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INTRODUCTION










This book contains graphic, explicit scenes with coarse language between consenting adults. In addition, triggers include divorce (not between the main couple), a heavy dose of cringe, pregnant sex, BDSM elements, punishment, pregnancy kink, breeding kink, lactation kink (only in the epilogue), ANR/ABF (only in the epilogue), Ddlg dynamics, unprotected sex resulting in a pregnancy, and typos.

If you are uncomfortable with any of these themes, please don’t read any further.
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ONE










Selina




“You’re late.
 This is becoming a pattern, Selina.” The manager of the bistro I work at glares at me, tapping her watch. She’s three years older, and I’ve been chewed out by her more times than I can remember. “Don’t tell me it was a family emergency again.” 

My lips tremble, forming an apologetic grin. “I’ll get right to work.”   

Her eyebrows peak, daring me. The truth is that it’s always a family thing. Since Mom separated from Dad a year ago, she has been relying on me to keep the house afloat. Dad made a lot of money, so we had a housekeeper, maids, cooks, and a chauffeur, but when Mom moved out on her own, she didn’t have any of that. So I had to fill in—picking up groceries, cooking, cleaning, and being her therapist on top of all that. I feel bad for her because Dad constantly cheated on her during their marriage, but I don’t want to be caught in the crossfire of their divorce proceedings. I’m an adult, and I need to focus on my life instead of being my parents’ peacekeeper. 

I inwardly scream when my phone buzzes. My manager sighs, used to me receiving constant calls from my mother. 

“I don’t have to take that,” I tell her. “Sorry.” 

“That aside, what are you wearing?” Her judgmental gaze rakes over my body. I cringe inwardly. I usually prefer boring jeans and T-shirts, but I grew tired of hiding my body. I’m not insecure, but I’ve always made myself invisible because my parents took up all the space. I didn’t want to stand out. But being inauthentic gets exhausting. Today, I decided to stop being a demure good girl and threw on the most risqué outfit I could conjure up. My over-the-top sexy outfit consists of a corset top that makes my tits spill over and a miniskirt that isn’t work-appropriate. I’m twenty-three. I may not have my dream job yet, and I might be a virgin, but I need to get more comfortable being myself. 

“I have another outfit. I’ll change,” I mumble, hoping it's enough to pacify her. 

“Beat it. We don’t have all day.” She looks like she wants to say more, but she’s distracted by the tinkle of the bell attached to the door. A customer just walked in. 

I rush to the washroom and quickly throw on a pair of black trousers and a T-shirt. The café I work at is pretty casual. My colleagues wear jeans and T-shirts, too. I tie an apron around my waist and take my place behind the drinks counter. I don’t do any serving; I just make the drinks and heat up some snacks when required. 

“Welcome back. We’re swamped.” My co-worker, one of the waitresses, gives me a worried look. 

On the screen, there’s a long list of orders to fulfill. 

Grabbing a few glasses, I get started. Time strolls past as I mechanically complete one step after another. My mind plays with colorful images of glittering gowns and cute skirts hanging on racks. I picture myself walking around in my own shop, selling clothes I’ve designed and curated. Since I was young. I have dreamed of having my own fashion label and selling my clothes in my own boutique. This bistro gig was the only job I could land after graduating from university but this isn’t what I want to be doing for the rest of my life. Sadly, owning a boutique isn’t cheap. I don’t have the money required to bring my designs to life. So I’m working to save up. 

As the early evening customers begin to leave and the restaurant gets quieter, I lean against the counter. My phone has been buzzing non-stop in my pocket. I can’t ignore it any longer. 

I slide it out. My mother’s name flashes on the screen. 

With an exasperated exhale, I pick up her call. 

“Don’t tell me one of the lights stopped working. I showed you how to change the bulb yesterday,” I whisper-scream. 

“It’s not that.” My mother is grinding her teeth. She’s angry. “I need you to do something for me.” 

“I can’t.” I grit my teeth. “I’m working.”

She clicks her tongue. “Selina, this is more important than your part-time gig.” 

“Then why don’t you do it yourself?”

“I can’t,” she hisses. “That asshole—I mean your dad—has gone MIA. You know I sent him the papers last week, and he promised he would sign and return them immediately. As usual, he has failed to keep his word.”

“Mom, calm down.”

“I can’t! This isn’t fair. I’m not going to put up with his excuses any longer. He has strung me along for years. I want to put an end to things as soon as possible.”

I’m twenty-three, and my parents are fifty-two, yet I’m the one parenting them most of the time. 

“He’s probably planning to sort the papers over the weekend,” I mutter as a new customer walks in. “You know he works on weekdays.”

“So do I!” My mom yells. “He told me he’d signed the papers. He was going to give them to me in person yesterday. He texted me. But he didn’t come. Now he’s not picking up my calls.”

My throat muscles tense as I realize where this conversation is headed. I stare up at the clock. It has been an hour since my shift started. My fingers tighten on the phone. “Maybe he’s busy.”

“He’s always busy!” Mom fumes. “You know how he never had any time for us. I’m sure he’s just screwing his secretary. I need the papers today. Can you go get them for me? He should be at work.”

“Now?” 

“I can’t delay this any further. This divorce is driving me out of my mind. I need to submit the papers today.” The pronounced breaths filtering into my ear tell me that my mother is hyperventilating. I know this process has been tough for her. She wanted to divorce my dad years ago, but she waited until I graduated from college. Waited for my father’s pride to erode so he’d give his consent. Despite being a shit husband, Dad always felt entitled to Mom’s fidelity. But I suppose years of bitterness from her have worn him down, too. 

I sigh. “Mom, you should go yourself. I don’t want to get involved. This between you and Dad.” 

My mother coughs out a bitter laugh. “Your dad banned me from coming to his workplace after I made a scene last time. The security staff know my face. They won’t let me in.” 

I breathe out an exasperated sigh. My manager is raising his eyebrows at me. She will chew me out later for using the phone while I’m on the clock. “I’m at work now.” 

“Is work more important than me?” My mother sobs. That’s her tactic for guilt-tripping me. It always works. “I quit my career in advertising to raise you, Selina. I am only asking you to take one day off. Can’t you do that much for me?”

My chest churns with that familiar burn of shame. I know my mother made so many sacrifices because of me. Dad didn’t support her with childrearing, so she had to leave the job she loved. She didn’t get along with other stay-at-home moms and lost all her friends. Plus, Dad cheated on her constantly, treating her as a trophy wife and a full-time nanny. She didn’t have enough money to leave him, so she stayed until I was old enough. A few years ago, she returned to work. Now she makes a modest income that allows her to live independently, even though her lifestyle isn’t what she is used to. 

“Okay, I’ll go get it. Can it wait for a few hours, though? I want to finish my shift.”

“Alright, but I want the documents today. Even if you have to go to his place to get them.” Mom’s plea pinches my heart. She sounds desperate. I know how much it would mean to her to finally see the signed documents and to know she’s free of my dad forever. That’s all she has ever wanted. 

“Fine. I’ll do it. Don’t worry, Mom. Relax, okay?” 

Sometimes, I hate how nice I am. I want to be able to refuse her requests and put my foot down. But I don’t love working at a bistro. Helping her makes me feel useful. She pays the rent, anyway. 

I’m relieved when my shift finally ends. I want to leave as soon as possible, but the moment I’ve changed back into my sexy outfit, the manager summons me to the break room and lectures me about being professional. 

I want to quit the job on the spot, but I have nothing else to fall back on. Mom is already overburdened. I want to help her out financially as much as I can. 

I'm in tears when I step out of the café. The sky has turned inky black. I can see a glimmer of the moon peeking through the dark sky. I look at my phone. It’s 10 p.m. I don’t know if Dad will be at work. He usually stays until late, so if I hurry, I can catch him before he leaves. 

I can’t afford to take a cab, though, so I quickly get on the subway. 

Dad is the COO of operations at the Gold Media Group, one of the biggest media conglomerates in the country. He has worked there for decades. His boss, Andrew Gold, is younger than him. At only thirty-six, Andrew grew the company after taking over from his father at the age of twenty-one. He’s on the list of richest men in the country. I know about him because I remember seeing him in a magazine and thinking that he was hot. His smoldering gray eyes mature angular face, and stunning physique spoke to my pussy. I remember touching myself and fantasizing about him coming inside me. 

I’m not afraid to admit that I’m into older guys, especially when they’re stable and dominant. Men my age make me anxious because they’re bad at communication and taking charge in a relationship. They are unreliable. I know I’ll end up becoming their mother and taking care of them the way I do with my mom. I want someone I can lean on, someone who will protect me and take the burdens off my shoulders. Not someone I have to baby. 

I’d love a ‘daddy’ who’ll give me stable, mature love that has been missing in my life. But that’s just a dream. The reality is that I’m a virgin and I’ve never met a guy who made me sexually aroused. I’m not waiting for love, but I want my first time to be hot, unforgettable, and wild. 

I spot the Gold Media Group building from a mile away. Looking up at it makes me dizzy. The tall skyscraper with a glass façade stretches beyond where my eyes can follow. 

I feel self-conscious walking into such a formal place wearing a boob-bearing corset top and a skirt that shows glimpses of my round ass cheeks when it rides up. 

I hand my ID to the lady in the reception. Dad put my name on the system, so I was issued a visitor pass without any questions. With that, I ride up the elevator. 

I remember that his office used to be on the top floor. I’m hoping it’s still there. It has been more than a year since I came to his workplace. Since I moved out with Mom, we haven’t been in contact. Dad didn’t show any desire to cling to me. I never got to ask him whether he wanted to keep our relationship going once the divorce was done. 

The corridor is dimly lit. Some of the lights have been turned off to save electricity. The layout seems different from what I remember. 

Brown carpet spreads in all directions. There are glass chambers with desks and sofas inside them, but I don’t know which one is Dad’s. I wander around, trying to find him. I see the CMO’s empty office. The CEO’s office is on this floor, too, but unlike the other rooms, the walls are opaque. Light glows within, but there’s nobody at the desk. 

I end up wandering to a dead end. 

The crunch of shoes behind me echoes in my ears. I ignore it, assuming it must be one of the other employees carrying out their usual routine. 

But breath squeezes out of my lungs when fingers bite into my wrist.

I'm spun around by a tall, powerful man. I’m pushed against the wall. My back flattens against the hard surface. His hand wraps around my waist. A hard, male knee pins mine. He presses his hips over mine, caging me with his body.

An inelegant sound scrapes out of my throat. My heart thunders wildly as I realize I’m being slammed against the wall by a huge, strong man. It takes me less than a second to put a name to the mesmerizing face that is in front of me. 

Andrew Gold. 

He’s wearing a slate gray suit that contrasts against his deep tan. His jaw is set into an unforgiving square. Anger radiates off him like steam. But it doesn’t scare me. It turns me on. Being at the mercy of a hot, powerful man like him instantly lights a fire in my core. 

I shiver at the sight of his masculine beauty. Up close, he looks like a feral beast. His steely eyes are blazing with anger. 

“I…” Whatever I was about to say fades in my throat when Andrew’s hand wraps around my throat. He doesn’t choke me, but he tightens his grip. Currents of bliss shoot down my spine. His rough touch is unbelievably exciting. Sexual attraction pulses between us as he angles his head closer to mine. The air is so thick with tension that I can’t breathe. 

“My pretty little slut.” Oh my God. His voice is pure crack. Smooth and deep and a million other things. It hits me straight in my womb, awakening my primal femininity. I want to melt into him, surrender to his strength, and let him do whatever he wants with my body.  “I was looking for you everywhere. You were hiding from me?” 

My pussy throbs wildly at his words. 

My pretty little slut. 

Why do I love being called that?

I have never felt anything like this. My body is on fire. Andrew Gold’s touch has incited chaos inside my cunt. There’s a firestorm in my core, spiraling out of control. Proximity to the sexy, powerful, older CEO makes me dizzy with need.

“What are you doing here?” His breath feathers my jaw. The rich, spicy scent of his perfume envelops me. It transports me to another world, a world of forbidden encounters and sexual passion where anything is possible. “You were supposed to be in my office. Did anybody see you?”

“I was supposed to be in your office?” I hiccup. Andrew’s eyes probe me with cruel condescension. I can’t figure out this man. He’s mysterious and inscrutable. All I know is that my response to him is puzzling. Wetness is gathering on my panties, proof of my arousal. Being forcefully caged by his powerful body has my hormones raging for more.

“Is this a joke?” He presses his lips into a stern line. “Are you being a brat? Let me tell you, I have no problem showing brats their place.” 

Breath stills in my lungs when his hands slide up the back of my thighs to cup my ass cheeks. He massages my flesh. His fingers hovering so close to my pussy is a torture. My stomach cramps. My slutty pussy convulses, spilling more moisture. I’m a wet, dirty mess and he hasn’t even shoved his cock into me yet. 

My nerves tremble when his thumb caresses my wet folds. He glides his finger over my soaked panties, drawing a new surge of lubrication from my pussy. I can’t help leaning into his touch like a bitch in heat, opening my legs wider and grinding my heated flesh against his hand. 

I moan when his fingertip passes over my swollen clit. The stimulation sends a flurry of currents through me, numbing me for a moment. Ecstasy hums through my veins. I need more of that sensation, that wonderful, consuming sensation that he birthed inside my core when he played with my clit. My clit swells as his touch turns dominant. He rubs my swollen bud between two fingers, creating the perfect mixture of pain and overstimulation. 

“Fuck, you’re dripping.” His stubble bristles against my jaw as he brings his lips close to my ear. His tongue traces the shape of my ear. I whimper, unable to process the level of sexual pleasure I’m receiving. I have never felt anything close to this when I was touching myself. This is on another level. “I guess I don’t have to be gentle with you anymore.” 

I grunt when he pulls my panties aside and pushes two fingers into my virgin cunt. The stretch is way too much for me. I grind my teeth together, taking it all without a protest. I trust him. I need him. I need the depraved, dark pleasure only his fingers can provide. Even though it hurts, it also feeds a craving inside me. 

His digits are thicker than mine. Their width makes me feel well-used. My walls part for him, clamping down on his fingers. When they curl inside my wet cunt, my knees buckle. 

“Ah.” He keeps me standing by cupping my ass with his other hand. His thumb strokes my wet, pouty clit as his fingers dig into my cunt again and again.

My tight channel erupts with joy every time he gives me that perfect friction by sliding his fingers roughly into my pussy. 

“God, you’re tighter than a virgin.” Andrew bites the lobe of my ear. “Does it hurt, little slut?”

I moan. I can’t describe the emotions curling in my belly. This is beyond pleasure and pain. It’s beyond anything I’ve ever known. I’m in a dream where the sexiest man in the world is making me gush in his fingers. It doesn’t even feel real. 

“It hurts a bit,” I admit. “But that only makes me want it more.”

“Maybe I’ve been going too easy on you.” Andrew’s wicked smile lights up his face. My heart turns into goo knowing only I get to see this filthy part of him. He’s my treasure, my personal sex god. 

I want to let him play me like an instrument, wring out every ounce of pleasure from my cunt. Andrew’s strokes become brutal. He shoves his fingers into me fast and hard, making me breathless with ecstasy. 

The sensual edge to his actions has my mind poised to give him everything he wants. I rise to my tiptoes when the bliss of being fingered by him makes me curl my toes. 

The sudden movement makes my nipples pop out of my corset. The swollen, hard buds catch Andrew’s attention. 

He licks his lips. Then he slaps my ass. It’s a light slap but the thrill that courses through my blood mingles with the heat in my pussy to push me higher. When I think it can’t get more intense than this, Andrew latches onto my breast, poking my hard nipple with his tongue. Electric current crashes into my brain. I can’t even think. I’m so numb from being battered by pleasure.

My stomach trembles with a feeling that threatens to make me explode. Andrew sucks harder and my breasts tingle. His warm mouth wrapped around my tit is the most glorious thing ever. 

The wet sound of his fingers slapping into my pussy fills the air, interspersed by my breathy moans. I close my eyes and relax against the wall, letting his fingers pump in and out of me at a punishing pace. 

This scenario is right out of an erotic novel. I’m being pinned to the wall by my dad’s boss and fucked to oblivion. My pussy throbs as his fingertips trace the hard bud on my other breast. “Such pretty tits.” 

I feel so high I’m barely breathing. “Don’t let me go,” I beg. “Please. I want to come.” 

“I don’t know if I should reward you. You’ve been disobedient.” 

“Please. I’ll be good.” That’s the only thing I can think of. I’ll be his sex slave for the rest of my life if he lets me reach the peak of pleasure. I’ve touched myself on my own many times, but I have never been able to make myself come. Andrew seems to know my triggers better than I do. 

“Is that a promise?” he asks. 

“Yes. Take me however you want. But let me come now.”

His fingers curl inside me again. But this time, he manages to hit a sensitive spot. I feel my body giving up, unraveling. A hard suck on my tit breaks the final gate.

I spray on his hand like a fountain, emptying my feminine juices on his knuckles. My body feels like it’s dissolving into air. I feel so light even though my feet are touching the floor and gravity pulls me down. 

“Fuck. I’ve never seen a woman squirt so much. You’re a special one.” Andrew laughs, continuing to play with my clit. His deep laughter fills the air, fills my ears. It’s the best conclusion to the best sex of my life. 

“That was insane,” I admit. I can’t believe it actually happened. For a few moments, I felt like I was in a dream. I didn’t have any control over my body or my responses. I was Andrew’s and I want to be Andrew’s again. 

He has ruined me for all men. Sex will never feel like this again. So easy, effortless, hot, and mind-blowing. This is everything I wished for. 

Andrew retrieves his fingers from my tired cunt and shoves them into my mouth. “Lick them clean so you know how filthy you taste.”

I suck his fingers like a good girl. I taste salt and a metallic tang. 

“I want to fuck you against the wall and watch you bouncing on my dick but that’s too risky. So we’re taking this to my office.” Before I can protest, he firmly ensconces me in his arms. 

I’m aware of the strength of his biceps as my head rests against his arm. Andrew is built like a truck. He must work out a lot. On the other hand, I have never been to a gym. I am naturally slim with huge breasts, a flabby stomach, and curves.

He leads me into the CEO suite I saw earlier and then draws the blinds. I had no idea that a prim and proper guy like Andrew Gold would be into having illicit sex at the office. I guess he hides his kinks from the world like the rest of us. Still, knowing that he is a closet dominant turns me on so much. He just gave me a toe-curling orgasm, but my pussy is already wet again, ready for more.

He throws me onto the couch in his office unceremoniously. He slides off his jacket, unzips, and lowers his pants. He pulls down his boxers, allowing his massive erection to spring free. I had no idea he was so hard already. Holy hell. Can a dick that huge even fit inside me?

He pumps his cock. My mouth grows wet when I see the pre-cum glistening at the tip. “Alright, Anna, now it’s time for the main event. I’m going to fuck you until you pass out.”

“Anna? Whose Anna?” The words emerge from my mouth before I can control my tongue.

I knew our forbidden encounter would have to end, but I didn’t want it to end now. I want him to take my virginity because it feels right. I'm not finding another man this hot and skilled anytime soon. There’s no way I’d be satisfied with just a mediocre guy after finding out what Andrew Gold is capable of.

When he stopped me in the corridor earlier, it seemed he was expecting me in his office. But he doesn’t even know who I am. He thinks I’m Anna. Is that his girlfriend? It can’t be. Otherwise, he’d have known her face. He assumed I was Anna which means he had never seen her in person. 

Is Anna…is she a whore he hired? Did he look at my outfit and assume I was a prostitute?

“You’re not Anna?” Confusion carves lines on his face. He narrows his eyes. “Then who are you?”
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TWO












Selina






I realize
 I’ve blundered when Andrew’s eyes go cold. 

I want to backpedal and pretend I was joking about my name. But the atmosphere is too serious for my joke to fly. I still go for it. “I was kidding. I love being a brat, remember?” I cringe at how fake I sound. Clearly, I have no sense of humor.

And Andrew isn’t an idiot. He catches on.

“You are from the agency, right?” His eyebrows are knitted together. He stares at me like he’s just realizing I might be the wrong person. Seeing that conflicted expression on his features does bad things to my heart. I don’t like to see him disappointed. I want to erase that expression from his face. But every moment I remain silent, the lines digging into his forehead get deeper. He whistles out a breath. “Look, I’m sorry if you’re not a sex worker from Guilty Pleasures. I didn’t expect a girl your age to come into the office at this hour. Your clothes made me think…”

I could tell him the truth. I could tell him that my dad works here and I’m looking for him. I could tell him that my sexy outfit was meant to be for myself.

But I don’t tell him any of that.

“Yeah, I’m from the agency,” I say. My stomach is trembling right now. If he ever discovers that I lied to him, I don’t know what he’ll do. But I’m tired of denying myself. This is the most exciting encounter I have had in my life. I can’t leave him now. I need him to show me more rapture. My pussy craves his cock. I want to know what being fucked properly feels like. I might be running an errand for my mother, but that doesn’t mean I can’t kill two birds with one stone. My intuition tells me it’s going to get even better if I let myself surrender to the monster cock Andrew is massaging. A forbidden night alone at the office with my dad’s boss engaging in filthy, dirty deeds is the stuff my dreams are made of.

Andrew Gold is not just the CEO of Gold Media, he’s a sex symbol. Dripping with smoldering good looks, intimidating eyes, and a tall, muscled frame, he’s a fantasy come to life. I’ll never get the chance to explore my sexuality with someone like him. I need this night. I need this man. I need what he can give me.

Andrew collects his emotions, striding away. He sits down on his CEO chair, spreading his legs and continuing to run his fingers along his length. He’s every inch the dominant boss. He knows he has all the power in this situation and I have none. Apparently, that’s exactly how I like it.

My pussy is cramping so bad, I’m afraid I’ll get sick if he doesn’t fill me with his cock soon. I’m ready to risk the agony of losing my virginity because that’s nothing compared with the fear of ending our taboo encounter.

“Get on your knees and crawl to me.” His command rings through the silent space. His voice drips with anger and a touch of hoarseness.

My tits bounce when I move. My sore nipples rub against the top of my corset. Deciding I don’t need it, I undo the strings and let the piece of garment fall away from my body.

Then I get on my hands and knees. The air conditioning is still running. Cool air clings to my hard peaks, making them swollen and taut. My breasts jiggle when I move my limbs.

I crawl toward my dad’s boss, submissive and obedient. I have never done this for anyone. I’m a virgin so I have no experience with this sort of thing. But Andrew’s voice has the effect of a leash around my neck. When he tugs, my body moves on its own, eager to satisfy him, eager to let him assert his masculine dominance over me. I’m eager to be his pet.

“Good girl.” When I reach his feet and bump my head against his knee, he caresses the top of my head. His touch is deliberate yet gentle. I lean into it, wanting to cling to that sense of safety. No man has touched me like this like I’m precious. My heart is about to explode from how good it feels. “You did well listening to me. Shall I give you a little reward?”

I nod. My pulse is hammering frantically in the hollow of my neck but I’m ready to discover more about this mysterious man. I want to know what forbidden desires lurk under that mask of perfection. I want to be
 his forbidden desire.

He loosens a few buttons on his shirt. Then he bends up and picks me up. I yelp. His chest is broad and solid and his arms are so firm that I know there’s no way he’ll drop me.

“You’re so tiny compared to me.” He nuzzles his face in the crook of my neck. I moan when his tongue licks a wicked trail up the side of my throat. His stubble scratches me but that only adds to the wildness of our intimacy. 

I’m enjoying this way too much to stop. This is what my fantasies are made of: a hot, older man telling me what to do and taking charge. I didn’t think men like him existed in real life. I thought it was just in romance novels. But he’s here in the flesh, six feet of pure masculinity and power.

He bites my hard nipple, taking one into his mouth and swirling his tongue around the head bead. He suckles on it until my arousal slides down my thighs. I’m so wet I need to rub my slit against his cock to remain sane. I smear my fluids all over his erection, bathing him in my arousal.

Sparks of pleasure infiltrate my brain and my core as he draws lazy circles around my areola. He kneads my other breast, priming it for attention. Then he shifts his mouth to my other nipple, leaving me throbbing with ache.

“I need you inside me,” I beg. I have never said this to a man. Never thought I would. I always imagined I’d be uncomfortable and anxious during my first time, waiting for my partner to start pushing into me gently. This is way better than what I thought.

Andrew releases my boob with a pop. The sheen of sweat glimmers on his forehead. He has been exerting himself, all so that I can enjoy sex. He’s an amazing lover. Despite being wealthy and handsome, he’s not selfish. He could have demanded me to suck his cock and I’d have done it happily but instead, he has been focused on my pleasure when I’m supposed to a prostitute he paid for.

“Bend over, little slut.” He smacks my tits, sending shockwaves through my system.

Heat crawls up to my cheeks. Wow, being bent over has always been one of my biggest fantasies. He’s making all my dreams come true and it’s only my first time. Sorrow settles in my chest when I realize this might be my last time with him. He’ll soon realize I’m not who he thought and I can never approach him again. I was lucky to run into him like this tonight. I’m determined to make the most of this opportunity.

My feet find the ground and I curve over the table. My tits flatten against the cool glass, sending a wave of sensation to my pussy. My skirt flutters against my ass but not for long. Andrew rips it away. Then he pulls down my panties, exposing my glistening core to his gaze.

