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Chapter 1 --- The Cabin

The tires crunched over the last of the gravel driveway and came to a stop. The engine cut, and in the sudden silence, all I could hear was the rush of my own pulse in my ears and the gentle lap of lake water against a wooden dock.

Theo’s hand found my knee. “We’re here.”

I looked at him, my husband of six years—I’d married him three weeks after my twenty-eighth birthday, back when thirty had still seemed impossibly grown-up on him, and now, at thirty-four and thirty-six, we were somehow the grown-ups ourselves—his familiar profile softened by the late afternoon light filtering through the pine trees. His gaze was fixed on the cabin ahead of us, a low-slung A-frame of dark wood and glass, but his thumb was stroking slow circles on my leg. His touch, as always, was a grounding wire. I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding.

“It’s perfect,” he said, and I knew he wasn’t just talking about the cabin.

He was out of the car first, stretching his long limbs after the three-hour drive. I watched him, my heart doing that complicated, heavy squeeze it always did when I looked at him now. Love, yes. But also a low, humming anxiety that felt as swollen as my belly. He moved with an easy grace I couldn’t remember anymore. My own exit from the passenger seat was a production. I braced my hands on the dashboard, heaved myself forward, and pivoted my legs with a grunt. Theo was there before my feet hit the ground, his hands under my elbows.

“I’ve got you.”

“I’m fine,” I said, the automatic response. But I let him take my weight, the relief of his support immediate and profound. Standing upright, the full, ripe globe of my stomach led the way, straining the soft cotton of my maternity dress. The baby gave a slow, rolling kick, a reminder of the passenger I carried. Seven months. Thirty-two weeks. I was all baby, all the time.

Theo’s hands didn’t leave me. They slid down my arms to cradle the sides of my belly, his thumbs meeting over my navel, which had long since popped. He leaned in, his forehead touching mine. “Look at you,” he whispered, his voice thick. “My god, Nadia.”

He said things like that now. All the time. As if I’d transformed into some celestial body instead of just getting… bigger. My breasts were heavy and tender, straining the front of my dress, damp spots already blooming where my nipples had started leaking on the drive. My hips ached. My back ached. I felt like a ship under full sail, cumbersome and slow.

But when he looked at me like that, with a reverence that bordered on hunger, a part of me—a new, raw part—stirred.

“Let’s go inside,” I said, my voice quieter than I intended.

The cabin key was under a painted rock shaped like a frog. Theo unlocked the heavy wooden door and pushed it open. The interior was cool and smelled of pine sap and clean linen. A large main room opened to a wall of windows facing the lake, the water a sheet of hammered silver under the grey-blue sky. A stone fireplace took up one wall, a deep, plush sofa another. A loft bedroom overlooked the space, and I could see the corner of a king-sized bed.

“Oh,” I breathed. It was peaceful. Isolated. Ours for a week.

Theo dropped our bags just inside the door and came back to me. He wrapped his arms around me from behind, his hands settling on my belly again, his chin resting on my shoulder. “Last getaway before we’re three,” he murmured into my neck. His lips brushed my skin there, and a shiver, hot and immediate, raced down my spine.

His erection pressed against the small of my back, firm and unmistakable. My breath hitched. It had been like this for months. My hormones were a rollercoaster I couldn’t get off, and Theo’s desire for me seemed to have multiplied in direct proportion to my girth. In the beginning, I’d worried he’d find me unattractive—a bloated, stretch-marked version of the woman he’d married. Instead, he’d become… insatiable. Careful, always so careful with me, but voracious.

I leaned back into him, letting my head fall against his shoulder. “I need to sit down,” I admitted. “And maybe change. I’m…”

I didn’t finish. I was damp, uncomfortable, self-conscious.

He understood. “Of course.” He guided me to the sofa, helping me lower myself onto the soft cushions. He knelt on the floor in front of me, his hands on my knees. “What do you need?”

“Just… a minute. And my bag. The blue one.”

He fetched it and set it beside me. His eyes lingered on the front of my dress, on the twin dark circles of moisture that had spread. My face flushed hot. I crossed my arms over my chest.

“Don’t,” he said softly, catching my gesture. He uncrossed my arms, holding my hands in his. “Please don’t hide from me.” He brought my hands to his lips and kissed my knuckles, his eyes never leaving mine.

“You’re so beautiful it hurts to look at you sometimes. Every part of you.”

A lump formed in my throat. I nodded, unable to speak.

“I’ll get the rest of the stuff from the car,” he said, standing. “You settle in.”

He headed back outside, and I was alone with the quiet lap of the lake and the weight of my own body. I unzipped my bag and pulled out a soft, oversized flannel shirt—Theo’s, from years ago—and a clean, dry nursing bra. Moving slowly, I stood again and shuffled to the downstairs bathroom I’d spotted off the kitchen.

In the small, mirrored space, I faced myself. The woman looking back was a stranger. My belly was a perfect, taut dome beneath the stretched fabric of my dress. My breasts were full, veins tracing blue patterns beneath the skin. My face was rounder, my eyes seemed brighter. I looked… ripe. That was the word Theo used. Ripe.

I peeled the damp dress off over my head. The bra followed. The air in the cabin was cool, and my nipples tightened instantly, a few clear, sticky drops of colostrum beading at the tips. I watched them in the mirror, a flush of something between shame and fascination heating my skin. My body was doing things without my permission, preparing for a stranger.

I dabbed at the moisture with a tissue, then quickly put on the dry bra and buttoned up the flannel shirt. It hung open over my belly, not even pretending to close. I felt a little less exposed.

When I walked back into the main room, Theo was hauling the last cooler inside. He straightened, and his eyes swept over me, from my bare feet to the open shirt, my belly exposed between the panels of flannel, the curve of my breasts barely contained by the thin bra.

He stopped moving. Just stared.

The air between us thickened, charged with a silence that was louder than any words.

“You’re staring,” I said, my voice barely a whisper.

“I can’t help it.” He took a step toward me. “You’re a vision, Nadia.”

He closed the distance, his hands coming to rest on the sides of my belly, his touch warm through the thin cotton of the shirt. He leaned down and pressed a kiss to my stomach, right over the spot where a tiny heel was currently poking out. “Hello in there,” he murmured. Then he looked up at me, his eyes dark. “And hello to you.”

His hands slid upward, over the slopes of my belly, tracing my ribs until his thumbs brushed the undersides of my breasts. A sharp, sweet jolt of sensation shot through me, and I gasped. Everything was so sensitive now, wired directly to some deep, hungry core of me.

“Theo,” I breathed, a warning or an invitation, I wasn’t sure.

“I just want to touch you,” he said, his voice low. “Just let me touch you. Please.”

I nodded, my head swimming. His thumbs swept higher, circling the swollen weight of my breasts, avoiding the achingly hard nipples. It was torture. My back arched of its own volition, pushing my chest into his hands. A soft, needy sound escaped my lips.

