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Chapter 1: Wanting
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The scent of sandalwood and anticipation hung in the air of the living room. Ellory leaned against the doorframe of the study, a silhouette of deliberate provocation against the warm light at her back. Her black lace lingerie—a set Hector had bought her in a fit of temptation two months ago—was barely contained by the parting folds of her pink silk robe. The colour looked obscene against her skin, a shade she’d chosen for precisely that reason.

Hector didn’t look up from his book. Not immediately. She saw the telltale pause in the turn of a page, the minute tightening of his forearm where his sleeve was rolled up. He was pretending. The game, as always, was half the fun.

“Your bookmark is on the wrong page,” she said, her voice a low, honeyed thing. “You’ve been staring at the same paragraph for ten minutes.”

He finally lifted his gaze, dark eyes traveling a slow, devastating path from her slippered feet, up the swell of her calves, over the magnificent, taut curve of her belly, pausing at the revealed cleavage where her breasts, fuller now—a generous, luscious C—spilled against the black lace. His expression was a masterclass in controlled want.

“And you,” he said, the deep rumble of his voice doing things to her that should be medically reviewed, “are blocking my light.”

“I am the light,” she countered, pushing off the doorframe and waddling—a seductive waddle, she insisted to herself—into the room. The robe swayed. “The light of your life. And right now, you’re ignoring it.”

He closed the book with a soft thump. “Ellory, it’s Tuesday. You have a prenatal appointment at nine tomorrow.”

“And my blood pressure is perfect, as Dr. Sharma keeps noting with palpable boredom.” She stopped in front of his chair, close enough that the silk of her robe brushed his knees. “What’s not perfect is this... ache.” She placed a hand low on her belly, not where the baby kicked, but lower. “It’s a vicious little creature. It doesn’t care about Tuesdays.”

A smile, faint and devastating, touched his lips. He reached out, his large, calloused fingers skimming the silk over her hip. “The creature, or you?”

“We are currently a united, desperate front.” She caught his hand, pressing it against her. “Feel that? Your son thinks it’s the weekend.”

Hector’s breath hitched. His thumb stroked the lace beneath the silk. “He’s got his mother’s timing. And her lack of respect for a work night.”

“You love it.” She leaned forward, bracing her hands on the arms of his chair, caging him in. Her robe fell open. She watched his eyes darken, his gaze fixing on the shadowed valley between her breasts. “You love that I’m like this. Huge, hormonal, and hunting you.”

“I love you,” he corrected, his voice rough. His hands came up to cradle the sides of her belly, a gesture so habitually tender it made her heart clench even as the heat between her thighs pulsed. “Every fierce, demanding, beautiful inch. But the doctor said—”

“—that it’s perfectly safe if we’re careful. And creative.” She nuzzled his temple, inhaling the scent of him—soap and faint sweat and pure Hector. “I’ll be careful. You be creative.”

He laughed softly, the sound vibrating through her. His hands slid up to her ribs, his thumbs brushing the underside of her breasts. A sharp, needy gasp escaped her. “You play dirty, mi luna.”

“You bought the lingerie. You lit the fuse.” She rocked against him, just slightly, and felt the hard proof of his own interest. Triumph flared, hot and sweet. “Now are you going to come put out the fire, or do I have to start without you and ruin the new sheets?”

He moved then, with the sudden, fluid grace that always surprised her in such a big man. In one motion, he stood up, his hands sliding to the small of her back to support her, his body aligning with hers. The difference was exhilarating—his tall, muscular frame enveloping her changed, smaller one.

“Blackmail through textiles,” he murmured, dipping his head to kiss the frantic pulse at the base of her throat. “A new low.”

“You love my lows.” She arched into him, her fingers digging into the hard planes of his shoulders.

“I do,” he conceded, his mouth finding hers in a kiss that was less a promise and more a claiming. It was deep, thorough, and tasted like shared history and tonight’s victory. When he pulled back, they were both breathless. “Alright. Bed. But we’re doing this my way.”

“Which is?”

“Slowly.” His eyes glinted with a promise of his own. “You’re wound tighter than a spring. First, I’m going to take you to bed. Then, I’m going to give you a massage. A proper one. Everywhere that hurts. Everywhere that... aches.”

