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ONE


Evelyn

I rest my palm over the curve of my stomach and feel the familiar flutter, the soft internal roll that still surprises me even though it has been happening for weeks now. Five months pregnant. Halfway there. I smile down at myself like the baby can see it, like they can feel pride the way they feel warmth.

“Dr. Kim says everything looks perfect,” I tell Marcus. “Heartbeat’s strong. Measurements right on track. They showed me how big the baby is now.” I glance up from the table, waiting for his eyes to lift from his phone. “About the size of a mango.”

“Mmm,” he says, thumb sliding over the screen. “That’s good.”

I keep my smile in place. I always do.

Dinner is cooling between us. Chicken roasted with lemon and thyme, the way he likes it, green beans sautéed until just tender, rice fluffed with butter. The smell of it still feels like an offering. I sit a little straighter in my chair, conscious of how my body has changed, of how my stomach pushes against the edge of the table now. I smooth my hand over it again, a habit I can’t seem to break.

“You would’ve liked the ultrasound,” I add, lightly. “They let me hear the heartbeat for a while. It’s really fast. Daniel came with me since you had work.”

That gets his attention. Or at least a flicker of it. His eyes lift briefly, then drop back down.

“Yeah,” he says. “Sorry about that. This week’s been insane.”

I nod, because nodding is easier than pointing out that the last appointment was insane too. And the one before that. And the prenatal class he said he’d try to make. And the dinner with my parents he missed because he was “swamped.”

I take a sip of water. The glass trembles slightly in my hand, though I tell myself it’s nothing. Hormones. Fatigue. Normal things.

Daniel had insisted on coming with me. He’d cleared his morning without making it feel like a sacrifice, sat beside me in the waiting room flipping through a magazine he clearly wasn’t reading, his knee angled toward mine like a quiet reassurance. He’d asked questions Marcus never thought to ask, remembered details from my last appointment, carried my bag when my back started aching halfway through the parking lot.

I don’t say any of that.

Marcus chews absently, still scrolling. The light from his phone casts a faint glow over his face, sharpening his features in a way that feels unfamiliar. He hasn’t touched me all through dinner. Not once. No hand on my thigh, no fingers brushing my wrist when he reaches for the salt.

There was a time when he couldn’t keep his hands off me. When pregnancy was something abstract and exciting, something that belonged to the future. Now that it’s here, now that my body is visibly changing, something between us has gone quiet.

“How was work?” I ask.

“Fine,” he says. “Busy.”

Another nod. Another bite I don’t quite taste.

I watch him instead. The way he hunches slightly over his phone. The way his jaw tightens when a message comes through, how quickly his thumb moves. I tell myself I’m imagining it. That everyone needs a distraction. That not everything is about me.

But it’s hard not to feel it when we spend our evenings like this. Me at one end of the table, him at the other. Me talking into the space between us, him responding just enough to be polite.

We used to linger over dinner. Used to argue about shows we wanted to watch, tease each other about whose turn it was to pick. Now most nights I eat alone, waiting until I hear his car in the driveway before reheating my plate, telling myself it’s worth it to eat together even if together feels thinner than it used to.

“Our anniversary’s coming up,” I say, carefully. “Friday.”

He pauses, finally setting the phone down on the table face-up. I notice that now. How he never puts it face-down anymore, but always keeps it where he can see it.

“Yeah,” he says. “I don’t know if I’m free that night.”

My chest tightens, just a little. “Oh. Okay. We could… I don’t know. Go out to eat? Somewhere nice?”

He exhales through his nose, a sound that’s almost a laugh. “Honestly, I might be wiped. Maybe we just do takeout here. Or you can cook something special.”

The words land softly, but the impact still stings.

I cook every day. Even when my feet ache and my back throbs and the smell of raw chicken makes my stomach roll. I cook because it feels like taking care of something, because feeding him feels like proof that I’m still useful, still wanted.

I had pictured myself dressed up, hair done, makeup carefully applied. Sitting across from him in a restaurant, being seen as a woman again instead of just a body growing larger by the week.

But I swallow it down. All of it.

“Sure,” I say. “That’s fine.”

He smiles then, quick and distracted, like he’s relieved I didn’t make it complicated. “Thanks, babe.”

After dinner, he pushes his chair back. “I’ll get the dishes. You should sit.”

The words warm me more than they should. I let myself believe this is something. That he’s trying.

I move to the couch, easing myself down with a sigh, one hand braced at my lower back. I flip on the TV, though I barely register what’s on. From the kitchen, I hear the clink of plates in the sink, the rush of water.

Then nothing.

I glance over. Marcus stands at the counter, phone in hand, thumbs moving. The dishes sit untouched in cloudy water. He laughs quietly at something on the screen.

I look away before he can see me watching.

Later, when I crawl into bed beside him, he rolls away almost immediately, a wall of space opening between us. I stare at the ceiling, one hand on my stomach, counting the minutes between his breaths until they deepen and slow.

Endurance equals love, I remind myself. This is what commitment looks like. Staying. Understanding. Not making demands when someone’s under pressure.

Friday comes faster than I expect.

I spend the afternoon cleaning, nesting energy buzzing under my skin. I wear a soft dress that makes my stomach look round instead of bulky, tell myself it’s silly to feel disappointed when I agreed to stay in.

Marcus texts that he’ll be late. I don’t reply right away. When I do, I keep it light. No pressure.

The message comes in while I’m folding laundry.

Unknown Number: You don’t know me, but I think you deserve the truth.

My heart stutters. I stare at the screen, the room suddenly too quiet.

Me: Who is this?

Unknown Number: Someone who’s been carrying guilt for a long time.

I sit down on the edge of the bed, the laundry forgotten. My fingers feel clumsy as I type.

Me: I don’t understand.

There’s a pause. Long enough that I almost convince myself it’s a mistake, spam, some cruel joke.

Unknown Number: Your husband has been cheating on you.

The words blur. I blink hard, once, twice.

Me: That’s not funny.

Unknown Number: I’m not joking. He’s a regular client of an escort service.

A strange calm settles over me, thin and fragile as glass.

Me: Why are you telling me this? What do you gain?

Unknown Number: Nothing. I saw him with you once. Pregnant. I asked questions after. I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

My hand drifts to my stomach, instinctive, protective.

Unknown Number: Are you afraid to leave him?

The question feels invasive and intimate all at once. My throat tightens.

Me: You don’t get to ask me that.

Unknown Number: I’m sorry. I just couldn’t keep quiet anymore.

I stare at the screen until my eyes burn.

Me: If this is true, I need proof.

The reply comes almost immediately.

Unknown Number: Then come see it. Hotel Meridian. Room 814.

The phone feels heavy in my hand. My heart pounds loud enough that I’m sure the baby can feel it.

I don’t know yet that this is the moment everything breaks. I only know that something inside me has gone very still, like the breath before a fall.


TWO


Evelyn

I stand in the bedroom with my phone in my hand and my coat still hanging on the hook by the door, telling myself I don’t have to go.

The apartment is warm and familiar, humming with the low sound of the refrigerator, the faint traffic noise from the street below. My shoes are off. My feet ache a little, swollen the way they always are by evening now. The sensible thing would be to stay. To wait. Marcus will be home soon. He always comes home, eventually. We’ll eat dinner, or not. We’ll talk about nothing. I’ll tell myself this was some cruel lie sent by a bored stranger.

I press my palm to my stomach, feeling the steady reassurance of movement beneath my skin.

I’m pregnant. I shouldn’t be doing this. I shouldn’t be tearing at the seams of my life when I’m supposed to be holding it together. I picture myself alone in a hospital room months from now, no one’s hand to squeeze, no familiar voice telling me I’m doing great. The thought makes my chest tighten.

But then my mind betrays me.

Marcus at the sink, phone in hand, laughing softly at something that wasn’t me. The time he came home late and I caught a faint, unfamiliar perfume on his jacket, sweet and floral, nothing I own. The way he’d brushed it off when I mentioned it, told me I was imagining things. Pregnancy brain, he’d said, smiling like it was a joke.

All the moments I tucked away because I didn’t want to see what they added up to.

I sink onto the edge of the bed, my reflection caught in the mirror across from me. I look tired. Older than I should. There’s a softness to my face now, a roundness that used to make Marcus light up, back when the baby was an idea and not a reality.

I think about everything I’ve done for him. About the early years, when I was earning more, moving faster, climbing a ladder he pretended not to notice. The resentment he carried quietly, the way he’d joke about being “kept,” but never laughed with his eyes. When he complained about his job, about feeling small and stagnant, I’d made calls. Pulled favors. Helped him land the position he has now.

I told myself that was partnership. That love meant lifting each other up.

Now I wonder if it only made him feel smaller. Or maybe he was always insecure and I was too stupid to ignore it.

I open our text thread.

When are you coming home?

The typing bubble doesn’t appear right away. Minutes pass. I stare at the screen, counting my breaths.

Finally, his reply comes.

Running late. Don’t wait up. Don’t make dinner.

The words feel like a door closing.

I stand, decision settling into my bones with a strange, icy calm. If I don’t go now, I never will. I’ll keep choosing comfort over truth until there’s nothing left of me.

I dress carefully. Not for seduction, not really, but for armor. A soft black dress that skims my body instead of clinging to it. Low heels that won’t hurt my back. I put on a little makeup, enough to look like myself again, like a woman who exists outside of her home.

The cab smells faintly of lemon cleaner and old leather. I sit back, one hand braced against the seat, the other resting on my stomach as the city slides past the window in blurred streaks of light. My heart thumps too fast. Every red light feels like a reprieve and a threat at the same time.

My phone rings.

Daniel’s name fills the screen. My heart skips a beat. It has been ages since we were in college together, years since I imagined what it’d be like to walk down the aisle with my best friend, a man who loved, understood, and supported me. Now all that will be is a ‘what if’ that haunts me.

Even though my heartrate is frantic, just seeing Daniel’s name on the screen fills my chest with a sense of calm. Right now, I need his deep voice and infallible logic to tell me I’m not doing something crazy.

I answer before it can go to voicemail. “Hey.”

“Hey,” he says, and just like that, my shoulders drop an inch. His voice is steady, warm. Familiar in a way that reaches back years. “I was just checking in. How are you feeling tonight?”

I swallow. “I’m… in a cab.”