That was all the permission he needed.

His fingers found the buttons of the bra, fumbling with the front clasp.

It released, and my breasts spilled into his waiting hands. They were heavy, so heavy, the skin stretched tight and gleaming. He cupped their full weight, his thumbs sweeping over my nipples.

I cried out, my hands flying to his shoulders for balance. The contact was electric, a direct line to the clenching heat between my legs. More moisture leaked from me, soaking his thumbs.

He didn’t pull away. He looked down, watching the clear, honey-thick liquid coat his skin. His breath caught. Slowly, deliberately, he brought his thumb to his mouth and licked it clean.

My knees buckled. He caught me, his arms strong around me.

“You taste sweet,” he rasped against my neck. “Like promise.”

“Theo…” I was panting, my whole body aflame with a need so intense it bordered on pain.

“I know,” he soothed, walking me backward until my legs hit the edge of the sofa. He sat, pulling me down onto his lap, straddling his thighs.

My enormous belly rested between us, a firm, living barrier. He adjusted me, his hands guiding my hips until I was settled, my core pressed against the hard ridge of his erection in his jeans. The friction, even through our clothes, made me moan.

His hands were on my breasts again, supporting them, his thumbs stroking my leaking nipples in slow, maddening circles. More of the colostrum welled up, dripping onto his fingers and my own skin.

“Look at you,” he whispered, his voice full of awe. “Look what you’re doing. What you’re making.”

I was beyond words. I could only watch, mesmerized, as he gathered the moisture on his fingertips and brought them to my lips. “Taste,” he urged.

I opened my mouth, my tongue darting out to lick my own sustenance from his skin. It was sweet. And salty. And profoundly, intimately mine.

The act broke something open in me. A dam of self-consciousness cracked, and a flood of pure, desperate hunger surged through the breach. I ground down against his cock, a slow, deliberate roll of my hips.

He groaned, his head falling back. “Fuck, Nadia.”

“I need you,” I heard myself say, the words raw and guttural. “I need you inside me. Now.”

His eyes snapped to mine, blazing with a fire that matched my own. But his hands on my hips stilled my motion. “Are you sure? You’re comfortable? We can go slow—”

“Theo,” I cut him off, taking his face in my hands. I felt powerful like this, perched above him, my body a lush, fertile territory he worshipped. “I have never been more sure. I need to feel you. All of you.”

He searched my face, saw the truth of my words there, and nodded. His hands went to the button of his jeans. “Then let me get these off.”

He helped me shift off his lap, standing me on shaky legs before he stood himself. He shoved his jeans and boxers down in one frantic motion, his cock springing free, thick and flushed and ready. He toed off his shoes and kicked his clothes aside, standing naked before me in the fading light from the windows.

I drank him in. My husband. My lover. The father of the child kicking inside me. Desire, sharp and urgent, pierced through the hormonal fog.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice rough.

My hands went to the flannel shirt. I let it slide from my shoulders. I stepped out of my underwear, letting it puddle at my feet. I stood before him, seven months pregnant, naked, leaking, utterly exposed.

He didn’t move. He just looked, his gaze a physical caress over every swollen curve, every stretch mark, every damp, glistening inch of me.

“You’re perfect,” he said, the words a vow.

Then he was moving, guiding me back onto the sofa, but this time laying me down on my side, facing the back cushions. He knelt on the floor behind me, his body curving around mine. “This okay?” he murmured, his hand stroking my hip, my ass. “Your back…”

“It’s perfect,” I echoed, twisting my head to look at him over my shoulder.

He kissed my shoulder, my neck, as his hand slid between my thighs from behind. I was wet, so wet, my own slickness and the residual stickiness from my breasts mingling. His fingers parted me, finding my clit swollen and throbbing. He circled it once, twice, and I bucked against his hand, a sob catching in my throat.

“Please,” I begged. “Please, Theo.”

He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock nudging at my entrance. He pressed in slowly, an exquisite, stretching fullness that made me cry out. My body yielded, welcoming him, my inner muscles clutching at him as he sank deeper, until his hips were flush against the backs of my thighs, his belly pressed against my ass.

He was buried inside me, and for a moment, we both just breathed, connected, overwhelmed.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were slow at first, deep and careful, each one a deliberate, stretching possession that sent shocks of pleasure radiating from my core. My body was so different now, so full and sensitive, and the angle as he took me from behind was perfect—no pressure on my belly, just the exquisite friction of his cock moving inside me, the hard plane of his body cradling mine.

“God, you feel incredible,” he groaned against my shoulder, his breath hot on my skin. His arm wrapped around me, his hand splaying over the taut curve of my stomach. “So soft and tight.”

I could only whimper in response, my own hand coming up to cover his, lacing our fingers together over our child. The baby gave a soft kick, a flutter beneath our joined palms, as if acknowledging the rhythm Theo was setting. The thought, so profoundly intimate, made my eyes sting with tears.

He felt the shift in me, the emotional tremor. “Okay?” he murmured, his hips stilling.

“More than okay,” I choked out, pushing back against him. “Don’t stop.

Please.”

He resumed his pace, a little faster now, a little harder. The sound of our bodies meeting, skin on skin, filled the quiet room, underscored by my ragged breathing and his low, hungry groans. His free hand slid from my hip, around to the front, his fingers seeking the swollen nub of my clit.

The moment he touched me, I shattered. A climax tore through me with a violence that stole my breath, my back arching, a sharp cry tearing from my throat as my pussy clenched around his cock in relentless waves. He held me through it, his fingers working me gently, his own movements becoming erratic.

“Nadia… I’m gonna…” he gritted out.

“Yes,” I begged, still pulsing around him. “Come inside me. Fill me up.”

His control snapped. A raw shout tore out of him as he pushed as deep into me as my body would take and held there, spilling in long, pulsing waves of heat while his whole frame shuddered against mine. He sank down over me afterward, his face dropping into the curve of my neck, his breath ragged and hot against my skin.

We lay like that for long minutes, joined, spent, breathing in the cool, pine-scented air. Slowly, carefully, he pulled out and shifted to lie beside me on the wide sofa, facing me. He brushed damp strands of hair from my forehead, his eyes soft and sated.

“Wow,” he breathed.

A laugh bubbled out of me, weak but real. “Yeah. Wow.”

He leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep and tasting of us. Then his gaze drifted down, over the sticky mess between my legs, over my breasts, which were still beaded with droplets of colostrum. Without a word, he lowered his head and took one peaked nipple into his mouth.

I gasped, the sensation a bright, sharp shock in the aftermath. He suckled gently, his tongue lapping at the sweet, sticky fluid. The pull was directly connected to some deep, primal place low in my belly, and a fresh, aching throb of need echoed there.

He released me with a soft pop, his lips glistening. “I can’t get enough,” he said, his voice wonder-struck.