The word, in his mouth, was a filthier thing than she’d ever managed. A shiver of pure anticipation wrecked her.

“A massage,” she repeated, playing along, letting her nails scrape lightly down his chest. “Is that what we’re calling it now? Doctor’s orders?”

“My orders,” he said, sweeping an arm under her knees and lifting her with a grunt that was half effort, half amusement. “You’re heavy.”

“You’re carrying precious, illicit cargo,” she retorted, wrapping her arms around his neck, her robe falling completely open. “And you adore it.”

He carried her towards their bedroom, his steps sure. “I adore you,” he repeated, nipping at her earlobe. “Even when you’re a menace on a Tuesday. Now, no more bargaining. The negotiations are over.”

She smiled against his neck, her body already singing with the expectation of his hands on her. The seduction was complete. But she knew, with thrilling certainty, that it was only the prelude.

“Fine,” she whispered, as he shouldered the bedroom door open. “But your massage better have a very happy ending, Hector. Or I’m demanding a refund.”
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Chapter 2: Massage
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The bedroom air, still charged from the living room, settled into a different key: one of slow-burning focus. Hector laid her down on the disheveled duvet with a care that belied his earlier impatience. The pillows became a project, strategically arranged and rearranged until she was propped securely on her side, one knee drawn up, the immense swell of her belly supported. He stood back, assessing his work with the solemnity of an architect.

“The sacrifice,” he intoned, “of the new sheets.”

Ellory laughed, the sound muffled by the pillow. “A worthy offering to the Gods of aches and pains. And other things.”

He began with the robe, his fingers deft on the silk tie. He drew the fabric from her shoulders, down her arms, with a slowness that felt ritualistic. The black lace followed, his clever fingers finding the clasp at her back and releasing it with a quiet snick. The cool air whispered across her newly bared skin. When the silk pooled at her waist, he leaned close, his breath warm on her ear. “Obstacle one, removed.”

“Is that what we’re calling my robe now?” she murmured, tilting her head to give him better access to her neck. “I thought you liked obstacles. Adds to the challenge.”

“I like solutions more,” he said, and his hands, warm and already slick with oil, found the knotted tension at the base of her skull.

A low groan escaped her. It was a sound of pure, unadulterated relief. His thumbs pressed into the rigid cords of her neck, circling, unknotting. He worked in silence for a long moment, the only sounds their breathing and the faint whisper of his palms over her skin.

“You’re a ruin, Ellory,” he murmured, his voice a soft rumble against her spine as he moved lower. His palms swept down the broad plane of her back, spreading the warm oil. “A beautiful, magnificent ruin.”

“Your ruin,” she corrected, sighing as his fingers found a particularly vicious knot beside her shoulder blade. “Oh, right there. Don’t you dare stop.”

He didn’t. He worked the spot with a devoted intensity, the pressure firm and exacting until the muscle finally surrendered with a soft, melting release that traveled through her entire body. The pleasure of it was so acute it felt illicit. This wasn’t the frantic heat of seduction; it was a deep, bone-level satisfaction that made her limbs heavy and her mind blissfully quiet.

“The shoulders are a warzone,” he observed, his thumbs digging into the deltoid muscle, smoothing the tension away.

“Carrying the weight of the world,” she mumbled into the pillow. “Or at least the weight of your son. He’s decided my right collarbone is his personal footrest.”

Hector’s hands stilled for a second. Then she felt the press of his lips against that very spot, a soft, apologetic kiss. The tenderness of it, in the midst of the clinical efficiency of the massage, made her throat tighten.

He continued, his hands moving down her spine, skirting the territory he couldn’t properly reach with her on her side. He kneaded the flesh of her hip, his fingers venturing to the crest, but the angle was awkward.

“This is a logistical nightmare,” he grumbled good-naturedly, trying to reach the dip of her lower back.

“Told you you’d have to be creative,” she sing-songed, floating on a cloud of endorphins.

“Oh, I’m being creative.” He moved away from the bed. She heard a drawer open and close, then the distinctive, soft hum of a charging port being disconnected. A new, mechanical purr filled the room.

Ellory lifted her head. “You’re joking.”