There’s a pause. Not alarmed, but attentive, like he’s figured out there’s something going on. I can’t hide a thing from Daniel. Unlike Marcus, who is self-absorbed, Daniel notices everything—every inflection in my voice, every low note, every tense breath. He observes and listens, even when I’m not expecting him to. “Okay. Where are you going?”

I watch the passing storefronts, my reflection ghosted over them. “I got a text. From someone I don’t know.”

Silence stretches, patient.

“She says Marcus has been cheating,” I continue, the words coming out flat, like they belong to someone else. “That he uses an escort service.”

Daniel exhales slowly. I can hear him shifting, like he’s standing up. “Evelyn. Where are you headed right now?”

“She gave me an address. A hotel. Told me to find out the truth myself. I thought she was joking, but Marcus said he isn’t coming home early tonight, so I thought, I should probably take the text seriously.”

“What hotel?” There’s a concerned rasp in Daniel’s voice.

I hesitate, then say it. He repeats it back to me, committing it to memory.

“I’m coming,” he says immediately. “You’re pregnant, Evie. This sounds dangerous. I don’t want you going alone and getting hurt. I’ll protect you.”

“No,” I reply, too fast. “I need to do this myself.”

“You’re pregnant,” he says, firm but gentle. “You don’t need to do this alone.”

I close my eyes. His protectiveness wraps around me like a blanket I didn’t realize I was freezing without. “I just… I need to see it. I need to know.”

“Did you eat?” he asks suddenly.

The question catches me off guard. “I… no. Not really.”

“And the baby?” His voice softens. “Are they moving okay?”

“Yes,” I whisper. “They’re fine.”

He’s quiet for a moment. “I wish I was there with you.”

So do I.

I think back to college, to the way I used to watch him across crowded rooms, to the timing that never quite lined up. I wanted a family. Soon. He wanted stability first, wanted to build something solid before bringing a child into it. I’d told myself love should be enough. That ambition could wait.

We’d chosen different paths. Stayed in each other’s lives anyway.

By the time Marcus and I were ready for kids, Daniel had built the life he’d dreamed of.

“I’ll text you the address,” I say.

“Do that,” he replies. “I’ll be there as fast as I can.”

The cab pulls up in front of the hotel, all glass and polished stone, impersonal and gleaming. I pay, step out onto the sidewalk, the night air cool against my skin.

I send Daniel the address. My hands shake as I slip my phone into my bag.

The lobby smells like expensive flowers and something sharp beneath it, like disinfectant. The lights are low, flattering. Anonymous. I walk toward the elevators, every step feeling heavier than the last, my heart pounding in my ears.

I don’t know what I’ll find upstairs.

I only know that I can’t turn back now.

The hallway is quiet in the way expensive places always are, thick carpet swallowing my footsteps, walls painted a soothing neutral meant to calm people who don’t belong here for long. The numbers on the doors pass too slowly. Eight–twelve. Eight–thirteen. Eight–fourteen.

Room 814.

My heart is beating so hard I can feel it in my throat.

I stop in front of the door and just stand there for a moment, one hand resting protectively on my stomach, the other curled into a fist at my side. The silence presses in. If I turn around now, I can still pretend. I can still go home and tell myself I imagined everything.

I try the handle.

Locked.

Of course it is.

A rush of dizzy relief washes over me so fast it almost knocks me back. My breath stutters. Maybe this was a lie. Maybe this was cruel, elaborate fiction designed to hurt me. I raise my hand and knock anyway, the sound sharp and loud in the empty corridor.

Nothing.

No footsteps. No voices. No response.

My phone vibrates in my hand as if it knows I’m wavering.

Me: The door is locked. No one’s answering.

The reply comes almost instantly.

Unknown Number: You’ll need a key card. Go to reception and ask for one under your name. I left it for you.

My stomach twists.

Me: Why would you do that?

I don’t wait for the reply before turning back toward the elevator. Each step feels heavier than the last. I’m suddenly acutely aware of how exposed I am, how ridiculous this could be. A pregnant woman chasing a ghost through a hotel because a stranger told her to.

At the front desk, I clear my throat. My voice sounds too loud in the hushed lobby.

“I’m here to pick up a key,” I say. “Under Evelyn Hart.”

The receptionist doesn’t blink. She types something, reaches beneath the counter, and slides a key card toward me.

“Room 814,” she says pleasantly.

My fingers curl around the card before my mind catches up. Cold plastic. Real. Heavy.

I walk away in a daze, my pulse roaring in my ears.

Me: Why are you helping me like this? I text as I wait for the elevator. Why go this far?

Unknown Number: Because we were both wronged by the same man.

The elevator doors slide shut. The ascent feels endless.

Unknown Number: Once you see who he really is, you’ll want him to pay. Just like I do.

My heart lurches.

Me: Did he sleep with you? Is that why you’re angry?

There’s a longer pause this time.

Unknown Number: No.

The doors open.

Unknown Number: He did something worse.

I don’t have time to ask what before I’m standing in front of the door again, key card trembling between my fingers. My entire body feels suspended, like I’ve stepped off solid ground and haven’t hit bottom yet.

I swipe the card.

The lock clicks softly.

I push the door open just enough to slip inside.

The sound hits me first.

Low. Rhythmic. Familiar in the most horrifying way. A man’s voice, strained and breathless. A woman’s, soft and coaxing, using his name like she’s said it many times before.

The room smells like sex and perfume and something sharp beneath it, hotel-clean underneath human mess.

My hands shake as I lift my phone, my thumb automatically sliding over the screen, starting a video without conscious thought. I take two steps forward.

Marcus’s voice carries clearly now.

I don’t hear what she says back, only the way he laughs under his breath, like this is routine.

Like this is nothing.

Something inside me shatters.

He turns his head.

His face drains of color so fast it’s almost impressive.

“Evelyn—” he starts.

I scream.

“What the hell are you doing?” My voice rips out of me, raw and loud and unrecognizable. My phone drops to my side, the recording forgotten as my entire body starts to shake. “Are you insane?”

He curses under his breath, scrambling, grabbing at sheets, suddenly awkward and exposed in a way he never is at home.

I look at the woman on the bed, my vision swimming. She looks startled but not ashamed. She’s completely naked, but she must be used to people seeing her naked, because she doesn’t try to hide herself.

“Who is she?” I demand, my voice cracking. “Who are you?”

The woman hesitates, then sighs. “I’m an escort,” she says, matter-of-fact. “I’ve been seeing him a few times.”

A few times.

The words echo in my head, hollow and devastating.

I turn back to Marcus, my chest tight, my stomach aching in a way that has nothing to do with pregnancy. “How could you do this?” I choke out. “I’m carrying your child. I’ve done everything for you. I’ve been a good wife to you.”

He doesn’t deny it.

That’s the worst part.

He just looks irritated.

“Evelyn, calm down,” he says, like I’m the one being unreasonable. “Things change when you get pregnant. You know that. Men have needs. I have a high sex drive, and you can’t satisfy me anymore. I can barely look at you with the way you’ve gotten fat. Just think of this as someone else giving me what my wife can’t.”

My vision goes red.

“Faithfulness isn’t conditional,” I snap. “It’s not something you pause because I’m pregnant. It’s compulsory. And Marcus, real men have self-control. They don’t run to prostitutes for cheap sex just because they’re wife is pregnant.”

“Come on, Evelyn. You know you’re not as attractive as you used to be. I like my women young and beautiful.”

“Well, women age,” I tell me, anger bubbling up inside me. “Were you always this shallow and misogynistic? You seemed to like me a lot when I wanted to get pregnant.”

“Oh god, you were obsessed. I had to give you the child or you’d keep asking when we were going to have it. I just did it to shut you up. I had no interest in being a father anyway. I just figured it would happen naturally after we had sex.”

“Have you always lied to me?” My throat is burning with rage now. “You said when we got married that you couldn’t wait to have kids.”

“I couldn’t, back then, because I thought it’d be easy, and I thought you’d take most of the responsibility. All I had to do was have sex with you. But you wanted security, then you wanted me to make enough so you could quit your job and focus on the kid, and I didn’t sign up for all that.”

“I can’t believe you’re such a liar!” I scream.

He scoffs. “You’re too sensitive. You can’t give me what I need right now. I still have to function. I still have to be here for you, for the baby. I need to recharge too.”

I stare at him, realization settling like poison.

“And honestly,” he adds, shrugging, “with your body like this… I don’t even see you as a woman anymore.”

The door opens behind me.

“What did you say?”

Daniel’s voice cuts through the room, low and sharp, edged with something I’ve never heard from him before. Anger, yes, but controlled. Focused.

I turn instinctively, my body reacting before my mind does, and for a second everything else fades.

Daniel fills the doorway.

He’s tall. I’ve always known that, but standing here, framed by the door, he seems even broader somehow. His shoulders stretch the fabric of his jacket, the line of his body solid and grounded in a way that makes the room feel suddenly smaller. His dark hair is still neatly in place, but his jaw is tight, muscle jumping as his eyes move from Marcus to me and back again, assessing, cataloging.

He looks powerful. Not flashy. Not aggressive. Just… capable.

Marcus looks smaller beside him. Thinner. Less certain. I see it clearly now, the difference between presence and pretense.

Marcus whirls. “This doesn’t concern you,” he snaps. “Stay out of it.”

“I don’t think so,” Daniel says coldly. “I’ve never seen someone try to gaslight his pregnant wife while actively cheating and think he’s in the right. You’re unbelievable.”

Daniel’s hand finds my arm, steady and warm, anchoring me when my knees threaten to buckle. I lean into him without thinking, the simple contact sending a rush of relief through me so intense it almost hurts.

“I’m filing for divorce,” I say, my voice shaking but resolute. “And I have proof of your infidelity.”

Daniel’s jaw tightens. “And my lawyers will make sure you regret every decision you made that led you here.”

Marcus opens his mouth, but nothing comes out.

Daniel turns me gently toward the door. “Let’s go.”

I let him lead me out, my body numb, my heart shattered clean through.

Behind us, the door clicks shut.

There was no apology.

There never would have been.

Because this wasn’t a mistake.

It was who he had always been.


THREE


Daniel

I don’t let go of her hand when the elevator doors close.

Evelyn folds into me the second the car starts moving, her forehead pressing into my chest like her body finally understands it’s safe to fall apart. Her sob breaks free, sharp and raw, and something inside me aches so deeply it’s almost unbearable.

