. “Thank you, Linda.” He stood, smoothing his lab coat. His reflection in the small mirror on the wall showed a man who looked tired, his blue eyes shadowed, his usually crisp appearance slightly frayed. He took a deep breath, trying to pull the mask of the competent OB-GYN over the face of the guilty, torn lover.

Room Three. He pushed the door open.

Beverly was sitting on the edge of the exam table, not lying back. She wore the standard blue paper gown, but it was untied, hanging open at the front. She wasn’t wearing it properly. It was just draped over her shoulders, a flimsy shield. Beneath it, she was naked. He could see the smooth curve of her shoulder, the side of one breast, the swell of her belly clearly visible.

She looked up as he entered. Her dark curls were loose today, falling around her face in a soft cascade. Her olive skin had a new glow, a richness that pregnancy had bestowed. Her brown eyes met his, holding a complex mixture of expectation and a quiet, simmering impatience.

“Hi,” she said, her voice low.

“Hi,” he replied, his professional tone faltering on the first word. He cleared his throat. “You should… lie back. For the ultrasound.”

She didn't move. She just looked at him, letting the silence stretch, her gaze unwavering. Then, slowly, she reached up and grasped the edges of the gown, sliding it down, letting it pool around her waist and then fall over her lap, baring her entire torso to him.

His mouth went dry. His eyes traveled over her, a path he knew intimately but that always stole his breath. Her breasts were fuller, heavier, the nipples dark and prominent against her skin. Her belly was a perfect, pronounced dome, a firm curve that spoke of life growing within.

She shifted her weight to lie back on the table. She positioned herself, her legs apart, her knees bent slightly. The position was clinical, but right now, it was profoundly erotic. The vulnerability of it, the exposure. He could see everything.

“I’m ready,” she said, simply.

He swallowed. Professional. Be professional. He turned to the ultrasound machine, rolling it closer. He busied himself with the settings, adjusting the screen, picking up the transducer probe. His movements were practiced, automatic. But his mind was not here. It was on her skin, on the scent of her that was already filling the room—a warm, musky, uniquely fertile smell that bypassed the antiseptic.

He pulled a bottle of warmed gel from the warmer, squeezing a generous amount onto her lower abdomen. The gel was clear, warm. He spread it with his fingers, his touch clinical but trembling. Her skin was hot, smooth under his palm. She watched him, her eyes never leaving his face.

He picked up the transducer. He pressed it to her belly, just above her pubic bone. The screen lit up with grainy, gray images. He moved the probe, searching. The familiar shapes appeared—the uterine wall, the dark amniotic sac. And within it, the fetus.

He focused, adjusting the settings. The image clarified. A small form, curled. A head, limbs. And then, as he angled the probe, the definitive view.

“There,” he murmured, his voice softening despite himself. He pointed to the screen. “Look.”

Beverly turned her head to look at the monitor mounted on the wall. Her eyes widened.

On the screen, between the tiny legs, the unmistakable three-line appearance, the “tulip” sign. A girl.

“It’s a girl,” Gabe said, the words escaping with a reverence he couldn’t suppress.

A smile broke across Beverly’s face. It was pure, unguarded joy. Her eyes shimmered. “A girl,” she whispered, her hand coming up to rest on her belly beside the probe.

He stared at the image. A daughter. His daughter. The reality of it—not just a pregnancy, not just a baby, but a girl, a person with a future, a life—hit him with a force that was almost physical. A wave of awe, of terror, of possessive pride washed over him.

He moved the probe, capturing more images, measuring the head, the limbs, checking the heartbeat. The rhythmic flicker on the screen, strong and steady. Everything was perfect. Healthy. Growing.

He finished the scan, wiping the gel from her belly with a clean towel. His motions were slow, deliberate. His fingers lingered on her skin, tracing the curve of her stomach.

“She’s perfect,” he said, finally looking at Beverly directly.

She was still smiling, but the joy was now tinged with something else. A sharp, focused intent. “Yeah,” she said. “She is.”

He helped her sit up. She didn’t reach for the gown. She just sat there, naked, on the exam table, looking at him.

The silence was thick, charged.

He turned away, busying himself with printing the ultrasound images, cleaning the probe. He needed the distraction. The sight of her, sitting there, so utterly exposed and beautiful, was a direct challenge to his control.

When he turned back, she was dressing. She had pulled her clothes from the bag beside the table—a simple, stretchy black skirt and a loose cream-colored top. She dressed slowly, deliberately, letting him watch. She pulled the top over her head, her breasts disappearing into the fabric. She slid the skirt up her legs, over her hips, the fabric stretching over her belly. She was covered, but the image of her nakedness was burned into his mind.

Once she was dressed, she stood. She faced him, her hands smoothing the skirt over her stomach. “So,” she said. Her voice was quiet, but it cut through the room’s sterile silence. “A girl.”

“A girl,” he repeated, a smile tugging at his lips despite everything. “I can’t wait to be a father to her.”

The words were out, heartfelt. They hung in the air.

Beverly’s expression shifted. The softness vanished, replaced by a hard, direct stare. “When?” she asked. The single word was a blade.

He blinked. “When… what?”

“When are you going to divorce Anita?” she said, her tone flat, unwavering. “When are you going to be a father to her full-time? When are we going to stop hiding?”

The questions landed like punches. He felt his gut tighten. He looked away, toward the window, toward the safe, neutral view of the parking lot. “It’s… complicated, Beverly. I have to—”

“No,” she interrupted, her voice rising slightly. “Don’t tell me it’s complicated. Don’t tell me you have to figure it out. You promised. In your kitchen. You said you’d leave her. You said you’d start a life with me.” She stepped closer, her eyes blazing. “I’m six months pregnant, Gabe. Our daughter is growing. I’m tired of waiting. I’m tired of sneaking around, of lying to my parents, of pretending this is just a babysitting job. I’m tired of watching you go home to her every night.”

Her words were a torrent, each one an accusation. He felt them scraping at his conscience.

“I know,” he said, his voice strained. “I know it’s hard. But I… I have to think about Ashton and Emma. I can’t just…”

“You can’t just what?” she demanded. “You can’t just leave them? So you’re going to stay with Anita, and what? See our daughter on weekends? Pretend she’s your neighbor’s kid? What’s your plan, Gabe? Because right now, it feels like you have no plan. It feels like you’re just stringing me along until you can’t anymore, and then you’ll disappear back into your perfect little family.”

“That’s not true,” he said, the defense weak even to his own ears. He reached for her, his hands taking her shoulders. “I want this. I want you. I want our daughter. I’m not stringing you along.”

She didn’t pull away, but she didn’t soften either. Her gaze was relentless. “Then prove it. Give me a date. Give me a when. Because ‘soon’ isn’t good enough anymore. ‘Soon’ could mean next year. ‘Soon’ could mean after she’s born. ‘Soon’ could mean never.”

The fear in her voice was real, a raw edge of panic. He saw it, and it mirrored the fear in his own heart. The fear of losing his children. The fear of dismantling the life he’d built. The fear of facing Anita, of saying the words that would shatter everything.

