
        
            
                
            
        

    
PROPERTY OF HER BABY DADDY




ALLISON KELLY



For the ones who were told to be quiet.

For the ones who obeyed—until they didn’t.

For the watchers.

For the ones who watched them change… and couldn’t look away.

This story is yours.
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The living room was dim except for the bluish glow of the TV, some crime show running without either of them paying attention. Danny sat on the couch with his legs pulled close, fingers digging at a loose thread in his sweats. Raven sat on the other end, scrolling her phone, her face lit up in quick flashes. She kept turning the screen away from him every time a notification buzzed.

Danny cleared his throat, a sound that cracked halfway through.

“You’ve been… different lately,” he said, voice soft like he was afraid of spooking her.

Raven didn’t look up from the phone. “Different how?”

“Coming home late. Smiling at your phone more than me. You keep your ringer off now.” He shifted, tugging the blanket higher over his lap as though that would shield him. “You don’t even—hell, you don’t even set it down anymore.”

That earned him a slow glance. Raven’s eyes were dark and sharp, not guilty, not apologetic—just patient, like she was waiting for him to get to the point.

Danny’s heart hammered. His mouth felt dry. “Are you… seeing someone?”

The words dropped heavy between them. The TV blared with canned gunshots, then silence again.

Raven didn’t rush to answer. She pressed her lips together, thumb hovering over her screen. A tiny smirk curled at the corner of her mouth before she locked her phone and set it on the coffee table. She leaned back, stretching her legs out, calm in a way that terrified him.

Danny gripped the couch cushion so hard his knuckles whitened. “Raven?”

Her silence was the answer. That smirk was the answer. His stomach flipped, nausea rising with a stab of heat in his chest.

“Jesus,” he whispered, leaning forward, elbows on his knees. “So I was right.”

Raven finally spoke, her tone maddeningly even. “What do you want me to say, Danny?”

Danny’s voice cracked. “What do you mean, what do I want you to say? I’m asking if you’re cheating on me. Just tell me the truth.”

Raven leaned back against the couch, arms folded across her chest. Her eyes swept over him, measuring. “Fine. Yeah. I’m seeing someone. His name’s Roman.”

The bluntness hit like a slap. Danny blinked at her, chest tightening until it hurt to breathe. “You—” He swallowed. “You’re not even gonna deny it?”

“What would be the point?” Raven tilted her head, that same faint smirk returning. “You already knew. You’ve been sniffing around like a wounded dog for weeks. Might as well hear it straight.”

Danny’s throat closed. His whole body trembled, equal parts rage and heartbreak. “How long?”

“Couple months.” She spoke as casually as if she were listing groceries. “Met him at the gym. He made me laugh. He made me come. Over and over. You wanted honesty, baby, there it is.”

Danny lurched to his feet, pacing the living room. His hands shook as he dragged them through his hair. “Oh my God. Oh my God. You—how could you do this? To me? To us?”

“Don’t make this about betrayal,” Raven said sharply, sitting up straighter. “I didn’t marry you because you were the best lay of my life. I married you because you’re dependable. You’re sweet. You’d never leave me. That hasn’t changed.”

Danny spun toward her, wild-eyed. “Then why? Why him?”

Raven shrugged. “Because he’s everything you’re not in bed. He doesn’t ask. He doesn’t hesitate. He takes. I get wet just thinking about him. Do you know what it’s like to be bent over a bench in the gym shower, Danny? To have someone shove himself inside you and not care who hears?”

Danny’s mouth fell open, no words coming out. His face burned red.

Raven’s lips curled. “Yeah. That’s what he does to me. And you know what? I let him finish inside me every single time.”

Danny stumbled back a step, nearly tripping over the edge of the rug. His voice came out broken, pleading. “Please… please tell me you’re not leaving me.”

Raven rose from the couch, closing the distance until she stood right in front of him. She cupped his cheek with one hand, tender, mocking. “I’m not leaving you, baby. You’re still my husband. I love you. But you need to understand something.”

She leaned in close, her breath hot against his ear. “Roman owns my body. My pussy. My womb. You’ll never touch me the way he does again. That part of me is his now.”

Danny shuddered, a whimper escaping before he could stop it. His knees threatened to give out beneath him.

Raven pulled back just enough to look him dead in the eye. “So if you want to keep me, you’re going to have to live with that.”

Danny’s whole body shook. His hands balled into fists at his sides, not in anger but in helplessness, like he had no idea where else to put them.

“Raven, please,” he whispered. His voice cracked, and he hated himself for it, but he couldn’t stop. “Please don’t leave me. I can’t—I can’t lose you.”

Her expression softened just enough to keep him tethered. She stroked his cheek with the back of her hand, her touch maddeningly gentle. “I’m not leaving you, Danny. But you need to be honest with yourself. You’re not my man anymore. Not in that way.”

Danny’s chest rose and fell too fast, panic in every breath. “I don’t care. Just… just stay with me. Be my wife. You don’t have to—” His throat closed around the words, and he forced them out anyway. “You don’t have to give yourself up completely. Just don’t leave me.”

Raven tilted her head, studying him. “You’re saying you’re okay with me belonging to Roman. That you’ll live with it, as long as you still have me here. Is that what you mean?”

Danny’s lips trembled. He wanted to deny it, to scream no, but the thought of her walking out the door sent an even deeper terror clawing through his gut. “Yes,” he choked. “I’ll live with it.”

She stepped closer, her hand sliding to the back of his neck. “Say it clearer. I want to hear the words.”

Danny squeezed his eyes shut, shame burning in his face. “I’ll accept it. I’ll accept you being with him.”

Raven smiled faintly, satisfaction flickering in her eyes. “Good boy.” She kissed his forehead, quick and almost affectionate. Then her tone sharpened. “But don’t confuse things. You’re not accepting me being with him. You’re accepting that I belong to him. That’s the truth, Danny. Say that.”

Danny’s knees went weak. “You… you belong to him.”

Her grin widened. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

Danny broke then, collapsing onto the couch, face buried in his hands. He muttered through his palms, “I love you, Raven. I love you so much. I don’t care what it takes.”

She sat beside him, patting his back like he was a child. “I know, baby. That’s why you’ll never leave me. And that’s why I can tell you the truth.”

Her voice dropped lower, wicked. “Like how Roman bends me over without even asking. How he doesn’t pull out, ever. He says my womb’s his now. And you know what?” She leaned close, whispering right into Danny’s ear. “I believe him.”

Danny flinched, his breath coming out in ragged gasps. His fingers dug into the cushion, but he didn’t tell her to stop. He couldn’t.

Raven chuckled softly. “You’ll still love me even as he breeds me, won’t you?”

Danny’s answer came out strangled, broken: “Yes.”

Raven rose from the couch, moving with a kind of lazy confidence. She walked to the bedroom, the sound of her bare feet on the hardwood quick and deliberate, then returned a moment later holding something behind her back.

Danny looked up, eyes still red from crying. “What is that?”

Raven’s grin widened. “A gift. From Roman.”

She swung it out for him to see. Leather, thick and dark, with a gleaming silver tag that caught the light. The engraving was bold enough to read from across the room: Property of Her Baby Daddy.

Danny stared, throat closing. “You can’t be serious.”

“Oh, I’m dead serious.” She dangled it from one finger like a toy. “He said if you’re going to stay, you should look the part.”

Danny backed up a step, shaking his head. “Raven…”

“Come here.” Her voice turned syrupy, mocking. “Come here, boy.”

Danny’s legs felt like they were filled with lead. He didn’t move.

Raven tilted her head, still smiling. “Don’t make me ask twice.”

Something inside him cracked. He took a halting step forward, then another, until he stood in front of her.

“That’s better.” She tapped her thigh like she was calling a dog. “Kneel.”

Danny’s face burned hot, but he sank to his knees. The carpet pressed into his skin. He couldn’t look at her.

Raven crouched in front of him, the collar dangling from her fingers. “Good boy,” she murmured, her tone a velvet blade. “Now, let’s see how you look with this on.”

She looped it around his neck, slow and deliberate, like fastening a leash on a pet. The leather was cool against his skin, then snug as she buckled it.

“Perfect,” she said, standing back to admire her work. “You even look more honest down there.”

Danny’s hands hovered at his sides, trembling.

Raven cupped his chin, forcing him to look up at her. “Say thank you.”

His voice came out a whisper. “Thank you.”

She laughed, low and delighted. “Louder. Thank me for making you Roman’s property.”

Danny shut his eyes, the shame burning through him. “Thank you for making me his property.”

Raven clapped once, like she was pleased with a trick. “Good boy.”

She tugged lightly at the collar, testing it, then stroked his hair. “You wear this tonight when he comes. I want him to see you like this.”

Danny swallowed hard, his breath shallow.

Raven bent down, her lips at his ear. “Now stay. Don’t move.”

Raven’s fingers trailed lazily through Danny’s hair as he knelt in front of her, the collar snug around his throat. She looked down at him like he was some obedient pet who’d finally learned his place.

“Stay right there,” she said, her voice all sugar and command at once. “I want you to hear this.”

Danny’s stomach churned. He stayed frozen on the carpet, his eyes fixed on the floor.

Raven picked her phone off the coffee table, swiped the screen, and tapped a contact with no hesitation. She hit speaker.

The line rang once. Twice.

Then Roman’s voice came through, deep and relaxed. “Hey, baby.”

Raven’s smile spread wide, her eyes sparkling as she looked down at Danny. “Hi, Roman.” Her tone melted, warm in a way she hadn’t spoken to Danny in months. “I was just thinking about you.”

Roman chuckled. “Yeah? You wet already?”

Danny flinched at the sound of the man’s voice filling their living room. His chest tightened, humiliation pressing down on him until he could barely breathe.

Raven twirled her fingers in Danny’s hair. “Of course I am. I want you tonight. I don’t want you to pull out, not once.”

Roman’s laugh was low and satisfied. “That’s my girl. You know I don’t anyway. Your husband there?”

Danny’s heart skipped. He wanted to cover his ears, but Raven tightened her grip in his hair, keeping him still.

“He’s here,” Raven purred. “On his knees. Wearing the collar you gave me.”

Roman barked out a laugh. “No shit? You got him in it already?”

“Mm-hm.” She tugged the leather strap, making Danny’s head tilt up toward her. “Looks perfect on him. Like he was born for it.”

Roman’s voice turned commanding. “Make him say thank you.”

Raven grinned down at Danny. “You heard him. Say it.”

Danny’s lips trembled. He tried to form the words, but shame clogged his throat.

Raven yanked lightly on the collar. “Say it.”

Danny squeezed his eyes shut. “Thank you… Roman.”

Roman’s laugh rolled through the speaker. “Good little cuck. Keep him ready, Raven. I’ll be over in an hour.”

“Can’t wait,” Raven said sweetly, then hung up.

She set the phone aside, both hands sliding into Danny’s hair. She looked down at him, her smile smug and victorious. “See? You passed your first test.”

Danny swallowed hard, his voice faint. “I love you.”

Raven bent down, kissing his forehead, the collar pressing cool against her lips. “I know, baby. That’s why you’ll never leave me.”
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Raven was still smiling when she set her phone down. Her fingers combed lazily through Danny’s hair, tugging lightly on the collar like she was testing the buckle.

“You hear that?” she asked.

At first Danny thought she meant the blood roaring in his ears. Then it came — three heavy knocks at the front door. Each one landed in his chest like a hammer.

His stomach dropped.

Raven tilted her head, her smirk widening. “That’ll be Roman.”

Danny’s throat closed. He stayed frozen on his knees, unable to breathe.

“Don’t just sit there,” Raven said, giving the collar a little jerk that made him flinch. “Go let him in. Be a good host.”

Danny forced himself up, legs weak, the collar snug around his throat like it was burning him. Each step toward the door felt heavier than the last.

The knocking came again, louder this time.

Danny reached for the handle with trembling fingers. He cracked the door open.

Roman filled the doorway. Tall, broad, his presence alone seemed to shove Danny backward. His grin was easy, confident, like he already owned everything in sight.

“Evenin’, cuck,” Roman said casually, brushing past him without waiting for an invite.

Danny’s breath caught at the word, but before he could answer, Raven was already on her feet.

“Roman.” Her voice was soft and warm in a way it hadn’t been for Danny in months. She stepped right into him, their mouths colliding in a hungry kiss. Roman’s hand clamped on her ass, squeezing hard, pulling her body against his like she weighed nothing.

Danny stood in the doorway, frozen, watching his wife melt into another man’s arms as if he wasn’t even there.

Roman pulled back just enough to grin down at Raven. “Miss me?”

Raven laughed breathlessly, her hand still on his chest. “Always.”

Roman’s eyes flicked toward Danny, dismissive. “Looks like your boy followed orders.” He reached out and flicked the collar tag dangling at Danny’s throat. The metal clinked. “Good little pet.”

Danny swallowed hard, the humiliation crawling hot over his skin.

Raven giggled against Roman’s chest, and the sound stabbed deep into Danny’s gut.

Roman strolled deeper into the living room, not sparing Danny another glance. He threw himself onto the couch, arms stretched wide across the back cushions like a king on his throne.

“Sit down, baby,” he said, patting the spot beside him without looking.

Raven practically glided to him, slipping into his side, her legs curled up beneath her. His arm dropped heavy over her shoulders, pulling her close, his hand cupping the swell of her breast through her shirt as casually as if it belonged to him.

Danny lingered by the door, collar tight on his throat, hands balled at his sides.

Roman finally looked at him, his eyes hard. “What are you standing there for? Get out of the way. You look like a damn stray begging for scraps.”

Raven laughed, her head tipping back against Roman’s chest. “Be nice,” she teased, though the sparkle in her eyes made it clear she loved the cruelty.

Roman smirked. “That was nice. I didn’t call him what I really wanted to.”