I’m facing the door so I can’t see his face or his expression. But the depth of his tone is enough to make me feel revered. “Such a pretty pink pussy. I don’t think I’ll last long. I’m going to cream your cunt.”

“You’re going to come inside me?” I ask.

Pressure knots in my cunt. While the eroticism of having sticky cum pulsing in my pussy makes me ache with need, it’s way too dangerous.

“The agency told me you’re clean and I can take you raw,” Andrew replies. “I sent them my results, too. Do you have any concerns?”

The agency told him what? My mind reels at those words. He’s going to take me without a condom. I’m not on birth control. If I protest, will it be too obvious that I’m not the whore he was waiting for?

Maybe I should let him do it. I’ll take a morning-after pill. If the agency checked his results, he must be clean. And I’m certainly clean since I’m a virgin.

“No. Do it. I want to feel your release in my pussy,” I reply, sounding more experienced than I am.

The crown of Andrew’s cock pokes against my entrance. “Oh, I intend to flood your tight pussy and drench you in cum, little slut.”

“Please go slow. You’re big and I…I need time to take you,” I say. I could have let him slam into me but I don’t want my first time to be so bad that it puts me off sex forever.

“I’ll go so slow you’ll beg me to go faster.” Ever the sadist, Andrew uses my plea as a challenge. The tip of his cock spears me. When it breaches my hymen, seeking to move past my protective barrier, my nerves erupt with agony. It burns. It burns so much. But Andrew stops and pulls back.

“I’ve never been inside a cunt as tight as yours. I can barely break into you,” he says. “But don’t worry. I’ll stretch you and fill you until you’re screaming.” 

He works himself into me in slow strokes, going deeper each time. When I start to breathe heavily and the stretch becomes too much, he slides out. I’m so glad he’s being gentle and understanding with me.

Soon, the discomfort and pressure of his hard dick pushing inside me morph into pleasure. My body craves his next thrust, eating up his cock like a treat. My velvet walls convulse around him, milking him.

When he pushes in this time, he goes all the way in, bottoming out in me. I yelp. God, I’ve never been filled like this. My pussy is so damn full and stretched. It doesn’t hurt anymore but it’s a new sensation. One that I’m enjoying. I love being pulled apart by a dominant cock.

He holds on to my thighs as he delivers a few more slow and careful strokes. Then he changes up the rhythm, pumping in and out of me faster. I can feel him losing control. I’m losing control too.

Waves of rapture lap against my pussy. Every time the rough veiny texture of his cock registers against my soft inner walls, I am pushed closer to my inevitable climax.

His heavy body bears down on me, making me feel so precious and feminine. His cock roughs up my insides, wrecking my pussy, splitting it apart in two as he takes me again and again. Every thrust is brutal and deliberate, proving his strength.

I squirm every time he shoves his shaft into my tight channel, reminding me of my feminine needs.

When his finger finds my swollen clit and pushes the overstimulated bud, I shoot off. This time, my orgasm is stronger, hitting me in places I didn’t know about. I feel happiness pulsing in every corner of my pussy, radiating outward and filling my body with wondrous light.

“Andrew!” I scream his name again and again, floating on a sea of miraculous joy.

Breath hitches in my throat when his cock tightens inside me. The next second, he groans and semen smothers my insides.

He coats my unprotected walls with his seed. I should feel tainted but I feel sexy and fertile. My womb pulses at the forbidden delight of being creamed. Andrew pumps load after load of semen into me, flooding my cunt until I can’t take anymore. The trickling of his release inside my wet cunt makes me tremble. It’s such an intimate feeling, knowing I’m carrying a part of him inside me.

When he pulls out, all that baby-making batter rushes out of me, coating the back of my thighs. I come upright, staring down at the mess between my legs. I feel so thoroughly fucked and used. I feel like a dirty slut but in the best way possible.

Until I see the red streaks mingling with the sticky whiteness of semen.

“Why is there blood?” he asks, staring at the crimson streaks on my pale thighs. “Fuck. Did I hurt you?”

“It’s my first time.” I swallow. My heart is beating so violently it could tear my chest in two. “I’m a virgin. Sorry if you didn’t want that.”

“Why didn’t you tell me? I would’ve been gentler.” His eyes widen. It’s the most vulnerable expression I’ve seen from him. He clenches his fists, looking guilty as hell. I know that feeling too well. It’s the reason I came to Dad’s workplace. “Shit. I’m sorry. Wait. I’ll get a towel to wipe you up.”

“That’s okay. I should be leaving.” Mortification runs through my veins like lava. My face is steaming hot. I feel like I’ve betrayed Andrew in some fundamental way. That self-loathing expression on his face is because of me. He thinks he didn’t do right by me. But that’s what I wanted; I wanted rough, wild sex. That’s why I didn’t tell him.

“Stay.” His fingers band around my wrist. He turns me around. His green eyes are blazing with possessiveness and dominance. Breath sticks in my lungs, unable to move out when he’s looking at me like that like he doesn’t want to let me go. “I insist on aftercare.”

“Okay.” I don’t have enough energy to protest. If taking care of me will make him feel better, I want to give him that. I want to make up for keeping the truth from him.

“Sit here.” He leads me to the sofa in his room. “I’ll be back in a minute.”

I take in the opulence of this room. The interior décor gives away the wealth and position of the man who inhabits this space. I realize that I had sex with somebody who is from an entirely different world. Andrew has big, real-world responsibilities on his shoulders. He possesses a level of wealth and status that I can’t comprehend. I make drinks at a bistro. If I hadn’t pretended to be a prostitute, I would never have had sex with him or been allowed here.

Just as I’m beginning to worry, his shadow stalks the corridor. He struts in.

When he returns, it’s with a towel, snacks, and drinks. He puts everything on the table. “That’s all they had in the vending machine. Take your pick.”  

My heart does a weird flip. Did he get me snacks? That’s so cute. I wasn’t expecting this man to be so caring, considerate, or romantic after the way he dirty-talked and dominated me. Looks like he has more layers than an onion. And every new layer intrigues me.

He opens a bag of potato chips and feeds one to me. The gesture is so intimate that I can’t refuse. I allow him to feed me, relishing the ease between us.

“Tell me your name.” I stiffen when he looks into my eyes. “I know it’s not Anna.”

“You know I can’t tell you,” I say. “We use false names to protect our identity.”

He huffs out a defeated breath. “At least you know mine.”

After he has fed half the bag of chips to me, he presses an open can of coke against my lips. I smile. “You like taking care of people. Even my dad doesn’t pamper me like this.”

“I do like taking care of people,” Andrew admits. “But I don’t have anybody to take care of.”

I catch a sad shadow hovering in his eyes. I know Andrew is single. He has dated before but he’s not a manwhore. His relationships were long-term but I guess he never found the right woman. He has no kids, either.

“You have me now.” I giggle. “Feel free to spoil me.”

“Do you want to sit on my lap?” He places his palms on his thighs. “I’ve heard being hugged after sex makes women feel good.”

“You’d do that for me?” I’m just a sex worker. Is this guy nice to all women?

“Come here, babygirl.” When he drawls out that endearment, it shifts something between us. Suddenly, I’m feeling things for him that I shouldn’t be feeling for a man so much older than me. My chest is going woozy. I couldn’t resist him when he was demanding and dominant and I sure as hell can’t resist him when he’s being sweet and caring. I’m a greedy bitch. I want all of him and I want to luxuriate in being close to him, no matter which version he shows me.

Every version of him is beautiful.

I settle myself on his lap. His arms come around me, pulling me close to his chest. “How does that feel?”

“I never want to leave,” I say honestly. His lap is solid and his chest is soft. When he cages me with his arms, I feel like a precious woman, someone who is treasured.  

His affection fills the hole inside me. My dad has never shown any interest in me. My mom is attention-seeking and childish. This kind of safe, mature love is a rarity. I want to luxuriate in his warmth for as long as I can.

I lay my head on his shoulder. It’s the perfect pillow.

“Are you sleepy?” he asks.

“No. Just hungry.”

“I’ll order food. What do you want?” When he reaches out, grabs his phone, and starts scrolling through Doordash, it touches me beyond words. I can’t remember the last time anyone was so attentive to my needs. My parents are always going on and on about what they need, never bothering to check in on my needs.

As images of food pass before my eyes, I find myself unable to swallow due to the lump in my throat. “You can order whatever you like,” I say. “I eat everything.”

“You’re so easy to take care of. I might get addicted to babying you.” Andrew’s lips brush over my forehead, sending a rush to my chest. This time, it’s not just my pussy that shivers. My heart shivers, too.

I have never met a man like Andrew Gold. Most men are like my dad. They always put their own needs first, not even bothering to ask for what someone else wants.

I assumed Andrew would be even worse because he has the power and money to be selfish. But he’s instead using it to be nice to whores. What a mysterious man.

I want to unpick him. I want to understand how his brilliant mind works. I want to enjoy many evenings sleeping on his shoulder like this and letting him stroke my arm with his calloused fingers. He’s good at lulling me into a false illusion of love. Even though I’m just a whore, even though there are no emotions between us, this feels like it’s real.

When he watches me with soft gray eyes, I want nothing more than to curl up in his arms and belong to him forever.
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Her absence lingers even
 though she has been gone for an hour. It’s like I can’t stop seeing the image of her pretty, petite body curled on my sofa like a kitten. I tried to make her stay, but once she was done with her meal, she said she had to go. Given that we were at my workplace, I didn’t beg her to stay. But I wanted to.

My lips still taste like her. Like chocolate and coffee. That’s a combination I didn’t expect. Most sex workers wear artificially fruity-tasting lip gloss. But Anna smelled and tasted so real, so earthy like she was a regular girl, not someone in the sex trade. I mean, girls in the sex trade are also normal girls but there was something innocent and receptive about her that made sex with her unforgettable. It was all so organic, so dirty yet so right. It didn’t feel like she was doing it for money but because she really wanted me.

I’m going to request her next time, too. I need to properly spoil her and apologize for taking her virginity. I can’t believe the company didn’t tell me she was a virgin. They charge extra for first-timers. Maybe it’s because I’m a VIP client that they threw in a surprise?

After clearing the pizza boxes on the table, I dial the number of the agency. My fingers itch, demanding to touch Anna’s gloriously soft and sensual curves. I couldn’t keep my hands off her for one second. Her body is like my kryptonite. Even though she’s young, there’s something mature and stable about her. I bet she has a great personality.  

My client manager at Guilty Pleasures picks up the phone despite the hour. “Mr. Gold, I’m so sorry. We were stuck in traffic then our car broke down. We’re still at the garage. Anna can’t make it today.”

“Anna was here hours ago.” My lips freeze as a cold feeling replaces the fuzziness in my chest. I remember the way the girl I fucked slipped up and said she wasn’t Anna.

I hear a titter from the other end. “Mr. Gold, that can’t be. She’s with me right now. Do you want to talk to her?”

I believe her. She has no reason to lie to me. She’ll have to refund me for Anna’s no-show. If anything, it’d be advantageous to her to let me believe that Anna actually came.  

“Then who was just here?” I’m talking to myself.

She sighs. “I don’t know what happened, but I suggest you get yourself tested. It wasn’t one of our girls. Did you have sex with her?”

I feel dizzy. That girl was a virgin. The chances of her carrying an STI are slim. However, I will still get tested. I don’t want to put anyone in danger.

“I’ll call you later.” I hang up, unable to focus on the conversation. I slump onto my chair, my eyes red with lack of sleep.

The facts swim inside my head, coagulating into a nightmarish picture.

I came inside her unprotected. She was a virgin. I’d bet a million dollars she wasn’t on any birth control. Which means I came inside a fertile, young pussy without any protection.

She could get pregnant. Given her age, it’s more than likely. She’s at the peak of her childbearing years. She looked like she was nineteen or twenty. Oh my god, I couldn’t have impregnated a girl that young.

I start writing an email to security then remember I told them to turn off all the cameras on this floor because I didn’t want my amorous exploits to be caught by the CCTV. Still, she must have entered through the lobby.

I dial the reception number.

“Who was the young girl who came in tonight?” I ask.

The receptionist scrambles, apologizing profusely while she finds out the information. Those few seconds are torture.

If she wasn’t a whore, who was she? Why was she here and why did the front desk staff let her in?

Finally, the panicky voice in my ears gives me the answers I’ve been looking for. “Her name is Selina Ross. She’s Mr. Ross’s daughter.”

I draw a steadying breath. Fuck. Looks like I might have accidentally bred my COO’s daughter. I need to find out more about her.

Then my heart deflated when I remembered her dad asked me for a one-week break because he was getting divorced. And I granted it. I don’t even know where his daughter works or how old she is. I could use a detective to find her, but it doesn’t seem right.

I make up my mind to call him as soon as he gets back to work. The entire week passes in a blur of meetings, calls, and business trips. The week after that, I’m forced to go to Brazil to deal with issues in our Brazilian division. Unfortunately, that keeps me abroad for two weeks.

When I return, the damage has already been done. Selina would be pregnant already and it’s too late to prevent that. I would never admit it out loud, but that idea has secretly excited me since the moment she left my office. The idea of seeing her swollen with my child makes my inner caveman squeal with delight.

I have always wanted kids. And I’ve always wanted a wife I could spoil and cherish. But nobody I dated seemed like the right type of person. Nobody triggered my masculine instinct to protect, provide, and cherish. Until her.

Selina was so soft and nurturing. I have a feeling she’d make a great mom. And she’s receptive and loves affection, which also makes her ideal as my partner. I hardly know anything about her but my intuition has never been wrong. My gut tells me she’s meant for me.

Fate put her on my path in the most ridiculous way. She was here when she wasn’t supposed to be. She let me come inside her even though she had no reason to. She could have told me who she was. She could have pushed me away and I’d have understood. But she didn’t.

I still don’t know why she gave me her virgin cunt. I’m sure she wasn’t trying to trap me. Her dad is well-off. She doesn’t need my money.

I only hope the entire episode was destiny’s way of giving me what I have always prayed for—the right woman to love me.

I sigh. I don’t think a girl age would want a husband my age, though. I should forget about these fantasies before they grow.

The next morning, I rush over to James Ross’s office. I’m secretly hoping to see some pictures of her and confirm my assumptions. But James isn’t a family man. I know he’s sleeping with his secretary and just got a divorce. Was that why she was here?

“Hey, I ran into your daughter a few weeks ago. She was looking for you.” My chest is tight. I’m internally squirming. This wasn’t a conversation I imagined having with one of my employees. But this is nothing compared to the conversation I’ll have to have if she gets pregnant.

James clicks his tongue. He doesn’t look like the kind of father who cares for her girl. I’m not surprised. Selina was shocked when I hugged her and bought her food. Clearly, her daddy has never done that for her. “Yeah, she met me at home.”

“What does she do?” I ask. “Is she still in college?”

“She graduated a few months ago. She works at a bistro. I have no idea what that girl is planning to do with her life. She went to college and studied fashion design but her career is going nowhere.”

“What’s the bistro called?” I act as nonchalant as possible. “I frequent a place downtown and I think I’ve seen her there.”

Her dad shrugs. “Yeah, she works downtown. It’s called Annie’s.”

“Yeah, that’s the one.” I breathe a sigh of relief, shocked my lie ended up being so close to the truth. I have never been to that bistro or even heard of it but I couldn’t ask him where his daughter worked without sounding suspicious. A guy my age shouldn’t even be interested in a girl that young. But I am. God save me, I can’t stop thinking about her. She has occupied my mind since she left. That sweet moment of comfort and intimacy we shared as she sat on my lap and let me feed her is everything my heart has been craving for. I love taking care of my women, spoiling them with affection. But not a lot of women like a man who smothers them with affection. These days, it’s the era of acting cold and pretending you’re not interested in them but I can’t get behind that. My emotions are obvious. I can’t hide them, nor can I stop wanting to cuddle and kiss the women I care about.

I wonder how James will react when he finds out that I came inside his daughter’s warm, fertile cunt without a condom.

“I hope things are better now.” I pat his back. “I’m glad to see you back at work.”

James smiles at me. “Yeah, I finally got a divorce.”

“Is your daughter living with you?” I ask.

“With her mom. Those two are tight. I doubt I’ll ever see her again. She has never liked me.”

I swallow. I don’t think many daughters would love a workaholic, distant dad who cheated on their mother. I can’t blame Selina.

Now that I know where she is, I can’t wait to meet her again.





OceanofPDF.com








FOUR












Selina







Three weeks later…






Finally,
 with the papers submitted, Mom has stopped calling me at work. I hum a tune as I make drinks at the bistro, enjoying a calm afternoon devoid of incessant phone calls. Things are slow right now, but it’ll pick up soon enough. It always gets busier after 5pm.

I freeze midway through my inhale as a new customer walks in. He’s wearing a flawless navy suit with a pocket square, waistcoat, and a maroon tie. He carries the opulent outfit with confidence. His hair is dark brown and his eyes are the most brilliant gray I have ever seen.

Breath trembles in my throat.

His eyes lock onto me.

Recognition snaps into place.

Andrew Gold is at my workplace. And it doesn’t look like he wandered in by coincidence.

I skitter backward, terrified that he might recognize me. As his eyes connect to mine, I am swamped by lust. Memories from our one-night stand spread through my body, filling my veins with buzzing sparks. My pussy clenches with arousal at the flashback of him burying his thick, meaty cock into my virgin pussy. I want to jump him and ride his dick so bad. I haven’t been able to forget his dirty talking or how good his cock felt inside me. Having him inside me again has become an obsession.

He’s probably not here to bang me again, though. Every instinct tells me he’s here to punish me for deceiving him. He must have found out I wasn’t supposed to be there.

Adrenaline sears my system. I jump back, my back knocking against the wall. “Can you make the drinks for a bit? I’m feeling sick,” I tell my colleague before literally dashing sideways.

“Selina. Wait.” Andrew’s voice slices through the air, startling all the other customers. Mortification runs through my bloodstream when my manager widens her eyes. I hope she doesn’t fire me. My life seems to be a constant stream of drama these days.

“Stay right there. I need to talk to you.” The silence in the bistro serves to make his steps reverberate louder. Watching him advance confidently, his long legs eating up the space, makes my heartbeat pounding in my head. He gets behind the counter.

A tremor rolls through my pussy when he wraps his fingers around my wrist. That stamp of dominance, the easy way in which he touches me, claims me, possesses me, and gets me wet immediately.

I make a scared noise. He towers over me, two heads taller than me. The intimidation of his physique coupled with the terrible thoughts going through my head have my pulse exploding.

His eyes are difficult to read. His poker face makes it impossible to know what he’s thinking.

“What do you want from me?”

He hands me a plastic bag. “Take a pregnancy test. I need to know I didn’t knock you up that night.”

My spine straightens. A shiver passes through me. I forgot to take a pill the day after. I was so busy trying to get the papers mom needed and holding her hand through the process of submitting it that it entirely slipped my mind.

I bite my lower lip, afraid that he might be right. That I might be pregnant. What will I do if I am? My belly clenches at the thought as if trying to hold on tightly to my unborn child.

“Don’t do that, baby. I’m already having a hard time keeping my hands to myself.” Andrew’s thumb brushes my plump lower lip, igniting an inferno in my core.

My shoulders are shaking. “Do you know who I am?”

“Yeah, I found out from your dad. Don’t worry; he doesn’t know about us.”


Us
 . There’s no use. But I like the idea of there being an ‘us’. It’d be shocking to date my dad’s boss, though. Not only is he older than me, he’s way out of my league due to his status.

“Selina.” My boss comes around, glancing at Andrew. “Who is this?”

Instead of answering with his name, Andrew slams down his card. “I’d like everything on your menu to go. No drinks. I also need a few minutes with Selina. I’ll compensate you for her time.”

He raises his eyebrow at me, silently commanding me to get started with taking the tests. I clutch the bag filled with pregnancy tests and look to my manager for confirmation.

“Go,” she says, before turning toward Andrew. “We’ll have your order ready soon.”

My colleague’s mouth gapes as he swipes Andrew’s card and the transaction goes through. Well, now he knows he’s loaded, too.

While my manager is distracted, I tiptoe to the bathroom. I don’t want her looking too carefully at what’s inside the plastic bag Andrew handed me.

I take the pregnancy tests in the bathroom, closing my eyes and preparing myself for the worst. I haven’t had my period since then, but it’s not time yet. I haven’t had morning sickness or any other symptoms of being pregnant.

My optimism fades away when two pregnancy tests come out positive. I stare at them, unable to believe what I’m seeing. I take a third one just to be sure. But it is also positive.

I rub my stomach in disbelief. There’s a tiny new life growing inside my womb right now. A life Andrew and I made together. I was always convinced that I’d break down in tears if I got accidentally pregnant but I’m surprisingly calm.

Not only that. As I rub my tummy and think about the little child planted inside me, I begin to feel a bond forming between us. I want to meet the baby. I want to see who they are. And that shocks me even more than my lack of tears and sobbing.

Do I actually want to have a kid at twenty-three? I don’t have any money to raise a child and Mom might not take this well, either. All I know is that I desperately, deeply, truly want to grow this child in my belly and raise them. Having kids was always part of my life plan. I am naturally nurturing. I clutch my belly, feeling a happy emotion passing through me. I am overjoyed at being pregnant. It makes no sense. My future is uncertain and I got knocked up after a one-night stand but it still makes me happy to know I’m nourishing a baby inside me right now.

I don’t spend too long in the bathroom. I don’t want anybody getting suspicious. Stuffing the pregnancy tests in the plastic bag, I shuffle out.

Andrew is at one of the tables, his legs crossed. There’s a tense expression on his face. I consider lying to him but he’ll probably ask to see the tests. He’s rich and he probably doesn’t want a child with a girl like me.

He has the money and power to force me to get an abortion. But even the idea of it makes me reel. It’d be the practical thing to do. I should be glad if he gives me the money to get one since I definitely can’t afford the surgery on my own.

When I stand before him, Andrew cups my ass pulling me closer between his legs. The crinkle of the plastic bag fills my ears before his deep voice replaces it. “Did you take the test?”  

“I…I’m sorry.” I feel like an idiot standing in front of him, telling him I wasn’t smart enough to prevent this. “I didn’t mean for this to happen. I swear I wasn’t trying to get pregnant. I just forgot about it and…things came up…and…” My bottom lip quivers. Then all the tears I have been holding back rush out through my eyes. Andrew pulls me into a bear hug. My tears spill onto his expensive suit jacket, staining it.

“There, there. It’s okay.” His broad palm fits beautifully against my back. Comfort seeps in when he massages down my spine. “You were a virgin when I took you. I’m the one who should have been careful. Don’t blame yourself. It takes two to create a child.”

I can’t believe he’s being so calm and responsible about this. It isn’t his fault at all.

He hired a prostitute and had her go through checks just to avoid a situation like this. He took every precaution but I crashed into his life and spread my legs for him when I wasn’t on any birth control. Just because I wanted him. Just because I needed his touch.

Still, he’s handling it pretty well. I thought he’d be angry, and disappointed. I thought he’d scream at me or accuse me of trying to trap him. Instead, he’s holding me like he wants nothing more than to make me feel safe.

He kisses my forehead. The sweet gesture melts my bones. “Baby, don’t stress about this. I’m here and I’ll deal with it.”

I slump against his body, soaking in every bit of his reassuring presence. I’m glad he’s my baby daddy. I’m glad he’s here, holding me through this revelation.

I cry on his shoulders for a few moments, unable to stop. He pats my back and gently smoothens my hair away from my face. His caresses are gentle yet intoxicating. There’s nothing sexual about them but I need them more than I ever needed sex.

“Everything will be okay,” he whispers, creating a trail of goosebumps along my neck. I sniffle, then wipe my snot on his shirt which probably costs more than my monthly wage.  

Throughout our intimate moments, I relish his stability and how he’s just there for me. Without judging me or starting to poke me about how I plan to handle this. I love that he gives me space and doesn’t demand answers from me when I’m not emotionally ready.

“What do you want me to do?” I ask when I raise my head. “I’m aware that you have more experience and power than me. I can’t afford to have or raise a child but…I’m not yet ready to let go of the baby I’m carrying, either.”

Andrew’s pupils widen. He sandwiches my hand between his broad palms. “Would you consider having the baby?”

I hiccup, unable to believe the words going into my ears. “You want me to give birth?”

“If you don’t want to or you change your mind later, I’ll understand. But if there’s a chance, then please consider it. I will take care of you and the baby financially. Don’t worry about providing for the baby or yourself.” There’s something in his eyes I’ve never seen before—desperation. My heart squeezes as I realize that Andrew wants to be a dad just as much as I want to be a mom. Neither of us is in the ideal situation; I am too young and he’s not even married. But we both want it. “Do you need some time to think about it?”

“Honestly, I want to have the baby, too.” When Andrew presses a kiss to my belly, butterflies flutter in my stomach. I’m becoming more and more convinced that I need to have this baby. His baby. I want to keep a part of him in my life always. He’s the kindest, sexiest man I’ve ever met. “But I don’t want to raise a child alone.”

“I’ll be involved in parenting, however much you want me to be,” Andrew assures me. “Also, this might sound odd but I want you to consider dating me. I’m a traditional guy. I like the idea of having a wife and a kid, not just a kid. I think there’s enough chemistry between us. I know I could come to love you. Will you give me a chance, Selina?”

Hearing him speak my name makes my throat choke up with tears once more. He wants to date me. He wants to marry me and make me his wife. That’s mind-blowing.