He looked at her face, at the frustration and the hope warring in her eyes. He looked at her body, at the swell of their child beneath her clothes. The two pulls inside him—the anchor of his existing family, the magnet of this new one—tore at him with renewed violence.

“Tonight,” he said. The word came out before he could fully process it. A desperate promise, flung into the space between them. “I’ll tell her tonight. I’ll tell Anita that our marriage isn’t working. That I… that I can’t stay.”

Beverly’s eyes widened. A flicker of hope, bright and sudden, ignited in them. “Tonight?”

“Yes.” He nodded, the decision cementing itself as he spoke it. “After dinner. I’ll talk to her. I’ll… I’ll start the process.”

She studied him, searching for truth. She saw the resolve in his eyes, the grim determination. Slowly, the tension in her shoulders eased. The hard line of her mouth softened. “Okay,” she whispered. “Okay, tonight.”

The relief in her voice was palpable. It washed over him, a warm wave that momentarily drowned the dread. She believed him. She trusted his promise.

That trust, that relief, sparked something else in him. A surge of possessiveness, of gratitude, of raw, physical need. She had given him her body, her future, her trust. And he had just given her a promise that would change everything. The exchange felt monumental, sacred, and violently erotic.

He leaned in, his mouth finding hers.

The kiss was a seal on the promise. His lips pressed against hers with a fierce, desperate intensity. His tongue pushed into her mouth, tasting her, owning her. She responded instantly, her mouth opening, her tongue meeting his with equal fervor. Her hands came up, gripping his arms, pulling him closer.

They kissed like two people sealing a pact. It was deep, wet, hungry. The sterile clinic air disappeared, replaced by the heat of their shared breath, the taste of her lip gloss, the underlying musk of her skin. He could feel her belly pressed against him, the firm curve a tangible reminder of what they were creating, what he was choosing.

His hands moved from her shoulders to her face, cradling her jaw. He kissed her harder, deeper, his teeth grazing her lower lip. She moaned into his mouth, a sound of surrender and desire.

When he finally broke the kiss, they were both breathing heavily. Her eyes were dark, pupils dilated, lips swollen from the pressure.

She looked at him, her gaze dropping to his mouth, then lower. Her hands released his arms, sliding down his torso. They found the waistband of his trousers, his belt. Her fingers worked with a practiced urgency, unbuckling the belt, pulling it open. She unbuttoned his trousers, pulled down the zipper.

He didn’t stop her. He watched, his breath catching, as she pushed his trousers and boxers down, freeing him. His erection, already hard from the kiss, the tension, the promise, sprang out into the cool room air.

She looked at it, her eyes hungry, appreciative. A small, wicked smile touched her lips. “You promised me something,” she murmured, her voice a low, sensual thrum. “Now I want something else.”

She didn’t wait for his answer. She knelt.

Her descent was graceful, despite the pregnancy. She sank to her knees on the tile floor of the exam room, her skirt pooling around her. She looked up at him, her eyes locked on his, as her hands reached for him.

Her fingers wrapped around his shaft. Her touch was firm, cool at first, then warming quickly. She stroked him, a slow, deliberate slide from root to tip. Her thumb brushed over the head, spreading a bead of moisture that had gathered there.

He groaned, his hips twitching forward. The sight of her—on her knees, pregnant, beautiful, her hands on him—was overwhelming. It was a submission, a gift, a power play all at once.

She leaned forward, her mouth opening.

Her lips touched the head of his cock, a soft, wet pressure. Then she took him into her mouth.

The sensation was electric, a jolt of pure pleasure that shot straight to his core. Her mouth was hot, wet, skillful. She didn’t just suck; she worshiped. Her lips slid down his length, taking him deep, then drawing back with a tight suction. Her tongue worked along the underside, flicking, circling.

She moved her head, bobbing slowly, then increasing her pace. Her hands worked in tandem, one gripping the base of his shaft, the other cupping his balls, squeezing gently. She created a rhythm—mouth sliding down, hand twisting up, a coordinated, sensual assault on his senses.

He braced one hand against the exam table, the other gripping the edge of the ultrasound machine. He watched her, his vision blurring at the edges with the intensity of the pleasure. Her dark curls swayed with her motion. Her eyes, when they flicked up to meet his, were full of a dark, knowing pleasure. She was doing this for him, for the promise, for the future. But she was also doing it for herself, for the power it gave her, for the connection it forged.

She increased her pace, her mouth moving faster, her suction growing tighter. She used her tongue expertly, pressing it against the most sensitive spots, swirling around the head when she pulled back. The sounds were obscene in the clinical room—wet, sucking noises, soft grunts from her, his own ragged breathing.

His thighs trembled. The pleasure was building, a tight, gathering pressure in his groin, spreading up through his stomach. He was close, too close. This was too fast, too intense.

“Beverly…” he gasped, his voice strangled.

She ignored him. She sucked harder, deeper. Her hand on his shaft pumped in sync with her mouth. She was relentless, driving him toward the edge with a focused determination.

He couldn’t hold back. The promise, the fear, the desire, the sight of her—it all coalesced into a single, explosive point. His orgasm surged up, unstoppable.

He tried to pull away, to warn her, but her hands held him firm. Her mouth didn’t release him. She took him deeper as he came.

The release was a violent, shuddering eruption. He cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound that echoed in the small room. His hips bucked forward, driving into her mouth as he spilled into her. She swallowed, her throat working around him, taking every drop. She didn’t stop until he was completely spent, until the last tremor had subsided.

She finally released him, her mouth sliding off with a soft, wet pop. She looked up at him, her lips glistening, a satisfied, almost smug smile on her face. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then stood, rising from her knees with a slow, deliberate motion.

He was panting, his body slack, his mind reeling. He stared at her, awed by her audacity, her hunger.

She stepped closer, her hands now on his chest. “Now,” she whispered, her voice husky. “Now you.”

He understood. She wanted reciprocation. She wanted him to take her, to claim her again, to seal the promise with his body inside hers.

He nodded, a dumb, animal agreement. His hands reached for her skirt. He gripped the hem, pulling it up. The fabric slid over her hips, over her belly, revealing her legs. He pushed it up until it was bunched around her waist.

She wasn’t wearing panties.

He hadn’t noticed when she dressed. Now, the revelation was a fresh shock. She was bare beneath the skirt, completely exposed.

He turned her, gently, guiding her toward the exam table. She understood, bending forward, placing her hands on the paper-covered surface. She arched her back, presenting herself to him.

The view was breathtaking. The curve of her spine, the swell of her pregnant belly resting against the edge of the table, the full, round cheeks of her ass, and between them, the dark, wet center of her, already glistening with arousal.

He stepped behind her, his own body already responding again, a fresh surge of desire igniting despite his recent climax. He was hard again, ready. The sight of her, bent over in his clinic, so vulnerable, so inviting, was a primal trigger.

He aligned himself, the head of his cock finding her entrance. She was wet, open, ready for him. He pushed.