Hector reappeared, holding the sleek, grey massage gun. He gave it a playful little rev. “State-of-the-art solution for a state-of-disaster back.”

“If you call me a disaster one more time, the only thing that will need massaging is your ego,” she threatened, but she was already settling back down, anticipation coiling beneath her lethargy.

“Just lie still, you menace.”

The first press of the padded head against her shoulder muscle made her jerk. Then the rapid-fire percussion sank in, breaking apart the deepest tension with a ruthless, vibrating efficiency. Another, louder groan tore from her.

“Oh, my God.”

“Good?” His voice was laced with amusement.

“Shut up and don’t you dare stop.” The mechanical pulses worked their way down her back, turning rigid tissue to liquid ease. It was profound, almost overwhelming. Her thoughts, hazy with pleasure, drifted. The insistent, rhythmic vibration was... suggestive. A wicked idea formed in the blissful haze.

“You know,” she sighed, her voice low and sly. “I was just wondering what else that ingenious little device might be good for.”

The massage gun stopped. The sudden silence was deafening.

She heard him place it on the nightstand with a deliberate click.

Then, the bed dipped heavily behind her. His hands, now bare and warm, slid around her waist, one splaying low on her belly, the other anchoring her shoulder.

“Turn onto your back,” he said, his voice stripped of all amusement, leaving only a dark, velvety command.

The command, and the intent behind it, sent a jolt through her system. She began the awkward, graceless process of shifting her weight, but before she could get far, his hands firmed.

He didn’t just let her turn. He guided her. His grip on her shoulder and hip was sure and strong, rotating her with a controlled power that was utterly possessive. As her back met the sheets and she looked up, he was braced above her, caging her in. A slow, triumphant smirk touched his lips, his eyes blazing with a heat that promised the negotiations were, in fact, very much over.

A furious, helpless blush burned its way from her chest to her hairline.
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Chapter 3: Oral
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The air in the room was no longer scented with sandalwood or oil, but with the raw, unmistakable electricity of intent. As Ellory lay on her back, the blush still warming her skin, Hector’s gaze held her pinned as effectively as his hands had. That triumphant smirk didn’t waver; it simply deepened, turning contemplative.

He didn’t join her on the bed. Instead, his hands went to the buckle of his belt. The leather slithered free with a sharp hiss. The zipper’s rasp was obscenely loud in the quiet. He pushed his trousers and briefs down in one efficient motion, stepping out of them, never breaking eye contact. She drank in the sight of him—the hard planes of his abdomen, the powerful thighs, the proud, urgent evidence of his arousal. But he didn’t move towards her.

His eyes darkened, traveling the length of her exposed body, lingering on the swell that kept her from seeing anything below his chest if he were to kneel. A new, delicious frustration curled within her.

“Now,” he said, the word a soft command. “We address the other ache.”

He moved then, not to the space beside her, but to the foot of the bed. He knelt on the floor, his hands sliding up the insides of her thighs, pushing them gently apart. Her view was instantly obscured by the glorious, maddening curve of her belly. She could see the tense line of his shoulders, the shift of muscle in his arms as he positioned himself, but his face, his mouth—those were hidden.

The first touch wasn’t his mouth. It was his breath, a warm, deliberate stream against her most sensitive skin. She jolted, a sharp gasp tearing from her. A low, husky chuckle vibrated through her, a sound she felt more than heard.

“Hector...” she breathed, a plea and a protest.

His answer was the slow, flat swipe of his tongue. Not a tease, but a claim. Deliberate. Thorough. From the vulnerable heart of her up to the aching peak of her clit. Her back arched off the bed just slightly, with a broken cry escaping her lips. Her hands fisted in the duvet.

He set a relentless, devastating pace. There was no tentative exploration, only the confident, intimate knowledge of a man who knew her body’s map by heart. His tongue was a masterful instrument—flicking, circling, pressing—while the firm pressure of his thumbs held her open for him. She could see the powerful flex of his deltoids as he worked, the play of tendons in his forearms where he braced himself against her thighs. The visual deprivation made every other sense scream. The sound was wet, intimate, and filthy. The smell was her own arousal, intensified. The feeling was everything.

