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To,



The reader that requested this book.  I dedicate this to every reader who has read my book(s).  For the ones who have reached out to me.  Thank you all.  I hope you enjoy James and Isabella.  I kept you all in mind for this one.



With All My Love,



LoveBite Shorts xXx
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Chapter 1




Isabella






I

 sit slumped on the bathroom floor in defeat.  I look at the six pregnancy tests spread out in front of me.  They all show the same thing.  The man-whores sperm fertilised my egg somehow through a condom.  My sister is going to kill me.  She sacrificed years of her life so I could get an education.


I feel the tears roll down my cheeks.  Closing my eyes for a moment, I picture the disappointment that will be on her face.  I’m only twenty years old and halfway through my course.  It’s been two months since the wedding.  How stupid could I have been?  Falling for all of James Bancroft’s flirting at the rehearsal dinner and the wedding day, he was relentless.



I close my eyes and recall the events of that night.




“Isabella, you look stunning today.”





I look away from my sister, who is dancing with her new husband.  James is standing beside me, holding his champagne.





“Thank you.  You look handsome yourself.”





Torian’s best friend.  He is so handsome, looking like a cover model.  He loves himself a tad too much for my liking.  At last night's dinner and today, he has been all over me with his non-stop flirting.





“Why don’t we find a private spot somewhere and we can get to know one another better?”





“No, thank you.  I want to spend time with my sister.  I don’t get to see her as much as I would like.”





“Are you scared?  I don’t bite unless you ask me nicely.”





He smirks at me.





I snort.





“If I want to be bitten, I will go to the zoo and stick my hand in a cage.  It would be safer than being bitten by you.  Who knows what I could catch from you?”





He places his hand over his chest.





“That hurts.”





I look away from him and watch my sister.  She looks so happy as she gazes up at Torian.  She is due in five months, but she is glowing.  Torian has her body close to his with his arms wrapped around her.





I sigh.  I’ve met no couple who are as in love as those two.  Mum would have been so happy.  Both of us have had our reservations with men because of how poorly our mother had been treated.  Her health suffered, and she died before her time.  I know Riah kept things from me to protect me, but I could see how much anguish our mum had been in.





“Come on darling, best man, maid of honour.  It’s almost a prerequisite that we fuck tonight.”





“James...”





“No.  Just five minutes.”





He pulls my arm and takes me upstairs above the events hall.  There are so many doors along the corridor.  He pulls open a double door, and it’s empty.





“Please Isabella, ever since I’ve seen you all I wanted to do was kiss these tantalising lips of yours.”





I try to push him back, but he grips my arms and dips down to kiss my lips.  He grips my jaw, forcing my mouth open as he pushes his tongue into my mouth.  The scent of his aftershave and his persistent mouth making me moan into his mouth.





He walks me backwards till I hit a wall.  He lifts his head from my lips.





“I knew you were going to be like this.  Sweet, sexy and delicious.  I want to feel your wet pussy.”





I pant after our kiss.





“James, we shouldn’t...”





“Don’t think just feel, Isabella.”





He unzips the back of my dress before I can stop him.  Leaving me in my matching coral bra and panty set.  He pushes my panties to one side and sticks his fingers inside me, groaning.





“Soaking wet, Isabella.”





Pulling his fingers out.  He undoes his belt, tugging his zipper down as he pulls out his cock.  He quickly unwraps a condom before rolling it down on his long, hard cock.





He is a lot bigger than my ex-boyfriend.





He lifts me up by my ass.





“Wrap your arms and legs around me.  I’m going to fuck you through this wall.”





I don’t hesitate.  It’s been months since I broke up with Michael.  James is at least thirty-one or thirty-two.  Being experienced, maybe he is good as he makes himself out to be.





I feel my back hit the wall as I wrap myself around him like he asked.  He doesn’t hesitate.  He pushes the head of his cock inside me.  I gasp at the stretch as he pushes more inside of me.





“God, you’re so fucking tight.  Let’s see what I can do about that.”





He pushes my bra down and sucks on my nipple as he slams the rest of his cock inside of me.





I scream out in pain and pleasure as the stretch feels like a burning sensation.





He doesn’t stop; he keeps rutting into me.  I can smell the alcohol on his breath.





“I need to cum inside this tight little cunt of yours.  I need to get you out of my system for once and for all.”





I freeze.





“What?”





He doesn’t reply.  He continues to fuck into me again and again.  His hands biting into my ass.





He brings his mouth to my shoulder as he bites into it and jerks into me as he orgasms; he moans against by shoulder.  His breath is laboured.





“Fuck, I really needed that.”





What a selfish prick.





He abruptly drops his hands from my ass as I catch myself before I fall.





I feel sick.  I’ve only had one boyfriend, and he never made me feel as shitty as what James just did.  Nope, I don’t think I’m a one-night-stand girl.





He is already walking to a waste bin and tossing the used condom.  I quickly put my dress on, wanting to forget this ever happened.





He walks over to me with a more serious look on his face.





“Look, this was just a one-off.    I don’t do relationships.  So don’t get clingy.  We are from different social circles, anyway.  It’s unlikely I will see you again.  You don’t live in the city and I usually meet Torian at the gym or pub.”





He laughs, mumbling.  “Like I would give up my fuck buddies.”





I’m gobsmacked.  Is this the same man who flirted nonstop with me for two days?  I knew this was a one-and-done deal from the way he approached me tonight.  I just never expected him to be such an asshole about it all.





Before I can reply, he continues.





“I need another drink.  There is a bathroom across the hall if you use that to clean yourself up and come down separately.  I don’t want Torian on my ass. Thanks.”





He turns around and walks out of the room, leaving the door wide open.





I walk to the bathroom in a daze.  Looking in the mirror, I fix my hair and adjust my dress neckline.  Looking at my shoulder, I can see the bastard’s bite mark.  I cover it up with strands of my hair.  I have never felt so used or ashamed in my entire life.





James was so jovial and seemed harmless.  How could I have misjudged someone’s character so much?  Then again, I had never seen him drunk.





When I get back to the reception hall, Riah is looking for me.





“Where have you been?  We are leaving.”





“Already?”





“Torian says he has had enough.  I’m tired because this baby is literally sucking the life out of me.  Do you want to stay or shall I drop you off at my apartment?”





I look over at James, who is with a group of people who are all laughing like hyenas. They all look more from his social circle.  Not a poor student.





“Umm.  Yeah, that’s a great idea.”





I look back at Riah.  She is frowning at me.





“Are you okay?”





I give her a bright smile.





“I’m fine, Riah.  Stop worrying.”








I will never tell her what happened here tonight.  I need to leave and have a shower.  Feeling so stupid that I had liked James.  He was attractive, funny, and the chemistry had been off the charts.  I don’t think I will ever be able to trust my judgement again.  I hope never to see James Bancroft again


 
.






I snap out of it.  The same feeling of shame crawling over my skin like a million spiders.  The thought of having to see him now makes me want to vomit.  I think it’s best I try to avoid going to my sister’s until she has the babies.  There is no way I want to run into James.  I angrily wipe the tears from my eyes. 



My baby will be fine without him.



Chapter 2




James






“G

 ood Morning, Mr Bancroft.”


I smile at Tina.  Her tits overflow on the top of her red dress.  It’s an appreciated sight each time I come into the office.  She is one of the many fuck buddies I have all around the city.



“Good morning Tina.  Can you come and help me in my office for a moment?”



Her eyes light up.



As soon as she comes into my office, I push her up against the wall.  Lifting her up by her ass and forcing her dress up.  She wraps her arms and legs around me.



That’s when it hits me.  A glimpse of a forgotten memory that I thought was just some sort of fucked up dream I’d been having the last few days.  I have a sinking feeling.  I fucked the one girl Torian had asked me to stay away from.  I falter and drop Tina.



“What’s wrong?  Do you want me to suck your cock first?”



“Tina, I’m really sorry.  I need you to leave.”



I can see she is reluctant.  She slowly nods and leaves the room.



I take a deep breath.  This niggling feeling I have had since the wedding hadn’t sat right with me.  I sit in my chair and recline backwards.  Closing my eyes and trying to go back to the memory of holding Isabella up against a wall.  Like a flickering old movie reel, I remember portions of the time I had with her.



She looked divine with her tanned skin, her long dark hair flowing down her back, with flowers through her hair.  Those full pouting lips.  I had all that and messed I it up



I was so inebriated that day, happy and jealous of Torian.  I’ve never wanted to settle down.  I love being free to fuck whomever I want, whenever I want.  With Isabella, I knew she was at least a decade younger than me, but I had still wanted her.



I remember dragging her upstairs.  She kept protesting, but when I touched her pussy, she had been drenched.  I remember her tightness.  She enjoyed herself on my cock, but I don't remember her orgasming. I cringe.  Was I a one-minute wonder for her?



Wait.  I said something.





Oh fuck

 .



Her face.



I said something terrible.



Then I walked away?



Why did I get so pissed at Torian’s wedding?  I pull out my phone ready to call Torian.  No.  He will be suspicious and if he finds out; he is going to murder me.



I feel a ball of tension in the pit of my stomach.  It’s been two months since the wedding.  I look up her social media.  Going back to the date of the wedding.  She has a picture of Riah and Torian up.  The following day, she wrote a post.



“When you know your worth, no one can make you feel worthless.”



My heart sinks as I scroll through all of her posts to date.



The phone on my desk rings.  I use the intercom.



“Tina, cancel everything today.  Something has come up.”



It’s been three days since I tried calling her.  She hasn’t responded to my voicemails, my messages, or any of the private messages on her Facebook or Instagram.  I even created a TikTok account to message her.



All my messages were the same.  I’m sorry.  At the wedding I was drunk. I don’t fully remember what happened.  Please, can we talk?



So today I’m sitting at her University campus waiting for her to come out of her dorm building to get her to talk to me.



She doesn’t show for three hours.  When she comes out, she is wearing dark blue denim jeans and a baby blue knit jumper.  She is still stunning in every way.  I look at her tits; they look even bigger now.







Right, stop looking at her tits


 
.






I need to make things right with her.



Chapter 3




Isabella






I

 laugh at Keira.  “No way the professor just walked out?”


“Yes, he...”



I look at her to see why she stopped talking.  I can see why now.



James Bancroft is standing there in the flesh, and Keira is looking up at him with bulging eyes.



“Isabella, can we speak, please?”



“Sorry, James.  We don’t run in the same circles.  I don’t want my peasant status to rub off on you.”



He looks at me in horror.



“I said that to you?!”



Keira is watching us both with wide eyes.



“You need to leave, James.  You shouldn’t have come here.  Take the hint when I blocked you from my phone and social media.  It meant I have no desire to communicate with a person like yourself.”



I see him wince at my caustic tone of voice.



Thank goodness I’m wearing a baggy jumper today I only have a slight bump but it’s still noticeable.



“Please, Isabella.  Just five minutes.  That’s all I’m asking for.”



I look at Keira who is looking at me with a ‘what the fuck is going on and you’re dead to me for not telling me this’ look.



“Babe, I will get you in the library.”



She looks at James with narrow eyes.



“I’m going to get campus security in five minutes, fucker.”



I smother my laughter, Keira is the most loyal and protective friend I have ever had.  We hit it off straight away when we met.



She gives me a quick hug.



“Will you be okay with this wanker?”



“Yeah, five minutes.”



She nods and walks towards the library.



I look up at James.  Trust him to come to a campus in a full suit and tie. 



His cheeks are flushed and his perfect hair looks dishevelled.



“Please, Isabella.  Can you tell me what happened?  I see tiny snippets of it.  By the end of the reception, I was so drunk my friends had to practically carry me home.”



“Short version is, we went upstairs you fucked me for two seconds and told me how you like your fuck buddies, you don’t want me to get clingy, you don’t do relationships and you doubted we would see one another as we don’t run in the same circles.  You left saying to clean myself up and come down separately as you didn’t want Torian on your ass.”



His face loses all of its colour now.  He looks at me horrified.



“I-I’m so sorry Isabella.  I don’t recall saying those things to you.”



He closes his eyes for a moment.



“I’m sorry, I never would want to make you feel like that.”



“Well, James some part of you did.  I do not know why but I’m over it.  Please stop harassing me now.  Move on.”



I turn towards the library.



He grabs my arm.



“What can I do to make it up to you?  Please.”



I partially turn my head towards him.



“I want to forget I ever knew your name, James.  You’re a wolf in sheep’s clothing. I don’t associate with vile humans who treat others like shit as if it’s their God-given right.  So if you want to make it up to me.  Leave me the fuck alone.”



I yank my arm from his grip and walk to the library.  I don’t look back at him.



I let out a deep sigh.  I don’t need to speak to him till I have the baby.  First, I need to face Keira’s interrogation.



Keira waits for me at the library doors.  When she sees me coming she walks over to me.



“You okay?”



“Yeah.  He was a hookup at my sister’s wedding.  The best man.  He wasn’t very nice afterwards.  He doesn’t know this but I’m pregnant.”



“What?!  What the fuck, Isabella?  Why didn’t you tell me?”



“I only found out a few days ago.”



“Oh fuck.  Does Riah know?”



“She knows something is wrong but I’ve just told her it’s the stress of the exams coming up.”



“When are you going to tell her?”



“When she has arms full of a baby and she can’t beat me up.”



“She will really be that furious with you?”



“Why do you think I am waiting till she has the baby?” 



“Hmm, good point.  Are you going to tell him you’re pregnant?”



“If I can get away with it, he won’t know till after I have had the baby.”



“I can’t believe this.  You go from ex-drama to hookup baby drama.”



“I know right and here you are having shagged half the campus baby free,”  I say with a snicker.



“No glove, no love.”



“Yeah, he suited up, but I still got pregnant.”



“Come on, let’s get a drink decaf for you.  We can go to the library afterwards.”



She takes my arm and squeezes it.




At least I’ve told one person now. 








It’s a start


 
.








Chapter 4




James






I

 watch her go in the direction her friend left in.  Making my way back to my car in a daze.  I realise how jaded I have become.  Torian had been right.  He called me a reprobate.  Turns out I’m far worse.  I pull out my phone and message all the women I have on standby with the same message.  An apology and confirming it’s over.  I can’t let go of the guilt I feel about how I treated Isabella.  She wasn’t wrong about anything she said.  My behaviour had been vile.


I need to come clean with Torian next.  I message him if we can meet up tonight.




∞∞∞




I sit in Mulligans, waiting for Torian.  I purposely chose this pub as opposed to an upmarket one, not knowing how Torian will take what I have to say to him.  If he decides to punch my lights out, it will be less likely for either of us to be arrested in here.



It isn’t long till he comes in.



Fucker is glowing in happiness.



His smile dims slightly when he sits opposite me.



“Hey, you okay?  You look like you’re going to puke everywhere.  Is that why you’re drinking water?  Wow, it must be bad,”  he teases.



“I just want to say I’m sorry, Torian.”



His eyes narrow on me.



“James, what the fuck did you do?”  he growls.



“At your wedding.  I hooked up with Isabella upstairs.  Afterwards, I was not very nice.”  I say, wincing at hearing the words out loud.



“No. Tell me you didn’t?  James, I’ve known you since, well, forever.  What in the fuck possessed you to do this?  But to do this to a sweet fucking kid?!”



“It was the wedding you were so happy with, Riah.  Isabella looked so gorgeous I couldn’t keep myself from being drawn in.  So I drank and tried to avoid her.  I’m a beer guy, not champagne.  I was totally pissed.  Using this time, I have racked my brain trying to think why I would have been such a cunt to her afterwards and I think it’s because I knew deep down I panicked by what I had been feeling for her.  I didn’t even recall the whole interlude till a few days ago.”



“Riah is going to fucking murder you.  I’m going to help her hide the body, you fucking cunt.  Do you have any idea what those women have been through?  What their lives have been like?  Oh, you bastard.  Riah has been upset because Isabella won’t come to see us or let us go to visit her.  She keeps making excuses.  Do you know what that is about?”



I frown at him.



“No idea.  I drove down and waited outside her dorm building.  She looked okay.”



“I warned you, James.  If this all kicks off, I’m going to protect Isabella.”  He says, shaking his head in disgust at me.



I’ve never felt worse than at this point in my life.



My head goes down in shame.  I swallow hard as I feel pain in my chest.  I haven’t cried since I was a child, but I feel my eyes burning now.