I wrap my arms around her without thinking, one hand sliding up her back, the other anchoring her at the waist. She fits there too easily. Like this is where she was always meant to be. Her stomach brushes my thigh, the gentle curve of her bump solid and warm, and the sensation hits me harder than I expect.

I have imagined holding her like this more times than I ever admitted to myself.

Not like this. Not after this kind of damage. But still.

Her shoulders shake, her breath coming in jagged pulls. I rub slow circles into her back, feeling the tension under my palm, murmuring whatever comes to mind. “I’ve got you. You’re okay. You’re safe.”

I mean it. I will make it true if it isn’t already.

We step out into the lobby and I guide her toward a quiet seating area, away from curious glances. She collapses onto the sofa, pulling me down with her, and I don’t resist. She cries into my shoulder, clutching my jacket like it’s the only solid thing left in her world.

“I feel so stupid,” she chokes. “I did everything right. I gave him everything. How could he do that to me?”

Anger flares in my chest, sharp and immediate. Marcus’s face flashes through my mind. The entitlement in his voice. The way he spoke to her like she was the problem.

“He cheated on you while you’re pregnant,” I say quietly, my hand never stopping its steady movement on her back. “There’s nothing stupid about trusting your husband. That’s the bare minimum he owed you.”

She pulls back just enough to look at me, her eyes red, her face blotchy and devastated. “He made it sound like it was my fault. Like I stopped being… enough. Like I stopped being a woman.”

The words hit me like a punch.

I lift her chin gently, forcing her to meet my eyes. “Evelyn, listen to me.” I keep my voice low, controlled, even though everything in me wants to rage. “A man who only values women for how they look and how they sexually serve him doesn’t deserve you. He doesn’t deserve anyone.”

She shakes her head weakly. “What if he only married me because I was young? Because I was pretty and easy? What if this was always going to happen once I changed?”

I feel something old and buried stir in my chest. Years of watching her give too much. Years of wanting her and knowing I couldn’t offer what she wanted back then.

“Then it’s better it happened now,” I say. “As bad as that sounds, the earlier you figure out what kind of bastard he is, the faster you can move on. I know you’ll be a wonderful mother. With or without him. You have me. You don’t need him to raise your baby. I doubt he was going to do much, anyway.”

Evelyn swallows, her eyes full of trust and neediness. I want to peel off her clothes, kiss every part of her including her swollen breasts and stomach, and remind her that she’s always enough. That she’s the woman who drives me crazy with lust, even when she’s five months pregnant with another man’s child. She has no reason to doubt her attractiveness.

“You are amazing,” I say, every word deliberate. “You’re smart. You’re hardworking. Honestly, you’re a saint that you didn’t dump him earlier. You should have left him when he started to get insecure about you being more successful than him. You put your family before yourself every single time. And you are growing a human being right now. That doesn’t make you less of a woman. It makes you extraordinary.”

Her lips tremble. She leans back into me, and I hold her tighter, resting my chin lightly against the top of her head.

“I wanted kids young,” she whispers. “You weren’t ready. And then I married him, and I thought… I thought I did everything right.”

I close my eyes briefly. I remember those years clearly. Working insane hours. Building something from nothing. Telling myself that if I could just get stable enough, successful enough, then I could finally ask her for the life she wanted.

By the time I was ready, she was already someone else’s wife.

“I know,” I say softly. “You didn’t do anything wrong.”

Her phone buzzes between us.

She stiffens, then pulls back, wiping her face as she looks down at the screen. “It’s the woman who texted me.”

I watch her shoulders tense again.

“She’s asking if I’m okay. If I got in.”

My jaw tightens. There’s more to this. I feel it in my gut. No one goes to this much effort without a reason.

“She wants to know if I want revenge,” Evelyn adds quietly.

I don’t hesitate.

“Ask her to meet you,” I say.

She looks up at me, startled. “Daniel…”

“I’ll be there,” I continue calmly. “With you. There’s something else going on here, and we should know what it is before Marcus has a chance to spin anything.”

She hesitates, then nods.

I gently take the phone from her hands, my thumb moving across the screen with purpose.

We can meet. Saturday evening. The fountain near the Neiman Marcus in town. I’ll bring a friend. You’re welcome to bring someone too.

A moment passes.

Then the reply comes.

That’s very considerate of you. I’ll be there.

I hand the phone back to Evelyn and pull her into my arms again, feeling her breathe more evenly this time.

I hate Marcus. Not in a fleeting, emotional way. In a deep, settled way that promises consequences.

No one gets to break her like this and walk away.

Not on my watch.

[image: ]


By the time we get to my place, Evelyn has gone quiet.

Not calm. Just… contained. Like everything inside her is being held together by sheer force of will, and if she stops concentrating, it will spill everywhere.

I unlock the door and step aside to let her in first. My apartment is dim, clean, understated. Neutral colors. Wide windows. The kind of place I built deliberately once I could afford space, once I stopped living like I was always about to leave again. I flick on a lamp instead of the overhead lights, keeping things soft.

“You can take the guest room,” I tell her gently. “It’s already made.”

She nods, slipping off her shoes slowly, carefully. I watch her without meaning to, the way one hand drifts instinctively to her stomach as if grounding herself. That protective gesture twists something deep in my chest.

I lead her down the short hallway and open the door. The room is simple. Bed neatly made. Fresh sheets. A small desk by the window. I want it to feel safe. Uncomplicated.

She steps inside and exhales, a sound that feels like surrender.

“I still can’t believe the things he said,” she murmurs, standing in the middle of the room. “The way he looked at me. Like I was… inconvenient.”

I lean against the doorframe, keeping my voice steady even though my jaw is tight. “Evelyn, you are stronger than you think. Stronger than a man who can’t respect his own wife. And you can build a better life. For yourself. For your child.”

She turns toward me, eyes shining. “I don’t feel strong.”

“I know,” I say softly. “That doesn’t mean you aren’t.”

She hesitates, then reaches for my hand. Her fingers curl around mine, warm and tentative, and the contact hits me harder than it should. It’s such a small thing. So tender. But I’ve wanted this closeness for years in ways I never allowed myself to acknowledge.

“Thank you,” she says quietly. “For being there. For not… for not making me feel like I’m a burden.”

My throat tightens. “You’re not a burden. You never have been.”

She lets go reluctantly and sits on the edge of the bed. “I can’t stay idle,” she says after a moment. “I need to work. I just… I don’t know who will hire me when I’m this pregnant.”

I don’t even have to think about it. “You could work for me.”

She looks up, startled. “Daniel.”

“I’m serious,” I continue. “You’re smart. You’re organized. You see patterns other people miss. You’d be an asset to my company. And we can make it flexible.”

A small smile appears, fragile but real. “I’d love that. I miss… working with you. Our projects in college were my favorite part of my degree. How we’d stay up in the library late at night, working on problems together. You always had ideas and perspectives that were completely different from mine. ”

I smile back despite myself. “We were a great team.”

She laughs softly. “Obviously. We always got an A on our projects.”

“Every time,” I agree. Then, more quietly, “I’ve missed hearing you sound excited about something. After you married Marcus, you just… you seemed so stressed all the time. I thought I was losing you.”

Her gaze drops to her hands. “Maybe marrying him wasn’t the best decision,” she admits. “Like all young women, I thought love and marriage were special when I was young. But now I know marriage doesn’t work unless both people put in effort and pour into it equally. Marcus never wanted a marriage. He just wanted an easy romance. He wanted to be young forever, but I grew up. We wouldn’t have worked out long-term. Now I want to move forward. I want something better. A better life, even if it’s one I couldn’t have imagined years ago. I thought we’d stay married forever, but I’m open to seeing where life will take me.”

“That’s a good attitude,” I tell her. “I know you, Evelyn. We’ve been friends for a decade now. You could do anything you set your mind to.”

“And I have set my mind to giving birth and making sure your company makes a profit so you don’t fire me when I’m nine months pregnant.” She giggles, and that sound hits me deep in the chest. It sounds nostalgic, like a song I heard a long time ago. I realize Evelyn stopped laughing like this after she got married. It was always about money, her husband’s career, the family she wanted to create.

“I won’t fire you,” I assure her.

“Daniel, I want revenge, too.” Her voice hardens, just slightly. “I hate that Marcus abandoned us for his sexual desires. That he didn’t even think about his own child. For that… I want him to suffer.”

I nod once. I understand that feeling intimately now. “We’ll meet whoever sent you those messages. We’ll figure out what’s really going on. I’ll call my lawyer tomorrow and we’ll proceed with your divorce. Rest assured, he’s the best in the city. He’ll milk Marcus for every penny.”

Her lips start to tremble.

That’s when I realize how much she’s been holding back. How carefully she’s been containing herself for everyone else’s sake.

I step forward and open my arms. She doesn’t hesitate this time. She collapses into me, her face pressing into my chest as the sobs finally break free. I hold her firmly, one hand rubbing slow, soothing circles into her back, the other resting protectively between her shoulders.

“Let it out,” I murmur. “You don’t have to be strong right now. I’ve got you.”

She cries hard, her body shaking, and I brace myself around her, becoming the solid thing she can lean on. The man she can rely on.

“We’ll get through this,” I tell her quietly. “Together.”

And I know it’s true.


FOUR


Evelyn

Waking up at Daniel’s house feels…different.

The first thing I notice is the bed.

The sheets are impossibly soft, cool against my skin, the kind of linen you sink into instead of lying on. I blink, momentarily disoriented, my hand moving instinctively to my stomach. The baby responds with a slow roll, grounding me, reminding me where I am. Not my house. Not my marriage. Not the life that cracked open last night.

I sit up slowly, taking in the guest room. Sunlight filters in through sheer curtains. Everything is neat, intentional. Nothing here feels rushed or neglected. It’s strange how a space can make you feel held without touching you.

I swing my legs over the side of the bed and pad quietly toward the living room, following the low murmur of voices.

Daniel is on the phone.

“…no, I don’t want to escalate yet,” he’s saying, calm and controlled. “I just want options. Especially regarding asset protection and custody implications.”

I pause at the corner, unseen.

“Yes,” he continues. “She’s pregnant. Five months. That changes everything.”

There’s a pause, then a short exhale from him. “That’s what I thought. Send me the paperwork. I’ll review it with her when she’s ready.”