I guided his head to my other breast, and he obliged, worshiping each with equal reverence until they were both tender and clean. Then he just rested his cheek against them, his eyes closed, listening to the frantic beat of my heart.

“We should get you comfortable,” he said after a while, stirring. He fetched a soft blanket from a basket by the fireplace and draped it over me, then pulled on his boxers. “Hungry? I’ll unpack the cooler, make us something simple.”

I nodded, boneless and content. “Just… come back soon.”

He kissed my forehead. “Always.”

I dozed lightly as he moved around the cabin, the sounds of him putting away groceries, running water, the clink of dishes a comforting lullaby.

When he returned, he carried two bowls of pasta salad and a tall glass of water. He helped me sit up, propping pillows behind my back, and sat beside me as we ate in comfortable silence, watching the last of the daylight bleed from the sky over the lake.

After we ate, he ran a bath. The big tub in the downstairs bathroom was deep and old-fashioned. He filled it with warm water, not hot, and poured in some of the lavender-scented salts we’d brought. He helped me in, supporting my weight as I lowered myself into the blissful heat. The water buoyed my heavy belly, relieving the constant low ache in my back.

Theo didn’t leave. He sat on the tiled floor beside the tub, a washcloth in hand. He bathed me with a tenderness that made my throat tight. He washed my shoulders, my arms, the sweeping curve of my stomach, whispering nonsense to the baby when he felt a kick. He soaped my legs, my feet, massaging the arches. And then, carefully, he washed my breasts, his touch so light it was agony and ecstasy. More colostrum leaked, mixing with the soapy water in milky swirls. He didn’t comment, just rinsed me clean with cupped handfuls of warm water.

When the water began to cool, he helped me out, wrapping me in a huge, fluffy towel and patting me dry with the same focused care. He dressed me in one of his soft t-shirts and a pair of my maternity sleep shorts, then guided me upstairs to the loft bedroom.

The bed was a cloud, piled with pillows. He arranged them around me, behind my back, between my knees, until I was cocooned in perfect comfort. Then he stripped to his boxers and slid in beside me, his body curving around mine, his hand resting on my hip.

“Thank you,” I whispered into the darkness.

“For what?” His lips brushed my ear.

“For… seeing me. The real me. Like this.”

He held me tighter. “It’s the only way I can see you. And the real you is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever known.”

Sleep claimed me quickly, a deep, dreamless sleep I hadn’t experienced in months.



I woke to the sound of rain. A soft, steady patter on the skylight above the bed. Grey morning light filtered into the loft. I was on my side, and Theo was already awake, propped on one elbow, watching me.

“Morning,” he said, his voice gravelly with sleep.

“How long have you been staring?”

“Since the sun came up.” His hand drifted to my belly, which had tightened into a hard, round ball. “Braxton Hicks,” he said, his palm smoothing over the contraction. “Breathe through it.”

I did, focusing on his touch until the tightness released. It was becoming our ritual.

When it passed, he leaned in and kissed me, a slow, languid good-morning kiss that quickly deepened. My body, still sleep-soft, responded instantly, heat pooling between my thighs. My nipples, straining against the thin cotton of his t-shirt, ached.

He broke the kiss, his eyes dark. “You taste like sleep and sweetness.”

“I need you,” I murmured, the hunger from last night roaring back to life, untamed and urgent.

He didn’t hesitate. He pushed the covers back and helped me out of the t-shirt and shorts. The cool morning air pebbled my skin. He worshiped me with his mouth, first at my breasts, drinking down the early-milk that flowed more freely now in the morning, then lower, trailing kisses over the tight expanse of my stomach, down to the thatch of curls between my legs.

He parted my folds with his thumbs, his breath hot against me. “So wet already,” he murmured, and then his tongue was on me, lapping at my slickness, finding my clit with unerring accuracy.

I cried out, my hands fisting in his hair. His tongue was relentless, circling, flicking, sucking, while one finger, then two, slid inside me, crooking to find that perfect spot. The orgasm built quickly, a towering wave of sensation fueled by a night of rest and the raw, hormonal need that was my constant companion now.

“Theo, I’m gonna—” I choked out.

He redoubled his efforts, and I came apart, screaming his name into the quiet cabin, my body bowing off the bed as the climax wrecked me.

Before the tremors even subsided, I was pushing at his shoulders, urgency making my movements clumsy. “I need you inside me. Now.”

He moved up my body, his cock hard and heavy against my thigh. He positioned himself between my legs, lifting one over his hip to open me to him. He pushed in slowly, the stretch a delicious, familiar burn.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

I opened my eyes, meeting his intense gaze. He began to move, a slow, deep, grinding rhythm that had my eyes rolling back.

“Don’t close your eyes,” he growled, and I forced my focus back to him, to the love and lust blazing in his gaze. “Watch me while I make love to my wife. Watch me while I fuck the mother of my child.”

The filthy words, so at odds with his tender touch, sent a new bolt of desire through me. I moaned, my nails digging into his shoulders.

“That’s it,” he panted, his pace increasing. “Come on, Nadia. Come for me again. Let me feel you.”

His thumb found my clit, rubbing tight circles, and the dual stimulation was too much. Another climax, sharper than the first, ripped through me, and I sobbed his name, my pussy milking his cock in frantic pulses. He followed me over with a shout, his own release pumping into me, his body collapsing onto mine but catching his weight on his elbows at the last second, careful of my belly.

We lay like that, sweaty and spent, for a long time, listening to the rain.

Eventually, he rolled to the side, pulling me with him so we lay facing each other. He kissed my forehead, my nose, my lips.

“I’m ravenous,” I said against his mouth.

He laughed, a rich, happy sound. “Good. So am I.”

We made a lazy breakfast together—scrambled eggs, toast, a mountain of berries. We ate at the small table by the windows, watching the rain dimple the surface of the lake. Afterward, I felt a deep, pleasant exhaustion settle over me.

“Nap?” Theo suggested, seeing me yawn.

I nodded. He led me back to the sofa and built a nest of blankets and pillows, the wool rough against my calves, the down soft where it sank beneath us. He sat with his back against the couch arm and I settled between his legs, my back to his chest, my belly resting heavy on my thighs. His arms came around me, palms warm and open on the stretched skin of my stomach, and we dozed while the rain thinned to a steady drizzle that tapped against the roof.

When I woke, the sky had torn open in patches, blue showing through the breaking clouds. Theo’s breathing moved slow and even against my hair, his chest rising and falling in a rhythm that matched the slowing rain. The knot I usually carried between my shoulder blades had loosened. My breath moved deep and unhurried, no longer snagging on the old whispers.

I shifted carefully, turning in his arms until I faced him. His eyes fluttered open, lashes dark against his skin.

“Hey,” he said, voice still gravelled with sleep.

“Hey.” I traced the line of his stubbled jaw, the rasp of it under my fingertips. “Thank you for this. For… everything.”

“This is just the beginning, Nadia,” he said, and the words landed with weight. “A week of just us. Of me loving every inch of you.”