“I’m going to do whatever it takes to make this right, Torian.  She told me the only way I can make it right is by leaving her alone.”



“Then that’s what you’re going to do, James.”



I glance up at him.



“No, I need to make this right with her, Torian.”



“It’s been over two months since the wedding.  That ship sailed a long time ago.  If I were you, I would look at getting some help with your drinking.  Do you want to prove you’re a better man?  Then be one,”  he says.



He sighs heavily.



“I’m always going to be your friend, James.  I will help you in any way I can.  Isabella is family and like a little sister to me.  I can’t let you harm her any more than you have done already.”



I nod dejectedly.



At least he didn’t sucker punch me.



“Fuck, Riah is going to kill the both of us.  You’re coming home and confessing.  I will not lose my pussy rights because your ass fucked up.”



That brings a tiny smile to my face.




∞∞∞




I leave Torian’s house.  It didn’t go as badly as expected; it went a lot worse.  I freaked out when Riah burst out into tears.  She threw a photo frame at me, but she had a horrid aim and it missed me by a mile.  That’s when Torian stepped in and told her she was going to hurt herself and the baby.  He pulled her into his lap, soothing her till she calmed enough to call me every single foul word she could at me.  I have to admit; she is very creative.



When Torian walked me to the front door, he looked around as if he expected the devil to appear and whispered.  “Don’t worry, that’s just the pregnancy hormones.”



“Shall I send a priest?”



He chuckled before he glanced behind him to see if his demon-possessed wife hadn’t crept up on him.



“Sort yourself out, James.  It’s a slippery slope.  We aren’t kids anymore.”



He slaps my back.



“Call me if you need me.”



I can’t find the words for a moment.



“Torian...I...”



“It’s okay.  I know.”



I give him a tight hug.  Grateful beyond belief that he is still like a brother to me.  He hugs me back.



“No drinking.  Detox, drink some aloe vera shit.”



I grin at him.



“I’m on it.  I swear.”



The next day, my soul feels lighter than it has for a long time.  I make an appointment with a therapist.  I send Isabella a dozen pink roses.  With a simple message.



‘I’m sorry. I was a bastard.’



I will make these deliveries daily.  She can’t block these.



I smile.



I will make amends in any way possible.  The worst part of it all?  I was so excited to be inside her; I remember finishing before her.  So not only did I humiliate her, I didn’t even get her off.



I cringe at that thought.  All those meaningless liaisons and when I was with the one person who should have mattered, I bungled it up.



I’ve spent so much time on Isabella’s very active social media it’s given me insight in how innocent she is.  The more I have read and looked at her photo’s the harder I feel myself fall for her.  She is eleven years younger than me, yet she is more mature and a far better person than me.  She was right to call me vile.  To her, I am.



I just need to be patient and wait for her. 





Chapter 5




Isabella






I

 t’s been a few weeks since James turned up at my door.  He is crazier than I thought.  He told Riah and Torian everything, and I can’t believe Riah tried to bash his head in.  She was on the phone with me as soon as he left.  She wasn’t angry with me, only concerned. 


I don’t want to see her disappointed in me, so I will see her when the babies are born.  We still talk every day and it kills me not to share this with her as she only has two months left.  It’s helpful as she tells me everything I should expect.



I’ve spoken to the registrar at the University about my situation and they have agreed I can continue with all my work online towards the end of my pregnancy and once I give birth.



As my body changes, I have grown to adore my tiny bump.  I’m amazed at how this tiny being is growing inside me.  After my initial shock wore off, I have irrevocably fallen in love with my little baby.  As each day goes past, that love only gets stronger.  I have cut out all the junk food.  I drank little, to begin with, reduced my working hours in the cafe and taken prenatal vitamins daily.



I pulled away from my thoughts as Keira runs into my room.  With a bunch of multicoloured roses this morning.



“What does it say this time?”



“Like I would open it before I begged you if I can!”



I chuckle at her.



“Go on.  I know you are dying, too.”



“Oh, if he wasn’t such a slut.  I would say forgive him.  He has been begging you for weeks now.  Is he still emailing you?”



“Yes.  Every day.”



“Have you ever responded to him?”



“No, I can’t.  I feel so guilty about not telling him about the baby yet, so I don’t respond.”



“Babe, you’re going to have to speak to him at some point.”



She looks around at where she can put the flowers and squeezes them in on top of my dresser.  My room, the living room and the kitchen have flowers everywhere.  We will need to take them into the local care home from next week.



She rips open the tiny envelope.



Keira reads the card but instead of reading out aloud.  She hands me the card.



I take the small card which has ‘I’m sorry’ and a love heart on the front of it. 



Why isn’t he just giving up?



I read the card.



‘I’m sorry.  I’m getting the help I need.  One day, I hope you will forgive me.’



I look up at Keira, who looks at me sympathetically.



“He is trying, honey.”



I let out a heartfelt sigh.



“Maybe it will make him a good father.  I want nothing to do with him other than co-parenting.”



“I get it.”



She leans down and kisses my cheek before giving my tummy a quick rub.



“When do we find out what we are having?”



I can’t help but laugh at her excitement.



“Not till another couple of months yet.”



“Boo.  Do you need anything?”



“No.  I’m good, thanks.  Even though I constantly feel sick, I’ve not been sick, so I’m just going to keep nibbling on my crackers and do some revision.”



“Okay, hon, message me if you need anything.”



Keira leaves, closing my door softly behind her.



I pick up the card and read it again.  It takes a lot for a man to admit they need help.  No matter what he says.  I don’t trust him.  I’m not sure if I ever will again.




∞∞∞




Another few weeks go by and it’s the Easter break.  I’m so glad to have this time off.  I’ve been feeling so tired between coursework and working in the cafe.  Riah said she will support me, but I just want to stop feeling like a burden to her.  I want her only to focus on my niece and nephew.  Riah is due in six weeks, sooner if they induce her.  So there is no hiding this from her for much longer.



I finish my shift at the cafe and walk back to our dorms.  My head is still thinking of all the things I will need to get before the baby comes.  I look up and see James standing by the doorway.



My bump has got bigger, so there is no mistaking that I’m pregnant now.  His gaze goes down to my stomach and his mouth falls open.




Shit.








This is not how I wanted to have this conversation


 
.








Chapter 6




James






H

 ere I am, stalking Isabella again, wanting to surprise her.  I know it’s been almost a month since I last came.  I have made so much progress with my therapy.  Work was flexible when I took a leave of absence for my well-being.  They agreed to six weeks.  I had wanted to see Isabella before it finishes in hope I can spend some more time with her.


I see her walking towards me.  She hasn’t noticed me yet.  She looks radiant, if not a little tired.  I smile at her as she looks up at me.  The look she gives me is not a good omen.  My eyes drop to her body and I freeze.  My mouth drops open.  Her little bump isn’t huge, but it’s clear she is very pregnant.



I look up at her face and read all I need to.







Guilt


 
.






“James…I just needed some time.  I was going to tell you.”



I feel a rush of so many emotions, anger, happiness and relief…?



“Is it mine?”



“James, please understa…”



“Is it my fucking baby you are carrying?”  I shout at her.



She flinches and looks away, wringing her hands.



“Yes,”  she whispers.



Fuck my therapist and fuck Torian.  I have been begging this woman for weeks, to no avail.



“You’re coming home with me.”



“James, don’t be absurd.  I can’t just leave my course or the University.”



I walk over to her and grip her wrist.



“I will arrange for you to continue from my home.  You will not be leaving my sight.”



I pull her along towards my car as she continues to try to twist her wrist out of my hold.  I open the passenger side door for her.  Crowding her between myself and the open car door so she has no choice but to move inside the car.



“Seatbelt.”



She looks up at me with her pleading dark brown eyes.



“Now!”  I snap at her sharply.



She puts her seatbelt on.  I rush to the driver's side and sit in, immediately engaging the door lock.  As I drive back to the city, I think of everything that needs to be done.  My home is a bachelor’s pad.  I need to make accommodations for her and now a baby. 







Fuck me, I’m going to become a father


 
.






“When is the baby due?”



“In five months’ time.  In September.”



“And when the fuck were you going to tell me, Isabella?”  I say, glancing at her angrily.



“I wasn’t sure, James.  You were a prick to me after you fucked me up a wall.  I was going to tell you I just didn’t know when the right time was.  I haven’t even told Riah yet.”



“Fucking, unacceptable.  You haven’t been looking after yourself.  You look run down.  You’re studying and obviously working.  Maybe you shouldn’t keep the baby if you can’t even look after yourself and the baby now.  What the fuck were you planning after you had the baby?  Were you going to put it up for adoption?  Get rid of it?  I should just fucking get my solicitors to ensure I keep the baby.”  I say, rambling on and unable to keep calm now.



“I get you are angry, James.  But don’t you ever fucking threaten to take my baby away from me.  I would do anything to keep my baby.  No, I would never give my child up.”  She retorts.



I say nothing.  I’m doing what Torian did.  He made Riah his with his underhanded tactics.  I will do the same.



“Fine.  I’m keeping you both.”



“What?  You can’t just keep me.  I’m a person.  In fact, this is kidnapping right now.”



“Thanks for letting me know.  I will make sure you are locked up in my house.  I might even tie you up till you have the baby.”



I can feel her looking at me.  I glance over at her.  Her jaw has dropped open and her eyes are wide in shock.



“All these weeks I have been begging you, sending you flowers, emailing you every day.  You didn’t respond once.  I have apologised and begged for forgiveness.  We do this my way now.  If you want to fight me over custody and leave.  That is fine.  I think the courts would look favourably towards me and my current position.”



“Sure if they are okay with a man-whore raising a child.”  She says grumbling.



“Actually, I am a reformed man-whore.”  I say, smiling.  “It doesn’t matter that’s my baby in there, too.  I had every right to know I was going to become a father.”



“I just didn’t think you would want anything to do with the baby.  That’s why I was waiting.  I would have told you either when I went to see Riah after she had the twins, or I would have told you after I had the baby.”



I don’t reply.  Simply because if I do, it will be an entire load of vitriol which will escalate matters.  I sit there and fume.




How fucking dare she hide the fact that she was carrying my baby?








She is about to find out what kind of man I am


 
.








Chapter 7




Isabella






W

 e sit in silence for the rest of the way into London.  I know he is upset but to threaten to take my baby from me.  It will not happen.  Riah wouldn’t let it happen, anyway.  Then again with solicitors, family courts and judgements being made.  I don’t look good on paper.  Pregnant, irresponsible twenty-year-old student.  James has a well-paid job and is established.  I try not to think about his threats.  I keep stroking my tummy, trying to soothe myself and the baby.


James pulls into a small alley and around the back of a building to park his car.



“Welcome home, Isabella.”  He says sarcastically.



He gets out of the car and opens my door.  I unbuckle my seatbelt and he tugs me out of the car and he pulls me towards the building door.



“Stop dragging me around.”



Completely ignoring me, he uses a card to swipe open the door.  He takes me to a lift using his card again.  He drags me inside while hitting the tenth floor button.  I’m already thinking ahead I can either get the card or find a fire exit and make it to Riah’s place.



“How long are you off for the Easter break?”



“Three weeks.”



“Good. Plenty of time to get yourself comfortable in your new home.”



“I’m not moving in with you, James.”



“You don’t have a choice, Isabella.  I told you I’m keeping you both.  I am going to arrange for all your lessons to be online.  You won’t miss out on your studying and you won’t be working yourself to death in a fucking shitty little cafe.” He says, his voice rising in anger.



I don’t reply to him.  We weren’t all born with silver spoons in our mouths.  Fucker probably never had to go without or know what poverty was.



The lift door pings open.  He continues to drag me by my wrist towards a door.  I look around.  There aren’t any other doors around.



He opens the door and pushes me inside before closing the door and locking it.



“There are cameras all over the building.  You need a card to use the lift.  Cameras cover the fire exits.  I have this entire floor.  So get comfortable.  You’re here to stay.”



I reach into my small crossover purse to pull my phone out to let Keira know what’s happened.



James snatches my phone out of my hands.



“What the fuck?  I need to let Keira know I’m okay.”



He looks at me suspiciously.



“No, I think I will do that.”



Tired of him being an asshole.  I ignore him and walk around him to walk out of the hallway.  It’s a massive apartment.  At least there should be plenty of space between us.  I make my way to the open plan living room.  Plopping myself down on the sofa.  I am feeling drained physically and emotionally.  I had a long shift at the cafe and I wasn’t expecting to be kidnapped by my insane baby daddy.



He goes off somewhere else.  I look around his pristine but boring living room to look for the TV remote.    I don’t see one anywhere and I’m too tired to look.  Laying down on the sofa, I close my eyes.  I was too wired to sleep on the journey here, but I just need a quick nap.  Baking another human is hard work.




∞∞∞




I wake up with a warm blanket over me.  I look around for the time.



“You slept for hours.”



I startle, not expecting him to be here with me.



I look over at where the voice is.  He is sitting at the bottom of the sofa near my feet.  I say nothing because he will just berate me for working in the cafe.



“Did you at least text Keira?  She will be worried.”



“Yes, I text her to say you have moved in with me and someone will be there to collect your things tomorrow.”



“You can’t do that, James.”



“I just did.  You do not leave my fucking sight.”



“How are you going to get to your office?”



“I’ve taken a leave of absence.  I’m extending it as I don’t work because I have to.  It’s the challenge that keeps me going back.  Just imagine every second of the day I will be here with you,” he says.



I look over at him and his blue eyes are practically twinkling.  He is loving this. I groan and fling my head back onto the pillow.



“I’ve ordered us food.  It should be here soon.  Let me show you the apartment.”



He gives me a tour of the apartment.  Even though it’s modern and soulless, it has 4 bedrooms, all with en-suites.  The master bedroom is massive.   He has a theatre room, a small gym, laundry room, a massive kitchen and a study.



“You’re going to be in my room.”



“No.  You have spare rooms.  I can take one of them.”



“I have missed four months of your pregnancy.  I will not miss anymore.  You will not be sleeping in any other room.”



Before I can say anything, the doorbell rings.  Leaving me in the living room while he goes to collect the food.  He brings the food into the living room before leaving again and getting plates, drinks and napkins.  I watch him as he pulls the remote out from behind the TV before switching it on.



“Are you allergic to anything?”



“No, and I’m not fussy.”



He piles an assortment of food high on my plate.  I watch him and wonder how much he thinks pregnant women need to eat.



“I can’t eat that much, James.”



“What? Why not?  You’re eating for two.”



“Yes, but my stomach can only take so much food.  I would end up throwing it all up if I forced myself to eat that much.”



He keeps that plate and makes me another one.



“Thank you.”



“You’re welcome.”



I demolish my food.  I was so hungry after my nap.



When I look up, James is staring at me.



“What?”



“I’ve never seen anyone eat so quickly.  Here have some more.  You should have taken this plate, to begin with.”



He puts more rice and vegetables on my plate with a piece of chicken.



“I must have been hungrier than I thought.”



I take the remote from the table to browse through the channels as he delicately eats his food.  In the mood for some action, I put the Avengers movie on.  I doubt I will go back to sleep anytime soon.



I dive straight back into my food.  It’s so good.  I wonder if the baby is having a growth spurt.  I never eat as much as this.



I frown.  I have an appointment in a week’s time.



“Are you okay?”



“Hmm? Oh, I have an appointment next week.  How am I going to get back to attend it when you have kidnapped me?”



He rolls his eyes at me.



“While you were snoring away, I organised everything.”



I smirk at him.



“Best you keep me in another room, then.  I wouldn’t want to disturb your beauty sleep.”



“I have earplugs.”



I ignore him and finish my second plate of food.  I slump back and rub my belly.  Looking over to see James isn’t even halfway through his plate.  He must eat like a delicate little bird. 



My eyes move back to the TV screen.  If I carry on watching James eat, I will fall asleep again with boredom.



It’s not long before I can feel his eyes on me again.



“What is it now?”  I ask, without moving my eyes from the TV.



“I want to see the baby.”



“Well, you need to wait five months.”



“I meant your stomach.”



I look over at him.  His eyes are on my stomach.



I lift my t-shirt up as edges closer to me on the sofa.  His hands cover my belly hesitantly.  Before he gently strokes the entire surface.  I never realised how large his hands were.



“That’s our baby in there.”  He says in awe.



I look at his face and he looks amazed at what we created.  I feel my heart soften before remembering this is how it all starts.  My father didn’t stay with myself and Riah.  Who’s to say James won’t return to his whoring ways?