“Are you sure?” I ask. “I’m not successful. I have dreams but I haven’t made any of them come true yet. You’re at a completely different level to me.”

“You’re brave, hardworking, and open-minded. Plus, we have great compatibility in bed. You tick off a significant portion of my checklist. Trust me, I’ve dated a lot of women, Selina, and I feel more for you already than I ever felt for them.”

Pride whizzes through me. I never imagined a high-status man like Andrew would look beyond my age, beyond my job and current life to see my core qualities. Instead of thinking of me as too young, too immature, not financially stable, and dumb, he sees me as my true self. As the girl I’d be if you strip away my circumstances from me.

He sees me in my true glory. For that reason alone, I want to give him a chance. Because he’s my entire checklist. He’s the kind of man I’ve dreamed of. I want to know if my dreams were meant to become my destiny or if that was simply an illusion I clung to.

Only one way to find out.

I bend down to kiss him on the lips. He slides his hand behind my head, holding my head steady as his mouth devours mine. His tongue sweeps my bottom lip, creating a whole electric storm inside my brain. I’ve numbed my thoughts by the time his tongue slips into my mouth, caressing corners of me that nobody has ever touched before.

I shiver with pleasure. Moisture gathers in my cunt and spills down. Andrew triggers my sexual needs like no one else. I’m pregnant already but I want to be fucked. I want the passion from that night to be a constant in our relationship rather than a one-time thing.

When I come up for breath, I whisper, “Yes, I’ll date you, Mr. Gold.”
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I didn’t want
 our first date to be at a hospital but I need Selina to see a doctor and make sure she’s doing fine, health-wise. She needs to start taking her vitamins so that she and the baby can be healthy.

The weirdest thing this is that I think of her more than I think of our unborn child. It might seem that the only thing holding us together right now is the fact that she’s pregnant with my heir. But I see that as a fated coincidence that brought us together, rather than the sole reason I’m dating her.

She spoke to me in many ways during our first meeting. I was able to be vulnerable and reveal my more caring, emotional side to her without feeling unsafe. There was something about her that made me want to protect her, hold her close, and never let her go.

“This is your baby.” The doctor runs the wand over Selina’s naked belly, showing us the first image of our child. It’s a tiny lump inside her belly but seeing it takes my breath away. I can’t believe all of this is real.

“It’s a miracle.” I am entranced by the images moving on the screen. I caress Selina’s head as her eyes well up with tears. “Well done, baby for growing something so precious inside your womb.”

Selina blushes furiously making the doctor break into laughter. “From what I can see, the baby is perfectly healthy and developing well. Your girlfriend is very healthy and doesn’t have any medical conditions that could endanger the fetus. Also, given her young age, we don’t expect any complications.” He pauses, clearing his throat. He turns his attention to Selina. “Eat well and take care of your health. I will prescribe you some medication. As everything looks good, you can have sex as normal. There’s no reason to hold back because of the baby.”

Selina’s face turns into a tomato. “Uh…” she stutters. “Thanks.”

My mouth curves into an involuntary smile. I intend to seduce my baby mama with every tool in my arsenal. One of the most potent tools in my toolkit is my sexual prowess. I want to get intimate with her again but I need her to get comfortable with the idea, too. Things have changed now because she’s pregnant. I know she must be worried about the baby and having insecurities about her body. I intend to show her she’s always desirable to me.

I hold her hand as she comes off the examination table. She looks up at me, her doe eyes filled with gratitude. Wrapping an arm around her shoulder, I lead her out of the doctor’s office.

“Thank you for coming with me,” she mutters, avoiding my gaze. “I haven’t told my mom or my dad. I don’t think they’ll react well to the news. I’m going to wait for a few more weeks. Or until I’m showing.”

“If you need, you can move in with me. Also, you don’t have to thank me.” I take her hand, kissing her knuckles. “This is our baby. We both decided we wanted this. I’m going to be with you every step of the way. I’ll be attending every appointment and taking every pre-natal class with you. I want you to remember that you’re not doing this alone.”

I see the huge lump that gathers in her throat, stretching her pretty, pale skin. It makes me shiver to know that my girl has such strong reactions to my words. She’s so damn responsive. Does she have any idea what that does to me?

My cock is getting perky at the idea of being alone with her, but I promised her that I’d date her and let her make up her mind about whether she wanted me as a husband. So instead of my apartment, I take her to a restaurant.

Selina didn’t eat breakfast. Now it’s almost lunchtime.  

I grip the steering wheel of the car, hesitating to turn on the engine.

Selina is staring out of the window. There’s a lost expression on her face, a sadness I can’t decode.

“What’s the matter, babygirl? You have been so quiet since I texted you about the appointment.” I strap on her seatbelt, massaging her pregnant stomach. I love touching her there, even though she doesn’t have a cute bump yet. “Am I making you uncomfortable?”

She jerks, her eyes going wide. “What? No. I’m sorry I was so out of it, Mr. Gold.”

I click my tongue. “You have to start calling me Andrew.”

“Andrew, I’m sorry.” She exhales. “I’m just…it’s my first time being pregnant. I feel unprepared. I don’t know what I should be doing. I’m worried I’m going to mess up somehow. I’m just disappointing everyone. My mom, Dad, even you…you guys must think I’m unqualified to be a mom. I don’t have any money or stability. I live with my mother even at this age.”

“Look here.” I cradle Selina’s face in my hands. My groin cramps at how soft her skin feels under me. She’s so delicious I want to devour her. Even her insecurities only tell me what I already know—that she’s someone who cares deeply about others. That kind of selflessness would make her an amazing mother. “You’re not disappointing me. I’m very happy you’re having the baby. And your parents will be, too, once they get over who the father is.”

She cracks a tiny smile. “I think that’s the only part they’ll be impressed with.”

I close my fingers around her slim, long ones. They feel so right inside my fist.

“Mr. Gold, I’m so glad you’re here with me.” Selina pushes her stomach forward. The bulging fold of her belly grazes my knuckle, sending a pleasurable current through my spine. “I’d have self-destructed without you.”

“Call me Andrew,” I remind her. “I’m always here for you, Selina. Can I ask you something? I’ve been curious.” When she tilts her head in agreement, I continue. “Why did you let me fuck you? You could have told me who you were when we first met. You knew I’d misunderstood the situation.”

She drops her eyelids. A smooth groan moves out of her parted lips, hitting me straight in the balls. Spending so much time alone with her, touching her, is driving me closer and closer to arousal.

“Honestly, I couldn’t deny you. I felt something strong when you touched me and talked dirty to me. I was so addicted to that feeling, I didn’t want to let go. I wasn’t thinking, just going with what my body wanted.” She lets a silent beat roll past us. “I don’t regret it one bit. I never thought losing my virginity would be so hot but you made it worth it.”

“I’m glad you’re being honest.” The fact that she let me fuck her because she wanted it assuages some guilt I’ve been feeling deep inside. I thought I’d trapped her, scared her, and forced her into it that night, but she wanted it as much as I did. “People tell me I’m intimidating. I wondered if I terrified you into complying with my demands.

“What?” She looks baffled at my statement which is more reassuring than she could ever know. “Not at all. If anything, I’m the one who deceived you because I wanted more of you.” Selina scratches at the seatbelt. “Please don’t think any of this is your fault.”

With that cleared up, I turned to start the engine. “I’m taking you out on a date. You did so well at the doctor’s, I want to treat you to a meal.”

“I hope it isn’t anywhere expensive,” she mutters.

“I’m wooing you, remember?” I kiss her cheek. “I’m going to impress you with my wealth as much as I can.”

She laughs. I drive away from the hospital. Contrary to what I said, I didn’t pick a super fancy place because I didn’t want to make Selina uncomfortable. She’ll feel out of place in the kind of place that has a dress code, especially right after her doctor’s appointment. I thought a more casual place would work well.

“Just water, please,” I tell the waiter the moment we sit down in the restaurant I picked.

Judging from Selina’s expression, I guessed right. She does seem at ease.

“Just water?” She tweaks her eyebrows. “You can drink alcohol, Andrew. I’m the one who is pregnant.”

I shake my head vehemently. “Nope. I’m going to be your water buddy starting today.”

She giggles. “Water buddy? Is that the opposite of a drinking buddy?”

I nod. “You won’t be the only one who has to give up life’s pleasures because you’re having a kid. I’m ready to make the same sacrifices as you to be a dad. I will make sure you never feel alone.”

“You don’t have to.” Selina denies it, but she’s smiling so broadly, I know she likes the idea. “I don’t mind you drinking.”

“I have made my decision.” I fold my arms in front of my chest, asserting the finality of my decision. Selina needs to raise her standards for men. “Now, I want to know all about the beautiful woman who is pregnant with my baby and will hopefully be my wife one day. Tell me what you love, Selina. Your dad said you studied fashion design in college.”

Selina pauses. I sense the way her muscles tighten. They’re protruding through her neck. I wait for her to gather her courage.

I reach over the table and put my hand on her head. “Baby, why are you tensing up like that? I asked you to tell me about your dreams, not your criminal record.”

“My dreams are…well…people always tell me I’m unrealistic.” I’m wondering if she needs more encouragement but she puffs up her chest and faces me head-on. “But I don’t want a relationship where I have to pretend to be practical and sensible. I’m a dreamer, Mr. Gold. My dreams mean a lot to me. It’ll sound crazy, but I dream of opening a boutique someday—a place where I can sell the clothes I make.”

“That sounds like a great idea.” I was afraid she’d be lost and ambitionless like the youth of today but she knows what she wants. Even if her dreams are far from realization, she has a direction she’s going in.

“I’m working at the bistro to save up for my first collection,” she continues. “I want to make this happen, even if it takes years.”

“I already like you,” I admit. “You should be more proud of your passion. It makes you sexy as hell. Most people do nothing to make their dreams come true.”

“Thank you.” Relief makes her shoulders sag. Confidence surges in me. I want her to feel comfortable around me. I want to be her safe space. “What about you? What are your dreams?”

I didn’t think she’d ask me that question. But I will answer if only to make it clear that she can ask me anything she wants. She has full access to me. “I want to continue to grow my company, but that’s not my priority. My priority is going to be my family. I have always wanted to have kids and marry the woman I love. Those aren’t just objects I want to accumulate. I want to be present for my family and enjoy making memories with them. I want them to know I’m always available for them and they can depend on me.”

Selina nods. “Is that why you want to marry me? Because you need a wife?

“I don’t need a wife, Selina,” I clarify. “I just want someone who can be my other half. I asked you to give me a chance to show you that we’re right for each other.”

“I know, but I wonder if we are really right for each other. We’re too different.”

“That’s what makes us right for each other.” I wink. “Also, we seem to be into the same things in bed.”

Selina grabs her glass and tries to gulp down water, but ends up spilling it all over her. I wipe her T-shirt, but it remains wet.

“I won’t pretend that our relationship is appropriate,” I continue. “You’re way too young for me and I’ve probably destroyed your future by impregnating you⁠—”

“I was going to continue doing a dead-end job for the next year even if I didn’t have a baby to care for. At least now I have some purpose,” Selina says.

“I’ll financially compensate you for what you had to give up. And no, you’re not allowed to argue with me about that.” I drum my fingers along the edge of the table. “Consider it an investment if you want to. I want to help you get your boutique off the ground.”

Selina pales like she saw a ghost. “You’re kidding.”

“Send me your bank details,” I tell her. “I mean it. You made my dreams come true and I want to do the same for you. Like I told you before, you’re not allowed to refuse.”

Selina’s eyes flash. She opens her mouth, then closes it. I see her irises moving as she contemplates my offer. The way her features mold into a myriad of expressions gives me an insight into what’s going on inside her head.

She really wants this. I can see it in the way her nails dig into the tablecloth like she has to physically restrain herself from acting. Finally, she stops denying herself what her heart desires.

“Mr. Gold, I’ll be happy to take your investment with the understanding that it’ll be an investment. I want to create my life using my own abilities. I have never run a business before but I need to know that there’ll be consequences to failing otherwise I won’t take it seriously.” Breaking out of the shell she has been in all morning, she pushes up her chin. There’s something dominant about the way she makes her point. My girl already has the makings of a future boss. I smile to myself, more interested than ever to see what she does with her boutique.

She called me Mr. Gold deliberately. She wants me to know this is business and it’s separate from whatever we’re doing personally. I am shocked that a girl this young understands boundaries so well. Cleary, spending time with her was the best idea I ever had. How else would I have known she had these exciting facets to her personality?

“Understood, Ms. Ross. I’ll send the money over as soon as I can. There’s only one thing I’ll ask of you.” I cover her hand with mine. Her skin feels cold and clammy. “I want us to be exclusive. I don’t want to share you with another man while I’m dating you. I’ll be completely faithful to you, too.”

She scoffs. “Nobody wanted me before and nobody is going to want me now that I’m pregnant. You have nothing to worry about.” Her focus shifts to my far right. I know the woman seated behind me has been staring at me for a while. I’m well-known in business circles so people often stare at me when I’m in places like this. I never imagined it’d have an effect on Selina. My beautiful girl is watching the woman hungering for me with daggers in her eyes. Her look is pure murder. Pride swells in my chest. I love that Selina already feels so possessive about me. Deep down, she thinks of me as hers. “It’s not like I’m a sexy billionaire with enough sex appeal to get women pregnant on sight.”

The acid in her voice catches me off guard. My kitten has claws. I love seeing this intense, darker side of her personality. I always thought she’d continue being sweet, submissive, and somewhat distant but knowing that she desires me as much as I desire her quiets my doubts.

“Is that jealousy I detect in your voice, Selina?” I tease. “You’re worried I’ll cheat on you?”

She doesn’t deny it. She tries to compose herself, taking big breaths that make her chest expand and bring my focus to her perfect tits. She has hidden them under a gray T-shirt but it’s tight enough that can see the shape of her mounds as well as the crease between them where her T-shirt bunches. My cock whines as I realize those tits will swell more as her pregnancy progresses.

She slams her hands on the table. “Would you have dated me if I hadn’t gotten pregnant?”

“Yes,” I reply without delay. “In fact, I’ll show you proof.”

Her lips parted in shock as she heard the word ‘proof’. “What kind of proof?”

She has been a little brittle since I walked into her workplace and made her take pregnancy tests. She’s quieter as if her head is wrapped up in worrying about the future. The wild, passionate, honest woman who I fucked in my office has been hidden away under a heap of concerns. She admitted to me that she’s worried she’s disappointing everyone by wanting to have this baby.

My intuition tells me that’s not the biggest thing she’s worried about, though. She’s probably terrified I’ll hate her or change my mind about her. She barely knows me. From her point of view, I’m this mature, wealthy guy who has no reason to like her beyond the baby in her belly.

If only she knew how wrong she was. I can’t explain my own attraction to Selina but it’s undeniable. There’s a niggle in my chest telling me she’s the one for me.

“Read this. I sent these texts to my security team the day after you left.” I slide my phone across the table, my screen flashing the text exchange that occurred between my security team and me. When I discovered Selina’s identity, I couldn’t wait to see her again. I wanted to fuck her and hold her and make sure she wouldn’t end up with consequences she didn’t want. I felt such a strong sense of responsibility, that I messaged my security team asking them to find her immediately. The head of security told me it could get me in trouble and asked me to wait until her dad returned. So I conceded. I wasn’t sure she’d want to see me again anyway.



Me:
 Find out who this girl is, where she works, and where she lives. Her name is Selina Ross. She is James’ daughter.




Security team:
 What you have asked me to do constitutes stalking. Is she someone important?




Me:
 She could be my future wife.




Security team:
 Request denied. It’s not related to the job and it infringes on her privacy. We’ll need her dad’s permission.


Selina coughs. Her jaw is on the floor as she peels her attention away from my phone and fixes it on my face. “Andrew…is this real?”

I frown, exhaling an exasperated breath. “Do you think I created fake texts just to deceive you?” A grunt tears out of me when Selina doesn’t deny it. “Baby, we’re gonna have to work on your confidence. You’re so gorgeous, but you don’t see it at all. Those texts have timestamps on them.”

“I’m not the conventional ideal of beauty.” She is still staring at the words on my screen like she saw a ghost. She doesn’t believe it. She knows it’s real but her mind is creating excuses for why it can’t be. “You could have anyone you wanted.”

“The conventional ideal of beauty is vain women who have had too many plastic surgeries, and fillers, and whose faces are smothered with makeup. They’ve been photo-shopped to death.” I smirk at her, daring her to deny this. We both know how illusory beauty standards are. Good photography, the right push-up bra, and clothes can make anyone look like Pamela Anderson. I work in media. I have seen more than enough models being turned into something they’re not. “You are a real beauty, Selina. I like your face. It’s cute.” I massage her cheeks to drive my point home. A lot of men like hot women but I think cute women have their own charm. I’ve always been into the more natural, girl-next-door look. “If you think I don’t find your body beautiful, you should look at the ultrasound we just took. That child didn’t end up inside your womb by chance.”

Selina squeals, looking around, worried someone heard what I said. I shrug, unapologetic. I only spoke the truth.

Her teeth sink into her bottom lip. She tucks a strand of hair behind her ear. Pink splotches color her cheeks. I don’t like the way compliments make her so bashful.

I tighten my fingers on the glass of water. “Did your parents never tell you how beautiful you are, how rare it is to find someone as selfless and nurturing as you?”

Selina whimpers. “They never even saw me. The only thing they talk about is how their partner doesn’t notice them or is cheating on them.”

“They took you for granted.” I lean back, annoyed at the way she has been raised. Her parents have no idea how blessed they are to have a daughter who puts up with their shenanigans and does so much for them.

“When I picked you up from your place, I could see there were dust bunnies clinging to your clothes and you smelled like pasta. You do all the housework, don’t you?”

“Doesn’t everyone?” She leans forward, looking confused. “That’s normal for people who aren’t rich.”

I should remind her that her dad is rich, but I doubt she’d see the point. She’s so entrenched in the idea that she has to be the one taking care of all household responsibilities.

I release an impatient growl. I put my hands on her shoulders, wanting to shake her. “Baby I hate the idea of you lifting a finger when you’re pregnant. That’s not right.”

“I have to do it,” she says.  

“Not anymore. I’ll hire a cleaning service and a cook for you. Expect them at your apartment tomorrow.” I take my phone back and start scrolling through my contacts for the agency I use. Selina jumps up, putting her hands over my phone to prevent me from tapping on it.

“Andrew, are you crazy?” My baby mama runs her fingers through her hair. “My mom will ask questions if a maid shows up. I can’t tell her about you yet.”

“And I can’t let you do chores when you’re carrying my child. That’s non-negotiable. The most I can do is let you use the app to get the cleaner to come in at a convenient time.”

“Okay.” Selina reluctantly extracts her hands from my phone and returns them to her side. She exhales, closing her eyes briefly. When she speaks again, she sounds calmer. “I admit that would be a big load off my chest. I want to be able to focus on my boutique and having the baby. Thank you so much. I’m draining you already and it’s only our first date.”

“I’m not doing anything I wouldn’t do for my wife or the mother of my child.” I throw her a look of pure dominance. I usually reserve those expressions for sex but today, I think she needs to see it. To know that she can be receptive and let me take charge outside sexual situations, too. “Just accept it, Selina. You deserve it. I am telling you that you deserve to be loved, cherished, spoiled, and adored. Let me do it, babygirl. Let me be your daddy. At least until the baby is born. Otherwise, I’ll be stressing all day about you. You want to do that to this old man?”

Selina giggles and the crystal-clear, airy sound of her laughter fills my chest with joy. I want to hear this sound again and again. I want her to laugh and smile and be happy. She’s way too burdened for someone so young.

“My daddy. I like the sound of that.” I can tell from her sly grin that she understands what kind of ‘daddy’ I’m referring to. I’ll take care of her in bed and out of it, making sure she knows how precious she is. “Daddy, can I have a burger with extra fries?” She shows me the menu, pointing to what she picked. She runs the tip of her tongue along her cupid’s bow, acting sexual on purpose.

She’s such a handful but I like her when she’s high-spirited. “Sure you can, babygirl. Daddy will give you everything you want.”
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Two weeks later…






I still can’t believe
 that my first collection is happening. I wasn’t sure I could manage being pregnant and starting a business at the same time, but Andrew has been so supportive. He deposited his so-called ‘investment’ into my account immediately after our date. Thanks to Andrew’s money, I got to quit my job at the bistro. The manager was going to fire me one of these days so I think I expedited the process.

Now that I have this golden opportunity I’m going to do everything in my power to seize my dream life. I want my child to be proud of me. I want them to see me as a successful, happy mom who can provide for them rather than a scared young girl who didn’t know what she was doing when she got pregnant.

“I plan to launch my collection in six months,” I tell the supplier I found online. This is my third call today. They had great reviews and I’ll be able to tell if they’re actually good after I see the samples from them.

The representative clicks her pen. “Then we’ll need all the patterns and designs within two weeks. Production takes time. We can send you the samples in a week.”

I’m the designer, pattern maker, and CEO of this operation which means I need to deliver at least twenty-four designs in two weeks. I’m already sweating. It has only been a fortnight since I started working on my boutique yet I’m already under pressure.

I love the challenge, though. It makes me feel productive.

I tick one more item off my checklist. I feel so accomplished. All my life, I was worried I was falling behind everyone but now that I’m working to realize my goals, I feel amazing. I was always meant to be this person, focused on creating and building things.

I squeeze my belly, smiling.

I’m building a business and a family at the same time. Not a big deal, right?

It’d be easy to feel stressed but I have been given an amazing chance that many girls my age will never get. I owe that partially to the child in my belly. I would have never met Andrew or dated him if not for our little one. Maybe this pregnancy is a blessing in disguise. I’m beginning to feel optimistic about things. My dates with Andrew are convincing me that he’s the kind of man romance novels are written about. He could have abandoned me, forced me to get an abortion, or paid me to have his kid and forgotten about me. But he’s very hands-on, taking care of me in big and small ways. He makes sure I don’t feel emotionally isolated during this period. Having him to talk to, to hang out with, has been life-changing.

I never had any friends. Andrew had become my BFF in a matter of weeks.

Even if Andrew’s attraction for me is temporary, I will always be grateful for the interest he showed in my work and for all the guidance he has given me regarding business matters.

My phone lights up with his name. I just got a text from him. I have no time to read it, though. I’m mid-way through typing an email to a property dealer. I want to go and see some physical stores so I can pick a spot for my boutique. All the options I’ve seen are smaller than I’d like but I’m willing to start small and grow as I get more customers.

Even though I wasn’t planning to, I’m going to open an online store as well. I’d get more business that way. I’m still grappling with all the marketing and website design I’ll have to do, though.

Exhausted after an entire morning of emails, meetings, and design work, I flattened my back onto my bed.

As I rub circles on my belly. Memories of how I made this baby infiltrate my brain. At night, when I close my eyes, I can feel Andrew’s heavy cock throbbing between my legs, promising me forbidden delights. I masturbate to him more than I’d like to admit but I can’t ask him to have sex with me in real life. We have fallen into this comfortable quasi-friendship. I love the platonic side of our relationship. Andrew is a mentor, friend, therapist, and daddy all in one. We feel like equals when we’re like that. I want to luxuriate in the deeper bond we’re building. I don’t want to spoil it by making it sexual.

But my body and mind are not on the same page. Every night, as I feel the weight of my expanding belly, I crave to be fucked hard and rough. I want Andrew to be my friend during the day and my dominant lover at night. I want his body covering mine while his cock stretches me. However, living with my mom means I’ll have to daydream of sex until things change.

Arousal fills my body, poking into me like needles. I moan, unable to resist touching myself. My clit is pouty and angry. The moment I touch it, sparks detonate in my core. I’ve been pent-up. My folds are sopping wet. Thinking long enough about the night I got pregnant tends to lead to a very wet pussy.

Beyond the point of pretending, I lift up my skirt and pull down my panties. I spread my folds, caressing my fat outer lips with feather-light touches before moving on to my wet inner lips. An inferno swirls through me when I rub lazy circles against my clit, plumping it up further. It’s so swollen by the time I finish that it pokes through my glistening folds.

My pussy hole is clenching. Aching. A cock is what I need to satisfy my cunt but since that’s not a possibility, I poke one finger into my entrance. The moment it slips all the way inside, my back comes off the bed.

Damn, that was more intense than I imagined.  

Inserting the finger back in, I chase my release. My body grows heavy slowly, but no matter how fast I pump in and out, my climax remains elusive.

When I hear the door creaking open, adrenaline pumps through me. Mom left for work in the morning. She shouldn’t even be home.

I’m rendered speechless by the familiar masculine voice that strokes my ears. “Let me help you finish.”

My eyes must be playing tricks on me. Andrew is in my room. In my house. His gaze is stuck on my shameless pussy that’s spread out for him, glistening like it has been smeared with water. My fingers are lodged in my pussy.

His weight sinks my mattress. That’s when I realize I am not dreaming.

“Andrew, no, I—” My belly explodes with heat when his strong fingers rake over my belly, reminding me of the fact that he has already claimed me in filthier ways. My womb throbs, recognizing his touch. That slut wants more of this man even though she’s already heavy with the seed he planted inside her. My body turns into a hungry monster whenever Andrew is around. I barely contain my mortification. “What are you doing here?”