Danny’s jaw clenched, but he didn’t speak. His heart thudded so hard it hurt.

Roman’s eyes swept him up and down, then cut to Raven. “You really married this? No wonder you needed me. I bet he’s never made you come without begging for instructions.”

Raven’s lips curled. “He tries.”

Roman barked out a laugh, cruel and loud. He squeezed her breast harder, making her gasp softly, then kissed her temple. “You deserve better than trying. You deserve me.”

Danny flinched, his nails digging into his palms.

Roman turned his gaze back on him, sharp as a blade. “Why don’t you make yourself useful, huh? Get us something to drink. Beer for me. She’ll have wine. And you?” His grin widened, mocking. “You can have water. On the floor.”

Raven covered her mouth, laughing harder. She leaned into Roman, her hand sliding over his chest. “Stop, you’ll make him cry.”

Roman smirked, not breaking his stare on Danny. “Good. Maybe he’ll learn something.”

Danny stood frozen for a moment longer, every nerve screaming humiliation. Then, quietly, he nodded and turned toward the kitchen.

Behind him, Raven’s laughter and Roman’s low murmur bled together like a private joke.

Danny returned from the kitchen carrying a beer and a glass of wine on a tray. His hands shook so badly the glasses rattled against each other.

Roman didn’t bother to sit up straighter. He spread his legs wider, making himself at home. “There you go,” he said, voice dripping with mockery. “Good little waiter. Set it down.”

Danny placed the drinks carefully on the coffee table.

Roman plucked the beer without thanks, twisted the cap off with a snap, and took a long swig. Then he reached for Raven, tugging her sideways until she was perched across his lap.

“Better,” Roman muttered against her hair, one hand gripping her thigh, sliding higher.

Raven gasped softly, but it was the kind of gasp that came with a smile. She curled against him, her arm around his neck, kissing his jaw.

Danny stood stiff, tray still in his hands, his breath shallow.

Roman’s eyes flicked toward him with open contempt. “Look at this. Standing there like furniture. You see what a real man looks like now, cuck? She belongs in my lap, not by your side.”

Raven giggled, nuzzling against Roman’s throat. “He’s trying.”

Roman barked out a laugh and squeezed her thigh, his hand sliding dangerously close between her legs. “Trying doesn’t make babies, sweetheart. My cock does.”

Danny’s stomach lurched, but his knees nearly gave out when Roman reached forward suddenly, catching the collar tag between two fingers.

He tugged Danny forward just enough to make him stumble. “What’s it say again?” Roman tilted the tag toward himself, smirking as he read. “‘Property of Her Baby Daddy.’ That’s right.”

Raven laughed, her fingers playing in Roman’s hair. “Looks good on him, doesn’t it?”

Roman’s smirk widened. He released the tag with a flick that made it clink against Danny’s chest. “Fits him better than a ring ever did.”

Danny’s face burned, humiliation clawing through him, but he couldn’t tear his eyes from Raven’s body shifting on Roman’s lap, the way her breath quickened at his touch.

Raven caught Danny’s gaze, her lips parting in a soft moan as Roman’s hand slid higher. She smiled at Danny through it, cruel and tender all at once, as if to say see, I told you so.

Roman drained the rest of his beer and set the bottle down with a clink. He slid his arm tighter around Raven’s waist and stood up in one easy motion, lifting her off his lap as though she weighed nothing.

“C’mon,” he said, voice low and commanding. “Time for the main event.”

Raven’s soft laugh floated back at Danny as Roman guided her toward the hallway. She moved like she’d been waiting for this moment all night, her body already molding to his.

Danny didn’t even think. The moment Roman started walking, his feet moved too. The tray slipped from his hands onto the table with a dull thud. He fell into step a few paces behind them, his collar cool against his throat, his head bowed.

Roman glanced back over his shoulder, a grin flickering across his face. “Good boy,” he drawled, eyes glinting. “Knows his place already.”

Raven looked back too, her smile a mix of triumph and something softer. “See?” she murmured to Roman, just loud enough for Danny to hear. “He’s learning.”

They reached the bedroom door. Roman pushed it open with his shoulder and pulled Raven inside without pausing, still holding her by the hip.

Danny followed. No hesitation. No sound. Just the soft creak of the collar’s buckle as he swallowed hard.

Roman stopped just inside the room and turned slightly, his hand still on Raven’s hip. His eyes raked over Danny with cool amusement. “Shut the door,” he said.

Danny shut it. The click of the latch was quiet but final.

Roman smirked, turning back to Raven. “Let’s show him how it’s done.”

Roman shoved Raven gently onto the bed, his hands already roaming her body with bold certainty. She laughed, breathless, lying back across the rumpled sheets.

Danny stood frozen a few feet away, collar heavy around his throat, his fists clenched uselessly at his sides.

Roman’s voice was low and smug. “Watch closely, cuck. This is what a real man does with your wife.”

Raven giggled, her eyes sparkling as she looked past Roman straight at Danny. “You hear that? He’s not shy like you. He doesn’t ask permission. He just takes.”

Roman stripped Raven’s shirt over her head and tossed it aside. His large hand gripped her waist, sliding down, claiming. “This body was wasted on you, little man. Look at her now. She’s glowing just having me touch her.”

Raven moaned softly, arching under him. Her gaze never left Danny. “He’s right, baby. I get wet just hearing his voice. You never had that effect on me, did you?”

Danny’s chest burned, every word digging into him. His throat worked, but nothing came out.

Roman glanced at him with a cruel smirk. “Say it. Say you could never make her feel the way I do.”

Danny swallowed hard, his voice breaking. “I… I couldn’t.”

Raven let out a delighted laugh, clutching Roman tighter. “Good boy,” she breathed.

Roman leaned down to her ear, his voice rough, but still loud enough for Danny to hear. “Gonna breed you right here in front of him. Let him watch me put a baby in you.”

Raven gasped, her head tipping back, her eyes never leaving Danny’s. “Yes… breed me, Roman. Make me your girl for real.”

Danny staggered, the room tilting. His wife’s words cut deeper than any blade.

Roman looked at him again, his grin cruel. “Get used to it. Every time I’m here, this is how it’s gonna be. You watching me take what’s mine until she’s knocked up.”

Raven reached a hand toward Danny, her expression wicked and tender at once. “Don’t look away, baby. I want you to see what it means when I scream his name.”

Her moan rose high, her eyes locked on Danny’s, her smile twisting into something triumphant as she cried out for Roman.

Danny’s knees buckled. He caught himself on the dresser, his vision blurring with shame, love, and unbearable arousal tangled together.

Roman’s voice thundered over her cries. “This is your life now, cuck. Watching me finish inside your wife. Every. Damn. Time.”

Raven lay sprawled across the bed, her chest rising and falling in quick waves. A sheen of sweat glistened across her skin, her hair tangled against the pillow. She was smiling—radiant, triumphant—as though she’d just come back from some glorious victory.

Roman stood at the edge of the bed, pulling his shirt back on at his own pace, grinning down at Danny like he was trash on the curb.

Danny couldn’t move from where he stood near the dresser. His body felt hollow, trembling, his collar tight against his throat. His wife had just screamed another man’s name in their bed, and now she was glowing with satisfaction that had never come from him.

“Look at you,” Roman said, laughing low. “Pathetic. You just watched me breed your wife. Didn’t even try to stop it.”

Danny swallowed hard, his eyes glued to the floor.

Raven shifted, her voice sing-song sweet. “Danny, baby… come here.”

His legs moved without thinking, carrying him to the bedside. She reached out and caught his wrist, tugging him down until he sat beside her. Her fingers trailed over the collar, then up to his cheek.

“You were such a good boy tonight,” she cooed, her tone syrupy, almost tender. “Sat there so quiet while Roman made me scream.” She giggled, brushing his damp hair back from his forehead. “I’m proud of you.”

Danny’s chest heaved, shame mixing with a desperate hunger for her approval. “I love you,” he whispered, broken.

“I know you do.” She kissed his cheek, quick and mocking, before lowering her voice to a taunt. “But you know who owns me now, don’t you? Who owns this womb?”

Danny’s throat locked. “Roman.”

Her smile widened. She tapped his collar lightly. “Good boy.”

Roman barked out a laugh, slinging his jacket over his shoulder. “Get used to it, cuck. Every time I’m here, she’ll scream my name while you sit there and watch. And one of these nights, it’s gonna take.”

Raven’s fingers lingered on Danny’s face, her tone almost lullaby-soft. “And when it does, baby… when Roman puts a baby in me… you’ll raise it with me, won’t you?”

Danny’s vision blurred with tears, his voice barely audible. “Yes.”

Raven kissed his forehead, her smile sweet and cruel all at once. “That’s why I’ll never leave you.”

Roman’s laugh echoed as he headed for the door. “Good little cuck.”

Raven leaned back against the pillows, still glowing, stroking Danny’s cheek as if she were rewarding a pet who’d performed a trick.
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Danny woke to voices. Muffled at first, then clearer as his mind clawed its way through the haze of restless sleep. Raven’s laugh. Low, warm, carefree. And Roman’s deeper rumble, casual like he owned the place.

The sound came from the kitchen.

Danny sat up slowly, the sheets twisted around him. The space beside him was empty, still warm where Raven had slept. The collar on his nightstand glinted in the weak morning light. For a long moment he stared at it, his chest tight.

Then he picked it up. His fingers shook as he fastened the buckle around his throat. The leather was snug, unforgiving, the tag cool against his chest. He couldn’t imagine walking into that kitchen without it.

The smell of bacon drifted down the hall, rich and greasy, mingled with coffee so strong it made his empty stomach twist.

He padded barefoot across the floor and stopped at the edge of the kitchen doorway.

Roman sat at the table shirtless, sprawled back in the chair like it was a throne. His phone was in one hand, the other draped lazily across the backrest. Raven moved easily around him, barefoot too, one of his T-shirts hanging loose over her body as she worked at the stove. The sight hit Danny like a blow—his wife cooking in another man’s shirt.

“Smells good, baby,” Roman said, scrolling with his thumb. “Better than I get at home.”

Raven looked over her shoulder, smiling. “You’ll get used to it.”

Danny’s throat tightened. His wife’s voice—bright, sweet, devoted—wasn’t directed at him.

Roman’s eyes flicked up, catching sight of Danny in the doorway. A slow smirk spread across his face. “Morning, cuck.”

Danny’s face burned hot. He nodded stiffly, his hands knotted at his sides.

Raven turned then, her eyes sweeping over him, landing on the collar around his throat. Her smile widened, satisfied. “Good boy,” she said, almost sing-song.

Danny’s chest ached at the praise.

Roman barked a laugh, leaning back in the chair. “Look at that. Wears it first thing in the morning. You’ve trained him well.”

Raven slid the spatula under the sizzling bacon and flipped it, her hair falling over her shoulder. “He knows what keeps me happy.”

Danny stood there, the smell of breakfast twisting his gut, watching his wife cook for another man who sat at his table, in his house, wearing his morning like it belonged to him.

Danny hovered in the doorway, not sure if he should move closer. His stomach twisted with hunger, but his shame was heavier.

Raven slid a plate stacked with bacon and eggs onto the counter, humming under her breath. Roman leaned back in the chair, watching her with lazy satisfaction.

Danny stepped forward, pulling out a chair at the far end of the table.

“Whoa, hold up,” Roman said, his voice sharp, cutting across the room. “Who said you get to sit?”

Danny froze, halfway into the seat. “I… I just thought⁠—”

“You don’t think,” Roman snapped, his eyes narrowing. “You fetch. You serve. That’s your lane.”

Danny’s chest went tight. He stood again, pushing the chair back quietly, his face burning.

Raven glanced over her shoulder, her lips curving into a small, satisfied smile. “He’s right, baby. If you want me to be happy, you’ve got to help. Go grab some napkins.”

Danny nodded quickly and turned to the cupboard. His hands shook as he pulled out the stack of folded paper napkins and carried them over.

Roman snatched one from the pile, wiping his mouth though he hadn’t eaten yet. “Good. See, you can learn.”

Danny swallowed hard, placing the rest neatly on the table.

Raven plated up the food, sliding the heaviest portion in front of Roman. Piled high—eggs, bacon, toast dripping with butter. She set her own smaller plate next to his, then leaned down to kiss his cheek before sitting.

Danny’s eyes flicked to the counter. One last plate sat cooling there: two eggs, a broken piece of toast, barely half the bacon.

Raven didn’t move to bring it over.

Danny hesitated, then stepped forward and carried it to the empty spot at the table. He set it down quietly, lowering himself onto the chair.

Roman smirked, a cruel glint in his eye. “Look at that—he serves himself scraps after feeding me first. You’ve really got him trained, Raven.”

Raven giggled, sipping her coffee. “He knows his place.”

Danny sat stiff in his chair, staring down at his plate, his face flaming as Roman dug into his breakfast with greedy satisfaction, Raven cuddled up at his side.

The clink of silverware was loud in the silence. Roman ate with noisy satisfaction, tearing into the bacon like he hadn’t eaten in days. Raven nibbled at her toast, leaning into his shoulder with an easy smile.

Danny picked at his plate, forcing himself to chew though the food sat like ash in his mouth.

Roman wiped his mouth with a napkin, then shot Danny a sidelong glance. “So, cuck—how was the show last night? Front row seats. Bet you never saw your wife like that before.”

Danny’s fork clattered against his plate. His stomach twisted. “Please…”

Raven giggled, tilting her head against Roman’s shoulder. “Don’t be shy, baby. You should’ve seen his face, Roman. He couldn’t look away. Even when I was screaming your name, he just stood there, staring.”

Roman barked a laugh. “Course he did. He’s never made you sound like that in his life.”

Danny’s face burned. He pressed his palms flat against the table, fighting the urge to run, fighting harder not to cry.