Heat unfurled low in my belly, thick and liquid. It spread outward, tightening my nipples against the thin cotton of my shirt, making my thighs press together without thought. The old self-consciousness had burned away under his hands, his mouth, the steady press of his words. What remained felt greedy. Certain. This body—changed, heavy, marked—was no longer something to hide. It was a source of power. Of pleasure.

I kissed him, pouring that certainty into the press of my mouth. He answered at once, hands sliding down to grip my ass, fingers digging in as he pulled me tighter against the thick, hardening ridge of his cock against my thigh.

The baby kicked, a strong, insistent thump against his abdomen.

We broke apart laughing, the sound bright in the quiet room.

“Someone’s jealous,” Theo said, rubbing the spot with slow circles of his palm.

“Or eager,” I said. A slow smile spread across my face. I felt wild. Untamed. The thought rose clear and sharp: I wanted to walk. Down by the lake. I wanted the sun on my skin, the air against my bare arms, the ground solid under my feet. “I think… I think I want to go for a walk. Down by the lake. Feel the sun on my skin.”

He looked at me, at the new light in my eyes, and his smile answered mine. “Whatever you want.”

He helped me up. I walked to the large window and pressed my palms flat against the cool glass, framing my own reflection—a woman ripe and full, skin glowing where the light caught it. The storm had passed. The world outside looked washed clean, every leaf and ripple sharpened.

Theo came up behind me, his hands settling warm and sure over my belly, his lips brushing the curve of my shoulder. “See?” he whispered. “Perfect.”

I leaned back into him, into the solid heat of his chest, the steady thump of his heart against my spine, and for the first time the certainty settled deep in my bones instead of hovering at the edges of my mind.


Chapter 2 — The First Drops

The walk to the lake was slow and syrupy, the air heavy with the scent of pine and damp earth after the storm. Theo’s hand was a steady anchor on the small of my back, guiding me over the occasional root or stone.

My body felt both ponderous and powerful, a ship under full sail. The baby rolled lazily, a reminder of the life between us, inside me.

We found a flat sun-warmed rock at the water’s edge, and Theo helped me lower myself onto it. He sat beside me, our thighs touching. The late afternoon sun painted the lake in molten gold, and for a while, we just watched the light dance, silent and content. That new confidence hummed beneath my skin, a low-grade electricity. I wasn’t just waiting for his touch anymore; I was anticipating it, craving it.

“My back is starting to ache,” I said, not as a complaint, but as a statement of fact. An opening.

“Turn around,” he said softly, and I shifted, presenting my back to him.

His hands, warm and sure, found the knots along my spine, working them with a gentle, firm pressure. I groaned, leaning into it. His thumbs dug into the muscles flanking my spine, and my head lolled forward.

But his touch didn’t stay clinical for long. It drifted, caressing the sides of my ribcage, skimming the sensitive skin just beneath the swell of my breasts. My breath hitched. The thin cotton of my maternity dress was no barrier at all.

“You are so soft here,” he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. His hands slid around to cradle my belly from behind, his palms spread wide over the taut skin. “So full.”

A shiver ran through me, unrelated to the cooling air. The ache in my back was forgotten, replaced by a deeper, more insistent throb. My breasts, heavy and tender, gave a sudden, familiar pang. I felt the dampness even before I saw it—two small, dark circles blooming on the pale blue fabric over my nipples.

My old instinct was to cross my arms, to hide it—the same reflex I’d spent months fighting and thought I’d finally beaten inside the cabin’s four safe walls. Out here, under open sky, with nothing between my body and the world but pine trees and afternoon light, the reflex tried to surface anyway. Instead, I went very still, watching the stains slowly widen, and let it pass through me instead of around me. My heart hammered against my ribs.

Theo’s hands stilled on my belly. He’d seen it. I felt his breath catch.

“Nadia,” he breathed, his voice thick with something like awe.

He didn’t say anything else. Slowly, so slowly, one hand left my belly and came up to hover just over my shoulder, near the damp spot. He was waiting. A silent question hung in the air between us.

Whatever confidence I’d built in private met the open air for the first time in that held breath between us, and it didn’t buckle. “Touch me,” I said, and the words were a command, raw and unfiltered.

His finger traced the edge of the wet fabric first, a feather-light circle. A sharp, sweet jolt went straight from my nipple to my clit. I gasped.

“Does it hurt?” he asked instantly, his concern a palpable thing.

“No. It’s… it’s intense. More.”

Emboldened, he brushed his thumb directly over the nipple, now hard and visible through the cloth. Pleasure, bright and almost painful, lanced through me. My back arched of its own accord, pushing my breast more firmly into his hand.

“God, Theo…”

“I need to see,” he said, his voice rough. He guided me to turn back around to face him. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. With trembling fingers—his were trembling, not mine—he reached for the front of my dress. He found the tie at the neckline and pulled it loose.

The fabric fell open, revealing the simple nursing bra beneath, the cups already damp.

He just stared for a moment, his gaze rapt. “You’re incredible.”

Then he unhooked the front clasp of the bra. It fell away, and my breasts, fuller and heavier than they’d ever been in my life, spilled free. The areolas were darker, wider, the nipples taut and beaded. And from the tip of the right one, a single, perfect bead of clear golden fluid welled up and clung, shimmering in the sun.

Theo made a sound deep in his throat, a groan of pure want. He leaned in, his eyes locked on that drop.

“Can I?” he asked, the heat in his gaze meeting mine, seeking final permission.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Please.”

He closed the distance, and his tongue, warm and wet, swiped over my nipple, collecting that first drop.

The sensation was unreal. It wasn’t just the physical touch, which was electric. It was the surrender, the offering, the sheer intimacy of it.

He tasted me, his eyes closing in concentration. He swallowed.

When his eyes opened, they held a kind of reverence I’d never seen before. “Sweet,” he murmured, awestruck. “It’s sweet and… warm.”

He didn’t ask again. He latched his mouth onto me, sucking gently. The pull was deep, rhythmic, and it sent a corresponding pull deep into my core. My pussy clenched, empty and aching. More fluid released, not much, just a hint, and he drank it down with a soft, satisfied sound. He switched to the other breast, giving it the same devoted attention, licking and suckling until a similar droplet appeared for him to claim.

I tangled my hands in his hair, holding him to me, riding the waves of sensation. It was tender, yes, but it was also fiercely erotic. This was my body, doing this new, primal thing, and he was worshipping it. He was consuming it.

After a few minutes, he pulled back, his lips glistening. He looked utterly wrecked and utterly in love. “You taste like creation,” he said, the words so poetic and so raw they stole my breath.

I pulled his face to mine and kissed him, tasting the faint, musky sweetness on his tongue. It was my own flavor on his lips, and it made me ravenous.

“Inside,” I said against his mouth, the word a demand. “I need you inside. Now.”