“I came to make sure you weren’t overexerting yourself. I checked your mother was at work.” Andrew cups my pussy, sending a sizzle of lava through my body. When he squeezes my cunt, I’m left helpless with need and burning with a fever. My hips angle upward, seeking the relief only he can provide. I need his fingers caressing my inner walls so I can squeeze around his width. That’s what my pussy needs.

I shift myself before he lifts me and places me on his lap. My back sinks into his muscular chest, finding the perfect support. His fingers explore my wet folds. He runs them back and forth over my slit, gathering all that moisture and pushing it inside me with his fingers.

I shower him with filthy moans, each one more desperate than the last. His fingers push into me and it’s completely different from when I did that. His digits are thicker. He stretches my pussy more. And that reminds him of how full he made me with his shaft buried in me.

My walls convulse at the memory, begging for that experience. I squirm on his lap.

“Shhh, Daddy’s here. Be a good girl now.” He grabs my hip and holds it firm as he pumps his digits in and out of my wet channel.

There’s something erotic and devious about the way he curls his fingers inside me like he knows exactly what he’s doing. His fingertips press into my G-spot, releasing a flood of hormones that ravage my body, spreading delight to every cell. I tremble, my knees quaking from the aftereffects of that ecstatic release.

“Come on my fingers, babygirl.” To prove his seriousness, he thrusts harder, punishing me with furious strokes. Pleasure lights up my snug channel. I writhe, so close to being undone from the inside. “Come for Daddy.”

“Uh…” I’m already about to let go. I can’t bear the agony of being stroked by his fingers. I’m vulnerable and powerless compared to him, my body his instrument. Andrew flicks my clit, torturing my pouty nub as he uses it to shatter my resolve.

My belly tightens and then I have no choice but to surrender to the sweet poison singing in my veins, trying to drag me down into a world where I’m hopelessly addicted to Andrew Gold and can’t live without his touches.

“Daddy!” I scream for him, pleading for him to brand me forever. My hips push up and down, chasing the end of the road.

My mind goes blank. Sensations smother me, carrying me away to a place I don’t know. My breaths are all I can hear. Light fills my vision, closely followed by an explosion in my core. I don’t know how long I let him glide his fingers in and out, how long I allow myself to bathe in the rapture of being taken to heaven by a man’s touch.

Andrew gathers me close to him, pressing kisses into my shoulders and the side of my neck. Being wrapped in his strong embrace feels like being inside a private sanctuary. My head finds the soft spot between his armpit and shoulder and makes its home there. He has both soft and hard parts on his body and I enjoy both equally. That’s what defines Andrew as a man—he’s an intoxicating blend of strength and softness.

“I wonder who I child will take after. I hope it’s you,” he murmurs into my ear while I’m still caught up in the glorious aftermath of my orgasm. “That way, I’ll love them to the ends of the earth.”

Heat shoots to my face. My baby daddy makes me feel so special when he says things like that. They might sound corny to someone else, but I’m a girl who has never been loved or appreciated. Plus, when you know your man means those words, that’s when you realize why they became popular in the first place.

I am still, surprised I think of Andrew as my man. I felt a surge of possessiveness at the restaurant, too. I’m carrying his child but that doesn’t give me any claim over him. I haven’t accepted his marriage proposal yet. I’m still trying to convince myself that we could work. I want Andrew desperately but he’s like a fantasy that any girl would want. I need to know that we’d be an amazing team and that I can add something to his life, too.

“I’ll be worried about whoever they take after.” I move his hand to my breasts, guiding him to cup my fleshy mounds. “We both have a high sex drive.”

Andrew chuckles. “Don’t worry; Daddy will keep an eye on our little one and make sure they don’t get in trouble like Mommy.”

In a single, smooth stroke, he pulls up my top, baring my naked breasts. He pinches my furled nipples. A wave of pleasure rolls into my bloodstream. His tender yet funny words settle in my stomach, warming it from the inside.

His cock is hardening under me, fighting to be close to my pussy. He has been grinding against me for a while now. It must be unbearable but he still made sure I got to come first.

When he unzips his pants, I arrest his hand with mine. “Andrew, I’m so sorry…I don’t feel ready for that yet. I didn’t even intend for this to happen.”

Anxiety spikes. I’m afraid I’ll make him angry by denying him his pleasure. I’m ready to give him head but I can’t have him penetrating me. I feel sensitive after being fingered.

“It’s okay, babygirl. We’ll so at your pace.” The understanding and acceptance in his voice melt away my fears. He doesn’t guilt me, or pressure me into sex. He erases his expectations, allowing me to be comfortable with intimacy.

His gentlemanly behavior fuels something depraved inside me. I want to watch this man act filthy, watch him take his pleasure even though he denied himself.

“Put it in my mouth.” I remove my hand from his. “I want to swallow your cock.”

“Are you sure?” He blinks in surprise. “You said you’re not ready. Don’t feel obligated to give me something because I gave you something.”

“I’m not ready to be penetrated again,” I clarify. “But I want to try giving a blowjob. Practice my skills, so to speak. I feel safe trying it with you.”

Lines mar his forehead. Andrew isn’t convinced I’m doing this for the right reasons but when I slip out of his lap and get on my knees at the base of the bed, he’s too aroused to turn me down. I know he wants me so bad. He has incredible self-control. I want to convince myself that I have enough power over him to shatter his self-control the way he did mine. That will prove that we’re equals, at least in bed.

“Daddy will guide you through it.” He bends down and kisses my nose before freeing his cock from his pants. He strokes up and down the long, thick pole until pre-cum leaks from the tip. The sight of his meaty manhood makes me hungry. “Open your mouth wide, darling.”

I stretch my lips and he inserts the tip into my mouth.

“Now wrap your tongue around my crown and suck me hard,” he commands. His voice has turned feral within a few seconds. “God, your mouth is so wet and tight. You’re making Daddy lose control, Selina.”

I’m an amateur but his instructions make it easy to follow along. I do as he says, before licking him from crown to base. As I get accustomed to his width, he feeds me more of his cock and I lick, suck, and blow on it. The veins covering the exterior of his organ are splendid. I love the texture of them and the abrasion that creates tingles in my brain, like a calming ASMR video.

I can’t say anything because I have my lips wrapped around his dick but I don’t have any words. This kind of intimacy feels different. Knowing that Andrew is at my mercy, that he’s making all those sounds because of what I’m doing is a different kind of orgasm.

Giving and receiving mutual pleasure feels fair and satisfying. I’d have felt terrible if I let Andrew leave without making him come first. He always gives me amazing orgasms. I want to return the favor. I want our relationship to be balanced. My greatest fear is that I’ll end up being a leech. Like I said, I need to make sure I can give him something he needs. That is what a wife should do.

And it’s pretty obvious how much he needs my mouth. He grunts and sighs, surrendering to pleasure in a way that’s entirely unexpected. I watch the controlled CEO disappear as the beast inside him takes over.

Cum floods my mouth within moments. Andrew bursts to the strokes of my tongue, shooting his release deep into my throat. His salty taste and slick semen have me swallowing without thinking.

My throat feels hot as his release slides toward my stomach. My body quivers with the forbidden thrill of taking his seed in once again.

The icing on the cake is watching the expression on Andrew’s face as he closes his eyes and drawls my name in the sexiest voice ever, “Selina. You’re magic.”

He’s satisfied beyond doubt. In that moment, the intimacy between us feels like magic and I don’t want to ever let go of the man who has changed my life forever.
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Spending
 time with Selina has become my favorite escape. I love being involved in the process of her business. My dad founded Gold Media Group so I never got to experience what it’s like to begin with nothing. That’s one of the reasons I want to help her.

My future wife is teaching me a lot. I didn’t know the difference between patterns and pattern-making until yesterday. She wasted no time in schooling me. I’m impressed by how much she knows about the process of making clothes. I underestimated her, but I’m happy to be proven wrong.

I love a woman who wants to create something for herself, who wants to build an empire for future generations. We’re more similar than I imagined and I’m beginning to see it. Talking to Selina is effortless since we both love chattering about our passion projects. We talk on the phone for hours as she relays all the amazing work she did on her business that day and I do the same. I wanted to be her safe space but she has ended up becoming my source of comfort after a hard day. I can’t even imagine ending the day without hearing her voice.

I knew I would fall hard for her but it happened sooner than I thought. Selina has opened up to me but she’s still guarded. I have no idea what she’s thinking.

We haven’t had penetrative sex since I started dating her. I want her to be really sure before I take her. I don’t want to go there unless she asks for it, but my patience is growing thinner by the day. When she’s so close to me, I want to grab her and kiss every inch of her. I want to suck her pretty breasts and feel her nipples hardening under my tongue. I want to stuff her full of my cock and feel her pussy tightening around it as she chokes me. 

“So, how’s the new ad agency you said you were launching?” She threads her fingers between mine. Goosebumps travel up my arm. Damn, my girl is so hot when she’s being bold.

“It’s in the process of being established,” I reply, reigning in my carnal thoughts. “I’m touched that you remember everything I tell you about my work. I thought you’d get bored and lose interest.”

“No way. I find your ideas interesting. Gives me a glimpse into another world,” she replies. “I have never had conversations like these with anyone. It feels like we’re talking about deep stuff that we care about, rather than shallow gossip or practical things that need to be done before the baby comes along. I feel smart and grown up whenever I’m with you.”

“You are
 smart and grown-up.” I chuckle. “You’re about to become a parent in a few months.”

Indeed, Selina is not an airhead. She’s curious, devouring information and storing it all in that smart brain of hers. These days, it’s her brain that drives me crazy more than her body.

“This is the place I was telling you about. You know, the one with a warehouse on the second floor.” Selina tugs at my hand, dragging me into a street lined with quaint-looking shops on both sides. This isn’t a super busy commercial area like the buildings downtown but it has a rustic, polished vibe to it.

Our ‘date’ today involved me going to check out different locations for her future boutique. We already saw two places and they were far from here.

“What do you think?” I ask.

She frowns, examining the empty space. “I like the hardwood floors. I could paint the walls. But I’m not sure it’ll fit more than two racks. There’ll be no space for a changing room. It’s within my budget, though.”

That has been the theme in all the places we saw. They’re all a bit cramped. I know that commercial spaces aren’t cheap or easy to come by, but I want Selina to have the best.

“Baby, get a bigger place.” I rest my hand on her back, the place where it dips before flaring out into her huge butt. “I don’t mind covering the extra cost.”

Selina dishes out a furious look. Her face is all wrinkled, her nose scrunched from annoyance. I blink multiple times, not sure where I messed up.

“I’m not taking more money from you unless I’ve paid your investment back with my profits,” she clarifies. “I’m spending it conservatively.”

“You don’t have to. All my money will be at your disposal once you’re Mrs. Gold.”

“Mr. Gold.” Her face gets all professional. “I’m grateful for your investment in my business but I accepted it because it was an investment, not a gift. As a young entrepreneur, I must learn to bootstrap. I can’t spend money recklessly and come crying to you whenever I need more.”

My chest bursts with love for Selina at that moment. She’s so young but she wants to earn her own money and prove to me that she isn’t a pushover. She’s full of confidence and she’s serious about making it in the world of fashion. I can already tell she’ll be a formidable business owner.

“Understood, Ms. Ross.” I quirk my lips. “I will be expecting a hefty return on my investment once your business launches. Though I hope you’ll be Mrs. Gold by then.”

Selina’s straight white teeth make an appearance. “We’ll see.”

Her teasing tone makes me want to rise to the challenge. Starting this business has brought out the best in Selina. She’s thriving. Where she was insecure, self-doubting, and anxious about her attractiveness to me before, she now has higher self-worth. She is becoming her best self and she knows she deserves a man who can appreciate the woman she’s becoming.

“Andrew, there’s something that has been bothering me.” She pauses a beat, hesitating. “When I first met you, you mistook me for a sex worker. Do you still…do you still sleep with sex workers?”

“Absolutely not. I stopped after you. I knew I’d never be satisfied with anyone but you. I canceled my contract with the agency. You want to see it?”

She shakes her head. “I believe you.”

“Baby, I used to be a lonely man before I met you. I wanted a connection like ours, but I’d spent three decades without finding anyone I was compatible with. I didn’t think it was going to happen to me. So I figured the best way was to settle for satisfying my urges with someone I would never want to have a connection with.”

“I get it.” She dips her chin. “I used to feel the same way about losing my virginity. I wanted someone who’d be good at sex and make my first time easy. I didn’t care whether I loved them or not. But after you popped my cherry, I began to crave a deeper bond.”

“Looks like we both triggered something within each other.” I stare up at the ceiling, grateful to the heavens above for sending me Selina. I feel like the luckiest man these days. I’m with a woman who gets me loves me and accepts all the darkness inside me. My girl has so much substance, I could spend a lifetime with her and never know her fully.

“I’m going to go and buy some fabric for the gowns I’m making.” Selina tugs at my sleeve when we leave the shop.

I glance up at the sky. It’s dark, filled with stars. We spent hours looking for a good location for her boutique. This one was the fifth place we saw. She has been on her feet too long. While she’s only three months along and her stomach isn’t big enough to limit her mobility yet, I want to keep her in bed all day and make sure she takes it easy.

“Sweetheart, you’re pushing yourself too hard.” I cup the back of her neck. “You should take a break.”

“Exercise is good for pregnant women,” she retorts. My wise girl leaves me speechless all the time nowadays. How can I argue with that?

“You know why I’m pouring everything I have into this project?” She turns, getting on her tiptoes. Her tits press into my chest as she leans against me, bringing her face close to mine. We’re outside on the street but I don’t care who is watching. Having her body against mine is worth everything. Selina’s lips ghost over mine, filling my nostrils with the gourmand, chocolate scent of her lip balm. Just a whiff of that thing scrambles my brain. I want to bite on her juicy lips, devour her pretty mouth, and have her begging me for more. “Andrew, I want to show our baby that despite an accidental pregnancy I didn’t give up on my dreams. I want them to know that everything is possible for them, too.”

There’s no answer I can give to that except pressing my mouth against hers and kissing her senseless. Her lips are so plump. I can’t resist biting into her luscious bottom lip, tasting her where she’s full and ripe. Selina moans into my mouth. The sound drives me crazy. My body can’t resist hers. There’s something between us, something otherworldly that draws us together every time we’re close.

By the time I let her go, I’m hard as a rock. Having blue balls has become a regular thing these days. Selina has my cock in a chokehold.

I bracket her face between my palms. Her cheeks have gotten rounder due to pregnancy weight. The cold air outside washes over them, turning them red. Selina is the most adorable person on the planet right now, especially with her kiss-bitten red lips. “I won’t admit it but I was scared I destroyed your future and warped your personality forever by impregnating you. I was scared you’d resent me for it. I want you to succeed and get everything you want. Our meeting should be the biggest blessing of your life rather than the worst thing that ever happened to you.”

Selina’s lips tremble before she turns them into a wide smile. “I want the same. That’s why I’m going to do my best to make this boutique successful.”

“I already spoke to some of my friends and they’ve given me recommendations for the best nannies. You can work without worrying about the baby. Our little one will be looked after by the best staff.”

“Andrew, that’s so sweet.” The way she gushes is everything. I only made a few phone calls but she’s looking at me like I hung the moon. “I was worried about juggling childcare and work.”

“What did I tell you? You’re not alone.”

“You’re making me believe that.”

“Good.” I take her hand and we walk along the street, looking like lovers. “Because the sooner you believe that, the sooner you’ll realize there’s no point resisting me.”
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Weeks pass in a blur.
 Andrew and I continue dating. We see each other at least thrice a week. He wines and dines me at expensive restaurants, then tries to spoil me by buying me clothes, shoes, and bags which I always refuse. I like our home dates, though. That’s when I get to see him in his element, cooking and talking as we spend time at his townhouse. It feels cozy to watch Netflix with him and feel like we’re a real couple, happily married and luxuriating in domestic bliss.

Sensual, sweet moments with him make my life joyful these days. My business is so much work that I feel overwhelmed at times, worrying I’ve bitten off more than I can chew. I enjoy rolling my sleeves up and building something. But as the pressure to succeed mounts, I sometimes question myself.

I finished my designs and sent the patterns to the manufacturer. I also got my samples from them and they were stunning. Andrew was the first to see them. He kissed me, saying he was proud of me. That felt so validating.

Being a business owner feels like a constant fight against the odds. Having someone to support, love, and lift you up when you’re down is the best gift I could ask for. Given that I can’t talk to my mom or dad about the business or the pregnancy, Andrew has become my only source of comfort. I love speaking to him while I’m curled up in bed. Hearing his calm voice anchors the anxious thoughts in my head. He’s so grounding. I never knew how much I needed that. He’s the exact opposite of my high-strung parents who only make my anxiety worse.

My days have begun to feel hopeful. Every time we go to the hospital and watch our baby grow in the ultrasound image, I feel a surge of happiness. I have so much to look forward to these days. In the past, every day was the same—getting up and dreading having to go to work, wondering how I’ll ever make my dreams come true, and feeling financially insecure.

Now, every day is different. I wake up eager to see what I will accomplish. I hope every day I’ll get to spend more time with Andrew.

My boutique will launch once a month before I give birth. I signed the lease and my clothes have gone into production. I also built the website by learning web development through YouTube videos. I’m excited to stock my shop and make some sales, though that won’t be until I’m in my fifth month of pregnancy.

I open the drawer, wanting to look at the latest image of the baby the doctor gave us. Then I realize the folder isn’t there.

“Shit,” I curse under my breath, recalling how I was tired after the appointment and left it on the dining table, hoping to put it away later.

Mom’s already home. I cooked dinner and I hope she isn’t eating it already.

I dash out of my room, hoping I can grab the folder before she finds it.

But I’m too late.

She’s standing at the table, leafing through the contents of the file.

“Selina, what is the meaning of this?” She has had a kid before. She knows exactly what she’s seeing. Disbelief has made her question everything but in her mind, I’m sure she can put the pieces together.

I take a deep inhale, fortifying my lungs with enough air to get through this. I knew I’d have to come clean to her soon. My stomach is already distended, though I can hide it under baggy T-shirts for now.

“That’s correct.” My voice reverberates in the cold, quiet living room. “I was going to tell you soon. I…I slept with someone and found out I’m pregnant.”

Her expression fractures and disbelief fills her eyes. “No. You’re joking. You can’t actually be pregnant. Selina, you just graduated college!”

“I know, Mom. But things just happened, okay.”

“Who’s the father?” My mother kneads her forehead, releasing an angry hiss. “You know what? It doesn’t matter.”

“You’re right. The only thing that matters is that I want to have the baby. I’ve grown quite attached to it and I feel like it’ll change my life for the better.” Despite my confident act, I’m worried. Andrew has repeatedly told me how I’ll be a great mother but I’m not sure my mom will see it that way. She won’t see the budding entrepreneur or mature girl who is ready for motherhood. She’ll just see me as an inept, stupid child who went and did something idiotic.

“No, it won’t.” My mother’s voice is shrill and cold. I didn’t expect her to welcome her grandchild with open arms but I’d hoped she’d at least consider the possibility. “A child will only destroy your life, Selina. Look at me. Everything worsened after I had you. And I was married when I got pregnant. You’re not even married to the child’s father. He won’t take responsibility when things get hard.”

Andrew isn’t dad. And my life won’t be the same as hers. Plus, her pregnancy was planned while mine came out of the blue so how could she accuse me of destroying her life when she had me willingly?

“I supported you when you wanted to divorce Dad!” I yell. “I thought you’d support me, too.”

“I am supporting you,” she yells back. “I work so we can both live here. But how can I take care of a child on top of that? We don’t have that kind of money, Selina.”

“Money is not a problem. The child’s father…he already gave me some.”

“How much?”

“A lot.” I don’t want to tell her the exact amount because it’s too big. Besides, most of it is for my business.

“Give it back. You can’t have the baby. I won’t allow you to ruin your life over this.”  This is turning into a screaming match. We have both been raising our voices at each other. It can’t be good for the baby. I cradle my stomach protectively. For the first time, I wonder if being with my mom is the best idea. This isn’t a good environment for me or my child to flourish in.

My mother crosses her arms, angry at the way I’m clinging to my unborn child. “Either get rid of the child or leave the house right now. I’m not supporting you if you can’t make good decisions.”

“How can you ask me to get rid of it?” I scream. “And Mom, I didn’t ask for your money. I only hoped you’d be happy for me. But if you can’t even do that, then you’re right. I should leave.”

Thick streams of tears snake down my cheeks as I pack in a rush. I make sure to get all my work stuff in the luggage because I can’t do without it. I stuff in all my underwear and as many clothes as I can fit. I’ll probably have to come back for the rest but I’m so angry, I can’t stand spending another second here.

“Bye Mom. I hope you have fun doing all the housework by yourself.” I roll the luggage, slamming the door shut in her face.

I flee and hail a cab. I don’t know where I’m going, except I end up at Andrew’s apartment. I have been here before on a few of our dates. It’s a cozy townhouse that would be the perfect place to raise a family and enjoy winter nights by the fireplace. He gave me a key last week so I could enter in case he was running late because of work.

I open the door trying to be as silent as possible.

Andrew is reading a book on his couch. My presence alarms him. He closes the book and tosses it on the couch. His face becomes lined with worry.

“What’s wrong, Selina? Why’re you crying?” He’s standing in front of me in a heartbeat. I’m not sure how he managed to move so fast but I’m grateful for his presence. Just being around him calms me down. I know I’m safe. I know he’ll take care of me. I know I’ll be okay and my baby will be protected.

“I…my mom kicked me out.” I sob. “She said I can’t live with her unless I get an abortion.”

Andrew hisses but he’s too much of a gentleman to badmouth her in front of me. He puts his arms around me, drawing me into a protective embrace. The luxurious scent of his body wash seeps into my nostrils. He probably showered a few minutes ago. His skin is damp.

“You can move in with me.” He kisses the top of my head, gliding his hand down my spine. I love how good it feels to be held by him, to be comforted by him. I remember how lonely I used to feel whenever I had a fight with Mom because there was nobody on my side. But things are different now. “Live with me, Selina. I’d love to have you here. As you can see, I have too many empty rooms.”

I can’t help but smile at his humor. “Thank you. I swear I’ll get out of your hair as soon as I can find a place that’s within my budget.”

Andrew’s arms band around me tightly, like he’s trying to trap me against his body. “No way. I can’t have you living alone. You’re going to need someone around when you’re heavily pregnant and can’t even grab stuff that you’ve dropped.” He curtsies to me. “I’ll be your loyal servant.”

“Andrew I…I don’t want to take advantage of your kindness.” I saw my teeth over my lip. He has already given me so much.

“It’s not kindness.” Lust flares in Andrew’s eyes, coiling around us like the red thread of fate. “I have selfish reasons for wanting to keep you close to me.”

I swallow. We haven’t had sex despite dating for so long. I’m sure Andrew wants to fuck me. I want it, too. And if I’m around him all the time, I won’t be able to resist his allure. He’ll have me spreading my legs and begging for his cock before I know it.

“Andrew, I’m sorry if I made you wait too long.” I cup his chin. “I was so invested in my business that I didn’t have any time to think about your needs or mine. But I want us to have sex and go all the way. You can take me whenever you want. I won’t even protest. You have all of me, Daddy. My body is yours, every inch of it.”

“If you’re trying to pay me for letting you stay, then don’t. I don’t need your body in exchange for doing what’s right. You’re the mother of my child, Selina. And you’re my girlfriend. That’s enough reason for me to want to take care of you. You don’t have to be my personal whore. Do you think so little of me?” Andrew’s eyes narrow in pain. The lines at the corners deepen. I love how mature he looks with those lines, and how they add depth and beauty to his face. We’re many years apart in age but I enjoy the experience, stability, and levelheadedness he brings to our relationship.

“I want
 to be your personal whore.” My voice breaks as I say that. I had no idea how much pent-up desire was sloshing around inside me, waiting to be brought to the surface. I’m done denying my need for him just because I’m scared he’ll break my heart eventually. He has shared his entire self with me, vulnerabilities included. I will do the same. Otherwise, this relationship is unfair to him. “I’m just saying something that needs to be said. You can do whatever you want with that information. Just know I will be happy if you decide to screw me against the wall tomorrow night.”

Andrew’s eyebrows go up. “Don’t give me ideas, babygirl. You’re not ready to be pounded into a wall.”

Heat fills up my core, turning my pussy into a pool of aches. I want him to take me right now, but I know he won’t. He’ll never take advantage of me like that.

Andrew brushes his lips against mine, taking my luggage. “Come here, Selina. I need you in my bed tonight. I need you nestled against me so I know you’re not crying alone when I’m not looking.”

“I can sleep by myself.”

“That’s not an option.”

I huff out a breath, oddly charmed by his dominant, possessive behavior as he winds an arm around my lip. I wonder if I’ll see more of that as I live with him. I’m looking forward to it.

His room is spectacular. It’s humongous. We used to live in a pretty nice apartment but this is on another level. I guess billionaires live differently. The interior is very masculine—lots of black and gold. However, the king-sized bed at the center of the room is covered in white sheets, adding some light to an otherwise moody space.

Andrew lifts me up and puts me on the bed, before climbing in. He spoons me, sliding an arm under me so he can hold my stomach as we sleep pressed against each other.

I don’t even know when I drift off.
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I wake
 up grumpy because Selina’s no longer next to me. I check the clock, wondering where she wandered off to so early in the morning only to realize I’ve overslept and it’s 8 am. I need to be at work soon.