He entered her slowly, the first inch a smooth, hot penetration. She gasped, a sharp intake of breath that melted into a moan. He slid deeper, the familiar, tight heat of her enveloping him. He filled her, inch by inch, until he was buried to the root, his body pressed against the backs of her thighs.

He paused, savoring the feeling. The complete, deep connection. Her body around him, warm and welcoming. The clinic, the ultrasound, the promise—all faded, replaced by pure physical sensation.

Then he moved.

He pulled back, then thrust forward. A slow, deep stroke. She moaned, a low, satisfied sound that vibrated through her body and into his. He repeated it, establishing a rhythm. Each thrust was deliberate, measured, pushing deep into her core.

The pace quickened. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he drove into her. The exam table was sturdy, but it rocked slightly with their motion. The paper cover crinkled under her hands. The sound of their joining—the wet slap of skin, the rhythmic creak of the table—filled the sterile room, a stark contrast to the usual quiet.

He fucked her with a focused intensity, each plunge a physical affirmation of his promise. This is mine. This is ours. This is the future. He looked down at her body, at the way her ass met his pelvis with each thrust, at the way her belly pressed against the table. He was taking her in his clinic, a place of professional detachment, and transforming it into a place of raw, personal possession.

Her responses were vocal, unrestrained. “Yes… Gabe… like that…” Her words were punctuated by gasps, by moans that grew louder as he increased his speed. Her inner muscles clenched around him, gripping him tighter, milking him as he moved.

He could feel her approaching her peak. Her body began to tense, her breaths coming in short, sharp bursts. “I’m close… please… don’t stop…”

He didn’t stop. He drove into her harder, faster. His own climax was rebuilding, a new wave of pleasure gathering from the deep, penetrating strokes, from the visual of her submission, from the illicit thrill of the location.

He hammered into her, a final, furious series of thrusts that pushed her over the edge. She cried out, a loud, ragged sound that echoed off the clinic walls. Her body seized around him, her inner walls clamping down in a series of intense, rhythmic spasms.

It triggered his own release. A second, powerful orgasm erupted from him, hot and urgent. He held deep, grinding against her as he emptied himself into her once more. Each pulse was a surrender, a gift, a claiming. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound that came from the depths of his chest.

For a long moment, they were locked together, motionless. Him, buried inside her, spent. Her, bent over the table, shuddering with the aftershocks. The room was silent except for their heavy, syncopated breathing.

Slowly, reality intruded. The fluorescent lights hummed. The clock on the wall ticked. The sterile smell of the clinic reasserted itself, now mixed with the scent of sex, of sweat, of their joined bodies.

Gabe pulled out, a slow, wet separation. He stepped back, looking at her. She stayed bent over for a few seconds, then slowly straightened. She turned to face him, her body flushed, her lips parted, her eyes hazy with satisfaction.

They didn’t speak. They moved quickly, a sudden, pragmatic urgency overtaking them. This was a clinic. Someone could walk in. Linda could knock.

Gabe grabbed some tissues from a dispenser, cleaning himself hastily. Beverly smoothed her skirt down, her hands trembling slightly. She found her top, adjusted it. She looked around the room, her eyes scanning for any evidence.

Gabe disposed of the tissues, straightened his clothes, re-buckled his belt. He moved the ultrasound machine back to its corner, wiped the exam table with a disinfectant wipe. He was a doctor cleaning up after a procedure, but the procedure had been something else entirely.

When they were both dressed, when the room was superficially restored, they stood facing each other again. The air between them was different now. Charged, but also heavy with the weight of the promise made.

Beverly looked at him, her eyes clear now, focused. “Tonight,” she said, her voice firm.

“Tonight,” he confirmed, the word a vow.

She nodded. She picked up her bag, the printed ultrasound images tucked inside. She walked to the door, paused, and looked back at him. “Don’t forget,” she said, her tone leaving no room for ambiguity.

“I won’t,” he said.

She left, opening the door and slipping out into the hallway, leaving him alone in the exam room.

Gabe stood there for a full minute, his mind racing. The scent of her lingered. The memory of her mouth, her body, was imprinted on his senses. The image of his daughter on the ultrasound screen floated in his vision.

Tonight.

He had promised. He had to do it. He had to tell Anita.

The dread returned, cold and clenching. The image of Ashton’s face, of Emma’s smile, of Anita’s trusting eyes—they all rose in his mind, a chorus of guilt.

But the image of Beverly, bent over the exam table, her body accepting him, her voice demanding a future—that image was stronger. It was a magnet, pulling him toward a decision that felt both inevitable and terrifying.

He left the exam room, walking back to his office. He sat at his desk, but he couldn’t focus. The charts on his screen were blurry, meaningless. His hands were shaking.

He lasted another hour, performing his duties with a robotic detachment. Finally, he told Linda he was leaving early. A personal matter.

He drove home, the route familiar, the streets mundane. But his mind was a storm. He could barely think straight. The events of the afternoon played in a loop: Beverly naked on the table, the ultrasound revealing a girl, her kneeling on the floor, her mouth on him, her body bent over the table, her voice saying tonight.

He parked in his driveway. The house looked normal, peaceful. Anita’s car was there. The kids were probably inside, doing their after-school routines.

He sat in the car for a few minutes, staring at the front door. The door to his life, his family, his history.

He had to open it. He had to go inside. And he had to say the words that would blow it all apart.

9 - THE BITTER TRUTH

The house felt different. It wasn’t just the quiet, though the kids were upstairs, their laughter muted through the floorboards. It was a heaviness in the air, a thickness Gabe could feel pressing on his shoulders as he crossed the threshold. The familiar scent—Anita’s vanilla candle, the faint aroma of the afternoon’s snack-time crackers—felt like a taunt.

Anita was in the living room, sitting on the edge of the sofa, a magazine open but untouched on her lap. She looked up as he entered. Her expression was calm, but her eyes held a question he’d been dodging for weeks.

“Hey,” she said. Her voice was soft, almost tentative.

“Hey,” he replied, dropping his briefcase by the door. The action felt too loud. “How was your day?”

“Fine. The usual.” She closed the magazine, set it aside. “The kids are good. Is Beverly going to watch them tomorrow?”

Beverly. The name sent a tremor through him. He kept his face neutral. “I… um… I think so.”

He moved to the kitchen, poured himself a glass of water. He drank it slowly, staring out the window at the backyard. The swing set stood empty. The grass was neatly trimmed. Everything was ordered, perfect. A lie.

Anita followed him. She stood by the island, her hands resting on the cool granite. “Gabe.”

He turned. Her face was pale, her short brown hair neatly framing features that looked tired, weary. Not angry. Not yet. Just… searching.

“What’s going on?” she asked. The question was direct, stripped of any preamble.

His throat tightened. He set the glass down. “What do you mean?”

“You’ve been distant. For months. You’re barely here, even when you’re physically present. You’re distracted. You jump when your phone buzzes. You look at me like you’re seeing someone else.” Her words were measured, but they carried the weight of observation, of quiet patience finally running out. “I’ve tried to talk to you. After our trip. Last week. You shut me down. You say you’re tired, you’re stressed. But it’s more than that.”