He helped me to my feet, his hands urgent but careful. We didn’t bother with my dress, just let it hang open as we half-walked, half-stumbled back up the path toward the cabin. My breasts swayed heavily, bare to the fading light, sensitive nipples brushing against the fabric of my open dress, sending fresh sparks through me with every step.

By the time we reached the bedroom, I was trembling with need. The earlier confidence had crystallized into a single, sharp focus: I wanted him, in every way my changed body could take him.

Theo laid me back on the cool duvet with a tenderness that belied the frantic energy buzzing between us. He knelt on the floor beside the bed, his hands running up and down my thighs, pushing the skirt of my dress up to my hips. He exposed me, the thatch of dark curls, the swollen lips of my pussy, glistening already with my arousal.

“Look at you,” he whispered, dipping his head to press a kiss to the inside of my thigh. “So wet for me. Even more beautiful now.”

He kissed his way higher, his stubble a delicious scratch against my sensitive skin. When his breath ghosted over my clit, I whimpered, my hips lifting off the bed of their own accord.

“Theo, please…”

“I need to taste you here, too,” he said, his voice a low vibration against my flesh. “I need to know how you taste everywhere.”

And then his mouth was on me, his tongue parting my folds, finding my clit in one sure, knowing stroke.

I cried out, my hands flying to his head. It had been weeks since he’d gone down on me. I’d been too self-conscious, too aware of the changed landscape of my body. But now, with the memory of his mouth on my leaking breasts, all inhibition was incinerated. His tongue was relentless, circling my clit, flicking over the taut bud, then dipping lower to thrust into my entrance. He drank from me there, groaning into my flesh as he lapped up my slickness.

“You’re so much sweeter here,” he growled, his words muffled against me.

“So fucking perfect.”

His fingers joined his mouth, one sliding into my pussy, curling in a come-hither motion that had me seeing stars. My orgasm built fast, a tight coil low in my belly, fed by the hormonal firestorm and the sheer, unadulterated worship of his touch. He felt me tightening around his finger, heard my breaths turn to ragged gasps, and he redoubled his efforts, sucking my clit gently between his lips while his finger worked inside me.

It crashed over me, a blinding, full-body convulsion. I arched off the bed, a wordless scream tearing from my throat as pleasure detonated through every nerve ending. He rode it with me, his mouth soft and persistent until the last tremor subsided.

I collapsed back onto the bed, boneless and panting. He rose from the floor, kissing his way up my body—my trembling thigh, the curve of my belly, the damp skin between my breasts. He settled over me, his weight braced on his elbows, his cock—hard and thick and straining against his jeans—pressed against my thigh.

He looked down at me, his face flushed, his lips swollen and shiny from my body. “Okay?” he asked, his eyes scanning mine.

“More than okay,” I breathed, reaching for the button of his jeans. “I need to feel you. All of you.”

He helped me, shoving his jeans and boxers down in one rough push. His cock sprang free, curving up toward his stomach, the head flushed dark and already beading with pre-cum. I wrapped my hand around him, stroking the hot, silken skin, and he hissed, dropping his forehead to mine.

“Side-lying,” I said, the pregnancy-safe position coming to me as a clear, urgent instruction. “I want to face you.”

He nodded, understanding. He arranged the pillows behind me for support, then lay down facing me. I turned onto my side, my belly a proud, full mound between us. He hooked my top leg over his hip, opening me to him.

His cock nestled against my slick entrance, and we both froze for a second, savoring the promise of it.

He reached between us, guiding himself. The broad head of his cock pressed against my opening, and I pushed back against him, taking him inside in one slow, inexorable inch.

A moan ripped from both of us in unison. The fit was exquisite, my body stretched and filled in a way that felt both familiar and brand new. My internal sensitivity was heightened, every ridge and vein of him a distinct pleasure against my inner walls.

“God, Nadia,” he choked out, not moving, just buried to the hilt inside me. “You feel… deeper. Softer. Christ.”

I clenched around him, experimentally, and he groaned, his eyes squeezing shut. “Don’t. I won’t last.”

“Then don’t last,” I whispered, nipping at his lower lip. “Just move.”

He began to rock, shallow thrusts at first, mindful of my belly. But with each push, the friction built. My breasts, heavy and aching, pressed against his chest. One of his hands slid between us, his thumb finding my clit again, rubbing slow, tight circles.

The pace quickened. Our breathing grew ragged, mingling in the small space between our mouths. I could feel the sweat gathering between my breasts, could smell the scent of us—sex and skin and that faint, sweet note of colostrum. It was animal. It was holy.

His thrusts became more urgent, his hips snapping against mine with a gentle force that sent shockwaves through my swollen body. The sound of our joining, wet and rhythmic, filled the room. I was climbing again, faster this time, the dual stimulation of his cock and his thumb driving me toward the edge.

“Eyes open,” he gritted out, his rhythm faltering. “I want to see you.”

I forced my eyes open, meeting his stormy gaze. His face was a mask of agonized pleasure, of love and lust so intertwined they were inseparable.

“I’m gonna come,” he warned, his voice strangled.

“Come inside me,” I urged, my own climax coiling tight, ready to spring.

“Fill me up.”

That did it. He came with a low, broken groan, sinking as deep as he could go and holding there, hips locked to mine, his release pulsing hot and deep inside me in slow, helpless waves. The feeling of him throbbing within me, the visual of his complete surrender, tipped me over the edge. My second orgasm crashed through me, less sharp than the first but wider, a deep, rolling wave of pleasure that made me sob his name into the crook of his neck.

We lay locked together, panting, as the aftershocks subsided. He was still inside me, softening. He didn’t pull away. Instead, he kissed my forehead, my cheeks, my lips.

After a long moment, he carefully disentangled us and got up. He returned from the bathroom with a warm, damp cloth and tenderly cleaned between my legs, then my breasts, where a fresh sheen of sticky fluid had leaked. The act was so intimate, so devoted, it brought tears to my eyes.

He crawled back into bed behind me, spooning my body, one hand splayed over my belly where our baby slept, the other cupping my breast. We lay in the gathering dusk, silent and spent.

My body hummed with satisfaction, but beneath it, the hunger was already stirring again, a slow, insistent tide. I felt his lips brush my shoulder.

“You’re leaking again,” he murmured, his thumb stroking over my damp nipple.

A slow smile spread across my face in the dark. Before I could answer, before I could turn in his arms and show him just how insatiable I’d become, the distant, tinny sound of my phone ringing from the kitchen pierced the quiet. It was my obstetrician’s specific ringtone.

Theo went still behind me. “Do you want me to get it?”

I tensed. A call after hours usually wasn’t good. “Yes. Please.”

He slipped out of bed, and I heard his bare feet pad down the hall. I pulled the duvet up over my breasts, the afterglow cooling into a low-grade anxiety. My hand went to my belly, a protective instinct.

Just be still, I thought. Everything is fine.