I pull my t-shirt back down.



His head shoots up to my face as he narrows his eyes at me.  He slowly removes his hands from my stomach.



“I don’t know what’s going on in your head.  But you will understand one thing.  This is my child.  I will keep him or her with or without you.  The choice is yours.  I won’t have my child being raised away from me.”



I don’t say anything as my hands clench the bottom of my t-shirt.



He stands up and clears the food away, leaving the drinks on the table.  I watch him leave the living room.  He is wearing a tight fitting t-shirt and denims.  My eyes linger on his ass like a pervert.  It must be hormones.



I wish I could speak to Riah about this mess, but I don’t want to stress her out while she is pregnant.  I try to watch the movie but I’m feeling too anxious.  He is being serious about taking my child.  I grip my stomach a little tighter.



He walks back into the living room.  I keep my eyes on the movie even though I’m not paying attention to it.



“I want my phone back.”



“No.”



I get up and stomp to one of the spare bedrooms, hoping there is a lock on it.  Before I make it to the door, he comes and pulls me away from it by my wrist.



“Well, if you’re tired, you should have said.”  He pulls me along behind him as he takes me into the master bedroom.  Locking the door behind him and making a big show of taking the key out and putting it in his pocket.



When I get to the bathroom door, I slam it as hard as I can until I hear something rattle. I lock the door quickly before he invades this space.  I wash up using his toothbrush because, well, fuck him.  Using the toilet, I notice the large tub in the corner.  It looks so inviting.  Fuck it.  Might as well.  Once I’m finished, I wash my hands and promptly fill the tub up.  I find some bubble bath in a cupboard and strip off, hanging my clothes over the railing attached to the wall.  Tying my long hair up in a knot, I sink into the warm bubbly water.  Just like that, the tension eases out of my body.  I reach out for a towel and roll it up to put under my head.



Shit.  I would consider living with him just for this bathtub.



Maybe he could move out, and it could be just me and the bathtub.



I smile.  That sounds so damn good.



Not too long after I top up the bath with some more hot water, I hear something by the door before it opens.



“Seriously?  Give me some fucking privacy.”  I sink further into the water, but the bubbles have all but dispersed.



He doesn’t say anything, he just looks at me in the bath from top to bottom before he pulls his t-shirt off and unbuttons his jeans.



“What do you think you are doing?”



“I’m taking my clothes off.”  He says nonchalantly.



“Fine, I will get out.”



“You don’t move.”  He says as he pulls his jeans and boxers off.



Oh, yes.  I remember his big, underperforming cock from all those months ago. Quick draw McGraw.  Good to look at, shit to try.



“If this is going to be like your last show.  This should be the quickest bath in history.”



His cheeks flush and his nostrils flared.



“It was the amount of alcohol I had.”



“Sure it was, hon.”





Chapter 8




James






F

 ucking little minx.  I have a good mind to fuck her raw to prove it was the alcohol and it was my attraction to her as well.  I had been wanting inside her pussy so desperately.  As I walk to the bath, I glare at her.


“Move forward.”



She shifts forward, lifting the towel up from under her head.  I take it off her and sit down behind her.  Pushing the towel under my head and I pull her down so she lies on my chest.



“You know.  I can show you what a sober me could do for you.”



“No, thanks.  I’ve had better orgasms with my vibrator than my non-existing one with you.”



“No vibrators here, so when you’re horny, you will just have to come to me.”



She sticks both her hands up and wiggles her fingers.



“Oh, look, I have ten of these.”



“Isabella, you will not be masturbating without me.”



“How do you know I’ve not already flicked my bean?”



He pauses.



“I was listening outside the bathroom.”



“Okay.  That’s not creepy.”



“I was worried.”



“Okay.  Slightly less creepy.”



I smile and let myself relax in the warm water.  We both ignore my hard cock that’s up against her back.  I must have been a one-minute wonder judging by her comments.  It makes me even more determined to fuck her properly. She is my woman, carrying my baby.  I wrap my hands around her belly.



“Do you have any hereditary conditions that I should know about?”



“What?”



“The midwife asked me, but I didn’t know about any conditions you or your family might have.”



“No.  Not that I’m aware of.  What was going to happen at your next appointment?”



“Just a general health check and monitor the baby’s size and heartbeat.”



“We are going for that appointment next week.”



“What about my medical files with my doctor?”



“They will transfer them.”



“James, I don’t know why you’re doing this.  You didn’t want to be tied down.  You said it yourself you would not give up your fuck buddies.  Having a child or being in a relationship is hard.  So why are you doing this to me?  Why don’t you just let me go?  I was always going to co-parent with you.  If that is what you wanted.”



“I will not have my child shipped around.  He or she will not come from a broken home.  I no longer have any fuck buddies.  In all these weeks, I have been trying to right my wrongs.  You don’t have to say anything.  Actions speak louder than words.”



“I don’t trust you.”  She whispers it so quietly I almost miss it.



“I understand.  I’m just asking you to be open and give me one chance.”



She says nothing, and that’s okay, trust is earned.  I will not give her a choice.  She is going to be living with me.  It’s up to me to show her my sincerity in my words and actions.



I slide my hands upwards towards her wet breasts.  Not remembering that night clearly, but her breasts look bigger than I remember.  I cup her breasts.



I bring my head down to her ear.



“Are your breasts sensitive just now?”



“Yes.”



“Good,”  I say as I massage them gently, playing with her nipples, rubbing them and giving them gentle pinches until she rubs her ass up against my cock.



“Do you need me, Isabella?  Do you need my fingers or my hard cock?”



I slide my hand down her belly towards her pussy.  Her hand grips mine, stopping me from reaching the promised land.



“No. I-I haven’t shaved down there.  My tummy gets in the way.”



“Do you honestly think I give a fuck?”



I ignore her hand and push past her swollen belly, forcing her thighs open as I stroke her pussy.  I can feel her hair, but it’s not as bad as she made it out to be.  She will get a helping hand from me tomorrow. Right now, I owe her several orgasms.



“Open your legs wider for me, Isabella.  I believe I owe you.  I always pay my debts.”   My voice is thick with desire.



Her breath hitches before she opens her legs for me.  I kiss her softly along her shoulder.   Making my way up to her neck as I slide my fingers into her pussy.



Regret slams into me.  I wasted my chance with her.  My behaviour was deplorable.  What should have been a beautiful moment that created our child was my blundering, sorry drunken ass mismanaging a condom.



I kiss her along her neck before sucking her skin into my mouth as I fuck her with my fingers, wishing it was my cock inside her wet, tight cunt.  I nip her neck as I pinch her nipple.



Her breaths come in little bursts now as she moves her hips towards my fingers.



Letting go of her nipple.  I twist her head around as I bring my lips down to hers.  Gone are the thoughts of being gentle with her. I want to consume her.  My lips press down hard on her mouth as she opens up for me.  I feel satisfaction course through me.   Pushing my tongue inside her hot, wet mouth.  I taste her minty freshness.  She kisses me back, twisting towards me.  I keep plunging my fingers in and out of her pussy as she gushes over my fingers.  Her back tenses as she cries out into my mouth.  I can feel the tremors running through her as her pussy flutters around my fingers.



Her mouth is still open.  I lick her now swollen and pink lips as she tries to regain her breathing again.  Looking at her eyes, which look dazed but with a softness that was missing before.  She looks stunning after orgasm.  Mental note to myself: don’t be a selfish prick again.



“That’s number one,”  I say as I continue to stroke her pussy while I push my hard cock against her.



She blinks at me.  Before a slow smile spreads across her face which makes my heart beat faster.



We are out of the bath in a flash.  I dry her off, ignoring her protests.  I get to inspect her ripe body at my leisure.  Never did I realise that I might have a pregnancy fetish till now, or maybe it’s because she carries my seed inside of her. 







Fuck, that makes me harder than before


 
.






Leading her into the bedroom, I push her towards the bed. 



“Lie down for me.  Tonight is for you.”



Her hair is piled high on top of her head. She climbs up on the bed, giving me a magnificent view of her round, smooth ass.  The things I want to accomplish with that sweet ass.  I take a deep breath, one step at a time.



She lies in the middle of my bed.  I hesitate before I make my way beside her.  Taking her ripe body in.



“You look beautiful pregnant.  I should keep you locked up barefoot and pregnant every year.” I tell her, not giving her a chance to reply.



I push her legs apart and settle myself on top of her.  Kissing her cheek before bringing my lips down to hers.  Her hands come up to my face before she runs her fingers through my hair.  She pushes her tongue into my mouth. I immediately stroke her tongue along mine as my hands slide down her body. 



My hand caresses our baby the feelings of protectiveness surge through me. 







They are mine


 
.






I open my eyes to watch her kiss me. Her eyes are closed and she looks as consumed as I feel.  Her small fingers grip my hair tighter as my hand runs past her belly, down to her pussy.  She is still wet from her orgasm, and I need to taste her. 



I break my mouth away from her, licking her lower lip and biting it before releasing her.  I kiss my way down to her breasts.  Her nipples are hard peaks.  I swirl my tongue around it, lathering her and flicking it with my tongue before I make my way to the other one.



“James,”  she says, moaning out my name.



I move down, showering her swollen belly with kisses.  As I finally push two fingers into her wet pussy.  I push upward, rubbing her gently inside.



“Is this what you need, Isabella?”



“Yes.  I need more.”



“Play with your breasts.  I want to see you playing with those hard little nipples.”



Her hands grip each of her breasts as she massages them before pinching her nipples.  She pushes herself towards my fingers.  I pull them out, licking her sweetness from them before going directly to the source.



I push her thighs out wider and pull her legs over my shoulders.  I lick her pussy, uncaring of her hair.  Inhaling her scent from the bath, as well as her natural scent.  I push my tongue inside her wet pussy and fuck her with my tongue, bringing my thumb over her clit again I rub her harder.



Her moans turn to cries as I bring my mouth up and suck her clit in my mouth, pushing all three fingers inside of her.



She grips my hair as she rubs her cunt over my face.  As she orgasms all over my mouth.  I continue to lick and suck her clean.  Her thighs tightened around my head.  Her pussy grasping my fingers.  I keep sucking and fucking her with my fingers until she relaxes.



I remove her legs from my shoulders.   Moving back up, I wrap my arms around her waist, moving her onto her side so her ass rests on my front.



“That’s two.”



“You’re going to kill me,”  she says with a small smile.  She lets out a yawn.



“Sleep for now.”



I get up, pulling the covers over us.



“What about you?  You’re still...well...you know.”



“This was for you.  I can wait.”  I say as I pull her back towards me.  My raging hard cock poking her ass.



She wiggles her ass on it.



“Behave.  Go to sleep.”



It’s not long before I hear her breathing even out.  I tighten my arms around her, keeping my hands on her stomach.  I ignore my cock for once.



I spent the time she slept, getting her University coursework sorted out, then a private doctor for her check-up.  It’s finally sinking in.  I’m going to be a father in a few short months.  All the work I’ve been doing has only helped me accept this with not only ease but a euphoria of a new chapter in my life.



Isabella makes a soft noise in her sleep before she settles down again.  My eyes drift off as I bury my face in her neck. I picture what her body will look like further into the pregnancy.  I fall asleep with a smile on my face.



Chapter 9




Isabella






G

 
od, why is it so hot?

  


I kick the covers, but they won’t come off.  My body feels like a furnace.



“Woah, are you trying to kick me off my bed?”



My eyes open up.  I let out a scream, elbows and legs flying all over the place. 







Someone is in my bed


 
.






“Ow, holy fuck, woman.”



I take in the room and remember the kidnapping, James and his mind-blowing orgasms.



“Oh,”  I say as I turn around to face him.



He is holding his hand over his left eye.  My eyes widen in horror.



“Are you okay?  I woke up and panicked.”



“I gathered that when you elbowed me in the face.  Should I expect this abuse every morning?”  He asks in a dry tone of voice.



I pull the covers up to my chest.



“Oh, I’m so sorry.  Let me see.”  I say as I pull his hand away.



I wince when I see his eye is all red and beginning to look puffy.  He doesn’t look angry, just bemused.



“Stay right here.  I will get you some ice.”



I move to leave the bed.  His hand sneaks out and pulls me back down.  His body covers mine.



“I’ve had worse, never from a woman, though.  Do you want to make it up to me?”



I look at him with suspicion.



“Make it up, how?”



“It’s Sunday.  Just spend the day with me as if you are here by choice.”



“Do we get to leave the apartment?”



“No, but there is a rooftop garden.”



I look at his face.  He is serious.  I wince when I see his red eye. 







I’m going to regret this


 
.






“Fine.  Even though this wouldn’t have occurred if I had my own bedroom.”



His face breaks out into a big smile.  He looks so happy that I agreed.  I can’t stay mad at his stupid face. He pushes a strand of hair away from my forehead and kisses me on it.



“Come on, I’m helping you trim your beautiful pussy today.  Do you want me to shave your legs too?”  He asks as he pulls himself off from me.



“No.  You’re not doing that.”  I say, cringing with embarrassment.



“Who’s fault is it that you’re pregnant?  I put that condom on while I was drunk.  You can’t reach with your tummy in the way.  I’m obsessed with your body.  So it’s my fault.  I want you to feel comfortable and feel as sexy as you should.”



I can’t decide if he is sick or sweet.  Either way, I need his help, so I follow him to the bathroom.



I end up in the shower with James on his knees with my leg flung over his shoulder.  I try so hard not to laugh, as his expression is deadly serious as he peers at what he called his masterpiece.  He spent so much time shaving my legs.  His cock has been rock hard since we got into the shower.  He hasn’t once made a move on me, though.



“Don’t move.  I don’t want to cut you.”



I feel the blade slide against my pussy.  He moves me around till it satisfied him.  He looks up at me and kisses my belly before rinsing me off.  I wash my hair.  He comes up behind me and slides his hands from my hips, ribs, and then to my breasts.



“I’m more than happy to shave you anytime you want, darling.”  He murmurs into my ear.



“James, this is temporary…”



“No, what did you promise me for today?”



“I’m here by choice and we will have a wonderful day together?”  I ask dryly.



“There you go.  That’s the spirit.”  He kisses my neck, giving me goosebumps along my arm. 



“Why don’t I help you relax before breakfast?”  He says as he turns me around and slides down to his knees.



“I’m going to devour you for my breakfast.”  He says before burying his face into my pussy.



I don’t know if he was talking to me or my pussy at this stage, I don’t care.







This is far better than his emails and flowers


 
.







∞∞∞




I’m drowning in his t-shirt and sweatpants as I sit at the kitchen table as he makes us both a big breakfast as we took so long in the shower.  I get a cup of tea instead of coffee.  It will do.



“Can I ask you something?”



“Sure.”



“Why haven’t you fucked me?”



He spurts his coffee out before grabbing a napkin and wiping down the table.



“Do you want me to?”  He asks once he has composed himself.



“I was just curious.” I say, ignoring his question.  Truth be told, he has been flinging his hard cock all over the place and yes, I am tempted.  I don’t say any of this.  He already has me locked in his apartment.  I might never see daylight again if I admit I want him.



“I feel guilty about the wedding.  Since I was a teenager, I have not performed that badly. I want to make it up to you.”   



His blue eyes, full of amusement, watch me intently.



I dive into my breakfast.  I’ve had no morning sickness for a while so I can enjoy my breakfast.  James is watching me again.



“You’re going to give me a complex, you know.”



“I think I have got a fetish for watching you eat and your body since yesterday.”



I point my fork at him.



“That’s just weird.”



“Everything from your dorm arrives shortly.  Keira made sure everything you will need was packed for you.  You can get comfortable in your own clothes soon enough.”  He says casually.



“James, you can’t force me to move in with you.”  I warn him with a glare.



“It’s already happened.  Your University has been very generous and will allow you to do all your lessons online except for the few exams that I can take you in for.”



I frown at him, wondering why they were so accommodating for him and I had to grovel for weeks before they put something short term in place for me.



“I made a generous donation to the University.  Look, we are supposed to have a nice normal day today.  So I will just get this over with.  You are studying, you work and you are growing a baby in your body.  This shouldn’t be a time for you to be stressed out and overworked.  You have the Easter break.  We can get to know one another.”



I search his face for any form of deviousness.  He seems sincere.  I bite my lower lip.



“Are you still going to keep me locked up in this apartment?”