“I love you,” he blurted out suddenly, the words ripping from his chest. His voice cracked on the last syllable. “Raven, I love you. You’re my wife. I don’t care what you do, I just… I need you.”

The table went quiet for a heartbeat. Roman smirked around the rim of his beer bottle, amused.

Raven reached across the table and caught Danny’s hand in hers. Her touch was soft, her thumb brushing over his knuckles like a balm. “Oh, baby,” she said sweetly, her voice dripping with honey. “I know you love me. That’s why you’re still here. That’s why you’ll never leave.”

Danny’s chest heaved, relief and shame crashing together.

Then Raven leaned in closer, her smile tightening into something sharper. “But you need to remember something, baby. I may love you, but Roman owns me. My body. My womb. That’s his now.”

Danny’s hand trembled in hers.

She squeezed it gently, cooing. “Don’t pout. You’ll always be my husband. You’ll always have my heart. But this—” She reached for Roman’s hand and pressed it against her stomach, her eyes locked on Danny’s. “This belongs to him.”

Roman grinned, gripping her waist firmly, as if to seal the claim. “Damn right it does.”

Danny’s breath hitched, his whole body trembling, caught between the sweetness of Raven’s touch and the cruelty of her words.

Raven set her fork down with a little clink, then twisted in her chair, her eyes playful.

“I’m not comfortable here,” she said, sliding off her seat and onto Roman’s lap instead. She settled across his thighs with a satisfied sigh, looping an arm around his neck. Roman grinned, his hand immediately finding her waist, pulling her close.

Danny’s stomach dropped. His wife was in another man’s lap at his table, the collar cold and heavy around his neck.

Raven tilted her head, eyes glinting. “Baby, feed me.”

Danny blinked, not sure he’d heard right. “W-what?”

She plucked a piece of toast from her plate and held it halfway toward her mouth before dropping it back down. “I said feed me. You want to keep me happy, don’t you?”

Roman chuckled, kissing her temple. “You heard her, cuck. Open your eyes and do what you’re told.”

Danny’s hands shook as he picked up the fork. He speared a piece of egg, lifted it slowly, and leaned across the table.

Raven opened her mouth obediently, her tongue brushing the bite as she took it in. She chewed with exaggerated pleasure, humming softly. “Mmm. Good boy.”

Roman laughed, his chest rumbling under her. “Look at him. Feeding his wife on my lap. You’re pathetic, man. But at least you’re useful.”

Danny’s face flamed, humiliation crawling hot over his skin.

Raven leaned back against Roman’s chest, her eyes never leaving Danny’s. “Another bite, baby.”

He obeyed, lifting a strip of bacon this time. Raven took it delicately between her lips, then turned her head and kissed Roman, pressing the bacon into his mouth. He bit it with a smirk, his eyes locked on Danny the whole time.

“See that?” Roman said around his chew. “Even when she feeds you, it ends up in my mouth.”

Raven laughed, curling against him. “It’s true. Everything I have goes to him now.” She reached across the table and stroked Danny’s hand sweetly. “But you’ll still be my good little husband, won’t you?”

Danny’s throat burned. “Yes,” he whispered.

Roman barked a laugh, squeezing Raven’s waist. “Damn right you will. Sit there and feed her like the cuck you are. This is your life now.”

Danny lifted the fork again, his vision blurring, his wife’s giggle ringing in his ears as she opened her mouth for another bite.

Roman shoved his empty plate away with a scrape, his arm still looped around Raven’s waist. He kissed her neck hard, making her squeal and laugh, then turned his eyes back to Danny.

“You need to get something through your head, cuck,” he said flatly, his voice like stone. “I’m not just here to fuck your wife. I’m here to put a baby in her. I’ll breed her in front of you every time until it sticks. And when it does—you’ll raise my kid like it’s yours. Understand?”

Danny’s fork slipped from his hand, clattering against the plate. His stomach turned to ice. “No… please…”

Roman’s lip curled. “Shut up. This isn’t about what you want. Your wife already chose. Her womb’s mine. You? You’re just the caretaker. You feed her, you house her, you raise what I put inside her. That’s your job now.”

Danny’s vision blurred, his hands shaking on the table. His mouth worked soundlessly.

Raven stroked Roman’s chest with one hand, then reached across the table to catch Danny’s trembling fingers. Her touch was soft, warm, maddening. “Don’t look so sad, baby,” she cooed, her voice dripping with honey. “You’ll still have me. I’ll still be your wife. I’ll still love you.”

Danny blinked at her, desperate, broken. “Raven…”

She smiled sweetly, pressing Roman’s hand against her stomach again. “But this part of me belongs to him. And when it grows with his baby, you’ll be right here with me. You’ll help me through it. You’ll raise it with me.”

Roman’s laugh rumbled deep, cruel. “That’s right. You’ll be Daddy to my kid. A Daddy and a cuck at the same time.”

Raven giggled, tilting her head at Danny. “That’s not so bad, is it, baby?”

Danny’s throat closed around the word, but it slipped out anyway. “No.”

Raven squeezed his hand, her smile soft and wicked. “Good boy.”
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Danny sat on the edge of the bed, head bowed, hands clasped together. The collar itched against his throat, the tag cool against his chest beneath his T-shirt. He’d tried to take it off when he’d woken earlier, just to feel normal for a second, but Raven’s words echoed in his head: Don’t even think about it. You wear it until Roman says otherwise.

Raven emerged from the bathroom, a swirl of perfume filling the room ahead of her. She wore a tight black dress that hugged every curve, the hem barely reaching mid-thigh. She leaned into the mirror, painting on a final streak of lipstick.

“How do I look?” she asked, though the question wasn’t really aimed at him.

Danny swallowed hard. “Beautiful.”

Raven smirked at his reflection in the mirror. “Not for you, baby. For Roman.”

The words landed heavy. Danny’s shoulders sank.

A knock thundered at the front door. Three heavy raps, confident and commanding.

Raven’s smile widened. “That’ll be him.” She grabbed her clutch, adjusted her dress, and glanced at Danny. “Go let him in. Don’t forget—you’re wearing the collar. Keep your chin down.”

Danny rose slowly, every step heavy as he walked down the hall. His hand hovered on the knob for a second before he pulled it open.

Roman filled the doorway, broad shoulders wrapped in a leather jacket, his grin wide and easy. His eyes flicked down to Danny’s chest, catching the outline of the collar beneath the shirt.

“Good boy,” Roman said, brushing past him without hesitation. He slapped Danny on the shoulder, hard enough to make him stumble. “Chauffeur’s ready?”

Danny didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His throat was dry.

“Roman.” Raven’s voice floated from the bedroom doorway, rich and warm. She sauntered out, her hips swaying, her smile reserved only for him.

Roman’s grin widened. “Damn. That’s for me?”

Raven giggled, spinning once, the dress clinging to her thighs. “Of course it is.” She crossed the room, pressing herself against his chest. He caught her waist, kissed her hard, one hand sliding down over her ass without shame.

Danny stood frozen near the door, watching, his collar hot against his skin.

Roman broke the kiss, glancing back at Danny with a smirk. “Grab the keys, cuck. You’re driving tonight. Front seat’s for me and my girl.”

Raven looked over Roman’s shoulder at Danny, her lips curving into a mocking-sweet smile. “You heard him, baby. Be good.”

The bar was packed, voices and laughter colliding into a deafening hum. Music thumped from overhead speakers, sticky floors caught at their shoes, and neon lights painted everything in harsh colors.

Roman strode through the crowd like he owned it, Raven tucked tight against his side, her hand resting boldly on his chest. She laughed at something he said, her head tipping back, her lipstick bright under the flashing lights.

Danny trailed a few steps behind, his head lowered, collar snug beneath his shirt. Every time someone jostled past, his stomach knotted tighter. He felt like the whole world could see straight through the fabric, see the tag pressed against his chest.

Roman found a booth at the back, sprawling into it with Raven pressed close to his side. He slung an arm over her shoulders and kissed her openly, his hand sliding down to squeeze her thigh. Raven melted into him, not caring about the stares.

Danny hovered at the edge of the booth, uncertain.

Roman glanced up, his grin sharp. “Don’t just stand there, cuck. Make yourself useful. Get us drinks. Beer for me, whatever she wants.”

Raven giggled, turning her face against Roman’s neck. “I’ll take a margarita.”

Roman’s grin widened. “You hear her? Hop to it.”

Danny nodded quickly, pushing through the crowd toward the bar. The line was long, the bartenders rushed, and Danny stood among strangers while his mind burned with the image of Raven curled against Roman.

When the drinks finally hit the counter, Danny carried them back carefully, his hands shaking. He set the beer and margarita down in front of them, then slid into the farthest edge of the booth with his own water.

“Good boy,” Roman said mockingly, raising his glass in a toast. He turned to Raven, clinking it against her margarita. “To your womb.”

Raven giggled, sipping through her straw.

Danny’s face flamed.

Across the aisle, a group of young guys laughed too loudly, their voices carrying. One of them nudged another, pointing subtly. Danny froze. The top button of his shirt had come undone in the shuffle at the bar, and the collar’s leather peeked out just enough to catch the light.

They whispered, smirking, eyes flicking between him and Raven on Roman’s lap. Danny pulled his shirt tighter, but the damage was done. He felt the blood roar in his ears, shame searing through him.

Raven noticed his panic. She leaned closer to Roman and whispered something that made him laugh loud enough to draw more eyes. Then she turned her gaze on Danny, her lips curving sweetly.

“Relax, baby,” she mouthed across the table. “You’re with us.”

The words didn’t soothe. They cut.

The booth was loud with music and laughter from the crowd, but the world felt narrowed to the three of them. Raven sat snug against Roman’s chest, sipping her margarita through the straw. Danny sat stiff across from them, clutching his glass of water like it was an anchor.

Then Raven stretched her leg beneath the table, her bare toes brushing against Danny’s calf. His body jolted like he’d been shocked.

Her eyes glittered as she pressed harder, running her foot up and down, teasing. “Relax, baby,” she purred across the table, her voice sweet but edged like glass. “I know you’re watching. I like it when you watch.”

Roman felt the shift immediately. He looked down at her leg, then across at Danny. A cruel grin spread across his face. “Are you serious? You’re touching him right here?”

Raven giggled, not pulling away. “Mmhmm.” She wiggled her toes against Danny’s thigh, her smirk daring him to move. “Look at him, Roman. He’s shaking. He doesn’t know what to do with himself.”

Danny’s face burned, his whole body trembling. He wanted to slide back, to escape the touch, but his knees were pinned by the booth’s hard edge.

Roman’s laugh barked loud enough that the guys at the next table turned to look. “Pathetic. Getting worked up over a foot, while I’m the one who makes her scream.” He tightened his arm around Raven’s shoulders, dragging her closer. “You don’t get that, cuck. Not ever.”

Raven leaned up to kiss Roman, lingering and hungry, then pulled back with her lips glistening. She turned her eyes on Danny, still stroking his leg with deliberate pressure. “He’s right, baby. You’ll never give me what he does. You’ll never touch me like that again.”

Danny’s throat worked. “Raven, please…”

Her smirk softened into something mockingly sweet. “Don’t pout. You still have me here. You still have my love. Just not this.” She pressed her foot harder against him, then laughed and pulled away suddenly, curling back into Roman’s chest.

Roman smirked across the table, his voice low and sharp. “And don’t forget, cuck—she’s saving every bit of herself for me tonight.”

Raven hummed her agreement, nuzzling against Roman’s neck. “Every bit.”

Danny stared into his glass of water, the collar heavy against his throat, humiliation pressing on him from every side.

Roman leaned back in the booth, one arm draped over Raven’s shoulders, his grin wicked. He tilted his head toward Danny, his voice sharp enough to cut through the noise.

“Let’s really show him, sweetheart. Kiss me like you mean it. Let everybody see who you belong to.”

Raven’s eyes sparkled, her lips already curving into a smile. “Gladly.”

She swung one leg across Roman’s lap, straddling him in the booth. Her hands cupped his jaw, pulling him into a kiss so hungry, so open, it drew eyes instantly. Her lipstick smeared across both their mouths as she moaned into him, loud enough to cut over the music.

Danny froze across the table, his water glass trembling in his grip. He felt the weight of eyes all around—patrons turning in their seats, nudging each other, smirking.

“Jesus,” someone muttered from a nearby booth, laughter following.

Raven deepened the kiss, grinding against Roman’s lap shamelessly. Her moan rose higher, her nails digging into his shoulders.

Roman broke away just long enough to glance at Danny, his grin cruel and broad. “You see that, cuck? This is mine now. She’s mine. And you? You’re just along for the ride.”

Raven laughed breathlessly, pressing her forehead to Roman’s. “Mmm, I love making him watch.”

Roman barked a laugh, his voice carrying. “He’s not even a husband anymore—he’s a mascot. Our little tagalong.”

The group of young guys who’d spotted Danny’s collar earlier broke into laughter, clinking their glasses together. One pointed openly at Danny, whispering to his friend.

Danny’s face burned so hot he thought his skin might split. He hunched lower in the booth, wishing he could disappear, the collar’s tag cold against his chest like proof of everything.

Raven tilted her head just enough to lock eyes with him across the table, her lips swollen from Roman’s kiss. Her smile was sweet, cruel, certain.

“You’ll still love me through this, won’t you, baby?” she cooed, loud enough for everyone nearby to hear.

Danny’s throat worked, his answer broken. “Yes.”

Roman roared with laughter, pulling Raven tighter against him. “Damn right he will.”

Outside, the night air was cool, cutting through the heat of the crowded bar. Roman dangled the car keys in front of Danny, his smirk sharp.

“Driver,” he said, tossing them into Danny’s chest. “Front seat’s mine now.”

Danny caught the keys clumsily, his hands shaking. He unlocked the car, slipping into the driver’s seat while Roman guided Raven into the back.