Theo’s voice floated back, low and calm. “Uh-huh… Yes… I see…

Okay, we can do that. Tomorrow morning? That works.” A pause. “She’s right here, hold on.”

He appeared in the doorway, phone extended. “She just wants to confirm some details with you directly. Everything’s fine.”

Relief washed through me, so potent it made my eyes sting. I took the phone. “Dr. Vance?”

“Nadia, hi. Sorry to call so late. I’m just finalizing my hospital rounds for tomorrow and I realized I never got your vacation address from Theo. Wanted to make sure I had it on file, just in case.”

“Oh. That’s… that’s really thoughtful.” I gave her the cabin’s address, my voice a little shaky.

“Perfect. Now, enjoy your week. And don’t worry if you feel more…

amorous. The increased blood flow and hormone surges in the third trimester can really spike the libido. It’s completely normal. Just listen to your body.”

A hot blush crept up my neck. “I… we will. Thank you.”

I hung up and handed the phone back to Theo, who was smiling softly.

“See? All good.”

“She said it’s normal,” I blurted out. “The… appetite.”

His smile deepened, turning wicked. “I know.” He climbed back into bed, pulling me against him. His cock, soft now, nestled against the back of my thigh. “And I, for one, am deeply grateful to your hormones.”

The anxiety was gone, replaced by a warm, lazy contentment. The urgency from earlier had been sated, for now. My body felt heavy, well-used, and profoundly relaxed. We lay like that for a long time, listening to the crickets start up outside the window. His fingers traced idle patterns over my belly.

“I’m sticky,” I murmured eventually. “And I smell like sex and lake water.”

“You smell incredible,” he corrected, but he kissed my shoulder and released me. “Bath?”

“A bath sounds like heaven.”

He ran the water, hot and deep, pouring in a capful of the lavender-scented bath salts we’d brought. He helped me lower myself into the tub, the hot water a blissful embrace on my aching muscles. My belly floated, a pale island in the sudsy sea. Theo didn’t leave. He perched on the closed toilet lid, watching me with a tender expression.

“Come in with me,” I said, shifting to make room.

He didn’t need to be asked twice. He shed his boxers and climbed in behind me, his long legs framing mine, his chest against my back. The water sloshed near the rim. He reached for a washcloth and the gentle soap, and began to wash me. Not with erotic intent, but with a thorough, loving care that was somehow more intimate. He washed my neck, my shoulders, my arms. He soaped my belly, his hands moving in slow, reverent circles.

“I can do that,” I said softly, as his hand drifted lower.

“I know,” he said, and continued, washing my thighs, the backs of my knees. He nudged my legs apart slightly and cleaned me there, too, the cloth soft and the touch clinical yet profoundly tender. He rinsed me with handfuls of warm water, then turned his attention to my hair, massaging shampoo into my scalp until I was groaning with pleasure.

After he rinsed my hair, he simply held me, his arms around me, his hands resting on my floating belly. The baby gave a gentle kick against his palm.

“Thank you,” I whispered, leaning my head back against his shoulder.

“For what?”

“For making me feel… sacred. Instead of just pregnant.”

He held me tighter, his lips against my wet hair. “You are.”

We stayed until the water began to cool. He helped me out, wrapping me in a huge, fluffy towel and rubbing me dry with the same gentle diligence. He dried himself quickly, then led me back to the bedroom.

The sheets were cool and clean. We didn’t dress. We just slid naked under the duvet, our bodies seeking each other’s warmth automatically.

I fell asleep with his hand on my breast, my back tucked against his chest, and slept the deep, dreamless sleep of the truly spent.



Sunlight streaming through the uncurtained window woke me. I was alone in bed, but I could smell coffee and bacon. My body felt different. Not sore, exactly, but aware. Everywhere he’d touched me—my breasts, my clit, the deep, stretched feeling inside my pussy—hummed with a faint, pleasant memory. The hunger was there, but it was a low simmer, not a rolling boil.

I padded out to the main room, naked, not bothering with a robe. Theo was at the stove, wearing only his boxers. He looked over his shoulder and his face lit up.

“Good morning, gorgeous.”

“Smells good.”

“Everything’s almost ready. Sit.”

I sat at the small table by the window, watching him move around the compact kitchen. My breasts felt full, heavy. I cupped one absently, my thumb brushing over the nipple. It tightened instantly, a sweet, sharp pang going straight to my core. I saw Theo watching from the corner of his eye, a slow smile playing on his lips.

He brought over two plates heaped with scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast, and sat across from me. We ate in comfortable silence for a few minutes, the only sounds the clink of cutlery and the birds outside.

“How do you feel?” he asked finally.

I considered it. “Empty,” I said, and then clarified at his concerned look. “Not in a bad way. Just… open. Receptive.” I took a bite of toast. “And starving.”

He laughed. “That’s my girl.”

After breakfast, I insisted on helping with the dishes. He washed, I dried. Standing side-by-side at the sink, our hips bumping, felt domestic and sweet. My nakedness felt natural now, not daring. It was just me, in my own skin.

“What do you want to do today?” he asked, passing me a wet plate.

I looked out at the glittering lake. “I want to be lazy. I want to sit on the dock with a book and not move for hours. And I want you with me.”

“Your wish is my command.”

We settled on the dock mid-morning, a couple of loungers pulled side-by-side. I wore a simple, stretchy black maternity bikini I’d bought on a whim and never dared to wear. The bottoms stretched over the curve of my belly, the top barely contained my breasts. Theo wore swim trunks and nothing else. He slathered sunscreen on my back, my shoulders, the backs of my legs, with a focus that was both practical and sensual. Then he did my front, his hands smoothing lotion over the vast expanse of my belly, over the tops of my breasts. His touch was warm, thorough, and it stoked the simmer inside me to a steady glow.

I tried to read my novel, but the words blurred. I was too aware of the sun on my skin, the gentle lap of water against the dock posts, the sound of Theo’s breathing beside me. And I was aware of the slow, insistent ache building between my legs, of the heaviness in my breasts that was becoming a distinct, throbbing fullness.

I let my book fall closed on my chest.

Theo looked over. “Okay?”

“They’re getting full,” I said, my voice quiet. I looked down at my chest. The bikini top was strained, the dark circles of my areolas visible through the thin fabric. A faint damp spot had already appeared on the right side.

He sat up, swinging his legs off the lounger to face me. “Can I see?”

I nodded. He reached over and untied the strings at my neck, then the one behind my back. The top fell away. My breasts spilled free, heavier than yesterday, the veins more prominent under my skin. The nipples were dark and erect. And as we watched, a tiny, milky droplet welled up on the left nipple and clung, pearlescent in the sun.

Theo’s breath caught. He leaned in, his eyes fixed on it.

“It’s more today,” I whispered. “Less clear. More like milk.”