He ends the call just as I step fully into view.

Daniel is standing by the kitchen counter, phone in hand, wearing nothing but gray sweatpants slung low on his hips and a robe loosely tied around his waist. His hair is damp, like he’s just showered. His torso is bare, all solid lines and quiet strength, and for half a second my brain forgets how to function.

He looks… unfairly handsome like this. Unguarded. Real. Not posed or polished. Just a man in his own space, taking care of things.

When he sees me, his expression softens immediately.

“Morning,” he says gently.

“Morning,” I reply, my voice a little rough.

He gestures toward the dining table. “I made breakfast. Sit.”

I follow his gaze and feel something ache in my chest.

There’s a spread laid out. Toast. Fresh fruit. Scrambled eggs. Tea already steeping. Everything arranged carefully, like he thought about what would be easiest on a pregnant stomach.

No one has ever done this for me before.

Marcus never cooked breakfast. Not once. Not even on weekends. Not even when I was nauseous or exhausted or carrying his child. I always told myself it wasn’t a big deal. That I didn’t need grand gestures. That love was about understanding, not expectations.

Now I see how wrong I was.

Daniel pulls out a chair for me and waits until I’m seated before moving back to the counter. I eat slowly, each bite settling something inside me. I listen as he resumes talking, his voice low and focused.

“Yes, she’ll need copies of everything,” he says into the phone again. “Financials, employment records, any discrepancies. Especially discretionary spending.”

He glances at me briefly, checking in, then turns away to finish the call.

I chew thoughtfully, my mind clearer than it’s been in weeks.

I don’t feel foggy anymore. I don’t feel desperate. I feel… resolved.

Someone went out of their way to warn me. To make sure I saw the truth with my own eyes. That means Marcus didn’t just hurt me. He hurt someone else. Maybe more than one person.

And I want to know who.

I want to know everything.

Daniel ends the call and turns back to me. “How are you feeling?”

I swallow and meet his eyes. “Clear,” I say honestly. “For the first time in a long while.”

He nods, like he understands exactly what that means.

I take another bite of breakfast, warmth spreading through me, and think:

I was treated wrong.

I forgave things I never should have.

And I won’t do that again.
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Daniel walks beside me, close but not crowding. He does not speak. His presence is steady, grounding, like an anchor I can hold onto without needing to explain why.

Then I see the stroller.

It is black, practical, with a soft blanket tucked around the small shape inside. For a split second my breath leaves my body completely. My hand flies to my stomach on instinct, my pulse roaring in my ears.

The baby kicks. Hard.

The woman pushing the stroller stops when she sees us. She is younger than I expected. Early twenties, maybe. Her eyes are tired and red, with dark circles. She’s wearing no makeup and looks thin and haggard in her jeans and trench coat. Her hair is dry and brown, like she stopped using conditioner on it ages ago. There is a strength in the way she stands, squared shoulders, chin lifted, like someone who has learned to hold herself upright.

She looks at me, then at Daniel, and then back at me again.

“Evelyn?” she asks quietly. “Are you Evelyn? I’m the one who sent you those texts.”

I nod, my throat too tight for words. “You’re younger than I expected.”

She shrugs. “I’m Lena.” Then she gestures down at the stroller. “This is Noah. My son.”

I step closer before I can stop myself. My heart twists painfully at the sight of him. He is bundled up, cheeks round and flushed, his tiny fingers curled around the edge of the blanket. He makes a soft sound, something between a sigh and a hum. And the worst part is, I recognize those gray eyes, which are different from his mother’s blue eyes. Marcus has gray eyes. And I already know where this is going.

“How old is he?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Just turned one,” Lena says.

One. My knees threaten to give out. I grip the edge of the fountain, the cool stone biting into my palm.

Daniel shifts slightly closer behind me, not touching, just there.

We sit on the low ledge by the fountain. The water splashes steadily, oblivious. Lena takes a breath, long and controlled.

“Who is Noah’s father?” My lips tremble. “Is it…”

“I didn’t want to do this in a place where he could hear,” she says. “But I didn’t want to meet you anywhere private either.”

“I understand,” I say. I do.

She looks at me directly now. “I was Marcus’s secretary. Two years ago.”

The words hit, sharp and precise.

“He was charming,” she continues. “Attentive. He noticed things. Complimented my work. He told me his marriage was over. That he was staying for practical reasons only. That he was planning a divorce.”

I close my eyes briefly. The pattern is suddenly so clear it makes me nauseous.

“I was stupid,” Lena says, but there is no self pity in her tone. Only fact. “I believed him. I was young. I trusted him.”

Daniel’s jaw tightens. I feel it without looking.

“When I told him I was pregnant,” she says, “everything changed.”

Her hands tighten on the stroller handle.

“He told me he didn’t have any use for me anymore,” she continues calmly, and I can hear the effort it takes. “He said he needed sex, not complications. That a baby wasn’t part of the arrangement. That I should have known better.”

The world tilts.

“He said pregnancy made women desperate,” she adds. “That no man wanted that.”

I feel something inside me fracture completely.

“He fired me,” Lena says. “Made up a charge. Claimed I violated company policy. By the time I could fight it, I was showing. No one would hire me. I had no income. No references.”

My chest burns. I cannot breathe.

“What did you do?” I ask.

“I got angry,” she says simply. “And then I got smart.”

She glances down at Noah, brushing his cheek gently. “I took night classes. Got my license. I work as a private detective now. It was the only thing flexible enough that would let me survive.”

My hands curl into fists. Detective. She rebuilt herself from ashes while carrying a child he refused to acknowledge.

Daniel speaks for the first time, his voice measured. “You collected evidence.”

Lena nods. “Everything I could. Messages. Emails. Financial trails. Other women. Escorts. Expense reports. I kept it all.”

She looks at me again. “I didn’t do this just for me. I did it so he could never do this to someone else without consequences.”

Tears spill down my face, hot and unrestrained. I swipe at them angrily, ashamed of how much this hurts.

“I’m so sorry,” I say. “I had no idea. I swear to you, I didn’t know.”

“I know,” Lena says softly. “That’s why I told you. You deserved to see who he really is.”

I take a shuddering breath. “What do you gain from this?”

She does not hesitate. “Satisfaction. Knowing he will be punished for what he did.”

Daniel nods once, approval flickering briefly across his face.

“I want to help you,” I say suddenly. The words come from somewhere deep and unmovable. “When this is over, whatever I get from him, I want to help you raise Noah. College. Stability. Everything he tried to deny you.”

Lena’s eyes widen. “You don’t owe me that.”

“I owe myself that,” I reply. “And him.”

I look at Noah again. At the innocent life Marcus discarded like an inconvenience.

My rage settles into something cold and focused.

“This ends,” I say quietly. “For all of us.”

Daniel places a hand at my back then, solid and sure.

Lena nods, her mouth trembling just slightly. “I have proof,” she says. “Enough to ruin him.”

For the first time since this began, I feel it.

Not fear.

Power.


FIVE


Daniel

I guide Evelyn back into the apartment, my hand resting at the small of her back. The weight of everything we just learned sits heavy between us, thick and suffocating. When we step inside, I close the door quietly behind us and turn to face her.

"Are you okay?" I ask, watching her carefully.

She nods, but there's a brittleness to the gesture. "I am. I just want to put my husband and his cheating behind me."

Her voice is steady, but I know her well enough to hear what's underneath it. The tremor she's trying to hide. The exhaustion that comes from holding yourself together when everything inside you is breaking.

She excuses herself to the bathroom, and I move to the kitchen, giving her space. I pour myself water I don't drink, staring at nothing, replaying Lena's words over and over. The cruelty of it. The calculated abandonment. The way Marcus turned a woman's pregnancy into something shameful.

Minutes pass.

Then more.

The silence from the bathroom stretches too long. My chest tightens with concern. I set down the glass and walk down the hallway, stopping outside the closed door.

"Evelyn?" I call softly.

Nothing.

I knock. "Evelyn, are you alright?"

Still nothing.

My pulse kicks up. I press my ear to the door and hear it then—the muffled, hitching sound of someone trying not to cry.

I don't hesitate. I open the door.

She's sitting on the edge of the bathtub, face buried in her hands, shoulders shaking. The sight of her like this—broken and trying so hard not to be—hits me like a physical blow.

I cross the space in two strides and drop to my knees in front of her, my hands finding her shoulders.

"Evelyn," I say gently. "Hey. Look at me."

She lifts her head, tears streaming down her face, and my heart cracks open.

"It's not your fault," I tell her firmly. "None of this is your fault."

"I know that," she chokes out. "Meeting Lena only confirmed what a horrible person my husband was."

Her voice breaks on the word husband, and she presses her palms to her eyes, trying to stem the flow of tears.

"But the thing I hate the most," she continues, voice raw, "is that I let him make me think badly of myself. I was always trying so hard to please him. To be a good wife. To make his life easier. All in the hopes that he would love me back."

She drops her hands, looking at me with devastation written across every feature.

"And now it makes me feel pathetic," she whispers. "Because I should have suspected him more. Especially when he was away at work so many nights."

Her sobs intensify, and I can't stand it anymore. I pull her into my arms, wrapping her up tight, one hand cradling the back of her head while the other presses firmly against her back.

"You're not pathetic," I say fiercely. "You loved him. You trusted him. That's what you're supposed to do in a marriage. He's the one who failed. Not you."

She clings to me, her face pressed into my shoulder, and I hold her through it, feeling every shudder that runs through her body. My own emotions rise sharp and overwhelming. I want to fix this. I want to erase every moment he made her doubt herself. I want to show her exactly how wrong he was.

I pull back just enough to cup her face in my hands, my thumbs brushing away her tears.

"Evelyn, listen to me," I say, my voice low and intense. "You are beautiful. You are wanted. You always have been."

Her breath catches. She stares at me, eyes wide and uncertain.

"You're even more beautiful now," I continue, unable to stop the words. "And I know my feelings are inappropriate. I know the timing is terrible. But I want you so badly I can barely contain myself."

Her lips part in surprise. "You still have feelings for me? I thought you gave up on me after I rejected you and married Marcus."

I nod, my heart pounding so hard I'm sure she can hear it. "They're more intense now than they used to be. I hated myself for letting you marry him. For not looking out for you enough after you got married. I thought keeping my distance would protect my heart. But I've never stopped loving you."