He opened his mouth. The words he’d rehearsed in the car—I need to tell you something. Our marriage isn’t working. I’ve fallen for someone else.—lodged in his chest, a solid, immovable block. He looked at her, at the woman he’d married, the mother of his children. The trust in her eyes, even now, even through her hurt, was a knife.

He couldn’t do it. The promise he’d made to Beverly, sealed with his body in the clinic hours ago, crumbled under the reality of Anita’s gaze. The thought of Ashton’s confusion, of Emma’s tears, flooded him. The image of this house, empty of them, was a vacuum he couldn’t face.

“I’m just… stressed,” he said, the lie tasting bitter. “Work is intense. A lot of complicated cases.”

Anita’s eyes didn’t waver. “It’s not work, Gabe. It’s me. It’s us. You don’t touch me. You don’t talk to me. You sleep next to me, but you’re miles away.” A faint tremor entered her voice. “Are you… are you unhappy with me?”

The directness of the question shocked him. He felt a surge of guilt so potent it was nausea. Yes, he thought. I am unhappy. But not with you. With myself. With the cage I’ve built.

He couldn’t say it. The truth was a grenade, and his fingers wouldn’t pull the pin. He shook his head, a weak, dismissive motion. “No. Of course not. I’m just… I need a shower. I’m exhausted.”

He walked past her, toward the hallway, toward the bathroom. Escape.

Anita didn’t follow. She just stood there, watching him retreat. Her silence was worse than any accusation.

The bathroom was a sanctuary of steam and solitude. He shut the door and turned the shower on, hot, full blast. He stripped, letting his clothes fall to the floor. He stepped into the spray, letting the water pound his back, his shoulders. He closed his eyes, trying to wash away the clinic, Beverly’s mouth, her body, the ultrasound image, her demand. Trying to wash away Anita’s quiet, wounded eyes.

The heat seeped into his muscles, but it couldn’t penetrate the cold knot in his gut. He stood there, motionless, for a long time. The water ran, the room fogged, his mind spiraled. Tonight, Beverly’s voice echoed. Tonight.

But how? How could he walk out of this shower, into the living room, and say the words that would detonate his family? How could he look at Ashton, at Emma, and tell them their father was leaving? The dread was paralyzing.

He was so lost in the turmoil, in the steam and the noise of the shower, that the sound from outside barely registered at first. It was a shriek. High-pitched, sharp. Not a playful yell from the kids. This was different. A sound of alarm, of panic.

His body reacted before his mind could process. It was Anita. Or one of the kids. Something was wrong.

He shoved the shower curtain aside, water spraying across the floor. He grabbed a towel from the rack, a quick, rough swipe over his body. He didn’t dry off properly; he just wrapped it around his waist, securing it hastily. He was dripping, his skin slick.

He raced out of the bathroom, barefoot, leaving puddles on the tile. He sprinted down the hallway, toward the living room. His heart hammered against his ribs.

Anita was still on the sofa. But she wasn’t sitting calmly anymore. She was rigid, upright, her back straight. Her face was a mask of shock, of horror. In her hands was his cellphone. The screen was lit, glowing in the dim room.

She looked up at him as he burst into the room. Her eyes met his. They were not wounded anymore. They were blazing. They were ice and fire.

He froze, the towel clinging to his wet hips. The sight of her holding his phone—his phone, which he’d left on the kitchen counter, which contained every text, every photo, every proof—sent a bolt of pure terror through him.

“Anita?” he managed, his voice a hoarse croak.

She didn’t speak. She just stared at him, her gaze holding a depth of betrayal so profound it seemed to suck the air from the room. Then, slowly, she lifted the phone. She turned the screen toward him.

It was a message thread. Beverly’s name at the top. The last message, sent today, visible on the screen.

I can’t wait to see you tonight, Beverly had written. After you talk to her.

Below that, his response, sent just before he left the clinic: I will. I promise.

And before that, older messages. Photos. Explicit, intimate photos Beverly had sent during their trip. Photos he’d saved, treasured, revisited in secret.

Anita had scrolled. She had seen everything.

“You…” Anita’s voice was a whisper, but it cut through the silence like glass. “You… and Beverly.” She said the name not with confusion, but with a dreadful, final understanding. “The babysitter. The nineteen-year-old girl.”

Gabe’s mouth was dry. His mind screamed for an explanation, a lie, anything. But there was nothing. The evidence was there, glowing on the screen. The dates, the photos, the promises.

“How long?” Anita asked. The question was flat, devoid of emotion now. The initial shock had passed, replaced by a cold, clear fury.

“It… it’s not…” he stammered.

“How long?” she repeated, her voice rising, sharpening.

He swallowed. “A few months.”

“A few months.” She repeated the words as if tasting poison. “You’ve been sleeping with our babysitter. With a teenager.” Her eyes scanned the screen again, her face twisting. “And she’s… pregnant.” She looked up at him, her gaze drilling into him. “The father. It’s you. You’re the father.”

He couldn’t deny it. The ultrasound photos were likely in the gallery too. He’d saved them. He’d looked at them, marveling at the image of his daughter.

He nodded, a slow, terrible dip of his head. “Yes.”

The single word seemed to collapse something inside her. Her shoulders slumped for a second, then straightened again with a new, fierce rigidity. “You’re the father of her baby.” She said it not as a question, but as a verdict.

“Yes.”

She stood up. She held the phone out, as if it were a contaminated object. She didn’t throw it. She just extended her arm, offering it back to him, her hand trembling. “Take it.”

He stepped forward, numbly, and took the phone from her. His fingers brushed hers; her skin was cold.

She looked at him, her eyes now empty of any warmth, any familiarity. She looked at him as if he were a stranger, a repulsive thing she’d found in her home. “I want a divorce.”

The words were clear, calm, absolute.

Gabe felt the floor beneath him tilt. “Anita… please…”

“Please?” she echoed, a bitter laugh escaping her. “Please what? Please forgive you? Please understand? Please let you stay here, with your pregnant teenage girlfriend next door, while I raise our children?” She shook her head, a slow, definitive motion. “No. There is no ‘please.’ There is nothing to discuss. I am leaving. I am taking Ashton and Emma. And you will never see them without a court order if I have any say in it.”

The coldness in her voice was worse than shouting. It was a glacier, sealing him out.

“You can’t…” he started, but the protest was feeble.

“I can,” she stated. “I will. I am going to pack. I am going to take my children. And I am going to my sister’s house. You can stay here. In your empty house. With your naked pictures of her.”

She turned away from him. She walked toward the stairs, her steps measured, precise. She didn’t look back.

Gabe stood in the living room, dripping, the towel around his waist, the phone clutched in his hand. He heard her footsteps on the stairs. He heard her voice, calm and firm, calling to the kids. “Ashton, Emma. Come to your rooms. We need to pack some things. We’re going to visit Aunt Sarah for a while.”

The children’s voices floated down, confused, questioning. “Why? What’s wrong?”

“Nothing’s wrong,” Anita’s voice replied, a practiced, parental lie. “We’re just going for a visit. It’ll be fun. Grab your favorite toys.”