“Oh, God... yes, right there,” she panted, her head thrashing side to side on the pillow. Words dissolved into a litany of moans and ragged sighs. “Please... don’t... don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He seemed to be studying her through the language of her body, listening to each hitched breath and shattered gasp, adjusting his rhythm to wring more from her. A second finger joined his tongue, curling inside her with exquisite pressure, and she saw stars. A loud, guttural groan was ripped from her chest.

“You’re so close,” his voice was a muffled growl against her flesh, the vibration tipping her further toward the edge. “Let go, mi luna. I’ve got you.”

His command was the final key. The coil of pleasure, wound so tightly by his mouth and hands, snapped. Her climax tore through her with a violence that was almost shocking. Her body bowed, a silent scream on her lips as wave after wave of pure, white-hot sensation crashed over her. He rode it out with her, his mouth gentle now, soothing the frantic pulses until she collapsed back onto the bed, spent and trembling.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of her ragged, sobbing breaths. She felt nearly boneless, as though she were just floating.

Then, she felt Hector rise. She heard the soft shift of his body, the quiet creak of the floorboard. She blinked her eyes open, heavy-lidded and partially sated.

He stood beside the bed, looking down at her. His arousal was prominent, urgent. His chest glistened with a faint sheen of sweat. His eyes were black with hunger, the control he’d exerted so thoroughly now a frayed thread.

“My turn,” he said, his voice gravel-rough.

The words sent a fresh, unexpected thrill through her post-orgasmic haze. With a grunt of effort, she pushed herself up onto her elbows, then twisted, swinging her legs over to lay one on top of the other. The world tilted for a second before righting itself. He stood before her, within perfect reach.

She looked up, meeting his blazing gaze. She held it as she leaned forward, her left hand coming to rest on his hip. She didn’t rush. She pressed her open mouth to the skin just above his navel, tasting the salt of him. A sharp inhale was her reward.

She trailed a line of slow, open-mouthed kisses down the trail of dark hair, her tongue darting out to taste him. He was velvet over steel, the skin impossibly soft, the reality beneath it unyielding. When she reached the base of his erection, she nuzzled there, breathing him in—a musky, primal scent that was purely Hector.

“Ellory,” he warned, his hands coming down to cradle her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. Not pushing, just holding.

She finally took him into her mouth, not with a sudden engulfment, but with a slow, deliberate slide of her lips from the broad head down the straining length. She heard the air leave his lungs in a shattered gust. Her tongue swirled around the crown, exploring the sensitive slit, tasting the clear, salty bead of moisture there. A deep, resonant groan rumbled in his chest.

She established a rhythm, one hand wrapping around the base of him to control the depth, the other gripping his thigh for balance. She used her mouth with a focused artistry—sucking firmly on the upstroke, flattening her tongue on the downstroke, her cheeks hollowing. Her eyes remained locked on his face, watching the control shatter. His jaw was clenched, his neck corded. His eyes, glazed with pleasure, were fixed on her, on the sight of her lips stretched around him.

When she took him deep, relaxing her throat, his hips gave an involuntary jerk. “Fuck,” he hissed, his fingers tightening in her hair. “Just like that... yes!”

She hummed in response, the vibration drawing another broken sound from him. She could feel the tension coiling in him, the telltale tightening of the muscles under her hands. She increased her pace, her movements growing more urgent, saliva slicking her path. She was the maestro now, and his ragged breathing, his choked curses, were her symphony.

“I’m not going to last,” he gritted out, his voice strained. “Look at me. Look at me when I cum.”

She obeyed, her eyes watering slightly with the effort, but her gaze never wavered from his. It was that visual tether that finally broke him. With a final, guttural cry of her name, he came, pulsing hotly into her mouth. She took it all, swallowing as she milked him through the last, shuddering waves of his release, her gentle, sucking pulls drawing out his pleasure until he was spent.

He was panting, his body trembling with aftershocks. Gently, he tugged her head back, pulling himself from her mouth with a soft, wet sound. He sank to his knees before her, his forehead dropping to rest against her bare breast, his breath hot on her skin. For a long minute, they stayed like that, connected in the quiet aftermath, the only sound their slowing breaths.