A small, broken sound escapes her throat. She surges forward suddenly, wrapping her arms around my neck, and I hold her like she's the only solid thing in the world.

"I'm sorry," she whispers against my ear. "I'm so sorry for not choosing you. You've always stood by me. You were always my rock. My life would have been so much better if I had waited for you, instead of rushing into marriage with a man who just pretended to be good."

Before I can respond, she pulls back just enough to look at me—and then she kisses me.

It's tentative at first, her lips soft and trembling against mine. But then something shifts. The kiss deepens, becoming urgent and desperate, like we're both trying to say everything we've held back for years.

I kiss her like I've wanted to for a decade. My hands move on instinct, skimming over her sides, her hips, the curve of her belly. I feel the swell of it under my palms, firm and warm, and heat rushes straight to my groin. My cock swells instantly, pressing uncomfortably against my jeans.

When we finally part, we're both breathing hard.

"Can I make love to you?" I ask, my voice rough. "Tonight?"

She blinks, surprise flickering across her face. "You want me like this? When I'm pregnant?"

"Yes," I say without hesitation. "God, yes."

Something shifts in her expression then—vulnerability giving way to desire. Slowly, she reaches for the hem of her dress and pulls it over her head.

My breath leaves my body.

She's stunning.

Her breasts are huge, full and heavy, spilling over the edge of her bra. Her nipples are hard, pressing visibly against the fabric. Her belly is round and prominent, the skin stretched smooth, a testament to the life growing inside her. Her hips are wide, soft, perfectly curved.

She's fertility incarnate. She's everything I've ever wanted.

This feels like a dream.

I reach for her slowly, reverently, my hands trembling slightly as they settle on her waist. I lean in and press my lips to her collarbone, trailing kisses down to the swell of her breasts. I unclasp her bra with careful fingers and let it fall away.

Her breasts spill free, and I groan at the sight.

I cup them gently, feeling their weight, my thumbs brushing over her hard nipples. She gasps, her head falling back, and I take that as permission to continue.

I lower my mouth to one nipple, sucking gently, swirling my tongue around the sensitive peak. She moans, her hands tangling in my hair, and the sound goes straight to my cock.

I lavish attention on her breasts, kissing and licking and sucking until she's trembling. Then I move lower, pressing kisses down the curve of her belly. I worship every inch of her, my hands roaming over her hips, her thighs, the soft skin of her sides.

When I reach the waistband of her panties, I look up at her for permission. She nods breathlessly, and I slide them down her legs.

She's beautiful. Bare and vulnerable and absolutely perfect.

I press a kiss to her inner thigh, then another, working my way upward. When I finally reach her center, I run my tongue along her slit, tasting her, and she cries out.

She's already wet.

I work her with my mouth, my tongue circling her clit, dipping inside her, coaxing more wetness from her body. Her thighs tremble around my head, and her hands grip my shoulders for support.

"Daniel," she gasps. "Please."

I pull back, my cock unbearably hard now, straining against my jeans. I stand quickly, stripping off my clothes in record time, and when I'm finally bare, I step toward her.

I press her gently against the wall, lifting one of her legs carefully, hooking it around my hip. I position myself at her entrance, my cock throbbing with need.

"Are you sure?" I ask, searching her face.

"Yes," she breathes. "Please."

I push inside her slowly, feeling her tight heat envelop me inch by inch. She's so wet, so warm, and the sensation is almost too much to bear.

I groan, pressing my forehead against hers. "God, you feel incredible."

I start to move, thrusting carefully at first, mindful of her belly. But she urges me on, her nails digging into my shoulders, and I pick up the pace.

Her massive stomach and breasts bounce with every thrust, and the sight drives me wild. I can't stop watching her, can't stop touching her. My hands roam over her body, gripping her hips, cupping her breasts, caressing her belly.

"You're so gorgeous," I tell her, my voice strained. "So perfect."

She cries out, tears streaming down her face—but these are tears of pleasure, not pain. I feel her pussy walls grip my cock, the friction of grinding against her bare skin like heaven, setting my blood on fire.

"Daniel," she sobs. "Don't stop. I have always wanted to be fucked like this. I didn't know it would feel even better when I was pregnant. I think I'm more sensitive."

I thrust harder, faster, angling my hips to hit that spot inside her that makes her see stars. The smell of sex fills the air, mingling with the faint scent of her shampoo. The sounds of our bodies coming together—wet, rhythmic, desperate—echo off the walls.

"I love you," I tell her between thrusts. "I've always loved you."

"I love you too," she gasps. "Oh God, Daniel, I'm going to come."

She orgasms with a scream, her entire body convulsing around me. The sensation of her pussy clenching and pulsing around my cock is too much. I follow her over the edge, burying myself deep inside her as I come, filling her completely.

I watch as my cum trickles down her leg, and a primal satisfaction settles in my chest.

I hold her close, both of us breathing hard, our bodies still trembling from the intensity of it.

"You're mine," I whisper against her hair. "You've always been mine."

And for the first time since this nightmare began, she smiles.
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I wake to warmth.

My hand is curved around Evelyn's growing belly, my palm spread wide over the firm swell of it. The baby shifts under my touch, a soft roll that makes my breath catch. She's still asleep beside me, her breathing deep and even, her hair spilled across my pillow.

I can't believe this is real.

I've been in love with Evelyn for so long. Years of watching her from a distance, of telling myself she was happy, that I'd missed my chance. Years of convinced myself I'd never have her. That she'd always belong to someone else.

And now she's here. In my bed. Her body warm and soft against mine.

I know we still have to deal with Marcus. I know there are legal battles ahead, custody arrangements, the mess of unwinding her marriage. But right now, in this moment, I just want to love her. I want to make her mine in every way that matters.

I shift closer, pressing a kiss to her bare shoulder. Her skin is warm and smooth, and I let my lips linger there before trailing up to her neck. I lick a slow line along the column of her throat, feeling her pulse jump beneath my tongue, then close my mouth over that sensitive spot just below her ear and suck.

She stirs, a soft sound escaping her lips.

"Good morning," she murmurs, her voice thick with sleep.

I don't stop. I continue kissing and licking her neck, biting gently at the tender skin, marking her. She whimpers, her body arching slightly against mine, and that sound goes straight to my cock.

I move lower, my mouth finding the swell of her breast. I circle her areola with my tongue, slow and deliberate, watching as her nipple hardens into a tight peak. She moans, her fingers threading through my hair, tugging slightly.

"Daniel," she breathes.

I love the unguarded sounds she makes. The way she doesn't hold back, doesn't try to be quiet or restrained. She's enjoying this, and knowing that makes my cock throb with need.

I take her nipple into my mouth, sucking hard, and she gasps, her hips rocking forward. I feel her full belly press against my erection, and the sensation sends a jolt of arousal through me so intense it's almost painful.

The thought hits me suddenly, visceral and primal: I'm going to fuck her while she's pregnant with another man's child. I'm going to claim her body while she grows someone else's baby inside her.

And it doesn't bother me. Not even a little.

Because this child will be mine. I'll raise them as my own. I'll be the father Marcus never wanted to be. And I'm sure as hell not letting that bastard anywhere near them.

I pull back just enough to look at her, my hand sliding down to rest on her belly.

"This baby is mine now," I tell her, my voice low and possessive. "I'm raising them. Marcus doesn't get to touch them. Ever."

Her eyes glisten with emotion. "I want full custody," she says fiercely. "And if things go well with exposing him for what he did to Lena, the court will agree with me."

"They will," I assure her. "I'll make sure of it."

I lean down and press a kiss to her stomach, my lips moving over the taut skin, worshipping the life growing beneath. My hands come up to cup her breasts, heavy and full, and I massage them gently, feeling their weight, their warmth.

"You look gorgeous pregnant," I murmur against her belly.

She lets out a shaky breath. "I craved to have sex when I was pregnant," she admits quietly. "But my husband didn't like my body."

Anger flares hot and immediate in my chest. I lift my head to look at her, my jaw tight.

"Then he's a fucking idiot," I say flatly. "Because I love your body. Especially like this. Fertile and seeded."

Her cheeks flush, and I see the desire flicker in her eyes.

I slide my hand between her thighs, finding her clit with my thumb and rubbing slow, deliberate circles. She's already wet, moisture sliding down her thighs, making them slick and inviting.

I love that I get to make love to her in my bed, early in the morning, before the world intrudes. "I wish I could do this every day before work."

"You can," she says breathlessly, as if reading my mind. "I like it too."

Something warm and possessive settles in my chest. This is ours. This intimacy, this connection. It's everything I've wanted for years.

"I've never had sex like we did last night. You made me come so hard," she continues, her voice breaking slightly. "Marcus never cared about my pleasure. Only his."

My hand stills for a moment, fury warring with tenderness. Then I lean in and kiss her, slow and deep, pouring everything I feel into it.

"I'm not feeling so considerate this morning, though," I tell her when we break apart, my voice rough. "Looking at your gorgeous, knocked-up body is making my cock ache to be inside your pregnant cunt."

Her eyes widen, her breath hitching, and I see the arousal flare bright and hot in her gaze.

I climb on top of her carefully, bracing my weight on my forearms so I don't press too hard against her belly. My hand slides over the curve of it, rubbing slow circles, and I notice the way her thighs shift, the slickness between them increasing.

"Do you like being reminded that you're full of a child?" I ask, my voice low and dirty, still stroking her bump, knowing she's loving it. "Does that turn you on?"

"Yes," she gasps. "Of course it does. I've always dreamed of being able to have a child. Growing one inside me makes me feel sexy. Like a fertile goddess."

"You are," I tell her fiercely. "You're my fertile goddess."

I push her thighs apart, settling between them, and grip my cock, positioning it at her entrance.

"I'd like to fuck this sexy, fertile goddess now," I murmur, watching her face.

"Please," she breathes.

I sink my cock into her wet and welcoming pussy slowly, feeling her tight heat envelop me, and we both groan. She's so wet, so ready, and the sensation of being inside her is overwhelming. Her walls are soft and wet, squeezing my cock so hard that I can't even breathe.

I start to move, my strokes deep and deliberate at first, then faster, harder. Her belly bounces with every thrust, and the sight drives me wild. I lean down to kiss her, my tongue tangling with hers, swallowing her cries of pleasure.