The engine hummed to life, headlights washing over the street as Danny pulled away from the curb. His hands clenched tight on the wheel, every muscle locked with tension.

Behind him, Raven laughed, high and breathless. The sound cut straight through him.

“Roman,” she gasped, her voice already trembling with pleasure. “God, I’ve missed this all day.”

Danny’s eyes flicked to the rearview mirror—and froze. Raven was straddling Roman’s lap, her dress bunched high around her thighs, her arms wrapped around his neck. Roman’s hands gripped her waist, holding her down against him.

Roman caught Danny’s gaze in the mirror and grinned wide. “Eyes on the road, cuck. You don’t get to watch this. You just get to drive.”

Raven moaned, loud and shameless, her head tipping back. “Roman! Oh my God—harder—yes!” Her voice rose, carrying through the car like a song Danny couldn’t escape.

Danny’s knuckles whitened on the wheel. His chest burned, his throat tight, but he kept driving, tears stinging his eyes.

At the next red light, Raven leaned forward between the seats, her breath hot, her lips parted in a moan. She smiled at Danny even as she gasped, “Roman! Roman, don’t stop!”

Roman’s laugh rolled low and cruel. He slapped Raven’s ass hard enough to make her squeal. “Hear that, cuck? That’s what a real man sounds like in your wife.”

The light turned green. Danny’s foot pressed the gas, his vision blurring. The collar pressed against his throat with every swallow, a constant reminder of his place.

Behind him, Raven’s cries grew higher, louder, shameless in the night. “Yes, Roman! Yes!”

Danny kept his eyes locked on the road, his chest aching, his hands trembling on the wheel, while his wife’s moans filled the car.
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The front door clicked shut behind them, the muffled thump of bass from the bar replaced by the quiet hum of the house. Danny stood just inside, his keys still clenched in his fist, his knuckles white.

Roman didn’t slow down. He had Raven pressed tight against his side, his hand gripping her hip possessively as he steered her straight down the hall.

“Bedroom,” Roman said, his tone not up for debate.

Raven giggled, the sound bright, breathless. She glanced back over her shoulder at Danny, her lipstick smudged, her hair wild. “You coming, baby?” Her grin turned sly. “If you want to be part of it, you’d better keep up.”

Danny’s throat was dry. His legs moved before his mind caught up, trailing them into the dim hallway. The collar tag brushed against his chest with each step, cold, heavy, unshakable.

Roman kicked the bedroom door open with his boot and pulled Raven inside. He pushed her onto the bed with an easy shove, then tugged his shirt over his head in one smooth motion.

Raven sprawled across the sheets, her dress riding high on her thighs, her eyes glittering with mischief. “God, I love when you do that,” she murmured to Roman, biting her lip.

Roman smirked, tossing the shirt aside. He sat down on the edge of the bed like a king claiming his throne, spreading his legs wide. His eyes flicked toward Danny standing in the doorway.

“You’re still here?” he drawled. “Good. You’re about to learn exactly why she’s mine now.”

Raven propped herself up on her elbows, her gaze flicking between the two men. She patted the mattress beside her with a mockingly sweet smile. “Come closer, baby. Don’t be shy.”

Danny’s stomach turned, his chest hollow, but he obeyed. Step by step, he crossed into the room, the air heavy with Raven’s perfume and Roman’s presence pressing down on him.

Roman chuckled low, already tugging at Raven’s dress. “This is gonna be fun.”

The mattress groaned as Roman pushed Raven flat onto her back, his body covering hers. Her laughter turned into gasps almost instantly, her nails raking his shoulders as he moved with raw, deliberate force.

Danny stood at the side of the bed, frozen. The collar was a choke chain around his throat, every breath ragged as the sounds of his wife’s pleasure filled the room.

Raven’s voice rose, shameless and eager. “Yes, Roman… yes!” She tipped her head back, her eyes rolling before snapping toward Danny. “Watch, baby. Don’t look away.”

Roman’s hand pressed into the mattress beside her head, his movements rough, unyielding. He turned his gaze toward Danny, his grin fading into something colder, sharper.

“You listening, cuck?” Roman’s voice thundered over Raven’s cries. “I’m not just fucking her. I’m putting a baby in her.”

Danny’s knees weakened, his stomach dropping like a stone. His mouth opened, but no sound came.

Roman leaned lower over Raven, his eyes still locked on Danny. “I’m going to breed your wife. Right here, right in front of you. And when her belly swells, you’ll know it was me. You’ll see my kid every time you look at her.”

Raven moaned louder, her fingers clawing at Roman’s back. “Yes! Breed me, Roman—make me yours forever!” Her gaze cut to Danny again, her lips curving in a wicked smile even as she gasped. “Did you hear that, baby? He’s going to give me what you never could.”

Danny’s vision blurred with tears. His chest heaved, a broken sound tearing from his throat.

Roman’s voice dropped lower, brutal in its certainty. “This is happening. Not maybe. Not someday. I will breed her. And you’ll raise my child like it’s yours. That’s not a choice. That’s your future.”

Raven screamed his name, her body trembling beneath him, every sound driving the vow deeper into Danny’s bones.

Raven’s head lolled back, her hair spilling over the pillow, but her eyes sought Danny’s. Even as her body trembled under Roman’s, she focused on her husband like a predator on prey.

“Look at me, baby,” she gasped, her voice breaking with pleasure. “Look at what he’s doing to me.”

Danny’s stomach twisted, his hands trembling at his sides.

Raven’s lips curved into a wicked smile between moans. “You know what’s going to happen, don’t you? He’s going to get me pregnant. My belly’s going to swell with his child. Every morning you’ll make me breakfast while I rub my stomach and think of him.”

Danny’s breath caught, his eyes burning.

She let out a low, delighted laugh. “You’ll hold my hair back when I’m sick. You’ll drive me to doctor’s appointments. And every time you feel it kick, you’ll know it’s his.”

Roman chuckled above her, his voice a growl. “Tell him, Raven. Tell him exactly what he’s gonna be.”

Raven turned her head, her eyes glittering with tears and triumph. “You’re going to be the one who cleans up after me while he makes me moan. You’re going to raise our child and call him ‘Daddy’ while I call Roman mine. That’s your life now.”

Danny staggered, his knees threatening to give way.

Raven’s smile softened into something mockingly sweet, her voice dripping honey over the cruelty. “And you’ll still love me, won’t you? Even when I’m round and heavy with his baby. Even when our child calls him father and you nothing at all.”

Danny’s voice came out strangled. “Yes.”

Roman’s laugh rumbled from deep in his chest. He slowed his movements just enough to turn his head toward Danny.

“You heard all that, cuck?” His voice was low and smug. “She’s begging me to put a baby in her. Screaming for it. And you’re just standing there like a prop.”

Danny said nothing, frozen, his body trembling.

Roman raised his voice slightly, louder now, aimed like a spotlight. “Say it.”

Danny blinked. “W-what?”

Roman didn’t break his rhythm, but his voice sharpened with amusement. “Say the words. Say she’s going to carry my baby.”

Danny’s throat locked.

Raven turned her head lazily toward him, her eyes glazed with pleasure, her smile glowing with cruelty. “C’mon, baby,” she cooed, voice syrupy and slow. “You can do it.”

Danny’s lips moved, but nothing came out.

Roman chuckled, taunting. “You’re already wearing the collar. Already calling me the real man. Now say it.”

Raven reached out toward Danny, her hand hovering like an offer. “I want to hear it in your voice, baby. Please?” Her tone was sing-song sweet, mock-innocent. “Say it for me.”

Danny swallowed hard. His knees felt weak. “She’s… she’s going to carry your baby.”

Raven’s eyes sparkled. “Mmm. Say it again. Louder this time.”

Roman grinned. “Own it, cuck.”

Danny’s voice cracked as he repeated it, louder now. “She’s going to carry your baby.”

Raven let out a soft moan of approval, still holding Roman close. “Good boy,” she purred. “See how easy that was?”

Roman barked a laugh. “Damn right it was. Now look at her, cuck. Look at the woman you married. That body belongs to me. And soon it’ll show the proof.”

Danny’s head dropped, tears sliding silently down his cheeks.

Raven’s cries grew louder, more desperate, her voice thick with pleasure. Roman’s grip on her hips tightened, his jaw clenched, eyes locked on Danny like he was delivering a message through every motion.

Danny stood frozen, collar tight around his throat, his heart pounding so loud it drowned everything.

Then Roman’s voice cut through it all.

“I’m not pulling out.”

Raven moaned like the words alone pushed her over the edge. “Yes—yes! Fill me, Roman. Give me your baby!”

Danny flinched, the heat of her words burning into his skin.

Roman leaned over her, his tone louder now, almost cruel. “You hear that, cuck? She wants it. Needs it. And I’m going to give it to her. Right. In. Front. Of. You.”

Raven arched under him, gasping his name over and over. Her eyes locked on Danny as her voice cracked. “I want to carry him. I want to feel him grow inside me while you hold my hand and pretend it’s yours.”

Danny shook, barely able to stay on his feet. His eyes welled, tears breaking loose.

Raven reached toward him mid-climax, her hand stretching across the bed like an offer. “I’ll still love you, baby,” she moaned. “You’ll always be mine… even when I’m full of him.”

Roman let out a guttural sound, holding Raven still as he finished inside her, loud and final. He didn’t hide it. He wanted Danny to know. To feel it.

The room went still for a beat. Raven lay panting, glowing with satisfaction, her hand still outstretched. Danny stared at it but didn’t move. He couldn’t.

Roman leaned back, still inside her, chest rising slow. His eyes met Danny’s — cold, focused.

“This isn’t a one-time thing,” Roman said, his voice low, final. “I’m going to keep using her. Filling her. Until she’s pregnant. And when she is… I’m not stopping.”

Danny’s breath hitched.

Roman’s voice dropped even lower. “Get used to it, cuck. Because this… this is just the beginning.”
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The bedroom still smelled like them.

Danny stood in the doorway, hands clenched, collar snug at his throat. The sheets were twisted halfway off the bed. Pillows scattered. Clothes in a trail from the door to the footboard.

And in the middle of it all, Roman lay stretched out on his back, shirtless, his arm behind his head like he had no plans to move.

Raven curled into his side, her hair a dark spill over his chest. She was wearing one of his shirts again — not Danny’s.

Roman didn’t look at Danny. He was focused on the ceiling, eyes half-lidded, like a man who’d already won.

Raven, however, smiled when she saw him. “Oh, perfect timing, baby.” She leaned up just enough to reach over the nightstand and pick up a folded towel. She held it out toward Danny. “Clean-up kit. We left a bit of a mess.”

Her voice was cheerful, sweet — the tone someone might use to ask their husband to take out the trash.

Danny stepped forward slowly, taking the towel with numb fingers. His throat worked, but he didn’t speak.

Raven giggled softly and sat up on her knees, stretching, the shirt lifting high on her thighs. “Start with the sheets. They’re soaked.”

Roman snorted without moving. “You’re welcome.”

Danny’s ears burned. He turned toward the bed, trying not to look directly at either of them. He peeled the sheets back, catching the smell of sweat and perfume and something unmistakably not his.

Raven watched him work, lounging on Roman’s chest now like a cat in a sunbeam. “You’re doing great, baby,” she said, mockingly warm. “Just like I taught you.”

Danny bundled the sheets into a ball and set them aside. He began wiping the nightstand — the spot where Raven had clutched it, where Roman had gripped her thighs — and tried not to tremble.

Roman shifted finally, glancing at Danny with a slow smirk. “Make sure you get the headboard. She hits it pretty hard when I’m deep.”

Raven laughed, laying back beside him. “He’s so helpful. This is why we keep him around.”

Danny wiped the headboard in silence. His vision blurred for a moment, but he didn’t stop.

The collar shifted with every movement — cold, tight, inescapable.

Behind him, Raven’s voice was soft and sing-song. “Good boy.”

Danny had just finished folding the new sheets when Roman sat up in bed. The mattress creaked under his weight, the air thick with the scent of sweat and satisfaction.

“You know what I don’t like?” Roman asked, his voice casual as he cracked his neck. “Quiet. Quiet makes things awkward. Like nobody’s being honest.”

Danny froze with the pillow still in his hands.

Raven rolled onto her side, propping her head up with one arm. “He’s just shy,” she said sweetly, then turned to Danny. “But we can help with that, can’t we?”

Danny met her eyes briefly, then looked down again.

Roman swung his legs off the bed, planting his feet on the floor. “Let’s try something. Say it, cuck.” He smiled. “Say you’re grateful I fuck your wife.”

Danny’s throat clenched.

Raven sat up beside Roman, her voice gentler now, like she was coaxing a child to speak. “C’mon, baby. You’re doing so well. Just say it.”

Danny stood still, the pillow crushed against his chest.

Roman tilted his head, his smile gone. “Say it. Now.”

Danny opened his mouth. It came out in pieces.

“I… I’m grateful… that you…”

“Louder,” Roman snapped.

“I’m grateful you f-fuck my wife.”

Raven’s face lit up like it was a birthday gift. “Aww, there it is! See?” She looked at Roman proudly. “He’s getting the hang of it.”

Roman leaned back, amused. “Alright, next one.”

Raven clapped her hands lightly. “Repeat after me, baby: ‘She belongs to Roman now.’”

Danny closed his eyes. “She… belongs to Roman now.”

“Louder,” Roman said again.

“She belongs to Roman now.”

“Again,” Raven sang.

“She belongs to Roman now.”

“Say, ‘I’m proud to be your cuck,’” Roman added.

Danny shook his head slightly, but Raven pouted. “Please, baby. For me?”

He broke. “I’m proud to be your cuck.”

Roman laughed, deep and mocking. “Say it like you mean it.”

“I’m proud to be your cuck,” Danny repeated, louder.