He hesitates before his face hardens.



“I told you, I’m not letting you out of my sight.  The thought that you would have let me miss everything, including my child’s birth.  Until I know you will stay, you won’t be leaving this apartment unless I’m with you.”  He says in a quiet voice, but I can hear the underlying anger.  He runs his hand through his sandy blonde hair in an agitated manner.



Not saying anything, I focus on my plate, but my appetite wanes.  So I end up pushing my food around the plate.  I get up to clear my dishes.



“Are you not going to finish your breakfast?”



“No.  I’m full, thanks.”



I feel his eyes on my back.  I ignore him and carry on loading the dishwasher.



“Leave that.  I will do it.”



“I’m not used to being stuck indoors doing nothing.  I need to keep active.”



He says nothing, but I still feel watching me.  I finish cleaning the kitchen and make my way to the living room.  I just need some space from him just now.




∞∞∞




All my things came.  He took all my things into his bedroom and unpacked them.  I’m not here by choice and I don’t accept him making all the choices for me, so I left him to it.  I understand what he said and some of it makes sense, but my independent spirit won’t allow him to control of my life.  The ending of this story could be terrible for me.  I refuse to put myself into that position with someone I hardly know.



About an hour later, he comes out to the living room and sits next to me.



“Do you want to get changed and we can go to the rooftop?”



“I’m fine with what I’m wearing.  I just want to get out of this place for a while.”



“Go get changed, Isabella.”  He says through gritted teeth.



“Whatever.”  I say, getting up and flouncing out of the living room.  Making my way through to the bedroom, I rummage around, slamming drawers and cupboards until I find all my clothes. 



I rip off his t-shirt and untie his massive sweatpants that I had rolled over several times and throw them at the t-shirt, which I have left on the bedroom floor.  Putting on my underwear, leggings and a t-shirt on.  I stomp to the closet and get a jacket and my shoes.  It looks sunny outside but if we go on the roof, it will be colder.



I look back at the clothes I threw on the floor.  I want to pick them up but my inner bitch takes over as I walk out of the bedroom.



He is still sitting on the sofa when I go back into the living room.  I ignore him and walk towards the hallway and wait by the front door.  He eventually comes over and before I know it, he grabs a hold of my wrist and snaps a pair of handcuffs on me.



“Are you fucking serious right now?” I yell at him.



“What?  If you are going to act like a brat, I’m going to treat you like one.”



“Fuck you, James.  I should have given you two black eyes when I had the chance.”



He chuckles but doesn’t say anything.  He opens the door and nudges me out.  We take the lift to the rooftop.  It feels so nice getting some fresh air.  When he takes me through past the balcony, the rooftop is massive and it’s got benches, a small pond, grass and some kind of trellis all around it, with vines growing around it.  There are flower beds planted all around.  I’m taken aback.  It’s stunning if it wasn’t for the wind.  I could imagine I’m in a normal garden on the ground.



I walk forward only to be stopped by the handcuff he has attached to his wrist.



“Can you get this off me?  I’m not so desperate to get away from you.  I will jump off the balcony.”  As I roll my eyes at him and my voice as dry as the Sahara desert.



“Sorry, no can do.  I enjoy having you close to me.  I think I should just keep these on for the next three weeks of your break.”  He says with a big unrepentant smile that makes me want to slap it off.



The anger surges inside of me before I can say or do anything further. He puts his big sausage fingers through mine as he pulls me towards the gardens.  I pull his hand along, taking in all the beauty before sitting on the bench in front of the pond.  It’s so peaceful here.  We sit in silence and I slowly feel myself relax.  It started off with such a pleasant morning to this friction.



I shiver as the wind picks up.



“Do you want my jacket?”



“No.  Let’s go inside.”



He stands up, pulling me along with his fucking handcuffs.  I try to tamper the anger inside of me.  I wish I could speak to Riah but the thought of upsetting her while she is pregnant always stops me.  She would have been able to give me advice on how to deal with this gorilla.  She gives birth next month.  I guess if she is holding two babies in her arms, she can’t kill me.



Before I know it, we are back inside the apartment.  He takes the handcuffs off from me.



Does he really think I will run away out of the country with his baby?  Or go into hiding?  Maybe all rich people are weirdos.



“Riah, will expect me to call her.”



“I will call Torian and let him know you are indisposed during the holidays.”



“James, I want to speak to my sister!”



“You can in a few days’ time.  I’m just going into the office.”



I watch his back, wondering if I should get a knife from the kitchen before he gets back.  As I slump back onto the sofa, when the thought occurs to me I get squeamish with blood. 




Where is a bottle of arsenic when you need it?




Chapter 10




James






I

 close the door behind me in case Isabella listens in.  I call Torian, hoping he answers.


“What?”



“Hello, to you too.  Is that anyway to greet your only friend?”



“Get to the point, fucker.”  He says as I smile, walking to the window, looking at the city below me.



“I took Isabella.”



“What the fuck do you mean you took her?!  What have you done, James?”



“I went to see her at her University.  She is four months pregnant.”



“She is…four months…” he says as his voice trails off.  “You got her pregnant?  For fuck’s sakes, James.  I always knew your dick or your mouth was going to be the death of you.  I thought you would die of some horrid STD.  Now it’s just going to be me or Riah that kills you.”



I can’t help but laugh.



“Okay, calm down there, drama queen.”



“You, cunt.  Riah doesn’t need this stress.  She is due next month.”



“I don’t think Isabella was going to tell her till she went to see the babies.”



“I think it’s best we stick with that.  She is having a hard time after finding out we are having twins.  I want nothing stressing her out.”  He says, then pauses.  “What are you going to do?”



“Other than attempt to convince Isabella that I’m a reformed man.  I’m keeping them both, Torian.  No more fucking about.  This is it for me.  I’m keeping her at my apartment.”



“She is okay?”



“She will be.”



“You're lucky this is a phone call, and you didn’t tell me this shit to my face.  Make sure she calls her sister at some point.  Congratulations, you arsehole.  Look after her or you’re dead.”  He says all this before he hangs up on me.



Torian being stressed is always fun for me.  He wasn’t fun when Riah left him.  It was a version of him I had never seen before.  There is no way Isabella is getting away from me.  Tonight I’m going to show her who she is up against.  Until then I will play nice.  Slipping my phone back into my pocket.



I leave the office with a smile on my face.



Reaching the living room, she is slumped against the couch, aimlessly stroking her protruding belly.  She does this in a self-soothing manner.  I don’t know if it’s for her or the baby, but I love knowing she loves the tiny being inside of her.



“Are you hungry?  Can I get you a snack?”



She looks up, startled.



“Are you eating?”



“No, I finished all of my breakfast.”



“Shame.”



“What?”



“Nothing, never mind.”  She mumbles, then under her breath, I’m sure she says something about arsenic.  Maybe I should keep her handcuffed to me.




∞∞∞




We ended up having a nice day together.  She let me touch our baby to my heart’s content.  Whether she was eating or when we were chilling, watching another movie.  I made sure I monitored her when she insisted on making dinner.  Fuck knows what she will try to slip into my food. 



Even though she is eleven years younger than me, she has a more level head on her than I ever did at that age.  She is excited about her course.  She touched on herself and her sister’s struggles, but when I pushed for more information, she shut down.  I was told about her ex-boyfriend. I didn’t like it one bit. 



Since she called me out on my man-whore status, I don’t have a leg to stand on to voice any opinion on some cunt named Michael.  I told her some stories about myself and Torian when we were at University.



She stifles a yawn.  I look at the clock.  Perfect, it’s only eight pm.  I tell her to go get ready for bed.  I had some reading and work to do.



I watch her ass sway until it disappears.  I can’t help but lick my lips in anticipation.  My cock is already at half-mast.  I’ve tortured myself enough. 







It’s time for Isabella knows what it feels like to be owned


 
.








Chapter 11




Isabella






I

 wake up when I feel James coming to bed he pulls the covers from me.  I try to turn over onto my side…I can’t move my hands.  Instantly awake now I take in the soft white strips of material around my wrists which are attached to the bedposts.  There is a soft light coming from the bedside lamp.


“Oh, you had best hid that razor in the morning.  I’m going to slice your balls up, you motherfucker.”  I say my voice still thick from waking up.



“You know.  I don’t think I’ve knowingly fucked a mother before.  Tonight might be my first time.  Will you be gentle with me?”  He says as he brings his smirking face closer to mine.



I try to push my head towards his in the hope of at least catch his nose.  He bounces back.



“You are trying to ruin my handsome face.”



I blink, still trying to wake up.



“What do you think you are doing?”



“I think it was very kind of you to just wear your nightshirt and panties for me, Bella.  Makes things so much easier for me.  Do you know that Bella means beautiful?  Of course you do, you’re Italian.”



He pulls the rest of the covers down my legs.



“What do you need tonight?  Fingers, tongue or my cock?  I’m happy to give you all three.”




Fuck me.





He is tempting me with my weakness, orgasms. 








He is damn good at them


 
. 






I think of this morning in the shower.  I only ever had vanilla sex with Michael.  This kinky fucker has me tied down to his bed.  My eyes trail down his body.  He is naked except for his boxers, which are straining to hold his long hard cock inside.  He could model underwear with a body like that.



He climbs onto the bed beside me. His hands stroke my belly, yanking my nightshirt up over my breasts, pulling my lace panties down my ass and bringing them up to his face as he inhales deeply.  I don’t know where to look.  I’m mortified and fascinated at the same time. He is sniffing my panties. 







Is that really a thing?


 
 






My heart speeds up as he now touches them with his other hand.  Rubbing the thin material in his hand.



“Hmm.  Nice and wet, Bella,”  he says, twirling my panties on his finger before throwing them onto a pile of clothes I see on the floor.



I nervously lick my lips and look away.  My cheeks burned with embarrassment.



I feel him run his large rough hands from my ankles to my thighs before going back down to my ankles.  My legs fall open. I need this so badly, as I feel the lust surge through me.  I watch him as he moves forward and drops his face downwards while placing my legs over his shoulder and arms. As he moves forward, he traps my legs on his biceps.



“Nothing like licking your delicious little pussy,”  he says before his thick tongue licks me from top to bottom of my pussy.  “So fucking wet for me, Bella.  Look at all this mess.  You want me so badly that you’re soaking my tongue.”



“I-It’s just hormones.”  I stammer out.



His head shoots up to glare at me.  “You’re lucky that you’re carrying my child or I would have smacked your little ass red raw for lying to me.”







Oh, Lord, have mercy.  He is such a domineering bastard and I love it


 
. 










Fuck it


 
.






“Truth hurts,”  I say, shrugging my shoulders.



His lips turn up at the corners, and I know exactly when I’m fucked.  It’s when he gets a determined, evil look in his eyes.  He smiles at me.  Without saying another word, he slowly licks me up and down.  I tug on my wrists, but he has bound them too tightly.  I feel his tongue finally push between my pussy lips, but he still continued to lick me up.  He comes closer and closer to my clit each time.  His fingers dig into the soft flesh of my thighs.



When I try to raise my hips up, he pulls away from me completely.  I glare at his smirking face.  He stands up on the bed and pulls his boxers down his hips. I watch as his cock springs out.  My mouth drops open in anticipation, I unconsciously spread my thighs wider for him.



He throws his boxers somewhere I don’t care because I’m entranced by a cock.  He fists his cock and slowly wanks his full length.  I can see the tip glistening with pre-cum.



“Don’t worry, Bella.  I had a wank in the shower earlier on, thinking of all the fucking filthy things I’m going to do to you.  I’m going to fuck you all night long.  Until you beg me to stop.”



My eyes break away from his hypnotising cock and fly to his face.  His eyes are hooded, his jaw clenched as he continues to fist his long, hard cock.  I can’t speak or breathe at this point.  I feel my pussy contract at his words.



He falls down to his knees as he holds my thighs down.  He doesn’t move, he just looks at my pussy.



“James, I need you,”  I say in a faint whisper.



“Such a pretty wet little pussy.  I wanted to fuck you so badly this morning.  Who’s pussy is this, Bella?  Who is going to own this tight little cunt for the rest of our lives?”  He says as he brings his hips closer to mine, sliding his length up and down my wet pussy.  He lets go of one thigh go as he slides the tip of his cock inside me.  I wait in anticipation, but he doesn’t move.



“Yes, yes.  Give me more.”  I say, burning with need.  I try to push my hips up, but his hold on me is too tight.



He pulls back out.



“Look at you.  With your swollen belly full of me and still desperate for more of my cum.  I asked you whose pussy this is, Bella.”  He says my name like an endearment, his voice husky with desire as he pushes the tip inside again.



“Yours.”  I whisper.



He does not disappoint.  He pushes his cock inside of me inch by glorious inch.  I automatically clench around him.  It’s been so long.



He groans as he pauses.



“Fuck, Bella.  You’re so fucking tight.  Let me in.”  He pushes my thighs down harder and tried to force himself into me.



I try to relax and, just like that, he slams the rest of his length into me.  Making me cry out. He releases my thighs as he moves along my body, keeping his arms on either side in order for him not to squash me or my tummy.



He gently rocks in and out of me as I gasp at the feeling of being stretched out with his thick cock.  He is literally screwing his thick cock in and out.  His head drops and sucks my nipple so hard it’s almost painful.



“Who owns this cunt, Isabella?”  He drives forward, slamming his cock into me now.



“Fuck.  James…I-You…fuck.”  I say, gasping out incoherent shit as he fucks into me with long hard thrusts, each one slamming into my pelvis.



“Who?” He asks as he brings his hand down to rub my clit,



“You.  It’s yours.  Just let me fucking cum.”



He brings his fingers up and shoves them in my mouth, rubbing them along my tongue till I taste myself. I suck on them as he moans.  He quickly removes them and rubs his wet fingers up and down my pussy while his hard cock fills me up.  I let out a guttural cry as  I cum harder than I ever have, clenching down my muscles around his cock, locking him inside of me as he groans and tries to push himself into me harder.  Wave after wave of pleasure hits me as I lose all control and I think I see a white light. 




Fuck it, it was worth it.








I had a good run


 
. 






My pussy keep clenching down on him as I feel his cock swell and his spurts of cum splash inside of me again and again.  I feel the slight twitching as he keeps emptying his balls into me.  I’ve never had sex without a condom. 







Who would have thought having cum inside me was this hot?


 
 






I still feel my muscles weakly flutter around him.  I can see why he is such a good man-whore.  I look at his face and his eyes are still closed as he keeps himself deep inside of me, not moving.



I feel all the tension has left my body.  My wrists hang like limp noodles from the bedposts.  He could do anything he wanted to me right now, and I honestly wouldn’t care.



He finally opens his eyes, looking into mine.  His gaze softens as he kisses me.  He doesn’t just kiss me; he devours my mouth forcefully, thrusting his tongue over mines.  His kiss lasts several moments and I soften further into him.  He pulls back and his hair is askew, his lips red from kissing me.  They match his red eye now. 



His arms are still on either side of me as he continues to stare down at me.



“This, Bella?  This I will never give up.  Even if I had to keep you locked in this apartment forever,  if your sister gives me shit, I’m taking you to another country.”



I blink up at him in shock, then I frown.



“Are you off your meds?  Your dick is still inside me and you’re spewing insanity.  I was having a nice afterglow here.”  I say as I fling my head back into the soft pillows staring up at the ceiling praying for patience with this man.



I feel him move off from me and he pulls his dick out slowly.  He is looking at the aftermath when I look up at him again.  I feel his cum run out of me and down my ass.



“Fuck, that’s so hot.”  He says as his eyes remain on my pussy.  I don’t know how much he came in me because I can still feel it all dribble out of me.



“Oh, no.  What if I’ve caught your man-whore STDs?” I say as I pull on my wrists.



His head jerks up to look at me.



“Calm down, Bella.  Do you think I would put you or our child at risk like that?  What the fuck?!  I’m clean and I have fucked no one since I remembered our night.  I got rid of every single fuck buddy that day and the ones I couldn’t reach the next day.”  He says as he gets up and reaches my wrists to untie them.  He rubs my wrists.



I watch his face.  “How many did you have?”  I ask.



“I had a few.”



“Well, you know how many men I have been with.  It’s only fair, James.”  I say as I bite my inner lip to stop my smile.  It’s nice to see him squirm.



He holds both of my wrists as I will run away.



“I called four women, and I told my secretary that we were done.”