"Daniel," she sobs, her nails digging into my shoulders. "Oh God, yes."

I can feel her tightening around me, her body tensing as she climbs higher and higher. I change the angle of my thrusts, hitting that spot inside her that makes her scream, and she comes apart beneath me, her pussy clenching around my cock in rhythmic pulses.

The sensation tips me over the edge. I bury myself deep inside her and come hard, filling her completely, my release spilling out of her even as I'm still thrusting.

When I finally pull back, I look down and see my cum leaking out of her, trickling down her thigh, and the sight sends a primal surge of satisfaction through me.

Mine.

She's mine now.

And I'm never letting her go.


SIX


Evelyn

I don’t think I’ve ever felt this clear.

Not even before I got married. Not even when I thought I knew what love was supposed to look like.

Now, sitting across from Daniel and Lena, watching Daniel’s team’s findings spread out across the table like pieces of a puzzle finally snapping into place, I feel something sharp and steady settle inside me.

This isn’t confusion anymore.

This is truth.

“There are at least six NDAs,” Daniel says, his voice calm, controlled, as he scrolls through the documents on his tablet. “All tied to women who either worked under him or had professional contact with him.”

Lena exhales softly beside me, one hand resting on the stroller where Noah sleeps, blissfully unaware of the war being waged over his future.

“Six,” I repeat quietly.

Daniel nods. “And those are just the ones we could trace directly. There are also payments routed through shell consulting accounts.” He glances at me. “Escorts. Disguised as business expenses.”

My stomach turns, but not from shock anymore.

From recognition.

Of course.

“There’s more,” he continues. “Expense fraud. Misuse of company funds. And…” He pauses, jaw tightening slightly. “Multiple instances of him abusing his authority over subordinates. Promotions tied to personal relationships. Threats when those relationships ended.”

Lena lets out a hollow laugh. “That sounds about right.”

I stare at the screen, at the neat rows of evidence, at the undeniable pattern.

This wasn’t impulse.

This wasn’t a mistake.

This was who Marcus is.

A man who takes. Who uses. Who discards.

A man who looked at women and saw opportunity, not humanity.

My hand drifts to my stomach, instinctive, protective.

He would have done this to our child too. In some way. Someday.

The thought hardens something inside me permanently.

“We’re going to make sure this is all documented properly,” Daniel says, turning slightly toward Lena. “You should file a harassment and wrongful termination suit. With what we have, it won’t just stick. It’ll follow him.”

Lena hesitates, then nods slowly. “I know someone who can testify. A colleague. She saw how he treated me. She just didn’t want to get involved back then.”

“That’s enough,” Daniel says. “We’ll handle the rest.”

I look at Lena, really look at her. The strength it must have taken to survive what he did to her. To build something from nothing. To sit here now and face it again.

“We’ll make sure he pays,” I say quietly.

She meets my eyes. “I believe you.”

For the first time, I believe it too.

The restaurant buzzes softly around us as we step outside, the late afternoon sun dipping lower, casting everything in warm gold.

For a moment, it almost feels normal.

Then my phone rings.

Marcus.

The name flashes across the screen, and before I can stop myself, before logic catches up with instinct, I answer.

“Hello?”

Silence.

Then—

“Evelyn.” His voice is different. Not smooth. Not controlled. Tight. Frayed.

“I’ve been calling you all day,” he says quickly. “Why aren’t you answering? What is going on?”

I step a little away from Daniel and Lena, my heart starting to pound, but not in fear.

Not anymore.

“I was served some documents this morning,” Marcus continues, his voice rising. “Divorce papers? Asset freeze? What the hell are you doing?”

I smile inwardly. If he thinks asset freeze is the worst thing, he has another thing coming. Because once Lena files her harassment lawsuit, he will be in even more hot water.

“I’m doing what I should have done a long time ago,” I say calmly.

There’s a sharp inhale on the other end.

“Evelyn, listen to me,” he says, the panic slipping through now, raw and unfiltered. “You don’t understand how serious this is. This could ruin me.”

The words land exactly the way they should.

Not us. Not our family.

Him.

“I think I understand perfectly,” I reply.

“Can we meet?” he asks quickly. “Please. Just talk to me. Don’t make any decisions like this without—without hearing me out.”

I close my eyes briefly.

Images flash through my mind. The hotel room. His voice. His indifference. Lena’s story. Noah’s small, sleeping face.

And then⁠—

Daniel.

The way he held me. The way he looked at me like I was still whole.

“I’ll meet you,” I say.

There’s immediate relief in his voice. “Thank you. Thank you. Name the place.”

I pick a restaurant across town. Neutral. Public. Controlled.

“I’ll text you the time,” I add, and hang up before he can say anything else.

When I turn back, Daniel is watching me. Not intrusive. Not demanding. Just… aware.

“Everything okay?” he asks.

I nod. “Marcus.”

His expression hardens slightly. “What did he want?”

“To meet.”

“And?”

“I said yes.”

A pause.

Daniel studies me for a moment, like he’s trying to read something deeper. “Do you want me there?”

I shake my head slowly.

“No,” I say. “I need to do this myself.”

Understanding flickers in his eyes. He doesn’t argue.

“Okay,” he says simply.

I offer him a small, grateful smile.

Because this isn’t about hearing Marcus out.

It’s not about forgiveness.

It’s about closure.

About saying the things I didn’t say when I was too shocked, too hurt, too broken to find my voice.

When I found him cheating, I let him say so many mean and ugly things to me. I didn’t have a voice, didn’t have the courage to fight back, to criticize him.

Now I will let him know just how fierce and mean I can be when he crosses me.
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The restaurant is dimly lit, all polished wood and low music.

I spot Marcus immediately.

He’s already seated, shoulders hunched, fingers drumming against the table like he can’t sit still. When he sees me, he stands too quickly, chair scraping loudly against the floor.

For a second, I just look at him, and all I feel is pity.

His shirt is wrinkled. His hair slightly out of place. There’s a sheen to his eyes that wasn’t there before. When I get closer, the smell hits me.

Alcohol.

Not subtle. Not a glass-with-dinner kind of smell.

My stomach turns.

This is what I would have come home to.

This man. This instability. This… mess.

And I’m pregnant.

The thought lands heavily, but instead of fear, I feel something else.

Relief. Thank goodness I’m in a peaceful home with a loving man while I’m pregnant instead of with unstable Marcus.

I pull out my chair and sit down slowly, carefully, one hand brushing over my stomach out of habit. Marcus watches the movement, but says nothing.

“Evelyn,” he says quickly, almost breathless. “Thank you for coming. I— I ordered you juice. You shouldn’t be having caffeine right now, right?”

The glass is already on the table.

I stare at it.

He never remembered things like that before.

Not once.

“Thank you,” I say flatly.

He sits down, leaning forward immediately, like he’s afraid I’ll disappear if he doesn’t hold my attention.

“Evelyn, please,” he starts. “You don’t understand what you’re doing. The divorce papers, the asset freeze, the restraining order—this is serious. This could destroy me.”

There it is.

Not us.

Not our marriage.

Him.

“You didn’t even talk to me,” he continues, his voice cracking. “You just… acted. Don’t I deserve better than that? I’m your husband.”

I say nothing.

He presses on, desperation creeping in. “I made mistakes, okay? I admit that. But this—this is an overreaction. You’re being unfair.”

I watch him carefully.

Listen to every word.

And slowly, something settles into place with terrifying clarity.

He’s not sorry.

He’s scared.

There’s a difference.

A fundamental, undeniable difference.

“You made mistakes,” I repeat softly.

“Yes,” he says quickly, nodding. “Exactly. And we can work through that. Couples do it all the time.”

“You cheated on me while I was pregnant.”

He flinches, but only slightly. “That’s not the whole picture.”

“It’s enough of it.”

He exhales sharply, frustration bleeding through. “Evelyn, you weren’t exactly available. You know how things change. I have needs⁠—”

I let out a quiet laugh.

It surprises both of us.

“My God,” I say, shaking my head slowly. “You really believe that, don’t you?”

He frowns. “What?”

“That your needs matter more than your vows.”

“That’s not what I said⁠—”

“That’s exactly what you said,” I cut in, my voice sharper now. “You just dressed it up to make yourself feel better.”

He opens his mouth, but I don’t let him speak.

“You know what?” I continue, leaning forward slightly. “You’re right.”

He blinks. “What?”

“You’re right,” I repeat calmly. “People have needs.”

Confusion flickers across his face.

“And I have needs too,” I add.

He stills.

“I’m pregnant,” I go on, my tone almost conversational now. “My body changed. My hormones changed. I wanted things too.”

His expression tightens. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying,” I continue evenly, “that I found someone else to fulfill those needs.”

The words land like a slap.

Marcus recoils. “What?”

“You heard me,” I say. “I picked a man who actually knows how to take care of me. Someone with fewer problems. More money. More respect.”

His face darkens. “You’re lying.”

“Am I?” I tilt my head slightly. “Or does it just bother you that I applied your logic to myself?”

“That’s different,” he snaps.

“Why?” I ask calmly. “Because I’m the woman?”

His jaw tightens, but he doesn’t answer.

“Shouldn’t you understand?” I press, my voice soft but cutting. “You said it yourself. Needs don’t just disappear. My sexual needs won’t vanish just because I’m pregnant. Didn’t you consider that?”

“Evelyn, this isn’t funny,” he says, anger creeping in now. “You’re my wife.”

“I shouldn’t have married you,” I interrupt.

The words hang between us.

His expression falters.

“I should have seen it back then,” I continue. “The insecurity. The way you couldn’t handle me doing better than you. The way you needed to feel bigger by making someone else smaller.”

“That’s not true⁠—”

“It is,” I say flatly. “And now I see exactly who you are.”

I sit back, my hand resting protectively over my stomach.

“You don’t deserve me,” I say. “And you don’t deserve this child.”

His face pales.

“You don’t deserve Lena,” I add.

He freezes.

“…who?” he asks slowly.

“And you definitely don’t deserve Noah.”

The confusion on his face is almost laughable.

He doesn’t even know.

He ruined her life. Got her fired. Erased her.

And he doesn’t even know his own child’s name.

Disgust coils deep in my chest.

“I met her,” I say quietly. “I know everything.”

He stares at me, speechless.