Raven smiled so brightly it almost hurt to look at her. “Good boy. That’s it.”

Roman leaned forward, elbows on knees. “Feels real now, doesn’t it?”

Danny didn’t answer.

Raven tilted her head. “One more, baby. Just one. Say, ‘Thank you for using her.’”

Danny’s lip quivered, but the words came. “Thank you for using her.”

Raven sighed, content. “Perfect.”

Roman stood up slowly, towering over Danny. “See? That’s what I like. No lies. No confusion. Just truth. And the truth is — this is who you are now.”

Danny stood frozen in place, each phrase still echoing in his skull.

The living room lights were dim, only the soft blue glow from the television filling the space. Raven lay draped across Roman on the couch, her legs tangled with his, his hand resting boldly between her thighs.

Danny stood just beyond the edge of the rug, barely inside the room. He’d come in when he heard Raven call his name — soft, almost casual, like it didn’t matter if he came or not.

Roman didn’t look at him. His hand moved under the hem of Raven’s oversized shirt — one of Roman’s — slowly stroking her bare skin while they both watched the screen.

“Grab me a drink,” Roman said. The words were lazy, like an afterthought.

Danny turned silently and went to the kitchen. The fridge opened with a hollow clunk, and he pulled out a beer, closing the door with more care than was necessary. He returned and held it out, not quite meeting Roman’s eyes.

Roman took it without a word. He didn’t say thanks. He twisted the cap and took a long drink, then settled back into the cushions, dragging Raven closer.

She hummed against him, lifting her head just enough to murmur, “Baby, can you grab me the lemon water from the fridge?”

Danny nodded once and disappeared again.

When he returned, her shirt had been pushed up higher. Roman’s hand had moved. His fingers were moving under the waistband of her panties now, slow and sure. Raven’s mouth was open slightly, her breath catching.

Danny set the glass on the table in front of her and stepped back.

Still, no one looked at him.

Roman murmured something low in Raven’s ear. She laughed — light and breathless — and arched into his touch.

A beat passed. Then Roman said, “Towel.”

Danny blinked.

Raven smirked without looking up. “You heard him, baby.”

Danny turned and went again, returning moments later with a clean white towel. Roman reached out without looking and took it from his hand.

Raven's breathing was quicker now, her hips shifting against Roman’s hand.

Danny stood in silence, hands clenched at his sides, watching the two of them melt into each other — laughing, moaning softly, completely absorbed.

He wasn’t even a person in the room anymore.

Just a shadow with a collar.

The house had gone quiet.

The television was off. Lights low. Roman’s boots were by the door, and his voice no longer echoed down the hallway.

Danny lay on the far side of the bed, curled in the shadows with the collar still tight around his throat. The sheets smelled like Roman. He hadn’t touched them. He hadn’t dared.

The door creaked open.

Raven padded in barefoot, wrapped in one of Roman’s long shirts, her hair messy from hours tangled against his chest.

Danny didn’t move. He expected her to go to the other side — to Roman’s side.

But she didn’t.

She climbed in beside him, slowly, and curled her body around his. Her arms wrapped around his stomach. Her head tucked into his back like nothing had changed.

Danny stiffened. His breath caught in his throat.

“Hey,” she whispered.

He didn’t answer.

Her hand slipped up to his chest, resting over his heart. “You were really good today,” she murmured. “You did everything we asked. Everything we needed.”

Her words were warm, gentle. There was no cruelty in her voice. No smirk. No teasing.

Danny’s shoulders began to shake. He turned just enough to bury his face in her arm.

Raven stroked his hair. “You’re still mine, baby. That part never changed.”

A sound escaped him — not quite a sob.

“You love me so much,” she whispered. “And I love that. I do.”

Danny nodded against her skin.

Raven kissed his temple, her lips soft and slow. “But you know Roman comes first now. That’s just… how it is.”

Danny tensed.

She didn’t take it back. Didn’t soften it. Just let it hang in the quiet.

“You’ll always be part of me,” she whispered. “But he owns me now. My body. My future. Everything else.”

Danny nodded again, smaller this time.

Raven held him for another long moment, then kissed his forehead gently and slipped out of bed without another word.

She crossed to Roman’s side, curled into the sheets still warm from him, and let the room fall into silence.

The hallway was quiet, dimly lit by the warm light slipping through the bedroom door.

Danny stood just outside it, unsure if he’d been summoned or if he’d simply drifted there. He didn’t remember moving. He didn’t remember deciding.

But Roman’s voice made the choice for him.

“Come in.”

It wasn’t loud. It didn’t need to be.

Danny stepped through the doorway like a man entering a confessional.

Roman sat on the edge of the bed, shirtless, arms resting on his knees. Raven was beside him, half-covered by the blankets, her eyes soft but sharp in the low light.

“On your knees,” Roman said.

Danny hesitated.

Raven smiled — not unkindly. “It’s alright, baby. We just want to hear something from you.”

Danny sank down slowly. The carpet was cold beneath him. The collar at his throat felt tighter with gravity pulling against it.

Roman stared down at him, then nodded once. “Say it.”

Danny blinked up at him. “Say… what?”

“You know,” Roman said, calm and cruel. “Say you’re proud to raise my child.”

Danny’s lips parted, but no sound came. His eyes flicked to Raven, desperate, pleading.

She reached out, her hand brushing his cheek. “I know it’s hard,” she said softly. “But you know it’s true. You said it before… just say it again.”

Danny swallowed. His mouth was dry.

“I…” His voice cracked. “I’m… proud…”

Roman leaned forward slightly. “Say it like you mean it.”

Danny looked up at them — his wife in another man’s bed, already speaking of the child she planned to carry, the man she now called hers.

Tears welled up, but his voice rose just above a whisper.

“I’m proud to raise your child.”

Roman sat back, satisfied. “That’s right.”

Danny’s chest shook. The tears broke.

Raven leaned down and kissed his forehead softly. Her voice was warm and sweet — almost loving.

“My perfect little cuck.”
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The knock was sharp and fast — knuckles on wood, familiar and casual. Three raps. The kind that didn’t wait for permission.

Danny froze.

He’d been in the kitchen, wiping down the already-clean countertop. The sound sent a jolt through his chest. It took a moment before it registered.

Thomas.

No one else knocked like that.

He glanced toward the living room — Raven’s laugh drifted softly from it, followed by the low rumble of Roman’s voice, too comfortable, too loud.

The knock came again, a little more impatient.

Danny wiped his hands on a towel and moved toward the door with steps he couldn’t feel.

He opened it just enough to peek through.

“Hey,” Thomas said, grinning, already halfway in. “Figured I’d drop by. You never text back anymore.”

“Yeah, I—uh—” Danny stepped aside automatically, heart racing. “Sorry. Been… busy.”

Thomas walked in without waiting for the invite. He clapped a hand on Danny’s shoulder, glancing around. “Place still smells the same. Is Raven here?”

Before Danny could answer, Thomas saw her.

There, on the couch.

Raven, draped across Roman’s lap like a satisfied cat, a glass of wine in one hand. She was barefoot, wearing one of Roman’s shirts again — oversized and clearly not meant for her, but unmistakably his.

Roman sat relaxed, one arm around her waist, the other flipping lazily through something on his phone. His eyes didn’t lift.

Raven did. She smiled. “Hi there.”

Thomas stopped.

He looked between them. Then back at Danny. “Uh…” He blinked. “Am I interrupting something?”

Danny felt heat rise to his face. “No. Just… hanging out.”

Thomas raised an eyebrow slowly. “With…?”

“Roman,” Raven said sweetly, reaching back to stroke Roman’s chest. “He lives here now.”

Thomas stared at her. Then at Roman. Then back to Danny. “Wait. What?”

Roman finally glanced up, just long enough to give Thomas a slow, amused nod. “What’s up.”

Danny opened his mouth — nothing came out. He tried again. “He’s, uh… he’s been staying here for a little while.”

Thomas laughed — short, awkward. “Oh. Okay. So you’ve got a… roommate?”

“No,” Raven said calmly, swirling her wine. “He’s not a roommate. He’s my partner.”

The word landed like a slap.

Thomas blinked again. “Your…?” He looked to Danny, waiting for some kind of denial. Something.

Danny’s voice barely rose above a whisper. “It’s… complicated.”

Roman’s arm tightened slightly around Raven’s waist. “Not really,” he said. “I’m with her. He’s here.”

Thomas turned fully toward Danny. “Dude. What the hell is going on?”

Raven laughed softly and leaned into Roman. “Don’t stress him out, Tommy. He’s been so good about it.”

Danny couldn’t look at him. He couldn’t look at anyone.

Thomas’s voice dropped. “Is this for real?”

Danny nodded slowly. “It’s… real.”

The silence stretched a little too long.

Thomas took a step back, blinking hard, as if trying to reset his brain. “Okay. Uh. I wasn’t expecting… this.”

Roman smiled without teeth. “No one does.”

Raven sipped her wine, still perfectly poised. “It’s not something we hide anymore. You know?”

Thomas looked back at Danny, eyes full of disbelief. He didn’t say anything.

He didn’t have to.

The air said everything.

The yard was already full when they arrived — a line of folding tables set up near the back fence, the air thick with charcoal smoke and chatter. Someone had music playing too loud through a Bluetooth speaker, and kids were running barefoot across the patchy grass.

Danny carried the cooler.

Raven walked ahead of him, hand-in-hand with Roman. Her sundress swayed with every step. She looked radiant — tan, glowing, confident. Roman wore a tight black T-shirt and sunglasses, towering over everyone as they entered like he belonged there.

“Hey, you made it!” someone called from the grill.

“Of course we did,” Raven replied brightly, waving. “Wouldn’t miss it.”

They were halfway across the yard when Roman let go of her hand and clapped Danny on the back, hard enough to make him stumble. “Go get that set up, my guy. Grill’s over there.”

Danny didn’t look at anyone. He nodded, his face burning, and moved toward the cooking station.

It was already happening. The stares. The whispers.

He heard someone mutter, “Is that her… boyfriend?”

Another voice: “Wait, isn’t she married to the other guy?”

Raven ignored it all. She wrapped her arm around Roman’s waist and laughed at something he whispered into her ear.

Danny fumbled with the grill tools. His hands were shaking. The smoke made his eyes sting — at least that’s what he told himself.

A woman from two houses down came over, wine cup in hand. She glanced between Danny and Roman, then leaned in a little. “Hey… everything alright?”

Danny forced a smile. “Yeah. Just helping out.”

She hesitated. Then nodded slowly, backing away.

By the time the burgers were on, Roman and Raven were sitting on a blanket near the center of the yard, surrounded by three people who clearly couldn’t decide if they were impressed or horrified.

Roman had taken off his sunglasses. He laughed too loud, gestured too big. Raven leaned into him, her fingers trailing along his arm.

Danny didn’t hear what she said — but it made Roman grin and slap her thigh.

Danny flipped a burger, knuckles white.

One of the neighbors stepped closer. “Hey, uh… is that guy your brother-in-law or something?”

Danny swallowed. “No.”

“Oh.” The neighbor blinked. “He’s, uh…”

“My wife’s partner,” Danny said flatly.

The neighbor didn’t know what to do with that. “Oh. Wow.” He coughed and walked away.

From across the yard, Raven turned to look at him. She raised her glass and gave him a little wink.

They’ll get used to it, she’d told him that morning. You did.

Danny turned back to the grill and flipped the next patty.

The ping hit his phone while he was rinsing a plate.

It was a high-pitched chime — the one that meant the old group thread had come to life again. The same one that used to be filled with jokes, football talk, dinner invites.

Danny dried his hands and unlocked the screen, already uneasy.

Raven had posted in the thread.

A photo.

She was curled up in Roman’s lap on the couch — barefoot, smiling, clearly at ease. Roman had one arm around her, the other holding a half-eaten sandwich. He was shirtless. The collar tag was just barely visible around Danny’s neck in the corner of the frame. He hadn’t even realized she’d taken the picture.

The caption:

“Sunday chill with my real man [image: face blowing a kiss] Danny’s cooking for us again!”

Danny’s stomach turned cold.

Then the responses started.

[image: speech balloon] Ty: “Wait… what??”

[image: speech balloon] Mark: “Wtf is this?”

[image: speech balloon] Ben: [image: face with tears of joy][image: face with tears of joy][image: face with tears of joy]

[image: speech balloon] Shawna: “Is this a joke or…?”

[image: speech balloon] Ty: “Is that the guy from the wedding??”

[image: speech balloon] Ben: “Lmao bro”

Danny’s heart pounded. His thumb hovered over the keyboard. He didn’t know what to say.

Another ping.

Private message from Ty:

“Dude. Are you okay? What the hell’s going on?”

Danny stared at it. For a long time.

He typed. Erased. Typed again.

Finally, he sent:

“It’s… complicated. Just something we’re trying.”

Ty took a minute to respond.

“That’s not trying. That’s surrendering.”

Danny didn’t reply.

Back in the group thread, Raven had posted another photo — this time a selfie of her and Roman kissing.

She added:

“We’re all very happy. Just modern love [image: kiss mark]”

Someone left the chat.

Danny sat on the edge of the couch, phone still in his hand, the screen glowing like an accusation.

The restaurant was too bright.

Too clean.

Too full of people Danny didn’t want to see right now.

He adjusted his collar — not the usual one. Tonight, Raven had made him wear a black button-up and left the real collar at home. “It’s not hiding,” she said. “It’s just dressing up.”

Roman and Raven walked in on either side of him, laughing about something he hadn’t heard. She looked stunning in a wine-colored dress. Roman wore a blazer.

Danny? He felt like the plus-one to his own life.

They reached the long table near the back, already half full of coworkers from Danny’s office. Managers. Support staff. Even a VP.

“Oh!” someone said as they arrived. “Danny—hey!”