“You had five fuck buddies on the go all at the same time?”  I say incredulously.  My heart pounds in my chest.  He had five women he could just call on for a fuck or his work fuck buddy. 



He expects me to believe he will give up his whoring ways just because he is going to have a kid?



His eyes darken as he takes in my expression.



“Get those thoughts out of your fucking head.  I have been fucking since I was 14 years old.  Never have I felt anything even remotely close to what I feel when I fuck you.  I have never wanted to date or settle down with anyone until you.  They were just convenience and no, I shouldn’t have treated them the way I did, but they knew upfront what I wanted, sex with no strings.”



I must still look uncertain, because he drops my wrists and pulls me into an embrace.  He wraps an arm around my waist and throws his big heavy leg on top of mines pulling me closer so that my breasts and stomach hit his chest and abdomen.  I automatically place my hand on his hard chest.  He has a light dusting of his blonde sandy hair on his chest.



“I’ve never wanted anyone in my space, in my home, or with me every day.  I have chased no one in my life till you, Bella.”



I break my attention away from his body and drag my eyes to his face.



“Fuck, I’ve never wanted to cuddle anyone, feed them, shave them, bathe them or fuck them raw till I can take them in every way humanely possible.”  He says as I recognise the insane look back in his eyes.



Reality of what he means sinks in, slowly.



“Woah, Woah there tiger.  My ass is a no entry zone.  My insides are already being scrunched up by the baby.”



“Thats okay, Bella.  You only have five months left.  We can take our time.”  He says as he gives me a cheeky smile.



I can’t help but laugh.







Good luck trying to get that cock anywhere near my ass


 
.






Chapter 12




James






I

 wake up with a smile on my face and a warm body against me.  Contentment flows through my body.  It practically vibrates out of me.  I snuggle closer into my Bella.  Inhaling her floral shampoo from her soft and silky strands of hair that tickle my face. 


I had wanted her addicted to me and I’ve just made my obsession worse.  I fucked Isabella another two times last night before we had a long soak.  She was falling asleep in the bath by the time I took her out.  I can’t stop the need within me to look after her and our baby.  To ensure they are both safe and cared for.



She sighs in her sleep, breaking me away from my thoughts.  She rubs her silky skinned ass up against my morning wood.  This is definitely a perk of being in a relationship.  I rub her belly before slipping my hand between her legs.  I glide one finger along the crease of her pussy till she moans in her sleep.  She has luscious breasts and I bring my other arm under her.  Playing with her nipples as I push my finger inside her pussy.  My cock is leaking on her ass. I pull my finger out and lift her leg, placing it over mine to open her up.  I nudge my cock towards her soft, wet heat.



“Bella, I need you, baby.”



I rub my cock along her pussy as I grip her soft thigh, keeping her legs spread wide apart.



“Hmm?”



I slide my cock into her, keeping her leg locked to mine and my arm coming up around her neck.  I push her face up so I can kiss her while I pump my hips backwards and forwards.  As I kiss her deeply, fucking her mouth like my cock fucks her cunt.  She moans into my mouth before kissing me back.  I pull back, gripping her hair, holding her gaze.  Her dark brown eyes are half closed as her breath comes out in gasps.



“I won’t ever get enough of your tight pussy, Bella.”  I say as I bring my hand back to her throat and hold her in place while I fuck into her harder.



“Rub your sweet little pussy for me, Bella.  Soak my cock so I can fuck you harder.  You want that, baby?”



“Yes.”  She moans as she takes her hand and pushes the covers down as she rubs her pussy, her fingers rubbing my cock. 



I clench my teeth. 







Fuck, I need to be deeper inside her


 
.






“Get on your hands and knees for me, Bella.  I want to see that pretty wet pussy when I cum inside of you.”  I say in a growl.



She moves onto her knees.  I help her along with my hands on her hips.  I pull her into the middle of the bed, away from the thick wooden headboard.



“I can’t wait till this ass is bigger,”  I say as I slap her ass with one hand as I grip my cock with the other, squeezing it hard.  I want to fuck her long and hard.



She rubs her ass where I slapped her.  She turns her head around.



“It’s not getting any bigger,”  she says as she scowls at me.



I smirk at her. 







I will make damn sure it is


 
.






I grab a handful of her dishevelled hair, pulling her head upwards.  Her back arches and her ass sticks out with her pussy peaking out.



Without hesitation, I push my hard cock into her, holding her hip in place while I slam into her.  Closing my eyes briefly, enjoying the tightness surrounding my cock.



“Fuck,” she says, moaning while pushing her pussy back onto me.



“That’s what I’m doing, Bella.  I’m fucking my pussy.”  I say as I pull back and thrust into her harder, watching her ass jiggle against my hips.



I keep watching as I push into her pink little pussy with a sense of satisfaction that she is all mine.    The caveman in me won’t stop till I consume her.



I pull her upright by her hair.  She moves her back up against my chest and I wrap my hand around her throat.



“My sweet, Bella.  Do you like being fucked like an animal?”  I ask as I continue to thrust into her.  Loving the little grunting noise she is making.  She puts her arm around my neck, turning towards me.



“Is that all you got?”  she says breathlessly.



I tighten my hand around her throat.  And use my other hand to bring it down her belly and towards her pussy.  I slowly rub her clit in circular motions until she cries out.



I keep up my pace of thrusting my cock into her again and again.  I can feel my balls tingle and tighten, desperate to drown her little pussy with my cum.



“Drench.  My.  Cock.  Now!”  I slam into her with each word.



“Oh, God.”  She cries out as I feel a gush of her cum hit my cock as I fuck upwards, hard as I let myself go, just as her pussy clamps down on me.  Euphoria running through me as I jerk and groan each time my cock spits out more cum inside of her.  I still hold her upright by her throat as I bring my other hand up and lick her juices off my fingers.



“My pussy is fucking delicious.”  I say to her in her ear.



She just groans in embarrassment, trying to pull her away from me.  I keep a hold of her throat, wanting to keep my cock inside of her.  I pull her down onto the bed so she lies beside.



“Is the baby okay?  I wasn’t too rough?  Oh shit.  It can’t feel me when I fuck you that deep, can it?”



She lets out a giggle.



“You’re big, but you won’t reach the baby.  We are both fine but we are hungry, though.”



“Perfect, we have to work on that ass.  I will make breakfast and you will eat it all this morning.”  I say as I relax, knowing the baby is fine.  She pinches my hand that’s still wrapped around her slender throat.



“Viscous little thing, aren’t you?  If I get your ass the size I want it, you can’t run away from me then.”  I say, removing my hand from her throat and bring it down to the baby, stroking our son or daughter.



She snorts out a laugh before turning to face me.



“That’s your master plan?”







No, but fucking you into submission seems to be way forward


 
.








Chapter 13




Isabella






T

 he next few days are relaxed.  I get my laptop and phone privileges, as I’m such a good captive.  Today we are going to the doctors for a full checkup.  I wear a comfortable mid length wrap around dress that hugs my body and shows off my bump.  I never thought I would enjoy being pregnant, but our little baby is growing inside of me every single day.  I read every update on the growth and progress of our baby.  I love knowing he or she is loved and being nurtured by my body. 


James has been so attentive and caring with me.  He rubs my lotion onto my belly twice a day to help with the stretch marks.  I can tell how much he loves the baby, as he is always asking me questions about what he missed and his hands are always on my belly multiple times a day.  When we sleep, I’m always the little spoon and he always holds us both when I fall asleep.  Maybe he can change his ways.  Riah seems to think so.



James parks his the car and comes around to open the door for me, taking my hand and helping me out like I’m an invalid but I say nothing as he is being so sweet.



By the time we are sitting in the small waiting room, his knees are jumping up and down and his hands are twitchy.



“Will you please relax?  I don’t know why you are nervous. I’m the one about to get poked and stabbed.”



“What?!”  He shouts as he looks at me, his face going pale.



“Oh, dear God.  I’m due to get some blood tests.  They are going to stab me with a tiny needle.”



He holds my hand in between both of his large ones.



It isn’t long before the nurse comes out and calls my name.  I don’t even need to ask James if he is coming in, as he is already standing up and pulling me with him.



The nurse checks my weight, my blood pressure and all the usual questions.  When she gets out the tubes and a needle.  My arm is facing upwards as I pull my dress sleeve up. I know the drill, but I don’t like needles.  I’m squeamish, so I look away as she rubs my arm with some cotton wool.



James clasps my other hand.



“You had better be fucking gentle with that needle.”  He says with a growl.



I look up at him, mortified.  Before I can say anything to reprimand him, the nurse chuckles.



“I’m so sorry, he is just nervous,”



“Sharp pinch.”  She says as I feel the tiny prick.  My hand tightens around James’s larger one.  She places all the tubes to my arm and in a few seconds it’s all done and my gaping wound has a small plaster on it.



I exhale loudly.  I don’t know how I will cope with childbirth if I can’t cope with a tiny needle.



“There all done.  Now let’s go check the baby’s heartbeat and get the measurements in.  Unless dad wants a moment to calm down?”  She says with a smile.



I can’t help but grin as James looks affronted.  He doesn’t have work, but he wore a dark blue suit, a white shirt, but with the buttons opened up.  He looks so handsome.  I’m looking forward to getting home.



We go into another room when the sonographer comes in.  He doesn’t look much older than me.



He smiles at me.



“How are you today?”



“I’m good, thanks.”  I say as I smile back at him.



He roles the ultrasound machine over before going to get his chair.



“If I can just get to your tummy so I can get some gel on it.”



“No.  I don’t think so.  Go get a woman to do this.”  James says in a quiet voice, but his eyes are shooting death rays to the sonographer.



“James, he is a medical professional.  Just let him do his job.”



“Nope.  You get someone else.”  He says quietly to the now shocked man.  Giving him a threatening look.



“Seriously, James?  What are you going to do when it’s a male doctor that helps me give birth?  They are going to see a hell of a lot more than this.”



He pauses, then turns around to me.



“This is a private clinic.  I will make sure that there are only female doctors.”



I push my head back onto the pillow and slap a hand over my face, groaning.  He has gone full on neanderthal on me.  I thought they were extinct, apparently not.



“You move it.  Get someone older and a woman.”



I peek out between my fingers.  The man just shrugs and walks out.






“James, you are being entirely unreasonable.  How many women have seen your body

 

fully


 
naked?”






“No woman is ever going to see me naked again except you, Bella.  And no pimply little fuck is going to see you semi-naked so he can go wank off to you later.”



My hand is fully off my face now, so I can see if James is joking or being serious.  I shake my head at him when I see he was serious.



I rub my belly silently, promising the baby I will protect him or her from their father’s craziness.



It isn’t long before another member of staff bustles in.  This is going to be one long appointment.




∞∞∞




Forty-five minutes later as I lie there with my dress open and my black bra and panties on display.  The will to live has almost left me.  I say almost because as annoying as James is being;  I think it’s adorable of him at how he reacted to hearing the baby’s heartbeat, then seeing the baby on the screen.  He couldn’t look away and I couldn’t see anything because his enormous head of hair was in the way. 



He has asked a million questions about the baby, the heartbeat, the blood flow, why the placenta is so important?  If the measurements are okay?  Is the baby too small?  How can they tell if the baby's little organs are growing as they should?  Is she sure there is definitely only one baby in there?



“James either shave your long girly hair off or move your gigantic head so I can see the baby, too.”  I say as I finally snap.



He glances back at me as if remembering I am still in the room before looking sheepish and moving out of the way.  He comes up behind me and pushes me up slightly so I can see the baby.



I bite my lip, my eyes welling up’s tiny little alien shaped head, a tiny button nose and a hand or a foot.  Oh, god is it a dick?  Goddamnit,  has he got his father’s massive dick?  Are they going to pull my  baby out by its head or his willie?



I look up at James in panic.



“What’s that?  That! That right there!”  I say, pointing to the screen frantically. 



“Is that a dick?  Should it be that big right now?  Oh, my poor baby.  This is all your fault.  We don’t have big dicks in our family.”  I wail.



James is frowning at me.  He lets me go and then sticks his big fat head back in front of the monitor again.



The sonographer is laughing at my baby’s dick.  She nudges James out of the way before she turns around to me.  She is wiping a tear from her eye.  I feel like a total dick right now.  I need to get dicks out of my head.



She shows me the hands and the baby’s leg and what appeared to be his third leg is just another leg in a weird position.



“I can poke around and try to see if we can find out if it’s a boy or a girl?  I can’t promise that I can produce a penis or its dimensions for you, though.”  She snickers.



My cheeks feel as if they are on fire.  If the earth was ripped open and swallowed me whole right now, I would welcome it.



“Sorry, this is new to me.”  I say mumbling.  I turn around to James, who has a big smile on his face.  “Do you want to find out?”



“Yes,  I want to find out.”  He says with a grin so wide I’m surprised his face doesn't crack.




∞∞∞




I pull James along with me till we get to the car.  He stands there looking pensive.  I think his brain is broken.  Maybe with all my dick talk, he thought he was going to have a boy.  He blinks at me a few times and I see visible tension leave his body and his face relaxes.



“We are going to have a princess.”



“Yes, I’ve known for a whole five minutes, too.”



He grabs hold of my arms.



“We are going to have a baby girl.  She is going to be cousins with Torian’s babies.  I’m going to be a daddy.”  He says all this but whispers the last sentence.



“We need to get married.”  He looks at me in all seriousness.



“No.  I refuse to have a shotgun wedding.”



“You want our baby girl to be bullied at school?  You want her to know that her parents didn’t love her enough to get married?  Or her dad was an asshole and didn’t marry her mother before she was born?”



“No one cares, James.  It was just mum and us.  No one picked on us because we didn’t have a dad.”



He opens his mouth to say something, but then just snaps it shut.



“This is not open for discussion.”



“I agree.  Now open the car door and let’s go.”  I say to him calmly.




Great.





Now I’m going to have a big dick on my case. 








Not even in a sexy way


 
.






Chapter 14




James






S

 adly, her Easter break finished far too quickly.  I watch her sitting on the sofa, tapping away on her laptop.  I really should at least work on my investment portfolio and make myself useful since I resigned from work.  In three weeks she has settled in and seems happy in our home.  It took everything in me not to gloat.  Now I’m stuck with the conundrum of getting her to agree to a wedding.  Nothing I say or do will budge her stance on marriage.


I’m considering getting Torian and Riah involved.  The only thing that stops me is she is due to have her babies in a few weeks’ time.  Torian will kill me if I do anything to upset her.  I would normally call him a whipped pussy ass bitch, but I completely understand now.



I look over at Isabella as she chews on her bottom lip as she concentrates on her laptop.  I look at my baby girl, who has popped out even more.  My eyes slide upward to her red strappy top that has a lace trim down the V of her neckline.  God, Bella’s tits were amazing before, but now it’s like a whole buffet to feast on.  My cock twitches and I look down at my grey sweat pants. sure enough he has arisen to the occasion.







I wonder how pissed she will be if I bent her over the sofa right now


 
.






I clear my throat.



“Do you have much left to do?”



She looks up at me.



“Just another…” her voice trails off as her eyes drop to my cock poking upward from my thigh.  Her mouth turns into a perfect O shape.  This only makes my cock harder.



I see the instant she decides what she is about to do, and it isn’t her coursework.  She puts the laptop down and stands up.  Like a predator, my eyes focus on her.



She pulls her shorts down to her knees and they drop to her feet. Using her toe, she kicks them towards me.  I can see the red lace of her sexy little panties.  Curious to see what she does, I don’t move.



She pulls the edge of her top up and over her head, throwing it to one side.    She is wearing a red lacey bra.  It is so sheer I can see the outline of her nipples.  My eyes drop to her swollen belly.  I feel my mouth go dry.   My eyes trail back up her body and I hold her gaze.  I grit my teeth to control myself.  Every fibre of my body wants to me to jump on her and mount her like an animal.



She drags down one strap of her bra then the other before reaching behind herself and she undoes her bra, bringing her hands to her front as she hugs the material against her breasts.  She peels the bra away, throwing it towards me.  Her tits are bare to my gaze, full and heavy there like forbidden fruit waiting to be tasted. 



I lick my lips when my eyes home in on her taut nipples.






I feel my cock leak all down my thigh.  Every single time I am with this woman, it just keeps getting better.  Her eyes bore into mine as she drops down to her hands and knees and she

 

fucking crawls


 
towards me.  My mouth slackens in shock and I feel my heart thumping in my chest as I struggle to remember how to fucking breath.