Savory aromas swirl around me. I hear the sound of oil sizzling in the pan down the hallway and immediately I know, my future wife is making breakfast in the kitchen. Of course, she’d do that. Selina feels obligated to do housework after living with a parent who makes her do all the chores in exchange for providing for her.

I expel a frustrated sigh. I want her to see I’m not like that but simply telling her hasn’t worked so far. I hate that she’s overstretching herself when she should be resting for her sake and the baby’s.

Still, I know I can’t stop her so I jump in the shower, carrying out my morning routine as usual. I step into the kitchen with a fresh suit on me.

My heartbeat goes bonkers when I see what Selina is wearing—a cute apron with nothing but an oversized T-shirt underneath. The backs of her thighs peeked from underneath the high hem. So are the creases of her butt cheeks. Her ass looks lush and her thighs are soft, making me salivate.

She told me her body was mine to use last night. Right now, I’m trying to suppress my urge to throw her over my shoulders and fuck her against the wall while she’s wearing an apron and looking like my pretty little housewife.

In my head, she’s my wife already. My woman. She’s all mine, every delectable, curvy inch of her. 

“Good morning, my angel.” I wrap my arms around her from the back, skimming my palms down her bulging stomach and flared hips.

She breathes out in surprise. “You’re awake? I’m done with breakfast.”

“You really didn’t have to do this.” I turn her around, admiring the way her hair is wild and loose, framing her small face. Her cute freckles are visible due to the bright sunlight filtering down from the skylight. Her hard nipples show through her apron, making my cock squeeze.

I rub my thumbs over them. “Trying to drive me crazy early in the morning?”

“I wanted to feed you.” She blushes. “I don’t know if you’ll like it, though.”

She moves away from me so she can grab our two plates and place them on the table. I slide into a chair, then snap my fingers. “You’re sitting on my lap, Selina. I want to hold you while you eat.”

I fully expect her to say it’s unnecessary but something shifted in her last night. The moment she told me her body was hers, she became softer.

She submits to my command easily, quietly coming around to settle herself on my lap. Her ass pushes against my growing erection, making it even more painful.

“Now eat,” I whisper into her ear.

She picks up a fork and spears the eggs she scrambled, dumping them into her mouth. She also cut some fruit and put it in a bowl with yogurt. She takes a careful spoonful and chews it down.

“Good girl.” I pinch her hard, ripe buds, turning them into needy points. “Daddy likes that you’re eating healthy.”

“I always eat this,” she replies.

“That’s even better.” I kiss her ear, slipping my hand under her T-shirt and gathering fistfuls of her lush thighs. God, her body is so abundant and soft. She radiates fertility. I love her form. It’s feminine and beautiful. No wonder she got knocked up so fast. 

I squeeze her hips, feeling the hipbone underneath. “Those are nice baby-bearing hips but I want them to be fatter by the time you give birth.”

“Daddy,” Selina grabs my hand and moves it up higher to fit over her tiny bump. “Can you feel our baby?”

“I can, darling.” I rub her baby bump which has emerged due to her being in her fifth month, relishing every precious moment I get to spend with my unborn child and pregnant girlfriend. I’m so proud of her for how far she has come. Our undeniable bond grows as our baby grows bigger inside her belly. We can’t escape this need, this craving. We created a life together and I want to create more with her. A family. A life. A marriage. A home. “The doctor said you’re doing amazing. You know I’m proud of you, right?”

“I’m not doing much.” The crunch of fruits mingles with her voice.

“You’re eating well and taking your medicines.” I kiss her other ear. Goosebumps cover her slim arms. “That’s what gives our baby the nutrition it needs.”

Selina loves praise and it’s clear when she squirms against my lap, trying to hide the way her lips are turning up at the corners. I hold her firm, showing her that I have no intention of letting her go.

I dream of Selina sitting on my lap every morning and feeling her ass pressed against my raging boner as my wife
 eats breakfast.

I brush the insides of her legs, caressing her thighs and moving my fingers upward, closer to her cunt. Her soft skin trembles under me. Her breathy moans are music to my ears. Selina closes her thighs when the stimulation from my fingertips becomes too much, trapping me between her puffy pussy lips. I feel the wetness dampening her underwear.

“What are you doing?” she asks, pupils dilated with pure arousal and need. I want nothing more than to fulfill her needs and see her shatter. Seeing her in my house, in my kitchen brings out the feral, possessive side of me. My primal self is convinced that Selina is my wife already, that she’s never leaving.

“I’m gonna make you feel good. You deserve it after the night you had.” I kiss along the side of her neck. Her resistance fades away and she surrenders, softening her spine to allow me easier access to her skin.

Selina somehow manages to keep eating her breakfast. She must be hungry. But I don’t slack off, either. I slide my hand under her.

“Do your breasts feel sore?” I ask when she flinches at my touch.

“A little,” she admits. “The doctor said that will happen as they grow and fill with breastmilk for the baby.”

“You want me to suck on them?” I ask.

She pauses to consider it but shakes her head. “I don’t think that’ll make any difference. Besides, you need to be leaving for work soon.”

“Work can wait. You’re my priority now. Tell me if there’s anything you need.”

“I need you to eat your breakfast.” Her tone is stern. She sounds like my wife already and it’s a lovely feeling to know someone cares for my wellbeing, too.

“Alright, darling, if that’s what makes you happy, I’ll eat, too.” I drag my plate closer so I can eat while stroking her pussy through her underwear.

“It’s delicious,” I drawl into her ear. “But Mrs. Gold would never have to make breakfast. She’d tell the cook what she wanted and have it brought to her in bed.”

“I see what you’re doing,” she teases. “I’m not Mrs. Gold yet.”

“Yet.” My smirk is full of cockiness. “Does that mean you’re planning to be Mrs. Gold soon?”

She frowns. “Don’t put words in my mouth.”

“Alright. But thank you for this healthy and filling breakfast. I appreciate it very much.” We both focus on finishing our meals.

“What time will you be back?” Selina asks. From the way her voice is strained with pleasure, I can tell that she’s getting closer to an orgasm. I slip my fingers under her waistband, giving her plump clit a few strokes.

She whimpers and closes her eyes, riding out the waves of ecstasy pulsing through her body. I love seeing her like this. She’s hot when she surrenders to me and comes for me.

“Don’t make dinner for me. You’re my girlfriend, not my maid. But I wouldn’t mind coming back home to you in a sexy outfit. That would make my day.”

“I’ll stay at home all day…” Selina struggles with her words as her clit swells and pouts under my fingertips. “I’ll be waiting for you, Andrew.”

“Good, because tonight I plan to fuck you properly. This was just a taste.” I withdraw my fingers, planting them on her hips.

Selina’s jaw drops. “You’re not going to let me come?”

“No, darling. Daddy will make you wait.” I kiss her cheek. “You can only come when my dick is buried inside you. I want you to imagine what that’ll feel like while you wait for me.”

“You’re…terrible.” Selina’s cheeks puff up with anger but she cools it. I laugh at her desperation. I love seeing her desperate for me. It’s the ultimate power trip.

“Patience, babygirl.” I kiss her nose, slipping away and leaving her on the edge. “It will be worth it.”
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Selina






I try
 to get myself off with my fingers but with Andrew’s presence gone, it doesn’t work. It seems like my body needs his specific aura and touch to come. It scares me that this man has me completely addicted to him. I didn’t even realize when it was happening. Before I knew it, I was living in his house, building a business and life with him.

I rub my stomach, smiling. I wonder what my baby thinks of their parents’ sexual obsession with each other. I want them to see what a healthy marriage looks like—when both partners want each other equally and care for each other equally. Right now, that’s what Andrew and my relationship is like.

But the fear that always rests deep inside me crawls up, whispering in my ear that things can change. All it would take is another beautiful, young girl to catch his attention.

That thought depresses me.  I know too little about Andrew to know if he’s the kind of man who would flirt with someone pretty to boost his ego. But given that he has been single for ages, I’m overthinking.

I sigh. Instead of fixating on what I cannot control, I’m going to live in the present.

I go about my day, working on bits and pieces such as tweaking my online store and checking and double-checking everything before my stock arrives and I officially go into business.

I make myself lunch. Andrew calls me.

“Still wet for me?” The edge of sadism in his voice makes my pussy clench fiercely. I want him to do something to me instead of taunting me.

“I’ll do something drastic if you don’t immediately satisfy me the moment you get back.”

His chuckle, deep and throaty, ripples in my ears. “Careful, Angel. That sounds like a challenge.”

“I’ll wear something nice.” I use a breathy voice to make it clear what I mean by ‘nice’. Andrew bought me a few lacy lingerie sets when we were out shopping on one of our dates. He also bought me a satin robe. I’m going to give him a striptease.

Andrew’s voice is muffled by other voices behind him. Looks like he’s needed. “I’ll have to go. Bye, Selina.”

By afternoon, I’m feeling antsy. At 4 pm, I lose the ability to focus altogether. Andrew’s voice from before haunts my brain, replaying endlessly. I decide to change gears and doll up. I slip into a see-through red bra and matching panties which barely cover anything. My bare pussy peeks through the mesh and my rounded nipples poke at the lace.

The sound of the doorbell echoes through the house. I throw on a robe, seeing the face of a delivery person on the security system. My outfit is too revealing, even with the robe, since it has a deep neckline that doesn’t hide my cleavage. But I convince myself that I’ll quickly take the parcel and him catching a little peak of my swollen breasts won’t be a problem.

“Hello, ma’am.” He freezes as he takes in the sight of me. I probably look like a sexpot. Embarrassment turns into heat and explodes across my face.  “Um…I…” I reach for the package, hoping he’ll snap out of his daze and give it to me.

I’m wearing a sexy outfit and now the mail delivery guy probably thinks I’m trying to seduce him. Thank goodness the satin material of the robe clings to my small bump and makes it clear that I’m expecting.

“Oh.” After a few seconds of intense staring, the young man realizes he’s here for a reason. He avoids eye contact as he deposits a cardboard box in my waiting palms. “I’m sorry.”

He pulls back and I attempt to close the door as fast as I can. But a hand wedges in between, preventing it.

I jerk, startled at the arm that appeared out of nowhere. The delivery guy makes a loud noise. Andrew’s standing behind the delivery guy, giving him an intimidating glower.

“If you’re done, you should leave,” he said, his tone authoritative and humorless. “Don’t ogle. She’s mine.”

He doesn’t wait for a response. He carries me over his shoulder into the apartment and slams the door shut behind me.

My belly presses into his shoulder blades. I feel how they sink into my growing stomach, making me aware of the changes my body has undergone in the few short months we have spent together.

My baby daddy’s breath tickles my ear as he speaks in a low, dark tone. “What were you thinking, Selina? Is this what you mean when you said you’d do something drastic? You were trying to seduce another man while you live in my house and carry my child.”

“Andrew, you’re wrong!” My voice is all breath. I’m so stunned by all of it that I can’t even speak. My pussy is throbbing wildly, excited beyond belief.

I cough as I’m thrown onto his bed. Andrew is charged with sexual energy. I can feel it radiating from his fingertips as he rips my top. Cool air caresses my bare chest.

He grunts. “You were talking to him wearing nothing but a bra that shows your tits? Did you want him to see your pretty nipples and lose his self-control? Did you want him to take care of your horny cunt in my place?”

“No! I…I was just going to take the package. There was no time to change,” I say but it does nothing to cool down his jealousy. He drags his hands up and down my form, making me shiver.

“Remember what I told you, Selina?” He looks like the feral sex god I saw when I first met him at his office. The sweet man's act has vanished, leaving a hungry beast in its place. My body shivers with glee. I have missed this version of him so much. And now that I’ve seen it, there’s no power that can stop my slutty cunt from surrendering to his cock. “I won’t tolerate you looking at other men after you agreed to being exclusive.”

“I wasn’t flirting with him—” My excuses are downed out when his fingers circle my wrists, pinning them over my head.

He undoes my robe, then unclasps my bra. He paws at the straps, leaving marks on my skin before he gets the offending garment away from my body. My breasts throb, feeling the roughness of his touch, anticipating what is to come.

Another rip as he tears off my panties to reveal my soaking pussy. Damn, I’m gushing like a faucet. The more I see of his dominant side, the wetter I get. 

“Such a horny pregnant mama.” He presses kisses into my stomach, grinding his stubble against my skin to heighten the sensation. He’s pure masculine heat and my body is begging for more of his rough touches. “I’m going to ruin that pussy. You won’t be able to walk tomorrow. I think I’ll stay home and carry you around.”

Damn. His evil laugh adds the right amount of threat to his words. Despite the pain he promises me, I’m ready for it. I want another dark, forbidden night like our first one when he releases all of his energy. I want him to pour every ounce of his jealousy into my pussy and make me feel how much he desires me. I have been insecure all day, waiting for him to come back, wondering if he’ll be too tired or change his mind.

He kneels, straddling my thighs. He hurriedly unfastens the buttons on his shirt. Then it’s gone. My lungs expand at his physique. He is smoking hot, with defined ab muscles that leave no doubt about his strength. I want to run my fingers along those beautiful ridges and dips on his chest, but I can’t do that with my hands pinned.

“Bad girls don’t get to touch,” Andrew murmurs, unbuttoning then unzipping his pants. They go, too. I watch him strip off his boxers, my pussy heating at every new inch of him that is revealed. He’s like a marble sculpture. There’s zero fat on his body. It’s pure corded muscle and healthy tanned skin.  

He grabs his hard cock and rubs his thumb over the leaking head.

“You’re hard for me,” I state.

“I’m always hard for you, babygirl. You’re the only one I give my cock to. That’s why I’m really disappointed by what you did.” Andrew runs the tip of his hard shaft up and down my slit, covering my body in goosebumps. “I think there’s only one way to remind you who you belong to.”

His thick head pulses against my entrance, tormenting my pussy but never shoving past the entrance. Andrew’s stormy gaze and huge, athletic form hover over my body. He has pinned me down with his arms and there’s no escaping his fury. The air crackles with sexual heat.

Hate sex was never my thing but it’s going to become my thing after tonight. Andrew keeps me on edge, not giving me enough of himself. He makes my pussy wetter. My hole clenches, needing a hard, warm dick inside it. My channel cramps around nothing, aching from the emptiness. It is the worst feeling in the world. It physically hurts.

“I’m ready,” I answer because I know that Andrew would never penetrate me unless I said so. While his jealousy is misguided, I love having such a powerful effect on this man. He’s cold, unflappable, and successful but that façade melts the moment he spots me with another man. I’m his weakness. That is an ego boost. “Fuck me, punish me, and remind me who I belong to.”

“So you’re going to take your punishment?”

I nod. He likes my answer and shows his appreciation by smothering my mouth with a soul-sucking kiss.

He doesn’t let go of my lips, biting on them until I cry. “All you have to do is spread that pretty pussy for Daddy and let me take care of the rest.”

I open my legs wider, opening up my cunt for his cock. I’m so wet that my slick is dripping on the sheets under me. I have never been this wet for anyone before. Andrew’s rough, possessive display triggered something inside my pussy. I have always enjoyed intense, passionate, wild, rough, no-holds-barred sex and that’s exactly what I’m about to get.

My possessive billionaire Daddy wastes no time grabbing my thighs and hooking my legs over his shoulders. Oh my god. The penetration is going to be so deep at this angle.

I’m not remotely prepared for the heat that snakes up my spine when he sinks his fat head into my soaking wet cunt, stretching me beyond my limits. Is it just me or has his dick actually gotten thicker since last time? Maybe it’s because I’m pregnant, but I feel him intensely pushing apart my walls and staking his claim.

“Mine.” He pulls out and slams back in with more force than before. I feel his thrusts in my bones, vibrating through every cell in my body. “So ripe and tight for me.”

My breasts jiggle as he fucks me hard. His quick, deep thrusts have my pussy chasing the high of friction. He’s pistons in and out of my pussy giving me no breaks. He’s punishing me and I can feel his masculine primal need pulsing inside me like a second heartbeat. My cunt is breaking from his rough and brutal strokes but I want to break for him. He ignites my desire to be submissive, to be a vessel, and to receive everything he gives me.

Despite Andrew’s hard strokes and fast rhythm, it doesn’t hurt. My pussy lights up with friction whenever his cock sears through my entrance and molds my channel in his shape.

“Did you forget how you got knocked up?” He’s breathing hard, sweat casting a sheen on his tan skin. He’s giving me every ounce of his energy, his power, and his passion, and being able to experience him like this feels like a privilege. No other man has ever made my body tremble with sheer rapture. “Tell me who you belong to and whose baby you’re carrying.”

“Yours.” I can barely squeeze the words out of my throat.

My body is liquefying. I feel like a puddle of want and arousal under him, waiting for the inevitable climax.

But Andrew isn’t done torturing me. He tackles the heels of my feet, sending up jolts of electricity into my core. That light touch makes my pussy clench from how delicate it is.

My voice breaks. “Please, I’m sorry. Just let me come.”

“Are you begging?” Andrew’s smile is sinister. “You should try an apology instead.”

My eyes roll back in their sockets when his cock strokes my G-spot. He does it again. And again, turning my cunt inside out with the pleasure he’s providing me. My core is a mass of heavy sensations mixing into one, big puddle of need. Friction slaps my walls, demanding a release. I’m ready to be his sex slave forever if he lets me come once.

I squeeze my inner muscles, attempting to tap his cock in my channel. Andrew’s nostrils flare and he emits a deep grunt, allowing his cock to stay inside me so my pussy can choke it. “Fuck. Selina. I hate the thought of you doing that for another man. That feels amazing, baby.”

“I will never do it for anyone else. I promise. You’re the only man who has ever been inside me and it’ll be that way until we break up.”

Andrew coughs, his eyebrows meeting in a furious expression. His nails bite into my wrists. It’s an instinctive reaction; he probably doesn’t even realize he’s doing it. He extracts his cock from my pussy and teases my plump clit with his wet head. Poking me until I’m screaming at him to shove his cock inside me again and put me out of my misery. I have tears in my eyes at this point but Andrew shows no signs of going easy on me.

“We’re not breaking up, Selina,” he says in a tone that brooks to argument. I guess I offended him when I mentioned breaking up and he’s taking out his frustration on my poor pussy, wrecking my inner walls, and making sure I’ll be walking sideways tomorrow. “You’re marrying me and we’re raising our baby together. And having a few more, if I get my way.”

“You want more kids with me?” The confession makes my heartbeat speed up. I thought Andrew would be fed up with me and the idea of kids after one unplanned pregnancy. He didn’t even know who I was when he had unprotected sex with me.

“As many kids as you’ll let me put in you.” Andrew’s thrusts punctuate his words, affecting my body in strange yet glorious ways. Numbness spreads through my veins. My head buzzes with excitement.

My stomach flips, but it’s not in disappointment. My pussy is growling with joy at the idea of birthing more babies. I was terrified of being pregnant a few weeks ago, imagining it’d be the end of my life.

What has this man done to me? How has he turned around my life and made it wonderful and hopeful? When did pregnancy go from being a super scary, terrifying thing to a warm, fuzzy experience I want to have again?

The only thing I know is that I can’t imagine going through pregnancy with anyone but him. Without his support, love, and companionship, this would have been a nightmare.

“I want you to say my name when you come for me.” Andrew grips my ankles harder, repositioning himself so he can hit it at a different angle.

The strokes are deeper now. He pounds me, railing me into the mattress. Shivers run up and down my body. This experience is too intense for my body to handle.

So it breaks, releasing every bit of pleasure I’d been holding inside.

“Daddy! Andrew!” I clench around his cock and that’s his signal to come, too.

He comes on a soft sight, releasing all his anger into my raw pussy. He shoots cum, spraying my walls with his seed, reminding me how he got me pregnant. The ache in my pussy mixes with the heady rapture of my orgasm. Emotions wrench my chest. Relief. Joy. Hope. Desire.

As they subside, only one thought remains: I want more. More of Andrew, his beautiful words, his possessiveness, and his cock.

“Again, Daddy,” I say. “I want to feel that again.”

This is only my second orgasm with his dick inside me. It’s as powerful as the first but a little different in the way it sears through my body. It’s like the pleasure is sinking into every tissue penetrating them and filling them with a burst of energy. I want to know what else an orgasm can feel like.

Andrew lets go of my hand. He has left pink marks on my pale wrists. “Let me recover, baby girl. Then I’m going to fuck you all night.”

When I see his post-coital smile, I can no longer deny the feelings crowding my chest. I’m in love with Andrew Gold. Madly, passionately, and fully in love with this amazing man who changed my life forever.

Over the last few months, he has shown me what love means. He has given me loyalty, support, excitement, and care. Even my parents never loved me like this. Although I adore him and the affection he shows me, I’m scared I’m not good enough for him. Someday, he might realize it and leave me. I won’t live through that heartbreak.

I respect him so much and all my thoughts are filled with him. He makes it easy to be me. He’s like a sanctuary I can come back to at the end of a hard day and find solace in. I can’t even describe the depth of feeling I have for him. At the same time, I can’t deny my fears, either.

I can’t tell him I love him yet. I want to be respected as his wife. For that, I need accomplishments.

“Babygirl, I can tell you’re thinking about bad stuff.” He frowns. “Care to share?”

“Someday.” I exhale. “Someday, I’ll tell you everything.”
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I whistle
 a tune upon leaving work. I used to dread leaving work because it meant spending time alone in my house or drinking with one of my friends. Today, I’m heading straight to Selina’s boutique. She got her clothes from the manufacturer today and I’m going to help her put them on display. She said she could do it on her own, but I cannot tolerate the idea of my baby mama doing hard labor when she’s five months pregnant.

A lump emerges in my throat when I open the door to her boutique and find her carrying two cartons. They’re pretty big and if I had to guess, pretty heavy, too. I can’t even see her face behind them.

“Selina!” I yell, rushing in to take the load from her.

My voice surprises her. She loses her balance and drops one of the boxes. I dash to her, supporting her back with my arm so she doesn’t fall. Then I take the other carton from her.

“What did we say? You shouldn’t be exerting yourself when you’re five months pregnant.” I take the carton she’s holding. “Ask me for help.”

Sometimes, Selina’s amazing work ethic infuriates me. I understand that she feels responsible because she took my money and wants to prove herself but it’s making her drive herself too hard. My heart squeezes at the knowledge that the main reason she pushes herself is because her parents never supported her but she wants our child to see that they will be supported.

“I don’t want to bother you when you’re working.” Selina’s expression fills with guilt and I hate having put that look on her.

“It’s not a bother. I’ll get mad if I see you trying to lift heavy boxes on your own. It’s dangerous. What if you slip down the stairs and hurt your head?” The narrow staircase that leads to the basement, where she keeps her inventory is all worn out. A fall doesn’t even seem like a far-fetched possibility.

When I pick up the two boxes and put them on the shop counter, where she can reach them easily to open them, she trails behind me with a sullen look. It’s obvious what she’s thinking: she thinks she’s a burden but nothing could be further from the truth. I love being able to do these things for her and feel useful. I love being her Daddy and taking care of her, making sure she doesn’t have to lift a finger.

“I can do it myself,” she protests when I open the first carton for her.

I place a hand on her growing stomach, narrowing my eyes and shaking my head. “Sit down.”

“But—”

“Sit down, babygirl. Daddy’s here to handle it for you.” When her eyes spark with defiance, I squeeze her belly, reminding her of the responsibility she has for our unborn child. “I’m not going to repeat myself one more time.”

She heaves out a defeated sigh. “Fine. But I’m only doing it for the baby.”

We both know she’s doing it for me, but her lies are cute. I pull out the first dress from the box. As the gorgeous silk dress with applique flowers and pearls embroidered on it flutters before my eyes, I’m momentarily frozen by its beauty.

I knew my baby mama was talented, but this is better than most of the designer clothes I’ve seen on women during the parties I regularly attend. It makes a statement with its elegance. It’s bold and eye-catching without being provocative or flashy.

“Class yet bold,” I voice. “I like it.”

Selina’s face lights up. “That’s my brand. That’s why I’m going for it. Casual fashion isn’t my style, despite what I wear. I like dressy clothes, clothes that make you look like a lady from the 1800s and like someone who has put effort into your appearance without being loud or flashy.”

I don’t let go of the dress as I wrap my arms around Selina, kissing her forehead. “You’re so creative, baby. I’m astonished every time I look at something you have created. How do you blow my mind without fail?”

“You’re being too kind.” Though she is humble she rubs her cheek against my chest, enjoying every second of the attention she’s getting from me. She has become more open about receiving affection from me lately. It’s either the pregnancy hormones or all those mornings of fingering her while she eats are starting to produce results. “I’m just getting started and I know it’s not the best. I can do better.”  

“Now let’s put these beauties on display.” I peel away from her reluctantly because there’s work to be done. I could spend the entire evening just kissing her perfect body and telling her how much I adore her.   

When Selina waddles in the direction of the underground storage, I block her path. “I said you’re not going there.”

“I need mannequins to put some clothes on. I have to see which ones will be right.”

“I’ll get them all out for you,” I say. “Sit down, Selina. You have your own personal handyman so make me work for it. You’re going to be hiring some part-time workers soon, aren’t you? You have to get used to giving orders instead of doing everything yourself. That’s what it means to be a business owner. You delegate.”

Selina swallows, reflecting deeply on my words. Her shoulders push down and I relish the tiny victory. I’m going to be worried about her every second that we’re apart unless I can be sure she won’t put herself in harm’s way.