Gabe listened, paralyzed. He listened to the sounds of drawers opening, of small feet moving, of zippers closing. He listened to the systematic dismantling of his life.

He couldn’t move. He couldn’t go upstairs. He couldn’t face them. The shame was a physical weight, anchoring him to the spot.

About twenty minutes later, Anita came downstairs. She had a suitcase, a medium-sized one, packed efficiently. Ashton and Emma followed her, each carrying a small backpack, their faces confused, a little scared.

Emma looked at Gabe, her eyes wide. “Dad? Are you coming?”

Anita didn’t let him answer. “Dad has to stay here, Emma. He has work to do.” Her tone was gentle but firm, a steel wall between him and the children.

Ashton, older, more perceptive, frowned. He looked at his father, at the towel, at the strange, tense silence. “What’s going on?”

“Nothing for you to worry about,” Anita said, her hand on his shoulder. “Let’s go. We’ll call Dad later.”

She shepherded them toward the door. She didn’t look at Gabe as she passed. She opened the front door, ushered the children out into the evening light.

Gabe watched them go. He watched his wife, his children, walk out of his house. He watched Anita’s car—the familiar sedan—pull out of the driveway. He watched it drive down the street, turn the corner, and disappear.

The house was silent.

The silence was not peaceful. It was a vacuum, a void. It pressed in on him from all sides. He stood there for a long time, the towel damp against his skin, the phone cold in his hand.

Finally, he moved. He walked, slowly, back to the bathroom. He dried off properly, dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, clothes that felt like a costume. He returned to the living room.

He sat on the sofa, the same sofa Anita had been sitting on when she discovered everything. He looked at the space where his family had been. The empty room echoed.

His mind was a blank, white noise. The guilt, the fear, the loss—they were too vast to process individually. They merged into a single, crushing sensation of ruin.

He sat there for an hour. The clock ticked. The evening darkened outside the windows. He didn’t move. He didn’t think. He just existed in the wreckage.

Then, a knock at the door.

It was a hard, sharp sound. Not a tentative tap. A forceful, angry rap.

Gabe’s body tensed. His thoughts scrambled. Anita? Had she come back? Had she changed her mind? But the knock was too aggressive. It wasn’t her.

He stood, his legs unsteady. He walked to the door. He peered through the side window.

Frank. Beverly’s father. His neighbor. His face was flushed, his eyes narrowed, his posture rigid with fury.

Gabe’s heart dropped. Anita. She must have stopped at their house. She must have told him. On her way out, driving to her sister’s, she’d pulled into their driveway, delivered the news as a final, devastating blow.

Gabe opened the door.

Frank didn’t wait for an invitation. He stormed inside, his bulk filling the doorway. He was a big man, broad-shouldered, with a face usually friendly, now transformed by rage.

“You,” Frank spat, his voice a low, vibrating growl. “You sick bastard. You pervert.”

Gabe backed up a step. “Frank, please…”

“Please?” Frank echoed, the same word Anita had used, but with venom. “Don’t ‘please’ me. My daughter. My nineteen-year-old daughter. You… you…” He seemed to choke on the words. “Anita just told me. She drove over, knocked on my door, told me everything. That you’re the father. That you’ve been… using her.”

The accusation, the word ‘using,’ struck Gabe like a slap. “It wasn’t like that,” he tried, his voice weak. “It’s… we have feelings for each other…”

“Feelings?” Frank’s laugh was a harsh, disbelieving bark. “She’s a child! You’re a forty-year-old man! A doctor! A married man with kids! You took advantage of her. You preyed on her.” He stepped closer, his fists clenched. “I trusted you. I trusted you with my daughter. I thought you were a good neighbor. A decent man.”

“I am,” Gabe said, the defense pathetic. “I love her…”

“Love?” Frank roared. The word exploded in the quiet living room. “You don’t love her! You corrupted her! You got her pregnant! You ruined her life!” His face was contorted, his breath coming in heavy gusts. “You ruined my family. You’ve brought shame into my house. Into your house.”

Gabe saw the punch coming. He saw Frank’s arm swing back, the motion telegraphing the blow. He didn’t duck. He didn’t try to block it. He stood there, accepting it.

Frank’s fist connected with Gabe’s face. A solid, meaty impact on his left cheekbone, just below the eye. The pain was immediate, bright and sharp. Gabe’s head snapped back. He stumbled, his balance lost. He fell against the wall.

Frank didn’t follow up. He stood there, his fist still clenched, breathing heavily. “That’s for my daughter,” he said, his voice trembling with spent rage. “If you come near her again, if you try to contact her, I will make sure you never practice medicine again. I will ruin you. I will make your life a hell.”

He turned. He walked out of the house, leaving the door open.

Gabe slumped against the wall. The pain in his face was spreading, a throbbing ache that radiated through his skull. He touched his cheek. It was already swelling, hot under his fingertips. He could feel the skin tightening, the bruise forming.

He walked, slowly, to the kitchen. He found an ice pack in the freezer, a blue gel pack Anita kept for the kids’ minor injuries. He wrapped it in a thin towel and pressed it to his face. The cold was a relief, a counterpoint to the burning shame.

He sat at the kitchen table, holding the ice pack to his eye. The house was silent again, but now the silence was different. It was violated. It was a space where violence had just occurred. It was a tomb.

He thought of Beverly. Was she home? Had her father confronted her? Had he yelled at her, punished her? Was she scared? Was she hurt?

He wanted to go to her. He wanted to run to her house, knock on her door, hold her. But Frank’s threat echoed in his mind. If you come near her again…

He couldn’t. He was trapped. Trapped in his empty house, trapped by his own actions, trapped by the fury of the people he’d betrayed.

He sat there for hours. The ice pack lost its coldness. The swelling persisted. The darkness outside deepened into full night. He didn’t eat. He didn’t move. He just sat, holding the pack, staring at the wall.

The clock ticked past eleven. Midnight approached.

The knock came again.

It was softer this time. A tentative, quiet tap on the front door.

Gabe’s body went rigid. He lowered the ice pack. His eye was swollen, half-closed.

He stood, walked to the door. He didn’t look through the window this time. He just opened it.

Beverly stood on the porch. She was wearing a simple hoodie and jeans, her dark curls pulled back in a messy ponytail. Her face was pale, her eyes wide with worry. She looked at his face, at the swelling, the bruise already purpling around his eye.

“Gabe,” she whispered.

He didn’t speak. He just stepped back, allowing her inside. She entered, closing the door softly behind her. She stood in the hallway, looking at him, her gaze scanning his injury, then the emptiness of the house.

“Your dad told you?” Gabe asked, his voice rough.

“Yes,” she said. “He came home… furious. He yelled. He said Anita came by, told him everything.” She swallowed. “He said he hit you.”

Gabe nodded, a slight motion that hurt his neck. “He did.”

Beverly’s eyes filled with tears. Not for herself, but for him. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. For… for everything. For ruining your life.”