“Hi,” he managed, forcing a smile. “This is Raven. And… Roman.”

Raven leaned in and kissed the VP’s cheek. “So nice to finally meet you. Danny tells me all about work. Don’t worry—only the good stuff.”

Roman held out a hand, grinning confidently. “I’ve heard a lot about this crew. He’s lucky to work with smart people.”

The VP chuckled, polite. “Well, we try.” He glanced at Roman. “And you’re…?”

Raven answered before Danny could open his mouth.

“My partner,” she said brightly, looping her arm through Roman’s. “We do everything together.”

There was a pause. Just long enough to register. Then someone coughed and gestured toward the open seats.

Roman pulled a chair for Raven and sat beside her. Danny took the spot at the end.

Conversation resumed — stilted, cautious. Roman laughed too loud. He dropped details no one had asked for. Raven laughed with him, sipping her wine, her hand occasionally resting on his thigh under the table.

Danny stared at his water glass. He could feel it. The looks. The unspoken thoughts. The questions that weren’t questions.

Halfway through dinner, he excused himself and headed to the bathroom.

As he turned on the faucet, the door opened behind him. A coworker stepped in — Greg, from compliance. Friendly enough. Played golf badly.

“Hey,” Greg said, checking the stalls and then lowering his voice. “Can I ask you something?”

Danny didn’t answer.

Greg leaned against the sink beside him. “Is this like… an open marriage thing or…?”

Danny turned off the water slowly. “Something like that.”

Greg nodded slowly. “Okay. Just didn’t expect to see your wife kissing another guy at your work dinner.”

Danny looked at the floor. “Yeah.”

Another pause.

Greg frowned. “You good, man?”

Danny nodded. “Yeah. I’m fine.”

Greg gave a slow, unsure nod. “Alright. Just… wanted to say something. In case you didn’t know how it looked.”

Danny met his eyes. “I know.”

Greg didn’t have a response to that.

He left.

Danny stood there another minute, breathing too slow. Then wiped his hands and returned to the table — where Roman was telling a story about Raven’s “perfect little hips” and half the table was trying not to look directly at him.

The car ride home was nearly silent.

Raven sat in the front passenger seat, scrolling through her phone. Roman was in the back, humming along to whatever was playing through his earbuds.

Danny kept his eyes on the road. Hands at ten and two.

The lights of the city blurred past the windows.

At a stoplight, he finally said it — soft, like testing the edge of a knife.

“Do we have to keep… doing it this way?”

Raven didn’t look up from her phone. “Doing what?”

“This. All of it. The… public stuff.” He swallowed. “Could we keep it just between us again?”

Roman chuckled from the back seat. “No such thing as ‘between us’ anymore, man.”

Danny kept his voice even. “I just meant… maybe not at work. Or with the neighbors.”

Raven set her phone down gently in her lap. She turned to face him. “You’re asking me to hide it.”

“I’m asking if we can slow down.”

Raven tilted her head. “Slow down for who? For the people who already know?”

Danny didn’t answer.

Roman laughed again — not cruel, just amused. “Too late for that.”

Raven reached over and touched Danny’s hand on the steering wheel. Her voice was soft. “You’re not a secret. But neither is this. Not anymore.”

The light turned green. They moved forward.

“I love you,” Raven said quietly. “But this is real now. I’m not going to pretend Roman isn’t mine.”

Danny’s grip tightened.

“You have a choice, baby,” she said, still calm. “You can live with it. Or you can leave.”

The words hit harder because they weren’t a threat. Just a fact.

Roman didn’t speak again. He didn’t need to.

The rest of the ride passed in silence.

When they got home, Danny went inside without a word.

Ten minutes later, Raven came into the bedroom. She sat on the edge of the bed and looked down at him, curled under the blanket, still in his dress shirt.

She leaned in and kissed his forehead.

“I’m glad you’re staying,” she whispered. “Because it’s only going to get more real, baby.”

She stood and walked out.

The bedroom door stayed open.
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The kitchen smelled like coffee and toast. Sunlight slipped through the blinds and fell across the floor in broken strips. Raven stood by the counter pouring cereal into a bowl, her dark hair tied back in a messy knot. She wore a pale gray tank top and shorts that clung to her hips. The fabric stretched slightly over the soft rise of her belly, just enough to make it clear.

Danny walked in carrying his mug, still half asleep. He stopped a few feet from her without meaning to. His eyes caught on the roundness under the thin cotton. It wasn’t big yet, but it was there, and it hit him in a way he hadn’t been ready for. His fingers tightened on the mug.

Raven turned and caught him staring. Her eyes softened as she leaned her hip against the counter. “You see it now, huh?” she asked quietly. Her voice wasn’t teasing, but it wasn’t shy either. She touched the bump with her palm and held his gaze.

Danny tried to smile but it faltered. “I… yeah. It’s just… different, seeing it like that,” he said. His voice sounded thin in his own ears. He shifted his weight and looked down at the floor.

Raven’s lips curved into a small, knowing smile. She stepped closer and tilted her head, the smell of her shampoo brushing against him. “It’s happening, baby. You okay?” Her thumb moved slowly across the side of his arm.

He nodded once, too quickly. “Yeah. I’m fine,” he said, but his eyes flicked back to her stomach and then away again. The words felt like cardboard in his mouth.

She studied him for a moment, then let out a soft breath. “You don’t have to pretend with me,” she said. “I know what it means to you.” She moved back to the counter, stirring her cereal. The spoon made small clinks against the bowl.

Danny set his mug down and rubbed his palm over the back of his neck. “I knew it was coming. You told me. I just…” He paused, searching for something that didn’t sound weak. “It’s real now. It’s right there.”

Raven looked at him over her shoulder. “I’m still me,” she said gently. “I’m still the woman you’ve always known.” She ran her hand along the curve of her belly again, slower this time. “But now there’s this little one too. You knew I wanted this.”

“I know.” He forced himself to look at her and tried again. “I’m happy for you. For both of you.” His throat tightened halfway through the sentence, and he swallowed hard.

Raven walked back to him, the bowl forgotten. She took his hand and placed it lightly against her bump. “It’s small now,” she whispered. “Just a little flutter. You can barely feel anything.”

Danny’s fingers rested on the soft rise of her belly. It felt warm under the thin fabric. He wanted to pull his hand back but didn’t. “Yeah,” he said quietly. “It’s real.”

Raven’s smile turned faintly sad. “You’ll be such a good helper when the baby’s here,” she said. “You’ve always been good at taking care of me.” She brushed her fingers along his wrist before letting go.

Danny lowered his hand slowly. “Yeah,” he repeated. His mug sat forgotten on the table, the steam fading away.

Raven gave him one last look before picking up her cereal again. “Eat something,” she said softly. “You’re pale.” Then she turned back to the counter, her palm still on her belly.

Later that afternoon the living room was quiet except for the sound of the ceiling fan. The television was on but muted, showing a home improvement show Danny wasn’t really watching. Raven came in barefoot, her hair loose now, holding a glass of water. She moved slower than usual, one hand pressed to the small of her back. The tank top clung tighter now that she had been up and moving all day.

She sank down on the couch next to him, sighing as she settled into the cushions. “My back’s killing me already,” she murmured. She rested the glass on the arm of the couch and rubbed her belly with slow circles. Her eyes drifted down to the small rise and then back to Danny’s face. “I’m going to have to get used to this.”

Danny turned toward her. “You’re doing great,” he said quietly. “You look… you look good.” His voice came out hoarse at the end, but he forced a smile.

Raven smiled faintly, brushing her fingers across his knee. “You’re sweet.” Her tone was gentle but also far away, like she was speaking through a soft wall. She leaned back, still rubbing her belly, and said almost to herself, “Roman keeps saying he can’t wait to feel the kicks. He talks about it every night.”

Danny’s jaw tightened. “Yeah,” he said. “I bet he does.” He stared at her hand moving in circles, his stomach knotting.

Raven glanced at him and caught the look. “Hey,” she said, her voice low. “You’re still important to me. Don’t think you’re not.” She lifted his hand and guided it to her stomach again. “Feel. It’s still small but it’s ours to take care of, you and me, even if…” She didn’t finish the sentence.

Danny let his palm rest there. The warmth and the curve made his chest ache. “It’s weird,” he admitted. “I don’t know what to say when you do this.”

“You don’t have to say anything.” She gave him a small, almost motherly smile. “Just be here. You’ll be such a good helper when the baby’s here.”

He tried to laugh but it came out flat. “Helper,” he repeated. “That’s a new word for me.”

Raven’s eyes softened but she didn’t take it back. “It’s the right one,” she said quietly. “I want you here. I need you here. Just… in a different way now.” She brushed her hand over his hair like she was soothing him.

Danny pulled his hand back slowly, staring at his fingers as if they belonged to someone else. “Right,” he said, his throat dry. “A different way.”

Raven shifted on the couch and leaned her head back, closing her eyes. “Roman’s picking paint colors for the nursery already,” she said with a faint smile. “Blue, yellow, green. He’s excited.” She spoke the words like a promise.

Danny stared at the blank television screen. “Sounds like he’s already got it all planned,” he murmured.

Raven opened her eyes and looked at him. “It doesn’t mean I don’t care about you,” she said softly. “You’re still here with me.” Her hand returned to her belly, rubbing it slowly again.

Danny nodded but didn’t answer. The fan hummed overhead, stirring the quiet air between them.

The fluorescent lights in the grocery store made everything feel sharp and too bright. Raven pushed the cart slowly down the baby aisle, fingers trailing along boxes of rice cereal and bottles. Her belly was more obvious now, the tank top pulling over the curve. Danny walked a step behind, shoulders tight, eyes fixed on the shelves as if he could lose himself in canned soup. People moved past them, each face a small mirror showing what he already knew.

A woman stopped at the display of tiny socks and glanced at Raven with a friendly smile. “Oh, congratulations,” she said. Her voice was warm and curious. “When are you due?” She looked around for the man beside Raven as if inviting him into the moment.

Raven laughed, a soft clean sound, and placed a hand on her bump. “Thanks,” she said. “Soon.” Then she tilted her head and gave Danny a quick look. Her voice chilled just enough to cut the warmth from the woman’s face. “It’s actually not his,” she added lightly. “This little one’s not Danny’s.”

The woman blinked and looked at Danny with visible confusion. “Oh,” she said slowly. “I… I’m sorry. I didn’t mean—” Her cheeks flushed. Nobody had said anything like that out loud in a store before. Danny felt his skin go hot. He wanted to move, to step forward, to say something that would fix it, but his feet felt glued to the linoleum.

At that moment Roman appeared at Raven’s other shoulder as if he had been waiting in the next aisle. He reached around and slid his hand across Raven’s belly with a possessive ease. He smiled at the woman with the same proud look a man wears when he points at his car after a long day. “I did that,” he said loud enough for the woman and anyone near to hear.

The woman’s eyes widened. She didn’t know what to say. Her polite smile fell away and she shuffled her basket as if it suddenly weighed more. “Oh. Right. Well, congratulations,” she stammered, then left quickly as if she’d been handed a hot coal.

Roman ignored her retreat and leaned in, whispering something to Raven that made her laugh. He kissed her cheek in front of Danny, slow and casual. The kiss was small and public, nothing private, but the meaning was clear. Roman straightened and gave Danny a look that said the whole store already knew. “Good job keeping her safe,” he said in a voice that sounded like a compliment wrapped in a command.

Danny could feel people’s eyes, like small pins pressing along his back. He tried to smile, tried to be a part of the scene, but the words came out wrong. “Yeah,” he said, barely audible. “Good job.” His mouth felt dry and stupid. He could see Raven relaxing into Roman’s arm, the way she leaned into him as if it were the most natural thing.

Raven glanced at Danny once and then at Roman. “You always know how to make me laugh,” she said to Roman, patting his hand on her belly. Then, softer, she added to Danny, “Try to pick up some formula while you’re here. Roman likes the brand with the yellow lid.” The sentence hung in the air like an agreement he had not made.

Danny pushed the cart forward, hands trembling slightly on the handle. Other shoppers stepped around them with polite distance, the way people step around something they don’t want to touch. For the rest of the trip, Roman stayed close, making small loud jokes and choosing things from the shelves as if he had lived in their house for years. Raven answered his jokes with a bright laugh that felt meant only for him.

At the register Danny set their items down mechanically, listened to the beep of each barcode, and watched Roman pay with a card he’d never seen before. Roman’s fingers drummed against the counter while Raven smiled at the cashier and said, “We’ll be having a baby soon. Isn’t that exciting?” The world around them moved on, but Danny felt like he had been left sitting on the curb.

Outside, the late sun felt harsher than the store lights. Roman held Raven’s hand and said something that made her squeeze his fingers. Danny stood a little behind, the collar of his shirt rough at the neck where he’d tugged it up. He walked to the car in silence, the grocery bags heavier than they should have been. The memory of the woman’s face and Roman’s voice stayed with him, a simple fact he couldn’t change.

[image: ]



The light in the bedroom was soft and golden, slanting through the half-open blinds. Raven sat cross-legged on the bed, flipping through a baby magazine with her belly resting gently between her thighs. A highlighter cap sat between her teeth, the rest of it dangling in her fingers. Roman was stretched out beside her, one arm behind his head, the other scrolling through a parenting site on his phone like it was no big deal.

Danny stood awkwardly in the doorway holding a laundry basket full of folded towels. He didn’t say anything at first. He just watched her — her legs bare, her tank top riding up, her stomach bigger now than it had been even last week. She looked calm. Comfortable. At home in the change.

“We could paint the room light green,” Raven said, tapping a page with her nail. “Neutral. Fresh. Not too girly or boyish.”

“Mm,” Roman muttered. He tossed the phone aside and leaned over to look. “Green’s nice. But if it’s a boy, I want blue. Like royal blue. You know — strong.”