I am sweating by the time I’ve gotten all the mannequins out. Selina taps her feet impatiently as I struggle to zip the clothes onto them. She starts arranging the clothes on the racks, instructing me on how to style the mannequins at the same time.

By the time we’re done, I have unpacked eight cartons, and filled three entire racks with dresses, blouses, pants, and skirts. The window display is starting to come together with three mannequins showing Selina’s signature style.

I step back, impressed by what we’ve both created in a matter of hours. This is incredibly rewarding. As rewarding as running my own business. I guess I really like supporting new talent and making other people’s dreams come true. Especially when it happens to be the woman I love.

“This is hard labor,” I quip. “And I did it for free. That’s how much I love you.”

Selina throws a saucy look over her shoulder. “You were a little slow. Not sure I’d hire you if this was a real interview.”

“Hey!” She breaks into giggles when I hug her, tickling her.

“Okay, I’m sorry. Please stop,” she begs, snorting with laughter. The serious businesswoman is now replaced by the playful girl. Once again, I’m struck by how multi-dimensional she is. I’ll never get tired of seeing the different sides of her.

I entwine my fingers with hers, filling my palm with her tinier one. “Come with me. I have somewhere I need to take you.”

“Where?”

“We’re shopping for our baby today. Clothes, crib, stroller, everything. And we’re buying maternity clothing, too. You don’t have any. Your regular clothes are getting too tight for you.” To make my point, I pinch her T-shirt that’s stretched tight over her bump. It doesn’t even stretch anymore.

Selina drops her jaw in embarrassment. “I…I have more clothes.”  

“I’ll buy you some more. You can never have too many clothes, right?”

Her nostrils widen as she inhales a huge stream of air. “Yeah, I think a little shopping will be nice to unwind.”

I’d usually have everything custom-made by the best in the industry but Selina wouldn’t be comfortable with that. She’d want to pick out everything for her child herself, using her eye for design. As the mom, she has every right to do it. I don’t want to deny her the pleasure of feeling like a mother just because I’m rich. I do plan to get some of our baby’s outfits custom-designed by top designers but she can choose the rest.

“You didn’t really plan this, did you?” Selina strokes a line along my jaw as we stroll around JC Penny’s children’s section. “When was the last time you were in a mall?”

“I can’t even remember,” I answer honestly. “I wanted to custom-order things for the baby but I tried putting myself in your shoes and figured you’d want to be involved in making these decisions.”

Selina pauses, her lips pressing tight. “Thank you, Andrew. That’s very thoughtful of you. I love how empathetic you can be.”

Her praise loosens something inside my chest. My skin buzzes with warmth. Every time she praises me it’s like I’ve been struck by an arrow. How can a woman’s words have such a strong effect on me? I thought I was immune to compliments but I guess it’s different when it comes from the woman you treasure.

“So,” I pause, touching a huge stroller. It looks the best out of the ones here and it’s black, so it’s gender neutral. We have both decided to not find out the gender of our children until they’re born. “Does mommy think is good enough?”

“Let me see.” Selina walks over and reads the features of the product. She frowns. “There isn’t enough space to store diapers and stuff here.”

I’d never be so practical. That’s why we’re a good team. I kiss her. I love how she’s being so responsible and considering everything. This shopping trip is going to be a blast, even if the crowd in the mall makes me a little uncomfortable. We have gotten a lot of stares. I look younger than my age but so does Selina. That means we probably look illicit together.

I settle my hand on her hip, pulling her against my hip. An idea pops into my head.

“There’s an award ceremony I will be attending in four weeks. I’d like you to come with me.” I whisper the words into my ear, making the people watching us even more uncomfortable. My behavior leaves no questions about the nature of our relationship. “We have been dating for a while now. I want you on my arm. I want people to know you’re mine.” I tug at her arm possessively.

Every day that we hide our relationship, every day that she isn’t my wife is torture. But I endure it all for the sake of her happiness. I can’t force her into marriage. I want her to choose me. I want to know she decided to love me and spend the rest of her life with me. That way, I’ll have no doubts and I can love her unconditionally for the rest of our lives.

Selina blinks. Tears fill her eyes. “Are you sure you want to be seen with a pregnant girl my age? People might call you names.”

“Their opinions don’t mean anything to me.” I kiss her knuckles. “I want to show you off. I want to brag about how perfect you are. Please, babygirl. Come with me.”

She scratches her head as if she’s conjuring up a plan in her head. Then she nods. “Okay. Maybe I’ll wear something from my collection. It’ll be a good advertising opportunity. There will be other rich people there, right?”

I can’t prevent my laughter from escalating into snorts. “Goodness. Do you ever stop thinking about your business?”

“Never,” she replies with a small grin. “I’m a woman on a mission, remember?”

Yes, on a mission to prove to our baby that dreams come true for women with kids, too.

I kiss her, then kiss her again when someone makes a noise around us. I’m not hiding my love for her. It’s a rare love, the love of a lifetime, and I’m proud to have found it.
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She’s taking too
 long to come out of the room. I know women need time to put on makeup and everything but we need to leave soon or we won’t make it to the event.

This award ceremony for successful people in media is the first event that I’m attending with Selina as my date. I was worried she’d change her mind since she’s six months pregnant now and her bump is impossible to hide. She has been wearing baggier clothes like she’s afraid of people seeing her. That’s why I’ll make sure everyone gets an eyeful for my future wife while she’s carrying my baby.

“Baby, you need to come out.” I tap my watch. It’s time for us to leave but Selina isn’t out yet.

When she doesn’t reply, I knock on her door. “What’s the matter? Can you open the door?”

I’m relieved when I hear sounds in her room. She shuffles to the door and unlocks it, opening it slightly so she can poke her head out. Her cheeks are flushed red and even the makeup she’s wearing can’t hide that.

“I’m shy,” she says, refusing to meet my eyes. “I look fat in this dress. My body has changed due to pregnancy.”

“Show me.” My voice turns raspy. “I want to see the beautiful body that’s growing my baby. I’ve been dreaming of seeing you heavily pregnant.”

“You’ll hate it. It’s not like before.”

“Show me,” I repeat but she doesn’t budge. I grit my teeth. “If you make me say that one more time, I’ll throw you over my shoulder and rip off your clothes. Then I’ll fuck your pregnant cunt until you promise you won’t hide a single inch of yourself from me.”

She makes a cute choked noise. My girl is definitely turned on by the idea. But she still resists showing me her delectable body, closing the door and hiding herself.

I chose a form-fitting dress for her. It was a deliberate choice. She’s five months along now and her stomach has started expanding. She is smoking hot whenever she walks around with her swollen belly. I can barely stop myself from taking her against every surface. I must have fucked her a dozen times already. Watching her stomach bounce when I take her from the back makes my day.

Her hips have grown wider too. I love holding onto them as I come inside her. But it’s her gorgeous, creamy thighs that have stuck in my mind. I want those fat columns of flesh wrapped around my face when she smothers me with her wet pussy. I’ve been meaning to eat her out properly and taste her cunt but she avoids it every time.

Maybe this time, I can punish her with my tongue instead of my cock.

“Don’t tell me I didn’t warn you.” I push the door open. She didn’t lock it because she was dying to be punished.

I stalk into the room as she tiptoes back until her back is pressed against the wall. I close the space between us, her bulging stomach pushing back against my hard abs. I squeeze her baby bump.

“Look at you. You’re ethereal.” I press my hard dick to her clothed cunt as I put my arms around her, gathering Selina’s petite soft body to my chest. I can’t believe my child is growing inside her. It feels surreal. A few months ago, I was a single, lonely man dreaming of a family and now I have the most perfect girl carrying my baby and swelling in front of my eyes. How can I ever thank God enough for this miracle? “I want every man to know you’re taken. That you’re mine.”

“They’re gonna know that when they see me pregnant. This dress doesn’t hide much,” she says with a low sigh, tugging at the fabric. “My legs have been getting chubbier ever since I started growing.”

“I love them.” I lick the curve of her neck, rubbing my stubble against her exposed skin. My hands skim the flare of her hips, skating down to cup her thighs. I massage the flesh there, enamored by the softness I find. Selina makes a breathy sound, pushing her tits closer to me. Those generous swells pop out of the top of her dress, highlighting her motherly form.

Selina’s dress has a plunging neckline and no straps. I want her pretty Mommy tits to be on display so there are no doubts about her being knocked up. I want all the newspapers to write about her, about us. She hasn’t decided if she wants me for life, but I want to do everything to tie us together. I can’t imagine a life without Selina. Living with her for the last few months has been therapeutic. Waking up to her sweet face, feeding her breakfast every morning, and fucking her into oblivion every night has completed me.

We have become an irreplaceable part of each other’s lives. She involves me in all the decisions regarding her business. I can see how it’s all coming together so well. We’re going to have a grand opening when she’s eight months along. I made her hire staff who could fulfill orders and manage her boutique while she was spending time with our newborn.

I find the zipper behind her dress and drag it down. The dress loosens, falling away and revealing her spectacular tits.

“We’re leaving after you come for me, babygirl.” I smooth my hands over her shoulders before cupping her full boobs. I tease the tips into hard points as Selina writhes against the wall, completely helpless. She’s so hot when she’s shivering at my touches. I’m reminded of her beautiful femininity and it makes my inner male rage to put a ring on her finger and claim her for life.

I take one taut nipple into my mouth, teasing it into submission with my tongue.

“Andrew…that’s so….” Selina clamps her mouth shut as I bite on her hard bud, igniting something deep within her core. My girl loves it when I get rough and since I’m punishing her tonight, I plan to get as rough as I can. I circle her other nipple with my thumb while I suck on this one. I spend minutes swirling my tongue around her, pulling at her teat with my mouth until her moans become incoherent.

Only then do I free her nipple. I rub the pleasured nub. Selina’s knees buckle. I prevent her from collapsing, picking her up and carrying her to the bed. Even though she’s pregnant and her stomach is huge, she still fits perfectly against me, her fertile curves brushing over my hard planes.

I put her down on the bed and climb over her, dragging down the dress until it pools at her feet. Then I slide it even further down. It lands on the floor, at the base of the bed.

“Tell me where you feel this,” I whisper, dragging my tongue all over the fat mound of her neglected boob before closing my lips around the tip. My forceful suction makes her curl her toes and shrink against the wall.

“In my toes, in my stomach, and in my cunt,” Selina says. “I feel it everywhere. It’s like tiny butterflies are tickling my insides.”

“Then what about this?” I slide my mouth downward, leaving a wet trail with my tongue as I make my way across her huge bump, all the way down to her slut. I suck on her clit.

“No!” She closes her thighs violently. Pink spots appear at the apples of her cheeks.

I allow my finger to graze the triangle at the junction of her legs but she doesn’t show any signs of loosening up. “What’s the matter, babygirl?”

“I…I think we should leave now.” She clears her throat but it’s a heroic attempt at best. Selina is terrible at acting unbothered. I can tell she wants this but something is making her stop herself from having what she deserves. We have been together for months. She has given me a few blowjobs but never once allowed me to give her head. That’s plain unfair. I need to know the taste of her so I can carve it into my memory. That’s the only part of her I haven’t been able to access.

I slide farther down, my knees weighted down beside her ankles. I press a kiss to her pussy. She whimpers. “I’ll decide when we leave. And I remember telling you that we’re not leaving until you come.”

Her nipples turn into diamond points at my words. That pleases me. Her body’s reactions to my words and my presence are like a potent drug. I love being the reason she’s red and wet.  

“Your punishment…I know what it is.” My lips curve up in a grin that almost reaches my ears. “You’re going to sit on my face while I eat you out.”

Selina growls. “That’s impossible! Have you seen how big I am? You’ll choke to death.”

“The doctor said it was safe, didn’t he?” I kiss her forehead. “I want my baby mama to have a beautiful experience of carrying our baby. I want to taste the pussy that’s carrying my child. Is that too much to ask for?”

“But you’ll be pressed close to my pussy and…you’ll be able to see my belly. All of it.” Selina scratches the bedsheets, nervousness bleeding out through her gestures.

“I want to see all of your belly. Ride my face, Selina. Bounce that pregnant stomach for me and let me see how sexy you look when you’re swollen with my seed.”

“You really mean that? You won’t be grossed out when you see my stomach jiggling?”

I laugh. “You’re delusional if you think I could be grossed out by your pregnant body. Your huge stomach turns me on, baby. Have you counted how many times I’ve fucked you since you got pregnant?”

“But Andrew…our first time was when I looked different. I wanted it but you didn’t. You thought I was someone else.”

“So?”

“I thought you had a type. Someone fit and young.”

“Rubbish.” I click my tongue. “I have only one type and that’s you. In every shape and size.”

“Selina, look at me.” I seize her chin, forcing her to lift her gaze to meet mine. “I’m only going to say this once so listen carefully—I want our baby as much as I want you. I may not have planned on getting you pregnant but I don’t regret what happened. I’ve always dreamed of having my own family. I’m glad Destiny sent you to me. If you think I’m with you only because you’re growing my baby in your belly, you’re wrong. I’m with you because you’re the only woman I want. And I seem to want you more when you’re showing. I guess it’s my possessive masculine instinct that can’t help but respond to seeing you with my baby. So let me taste that pussy, Selina. Don’t deprive me of the pleasure of tasting the cunt I impregnated.”

Gooseflesh marks Selina’s body. I can clearly see them rising all over her. Whatever I said seems to have given her the chills.

“Okay.” Her jaw tightens. “But if you ever feel like it’s too much, just slap my ass. I’ll get off you.”

I chuckle. “That sounds great. But trust me, I can never have too much of your pussy.”

I help Selina get up and lie down in her place. The soft mattress shelters my back. She kneels, precariously balancing her big belly as she lowers herself slowly over my mouth. Until I can smell an earthy scent. Until she’s close enough that I can feel those soft, wet folds caressing my cupid’s bow. Her wet pussy flutters over my lips. She trembles when I lick her slit.

Her drenched cunt has the flavor that dreams are made of—fresh, light, and with a slight sweetness. “So sweet. It tastes amazing. I’m pissed that you kept me from this pussy for so long.”

As she laughs, her stomach bounces slightly. It’s a gorgeous sight, knowing our baby moves every time my girlfriend laughs. I want to make her laugh forever. 

My mouth melts against her intimate folds as I suck on them, licking between them and teasing her to a climax. I circle her clit with the tip of my tongue, forcing it to bloom into a needy nub.

“Uh…” Selina’s being vocal. I know every time I hit a good spot by the crescendo in her voice. She makes the perfect sounds. I get lost in her taste, her scent, and those cute noises as I immerse myself in the sacredness of her pussy.

When I suck on her clit, the wave of pleasure that echoes through her makes her muscle control weaken. She collapses on my face, no longer able to hold herself and maintain the sliver of distance between my mouth and her pussy.

“I’m sorry! Oh my god.” She flattens her palms on my chest, trying to get back up but I don’t need her to.

I grab her ass cheeks, pulling her back. “Mine.” I stroke her stomach as I separate her wet folds with my tongue. I thrust it into her aching hole, trying to drive my tongue as deep as possible. Her inner walls are so soft and velvety. It’s like licking a cloud.

My gaze follows the curve of her pussy all the way to her bump. She’s heaving up and down, bouncing unconsciously as I savor every inch of her snug channel. Her tits jiggle along with her belly. That sight only makes my cock harder. Selina parts her lips and lets out a long groan. I know she can’t contain all the sensations pounding her. She gets aggressive, pushing down her pussy so she can feel my tongue slipping into her entrance. Watching my wife slowly lose control is my greatest treasure.

I know she’s not my wife yet but when I fuck her like this, you couldn’t convince me otherwise.

I drill her cunt with my tongue, thrusting in and out, lapping up the juices that flow out of her hole. They’re all for me. The proof of her ecstasy. I drink down every drop, smearing some over her slit as I flick it. I knead her ass cheeks, encouraging her slight movement as she grinds against my face, desperately chasing her release.

Selina has always been soft and restrained. But she’s a wild animal right now. Her primal, hedonistic side is on full display as she shamelessly smears my face with her cunt fluids, pushing herself against my tongue so she can get the intoxicating high she desires.

“More,” she begs and when I give her more sucks, more licks, and more thrusts, she pleads for even more.

Until I’ve given her all she can take. Until I’ve saturated her body with rapture and it gives in to the exquisite joy of our union.

Selina comes so hard, she squirts on my face, into my eyes. I enjoy every dirty moment of being sprayed with her intimate fluids. It’s not something I have experienced before. Only Selina has come so hard on my face.

She yelps when she realizes the mess she has made. She pulls away from me and wipes my face with the bedsheet.

“I didn’t think I’d come like this,” she says.

“Did it feel good?” I ask. “I have rarely seen you cum so much. I think you enjoyed sitting on my face.”

She blushes. “I adored it. Thank you for making me feel sexy and free even when I’m six months pregnant. I didn’t even realize I was carrying a baby when your tongue was in my pussy.”

“You’re so perfect, Selina.” I kiss her pussy. “I want to do this again and again.”

“Really? Even though I squirted into your eyes? Didn’t that hurt?”

“Not at all. It was delicious. What man doesn’t love witnessing his woman squirting for him? You’ve made my day, Angel.”

I come upright and hold her against me. She’s still so small when she’s sitting on my lap. I caress her swollen womb, relishing the sight of her skin stretched over it.  

“This is how I like to see you—soaked in pleasure and your own cum,” I whisper into her ear as she accepts my aftercare. “You did so well, babygirl. I’m proud of you. You didn’t let your insecurities hold you back from trying something new.”

“Andrew, you’re the one who encouraged me.” She puts her hand over mine, both of our fingers lying on her huge belly. “I couldn’t have done any of this without you. You’re such a loving and caring Daddy. You’re perfect, too, you know.”

“Not as perfect as you. You make me want to be a protector and provide for you and our child.”

“I always thought I was lucky for having you. But our child will be lucky because they have a dad like you.” Hearing her say those words means a lot to me. I’ve always been prepared to dedicate a lot to fatherhood since it has been a dream of mine. But knowing that my future wife thinks I’ll be a good dad is the validation I didn’t know I needed. It soothes some of my worries.

I hold and caress Selina until she has fully lived her orgasm and is ready to return to the real world. Then I hold her some more because holding her feels too good.
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“I’m covered in hickeys.
 This is so embarrassing.” Selina clings to my arm, still buzzing from the orgasm I gave her. I made sure to lick and suck all over her chest once we were done and now some of those bruises are beginning to show. Love bites look so hot on my baby mama. Seeing those marks on her and knowing I left them triggers my male pride.

I’m not insecure and I trust her, but the truth is, I’m head over heels in love with her already. I’m not sure whether she loves me back. She hasn’t mentioned wanting to marry me or letting me be a part of her life. I want her affection and her love more than anything else. I’m certain we’d make the perfect couple, the perfect family, and the perfect soulmates.

“Good.” I squeeze her ass. “Since I can’t put a ring on your finger yet, I need to cover you with hickeys so it’s clear we’re together.”

She rolls her eyes. “Your palm has been firmly planted on my stomach since we walked in. I think people can tell.”

I chuckle. I love her humor and her sass. Every new thing I discover about Selina mesmerizes me. She’s dazzling, young, beautiful, smart, and ambitious. She’s everything a man could ask for. My children will have a great female role model in her. My daughters will certainly cherish having such a strong, brave, and capable mother.

Despite her youth, her maturity and the way she has handled pregnancy and business awe me. I don’t think I’d have been anywhere near as calm as her if I had a kid at twenty-three. She’s my perfect counterpart, flowing and creative where I’m controlling and rational.

“I guess congratulations are in order.” One of my oldest friends, who runs a hotel chain, strolls to us. He flashes a smile at Selina. “I’m Howard Robinson.”

She gasps as recognition flickers on her expression. Being as well-read as she is, she knows who Howard is. Pride lances through me. Howard nods his head, approving of my choice. My girl is not a young, lost thing who knows nothing about the world. She’s a woman of substance.

“Nice to meet you, Mr. Robinson. I’m Selina.” She sounds so self-assured, she has me believing that she has been doing this for years. My chest clenches. She has to be my wife now.

Howard shakes her hand. “How did this crusty old guy manage to charm a beautiful woman like you? I think I need to hear the story.”

Selina blinks at me, unsure of what to say. We met under pretty weird circumstances and I don’t want the world to think badly of her or me for the way we met.

“I’m investing in her fashion business,” I interject. “That’s how we met. The chemistry was instant and well, the rest is history.”

Howard nods, glancing at her bulging stomach. “You’ve always wanted to be a dad.”

“And Selina made all my dreams come true.” I kiss her on the cheek. “You should check out the new boutique she’s launching in the fall. Your wife would like it.”

“He’s married?” Selina raises her eyebrows.

Howard rubs his chin. “Only my close friends know about it. Our marriage was pretty controversial.”

I tense, wondering how Selina will respond to that. But my girl was born to be a social hostess. She’s so graceful when she’s interacting with people. Her natural compassion shines through.

“I would love to meet her,” Selina says. “I’d like to style her personally if that’s something she’d be interested in.”

“I’m sure she’ll appreciate the offer.” Howard nods, his eyes fixating on the hickeys spread around her collarbone and neck. “Looks like you two can’t keep your hands off each other. I should leave you alone.”

Selina swallows. Howard waves and walks toward other people. He rarely attends these kinds of social events since he’s a recluse but he’ll be the one receiving the award tonight. His wife doesn’t accompany him to such places but despite their seeming coldness, they’re madly in love with each other.

I’m relieved that my oldest friend from college likes the idea of Selina as my partner. I was afraid he’d cuss me out for impregnating a much younger woman. Then again, he’s hardly the judgmental type given that his wife is much older than him. He understands that age-gap relationships can be as loving and healthy as any other type of relationship.

“I think we made him uncomfortable.” Selina worries her lips. “He saw the love bites you gave me and left.”

“He got the message that I don’t want him talking too long with my pretty wife.” I smooth my thumb over the reddish bruises on her neck. “Babygirl, I want you to be proud of these marks. They show how much I love you.”

Selina’s eyes get misty for a moment. “You love me?”

“I love you to bits, darling. I can’t think of anything but you. I count down every second until I can be with you again. Every moment I spend with you is a treasure. I would like to spend the rest of my life with you, Selina. I respect your ambition, maturity, and the way you handle everything. I have never met anybody as poised, gracious, and loving as you. I cannot imagine myself with anyone else. I would give you the world if only you would give me your heart. Because mine is already yours.”

“Andrew, I—” Selina opens her mouth and from her soft expression, I’m hopeful she’ll say that she loves me, too, but we’re interrupted before she can complete her sentence.

A familiar figure in a navy suit steps up to us. James Ross. Selina’s dad. I didn’t think he’d be here tonight. I didn’t even know he was on the list of invitees.

He freezes as he takes in the sight before his eyes—me with my arm possessively wrapped around her pregnant stomach. His eyes bounce between his daughter and me. Then he finally registers the hickeys.

His throat tenses, baring his muscles. “Selina, what are you doing here? Are you pregnant?”

There’s so much scorn and judgment in those questions that Selina flinches. I grind my teeth. How dare he talk that way to my future wife?

All my protectiveness bursts out like a volcano. I step between Selina and her dad, shielding her with my body. “Yes, she is pregnant my baby. We’re going to be parents.”

I don’t apologize or justify my actions or hers. Given the way James has neglected her and ruined her self-esteem over the years, he doesn’t even have the right to call himself her father anymore. I’m not going to let her be intimidated by him.

“You slept with my boss?” James is still scathing. “Did you not bother to think how it would affect my career? I work for the man.”

“So what?” I snap. “Nothing changes. What Selina and I do is up to us. I’m not threatening to fire you or anything—not unless you displease the woman carrying my child.”

James stiffens. “Mr. Gold, what do you plan to do with her once she gives birth? Selina is young and she doesn’t even have a proper job. She can’t look after the child on her own.”

“I’m going to marry her,” I say emphatically.

James reels at this response. “You can’t be serious. She’s…she’s not on your level.”

“I beg to differ.” I squeeze her arm tight. “She’s far better than I deserve and I’m smart enough to put a ring on her before anyone else does. If she lets me, that is.”

Selina blinks. “Dad, I know Mom must have told you that I’m pregnant.”

James nods. “She didn’t tell me Mr. Gold was the father.”

“She didn’t know,” Selina replies. “I understand you’re surprised but I’ve thought this through. I want to have the baby and I’m dating Mr. Gold right now. Things are going well for me. I’m happy.”

James releases a long sigh. “Selina, I hope you are not disappointed. I guess I don’t have any right to scold you. I haven’t been around much while you were growing up.”

“I started a new business with Mr. Gold’s help.”  Selina changes the topic, realizing that talking about her pregnancy will only lead to more judgment. She rummages through her purse and plucks out a business card. She did tell me that she was getting those printed a few weeks ago. She hands one to James.

He looks puzzled when he reads it. “You’re selling clothes? That’s such an airy-fairy idea. You think it’ll make any money when there are hundreds of boutiques doing the same thing?” Condescension drips from his tone. He is clearly looking down on his daughter’s choice of business. He thinks she’s incapable of being successful. It must have been painful to have been underestimated like this all her life. No wonder she was so scared when she first met me.