The apology, from her, was a shock. He looked at her, at her young face, her pregnant body hidden under the hoodie. She was apologizing to him. She was carrying his child, bearing the weight of his choices, and she was apologizing.

“It’s not your fault,” he said, the words coming out with a sudden, clear conviction. “It’s mine. I did this. I made the choices.”

She shook her head, a tear slipping down her cheek. “I pushed you. I demanded… I wanted you to choose me.”

“I did choose you,” he said. He stepped closer to her, ignoring the pain in his face. “I chose you in the clinic. I chose you every time. I just… I couldn’t say it to her. I couldn’t do it.”

“But she found out,” Beverly said softly. “It’s out now. It’s all out.”

“Yes,” Gabe said. He felt a strange, unexpected sensation rising in him. Not relief, but a sort of grim liberation. The secret was gone. The lying was over. The hiding was finished. The damage was done, but the pressure of the secret was released. “It’s out.”

He looked at her, at her tear-streaked face, at the fear and the sorrow in her eyes. And he saw something else. A resilience. A strength. She had come here, after her father’s fury, after the collapse of his family, to see him. To apologize. To be with him.

The magnetic pull he’d felt for months, the obsessive desire, shifted. It warmed into something else. Something like gratitude. Something like awe.

“Beverly,” he said, his voice firming. “I don’t have a life to ruin anymore. It’s already ruined. But I have you. I have our daughter.” He reached out, his hand taking hers. Her fingers were cold, but they curled around his, holding tight. “I meant what I said. I want to be with you. I want to build a life with you.”

She looked at him, her brown eyes searching his face, his swollen eye, his sincerity. “How? Your wife… your kids…”

“I’ll fix it,” he said, though he had no idea how. “I’ll talk to Anita. I’ll arrange things. I’ll make sure Ashton and Emma are okay. But I’m not going back to her. That’s over. It’s over tonight.”

She nodded slowly, a glimmer of hope returning to her eyes. “You mean it?”

“I mean it,” he said. And for the first time, he felt the truth of it. The decision was made, not by his words, but by the circumstances. The path was clear, even if it was broken and painful. “I’m going to divorce Anita. And when it’s final…” He paused, the next words forming in his mind, a wild, impulsive, yet utterly certain thought. “I want you to marry me.”

Beverly’s breath caught. Her eyes widened, the tears still glistening. “Marry you?”

“Yes,” Gabe said. The idea felt right. It felt like the only possible anchor in the storm. “I want you to be my wife. I want us to be a family. With our daughter. With… maybe, someday, with Ashton and Emma.” It was a fantasy, a hopeful sketch of a future, but he clung to it. “Will you? Will you marry me?”

She stared at him. The silence stretched, filled with the weight of the question, with the wreckage around them, with the promise of a new, fragile beginning.

Then, a smile touched her lips. A small, tremulous, but real smile. “Yes,” she whispered.

10 - SIX MONTHS LATER

The apartment was quiet. A soft, living quiet. Not the hollow silence of his old house after Anita and the kids had driven away, but a quiet filled with presence. With life. It was the quiet of a space that was slowly being molded into a home, the quiet of a sleeping infant, the quiet of a shared, fragile peace.

Gabe stood at the threshold of the nursery, watching Beverly’s back as she leaned over the crib. Her movements were gentle, deliberate. She smoothed the blanket, tucked it around the small, sleeping form. She adjusted the soft white elephant plushie, its ears flopping over the edge. She stayed there for a moment, her hand resting lightly on the crib rail, her gaze fixed on the baby.

Daisy.

It had been six months since the world had shattered and reassembled into this new, improbable shape. Six months of legal battles, of tense phone calls with Anita’s lawyer, of weekend visits with Ashton and Emma that left him aching and hollow. Six months of Frank’s glacial silence, of neighbors’ speculative glances, of moving boxes and unpacking in this new apartment across town. Then, the sleepless nights with a newborn, of formula and diapers and the miraculous, terrifying weight of a tiny life in his arms.

Beverly straightened, turning away from the crib. She moved with a new grace, a maternal confidence that had settled into her bones. Her body had changed, softened, filled out in the wake of pregnancy and birth. Her breasts, fuller now, swayed gently beneath the thin cotton of her sundress. The curve of her hips was more pronounced, a lush arc beneath the skirt. Her olive skin seemed warmer, glowing with a quiet vitality. She was nineteen, a mother, his fiancée.

She walked out of the nursery, closing the door with a soft click. She turned toward him, and her eyes met his. Those vivid brown eyes, once so wide with teenage uncertainty, now held a depth of knowing, of a shared journey through chaos. A smile touched her lips, a private, tender thing.

He stepped toward her, crossing the short space of the hallway. He came up behind her, his hands settling on her hips. He could feel the warmth of her skin through the dress, the solidity of her body. He leaned down, his mouth finding the curve of her neck. He kissed her there, a slow, lingering press of his lips against her skin. He inhaled her scent—baby shampoo, her own clean sweat, the faint, sweet smell of her milk.

“She’s down,” Beverly murmured, her voice a low hum.

“I know,” Gabe whispered into her neck. His hands slid up her sides, tracing the contours of her waist, her ribs. He turned her gently, bringing her face toward him. He looked at her, at the faint tired lines around her eyes, at the fullness of her lips. “The past six months… they’ve been the hardest of my life.”

Her expression softened, a flicker of shared memory passing between them. The court dates. The angry phone calls from Frank. The strained, silent dinners with his children. The nights she’d cried, overwhelmed by the baby, by the isolation, by the weight of their choice.

“But it was all worth it,” he said, the words leaving him with a conviction that felt solid, absolute. “Every single second. Because I have you. I have her. I have this.”

Her eyes shimmered. She didn’t speak. Instead, she lifted her hands, framing his face. Her fingertips brushed the fading scar on his cheekbone, the ghost of Frank’s fist. Then she pulled him to her, her mouth meeting his.

The kiss wasn’t tentative. It wasn’t the frantic, stolen kiss of the laundry room, or the desperate, guilt-laden kiss of the clinic. This was a kiss of ownership, of certainty. Her lips opened under his, warm and yielding. He tasted her—the faint trace of her coffee, the deeper, intimate flavor of her mouth. His tongue slid against hers, a slow, deliberate exploration. Her breath sighed into him, a soft, surrendering sound.

He kissed her deeper, his hands moving to her back, pulling her flush against him. He could feel the swell of her breasts pressed against his chest, the soft mound of her belly against his abdomen. The dress was thin; he could feel the heat of her body radiating through it. His own body responded instantly, a sharp, visceral tightening low in his gut, a thickening ache beginning to stir.

He broke the kiss only to recapture her mouth again, angling his head to delve deeper. His fingers found the zipper at the back of her dress. He tugged it down, the sound a quiet rasp in the hallway. The fabric loosened, sagging around her shoulders. He slid his hands beneath it, his palms smoothing over the bare skin of her back. She was warm, so warm. Her skin was like sun-warmed silk under his touch.