Without a word, he bent his head and took my nipple into his mouth. The suction was gentle but immediate, and the sensation was so intense, so directly connected to the deep, empty ache in my pussy, that I cried out. My hands flew to his head. He suckled softly, rhythmically, and I felt the let-down, a strange, pulling release deep in my breast. He swallowed, once, twice, then released me with a soft pop.

A thin trickle of white milk trailed from my nipple down the curve of my breast. He chased it with his tongue, lapping it up, then sealed his mouth over me again, drinking more deeply. The sounds were obscene—soft, wet pulls and his satisfied groans. He switched to the right breast, giving it the same devoted attention, until both were tender and slick from his mouth.

When he finally pulled back, his lips were glistening, his eyes hazy with lust. “It’s changing,” he said hoarsely. “Creamier.”

The sight of him, marked by me, unhinged something. The lazy glow erupted into a conflagration. I reached for the tie on his swim trunks, my fingers clumsy with need.

“I need you,” I said, the words gritty. “Here. Now.”

He helped me, shoving his trunks down. His cock was already hard, standing thick and proud. I moved to the edge of my lounger, my legs falling open. The dock was private, shielded by trees from the neighboring cabins, but the possibility of being seen sent a reckless thrill through me.

“Like this,” I panted, leaning back on my elbows. “I want to watch you take me.”

A groan tore from him. He knelt on the weathered wood of the dock between my spread legs. He didn’t need to guide himself; I was dripping wet, my slickness coating my inner thighs. He pressed the broad head of his cock against my entrance and pushed forward.

The stretch burned, thick and relentless. I was swollen and oversensitive, my cunt clenching around every inch as he sank deeper. I watched, eyes locked on the place where we joined, as his cock disappeared into me, my body taking him in greedy pulls. He bottomed out, hips flush against mine, and we both stilled, breathing hard.

“Fuck, Nadia,” he gritted out, his hands gripping my thighs hard enough to leave marks. “You’re so tight. So fucking hot.”

“Move,” I begged.

He set a slow, deep pace, his thrusts measured and powerful. The lounger creaked beneath us. The sun beat down on my exposed belly, on his straining back. I could see everything—the flex of muscle in his arms and stomach, the way my cunt stretched around his shaft, the wet shine of my arousal coating him with every withdrawal.

I reached down between my legs, finding my clit. The first touch sent a jolt straight through me. My back arched off the lounger. “Yes… right there… don’t stop…”

His rhythm turned urgent, the wet slap of skin against skin cutting through the sound of the lake. His eyes stayed fixed on where we joined, on my fingers working my clit. “Come for me,” he demanded, voice rough. “I want to feel you come on my cock.”

The command, the filthy need in it, pushed me over. My orgasm slammed through me, my cunt clamping down around him in hard, rhythmic pulses. I screamed, the sound carrying across the water as pleasure tore through me.

He followed instantly, driven by the way I squeezed him. His hips jerked once, hard, then stilled, deep inside me, a rough sound breaking loose in his throat as he emptied himself, shaking. Hot pulses of come flooded me, each one dragging another aftershock from my body.

He caught himself on his hands above me, arms trembling, his forehead dropping to my shoulder. We stayed like that, still joined, breathing in ragged unison while the world filtered back in—the call of a loon, the rustle of leaves, the gentle rock of the dock under us.

Carefully, he pulled out. A trickle of his come mixed with my arousal slid down my thigh. He fetched a towel from our bag and cleaned me with a tenderness that sat in sharp contrast to the way he’d just taken me.

We didn’t speak. We just rearranged ourselves on the loungers, my hand finding his. My breasts felt lighter, pleasantly drained. My body hummed with deep, satiated heat.

The rest of the day passed in a lazy, sun-drenched blur. We swam in the cool lake, his hands always supporting my belly. We ate sandwiches on the dock. We naked-napped in the afternoon sun, my back against his chest.

As evening approached, a different energy settled over us. The frantic hunger of the morning had been fed, but in its place was a deep, sensual curiosity. After a simple dinner, we found ourselves on the couch, my legs draped over his lap, a forgotten movie playing on the TV.

His hand rested on my calf, his thumb stroking my skin. “Tell me what you’re thinking,” he said softly.

I looked at him, at the love etched into every line of his face in the flickering TV light. “I’m thinking… I want to try something.”

“Anything.”

“I want to be on top.”

He went very still. It was a position we hadn’t used since my belly had gotten so big. It required balance, care.

“Are you sure? We don’t have to—”

“I’m sure,” I said, the confidence from the first night now a solid foundation inside me. “I need to… I need to control it. I need to feel powerful.”

He understood. He always did. He helped me up and led me to the bedroom. He lay back on the bed, his cock already hard again, curving up toward his stomach. I stood beside the bed for a moment, looking down at him, at his body laid out for me. My body felt immense, fertile, mighty.

I climbed onto the bed, kneeling over him. With one hand on his chest for balance, I guided him to my entrance. I sank down onto him slowly, an inch at a time, my eyes locked on his. The angle was different, deeper, hitting places that made my vision blur at the edges.

When I was fully seated, I paused, letting us both adjust. The weight of my belly was a constant presence, but it felt right. I began to move, a slow, rolling grind of my hips. My hands braced on his chest. I set the pace, controlling the depth, the speed. I could feel every ridge of him inside me, could watch his face contort in pleasure.

He reached up, his hands cupping my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my nipples. They were sensitive, almost sore, but the ache melted into a sharp, sweet pleasure. A few drops of milk leaked, pearling on the tips. He swiped them with his thumbs and brought them to his mouth, tasting me as I rode him.

The power was heady. I felt like a goddess, taking her pleasure. My movements grew more confident, more rhythmic. I leaned back slightly, changing the angle, and he cried out, his hands flying to my hips.

“Right there,” he gasped. “God, Nadia, right there.”

I chased that spot, my own climax building, a coiling tension in my lower belly that was different from the others—slower, hotter, more immense. My breath came in sobs. Milk trickled in thin streams down the curves of my breasts now, dripping onto his chest, mingling with our sweat.

“Look at me,” I commanded, and his eyes, glazed with pleasure, found mine. “This is you. This is us.”

He nodded, beyond words. I felt his muscles tighten, felt the telltale pulse inside me. “Come with me,” he begged.

I didn’t need telling. I drove down onto him one final time, grinding against him as my orgasm exploded, a deep, rolling release that felt like it came from the very core of my body, from the life growing inside me. As I clenched around him, he shouted, his release triggering another, smaller wave within me.

I collapsed forward onto his chest, spent, my heart hammering against his. His arms came around me, holding me as we floated back down.

Later, wrapped in his arms in the dark, I traced patterns on his chest. My body was a map of sensations—the pleasant ache between my legs, the soft fullness of my breasts, the gentle movements of the baby.

“I’m not scared anymore,” I whispered into the darkness.

He kissed the top of my head. “Of what?”

“Of any of it. The birth. The baby. This.” I gestured between us. “This new… appetite. It feels right. It feels like power.”