“Dad, I want you to come to my boutique opening.” I hate how Selina is being nice to her father even though he doesn’t deserve her kindness. She couldn’t even go to him when her mother kicked her out. The guy is not a safe space for her and I see why.  “I want you to see what I have done.”

“I don’t know if I have the time. It’s on a weekday.” James’ disinterested attitude has me itching to punch him in the face. Can’t he be supportive for once? It’s clear that Selina has put her heart and soul into creating her boutique. She doesn’t need the people closest to her demeaning her like this for going after her dreams.

“I’d suggest you make some time,” I say, in a tone that makes it clear it’s an order. “You can take the day off.”

“That’s generous of you, Mr. Gold.”

“I expect to see you there.” I curl my arm around Selina’s waist, nudging her in another direction. “Now, if you’ll excuse us, we have people to meet. I’m keen to share good news with my friends.”

If Selina spends any more time around this guy, there’s no telling how it’ll affect her emotional state.

“I’m glad you live with me now,” I say. “Seeing the way your dad treats you, I’m not going to allow you to ever move out.”

Selina tilts her head, nuzzling it against my arm. “Thank you for being so protective of me there. And for asking him to come to my boutique opening. He can’t refuse an order from you.”

“Baby, I wish he genuinely cared for you.”

“It’s okay.” Selina angles up her nose at me. “It used to hurt me before but not anymore. Because now I have you. You have shown me what it’s like to have someone genuinely invest in you. You have cared for me with all your heart and it’s a privilege knowing that I’m loved by you. But I don’t want to marry you with nothing. I want to be sure that my boutique will do well before I take your last name. I want your name to always be associated with success.”

“I don’t care about that. I want you so badly, Selina. I want you now. I want you in my bed as my wife.”

“I’ll give you my answer on the day my boutique launches,” Selina replies. “Will you wait for me, Andrew?”

My throat twists into a painful knot of emotion. I get where she’s coming from. But I love her unconditionally, whether she’s successful or not. But the only way to prove my love to her is to be patient with her.

“I’ll wait for you for the rest of my life.” I kiss her forehead, my lips trembling against her smooth skin. She smells so elegant, I want to fuck her again and bury myself in her. I want to beg her to marry me and never leave me because I’ll be shattered without her. “There will never be any space in my heart for anyone but you.”



























* * *





One month later…



I didn’t want to do this. But here I am at Selina’s old apartment. Her mother is staring at me. There’s something decidedly hostile and unfriendly about her demeanor. I’m struggling to see the similarities between Selina and her.

“Mr. Gold.” I’m glad she recognizes me. That’ll save me the effort of an introduction. I straighten the lapels of my jacket, adjusting my posture to seem confident and intimidating. I’ve discovered that authoritativeness goes a long way when dealing with Selina’s parents. They’re both a piece of work. The only reason I’m even here is because I want to see Selina happy and I know that her mother’s presence at her boutique’s opening event will make her happy. She already tried reaching out to her mom through text, phone calls, and emails but never received a reply. Her calls went unanswered and her messages were ignored. While she has continued to trudge along in the final few days leading up to her business launch, I know that her mother’s rejection stings her. She wants her parents to be proud of her but they’re both too self-absorbed to give a fuck about her.

I want to make that right for her. It’s the only thing I can do since Selina hired an employee to help her with the running of the boutique and her online business.

“Yeah, I’m Andrew Gold,” I say, using my most professional tone. “Can I come in?”

Selina’s mom looks nothing like her. She’s shorter, a brunette with green eyes and the kind of face that has clearly seen some cosmetic treatment and fillers. She doesn’t look natural.

“I don’t think so.” Her attitude is haughty, in complete contrast to Selina’s humility. She crosses her arms in front of her chest, pushing out her leg to block my entry into her apartment. Some of Selina’s stuff is still in there and I want to bring it back for her.

“I’m not here to hurt you,” I clarify. Sometimes, my size coupled with my muscled frame can give people the wrong idea. “I just want to talk.”

“Mr. Gold I’m no longer married to James. I have no reason to entertain you.”

I can’t help but snort. Does she really think I’m here because of her husband? “I’m here about your daughter.”

“Selina? How do you even know her?” The deep suspicion in her eyes makes me wary. I was ready to get slapped when I came here but I don’t think this woman deserves to hold me accountable for harming her daughter when she hasn’t been a loving mother. I have heard so much from Selina over the past few months. Her mother always depended on her, painting herself as a victim and dumping her emotional unhappiness on her young daughter so she could get sympathy.

While I don’t condone cheating, I also don’t condone her using twelve-year-old Selina as an emotional crutch instead of acting like a mature adult and dealing with her problems independently. What is a child that young is supposed to do about her father sleeping with other women? It’s clear this woman never wanted a child; only someone who would validate her misery and make her seem like a victim. She has a victim complex.

“Selina is living with me,” I say.

“With you? Why would she live with you?” I grit my teeth. I expected her to ask how her daughter was doing, but clearly, caring isn’t this woman’s strong suit.

“Because I’m the father of her child,” I answer.

“It’s yours?” Her eyes nearly bulge out of their sockets. “You impregnated her? She’s so much younger than you.”

“I’m aware of that. But we both had a strong passion for each other. More importantly, I am taking full responsibility for her and the child. I plan to marry her and raise the child with her.”

Selina’s mom scoffs. “Marry her? It wasn’t enough to get her pregnant? You should have told her to get an abortion. That would have been the responsible thing to do.”

“I told her to do what she wanted,” I assert. “And she wanted to keep the child. I’m not going to force her to get an abortion.”

“Selina is too young and immature. She thinks she can take care of a baby at her age but she can’t. She has no idea how her life will change once she has a child. You’ll lose interest in her and start sleeping with other women. It happens to women when they become mothers—their husbands feel neglected and start cheating.”

“I will do no such thing.” Irritation curls at the base of my spine. I’m going to pop a nerve if this woman keeps talking. It’s clear she has a very low opinion of her daughter.

“That’s what you say now.” She turns her head. “But Selina isn’t pretty or attractive. She’s aimless and always has her nose buried in her tablet. I was pretty and had a great job and still, I couldn’t keep him faithful. You have enough money to find new women easily.”

“Selina is beautiful and I have no intention of finding another woman. Why would I marry her just so I could cheat on her? Does that make any sense?” I can physically feel how deep the lines on my forehead are. I guess it’s a good thing I came here instead of Selina. This sort of stress can’t be good for a pregnant woman.  

“I can’t approve of the two of you. Selina shouldn’t be living with you.”

“You were the one who kicked her out,” I snap, my anger getting the best of me. I wanted to have a calm conversation but I’m worked up. “She doesn’t feel safe coming back here knowing you wanted her to abort the baby.”

“That’s what she should do!” her mother screams. “She’s so stupid. She just left and dumped all the housework on me. That’s so selfish of her. All she thinks about is herself and she wants. I raised her for so many years but she doesn’t even care about me.”

I sigh. There’s no point in even doing this. This woman is so deep in her self-pity spiral, that she can’t see sense.

“Selina has the right to live her own life,” I say. “And she has chosen to start a family and a business instead of being your full-time maid.”

“My…” her mother sputters. “What did you say?”

“You have been using her, taking advantage of her kindness. She’s your daughter, not your therapist. She doesn’t exist to make you feel better. She needs to grow and flourish as an individual. Do you even know that she has dreamed of launching her own fashion line since she was a kid?”

“So what?” Selina’s mom’s eyes turn hard with hatred. “That doesn’t mean it’s realistic.” 

“She’s already doing it,” I snap. “What will it take for you to see that? You’re the one who married a rotten man and decided to stay with him because you were too busy wallowing in self-pity. You dragged Selina down with you. You and James should have supported her dream as her parents. He has more than enough money. She could have started her business earlier.”

Selina’s mother looks unmoved. My words are falling on deaf ears. “You don’t have the right to say that. You…you’re the one who messed up her life. Return my daughter to me. You don’t deserve her. You’re old enough to be her father. How could you touch her?” She fumes, stopping her rant long enough to catch a breath.

“Yes, I ruined her life,” I admit. “But not as much as you did.”

“Excuse me?” Her shrill note echoes in the hallway. I really didn’t want to do this where people could hear us, but if she’s determined to cause a scene, who am I to stop her?

“What have you done for her as her mother? You couldn’t financially provide for her and you didn’t provide any emotional support. You leaned on a child and made her carry burdens she was too young for. And when she tried to live her own life, you pushed her to abort her child so she could continue living in your shadow. She may forgive you for that, but I won’t. That was my child.”

Selina’s mother thins her lips into a hard line, not even bothering to answer me.

I’m going to suffocate if I spend one more minute here. I’m glad Selina left this miserable place. I’ll make sure she never comes back if it’s the last thing I do. I step away, leaving Selina’s mom’s eyes flashing with anger. I hope my words cut her deep. Selina would never criticize her but I can. I’ll do it for her, to make up for all the years of her silence.

I snap my fingers. “If you still want to be a mother, you should attend her boutique’s launch. You’ll see what your daughter has become in the time she has spent apart from you. Let me tell you, she has transformed into an amazing woman.”

With that, I storm off. I don’t think Selina’s mother will be there to celebrate her success during the launch day, but at least now she’s aware of what I think of her. Once Selina is my wife, she won’t have an easy time getting access to her.
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One month later…






My stomach is knotted
 as I stare at my reflection in the dressing mirror. My boutique and brand’s official launch day is here. I was going to have a small party with champagne and hors d’oeuvres in the boutique, but when I realized how many of Andrew’s rich and influential friends wanted to attend, I decided to move it to a bigger venue.

We’re holding the first-ever Selina fashion show at a hotel’s ballroom. It was nerve-wracking hiring models for the event, but I somehow managed to cram it in between my prenatal classes and doctor appointments. Andrew hired an event manager to oversee the entire event so I could relax and mingle with my future patrons instead of obsessing over every small detail backstage.

My gorgeous baby daddy walks in, wearing a tuxedo and a bowtie, looking manly and good enough to eat. His fingers bracket my shoulders as he presses his chin on the crook between my neck and shoulder.

“Ready to go, baby?” His lips twitch and I know he’s dying to kiss me but he holds himself back for fear of ruining my makeup. “Today is your big day.”

I place my fingers on him, squeezing. “I can’t believe it’s happening already. Thank you for all your support, Andrew. You have no idea how happy I am to have you by my side.”

It’s a fact that none of this would have been possible without Andrew Gold. He made my dreams come true. He showed me kindness and believed in me when no one did. He gave me the confidence to spread my wings and discover what I could do. I am in a very different place emotionally now than I was eight months ago.

When I look at my reflection in the mirror, it’s as clear as day: I’m happy. I’m hopeful. I’m fulfilled. I have a man who adores me, supports me, treasures me, and makes me come every day. I have the business of my dreams and I am going to become a mother soon.

I take Andrew’s hand as he helps me to my feet. My belly is huge now. Even having sex is tricky but Andrew doesn’t let that discourage him. He fingers me during breakfast and eats me out at night, giving me pleasure while taking nothing from me. He’s really selfless.

Andrew kisses my tummy, mumbling to our child, “Mommy is going to make you so proud today so take care of her, okay?”

My throat closes up when he looks at me. His eyes are overflowing with love and it’s all I need to soothe my nerves. I cling to him, locking my arms around his head and kissing his neck, drawing comfort as his body solidly presses against mine.

“You’ll have to give me your answer today,” Andrew reminds me, his anxiety apparent in the tense set of his jaw. “I have a ring in my pocket already. I don’t mind proposing to you in front of all those people.”

“No!” I slap his arm. “Tonight, I want the focus to be on my work, not us.”

“I can’t decide whether I love or hate your phenomenal work ethic.” Andrew sighs, plucking out a velvet box from his pocket and placing it on my dressing table. I don’t dare to open it even though I’m curious about the ring he picked for me. I guess I’ll find out later this evening when we’re back home.

Once everything is done, I’m going to tell him that I’m ready to marry him. I love him and I want to spend the rest of my life with the man who saw my potential, who loved me and cared for me with all his heart. He’s the real deal. We’re the real deal. Even though I’m afraid our age difference might make life harder for him, I won’t let that stop me from giving him what he wants. The poor guy has been super nervous for the past few weeks. He looks at the stroller and crib we bought, often wondering out loud if he’ll even get to see the baby and use those with me.

I’ve made him wait for months and he has been incredibly patient. It’s time I freed him from his misery. I am certain we make the best team. We’re each other’s solace, each other’s best friend.

Our strengths are complementary. I realized that when we were shopping for baby stuff. We both bring a unique and essential perspective into the relationship and our teamwork is solid. We never argue or fight and when we have differences of opinion, we try to reach a compromise. Andrew doesn’t assert his power or authority over me unless it’s during sex when I want him to be dominant.

It’s a quiet ride to the venue. I double-check that the models are wearing the right outfits and there are no mistakes. My heart is in my throat when the fashion show begins.

It’s a blur after that. I go on stage at the end. I’m greeted with blinding applause. There are so many people here. I thought most of them wouldn’t come. Today’s a weekday.

My newly hired assistant rushes up to me after the event. “We’ve had two thousand orders online already,” she buzzes excitedly. “This is amazing. We’ve made half a million dollars on our opening day already. That’s not counting all the people who have filled the form for high-end couture after watching the show. I think we’ll be booked up for months.”

Am I dreaming or is this happening for real? I touch my face shocked at the wet streaks I find on my cheeks. Oh my god. I’m actually successful. I was hoping for a hundred orders on opening day. With as many as we got, I could easily pay back Andrew’s investment. And that’s not counting the clients who have signed up for my personal styling, bespoke couture, and other services.

This is beyond a success. It’s a miracle.

“Call the manufacturer and let them know we’re expecting a large number of orders. Make sure they have enough inventory,” I tell my assistant, who grins at me. I didn’t think I could trust someone to handle tasks and manage the business but she has been an amazing employee. I feel a little more at ease knowing I’ll have her by my side even after I give birth and spend the first few weeks bonding with my child.

My life is perfect. I never thought I’d say that but I truly believe it’s true.

Things only get better when I step into the crowd of people who are eating and drinking. Two familiar figures bound toward me.

Mom and Dad.

My throat tightens again. I never thought I’d see those two in the same room again. But here they are. Attending my launch.

They stride toward me, shooting irate expressions at each other as they compete to hold my hand first. My mother rubs my belly and I tense, worried. She told me to abort the child. I’m still worried about what she thinks. It’s clear that I’m about to give birth.

“Congratulations, Selina.” Dad shakes my hand. I’ve never seen him look so happy. “You have done well. One of my colleagues told me I must be proud of having a successful daughter like you. And that’s when I realized that you’re no longer the girl I knew. You have become a woman. You have grown up, my girl.”

Even though I know my dad is only pleased because so many of his colleagues are here cheering for me (because Andrew invited them), I still appreciate his words. It’s the best thing he has ever said to me. I can’t help but feel a sense of pride in making my parents proud of me. Despite my pregnancy, I did it.

“You made your dreams come true, even with a child on the way.” Mom sounds somber as she caresses my hair. “I am sorry, Selina. I said terrible things to you. But you proved me wrong. Your pregnancy didn’t ruin your life, it encouraged you to become better. You were just languishing in fear with me, doing a job you hated because you had to support me financially. When your boyfriend told me I’d been a terrible mother, I hated him. But then I realized he was right. You’d never have gone after your dreams if you hadn’t gotten pregnant with Andrew’s child. I am so sorry for telling you to abort the child. I will support you in becoming a mom. You can ask me anything you want.”

She slides a very nasty look to my father who ignores her as usual. I know things changed between them when she got pregnant and he grew disinterested in her sexually. I wish I could tell her about the great sex Andrew and I have even though I’m pregnant. I wish she knew that it was possible for women on the cusp of motherhood to be loved and cherished more.

I tuck my hair behind my ear, sure I heard my mom wrong. “Wait, when did Andrew meet you?”

“A while ago.” She closes her eyes. “He told me he was the child’s father and pretty much forced me to come to this launch. He also made me realize I’d been taking you for granted. The house is a terrible mess without you. Andrew’s right; I just used you as my maid and therapist because I couldn’t live on my own. That’s probably why I clung to your asshole dad for so long, too.”

“Hey, I’m here!” my dad yells.

My mom scoffs. “Good, you can hear me loud and clear then.”

“Andrew said all that?” I swallow. I’m on the verge of tears but I won’t cry on the most special day of my life. I can’t believe he defended me to my mom. I always felt guilty about what happened to her so I went along with everything she wanted, but I also came to realize that she just used me because she didn’t want to be alone and take responsibility.

“By the way, where is he?” Mom asks, craning her neck. “I don’t see him.”

I swivel, my eyes scanning the space. He’s not here. Where did he go?

“I should go look for him. I hope you stay. There’s dinner later.” I tap her shoulder, cutting away from them as they start arguing. Usually, I’d be the peacekeeper. But not anymore. Now I have better things to do.

I weave through the crowd, looking for my baby daddy. Andrew is pretty tall so it’s easy to pick him out of a group. Still, I can’t find him.

I creep out of the ballroom, wondering if he’s in the hallway chatting with someone. I walk up and down. As I pass the restrooms, the sound of his voice captures me.

“I’m so happy you came. I love you.” I hide behind the wall, watching my life go up in flames. Andrew is not alone. There’s a woman with him. She has brown hair and she’s wearing a sophisticated ensemble. She’s definitely older than me and is absolutely stunning.

Andrew puts his arms around her, hugging her tightly. The way he usually hugs me.

My heart shatters in an instant. The way she leans in, whispering into his ear like she has known him for ages makes it clear that they’re more than casual acquaintances. A toxic mixture of rage and jealousy roars in my stomach. They’re too close and Andrew’s not trying to put distance between them.

It’s like he’s enamored by her, by whatever she’s saying. She’s chic and sophisticated with silver streaks in her hair. She’s an attractive older woman, someone who has everything I never will—confidence, maturity, and worldly wisdom. If she were me, I’d probably like her, too. Something is alluring about her grace. I bet she knows how to talk about things men like Andrew would be interested in. Maybe she’s in business herself.

My mind spirals out of control conjuring theories and explanations for what is happening. Andrew doesn’t have any sisters and he has never mentioned any female cousins he was close to.

The worst part is that Andrew doesn’t rebuff her when she kisses his forehead. A forehead kiss isn’t a casual thing. They must really like each other. He chuckles. It’s like he enjoys the attention, and enjoys talking to her. They have been speaking for a while now and touching each other constantly.

Maybe I’m overthinking this. Maybe they’re old friends. But I can’t stop my fears from assaulting me. Even if they are not romantically involved, how long would it take for that to become a reality?

While I’m busy with my business and the baby, what if Andrew strays, feeling neglected? God knows I’ve put him through hell trying to get me to say yes to marriage. What if he’s tired of my guardedness and wants someone more open?

My blood freezes when the woman kisses Andrew’s forehead. It’s such an intimate gesture that I feel like an outsider standing there.

She has stolen the things I thought belonged only to me: closeness with Andrew, his touch, his openness, his attention, and most of all, his respect.

I rush back to the ballroom, doing my best to smile. A few minutes later, there's a hand on my stomach.

“I heard all about your success from your assistant.” He kisses the back of my head but all I feel is raw, throbbing pain in my chest. I love his touch but I hate the betrayal it carries now. “Well done, Ms. Ross. You have impressed everyone with your talent.”

“Did you not expect that?” I choke.

“Of course I did. I will brag that I was the one who invested in you and saw your talent before anyone else.” He leans in and presses a kiss under my ear. Shivers coat my body. But the usual warmth that follows his affection is absent. What I saw before has dug a cold knife into my chest. The frost spreads everywhere, making it uncomfortable to be in his presence.

I squirm out of his grip.

“What’s wrong, Selina?” A look of concern washes over his features.

I steel myself, knowing it’d be better to do this as soon as possible. I can’t put it off any longer. I’m hurting deeply now and while I may be able to enjoy a few days, weeks, even months of happiness by marrying him, it’d soon turn into an ugly mess like my parents’ marriage. He’d find someone better, someone more on his level, and I’d be left heartbroken.

No, I’m already heartbroken. I loved him deeply and I was stupid enough to believe he’d only ever talk to me, only ever look at me with adoration. But he was talking to someone else, hugging someone else, letting her kiss him.

“Andrew, I have decided not to marry you.” The words explode like bombs between us. He staggers back as if physically assaulted by my statement. 

“Why?” he asks. “You don’t love me?”

“I like you but I can’t imagine spending the rest of my life with you. You have been so kind to me, and I’ll always be grateful for your support. My business has gotten off to a good start. I can return your investment in a few weeks if things keep going like this. But I don’t want to be your wife or anyone else’s. Seeing what I can do has made me want to be an independent woman. I’m so young, Andrew. I shouldn’t even be a mother at this age, let alone a wife.” I see the way his eyes glaze in pain. I know his greatest insecurity—he told me himself. He’s scared he’s too old for me, that he’s ruining my life. “I want to see how far I can go on my own. I want to date other men who are closer to my age so I never wonder what that would have been like.”

I’m spouting one cruel statement after another.

“What about the baby?” he chokes out.

“I’ll look after the baby. I’d appreciate it if you could stay out of our lives. I don’t want to remain attached to you because of the child. I will date other men and someday, my child will have to accept someone else as their father. If your presence is too strong, that won’t be possible.” I straighten my spine. “Of course, I’d be okay with you seeing them every now and then.”

“What about the family we wanted, Selina? Didn’t you want that, too?” He sounds so weak like he’s pleading with me to stay, pleading with me to stop hurting him. But I can’t.

“I want to break up with you, Andrew. We’ll be connected through this business but I don’t want to be in a relationship with you anymore. To be honest, I find it stifling. You smother me and do so much for me that you’re taking away my independence. You only want me to be a lover, not much else.”

“That’s nonsense! I want you to follow your dreams. I’m the one who invested in your business before anyone else.”

“That’s because you felt guilty for getting me pregnant,” I retort. “You tried to bribe me so I’d keep the child.”

Oh god, I feel like an evil woman. I know he already feels like shit because of our age gap and I just turned the knife in his chest.

“Didn’t you want to keep the child?” Andrew is looking angrier by the second. “I didn’t force. You to do anything, Selina.”

I shrug. “If you hadn’t offered me the money, I’d have thought more before making that decision. I might have made a different decision or come to my senses once I realized how difficult it was to raise a child without money. Anyway, it’s not like I’m blaming you. Thanks to you, I have the money to raise my baby alone.”

Andrew exhales sharply.

“Baby, what happened?” He searches my face for a rational explanation. “This doesn’t seem like you. Did your parents say something?”

My eyes purge the tears they’ve been holding since I saw him with another woman. “I just realized that you’re too old for me. I know you love me. I have been convincing myself that you’re right for me because I didn’t want to disappoint you. But we aren’t right for each other. If not for my being pregnant, we would have never dated. Seeing what I can do in my career made me realize I’m still young. My potential is unlimited. I have so much to accomplish. I don’t want to be tied down having your babies. We should never have tried to make this work.”

“Don’t say that.” Andrew’s voice has gone cold. “I don’t regret trying. And I know it won’t matter to you, but I love you. If you want to be independent, I’ll respect your wishes.”

“Thank you. I’ll move out of your house tomorrow. Please don’t text me or call me. I’ll let you know when you can see the baby after I’ve given birth.” I use the most brutal words I can. I need a clean break. I don’t want him to think there’s any hope for reconciliation. “I want to end things properly so we don’t cling to each other. That makes it hard for me to move on.”

“I see,” Andrew says, his tone hard. “I apologize for stifling you. I thought you wanted to be protected, cared for, and smothered with affection but maybe I was deluding myself.”

He wasn’t. I wanted all those things and when he gave them to me, it filled holes in my heart. He healed me and made me whole again. He’s the reason I achieved success. But I can’t cling to the security and comfort he offers, not when he can withdraw it at any time.

“If you need to contact me regarding business matters, you can use my email,” I say. “I hope you don’t take this the wrong way, Andrew. It took a lot of courage for me to say this to you. I was scared because you’re richer and more powerful than me. I was scared of the consequences.”

“I’m sorry. I never meant to intimidate you or keep you against your will.” Pure anguish coats his tone. I used my last ploy to make him feel like I stayed with him because I was young and afraid of retaliation. It’s nonsense but he won’t see it that way. He’ll torture himself about it just like I’ll torture myself with the image of the woman I saw. “I hope you stay healthy, Selina. Thank you for being honest with me.”

Andrew swallows, but he doesn’t say anything. He nods and walks away, leaving me crying for him. He’s too good a man to argue, especially when he knows we don’t have equal power in the relationship.

I rush to the bathroom where I cry alone until I’ve exhausted all my tears.

This is supposed to be the best night of my life but it feels like the worst.
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Seven days later…






I turn
 my head when the chime attached to the door rings. It’s late afternoon and we don’t get many walk-in customers at this hour so I’m surprised to see someone. The boutique has kept me busy ever since my brand launched. The response has continued to be overwhelming. I have made seven figures already. Sometimes, I can’t believe it myself.

Andrew’s media and personal connections have played a huge part in my success. They were my first customers and they have helped spread the word, which has brought new customers. My heart prickles when I think of him. I owe everything good in my life to him. Was I too harsh with my words? Maybe I should have told him I wasn’t ready for marriage instead of making it seem like he had committed a sin by wanting to be with someone as young as me.