She arched into his hands, a small, involuntary motion. Her own hands were busy, working at the buttons of his shirt. She pushed the fabric aside, her palms finding his chest. Her touch was electric, a direct current that fired along his nerves. He could feel the faint scratch of her nails, the soft pressure of her fingers mapping the muscles of his torso.

He pushed the dress from her shoulders. It slid down her arms, pooling at her elbows. She shrugged it off, letting it fall to the floor around her feet. She stood before him in a simple white bra and panties. The bra was plain, functional, not the lace-trimmed fantasy of their first encounter. But seeing her in it, seeing the full curves of her breasts constrained by the cotton, the gentle swell of her belly above the waistband of her panties, was more potent than any lingerie. This was real. This was her. The mother of his child. His woman.

His gaze traveled over her, a slow, hungry survey. The olive tone of her skin, darkened slightly along her inner thighs, her nipples. The dark curls of her hair, tumbling over her shoulders. The elegant line of her neck. He reached out, his thumb tracing the strap of her bra, then dipping beneath it to find the swell of her breast. He cupped it, his palm fitting against the generous weight. He could feel the slight, firm fullness of her milk beneath the skin.

“Gabe,” she breathed, her voice thick.

He didn’t answer with words. He answered with action. His fingers hooked into the front clasp of her bra. He released it. The garment loosened, then fell open. He peeled it away, letting it join the dress on the floor.

Her breasts were bare. They were fuller than he remembered, heavier, the nipples a deeper brown, slightly larger. They were beautiful, ripe, real. He looked at them, his breath catching not in a hitch, but in a deep, reverent intake. He leaned forward, his mouth finding one nipple. He didn’t just kiss it. He drew it into his mouth, his lips sealing around the peak. He suckled, gently at first, then with a firm, pulling pressure.

A soft, shuddering gasp escaped her. Her hands clutched at his shoulders. He tasted her skin, the unique, musky-sweet flavor of her. He could feel the subtle change in texture, the readiness of her body. He suckled again, his tongue circling the nipple, then he released it with a soft pop. He moved to the other breast, his mouth claiming it with the same devoted attention. He laved it with his tongue, then drew the nipple deep, suckling with a rhythm that was not just sexual, but primal, connected.

Her breathing became uneven, shallow pants that warmed his cheek. Her hips shifted, a restless sway against him. He could feel the heat building in her, radiating from her core. He released her breast, his mouth wet from her skin. He looked up at her face. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted, her expression a mask of focused pleasure.

He knelt before her.

His hands went to her hips, his thumbs hooking into the waistband of her panties. He pulled them down, slowly, revealing the smooth curve of her belly, the darker line of skin below her navel, then the join of her thighs. The panties slid down her legs, over her knees, past her ankles. He removed them, tossing them aside.

She stood naked before him in the hallway. The afternoon light from the living room window painted her in soft gold. Her body was a landscape of gentle slopes and ripe curves. The evidence of her pregnancy still lingered in the soft fullness of her belly, the widened hips. It was a body that had created life, that nourished life. It was a body he worshiped.

He leaned forward, his face nuzzling into the space between her thighs. He inhaled her scent here, deeper, muskier, uniquely her. His hands slid up the inside of her legs, his palms smoothing over the soft skin of her inner thighs. He urged her legs apart, gently, with a firm pressure.

She complied, her stance widening. He could see her now, fully. The dark curls between her legs, the soft, parted lips beneath. He could see the faint glisten of moisture already gathering there.

He didn’t wait. He didn’ tease. He moved his mouth to her, his lips finding her center. He kissed her there, a direct, open-mouthed press against her flesh. Her body jerked, a small, surprised convulsion. A moan, low and throaty, vibrated from her chest.

He began to eat her pussy.

His tongue found her opening, delving inside. He tasted her—the tangy, intimate flavor of her arousal. He licked upward, tracing the path to her clit. He found the small, firm peak, and he circled it with the tip of his tongue. A slow, deliberate orbit.

Her hands fell to his head, her fingers threading through his hair. She didn’t push, she held, her grip tightening as his tongue worked. Her breathing fractured into ragged pulls of air. Her thighs trembled against his cheeks.

He increased the pressure, his tongue flattening against her clit, rubbing it with a firm, persistent stroke. He alternated—licking deep into her core, then returning to focus on the sensitive nerve bundle. He could feel her body responding, tightening, coiling. Her hips began to move, a subtle rocking against his mouth. She was seeking more, guiding him with the motion of her body.

He gave her more. He sucked gently at her clit, drawing the flesh into his mouth, applying a soft, rhythmic pressure. One of his hands left her thigh, his fingers finding her entrance. He slid two fingers inside her, slowly, deeply. She was warm, wet, tightly welcoming. He curled his fingers upward, seeking the internal swell of her front wall. He pressed there, a firm, knowing pressure.

Her moan broke, becoming a sharp, gasped cry. Her body arched, her back bending. “Gabe… there…” she panted.

He worked his fingers in tandem with his mouth. He pumped them slowly inside her, while his tongue and lips continued their devoted attention to her clit. The dual stimulation, internal and external, was a potent recipe. He could feel her tightening around his fingers, her inner muscles clenching in rhythmic pulses. Her scent filled his nose, her taste filled his mouth. He was lost in her, consumed by the act of giving her pleasure.

Her climax built, not as a sudden explosion, but as a rising tide. Her breathing became frantic, shallow gasps. Her thighs shook against his head. Her fingers pulled at his hair, not to guide, but to anchor herself. A series of short, sharp cries escaped her, each one higher in pitch, more strained.

Then it broke. A long, shuddering moan tore from her throat. Her body convulsed, a series of rapid, involuntary contractions that gripped his fingers and shook her entire frame. Her legs tightened around his head, her hips lifting, pressing hard against his mouth. He kept his tongue on her, licking, sucking, drawing out the waves of sensation until they subsided into gentle, aftershock tremors.

She slumped, her body relaxing. Her hands loosened in his hair. Her breathing slowed, becoming deep, exhausted sighs.

He rose from his knees. His own arousal was a hard, demanding presence now, straining against his trousers. He looked at her face. Her eyes were half-closed, her lips swollen from her own biting. She looked blissful, spent, utterly open.

He took her hand. “Bedroom,” he said, his voice rough with desire.

She nodded, a drowsy, compliant motion. He led her, walking backward, pulling her by the hand. They moved through the living room, past the sofa still littered with baby toys, past the unpacked boxes stacked against the wall. They entered the master bedroom.

It was their room. The bed was large, a new purchase. The sheets were plain, cotton, practical. But it was their space. The walls were bare, waiting for pictures. But it was theirs.

He turned to face her. His hands went to his own clothes. He unbuttoned his shirt fully, pulling it off, letting it drop. He unbuckled his belt, the click of the mechanism loud in the quiet room. He unzipped his trousers, pushed them down along his legs, stepping out of them. He stood before her, naked.

His body was still fit, the muscles of his chest and abdomen defined from years of disciplined routine. His arousal was fully evident now, his cock standing thick and hard from his body. It was a familiar sight to her now, but her gaze still held a hungry appreciation. She looked at him, her eyes traveling from his face down his torso to his erection. A slow, sensual smile touched her lips.