Finally, he lifted his head. His eyes were soft, sated, full of a wonder that had nothing to do with the physical act. He reached up, his thumb stroking her swollen lower lip.

“That’s my menace,” he whispered, his voice raw with emotion. “My magnificent menace.”
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The sated quiet that had settled over them was fragile, a thin veil over rekindling embers. Hector’s thumb continued its slow sweep over her lower lip, a touch that spoke of reverence and possession in equal measure. The raw wonder in his eyes began to smolder anew, the hunger returning not as a fresh wave, but as a deeper, more insistent current beneath the calm.

He rose from his knees, his movements fluid with a renewed purpose. His hands slid from her face, down her neck, to her shoulders, applying gentle pressure.

“Lie back,” he murmured, his voice still rough but softened at the edges.

Ellory allowed herself to be guided down until her shoulders met the sheets. He didn’t join her immediately. Instead, his gaze conducted a slow, worshipping inventory of her body—the flushed skin, the generous curves, the magnificent, central dome of her pregnancy. His look was different now; not the teasing challenge of the study, nor the focused intensity of the massage, but something deliberate, almost solemn.

He finally moved back onto the bed, his weight dipping the mattress, causing her to roll slightly towards him. He braced himself above her on arms corded with muscle, his knees nudging her thighs wider. The position was classic, fundamental, but rendered new by the profound reality of her body between them.

He lowered himself slowly, the head of his erection nudging against her entrance, already slick from his earlier attention. He paused there, letting them both feel the exquisite, tantalizing pressure without yielding.

“This,” he said, his breath hot against her lips, “is what you wanted in the study, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she breathed, arching her hips, a futile attempt to take him in.

He denied her, holding himself perfectly still. “I love your breasts.” He dipped his head to capture her nipple in his mouth, sucking deeply until she cried out. He moved his head over to the second one. “This one, too.” He released it with a soft pop, his tongue soothing the peak. “Both of them.”

“Hector, please,” she begged, her hands scrambling over the sweat-slick planes of his back, her nails digging in.

He relented with a low groan, sinking into her in one slow, devastating move. The fullness was profound, a stretch that was both perfect and overwhelming. Her inner muscles fluttered around him, gripping tightly, and he stilled, his forehead dropping to hers, his entire body trembling with the effort of his control.

“God, Ellory,” he choked out. “You feel... you feel like heaven and hell all at once. So damn tight!”

He began to move, and it was nothing like before. This was not the frantic race to her climax, nor the focused service of his own. This was a deep, rolling tide. Each withdrawal was a sweet agony, each slow, pressing return a promise. The angle was perfect, each stroke gliding over a spot within her that sent sparks flashing behind her eyelids. The physical reality of her belly between them forced a slight modification, a sweet awkwardness that made every motion intimate and honest. He couldn’t crush himself to her; instead, he moved with her, around her, his pelvis grinding against her clit with every thrust.

The rhythm was hypnotic, building a different kind of pleasure—not a sharp peak, but a swelling, pervasive warmth that seemed to emanate from her very core. She wrapped her legs around his hips as best she could, heels locking at the small of his back, pulling him deeper.

“Mmm! Fuck me, Hector!” Ellory cried.

“Yeah, of course, baby. Do you think I’m going to stop?”

Ellory shook her head no, knowing he wasn’t nearly finished with her yet.

“Of course not. Good girl,” he said, meaning it as a compliment.

He watched her face, his eyes turning into dark pools of unwavering focus. He drank in every hitch of her breath, every flutter of her eyelids, every soft, pleading sound that fell from her lips.

“See?” he rasped, his pace incrementally increasing. “This is my way. Slow. Thorough.” He punctuated the word with a particularly deep, circling thrust that made her see stars. “Claiming every part of you.”

“Fuck yes,” Ellory groaned in response.

She was unraveling again, the coil tightening low in her belly, different from the sharp, focused climax he’d given her with his mouth. This was deeper, more diffuse, a rising tide threatening to drown her from the inside out. Her moans became constant, broken litanies of his name.

“I’m... I can’t...”

“You can,” he growled, his control finally fracturing. His thrusts lost their measured pace, becoming harder, more urgent, driven by a need too primal to leash. “Come with me. Now.”