She carries on crawling towards me as her glorious tits sway with each movement.  A flash of red catches my eye as I look at her, practically wiggle her ass as she continues her way towards me.    Her hair falls over her face and her dark eyes are full of desire.  At this moment, I realise I don’t deserve this woman.  Not after how I treated her, and she has it in her heart to forgive me.







But will I give her up?  Fuck no.  I will tear anyone apart who ever tried to get between us


 
.






I clench my hands into fists, my palms sting from my fingernails digging into them at that thought.



She comes in front of my widespread legs, stands up, placing one knee beside my hip.  I don’t hesitate. I reach behind her and grasp her ass and pull her onto my lap.



“That was quite some show, Bella,”



She squirms on my lap, rubbing her ass over my aching cock.  I slide my hands from her ass to my pussy.



I pull her panties to one side.  The material is saturated with her arousal.  I rub my fingers along her pussy as she moans and attempts to mount my fingers.







Fuck this


 
.






I reach behind her and tear her panties off her.  Throwing them on the floor, I lift her up by the hips, keeping her knees on either side of my hips.



“Stay there.”



I quickly slip my hands down and pull my sweatpants off, trying to kick them off with my feet.  They tangle up as I curse and kick harder. 



Finally free.



She has already reached down and has my cock in both of her hands.



“No, hands on my shoulders or the sofa.  I want you to slide your pussy up and down my cock.  I want  your juicy little pussy to soak my cock.”



She whimpers but does as she is told.



I’m in heaven as her tits come closer to my face.  As she rubs herself from the top of my cock to the bottom, I wrapped my arms around her waist. I don’t hesitate. Before I suck her nipple into my mouth, I give her a small nip. I feel more of her slick arousal coat my cock as she humps me faster.  I use my arms to help bring her up and down my cock.



“I need more.  I need you inside me, James.”  She says, I can hear the frustration in her voice.



“So do I, baby.  Go on, ride my cock.” I say in a tight voice.



I can see the relief on her face at my words.  Not hesitating, she grabs my cock as if it is her personal toy and pushes herself down onto my hard cock.  She is so fucking wet she takes my entire cock inside of her.



“Oh, yes.”  She says as she flings her head back.  Her hair is a mess, half on her face, half down her back.  She looks wild.



I’m at my limit.  I grab her by the ass, lifting her up and slam her back down onto me, hard.



“Hold on, Bella.”



I fuck up into her each time I push her down.  My heart is pounding out of my chest as I keep up the pace, desperate to hold on till she cums.  Again and again I keep pounding into her till I feel the sweat rush down my back. 



I can’t take my eyes off her tits that are bouncing up and down with each thrust.  I’m keeping her with me for life.  This woman is going to marry me whether or not she likes it.  I lift my face and bury it in her tits, sucking and biting on any part of her now.



I feel her pussy clenching down on me just as she lets out a loud howl.







Thank fuck


 
.






I keep fucking upwards into her while holding her ass still in a tight grip.  I let myself go into oblivion as I feel myself swell up and I shoot my cum deep inside of her.  Feeling her collapse onto my shoulder.  I close my eyes as I keep a hold of her against my cock.  When I finally stop spewing inside her, I take a deep breath of air.  I can feel her swollen belly against mine.  I let go of her ass and wrap my arms around her again.



“I love you, Bella.”  I say to her in a quiet voice.  “I’ve never said these words to a woman before.”



She lifts her head off my shoulder. Even with strands of her hair slightly damp from her exertion and her flushed face, she is beautiful.  The name Bella has never been more suited than to her.  I watch her facial expressions going from shock to panic.



“No.  You don’t have to say anything.  I’m just telling you how I feel about you, Bella.  This isn’t just about the baby.  This is about you.” I tell her as I bring a hand around to her cheek, pushing her hair to the side.



Chapter 15




Isabella






H

 oly shit.  He must have had some orgasm if he is spouting gibberish to me.  I haven’t seen him do any crack.  I don’t say anything.  We have only been together for a few weeks.  Do I care about him? Yes.  I love he is so attentive, and he loves our baby before she is here.  Am I going to give him my heart?



No, thanks.





Fuck.  What’s the protocol here?




“Er, thanks.”  I nod slowly as I’m giving my approval.



“Maybe we should shower, then bleach the sofa.  Will bleach damage the leather?  Do you have leather cleaner?  I can give it a good scrubbing.  If not, I can go to the shops and get some.  It won’t be very hygienic with your ass sweat on it and…Er other fluids.”







What the fuck?  Isabella shut the fuck up


 
.






I finally look back up at him to see if he noticed I just lost the plot.







Maybe I’m the one on crack and I don’t even know it


 
.






His hair is a mess, he has a big smile on his face.  His deep blue eyes twinkle in amusement.  Okay, he is a handsome bastard.  His enormous paw is still in my hair.  He pulls me down, bringing our mouths together, his lips mesh with mine.  I close my eyes and sigh into him.  My tongue meets his as he deepens our kiss.







I’m so fucked


 
.







∞∞∞




Two weeks later, I’m still fucked.  I sit here in front of my laptop, thinking about his words and his kisses.  He is in his office doing whatever he considers as work.  I teased him about being an unemployed dosser, so he spends some time in his office doing ‘work’.



We both love the baby.  There is no denying that.  The first time she moved, James wouldn’t take his hand off my belly, insisting he wanted to feel it too.



I FaceTimed Riah yesterday and she looks huge now.  Which I didn’t mention to her as I want to live.  I’m struggling with one baby. She is growing two of them.  I smile, remembering when they found out.  It seems like such a long time ago now.  They were both on video call and Torian still looked dazed. Riah was taking it in her stride.  I can’t wait to meet my baby nephews or nieces.  My beautiful big sister, whom I can never repay for all she has done for me.  I hope she doesn’t kill James when she finds out.



The doorbell rings, pulling me out of my thoughts.  I go towards the door since I’m allowed to do that now.  Upon opening the door, a blonde-haired woman is looking me up and down, her eyes settle on my stomach.  She pushes past me before I can even say anything.



“Where is James?”



“And you are?”



“None of your business.”



“Okay, weird name, but maybe your parents didn’t like you.”  As I shrug my shoulders. 



“I can see why.” I mumble under my breath.



She wanders into the living room and looks around as if James will magically appear from behind the couch.  I take her in.  She is taller than me.  Looks like a city girl with red talons and all.



“Wait here.  I will get James.”



“About time.”  She says as she sits on the sofa.



I break out into a big smile as she sits exactly where we fucked. Now I wish I hadn’t cleaned it up so well.  I knock on the office door.



“Just come in, baby.  You don’t need to knock.”



I poke my head through the door.



“I know.  It’s just manners.  You had the door closed.  You might have been busy, you know, with all the work you’re doing.”



He sits at his desk in front of his laptop, smiling at me.



“What can I do for you, Bella?







God.  I love it when he says my name like that


 
.










Oh right, focus


 
.






I open the door and stand by the doorway.



“Some woman is here.  You didn’t hear the doorbell?”



He frowns.



“Who is it?”



“No idea.  I asked her for her name.  She said it was none of my business.”  I say as I shrug.



His frown turns into a scowl as he stands up.  He is wearing a white t-shirt with denims.  He still looks hot in and out of a suit.  I feel like the ugly waddling duckling compared to him.



He walks towards me, taking my hand, entwining his fingers in mine as we walk to the living room.



“Tina.  What are you doing here?”



She looks up at us, and her eyes narrow on our hands.



“I was worried about you, James.  You left without coming in to see anyone.  I thought we had something special.”  She says in a sickly sweet tone of voice.



I can’t deny she is stunning.  She looks more like James’s type.  I feel a ball of fear form in my stomach or it could be gas.  My baby girl is messing my insides up.  I look up to see James’s face.  He is still scowling.  His hand squeezes mine.



“Tina, you know fine well what we had was temporary.  We both agreed it was a no attachments situation.  I was very clear from the offset.”



She stands up, looking back at me, then down to my stomach before smirking at me.



“Well, you certainly fucked me enough times at the office while she was pregnant.”



I try to pull my hand away from his.  The ball of fear bringing forth worry and foreboding, twisting me up inside.  His hands are like iron fists and they don’t budge, no matter how much I try to pry my hand away from his.



“That’s none of your fucking business, Tina.  Get the fuck out of my house and never come back here or trust me, you will fucking regret it.  I am going to get the concierge fired.”  He bellows at her.



She looks alarmed now.  She hurries towards the door. Neither of us moves as we hear the door slam.



“Bella…”



“How many of your women am I going to meet, James?”  I say angrily as I try to twist my hand away from his.



“I didn’t even know I had been with you, Bella.  I swear the day I remembered everything, I called every single person and finished it, Tina included.  There was no way I would have known she would have turned up at my home.  She has never been here before.”



“Sure she hasn’t.”  I snipe back at him.



“Bella, I swear to you.  She has never been in our home.”



“No, James.  This is your home.  I’m only a temporary resident.”  I snap back at him, my voice laced with all the anger and frustration I’m feeling.






“Listen to me,” he says, emphasising each word.  “None of those women meant a single thing to me.  Never have I given them a single thought other than my initial regret of having some shallow connections to them.  I love you, Bella.  I love

 

you


 
.”






I blink back tears.  Furious at myself for getting upset.



“Let go of my hand.  I’m tired.  I’m going to lie down for a bit.”



His gaze searches my face before he finally releases my hand, allowing blood to flow freely again.  He has freakishly powerful hands.



If I could, I would stomp away.  Since I have a waddle going on, I keep my back straight and stiff as a board as I walk away into the bedroom.  I lie down on the bed, trying not to think of negative thoughts.  He isn’t my father.  This is why I don’t want to marry him.  I wish mum was still with us.  She would have known what to do.  It’s my fault.  I can’t talk to Riah about it.  She should have been told earlier. I stifle a yawn.  I must have been more tired than I realised.



Fuck it.  I will worry about it later.  I stroke my belly and I feel a responding kick or a punch.  A small smile on my face as I fall asleep. No matter what, I will always have my daughter.




∞∞∞




I wake up sluggishly from my nap.  Damn, I was really out of it.  I twist my head so I can stretch my neck and I hit something hard.



“You’re awake.”



“Yes.  Genius.”



“Bella.  I don’t want to argue with you.”



“Good, neither do I.  Let me up.  I need to go to the bathroom.”



He leaps off the bed and pulls me upright.  I get up, desperate to get to the toilet.  Mama is peeing for Britain right now.  Thank god, there is an en suite here.  The dorm toilets were not very nice or big.



I sit on the toilet, sighing in relief when I make it on time.  Damn, am I going to start to wet myself?  I need to ask Riah if she has pissed herself or not.  She has two babies squishing her bladder.



As I prepare to clean myself, I reach for the toilet paper. I notice a small spot of blood on my panties.  I freeze.  Spotting, spotting.  What the fuck did the book say?  I take a deep breath.  It’s going to be okay.  She is fine.



I quickly wipe myself and pull up my pants and leggings, washing my hands I try to rush out of the bathroom.  James is sitting on the edge of the bed.  He looks up, about to say something, but then he sees my face.



“What’s wrong?”  He asks as he stands up and walks towards me.



“I-I don’t know.  There is a little bit of blood.  I can’t remember what the book said about spotting.”  I say before I burst into tears.



James looks at me, his eyes looking wild.



“Hospital, now.”



He takes my hand.



“Everything is going to be okay, baby.  I will phone them on the way.”





Chapter 16




James






T

 ears streak down her face.  I stand frozen in a state of panic.  I take a deep breath.  Car, hospital route and phone.  I take a hold of Bella and I wrap my arms around her.  They are my entire world.  I embrace her for a few seconds longer, kissing the top of her head.


“I won’t ever let anything happen to either of you, baby.  Do you trust me?”  I say to her in a soft and what I hope is a soothing tone of voice that doesn’t betray any of the fear I feel in the pit of my stomach.



She nods and sniffles against my chest.



“Good.  Now let’s go.  If anything hurts, you need to tell me.”



She shakes her head.



“No.  I feel fine.  Nothing hurts, no cramps, or anything.”



“Okay.  That’s good, baby.”  I say as I keep my arm around her and guide her towards the door.  I take it easy in my stride, making sure she is okay.  We take the lift downstairs and make our way to the car park.  I unlock the door seating her down carefully before snapping her belt on.  I run around to the driver’s side, turning the ignition on, setting the SatNav for the hospital and I use hands free to call the hospital, explaining what’s happening and that we are coming in immediately.



It’s a short drive to the hospital.



“It’s going to be okay, baby.  If anything changes, let me know.”



“Okay,” she says as she sniffles.




Fuck.








This is killing me


 
.






We reach the hospital in record time.  I park up quickly and run around, getting her out of the car.  We walk into the hospital in a slow pace.  I sit her down as I rush to the receptionist.



“We need Dr Farley.  Now!”  I say.



She looks up at me.



“Name?”



“I called on the way they are expecting us.  Isabella Zanetti.  Hurry.”



She says nothing.  She picks up the phone and calls someone.  I look back at Isabella.  She is sitting where I left her.  She has her hands around her tummy.



I look back at the receptionist.



“They will be with you shortly.  Please take a seat.”



“How soon?”



“They are on their way.”



“They had better be.”  I say in a menacing tone of voice before I take long strides back to Isabella.  I sit next to her and pull her close to me wrapping my arm around her, my hand resting on her belly.



“Ms Zanetti?”



We both look up and see a Doctor standing there.  He is a short man in his fifties.  He has a small smile on his face.  It’s a man, but right now I don’t give a fuck.  I just need them to be okay.  We make our way to a private room.



I explain everything to the Doctor.



He asks Isabella so many questions.  She answers no to almost all of them.  It’s at that point I feel I can breathe again.  I think it’s going to be okay.



“I don’t think there is anything to be worried about, but I’m going to check just to make sure.”  He says, putting her file down on his desk.



I help Isabella with her clothes and help her on the bed.  I stay by her side as the Doctor checks her.  As he puts some rubber gloves on.  I stroke her hair, kissing her face and she brings her hand up to me.  I grip a hold of it, rubbing my thumb back and forth along her fingers.



He doesn’t take long to finish his examination.   I look up at him as he is taking his gloves off and going to the large big beside the wall.



“Nothing to worry about.  Everything looks as it should be at five months on.  There can be many reasons for spotting.  If it lasts for hours or there are the other symptoms, I mentioned, then call the midwife, or come back into us straight away.  Take some time to rest up and no stress.”



My lips tighten at the thought of that fucking bitch, Tina.  I’m going to go after that malicious cunt.  Perfect way to vent after this turn of events.  She doesn’t get to upset Bella and walks away unscathed.



“Thank you so much, Doctor Farley.”  I say as I close my eyes and thank God that they are both well.



Isabella bursts into tears again.  I look down at her and her eyes are red and swollen from crying.  I put my arm around her and squeeze her shoulder.



“What did I tell you?  I will always keep you safe, baby.  Both of you.  Always till my dying breath.”



She hiccups as the tries to control her tears.



“If you don’t have questions.  I will give you some time to get changed.”



I don’t look at him, I just nod. My sole focus is on Bella.



He places something in front of me.  It’s a box of tissues.  I give him a small smile of gratitude.  I take a few tissues out, leaving the box on the bed and pass them to Bella.  She takes them blindly as she blows her nose.



“She is really okay?”  She asks in a small voice.



“Yes.  She really is.  We are going to keep her that way.”  I say,







After I murder that cunt and keep you locked up again


 
.







∞∞∞




No, I didn’t murder the viperous bitch.  I just destroyed her life, and I took great pleasure in it.  No one will hire her in this country again.  She can try Scotland or Ireland.  I made sure I told Isabella what I did to her.  There was no way I was going to allow that bitch to put a wedge between us for what I did completely, unknowingly as a drunken ass.



As for Isabella, I’ve kept her with me for nearly every minute of the day.  She draws the line at the bathroom, which personally I feel is a little prudish.  I don’t care what comes out of her.  I don’t think she realises the level of obsession I have for her.  Maybe I should ease off.  I don’t want to scare her off.  I hesitate for a moment before I move away from the bathroom door.



We finally got the call.  Riah is in the hospital. Isabella is in the bathroom getting ready.  It’s two am in the morning, but we both discussed this beforehand and we wanted to be there, especially since the girls have just been FaceTiming.  I know Isabella has been desperate to see her face to face.