“Come here,” he said, his voice a low command.

She stepped forward, into his arms. He kissed her again, a deep, claiming kiss that tasted of her own pleasure. His hands swept down her back, over the curve of her ass. He palmed her cheeks, feeling the solid, ripe flesh. He squeezed, then he guided her toward the bed.

He didn’t lay her down gently. He turned her, his hands on her shoulders, and then he tossed her onto the mattress. She fell onto the sheets with a soft gasp, her body bouncing slightly. She looked up at him, her eyes wide, a flicker of surprise and excitement in them.

He followed her onto the bed, crawling over her. He settled between her legs, his knees nudging hers apart. He looked down at her, at her naked body splayed across their bed. Her breasts were still flushed from his attention, her nipples dark and peaked. Her belly was a soft mound. Between her legs, she was glistening, open, ready.

He leaned down, his mouth returning to her breasts. He didn’t just kiss them this time. He suckled again, drawing deeply, tasting the subtle, sweet hint of her milk that had begun to seep to the surface. The sensation was different now, more potent, a direct connection to her motherhood, to the life they had created. He could feel the slight, firm fullness of her ducts under his tongue. He suckled one breast, then the other, alternating, drawing until her moans became continuous, a low, pleasured hum.

His own need was a pounding drumbeat in his blood. He shifted his body, aligning himself with her. He positioned his cock at her entrance, the tip pressing against her wet, welcoming flesh. He looked into her eyes. Her gaze was fixed on him, dark and bottomless.

“Tell me,” he whispered.

“I want you,” she breathed. “All of you.”

He pushed into her.

He entered her slowly, the initial penetration a smooth, deep glide. She was so wet, so ready, that there was no resistance, only a warm, gripping embrace. He sank into her, filling her, until he was fully seated inside. The feeling was profound, a completeness that stole his breath. She was tight around him, her inner muscles adjusting, clasping him.

He held there for a moment, buried deep, feeling the pulse of her body around his. Then he began to move.

He withdrew, almost completely, then thrust back in. A slow, deep stroke. He set a rhythm, not frantic, but deliberate, powerful. Each thrust was a full, penetrating drive that pushed her body up the bed, that shook the mattress. Each withdrawal was a slow, dragging pull that made her gasp.

Her hands found his shoulders, her fingers digging into his skin. Her legs came up, wrapping around his waist, locking him to her. The position changed the angle, allowing him to penetrate even deeper. He felt the head of his cock pressing against the deepest part of her, a firm, internal contact that made her cry out.

“Gabe,” she moaned, the name a plea, a celebration.

He increased his pace. The slow, deep strokes became harder, faster. The bed began to rock with their motion, the frame creaking softly. The sound of their joining, the wet, rhythmic slap of skin, filled the room. Her moans became louder, less controlled, a raw soundtrack to their coupling.

He fucked her like this for minutes, his body driving into hers with a force that was both possessive and worshipful. He watched her face contort with pleasure, her lips parting, her eyes closing then flying open. He felt her inner muscles begin to tighten again, the rhythmic clenching signaling another approaching peak.

He shifted. He pulled out of her, his cock sliding free with a wet sound. She gasped, her eyes opening, questioning.

“Turn over,” he said, his voice gruff.

She understood. She moved, rolling onto her hands and knees. She positioned herself in the center of the bed, her back to him. The view was exquisite. The curve of her spine, the swell of her ass, the dark cleft between her legs, still glistening from their earlier joining. He knelt behind her, his hands settling on her hips.

He guided himself to her entrance again. He pushed inside, this time from behind. The angle was different, sharper. He felt himself penetrating her with a new intensity, a direct, deep thrust that made her arch her back, her head dropping forward.

He took her from behind.

His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he began to piston into her. His thrusts were shorter, harder, more focused. Each drive was a sharp, impactful penetration that jolted her body forward. He could see the muscles of her back flexing, the shift of her shoulders. He could hear her moans, muffled now as she pressed her face into the sheets.

One of his hands left her hip, sliding up her back, then around to her front. He found her breast, cupping it, squeezing it. His thumb brushed her nipple, teasing it as he fucked her. The dual sensation—the deep, pounding penetration and the play on her breast—seemed to overwhelm her. Her moans became fragmented, broken cries.

He increased his speed, his thrusts becoming a rapid, relentless rhythm. The bed shook under them. The sound of their bodies meeting was a continuous, wet slap. His own breath was ragged now, his muscles burning with the effort, but the pleasure was a white-hot fire in his core, building, coiling, demanding release.

She was nearing her climax again. Her inner muscles were gripping him in tight, rapid pulses. Her body was trembling, her knees buckling slightly. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, driving him deeper.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she choked out, her voice strained.

“Cum,” he commanded, his own voice thick with need. “Cum for me.”

His words seemed to trigger it. Her body seized, a violent, shaking contraction that locked around his cock. A scream, sharp and uninhibited, tore from her throat. She climaxed, her inner muscles convulsing around him in a rapid, milking rhythm. The sensation was incredible, a tight, pulsating embrace that pushed his own pleasure to the brink.

He kept thrusting, driving into her through her climax, drawing out her pleasure. Then his own need overwhelmed him. The coil in his gut snapped. The heat exploded upward, a surge of sensation that focused entirely on his cock, on the intense friction of her body around him.

“I’m gonna cum,” he gasped, the warning ripped from him.

Her head turned slightly, her cheek pressed to the sheet. Her eyes found him, dark and glazed. “Give it to me. All of it,” she whispered, the words a hoarse, eager command.

He obeyed. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself as far as he could go. And he let go. His release was a torrent, a hot, rushing flood that poured from him into her. He felt it spill deep inside her. He groaned, a long, raw sound that echoed hers. His body shuddered, his hips pumping a few last, involuntary strokes as the last pulses of his climax emptied into her.

He stayed there, lodged deep, for a long moment. His body was trembling, sweat cooling on his skin. Her body was slack beneath him, still trembling with the aftershocks of her own pleasure.

Slowly, carefully, he withdrew. He collapsed onto the bed beside her, his body heavy, exhausted. She rolled onto her side, facing him. Her face was flushed, her hair tangled, her lips swollen. She looked utterly spent, utterly beautiful.

He reached for her, pulling her into his arms. She nestled against him, her head on his chest, her body fitting against his. The room was quiet again, but now the quiet was filled with the soft sounds of their breathing, the rustle of sheets, the distant, faint sound of Daisy’s sleeping breaths through the wall.

He kissed her forehead, a slow, tender press. His hand smoothed over her hair, her back. He held her, feeling the warm, solid reality of her in his arms.

“I love you,” he murmured into her skin.

She didn’t speak. She just tightened her arms around him, her answer in the pressure of her embrace.

He lay there, in the quiet of their bedroom, in the aftermath of their joining. The past six months—the pain, the loss, the struggle—felt like a distant storm. This, here, was the calm. This was the harbor.

And in a few weeks, she would be his wife. Officially. Legally. His.

The thought filled him with a fierce, possessive joy. He couldn’ wait.
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