It was the desperate command in his voice that shattered her. The tide broke, pleasure flooding through every vein, every nerve, a deep, pulsing release that clenched around him, milking his own climax from him. He drove into her one last, searing time, burying himself to the hilt as his own control snapped. A raw, guttural shout was torn from his throat as he spilled into her, the pulses of his release syncing with the last, quivering contractions of her own.

He nearly fell forward, his desire to collapse onto her superseded by his instinctive need to shield her belly from his weight. He caught himself on his forearms, his body bowed over hers, then carefully rolled to lie beside her. He buried his face in the crook of her neck as they both gasped, shuddering through the aftershocks.

Long moments passed, filled with the sound of their ragged breathing slowly settling. Then, Hector carefully shifted her, so Ellory lay half atop him, her head on his chest, his arm a secure band around her back. His other hand came to rest on the curve of her belly, where their son gave a lazy, contented kick, as if in commentary.

Hector laughed, a breathless, joyful sound that vibrated through her. He kissed her damp temple.

“A critic,” he said.

Ellory smiled, too spent to lift her head. “Takes after his father.” She nuzzled closer, listening to the frantic, slowing beat of his heart. In the warm, heavy silence, the scent of their shared pleasure hanging in the air, she knew the game was over. For now.

But she may have been wrong.
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Chapter 5: Sideways
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After a quick pee break, Ellory came to find out, this wasn’t over after all.

“I want you again,” Hector nearly growled. His voice was deep, seductive. Rich and warm, even as he burned inside.

He caught her wrist as she moved back toward the bed, pulling her to him. His mouth found hers in a kiss that tasted of salt and sleep and insatiable hunger. It was less a request than a declaration. His hands slid down her back, over the curve of her rear, gripping possessively. He was already hard again, the evidence pressing insistently against her lower belly.

“You’re insatiable,” she breathed against his lips, but her own body was already answering, a fresh, liquid heat gathering between her thighs.

“You made me this way,” he murmured, his teeth grazing her jaw. “Now get on the bed. On your side.”

The command, delivered in that velvet-rough tone, sent a shiver through her. She obeyed, settling onto the cool sheets, facing the center of the bed. He moved behind her, his body a solid wall of heat against her back. One strong arm wrapped around her, his hand splaying over her belly, holding her snug against him.

“Lift this leg for me,” he said, his other hand guiding her right knee up and forward. He held her ankle, his grip firm, opening her to him completely. The position was shockingly vulnerable, profoundly intimate. She was exposed, her swollen center presented to him, her back arched into the shelter of his chest.

He nudged at her entrance, already slick and eager from their first two rounds, and sank into her in one smooth, deep stroke. A guttural moan tore from them both. The angle was different—deeper, somehow, more direct. He filled her utterly.

“Oh, God, Hector... Mmmm, that feels good!... Yes,” she cried out, her head falling back against his shoulder.

He set a punishing, perfect rhythm immediately. No slow build, no teasing delay. This was pure, driving need. Each powerful thrust jolted through her, the sound of their bodies meeting a wet, rhythmic slap in the quiet room. His grip on her ankle held her steady, allowing him to piston into her with relentless precision.

“That’s it,” he grunted in her ear, his breath hot. “Take it. All of it.”

She was moaning constantly, a high, desperate sound with every drive of his hips. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a brilliant, white-hot friction that coiled tighter and tighter with every movement. Her hands scrambled for purchase, one fisting in the sheets, the other...

Her fingers closed around the sleek, grey shape of a little bullet vibrator she’d left from the other day on the nightstand. A wild, wicked idea seized her. Her thumb found the button, and a low purr joined the symphony of their breathing and the light slap of skin.

“What are you—?” Hector’s question ended in a choked groan as she pressed the cylindrical vibrator against her clit.

The effect was electric, catastrophic. A raw, shattered scream ripped from her throat. The dual sensation—his deep, rhythmic pounding and the frantic, concentrated vibration—unraveled her completely. Her inner muscles clamped around him in frantic, fluttering pulses.

“Oh fuck! Oh my God that’s good!” Ellory couldn’t help but scream.

“Holy shit that’s hot,” Hector said as he thrusted repeatedly, faster and faster. He drove himself as deep as he could into her, wanting to please her even more.