I swivel around towards the bathroom as I hear the lock disengage.  She is wearing one of my baggy t-shirts.  She looks good wearing my clothes.



“You look good in my t-shirt, baby.  We should make this mandatory.”



“Yeah.  No.  Not happening.  I’m only wearing this, so Riah won’t freak out seeing me five months pregnant.”



I give her a sceptical look but I say nothing as the t-shirt is big but not big enough to hide our baby girl.  I wonder if pregnancy makes women delusional.



“Let’s go.  I want to see my nephews or nieces!”  She says with a big grin on her face.



I can’t help but smile back at her, knowing it will be us next.  We can get all the down low from Riah and Torian by then.



We reach the hospital in no time due to the roads being so empty.  We already have the ward and room number they are in, so we make our way to the room.



Just as we approach, there is a blood-curdling scream that makes me stop in my tracks.  We both look at one another wide eyed.  Isabella gently knocks on the door before cautiously opening it.  I can feel the fear creeping up my spine as I look at Isabella and imagine her in that much pain.  I think I’m going to vomit.



I stay back because I don’t know what state Riah will be in.  I hear them loud and clear now that the door is open.



“Ow, my hand.  Riah.”



“Let me rip your asshole apart so you know how I feel.  You’re the one who put two of them inside of me.  If you had a normal sized cock, this wouldn’t be happening to me right now.”  She wails towards the end.



“I’m sorry.  I’m sorry.  Here, take my hand again, do whatever you have to.”



“I’m sorry too.”  She says as I hear her sniffling.




What the fuck?





Is this going to happen to us?




“Isabella, thank God you’re here.  Torian, take a break.  I want my sister.”  Riah is saying as she pants in between…well whatever the fuck is going on in there.



“Baby.”  I hear Torian whine.



“Get out.  Please.”



I hear footsteps and Torian appears.  I think he looks worse than he did when she left him.



He looks up at me.



“Hey.  I got kicked out.” He says in a sulky voice.



“Yeah, buddy.  I heard.  Come on, let’s sit down.”  I say as I put a hand on his shoulder in solidarity.



“Just wait till it’s your turn.  There is no reasoning with them when they are in that much pain.”







Okay, so drugs all the way as many as they can safely put in here.  Yes.  Drugs


 
.






“You know Riah is going to kill you, right?”



“Huh?”



“You got her baby sister pregnant.  It might work out in my favour.”  He says this as he rubs the stubble on his chin.  “Yes, she focuses all her anger and rage towards you, and I don’t end up with broken fingers.  I’m going to need you to come into the room with me.”



I look at him as if he has lost the plot.



“Nothing and no one is going to get me into that room.  I will be in the room with Isabella when she is having our baby, no one else.”



“Hmm.  Just a few minutes?”  He asks hopefully.



“Fuck off.”



His amusement wears off and I can see the strain and worry return.



“It will be okay.  She is being looked after.”



I see him gulp before he answers.



“She is having twins.  I-I just want them all to be okay.”



Just then, Isabella opens the door.



“Torian, quick, it’s happening, and it’s happening fast. Get in there.  She needs you.”



Torian is a blur as he disappears into the room.



Isabella smiles at me as she walks towards me.  I pull her onto my lap.



“I don’t know how I am going to cope when you go through this.  We need to make sure you take every single bit of drug they offer.  I can’t bear the thought of you in such pain, baby.”  I tell her honestly as I bury my face in her hair.  She smells of a mixture of us both since she filched my t-shirt.  I rub our baby, hoping she will go easy on her mother.



“If Riah is about to pop out, two.  I’m sure we can manage with one.”  She wraps her arms around my neck, gripping the back of my hair as she kisses my face.  I lift my face up so I can kiss her properly.  Before I can, we hear a baby crying.



Isabella tries to jump off my lap, but I stand up holding her against me.  I don’t want her jostling the baby about like that.  We hear more crying and we walk towards the door, but don’t open it.



Isabella looks up at me.



“Thank you.  Thank you for looking after me so well.  Thank you for loving our baby girl so much before she is even here.” She says, as speaks her beautiful dark brown eyes fill up with tears and I watch one after the other as they cascade down her cheeks.



I take both of her cheeks in my hands.



“Baby, you never.  I mean, never have to thank me for looking after my girls.  It’s my honour and privilege to have a family to care for.  I’ve only ever had Torian, who was the closest I ever had to a family.”



She bites her lip and opens her mouth to say something, but the door flies open.  Torian’s eyes look suspiciously wet.



“I have a son and a daughter.” He croaks out.



Isabella pulls away from me and hugs Torian.  Well, as much as she can with her belly in the way.



“Congratulations, brother.”  I say to him before it’s my turn to embrace him in a bear hug.  I slap him on his back.



I look over at Riah, whose face is like a tomato and slightly sweaty.  It’s the serene bliss I see on her face that makes me picture my Bella like that holding our baby girl.   The girls look similar to one another. It makes my stomach flutter with excitement.



We make our way to see the babies.  She cradles each tiny baby in her arm.  They look a tad slimy, but I guess they didn’t book first class down the birthing canal.



“Oh, Riah.  They are beautiful.  Have you thought of any names?”



She smiles and nods tiredly.



“Tabitha and Thomas, she was born first, so she is the big sister by mere minutes.  They need to get them cleaned up and checked over.  I just wanted you both to meet them.”



Isabella walks over to her sister and kisses her head as I see more tears falling from her eyes.  I know they girls must be thinking about their mother.  My situation isn’t far off from Torian’s. We rebelled early on from our disinterested parents.  It’s probably why we became so close.  My parents had me later on in life and they died several years ago, leaving me with everything.  No wonder I was a spoiled, selfish little bitch when I initially met Isabella.  I never want to return to that way of life again.



The nurse comes and takes the babies from Riah.  She takes them to the side and cleans them up, putting little plastic tags around their wrists.  They are so tiny.  How am I going to look after such a fragile little baby?   I look down at my paws as Bella calls them.







Fuck


 
.






“What is that?”  Riah screeches suddenly while pointing at Isabella’s stomach.





Chapter 17




Isabella






R

 iah is pointing to my stomach, then looking up at me.  She points to James.


“I am going to fucking kill you.”  She says, then pauses.  “When I can get out of this bastard bed.  You’re going down.  First, you fuck my sister like she is some throwaway little tart and now you get her pregnant?!”



Torian moves away from the babies and comes over to Riah.



“The babies are going to want to feed.  You can kill him later, sweetheart,”  he says in a soothing voice like James’s death is no big deal.



“I’m sorry we didn’t tell you.  We didn’t want you to have any extra stress while you were pregnant.  I desperately wanted to speak to you about it all.”



“You’re studying?  What about that? You worked so hard, Isabella.”



“James got the Uni to agree to online coursework and tuition.  I won’t stop studying.”



I see the relief flash across her face.



“Just focus on Tabitha and Thomas just now, sis.  I promise, I’m okay.  Trust me.”  I say, holding her hand now.



She looks at James with narrowed eyes.



“You hurt my sister and I will be ripping your balls off and ramming them down your throat!”



James nods his head at her.



“You and the baby are okay?”



“Yeah.  Had a little scare with some spotting, but it was fine after that.  We are having a baby girl at the end of August or the beginning of September.”



“Oh, Isabella.  I wish mum could have met them all.”



I give her a hug because that’s the way I have been feeling, too.



The nurse brings the babies over, who is looking bemused by all the drama unfolding in the room.



“They are beautiful, Riah.  You are going to be such an amazing mother to my niece and nephew. Do you need a hand?”



“No.  Torian is going to help.  Then I need to rest.  You go home.  Wait.  Have you been in London this whole time?”  She asks, then turns to glare at James again



I don’t tell her about the initial kidnapping. I can tell her later about it all now that the cat is out of the bag.



Torian takes Thomas from the nurse as she gives Tabitha to Riah.  They are so tiny and adorable with their tuffets of dark hair.  Slightly red and scrunched up from their journey.



“I can’t wait to see them again.  Congratulations, you did good, sis.  I love you.”  I kiss her cheek and hug her before kissing Tabitha on her forehead.



“I love you too, Bella.”  she sighs.



I give Thomas a kiss and a side hug to Torian.  James says his goodbyes from a distance, probably trying to protect his balls.  I look back one more time as Riah and Torian are engrossed with the babies.   James takes my hand and pulls me along as he closes the door behind us.



“Are you okay, Bella?” He asks as we walk away.



I look up at him, smiling.



“Yeah.  I’m better than okay.  It’s such a relief to have told Riah.  Seeing those beautiful babies makes me want to meet our daughter.”  I rub the top of my belly.



He brings my hand to his lips, gently kissing the back of my hand.



“I hope she looks just like you.”  He says with a lopsided smile.







This man.  I have to admit it’s been an emotional morning, but I realise how much he loves us.  I feel it in my gut.   He won’t give up until I’m just as crazy as he is


 
.







∞∞∞




I guess crazy is the operative word, three months down the line and he is on me like white on rice.  The only reprieve I get is when I go to see Riah or when I’m sitting an exam and catching up with Keira.  If I didn’t get to orgasm with him that first time, he sure has made it up to me.  He makes it a point to make sure I cum first, sometimes multiple times, before he does.  It doesn’t help that I have been so horny that he has been my personal pleasure stick.  He never complains, never has a headache or is too tired.  The only bone of contention between us is my refusal to marry him.  I think he has accepted that I won’t marry him until I am ready to.  If it means it will be after our baby girl’s birth, then so be it.



“Are you ready, Bella?”  James shouts from somewhere in the apartment.



“Two more minutes.”



I look at myself in the mirror.  I have loosely curled my hair, which has grown so much during the pregnancy.  James, being a freak, refused to let me get it trimmed.  Riah sent me the dress, which is perfect for my current shape of having a beach ball as a stomach.  It’s feminine, form fitting, with enough give to make my stomach look elegant.  I finish putting my waterproof mascara on and apply a coating on my lips, so my burgundy lipstick stays on.  It’s the twin’s christening today and we are the Godparents. 



Damn it.  I feel my eyes well up again.  Fucking hormones, but my niece and nephew are the cutest babies ever produced.  It is such an honour that they chose us as their godparents.  I can’t stop being emotional lately.






James comes into the bedroom. My eyes instantly meet his in the mirror.  I smile but realise

 

he


 
is the one looking radiant.  My eyes narrow suspiciously at him.






“Why are you so happy?  You normally hate social events that don’t allow you to party.”



His smile dims slightly before lightening up again.



“That was before I found out I was becoming a father.  I’m excited to be a godfather.  I am happy because I have got you a gift.  You look beautiful today.”



He pulls a box out from behind his back.



“What’s that?”  I ask cautiously, as it looks like a jewellery box.



He pulls it open, and it looks like a diamond necklace with small diamonds all around and three larger ones dropping in the middle with a ruby at the bottom and matching earrings.



“Today is a special occasion.  I want you to look out of this world.  The ruby represents our daughter.”



“It’s too much, James.  I can’t accept this from you.”



“You can and you will.  It’s non-refundable and my ears aren’t pierced.”  He says with a smile as he puts the box on the dresser and takes the necklace out.



“Lift your hair up.”



I can see the stubborn look on his face and know he won’t budge until I do as he says.  I lift my hair up and I feel the necklace go around my neck.



“Put the earrings on, too.”



I take them carefully out of the box.  Oh God, if these are genuine diamonds…



“What if I lose them?”



He shrugs.



“I have them insured.”



I shake my head and put the earrings on.  They sparkle under the dresser lights.  They are beautiful.



“Now you are ready to leave.”



I stand up as James takes my hand.  I feel shorter than normal with my flat shoes on.  The days where I feel short and dumpy, James fucks me so good I forget why I was worrying about how big everything has gotten.  Now he goes and does this.



“Thank you.  You don’t have to buy me expensive gifts.”



“I know I don’t, Bella, but I want to spoil you in every way I can.”




See what I mean? 





Where are his many flaws he had eight months ago? 








I’m doomed


 
.







∞∞∞




We reach the church with only five minutes to spare.  Riah is waiting for us outside.  As I go to walk inside, she grabs a hold of my hand.



“You go in, James.  I will bring Isabella in.”



I frown at her, wondering what’s wrong.  She was so happy on the phone last night.



She looks at me with a serious expression.



“You know I love you.  You have to trust me right now.  I would never have agreed to this otherwise.”



“Riah, what are you talking about?”



She pulls me inside the large double doors, and on the side she grabs two bouquets of flowers.



“It’s your wedding day.  I’m walking you down the aisle.”



“What?!”



“You look amazing, glowing, in fact.  Just as a bride should.  Now chop, chop, let’s get this show on the road.”



“Riah.  What on earth?  What about the christening?”



“That’s next weekend.”



I stand there, stunned.  They all ganged up on me.  My sister.  She sent me this white dress saying that they have a colour theme.



“Trust me, Bella.  Please?  He made some mistakes. I took a chance on Torian and look at how we turned out.  I didn’t think it was possible to see a man as crazy as what Torian is, but James is a close second.  He has been desperate to marry you.  He won’t hurt you, babe.  I will make a eunuch out of him if he does.  I trusted you when you let Torian back into my life.”



I look at her and realise she has just done the same thing I did to her.  I give her a small smile to let her know I’m not angry with her.



She squeezes my hand.



“At least he can’t get you pregnant at this wedding.”







Scrap that


 
.







Sisters are the worst!




I glare at her as she snickers and pushes the red and white bouquet into my hands.



She puts entwines her arm into mine as the wedding march plays. I feel butterflies in my stomach or it could be my baby girl giving her seal of approval either way this is happening.



As we walk down the aisle, I see a few people and Keira sitting in the front row, waving to me with a big smile on her face.  It’s when I look down the aisle and see James standing there tall and proud. 



I feel my breath falter.  He looks so handsome in his black suit.  He has a flower corsage pinned on his jacket similar to my bouquet.  As I get closer, I can see the nervousness on his face. 



I take pity on him and give him a big smile and, just like that; he relaxes.  Riah places my hand on top of his, kissing the top of my head. She says exactly what I said to her on her wedding day.



“Mum would be so proud of you, Bella.  I love you.”  She says as she makes her way to Keira, who has a double buggy in front of her with the twins, but I can’t see them till Riah turns the pram towards me.  They are both sleeping.  Our babies.  I look at Riah and she knows exactly what I am thinking as I see the tears glisten in her eyes.



I try to gather my strength and finally turn around.



My hand trembling in James’s hand. 



His hand squeezes mine.



I take a deep breath and exhale.  For a little while longer, I need to keep my shit together.  I look up into deep blue eyes.



It feels like home.



I finally relax and listen to the priest started his sermon.



Chapter 18




James






I

 watch my wife holding Thomas as she chats to Kiera and Riah.






It worked. She is my wife


 
.






I feel my cock harden for what feels like the hundredth time.  I get to fuck my wife tonight.  Weeks of plotting and planning with Riah have paid off.  My eyes slide down to our baby girl.  Just in the nick of time.  Now I can hold my head up high and let her know how much I loved her mother.  Not the drunken fiasco of how we began.



“Well?  How does it feel?”  Torian says from beside me.  I turn to look at him.  Tabitha is sleeping like a little angel in his arms.



“Damn good.  I feel like I can finally breath now.  She wouldn’t marry me, so I thought she was always planning her exit route.  I thought she might hold everything against me.  My behaviour and how I took her from campus.”



Torian chuckles lightly.



“You did good making it up to her, from what Riah has told me.”



I look back at my wife, who throws her head back and laughs at what something Keira has said.







Yeah, I will make it up to her some more tonight


 
.







∞∞∞




We get home in style with Torian’s limo.  He is worse than me. At least I don’t have a limo complete with a driver.  I had to wait through the dancing, the humiliating speeches and the dinner.  Now my ripe little wife is all mine. I watch her like a predator slipping her shoes off and placing her small bag on the dresser.  Her flowing white dress clings to her breasts, she bends down to pick up her shoes and I’m done.  I got my wish for a thick, luscious ass.



“Leave your shoes.  Let me help you out of your dress, wife.  I’ve been waiting all night to undress you.”  I growl impatiently.



She turns around to face me with an impish smile on her face.



She slips the straps of her dress down, showing me her white lacey bra as she cups her breasts before pinching her nipples.  I watch her through hooded eyes, my eyes homing in on her wedding ring and the large rock I got her.