She laughed. “Of course you do.” She circled something in the magazine and kept reading.

Danny shifted the basket in his arms. “What about like, a forest theme?” he said. “You could do green, but with trees, animals… something cozy. You could hang those little string lights, like—like stars, maybe.”

There was a pause. Raven didn’t look up. Roman smirked, sat up a little, and said, “A forest theme? What is this, a cabin? You want the kid raised by squirrels?” He let out a low chuckle, not even looking at Danny. “Nah. We’re not doing camping vibes.”

Danny’s mouth opened, then closed again. “It was just an idea,” he mumbled. His fingers curled slightly over the edge of the basket. The towels suddenly felt too warm in his arms.

Raven finally glanced at him, smiling a little too sweetly. “I know, babe. You’re always full of ideas.” She didn’t say anything else.

Roman rolled off the bed and stretched. “You get that baby monitor set up yet?” he asked Danny without looking at him.

“No,” Danny said. “You didn’t tell me where⁠—”

“It’s in the box by the crib,” Roman said, already walking toward the hallway. “Get it done before dinner. She shouldn’t be bending over too much now.”

Danny stood there as Roman left the room, the weight of the basket suddenly digging into his arms again. Raven was still flipping pages. She didn’t say anything for a moment. Just the soft swish of paper turning and the scratch of her highlighter.

Then she set the magazine down and patted the bed beside her. “Come here.”

He crossed the room slowly and sat on the edge of the bed, setting the towels on the floor.

Raven reached over and touched his hand, lacing their fingers. “I know it’s hard,” she said quietly. “I know it’s weird. But I need you. You’ve always been the one I can count on.”

Danny looked down at their joined hands. “Then why does it feel like I don’t matter anymore?” His voice cracked near the end.

She leaned in and kissed his cheek. “Because things are changing. And some things… they can’t be shared.”

He looked at her. “Am I still going to be on the birth certificate?”

Raven smiled softly, like she was explaining something to a child. “No, baby. It’ll be Roman’s name. Legally, that’s how it has to be. But I still want you here. For support. For me.”

Danny looked down at the floor, his shoulders drawn tight. Raven gently rubbed the back of his neck and said, “You’re still my husband, remember?”

But the word didn’t sound the same anymore. Not the way she said it now.

The bedroom was quiet except for the slow whirl of the ceiling fan and the creak of the bedframe as Danny climbed in. The lamp on Raven’s side was still on, casting a warm yellow glow over the room. She lay on her side, one hand tucked under her cheek, the other resting on the curve of her stomach. Her tank top had ridden up a little. The bare skin of her bump caught the light.

Danny slid under the blanket and reached for her without thinking. His hand moved toward her waist, slow and familiar, fingers curling with the hope that maybe tonight—just tonight—he could feel close to her again.

Raven caught his wrist before he touched her.

Not rough. Not angry. Just… final.

“Don’t,” she said softly, not turning around. Her fingers stayed wrapped gently around his wrist, holding him in place. “It’s different now.”

Danny blinked. “I was just⁠—”

“I know,” she said. “But there’s someone else between us now.” Her hand moved to her belly and rubbed it slowly, like she was comforting it, not him. “You can’t pretend it’s like before.”

Danny’s hand dropped back to his side. He lay on his back, staring at the ceiling, breathing through his nose because anything more might break him open. “I’m still here,” he said quietly.

She turned her head slightly on the pillow. “I know.”

They lay in silence for a few minutes. The fan clicked faintly overhead.

Then the bedroom door opened.

Roman walked in without knocking, barefoot, shirtless, completely at ease. He didn’t say anything to Danny. He didn’t even look at him. He just crossed the room, pulled back the blanket on Raven’s other side, and climbed in like it was his place.

Raven shifted slightly, giving him space. Then she took his hand and pulled it toward her belly. “He kicked earlier,” she whispered, smiling. “I think it’s going to be soon.”

Roman’s hand moved across her stomach slowly, fingers splayed. “Feels strong,” he said. “That’s my boy in there.”

Danny watched from his side of the bed, his body tight with stillness. The blanket felt heavy across his chest. His throat burned, but he didn’t speak.

Raven tilted her face toward Roman and kissed him softly, their lips brushing just inches from Danny’s line of sight. Then she rested her head on Roman’s shoulder, her arm curling protectively around her belly, drawing them both together.

Danny blinked fast, but the tears came anyway. He turned his face slightly toward the wall and stayed quiet. The space between them wasn’t just a bump anymore. It was a wall. A line he couldn’t cross.
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The closet door creaked open and Raven stepped in front of the full-length mirror. Sunlight from the bedroom windows caught the shape of her belly, stretching the fabric of the tight burgundy dress she’d just pulled on. The material hugged her curves and ended mid-thigh. She turned sideways to examine the bump, one hand resting beneath it, the other lifting her thick hair off her neck.

Danny stood near the dresser, holding a pair of folded leggings she’d asked for earlier. “That dress looks amazing on you,” he said, trying to smile. “Really shows… everything.”

She didn’t look at him right away. Her fingers smoothed the fabric down over her stomach again. “That’s the point,” she said, voice calm. “People should see what he gave me.”

Danny cleared his throat and stepped forward, holding out the leggings. “You still want these?”

“No.” Raven waved her hand slightly without turning. “Too plain. I want the bump out today. It’s his mark, remember?” She reached into the drawer of the vanity and pulled out a small bottle of oil, uncapped it, and began rubbing it into the stretch of skin showing just above her hips. “He said he loves when I wear tight stuff. Says it makes him hard just thinking about it.”

Danny swallowed hard, then looked down at the leggings still clutched in his hands. “Yeah,” he said quietly. “Right.”

Raven met his eyes in the mirror finally, and her expression softened—but only a little. “You okay?”

He nodded too fast. “I just… I’m here.”

“You are,” she said, her voice gentler now, but distant. “And I’m glad. But don’t hover, okay? You’re not the one this belly belongs to.”

Danny opened his mouth to say something, but footsteps sounded down the hall before he could find the words.

Roman entered the room like it was his. No knock, no hesitation. He wore only a white T-shirt and gym shorts, still damp from a shower. His eyes landed on Raven immediately, and the way his mouth curved said everything. “Goddamn,” he muttered. “Look at you.”

Raven smiled and turned her full body toward him, cradling her bump with both hands. “Tight enough?”

“Perfect.” He walked up behind her, sliding his arms around her waist and placing both hands low on her stomach. “This is mine,” he said, looking at her in the mirror. “You’re carrying my blood now.”

Raven leaned back into his chest and tilted her head to kiss him. “Tell me again.”

Roman didn’t hesitate. “You’re mine. This belly is mine. The baby is mine. Your husband’s just here to clean up the mess.”

Danny didn’t move. He stood near the dresser, holding those leggings like they still meant something. Roman didn’t even glance at him.

Raven laughed softly. “You hear that, baby?” she cooed, speaking to the bump now. “That’s your daddy talking.”

Roman slid one hand up to cup her breast through the dress and whispered something into her ear that made her eyes flutter. She giggled, biting her lip.

Danny turned his head away.

“Hey,” Roman said suddenly, looking at Danny for the first time. “You still here?”

Danny nodded, barely. “Yeah.”

“Good. Grab her water bottle from the nightstand. She needs to stay hydrated.” He didn’t say please.

Danny set the leggings down and walked silently to the other side of the bed, picking up the pink insulated bottle. He handed it to Raven, who took it without looking at him.

She was already focused on Roman again. “I think I’ll wear this one to the appointment next week,” she said. “Let the nurses see who bred me.”

Roman kissed the back of her neck. “Damn right.”

Danny stood still, waiting for a cue, a task, a moment to matter again. None came.

The parking lot outside the clinic was nearly full when they pulled in. Danny eased the car into a tight space between two SUVs. Raven sat in the passenger seat, sunglasses on, scrolling through her phone, one hand resting on her belly. She hadn’t said much during the drive except to tell him to avoid potholes.

Inside, the clinic smelled like lavender hand soap and printer paper. The receptionist smiled politely and handed Raven a clipboard of forms.

“Father’s info goes here,” the woman said, pointing to the middle section.

Raven didn’t even glance at Danny. “He’ll fill it out when he gets here,” she said, taking the clipboard and walking to the waiting area.

Danny followed her silently and sat in the chair beside her. He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, watching her smooth out the paperwork on her lap. The pen moved quickly in her hand. She paused once to rub her stomach, then continued writing.

“Are you nervous?” he asked.

Raven didn’t look up. “Not really. It’s just a routine checkup. They’ll measure, maybe do a heartbeat.”

Danny nodded. “I’m glad I can be here with you.”

She didn’t answer.

Across from them, a woman with a toddler on her lap looked over and smiled. “You two must be so excited,” she said kindly. “Boy or girl?”

Raven laughed, short and soft. “We don’t know yet,” she said. Then she reached down and touched Danny’s knee, as if just now remembering he was there. “Oh, he’s not the dad.”

The woman blinked. “Oh. Sorry. I just assumed⁠—”

“No worries,” Raven said easily, going back to the clipboard. “The father’s on his way. He’s usually late.” She smiled to herself and tapped the pen against the paper.

Danny’s face burned. He looked down at his hands and nodded like he’d just heard the news for the first time.

A few minutes later, Raven leaned toward him and whispered, “Can you get me something salty? Pretzels or chips. And a bottled water.”

Danny stood. “Yeah. Of course.”

The vending machines were in a hallway near the bathrooms. He fished out a few crumpled bills and tried to focus on pressing the right buttons. Everything felt like it took too long. His reflection in the glass of the snack machine looked pale and out of place.

When he came back with a bag of crackers and a cold bottle, he stopped just outside the waiting area.

Roman had arrived.

He was sitting beside Raven, one arm draped lazily along the back of her chair. She was smiling at something he’d said, her head tilted toward him. They were looking at the form together. Roman had a pen in hand, writing something with bold, fast strokes.

Danny stood there for a moment too long, forgotten.

He cleared his throat softly as he approached and held out the items.

Raven took the crackers and didn’t look up. Roman grabbed the water, twisted off the cap, and handed it to her like it was his job.

Danny sat down again.

They didn’t speak to him.

Instead, Roman murmured something low in Raven’s ear, and she laughed, one hand stroking the curve of her stomach.

“Middle name?” she asked.

“Something strong,” Roman said. “I’ll think of something.”

Danny stared at the corner of the clipboard, the black ink filling in all the lines he’d once assumed were his to write.

The living room lights were low, just the glow from the kitchen and the soft flicker of the TV screen. Raven was curled up in the corner of the couch, her feet tucked under a blanket, one hand resting on the curve of her belly. She was texting with one hand, her face lit by the screen, smiling at whatever Roman had just sent.

Danny sat in the armchair across from her, pretending to read something on his phone, but barely scrolling. His attention kept drifting back to her — the way she looked so at ease now, as if the weight of the pregnancy only made her more grounded, more powerful.

The front door opened without a knock. Roman stepped inside, holding a small black box in one hand. He didn’t say hello. He walked straight over to Danny and held the box out like it was a present.

“Got something for you,” he said. His voice was calm. Relaxed. Like this was just any other Thursday.

Danny blinked and set his phone down. “What is it?”

“Open it,” Roman said, stepping back.

Danny hesitated, then took the box and lifted the lid. Inside, on a bed of soft fabric, sat a thick black leather collar. Heavy. Real. The metal ring in the center gleamed under the light. It wasn’t decorative. It was functional. Owned.

His eyes dropped to the small engraved plate fixed to the front.

Property of Her Baby Daddy.

Raven let out a soft hum from the couch. “God, it’s perfect,” she said, almost to herself. “Let me see.” She stood and walked over, one hand on her belly as she leaned in. She read the plate out loud, slowly, letting each word sit in the room. “Property. Of. Her. Baby. Daddy.”

Danny didn’t say anything. His mouth had gone dry. His fingers tightened on the edge of the box.

Roman stepped in closer, now standing over him. “That’s not a joke collar,” he said. “That’s the real deal. Custom. Leather. Hand-stitched. You’ll wear it when we say, and you’ll thank us when you do.”

Danny looked up at him. “You really think I’m gonna put this on?”

Roman smiled. “You already did. Just without the leather.” He gestured at Raven. “She’s wearing my baby, sleeping in my arms, taking my name. You’re just the help. This collar makes it honest.”

Raven rested her hand on Danny’s shoulder. “It’s not punishment,” she said sweetly. “It’s clarity. We love you, but let’s stop pretending you’re still the husband in this house.”

Danny stared at the words again.

Property of Her Baby Daddy.

He could hear his own pulse in his ears.

Roman sat on the edge of the coffee table, eyes locked on Danny. “You want her happy, right?”

Danny nodded once, slow.

“Then wear the collar,” Roman said. “Own your place. Or get out of the way.”

Raven kissed Danny lightly on the cheek. “Please,” she whispered. “It would mean a lot to me.”

Danny didn’t move. Not yet. But the box stayed open in his lap.

Raven sat back down on the couch, smoothing her dress over her thighs. Her belly pushed outward now, a full curve resting like a crown in her lap. She looked at Danny as he sat frozen in the chair, the collar still in his hands.

Her voice was soft but firm. “Come here, baby. Kneel.”

Danny didn’t move at first. His eyes flicked to Roman, who was watching him like a man waiting for a dog to obey a command.

Raven tilted her head. “I want this moment. For us. Please don’t make it harder.”

Slowly, like his limbs belonged to someone else, Danny rose from the chair. He lowered himself to the carpet in front of her, the box in one hand, the collar in the other. His knees sank into the soft rug, and he looked up at her belly, not her eyes.

Raven pulled her phone from the side of the couch and opened the camera. “This is going to be something I’ll keep forever,” she said, smiling. “For when our baby’s old enough to understand how much you supported him, right from the beginning.”