“I’m glad you won’t be a father to my child,” I continue, my voice steady, unwavering. “Because if this is how you treat one, I don’t have high hopes for how you’d treat another.”

“Evelyn—”

“There is no forgiveness for people like you,” I cut in.

Silence.

Then, softly⁠—

“You should rot in hell.”

His face crumples. “You’re ruining my family,” he says hoarsely.

I stand.

And for the first time, I don’t feel anything when I look at him.

No love.

No hesitation.

No doubt.

I turn and walk away without another word.


SEVEN


Daniel

I step through the door and the smell hits me immediately.

Something savory and warm, rich with herbs and butter. My mouth waters before my brain even catches up, and then I see Evelyn is standing at the stove, her back to me, hips swaying gently as she hums something soft and melodic under her breath. She's barefoot, her dress clinging to the curve of her body, accentuating the swell of her belly as she moves. The light from the window catches her hair, making it shine, and for a moment I just stand there, frozen.

She's cooking in my kitchen.

Barefoot. Pregnant. Beautiful.

And I'm addicted to the sight.

God, I could watch her like this forever.

But even as heat stirs low in my belly, another part of me—protective, possessive—wants her off her feet. Wants her in my bed, letting me spoil her, letting me take care of her instead of the other way around.

I cross the space quietly, coming up behind her, and wrap my arms around her waist. My hands settle on the swell of her belly, rubbing slow circles, feeling maternal warmth radiating through her skin.

"How's the baby doing?" I murmur against her ear.

She leans back into me, a soft sigh escaping her lips. "The baby's fine."

"You shouldn't be cooking," I tell her gently, pressing a kiss to the side of her neck. "You should be resting."

"I like cooking," she says, her voice light. "And I needed something productive to distract my mind from everything that's going on."

I kiss her neck again, trailing my lips down to her shoulder, then slide my hands up her back, massaging the tight muscles there.

"I'll rub your swollen ankles later," I promise. Then, more carefully, "Is everything okay?"

She pauses, her hands stilling over the pot. "You mean Marcus?"

I nod against her hair. "You didn't call or text me after the meeting. I was worried something had happened. I even called the security downstairs to make sure you were back home."

She turns her head slightly, guilt flickering across her face. "I'm sorry. I should have let you know."

"It's okay," I say softly. "I just wanted to make sure you were safe."

She turns in my arms, looking up at me, and there's a spark in her eyes now—something fierce and satisfied.

"I gave Marcus a taste of his own medicine," she says.

I raise an eyebrow. "Oh?"

Her lips curve into a small, wicked smile. "He was upset when I told him I wanted sex as a pregnant woman and was getting it elsewhere. That my needs were more important than his ego."

A laugh bursts out of me before I can stop it. "You're savage when you want to be."

"It was cathartic," she admits, her smile widening. "I'm glad I got to see that expression on his face. I'll remember it forever."

"I'm glad it went well," I say, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear.

Her expression shifts then, something darker settling into her features. "I mentioned Lena and Noah. He didn't even know Noah's name."

My jaw tightens.

"What a pathetic dad," she continues, her voice hardening. "I'm glad my own child will never be around him."

She looks up at me, her eyes bright with determination. "Now that I watched him grovel, and realized he didn't feel any remorse for cheating on me—that he's just an entitled male who thinks every woman should only be attracted to him—I want to ruin him even more."

Pride surges through me, sharp and fierce.

"We'll ruin him together," I tell her.

She smiles at that, a real smile, and something warm unfurls in my chest.

"But now," I continue, my voice dropping lower, "I want to pamper my brave pregnant mama and make love to her."

Her breath catches.

I turn her around fully, cupping her face in my hands, and kiss her. Slow. Deep. Pouring everything I feel into it.

When we break apart, I lift her easily, setting her down on the counter. She gasps, her legs parting instinctively to make room for me.

"The food," she protests weakly, glancing toward the oven.

I glance at the timer. "There's an hour until it's done."

Her eyes widen.

"I'll give you multiple orgasms in that time," I promise.

I start peeling off her clothes, kissing every inch of skin I reveal. Her neck. Her collarbone. The swell of her breasts. The curve of her belly.

When she's fully naked, I step back and just look at her.

She's breathtaking.

An idea strikes me suddenly, and I turn toward the fridge. I pull out a can of whipped cream and a jar of honey, and when I turn back, Evelyn's eyes are wide with surprise.

"Daniel…" she starts.

I shake the can and spray a generous amount of whipped cream over her breasts, watching as it coats her nipples, dripping slightly down the curve of them.

Then I lean in and lick it off.

Slowly.

Thoroughly.

She moans, her head falling back, her hands gripping the edge of the counter.

I take her nipple into my mouth, sucking hard, swirling my tongue around the hard peak that's beaded for me. "I can't wait to see these swell and fill with milk for the baby," I murmur against her skin.

She whimpers, her thighs trembling.

I move lower, uncapping the honey and drizzling it over her stomach in slow, deliberate lines. It pools in the dip of her navel, trails down the curve of her belly, and I follow every path with my tongue.

"I love running my tongue over your swollen belly," I tell her between licks.

She shivers, her hands finding my hair, tugging gently. "I love the way you cherish my body," she says breathlessly. "I want to be devoured by you."

Something primal flares in my chest.

I pick her up from the counter, cradling her carefully, and carry her to the sofa. I lay her down gently, her body spread out before me like an offering.

I strip quickly, my cock already rock-hard and aching.

Then I climb over her, positioning myself between her thighs, and ram my cock inside her wet, aching pussy in one hard thrust.

She cries out, her back arching, her hands clutching at my shoulders.

I fuck her hard, watching her breasts jiggle with every thrust, watching her belly bounce, and the sight drives me wild.

"You're so beautiful," I groan. "So perfect."

"Daniel," she sobs. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

I don't.

I pound into her, chasing the sound of her pleasure, the way her pussy grips my cock, the way her body responds to mine.

And when I finally come, I bury myself deep inside her, filling her completely, marking her as mine.

She trembles beneath me, her body still shaking from her own release, and I hold her close, my forehead pressed against hers.

"I love you," I whisper. "I want to marry you once this ordeal is over and be the father of the baby you're carrying."

"I love you too," she breathes. There's no hesitation in her eyes. "And I'd love for my child to grow up with a dad like you."

And in this moment, everything else fades away.
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My phone buzzes during lunch, and I glance down to see Richard Gould's name flashing across the screen.

I answer immediately. "Richard."

"Daniel," he says, his voice crisp and efficient. "I need you, Evelyn, and Lena at the firm today. We've got a draft of Lena's lawsuit ready, and we need to go over the divorce proceedings for Evelyn. There's a lot to cover."

"When?" I ask, already standing.

"This afternoon. Two o'clock."

I check my watch. That gives us just enough time.

"We'll be there," I confirm.

"Good. See you then."

I hang up and turn to Evelyn, who's sitting at the dining table with her laptop open, scrolling through something work-related. She looks up when she sees my expression.

"That was Richard," I tell her. "We need to go to the firm today. You, me, and Lena."

Her eyes widen slightly. "Today?"

I nod. "He says he has everything ready."

She closes her laptop slowly, her hand drifting to her stomach. "Okay," she says quietly. "I'll call Lena."

By the time we arrive at the law firm, Lena is already waiting in the lobby with Noah in his stroller. She looks tense but resolute, her shoulders squared, her jaw set.

Evelyn reaches out and squeezes her hand briefly. "Thank you for being here."

Lena nods. "I'm not backing down now."

We're led into a private meeting room—sleek, modern, all glass and polished wood. Richard is already seated at the head of the table, folders and documents spread out in front of him. He stands when we enter, shaking each of our hands firmly.

"Please, sit," he says, gesturing to the chairs.

We settle in, and Richard wastes no time getting down to business.

"Let me start by saying this," he begins, folding his hands on the table. "Your ex-husband is screwed."

Evelyn lets out a shaky breath. Lena's expression doesn't change, but I see her grip tighten on the armrest.

Richard pulls out a thick stack of documents and starts laying them out methodically.

"First," he says, tapping one file. "Breach of fiduciary duty. He used company funds for personal expenses—specifically, to pay for escorts. That's a direct violation of his employment contract and opens him up to civil liability from the company itself."

He moves to the next file. "Second. Sexual harassment and coercion. Multiple women have come forward with evidence that he abused his authority to manipulate them into sexual relationships. That includes Lena, who has documented proof of retaliation after she became pregnant."

Lena swallows hard but keeps her eyes fixed on the table.

Richard continues. "Third. He fathered a child outside of marriage—Noah—and abandoned him entirely. No child support. No acknowledgment. Nothing. That's not just morally reprehensible; it's legally actionable."

He taps another folder. "Fourth. Financial infidelity. We have records showing that he spent thousands of dollars on escorts over the course of several years, all while married to you, Evelyn. That's grounds for an at-fault divorce in this state."

Evelyn's face is pale, but she nods slowly.

"Fifth," Richard adds, his tone sharpening. "He has made no attempt to file paperwork claiming he wants custody of the child you're carrying. No joint custody petition. No sole custody claim. Nothing. That shows clear intent to abandon his parental responsibilities."

He leans back in his chair, folding his arms. "We're filing charges on multiple levels—civil and criminal—against him."

I feel a surge of satisfaction settle deep in my chest.

Good.

Let him feel what it's like to have everything stripped away.

Richard isn't finished.

"And that's not all," he says, pulling out another folder. "The police have been investigating him as well."

Evelyn's eyes widen. "The police?"

Richard nods. "When Daniel alerted the company about Marcus's misconduct, they brought in law enforcement to conduct a full audit. Turns out, your ex-husband has been involved in money laundering."

My jaw tightens.

"That's why he needed so much cash," Richard continues. "He was using company funds to pay for escorts, then writing them off as business expenses to cover his tracks. But it doesn't stop there. He's also under investigation for tax evasion."

Lena lets out a low whistle. "Jesus Christ."

"His world is falling apart," Richard says flatly. "And frankly, he deserves it."

I glance at Evelyn and Lena. Relief is written all over their faces—relief mixed with something darker, something fiercer.

Justice.

Richard shifts his attention to Lena now. "As for your employment case, I expect it will settle out of court."

Lena blinks. "Why?"