“A disobedient wife already,”  I say in a stern voice as I walk towards her.



I turn her around and unzip the dress as it falls down her back and sliding down onto the floor looking like a pool by her feet.  Her white lace panties match her bra.  I run my hands down her back and grip her ass before giving her right cheek a hard slap.  I watch her ass ripple before I rub her reddening cheek.  Other than hearing a gasp from her, she doesn’t say a word. 



I need to revisit a proper spanking after our baby girl is here.  Especially if it makes my wife’s pussy hotter for me.



I peel her panties down her ass and undo her bra strap, pulling it off from her arms.



“Get on the bed, baby.  On your hands and knees, let me see that ass.”



I watch as she climbs onto the bed, my eyes never leaving her ass.  I walk across to the other side so she can see me.  She lifts her head up, her curls fall around her face and her dark eyes home in on mine.  I smile at her. 







It’s payback


 
.






Slowly taking my jacket off, ripping off my restricting tie, and start undoing the buttons for my shirt.



“Is your pussy wet and ready for your husband?”  I ask.



“Yes,” she says as her eyes roam over my chest as I yank my shirt off.



I unbuckle my belt and unzip my trousers.



“Play with your pussy for me, Bella.”



I toe off my shoes and take everything else off, shucking the trousers off as I keep my eyes on my wife.  Her heavy breasts sway as she manoeuvres her hand down to her pussy.  I see the instant she reaches her goal; her face twists in pleasure as she fingers her pussy for me.  Her eyes are focused on my cock.  I fist my aching cock from the tip to my balls, ignoring the oozing pre-cum that covers my fingers.



“This is all for you.”



She eyes my cock like it’s her favourite dessert and licks her lips like the fucking minx she is.



I walk back around feeling satisfied she is wearing nothing but the jewellery I gave her.  If I could, I would brand my name all over her.



“Put your hand back on the bed, Bella, and get comfortable.”



I watch as she lays her head on the bed and brings her hands up beside her head.  This pushes her ass further into the air.



My eyes finally settle on her ass and her glistening, wet pussy.  I’ve never had as much sex as I have with Bella.  She is as insatiable as me.  I run my hands over her ass and bring my cock closer to her hot wet pussy, soaking my cock with her slick pussy hole.



She moans and pushes her ass back.



“Tell me what you need, baby,” I say as I rub my cock over her harder.



“I need your cock!”  She groans.



“Sorry?  Whose cock do you need?” I ask as I slip my cock into her pussy, but grip her hips so she can’t move.



“My husband’s cock.  I need you, James.”  She whines as I feel her trying to push herself back onto my cock.



“I want you to scream when you cum, wife.  Know that it’s your husband that’s fucking you tonight.  Brace yourself.”  I tell her before I pull her back onto my cock as I push into her waiting wet pussy.



She cries out in pleasure as I drive forward, filling my wife’s pussy, driven by my need to claim her.  Her hot pussy is the only one for me.  I feel the sweat on my brow as I try to control myself.  I can feel her soft ass on my hips. Unable to stop, I pull back and drive deeper into her as I feel her pussy flutter around me.



“No, Bella.  You don’t get to cum yet.  You wait till I’m ready to fill you up.”  I say through clenched teeth.



She is moaning and mumbling as I gaze down at her ass. I bring my hands to her ass cheeks, pulling them apart so I can see both of her holes as she takes my cock.  I thrust in and out of her pussy, fucking into her like I have wanted all day.  As I continued to fuck her, I ran my hands up and down her back. Her hands twist and grip the bed covers and I see my rings on her finger. I can feel the familiar tingle as I move faster.



“Cum now, Bella.”



She lets out several cries as she clenches down on my cock, pulling me with her as I unload my balls into my wife.  I feel every jerk and twitch as I spew my cum deep inside her pussy where it belongs, grunting like an animal. 







Finally, coming home


 
.






Chapter 19




Isabella






I

 feel the sunlight before I see it when I wake up the next morning.  I smile and stretch out in bed.  I don't feel James behind me.  I was too tired for a shower last night so he got a wet towel to clean me up.  Am I pissed about what they did to me?  Not after last night.  He went all-out animalistic on me and I loved it.  My smile widens as I think of him.


“Good Morning, wife.”



I see a bare-chested James wearing a white apron and holding a large tray of food. 



I'm suddenly ravenous. He places the tray on the bed as I eagerly sit up.



“What's with the ensemble?”  I ask



He gives me a twirl and I see his bare ass cheeks.  I giggle at the sight.



“I didn't want to damage the goods whilst cooking naked.  How are my girls this morning?”  He asks with a smile.



“Hmm.  Good just hungry.”



“Let me feed you then.”



He cuts up some pancakes, with strawberries and drizzled with maple syrup, he proceeds to feed me.  I can't stop looking at his large hand which now dons a matching platinum wedding band.  I feel the sense of him belonging to me as much as I do to him.







Fucking hormones


 
.






I try and stop the tears from building up.



He looks at me between horror and panic.



“What's wrong? Is it the baby?”



“No.  No.  It's okay.  It's just the pregnancy hormones.”



He hands me a napkin with a wary look in his eyes.  He probably thinks I'm crazy as I take the napkin from him which I use to dry my eyes. 







I don't tell him it's all his fault for being so sweet to me


 
. 







∞∞∞




“James, we are going to be late!”  I shout out from the living room.



He saunters in wearing looking at me and shaking his head simultaneously.



“How are we going to be late for a dessert parlour?”



“I booked us in a table,”  I say with a serious face as I tell a big fat lie, mama needs sugar.



He walks over to me grinning at me.  He still somehow manages to wrap his arms around me.  I am due any day now but I have a hankering for crepes with hazelnut chocolate with fruit.  As I think about it my mouth waters.



“Less hugging more moving, Mister.”



He chuckles.






“Of course, Mrs Bancroft,”  he says as he gives me a final squeeze as he wraps his arm around my waist as we

 

finally


 
make a move for dessert.







∞∞∞




I can't help but moan and I lick my fork clean of all the thick creamy chocolate.  If no one was around I would be licking my plate right now.  I don't know how or what they do to make their food taste so good but it hits the spot each time.



I notice James has hardly touched his.



“You know sharing is caring, right?”  I say as my inner greedy bitch eyes up his plate.



He pushes his plate towards me. 



“If you're going to moan and lick like a porn star again, have it all.”



I blink at him.



“I will have you know, I'm a lady.”  I rub our baby who seems to be trying to get comfortable.



His eyes light up and he moves closer to touch my belly.



“She is moving, again?”



“She sure is,”  I say with a wide grin. 



James loves touching my belly when she moves.  He has been talking to her constantly.  Some mornings I wake up and his head is under the covers speaking to our baby girl.



I take a strawberry from his plate before standing up. 



“I'm just going to the ladies,”  I say as I waddle towards the small restroom.  I wash my hands and look at my tummy in the mirror, it looks as if I have swallowed the sun.  I love it.  I love feeling our baby move.  I'm desperate to meet her in a few days.  I want to know what she looks like.  Whose fingers and toes will she have?  We have the perfect nursery set up for her.  James was trying to buy everything a baby could possibly need I had to stop him before we ran out of space.



I stretch my back to ease the pain.  Being petite it's been a struggle these last few weeks.  Other than the twin's christening this is the only other opportunity we have had to come out.  It felt nice dressing up even if it is in a simple wrap-around dress which compliments my baby bump perfectly. 



I walk back to our table and James stands up.



“Do you want more, Bella?”



“No.  I'm good.  Thank you for bringing me.”  I say as I pull him down for a sweet kiss.  Our baby kicks him as he holds us closer one hand going to rub our girl.



“Anytime, Bella.  Let’s go home.”  He says as he holds my hand and we make our way out of the busy restaurant. 



We walk towards the car and I feel a gush of liquid run down my bare legs.  I stop in shock and look down at the pavement.  James stops and looks down at me.



I feel my cheeks turn red as I look back at him in embarrassment.  I don’t understand I just went to the bathroom. 







Oh, Oh my God.  It’s happening.  Fuck, the hospital bag is at home


 
.






“Baby, what’s wrong?”



I point down to my feet.



“I think my water just broke.”



He pulls away from me to inspect the wet pavement and my legs.  The confusion clear on his face before the fear takes over.



“No. No, Bella.  She still has four days left.”



“I think she wants out now.  Baby, you need to get me to the hospital.”  I say calmly in a soft voice. 



He looks bewildered then like a deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming car. 



He opens his mouth like a fish and breaths in and out.  I cover my mouth with my hand because he looks fucking ridiculous.



“That’s it, baby.  Deep breaths you can do it.”  I say egging him on when I can’t take it any longer.  We will be here all night till he gets his shit together.



He snaps his mouth shut and firmly takes a hold of my hand mumbling about how I’m not funny and it’s cruel to make fun of him.



We tugs me towards the car.  I pause.



“I don’t want to dirty the car seat.”



He looks at me incredulously.



“Like I give a fuck right now, Bella.  Here if it makes you comfortable I will put my jacket down.  We need to get to the hospital, now.”  He says adamantly.



He puts his jacket down for me.  Making sure I am strapped in before running around the bonnet of the car and jumping into the driver seat and revving the engine before shooting off towards the hospital. 



We are there quite quickly I have been silently trying to breath through the cramping.  I don’t think this is Braxton Hicks.  This is the real thing.  I don’t want to panic James as he drives.



By the time we get to the hospital it all happens so fast.  I didn’t get as many drugs as I wanted and James was amazing.  I didn’t shout or scream at him because for nearly six months this man has done nothing but care for me diligently.  So I just swore at the universe instead.  The birthing room was so hot I feel as if the sweat is pouring off me.



“Almost there now.”



“You said that half an hour ago.”  I look at the clock and back towards the nurse as I pant through my last contraction.



James wipes my forehead with a cool towel.  I take a breather waiting for the next contraction.



“You're doing so well, baby.  You're amazing.”



I give him a weak smile and I feel the next contraction build up.



“Okay, dad.  She is crowning do you want to see your baby?”



James throws the towel and makes his way to where the midwife stands between my legs.  Open show for all tonight.  Thank God, James carried on with his grooming or they wouldn’t be able to find the baby in that bush.



I pant and breath through the contraction till I feel a searing pain.  My eyes tear up and I push through it, looking at the midwife for guidance.



“Keeping going, Isabella.  You're almost there sweetheart.”



I glance back at James who’s eyes have popped out like a cartoon character.  One second he was standing next to the nurse the next he is gone.  He hits the floor like a ton of bricks.



The nurse who was in the background runs out of the door to get some help no doubt.  Riah comes rushing through the door and instantly beside me.



“The nurse said you needed me.  Where is James?”



“He is on the floor.  It’s probably just as well the next generation is left to women.”



“Final push, Isabella give it all you got.”  The midwife says loudly bringing us back into the moment as there is a bustle around the doors for people to come and lift my husband up off the floor.



Riah squeezes my hand. 



“Bring her in babe, you got this.”



I cry out and push with everything I have tears rolling down my face.  This is my first and last one.  Never again.  I hear the beautiful sound of a wail.  I look up from my pillow and the midwife is holding my baby.  I laugh weakly as I continue to cry.  We did it.  Well I guess I did it, James took a nap.



He is too big to move so they have sat him up and his eyes are just fluttering open.



“Did I miss it?”  He croaks out.



“Come up here, dad and cut the umbilical cord.”  She brings the baby over to me as I pull the hospital gown down so I can touch my baby girl for the first time. 



Riah kisses my face. 



“She is beautiful.  We will come in whenever you are ready, take your time.”



“Thanks, sis.”



I try to control the tears so I can see her clearly.  I completely ignore the midwife and James as they sort the cord out.  I only have eyes for our gorgeous baby girl.



“Hello, Juliette.  We have waited so long to meet you.”  I whisper to her.  She blinks slightly but keeps her eyes closed and lets out a squall but moves in closer to my chest.



James is beside me in an instant his eyes as tearful as mines as he takes our daughter in.  He strokes her back and my hand.  Touching every part of her, head, ears, fingers and toes.



“Baby, she is perfect.  Thank you.  Thank you for keeping her.”



I look up at him in shock.  My heart stuttering. 




He thought I would have gotten an abortion?




“James, even if I was going to go through this alone.  I never once had that thought inside of me.  Ever.”  I say softly.  Yes, I would have had to change my plans and rely heavily on Riah and Torian but my mum and my sister have been my inspiration in life. 



He swallows hard and nods unable to speak.



“I love you, James.  I love you so much.”



He embraces both of us in his arms as Juliette protests and buries his face in my shoulder.



“I will love you till my dying day, Bella.  You and all of our children.”



“Yeah.  You're only getting one kid out of me.” I scoff at him.



I can feel his smile on my neck. 



“Sure.”



“I’m being serious, James.  You can’t even handle the birth of one.”



“It was hot in here.  It was the heat.” He says indignantly.



“Sure.”  I say with a smirk on my face.



Epilogue




James






I

 lie back in my chair as I watch Tabitha and Juliette chase Thomas around the playhouse.  Tabitha and Thomas are as thick as thieves until Juliette comes then they gang up on him.  Watching the two dark haired cousins and my little blonde angel running and laughing.  This put's a big smile on my face, I love how much they all love one another.  They have siblings but as a broader family the cousins will always have one another as they grow older.


Torian pushes a beer into my hand.



“The girls said that lunch will be done soon.”



“They still don’t need a hand?”



“Nope gave me our drinks and threw me out of the kitchen.  So are you going to faint again like a fucking diva this time round?”






“Fuck you, Torian.  It was the heat.  It’s been four years you, thick cunt.  I would have thought it would have sunk in by now.”  I say all this with no heat in my voice.  He has never had anything over me till my very brief fainting spell.  Which was due to the

 

heat


 
yet he takes every and any opportunity to rub it into my face.






Bella finished her studies albeit a little later.  We both wanted to spend time with Juliette.  She works part time and I work from home whenever I feel like it.  I have spent most of my time with my girls and it has been the best decision I ever made.  In a blink of an eye Juliette has grown up.  It didn't take much persuading at all to get Bella on board for another baby.  I feel a little anxious with this one,  I worry I won’t love the new baby the same as Juliette.



“You don’t have favourites when it comes to the children do you?”  I ask Torian casually.



“No, it doesn’t work like that.  They are all my flesh and blood.  Don’t get me wrong do I want to throttle Thomas and his cheeky smart ass at times?  Sure.  But that’s just part of his character and I love every part of him.”  He says before taking a swig of his beer and smiling at the children.



I nod and carry on looking on at the children.  We have a holiday home in the Cotswolds the garden is a children’s paradise with a large playhouse and a smaller version of a playground.  We all have several holidays together a year.  It helps how well we all get on.  We created our own way and our own families.  I could have missed out on all of this.  I did go back to my therapist but it was to thank her in helping me work through my fears and issues.  I’m sure I would have messed things up with Bella if it hadn’t been for the help I received.



I watch the girls come over Riah is pushing a trolley and Bella is carrying their youngest Sophie on her hip.  I stand up and go to help them. 




Fuck Torian.








I’m in it for the brownie points


 
.






Life is good.  I won’t ever take my blessings for granted.  Even if Bella thinks I’m still overbearing at times.



My wife smiles widely at me. 



Keeping her was the best decision I ever made in my life.









The End.



Afterword








I really didn’t know where Bella and James would go.  I mean who knew he was going to start out to be such a turd?!



For those of you who weren’t expecting that, snap.  I wasn’t either.



A reader requested this book.  While writing this book each and every part I kept all my readers in mind.  So it may not have been one of my darker ones but it suited these two & I hope you agree. 



This book is a massive thank you to everyone who have left reviews on Amazon, Goodreads, emailed me, TikTok & messages on Facebook.  I kept it on the lowest price Amazon would allow. 



I hope you all enjoyed this book as much as I loved creating it.  Onto Psycho Alpha no it won’t be sweet and rosy like this one.  More like dark and disturbing. 



If you have the time or inclination please leave a wee review on Amazon/Goodreads for me it truly helps  indie authors so much.  Thank you all for being so wonderful & kind in all your words and support.  Love you all.  Also sorry to the ones I have been chewing the eyes off with sheer excitement of each new book!



Stay happy and healthy.



With all my love,



LoveBite Shorts ❤️‍❤️❤️‍
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