Roman leaned against the wall, arms folded. “Let’s go. Fasten it. Nice and tight.”

Danny’s hands shook as he raised the collar and fumbled with the buckle. The leather felt thick and stiff against his neck. The metal was cool. It took two tries to get it on right. The buckle clicked, and the plate sat heavy against his throat.

Raven zoomed in with her phone and said sweetly, “Look up at me.”

He did.

Her smile widened. “Now say it.”

Danny’s lips parted, but nothing came out.

Roman stepped closer. “Say it.”

Danny looked at her, then at the bump between them. His voice came out low, hoarse. “Thank you…”

Roman raised his eyebrows. “Louder.”

Danny swallowed and tried again. “Thank you… for breeding my wife.”

The room was still.

Raven reached forward and ran her fingers gently through his hair, petting him like something fragile. “That’s my good boy,” she whispered. “You’re going to be such a wonderful support system.”

Roman chuckled and walked past them toward the kitchen. “About time we made it official.”

Danny stayed kneeling.

The collar sat snug against his throat.

The plate caught the light.

Property of Her Baby Daddy.

The smell of takeout lingered in the kitchen, spicy and rich. Empty containers and crumpled napkins were spread across the counter. Roman leaned back on the couch, shirtless now, one arm stretched over the cushions like he owned the whole damn house.

Raven straddled his lap, facing him, her belly pushing up against his chest as she laughed at something he whispered in her ear. She was still wearing the tight dress, pulled up around her waist. Her legs wrapped around Roman’s hips.

Danny stood in the kitchen doorway, collar still tight around his neck, a sponge in one hand. The faucet was still running. He hadn’t turned it off. He couldn’t take his eyes off her.

Raven looked over Roman’s shoulder and saw him. She smiled. “Wipe down the counter, babe,” she said, like she was asking someone to take out the trash. “I don’t want the smell of food in here while we’re bonding.”

Danny didn’t move at first. His hands felt rubbery, disconnected. Then, wordless, he turned back to the sink and started scrubbing.

Behind him, the sound of fabric shifting, skin meeting skin. Raven’s breathing changed. Her giggles turned into soft gasps. Roman grunted low under his breath and gripped her hips tighter. The couch creaked in rhythm.

Danny scrubbed harder.

The sponge made circles on the marble while Raven started to moan, the sound not exaggerated, not performative — real. Warm. Close.

“Oh God,” she breathed. “Don’t stop… don’t you dare stop…”

Danny’s arm slowed.

He could hear Roman’s voice now, right behind him.

“You feel that?” Roman said, loud enough for him to hear. “That’s my baby in there. Stretching her out from the inside while I fill her again.”

Raven moaned louder, one hand gripping Roman’s shoulder, the other resting protectively on her belly.

Danny dropped the sponge into the sink.

He turned slightly and saw Raven staring at him over Roman’s shoulder. Her eyes didn’t blink. She didn’t look away.

She was watching him watch her.

Her lips parted. Her head tipped back.

She cried out his name — not Danny’s.

Roman’s.

Danny didn’t cry. Not this time.

He just stood there, wet hands clenched, the metal tag on his collar cool against his chest.

Behind him, the kitchen was clean.
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The couch cushions sagged under Raven’s weight as she settled into the center with a slow exhale. She leaned back, her belly rising high and round beneath the soft white fabric of the maternity dress. Her hands rested on top of it, fingers splayed protectively across the curve. The room was warm, the lights low, the sounds outside muffled by closed curtains. It was quiet, but not tense — more like the silence of something fully complete.

Danny knelt at her feet with a bowl of warm water and a towel. He’d taken off her socks carefully and placed them neatly on the ottoman. Her ankles were swollen, the skin slightly pink from the pressure of the day. He dipped the towel into the water, wrung it out, and began rubbing slow circles along the arch of her left foot.

Raven tilted her head back and let out a small moan of relief. “Mmm. That’s good. Don’t stop.”

Danny nodded, eyes on her feet. “I won’t.”

Roman lounged beside her on the couch, his arm draped lazily across the top cushion. One hand slid across her belly and rested there, fingers spread wide like he was claiming territory. He didn’t look at Danny. He didn’t have to.

“She’s glowing,” he said, rubbing slow circles with his thumb. “You see it, don’t you?”

Danny’s throat tightened. “Yeah. She looks… beautiful.”

Raven chuckled softly and turned her head toward Roman. “He’s always good with compliments. Aren’t you, babe?”

Danny looked up. “I just… mean it.”

Roman smirked. “Sure you do.”

The hand on her belly moved again, this time with purpose. He pressed gently, watching her breathe. “You feel that?” he asked her.

Raven nodded. “He’s moving.”

Danny paused his rubbing for a second, glancing up.

She caught the look. “You can feel him later,” she said gently, turning her eyes back to Roman. “He’s active tonight. He always is when his real daddy’s around.”

Roman grinned. “Damn right.”

Danny went back to her foot, pressing his thumbs in harder. The scent of lotion, soft and floral, drifted up from the bowl. Raven sighed again, completely relaxed, one arm resting behind Roman’s shoulders now.

“You’ve been helpful lately,” she said, glancing down at Danny. “Laundry’s done. Dishes are clean. My vitamins are in the right spot.”

“I just want to make things easier,” he said quietly.

Roman chuckled. “Yeah? Good. You’re supposed to. Keep it up.”

Raven reached down and brushed Danny’s hair off his forehead. “You’ve found your rhythm, haven’t you? It’s easier now. No more tension. No more pretending.”

Danny looked up at her. She wasn’t being cruel. She was being honest.

“I want you to be proud of me,” he said. His voice cracked at the end.

“I am,” she said softly. “In your own way.”

Roman leaned in and kissed her neck. “He’s proud to be allowed near you. That’s enough.”

Danny didn’t answer. He just kept rubbing her feet.

Raven smiled again and closed her eyes, Roman’s hand still firm and claiming across the swell of her womb.

The new normal had arrived.

And no one questioned it anymore.

The door to the spare room had been closed for weeks.

Raven paused in front of it, rubbing the side of her belly with both hands. She smiled over her shoulder at Danny, who stood a few steps behind her. “We finished it this morning,” she said. “Roman wanted me to wait until it was perfect before showing you.”

Danny nodded, trying to smile. “I’ve been wondering how it was coming.”

Raven pushed the door open slowly.

The nursery was bright and warm, painted a rich sky blue with soft golden trim. The windows were dressed in light gray curtains that swayed gently in the afternoon breeze. A mobile hung over the white crib — small plush planets spinning in slow circles. On the wall above the crib, in large wooden letters painted gold, was a name.

ROMAN JR.

Danny froze.

Raven stepped into the room, turning slowly as she took it in. “It came out exactly the way I wanted. He picked the colors. Built the crib himself. Even put the wall decal up last night.” Her voice was proud, like she was talking about her husband. Like Danny had nothing to do with any of it.

Danny walked in slowly, his eyes moving from the name, to the crib, to the rocking chair near the window. Everything matched. Everything was soft and perfect and coordinated.

“You helped with the paint?” he asked, still scanning the room.

“No,” Raven said lightly. “He didn’t need help.” She ran her fingers along the edge of the changing table. “I mostly just sat in the chair and let him work while I gave him feedback.”

Danny looked at a stack of folded baby blankets on the shelf. A plush giraffe leaned against them. A box of diapers sat unopened on the floor, already labeled with Roman’s name in marker.

“I could’ve put the monitor together,” Danny said, reaching toward a sealed box in the corner. “Or the swing.”

“It’s done,” she said, not unkindly. “Roman took care of it. You don’t need to worry about this part.”

He looked at her belly, then back at the crib. “I just want to help.”

“You do,” she said gently. “You help me in other ways. This”—she waved a hand around the room—“this is his role.”

Danny didn’t answer. His eyes landed back on the golden letters above the crib. They looked expensive. Permanent.

Raven stepped past him and smoothed the sheets in the crib with her palm, smiling down at the empty space where the baby would soon sleep.

“Roman said he wants the baby to come home to something complete,” she said softly. “No loose ends. No confusion.”

Danny looked at her back. “There’s no confusion.”

She turned to face him.

“No,” she agreed. “There’s not.”

The envelope came in the mail that morning — thick, white, stamped with the hospital’s logo in the top corner. Raven opened it at the kitchen table, sitting comfortably in a chair Roman had pulled out for her. The bump barely let her lean forward anymore. It sat proudly between her and the table, a clear reminder of who the whole conversation was really about.

Roman sat beside her, flipping through the stack of papers. “This is the checklist. Hospital bag stuff. Contact numbers. Birth plan forms.”

Raven nodded, brushing a hand across her belly. “They’re doing a room tour next Thursday. I want to see it before we check in.”

Danny hovered near the fridge, pretending to organize the magnets as he listened. “Do you want me to come to that?” he asked.

Raven didn’t look up. “No, baby. It’s just for me and Roman.”

Danny turned slightly. “Right. Okay.”

Roman set one of the forms down and grinned. “This one’s for the delivery plan. Pain meds, visitors, all that.” He held it up for Raven to read. “Says you can choose who’s in the room with you when it happens.”

“I already know,” Raven said. “Just you. No one else.”

Danny took a step closer. “You sure I can’t be there? I mean… not in the way you think, but just to support. To hold your hand, or⁠—”

“No,” Raven said, gently but without pause. “It’s not about support. It’s about focus. And I need him with me. That’s it.”

Danny opened his mouth, then closed it. His hand dropped from the fridge door.

Roman looked over at him, eyebrows raised. “You’ll be here,” he said flatly. “At home. You’ll have a list. Clean the place. Stock the fridge. Make sure it’s perfect when we bring him home.”

Danny nodded slowly. “Yeah. Of course.”

Raven flipped to another page. “There’s a spot to fill in the baby’s last name,” she said.

“Already decided,” Roman said.

Danny didn’t ask. He already knew.

Raven smoothed the form flat against the table and looked at Danny like she wanted him to understand. “It doesn’t mean we’re not still a family.”

Danny’s voice was quiet. “It just means I’m not in the room.”

Roman leaned back in the chair, arms behind his head. “It means you're not the father. That’s all.”

Raven didn’t argue.

Danny stood there for another second. Then he turned and started wiping down the counter, even though it was already clean.

The bedroom smelled like lotion and lavender. Raven had just showered. She sat at the edge of the bed in a clean nightgown, her hair damp, belly full and heavy between her thighs. One hand rested over the curve as if out of habit. She looked calm. Clean. Like someone with nothing left to explain — just one last thing to say.

Danny stood in the doorway until she gestured for him to come closer.

“Sit,” she said.

He came quietly, lowering himself to the foot of the bed. She turned slightly toward him, one leg curled under the other, belly still front and center between them. She didn’t smile. She didn’t look angry. Just steady.

“I’ve been thinking a lot,” she said. “About how things are going to work once the baby’s here.”

Danny nodded, staring down at the floor. “Okay.”

“I want you here,” she said. “In this house. Near me. Helping. You’re good at that.”

He looked up, hopeful. “So… nothing changes?”

Her head tilted slightly. “No, baby. Everything’s changed. I just want it to feel natural now. No more confusion.”

Danny blinked. “What does that mean?”

She exhaled slowly and reached forward, touching his face with her fingers. “It means you won’t sleep in this bed anymore. Starting tonight.”

The words hit hard, even though she said them gently.

Raven kept her hand on his cheek. “You’ll still be part of this family. But not here. Not in this space.”

Danny’s voice cracked. “I thought… you said I’d always be your husband.”

“You are,” she said. “But this—” she moved her hand to her belly, “—belongs to someone else. And that comes with changes.”

Danny looked down, ashamed.

She leaned forward and kissed his forehead. Soft. Warm. Loving.

“I still need you,” she whispered. “But not in my bed. Not in my body. Not like that.”

He didn’t speak.

Raven took both his hands in hers and gave them a squeeze.

“You’ll always be my husband,” she said, “but Roman owns my womb now.”

The lights were dim in the bedroom. One lamp on the nightstand gave off a soft amber glow, casting warm shadows on the walls. Raven lay propped up against a pile of pillows, her nightgown already pushed up above her belly. The skin was stretched, round and full. She ran her palm across it slowly, murmuring to the baby inside.

Roman stood at the foot of the bed, shirtless, watching her. He didn’t rush. He took his time climbing in beside her, his hand immediately going to her belly as he kissed her neck, then her collarbone, then lower.

Danny knelt beside the bed on Raven’s side, on the floor where the rug was thick and quiet under his knees. He didn’t speak. He didn’t move. His collar was still on, the engraved plate resting just beneath his chin.

Raven looked down at him, brushed his cheek with her fingers. “Stay close,” she whispered.

Danny nodded. “I’m here.”

Roman didn’t say a word. His mouth was on her now. His hands roamed freely, like he owned her — because he did. Her breathing deepened. Her hands clutched the sheets. She moaned softly, then louder as his body pressed into hers, slowly, completely.

Danny stayed perfectly still.

He held her hand when she reached for him, but her eyes were on Roman.

Her voice was shaky now, full of breath and heat. “Right there,” she gasped. “That’s it… that’s it…”

Roman growled low in his throat, one hand cupping her belly protectively as he drove deeper. “You’re mine,” he said.

She cried out in response, loud and full, like something sacred had just passed between them. Her back arched. Her free hand clutched Roman’s forearm. She came hard, calling his name, over and over again, her hand never leaving the swell of her stomach.

Danny held her other hand the entire time.

He didn’t blink. He didn’t breathe too loud. He watched it all — the way she trembled, the way Roman kissed her after, the way her belly moved between them like a living wall.

When it was over, Raven turned her head and looked down at him.

“You did good,” she whispered.

Danny didn’t answer.

He just stayed where he was, on the floor beside their bed.

Collared.

Watching.

Exactly where he belonged.
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