“Oh! Oh Hector, I’m not going to last long. I’m... I’m.... I’m gonna cum!”

“Fuck! Ellory!” he shouted, his rhythm faltering for a second at the sheer tightness of her climax.

She rode the wave, writhing against him, the vibrator a relentless accomplice to his thrusts. Just as the first devastating peak began to ebb, she moved the vibe lower, tracing her slick, swollen folds, circling where they were joined. The sensation for him was immediate and profound; a ragged, animal sound was torn from his chest.

“Now,” he ordered, his voice a broken rasp. “Now, look.”

He pulled himself from her with a wet sound, his hand leaving her ankle to grip her hip, spinning her partially onto her back as he loomed above her. His expression was one of feral, glorious abandon. His strokes were short, frantic, and rough as he felt himself begin to lose control.

“Watch,” he demanded, his eyes locked on hers.

With a final, guttural cry, he came. Hot streaks pulsed across the taut, round dome of her belly, painting her skin with his release. He shuddered through it, emptying himself onto her until he was spent, collapsing back afterwards, breathing in great, heaving gasps.

For a long moment, neither moved. The room smelled of sex and sweat and pure exhaustion.

Finally, Hector pushed himself up. His eyes, soft and sated now, traced the mess on her belly. Without a word, he leaned over and grabbed a box of tissues from the nightstand. He cleaned her with a startling tenderness, wiping his release from her skin with slow, careful swipes. He attended to himself briefly before tossing the tissues aside.

He took the vibrator, placing it softly back on the nightstand atop some tissues. The pair smirked at one another, the memory of what they just did permanently burned into their minds.

Hector climbed into bed, still wearing his grin. He then gathered her, pulling her back against him, her back to his chest, his arms wrapping tightly around her. One hand rested once more on her belly. Within seconds, his breathing deepened into the heavy, even rhythm of utter sleep.

Ellory, cocooned in his heat and his strength, felt her own eyes grow leaden. The last thing she knew was the weight of his arm around her, the solid beat of his heart against her back, and the profound, silent knowledge that she was utterly claimed, utterly safe, and utterly, completely spent. They fell into a deep, hard sleep, tangled together in the wreckage of their sheets.
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Chapter 6: Goodnight
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The overhead light was a rude guest, still shining when Ellory stirred an hour later. She blinked against it, disoriented, her body a map of pleasant aches.

Hector felt her shift. With a grunt, he slid from the warmth of their nest, his silhouette moving slowly across the room. A soft click was heard, and the world fell into a gentle dark.

He returned, his body cool from the brief journey. He molded himself against her back, his front to her spine, his knees fitting behind hers. One arm slipped beneath her neck, the other draped heavily over her waist, his palm coming to rest, as always, on the rise of her belly.

“We left the lights on,” she mumbled into the pillow.

“We were otherwise engaged,” Hector joked. His voice was a sleep-rough hum against her shoulder. He kissed her skin. “I love you. Madly.”

She smiled in the dark. “I love you. So much. Even on Tuesdays.”

His chuckle was a quiet vibration. “Especially on Tuesdays.” His thumb stroked her belly. “I can’t wait to meet him.”

“He can’t wait to meet you,” she whispered. “He already knows your voice.”

A deep, contented sigh was his answer. The last of the day’s tension seeped away, leaving only the quiet, the shared warmth, the profound safety of their tangled forms. Within minutes, their breaths slowed and synced, two hearts beating in the dark, a family already, dreaming of the dawn.
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If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads or the platform you purchased this from! It really helps small artists and creators like me to better understand my readers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee
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For Kylie and Sam, the holidays are more than just a time for celebration—they're a season of love, transformation, and surprise. As they journey through the joys and struggles of pregnancy, they find themselves drawn even closer, learning to trust, forgive, and rediscover passion with each new challenge.
Kylie's life changes with every heartbeat she feels inside her, and Sam's devotion is tested in ways he never expected. Together, they navigate a rollercoaster of emotions, rekindling romance and deepening their bond, all while embracing the incredible news that will change their lives forever. Just when they thought they had everything, Christmas brings them the gift they never saw coming—a chance to become the family they've always dreamed of.
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