“Hello, dear.” The lady’s voice snaps me out of my thoughts. When my gaze meets her face, my blood freezes.

She’s the same woman Andrew was talking to on the day of the launch party. Now that I see her in daylight, she looks older than before. She is very well-maintained but even so, I can tell she’s easily over forty.

I gnash my teeth.

“Hello.” My tone is very unfriendly. This woman is a customer but I just want to turn her away. “Are you here to look around? I’m afraid we have too many orders at the moment so we’re only taking customers with prior bookings.”

My personal assistant gives me a weird look from across the boutique.

The woman who came in shakes her head. “I’m here to talk to you, Selina. My husband Howard mentioned that you were interested in dressing me.”

“You’re Howard’s wife?” I bite my lip. A terrible feeling gathers in my chest. Did I misunderstand the situation at the hotel? I thought she was romantically involved with Andrew, one of his exes, but she’s his best friend’s wife. For some reason, when I see her now, I don’t believe she’d ever cheat on her husband. She sounded so proud when she spoke his name earlier. You can’t fake something like that.

“I’m Anne Robinson.” She extends her hand. “I used to be Anne Gold before.”

My mind spins at her words. Anne Gold. That’s the same last name as Andrew. Was she his ex-wife? No, Andrew has never been married before.

A peal of laughter unfurls from Anne’s lips. “You look like you have questions. Why don’t we sit down and I’ll answer them?”

I don’t waste a single second in bringing her to the consultation room, a tiny space I created for my personal clients. My assistant offers her tea and cookies but she refuses.

“Have you been married to Andrew before?” I ask, biting my lips. It’s possible that he might have been married in the past without anybody knowing. Rich people have the resources to bury stuff like that.

Anne’s eyes widen in shock. “No, dear. I’m his aunt. He’s my brother’s son. Can’t you tell from my age?”

I gasp, realizing the monumental error I have made. I’m an idiot. I was jealous of Andrew’s aunt? It’s clear that she’s older than him. She has some silver streaks in her brown hair and the same gray eyes as my baby daddy. Anybody else would have seen the two of them together and assumed they were relatives. Was I so insecure that I built a story in my head just to feed my fears and give me a reason to leave him? I have done it before. I’m scared of happiness. I’m especially scared of going through what my mother went through. Infidelity.

Anne pauses, a hurt look in her eyes as she stares off into the distance. “People were flabbergasted when I married my nephew’s best friend, a man so much younger than me.”

“Howard and Andrew…I didn’t realize they had known each other for so long.” When I met him at the party, I could sense Howard was reticent.

“They’ve known each other since they were in college. I went to visit Andrew in his sophomore year and that’s when I first met Howard, though we didn’t start dating until he graduated and joined his dad’s company.” I can see how happy she is reminiscing about meeting her husband even though it would be easy for any other person to criticize the circumstances they met under. “Anyway, I don’t leave my home often these days. Being with Howard is enough for me. I don’t care for socializing or gossip. But Andrew insisted that I attend your launch. I know you saw us chatting at the hotel. His back was to you, but I spotted you.”

“Why did you kiss him?” I drag my nails over my thighs. I sound every inch the jealous lover I am.

Anne laughs airily. “I kissed him on the forehead, dear, to thank him for supporting my husband. He had a hand in Howard being nominated for the media awards. But I guess I shouldn’t have done that. I didn’t realize his girlfriend would take offense since I’m already spoken for. I’m sorry for making you uncomfortable. I won’t do it again. When Howard said Andrew was miserable since you left him, I worried it might have been my fault. I rushed over here as soon as I could.”

“Does he have other women?” My questions are getting worse. I can’t control my tongue. My insecurities are bleeding though. “If he does, I need to know. How many women has he dated before?”

“He dated many women but you have nothing to worry about because he never looked at any of them the way he looks at you. He didn’t love anyone before you came along. Besides, my nephew would never cheat on his girlfriend. He adores you, Selina. He has been heartbroken since you left him. That’s why I wanted to chat with you. I was afraid I had something to do with your break up.”

The more I talk to Anne, the clearer it gets. I was paranoid for no reason. I know deeply inside that Andrew is not my dad. My dad never loved my mom the way Andrew loves me. His love is not the kind that will be swayed by his libido. Also, given the way he fucks me almost every night, it’s clear I’m the one he wants in his bed even though I’m about to pop.

Anne takes my hand in hers, looking at me with a pleading gaze. “I know it’s your decision, but if it’s only a misunderstanding, will you please give Andrew another chance? He hasn’t done anything wrong.”

“I’m…I’m scared, Anne.” My voice wobbles. “I love Andrew and I want him more than anything but I’m scared of losing him once we’re married. My dad cheated on my mom. Their marriage was a disaster. I’m afraid mine will be the same once our initial attraction fades.”

The older woman walks up to me and puts her arms around me, drawing me into a maternal hug. I instantly feel better when her heart is beating against my ear. “I was terrified when I fell in love with Howard, too. When he told me he was sick of hiding our relationship and asked me to marry him I refused because I couldn’t have children at my age and he came from a wealthy family that expected him to continue the family line. I knew they’d reject me. Not only that, he’d face unkindness and scrutiny from other people if he chose me. I broke up with him and told him to find someone younger. I feared that the things I couldn’t give him would make him resent me. But after pushing him away, I realized he was miserable and so was I. He entered a self-destructive spiral. To cut a long story short, I was wrong. I thought what he needed was a wife who was young and suitable but what he needed was me. I couldn’t believe anyone like him would want me. Isn’t it the same? Aren’t you just struggling to believe in yourself? Do you think Andrew wants a woman like me? Because I assure you, he doesn’t.”

A bitter cough sputters out of me. Of course, Anne is wise and smart. And she’s right. I’ve tried to place all the blame on Andrew, tried to tell myself that he’ll cheat on me because he’ll realize I’m not what he wants when the truth is that I’m the one who is scared I’ll disappoint him. I don’t feel remotely qualified to be the wife of a sexy billionaire.

“What should I do?” I tremble in Anne’s arms as she rubs soothing circles around my back.

“Do what you think is right,” Anne says. “You already know what that is.”

I sob. The right thing would be to tell Andrew about my feelings and my fears instead of letting him think I hate him. The right thing would be to let him decide if he wants me rather than deciding for him. I’m not his mom. Sure, his mom might have liked him to find a girl who was accomplished and closer to his age, but as Anne says, it’s not what Andrew wants.

Can I trust that I could be the person someone like him desires?






* * *




I moved
 out to live with my mom after breaking up with Andrew but I still have the key to his townhouse. I make use of it to let myself in the next morning. I assumed he’d be asleep or eating breakfast but he is at the dining table nursing a bottle of whiskey.

The house smells like a bar. There are a few empty bottles of various alcoholic drinks on the table. Why hasn’t the housekeeper cleaned them?

As I stealthily get closer to him, he notices my presence. He turns and watching him is like a punch to the gut.

He looks terrible. He looks like a homeless person who slept rough for too many nights. His handsome beauty is all gone, covered by the shadow of grief and days of drinking.

“You’re drinking at eight in the morning?” “I snatch the glass of whiskey he’s holding, pouring the drink down the sink. “What’s wrong with you?”

It takes him a while for him to shake himself out of his stupor. “Is that really you, Selina? Am I dreaming?”

He wobbles on his feet, grabbing my shoulders to confirm I’m not a mirage. He reeks of alcohol. My stomach turns and I face away. Andrew’s face falls and he pulls back, putting distance between us. “You’re real. Did you come for your things?”

I have seen Andrew be kind, angry, possessive, passionate, wild, sweet, and loving but I have never seen him like this. His eyes are bloodshot and even though his speech is clear enough to be understood, he looks like he’s on the verge of a breakdown.

“How much did you drink?” I prod, grabbing his arms to keep him steady.

He waves his hand, eyelids drooping with sleep. “I can’t remember.”

“How long have you been drinking?” I’m relentless. “Andrew, what is happening?”

“Since you left me, I haven’t been able to do anything but drink. You broke my heart, Selina. I was dreaming of us together, of creating a happy family we could both be proud of. Now it’s going to be a dream forever. I’m never going to have a wife or a family. You’ll find another man and my kid will call him ‘Dad’.” Andrew sobs. God, I’ve never seen him like this. Guessing from the swollen eyes, he has probably been crying. “That fucking hurts, you know.”

Another sob tears out of him. My maternal instincts go into overdrive. I seize his arm and pull him onto the sofa where I cup his face, bringing it to rest on my huge bump. It doesn’t hurt to have him there and I believe being close to the baby will make him feel better.

“You’re not going to work, are you?” I tangle my fingers in his hair, brushing his scalp with my fingertips, giving him head scratches like he’s a child. “I know you’re the CEO, but someone’s going to fire you if they see you like this.”

“Does it matter?” Andrew closes his eyes and for the first time, I see relief on his face. Despite everything that went down, he still finds comfort in me, in being with me. Regret stings my throat.

“Of course, it matters!” I yell. “I don’t want to see the man I love lose the position that he worked hard for.”

Andrew jerks. His eyes are still swollen and sleep-deprived but when they focus on me, it still makes air wobble in my lungs. How can this disheveled, shell of a man have this effect on me?

Then I realize it’s because no matter how hideous he looks, I know who he is. And I fell in love with who he is.

“Liar. You don’t love me. You left me. You said you didn’t want to be anyone’s wife. You wanted to be your own woman.” He groans as he leaves the shelter of my stomach. He holds my face with his clammy hands, looking at me like I’m a treasure he lost. “Look at you. You’re glowing. Maybe you were right after all. I was the reason you never shone like this before. I was…I was holding you back.”

“What are you saying? I look the same.”

He shakes his head. “My eyes won’t deceive me.”

My throat is sticky with unshed tears. Breathing is an enormous task. He took everything I said to heart. He thinks he’s the reason I was unhappy. He blames himself for ruining my potential. I knew he still secretly harbored some fears that I might resent him for getting me pregnant and I used that to my advantage when I broke up with him.

“You’re right. I lied to you that day.” I push closer to him but my belly is so big, I can’t get as close as I want to. “I said things I didn’t mean. Do you know why? Because I saw you with another woman and thought you were going to cheat on me. I wanted to hurt you because I was hurt.”    

“What woman?” Confusion swims in his clouded irises. He rubs his thumb along my jawline, looking at me like I’ve gone mad. “Baby, there’s no woman. I’m not cheating on you.”

When I nod, my eyes are full of tears. We’re both going to cry anytime now and I’d rather do it with him than alone. “I saw you with Anne.”

“Anne is my⁠—”

“Your aunt. She told me.” I sniffle and the tears I’ve been holding back free themselves, pouring down my face like twin rivers. “I’m terribly sorry, Andrew. I’m just an immature girl who is scared of being abandoned. I couldn’t believe in your love. I thought you’d leave me for someone like her because I’m not your type.”

“I don’t have a type,” Andrew says. “And even if I did, I love you. That goes beyond shallow preference of a certain stereotype.”

“That day, after my launch party, I was going to tell you I was ready to marry you. I was planning to come back home, wear your ring, and let you fuck me all night to commemorate the best day of my life. Then my fears got the best of me and I thought it’d be better to save myself heartache down the line. You know what my parents’ marriage was like. I worried I would repeat their mistakes, that you’d grow bored of me and find someone better. But you’re not like that. I’m sorry for projecting the past onto you and making you something you’re not.”

“Babygirl,” he growls. Even in this state, he has enough strength to pick me up and put me on his lap. I straddle him, my stomach jiggling between us. “I hate your parents.”

I laugh. “They’re improving thanks to you.”

He expels a long breath. “We can deal with everything else later but I only need to know one thing: do you love me?”

“Yes, I do. You’re my soulmate, the only man I’ve loved, and the only man who will ever own my heart. Even if you break it, it’s still yours. Forever.” I lean in, pulling his lower lip between mine. Andrew’s hand cups the back of my head, pulling me into a deep kiss. His tongue strokes my forbidden spots, bringing my pussy back to life. My cunt gets all wet and bothered when his tongue dances with mine. Nobody can make me feel like myself except Andrew. I haven’t been remotely aroused by anyone in the time we spent apart. But just one kiss is enough to remind my body who it belongs to.

We give our everything to each other through that kiss. We only stop when I’m covered in the taste of him and he’s covered in mine.

“You must really love me if you kissed my alcohol-soaked mouth for that long.” Andrew snickers.

I smack his chest. “I hope you never doubt me again. And stop whatever drinking binge you’ve been on. I won’t forgive you if you destroy your health. Our baby needs a responsible dad, not an alcoholic.”

Andrew sniffles. “I’m so sorry. I promise I’ll do better for you. If you’re not ready to marry me, that’s okay. We can live together and raise the baby as partners until you feel comfortable moving to the next stage.”

I shake my head. “I lied about that, too. I want to be yours. Legally.”

Andrew blinks, his lips parting in surprise. “This had better not be a prank.”

“Rest assured, I’m done with lies.” I kiss his nose. “Put that ring on me, Andrew. Give me your last name. I’ll be your wife forever.”

His response is visceral. His face changes in a way I can’t describe, becoming its former glorious self. Andrew lifts me into his arms, carrying an eight-months-pregnant woman into our room. Everything here is still as we left it. Untouched. He must not have desired to enter this room after we broke up. After all, this is where he made love to me every night and held me as we slept in each other’s arms.

My makeup litters the dressing table and the ring box he left there before heading out to the launch party is gathering dust.

He puts me down in front of the table and grabs the box. When he opens it, my heart gives out from beating too fast.

I swoon at the gorgeous diamond solitaire embedded within the velvet. Andrew plucks it out. It’s so brilliant that it catches all the light and refracts it, glittering brightly.

“May I put this on you?” His eyebrow is turned up. He’s still not sure if I’m serious. Accepting this beautiful piece of jewelry will make us officially engaged.

I’m ready. I think I’ve always been waiting for this moment. It is intimate and cozy, with no prying eyes. I’m glad we’re alone. It makes everything more special. I’m enveloped in the depth of our love as he caresses the ring. The ring that will now be mine to treasure.

I extend my hand. He slides the ring onto my finger. “You’re officially my fiancée now.”

“For now,” I tease. When he turns dejected I add, “I hope to become Mrs. Gold soon. I want to marry you before I give birth.”

“You’re due soon. I can’t plan a wedding so quickly!” His calm demeanor quickly changes. This is the first time I’ve seen him so stressed. Does the wedding mean so much to him? I bet he wants it to be perfect. But I don’t need an expensive show. I already have what I need. “The best venues would already have been booked.”

“I don’t care about the wedding.” I grab his collar, pulling him toward me. “I just need you. I’ll be happy with a court marriage as long as I can call you my husband.”

Andrew smiles and then gathers me to his chest. The reflection in the mirror shows a perfect couple—happy and in love. I denied the reality for so long but now it’s plain to see. We were always meant to be here, to be with each other.

“Thank you for coming back to me, Selina.” Andrew brushes his lips over mine as I melt into his embrace. “I will never take you for granted. You have given me the greatest gift in the world—you.”
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EPILOGUE












Selina







Two years later…






My daughter,
 Ana, makes baby noises as she tries to eat her breakfast with her tiny spoon and bowl. She’s almost two now. Witnessing her growth and evolution has been a joy. She was an easy child, sleeping through the night and not giving me any trouble. I take her to the boutique on days when I don’t want to leave her with the nanny and she’s the perfect mascot, drawing in customers with her cute smile.

I hug her tiny form, overjoyed that I was blessed with her. From the moment I saw the lines on the pregnancy test, I knew that she was meant to be a part of my life.

I kiss her chubby cheeks, wiping away food from her lips. My phone buzzes with another notification. Looks like my online store got another order. Business has been booming since I married Andrew. His name and reputation carry a lot of weight. A lot of wealthy people want to patronize me. I have already repaid his investment and my online shop now makes seven figures every year.

I love designing new collections. This career has been way more rewarding than I originally anticipated. I can’t believe I get to be a multi-millionaire fashion designer at twenty-five. I’m living all my dreams. Each day only brings me more blessings. I have the perfect career, husband, and kid (with another along the way). What more could I ask for?

Talking of my husband, I inhale when I hear the bedroom door crack open.

Andrew Gold takes my breath away when he walks into the kitchen wearing a shirt and gray pants that mirror the color of his eyes. He never dresses fully for breakfast because often, we end up doing naughty things and ruining his clothes.

“Good morning, sweetheart.” He places a paternal kiss on Ana’s head and she giggles, throwing her hands up and flailing them around in happiness. She loves her dad way more than she loves me. Even if I try hard, I can’t get that kind of reaction from her. I guess no woman can resist Andrew.

My husband takes a seat at the table. “Good morning, Mrs. Gold. You’re looking luscious as usual.”

“I hope you slept well.” I smile.

He scoffs. “You know I didn’t, and you’re the reason why.” 

I can’t contain my smirk. I made him take me multiple times last night, begging him like a slut and using my wiles to lure him back when he tried to sleep. 

His eyes narrow as he sees me standing and stroking Ana’s hair, encouraging her to put more effort into picking up food with her spoon.

“Sit on my lap, Mommy. That’s where you belong.” Andrew’s command is laced with pure authority that makes the spot between my thighs wet. Even after having his kid, I can’t resist his sex appeal. That’s why I’m pregnant again, six months along.

He can’t stop coming inside me and I love letting him. I didn’t imagine I’d have another kid so soon but I’m loving pregnancy.

I leave Ana’s side to make myself comfortable on my husband’s strong thighs. His thumb strokes the forbidden place between my legs, making his intentions clear. He wants me and he’s going to have me at the table.

“We’re going to have half a dozen kids if we keep going like this,” I warn in his ear.

“So what if we do?” His tender touches make my pussy buzz with ecstasy. Even through my clothes, I can feel him. “I’ll provide for all of them. Besides, you look gorgeous with a big belly.”

The idea of having a lot of kids has grown on me. I never thought I’d want a big family since I’m an only child but with my boutique making profits and me having so much help around the house, it’s not a hassle. Also, I have the best husband in the world who makes sure I take time for myself and relax.

Andrew rubs my pregnant stomach, pride unmissable in his tone. “Daddy likes stroking your pretty pregnant belly.”

Ana looks up, her eyes twinkling at seeing her Daddy playing with her Mommy. Andrew kisses my neck, making me blush. He’s being so passionate in front of our daughter. She’s too young to really understand what’s going on; I guess she thinks we’re just playing.

“Is Mommy going to have another baby after this baby?” She stares at my swollen stomach. Ever since I told her she was going to have a baby brother, she has been asking me questions.

“Yes,” Andrew replies. “Daddy’s going to make sure Mommy is always pregnant with babies. You’ll have a lot of brothers and sisters to play with.”

Andrew’s words make my pussy clench. He’s insatiable when it comes to breeding me. I’ve unleashed a monster inside him. He has waited so long to have kids that now he doesn’t want to stop having them.

I’m proud of the fact that our marriage is so passionate and fruitful. His desire for me doesn’t wane. The sex is getting hotter with every passing year. It’s a dream come true to have such a sexually active marriage and to be supported and cherished by my husband while I pursue my dream career. We never argue or fight because we’re so in love. This is what fairytales are made of. I never thought I’d get to have this kind of life, but getting pregnant with Ana changed my life.

Now I shudder at the thought of being with anyone else. Andrew is the one for me. He satisfies me on every level, making sure I live up to my full potential in every area of my life. 

His drift upward from my stomach. He cups my breasts. The suddenness and roughness of his grope send shivers down my spine.

Andrew rubs circles around my aching areolae and sore nipples. My needy buds perk up, becoming hard and thick from his attention. Sparks of rapture travel down to my pussy, lubricating my inner walls.

“Daddy.” I lean back against him, whimpering like a slut. I take his hands and rub the knuckles against my full, aching breasts, loving the bliss that enters my blood when he makes contact with my distended buds.

My breasts are swollen and full of breast milk. While Ana stopped nursing a while ago, I have continued to produce milk because my hungry husband likes sucking on my tits. We have discovered a new kink together: lactation. I enjoy feeding him and watching his eyes glaze with ecstasy when he samples fresh titty cream from my boobs. It makes me horny and the sex that follows is always explosive.

My husband moves his thumb back and forth on the undersides of my full and tender breasts. The gentle touch unravels something in my core. Heat flashes in my bloodstream. I can’t resist his seduction. I’m powerless when he puts me on his lap and lavishes me with love. He takes care of me in every way and I love being his.

He stimulates my boobs, rubbing, pinching, and as we wait for Ana to finish her breakfast. When she’s done, the nanny takes her to her playroom. I’m so glad we have full-time house help or I’d never be able to give so much of myself to my business and my marriage.

“Now it’s time for Daddy’s breakfast,” I tease him, pulling down my top and baring my huge, milky breasts. They’re so engorged from not being milked all night that I can see the outlines of veins protruding through my pale flesh.

I cup the back of Andrew’s head and bring his mouth to my nipple, encouraging him to latch onto my tit.

“I love drinking milk straight from your titties. It’s my favorite breakfast.” Andrew licks at one bare nipple, smothering it in his saliva. I croon when his mouth closes around my hard tip and he gives it a hard suck. His tongue grips my sensitive flesh, pressing into my tender boob. My body is helpless against his demands. I let down, relieving my body of the pain of holding on to breastmilk. My tit pours milk into his mouth, feeding my baby daddy and nourishing him with my maternal nectar.

My husband makes rough, hungry noises as he gulps down the white fluid that flows freely from my boob. Blissful relief fills my body as my tit is emptied. Every morning, I’m so full of milk that I’d die if Andrew didn’t milk me with his mouth. I could use a breast pump, but it’s not the same thing as sharing this precious intimacy with my husband.

Our taboo feeding time strengthens our bond and makes me feel loved and needed for my motherly feminine nature. I was deeply grateful when Andrew didn’t turn away from my body in disgust as I started producing milk and my curves grew fuller with pregnancy weight. My husband always devours me like I’m the sexiest woman alive. I don’t feel insecure about my maternal form; I’m proud of it because I know he wants it.

Suckling on my tits every morning and worshipping my huge belly is Andrew’s way of letting me know that he adores my body, even as it changes to carry his babies.

“So tasty.” He licks his lips, beads of breastmilk dotting his lips. I wipe them away, feeling like a beautiful nurturer as I watch how lusty my husband’s gaze is roaming over my full tit. “I will be sad to give up this treat once our son is born.”

“Only for a few months, though,” I remind him, as his hand settles around my other breast. He crushes it with his powerful fingers, inviting a warm current of milk to spill down my chest. It soaks my clothes, painting wet trails on my massive baby bump. Andrew bends down and pulls my dress lower. His tongue laps up the streams of white dripping down my stomach.

“You’re tickling me.” I giggle when his tongue circles my protruding belly button. That’s the part I’m quite insecure about and Andrew makes sure to spend extra time worshipping it. My heart melts when I see my husband making so much effort to treasure me.

“Babygirl, I don’t know how I’m going to keep my hands off you for the next few months. Maybe I should move to another country.” He leaves a trail of kisses on my stomach. Every brush of his lips makes my pussy shiver with delight.

Andrew effortlessly gets me hot when he acts soft with me. It reminds me of the man I fell in love with, the man who transformed me from a scared girl into a successful, confident, sexy mother and wife.

I hold his head between my palms, meeting his gaze. “You promised when you married me that you’d never leave me alone.”

Andrew’s eyes become soft, gray interspersed by glints of light. “You have made me the happiest man alive, Selina. You are the family I always wished for. Watching you become a mother and a successful business owner has been incredibly rewarding. I want to fill your belly with more babies and I want to help you expand your business. I hope you'll create more beautiful things and fill my life with joy. Is that selfish?”

“No.” I press a kiss on his nose. “It’s not. Besides, I love creating. Considering how quickly I get pregnant, I’m good at it, too.”

Laughter ripples between us, joining us in a bond that is far deeper than we both realize. Fate brought us together and held us together with a series of miraculous events.

I can’t wait to see what other beautiful miracles lie ahead of us on this journey. One thing I can say with certainty is that I’m happy to share my life with Andrew. All the doubt and unhappiness inside me vanished when he slipped his ring on my finger and gave me his last name. His name alone lends me so much power and strength. I’m sure it has helped my business flourish, too, since news of our marriage brought a lot of high-end clients to my boutique and made my second collection sell out in an hour.

“Mrs. Gold you and an extraordinary woman. Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.” He chuckles. “I can’t believe I finally get to call you that.”

“I’m always going to be Mrs. Gold,” I tell him, putting my arms around him and hugging him close to my chest. “Because this is where I belong.”
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Want to know what’s next? Subscribe to my newsletter
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If you love steamy M/F age gap romance with breeding and lactation kinks, start reading my bestselling series: Stalker Daddy’s Milk


My newest steamy cowboy romance series starts with: Baby-making
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Finally, if steamy monster romances with breeding kink, lactation, and pregnancy float your boat, try:


Maid for the Gargoyle Lord.



My Best Friend’s Monster Dad



Kraken King’s Bride
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Demon’s Secret Baby
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Alien’s Omega Captive
 (MM)

Read tmy OmegaverseReverse Harem Daddies series, starting with Alpha Inmates’ Omega Hucow


Buy my box set collections, which contain 15 other books focused on breeding, daddy kink, and lactation.
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Taboo Daddy Short Stories Collection
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And my other short stories:


Pregnant for My Alien Ex



Degraded by My Best Friend’s Dad
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