"Because the company doesn't want a public battle," Richard explains. "If this goes to trial, it becomes a matter of public record. The press will have a field day with it. The company would rather pay you what you're owed and make this go away quietly."

He taps his pen against the table. "You'll get compensation for wrongful termination, lost wages, emotional distress, and possibly punitive damages if we can prove the company covered up his harassment."

Lena exhales shakily, her hand moving to cover her mouth. "I… I didn't think…"

"You'll be taken care of," Richard says firmly. "I promise you that."

Tears well up in Lena's eyes, but she blinks them back quickly, nodding.

Evelyn reaches over and takes her hand again, squeezing gently.

"Thank you," Evelyn says quietly, looking at Richard. Then she turns to me. "Thank you, Daniel. For all your help."

I lean over and press a kiss to her forehead. "I'm glad things are moving in the right direction."

She smiles up at me, fragile but real.

Richard clears his throat gently. "There's one more thing."

We all turn to look at him.

"Marcus tried to contact you this morning, didn't he?" he asks, looking at Evelyn.

She nods slowly. "He called me yesterday. Wanted to meet."

"And did you?"

"Yes," she admits. "I told him I was filing for divorce."

Richard nods approvingly. "Good. That conversation is now on record as him attempting to contact you after a restraining order was filed."

Evelyn's eyes widen. "I didn't know there was a restraining order."

"There is now," Richard says calmly. "Any further contact from him violates it."

A small, satisfied smile tugs at Evelyn's lips.

Good.

Let him feel trapped.

Let him feel powerless.

The way he made them feel.

Richard gathers up the files and stands. "We'll proceed with everything as planned. I'll keep you updated every step of the way."

We all stand as well, shaking his hand one by one.

As we walk out of the firm together—Evelyn's hand in mine, Lena pushing Noah's stroller beside us—I feel something settle deep in my chest.

Peace.

Not because it's over yet.

But because we're winning.

And Marcus is finally getting exactly what he deserves.


EIGHT


Evelyn

Three months later…

Three months later, my life looks nothing like it used to.

I move slower now.

Every step is careful, measured, my body heavy with the final stretch of pregnancy. My back aches. My ankles swell. My hand rests almost constantly on the curve of my stomach, feeling the steady, reassuring movements of the life inside me.

But my mind⁠—

My mind has never felt lighter.

The house is quiet this afternoon, sunlight spilling across the floor in long, golden lines. It doesn’t feel like the old house. Not anymore. The tension is gone. The waiting is gone.

He is gone.

Marcus has lost everything.

His job. His reputation. His money. His illusion of control.

And I⁠—

I survived him.

My phone rings, breaking the stillness.

I glance down.

Marcus.

For a moment, I just stare at his name. There was a time when seeing it would have made my chest tighten, my pulse quicken with anticipation or anxiety.

Now—

I feel nothing.

Still, I answer.

“Evelyn,” he says immediately, his voice raw, almost unrecognizable. “Please don’t hang up. Just—just listen to me.”

I lean back slightly in my chair, my hand resting on my stomach.

“I’ve lost everything,” he continues, words tumbling over each other. “My job, my accounts—everything’s frozen. I can’t even—” He lets out a shaky breath. “I can’t live like this. And I’m going to be sent to prison.”

That’s the first thing he says. Not sorry. Not regret. Just loss.

“I can change,” he rushes on. “We can go to counseling. I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll fix it. I swear, Evelyn, I’ll fix it.”

I close my eyes briefly.

There’s no anger anymore.

No heartbreak, just clarity.

“You’re too late,” I say quietly. “Our divorce was finalized yesterday. We’re no longer husband and wife. I would appreciate if you never call me again.”

“No—no, I don’t care,” he insists, panic sharpening his voice. “We can fix this. We can still be a family.”

Family. The word sounds hollow coming from him.

“You don’t deserve forgiveness,” I say.

There’s silence on the other end.

“You deserve consequences. And I hope that you’ll get what you deserve when you’re in prison. I hope I never see you again or hear your voice.”

The words land clean. Final.

“Evelyn—”

I hang up.

And that’s it.

No hesitation.

No second thoughts.

Just… done.

I set my phone aside and look up.

Lena is sitting across from me, Noah asleep beside her in his stroller, his tiny chest rising and falling in soft, even breaths. She watches me carefully, like she understands exactly what that call meant.

“You okay?” she asks gently.

I nod.

“I am now.”

I reach for the folder on the table and slide it toward her.

She frowns slightly. “What’s this?”

“Open it.”

She hesitates, then does.

Her eyes move quickly over the documents. Then slower. Then she freezes.

“Evelyn…” Her voice falters. “What is this?”

“It’s part of the settlement,” I say simply. “Signed over to you.”

She looks up at me, stunned. “No. No, I can’t take this.”

“Yes, you can.”

“I already got a settlement from the company,” she says quickly, shaking her head. “It was more than I expected. This is too much.”

“It’s not,” I reply calmly. “This is for Noah.”

Her fingers tighten around the papers.

“For childcare,” I continue. “For his education. For stability. For everything Marcus tried to deny you.”

Her eyes fill with tears.

“I don’t need⁠—”

“You deserve it,” I interrupt softly. “Both of you do.”

Her lips tremble.

“I didn’t do this for money,” she whispers.

“I know,” I say. “That’s why I trust you with it.”

That’s when she breaks.

Tears spill over, and she stands abruptly, crossing the space between us before I can react. She wraps her arms around me carefully, mindful of my stomach, holding me tight.

“You’re an amazing woman,” she chokes out. “I never imagined… I never imagined Noah and I would have this kind of security.”

I hold her back, one hand resting gently between her shoulders.

“I should be thanking you,” I say quietly. “If you hadn’t told me the truth… I would still be living with him. Still believing his lies.”

The thought sends a chill through me.

“I would’ve raised my child in that environment,” I add softly. “Not even knowing what kind of man he really is.”

Lena pulls back slightly, wiping her tears.

“You were brave enough to see it,” she says.

“You made me see it,” I reply.

We look at each other for a long moment, everything unspoken settling between us.

Then she smiles through her tears.

“I’ll come visit,” she says. “When the baby’s born.”

“I’d like that.”

She nods, glancing down at Noah, then back at me.

“Thank you,” she says again, her voice steadier now.

“For everything.”

She gathers her things, gently lifting the stroller, and heads toward the door. I walk her out slowly, my body heavy but my steps sure.

At the threshold, she pauses, looking back at me one last time.

Then she leaves.

The door closes softly behind her.

And I stand there, one hand on my stomach, the other resting at my side, feeling something settle deep within me.

I got the justice I deserved. The justice Lena and Noah deserved. And it feels great to leave one part of my life behind as I start a new, beautiful chapter.


EPILOGUE


Daniel

One year later…

"I'll take him," I say, already moving toward the bassinet before Evelyn can fully wake.

Chris is crying—that sharp, insistent wail that cuts through sleep like a knife. I scoop him up gently, cradling his small, warm body against my chest, and start rocking him in slow, steady motions.

"Shh," I murmur. "It's okay, buddy. Dad's got you."

I move to the kitchen, one hand supporting his head while the other reaches for a bottle. I warm it quickly, test the temperature on my wrist, then settle into the chair by the window. Chris latches on immediately, his cries fading into soft, satisfied sucking sounds.

I look down at him—his tiny fingers curled around my thumb, his eyes starting to drift closed—and my chest tightens with an overwhelming surge of love.

This is my son.

Not by blood. But by every choice that matters.

Evelyn appears in the doorway, rubbing her eyes, her hair mussed from sleep. She's wearing one of my old T-shirts, and it hangs loosely on her frame, the fabric falling just above her knees.

She smiles at me, soft and sleepy. "You're such a devoted dad," she says, her voice still rough with exhaustion. "I feel useless as a mom because you do everything before I can even move."

I smile back. "Come here."

She pads over, and I shift slightly so she can sit beside me. She reaches out, her fingers brushing Chris's cheek as he drinks, and I lean in to press a kiss to her temple.

"For the first six months," I tell her gently, "you were the one who woke up at night to breastfeed him. You gave your whole life to him. You deserve some rest now."

She looks up at me, her eyes shining. "Thank you."

I hold her gaze for a moment, then ask the question that's been sitting heavy on my heart for weeks now.

"Are you ready to marry me?" I say quietly. "Because I want to put a ring on you, Evie. I want everyone to know you're mine."

Her breath catches. "I was so busy with the baby, I forgot," she admits, laughing softly. "But yes. God, yes."

She shifts closer, her hand finding mine. "You're the man I should have married in the first place. You're my best friend. My protector. The man who stayed with me during the hardest times and helped me through them."

Her voice trembles slightly. "I wouldn't be here without you. I wouldn't be this happy without you."

I cup her face gently, my thumb brushing over her cheek. "You would have been fine," I tell her. "You're stronger than you think."

"Maybe," she concedes. "But I'm better with you."

She leans down and presses a kiss to Chris's forehead, then lifts him slightly, turning him toward me.

"Look," she whispers to him, even though he's too young to understand. "This is your dad. He's the best man I know."

Something breaks open inside me.

I've loved this child since the day he was born. Held him when he cried. Changed his diapers. Rocked him to sleep. But hearing her say it—hearing her call me his father—makes it real in a way nothing else could.

"I love you," I tell them both, my voice thick. "I love you so much."

Evelyn's eyes fill with tears. "I love you too," she says. "I always did. I was just too impatient to wait for you."

She smiles through her tears. "But you were worth waiting for."

I lean in and kiss her then, slow and tender, pouring everything I feel into it.

When we pull apart, she rests her head on my shoulder, and I wrap my arm around her, holding her close while Chris finishes his bottle.

"Maybe it's time for us to have sex again," she murmurs against my neck.

I laugh, a low, surprised sound. "You spoil me."

"You deserve it," she says simply.

I press another kiss to her hair. "Thank you," I tell her quietly. "For making me so happy. For completing my life."

She lifts her head to look at me, her expression soft and earnest. "Thank you for making me believe I was perfect the way I was. I was afraid my life would be worse without Marcus. But you've shown me that a woman who leaves a cheating husband doesn't lose. She upgrades."

"And baby you." I lean in and kiss her cheek. "You got the upgrade you deserved."

We sit there together in the quiet of the early morning—our son in my arms, Evelyn's warmth pressed against my side—and I think: This is what happiness looks like.
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