He held me tighter. “It is power,” he said. “You are the most powerful thing I’ve ever seen.”

A contented silence fell between us. But as I drifted toward sleep, a tiny, sharp twinge low in my belly made my eyes snap open. It was gone as quickly as it came, a fleeting pinch. Probably just a ligament stretching, I told myself. Or the baby turning.

But a seed of quiet, cold awareness was planted. My hand drifted to the spot, resting protectively over it. Theo’s breathing had evened out into sleep. I stared into the dark, listening, waiting to see if it would come again.

It didn’t. After a few minutes, I relaxed, settling back against him. It was nothing. Just my body, changing, preparing.

Everything was fine.


Chapter 3 — The Famine

I woke with a hunger.

It wasn’t for food, though the thought of the fresh berries and thick yogurt we’d brought made my mouth water. This was a deeper, more insistent ache, a physical yearning that pulsed in time with my heartbeat, low and warm and demanding.

Sunlight streamed through the bedroom window, painting a bright rectangle over the rumpled sheets. Theo was already up; I could hear the soft clatter of dishes from the kitchenette. The memory of last night—his mouth on my breast, the shock and the thrill of that first taste, the way he’d worshipped my body with such reverent greed—flooded through me. My skin prickled. My nipples tightened against the soft cotton of my nightgown. A faint, familiar dampness followed.

The tiny twinge from the night before was a ghost, forgotten. My body felt glorious. Heavy, yes. Achy in places. But mine. Powerful.

I pushed myself up, a slow, deliberate heave that required both hands on the mattress. My belly led the way, a magnificent, taut globe. I looked down at it, at the roadmap of faint silver lines stretching across its curve, and felt a surge of possessiveness. Look what I’m making.

Padding into the main room, I found Theo at the small stove, scrambling eggs. He was shirtless, his back to me, the muscles in his shoulders shifting as he worked the pan. The sight of him, so solid and familiar, sent a fresh wave of that hungry heat through my core.

“Good morning,” I said, my voice still sleep-rough.

He turned, and his face lit up with a smile so genuine it caught in my chest. “Morning, gorgeous. How’d you sleep?”

“Deeply. After.” I let the word hang, a shared secret.

His gaze dropped to my chest, where two small, dark circles of dampness had bloomed on the grey cotton. “I see you’re thinking about last night, too.”

I didn’t blush. I walked toward him, letting my belly lead, my hips swaying with a new, deliberate confidence. “It’s all I’ve been thinking about since I opened my eyes.” I stopped in front of him, the heat from the stove warming my legs. “I’m starving.”

He leaned down and kissed me, slow and thorough. “Eggs are almost done.”

I pulled back just enough to speak against his lips. “I wasn’t talking about the eggs.”

A low groan rumbled in his chest. He turned off the burner, moving the pan aside. His hands came to my hips, his thumbs stroking the crests of my belly. “Tell me what you need.”

The directness, the absence of any hesitation, unlocked something in me. “I need your hands on me. I need your mouth. Everywhere. I feel… hollow. I need to be filled.” The words were brazen, falling from my lips with an ease that surprised me. The hormonal tide was rising, a relentless, delicious pressure.

“Okay.” His voice was gravel. “But first, breakfast. You need fuel.” He said it with a doctor’s practicality, but his eyes were dark with promise.

We ate on the deck overlooking the lake, the morning air cool and sweet. I devoured the eggs, the buttered toast, the berries. I drank a full glass of milk and then water. Theo watched me, a satisfied smile playing on his lips. “My ripe, hungry girl.”

After we’d cleared the plates, he took my hand. “Come on. Let’s go back to bed.”

But I shook my head, a new idea sparking. The sun was warm on the weathered planks of the deck. “Out here.”

His eyebrows lifted. “It’s private,” I said, gesturing to the ring of dense pines and the empty expanse of glassy water. “And I want to feel the sun on my skin.”

A slow grin spread across his face. “Yes, ma’am.”

He went inside and returned with the thick, woven blanket from the back of the sofa. He spread it out in a wide, sunny patch on the deck. The world was quiet, just the gentle lap of water and the distant call of a loon.

I stood before him, the sun warm on my shoulders. “Help me?”

He understood. With infinite tenderness, he gathered the hem of my nightgown and lifted it up and over my head. I stood naked before him, seven months of creation on full display in the daylight. The breeze touched my skin, teasing my nipples, which were already stiff and darkened. My belly cast a small shadow on the deck. I saw his throat work as he swallowed, his gaze a physical caress.

“You are a miracle,” he breathed.

He undressed quickly, his cock already hard and curving up against his belly. The sight of him, ready for me, sent a jolt of pure need straight to my core. My pussy throbbed, already slick.

“How do you want to do this?” he asked, his hands coming to rest on the sides of my belly. “What’s comfortable?”

I thought about it, listening to my body. The solid deck beneath the blanket. My balance was different now, my center of gravity a joke. “From behind,” I said. “On my knees, but leaning forward on my hands. You can… you can hold me here.” I guided his hands to the full, heavy swell of my hips.

He nodded, his face set with concentration. “We’ll go slow. You tell me the second anything feels off.”

I loved him for that. For making the safety of me, of our baby, the hottest part of the script.

He helped me kneel on the blanket, the rough weave textured against my shins. I leaned forward, bracing my hands flat, my ass in the air. The position opened me, made me feel exposed and utterly wanton. The sun heated the skin of my back and the full curves of my ass.

I heard him kneel behind me. His hands smoothed over my buttocks, then parted them. His breath was warm against my exposed folds. “So beautiful,” he murmured, and then his tongue was on me.

I cried out, my head dropping forward. He licked a slow, firm stripe from my entrance up to my clit, which was swollen and aching for attention. He circled it with the tip of his tongue, then sucked it gently into his mouth.

“Theo!” My voice was a high, desperate thing. The sensation was blinding, amplified by the hormones, by the novelty of being outdoors, by the sheer audacity of it. He ate me like a man possessed, his tongue plunging inside me, then returning to torment my clit. One hand left my hip and slid around to the front, his fingers finding the hard, needy points of my nipples. He rolled one between his thumb and forefinger, and a fresh, hot trickle of milk seeped out.

The dual sensations—his mouth on my pussy, his fingers teasing milk from my breasts—tipped me over an edge I didn’t know was so close. My orgasm crashed into me, a sudden, shocking wave that clenched my entire body. I rocked back against his face, sobbing his name as pleasure ripped through me.

He didn’t let up, licking me through the tremors until I was gasping, oversensitive, pushing weakly back against his shoulders. “Too much… oh god…”

He relented, kissing the inside of my thigh before rising up on his knees behind me. I felt the broad, hot head of his cock press against my soaked entrance. He leaned over me, his chest against my back, his hands braced on the blanket beside mine, caging me in.

“Ready?” he whispered into my ear.

“Please. Now.”

He pushed inside, and the feeling of being filled, so completely and deeply, made me moan into the blanket. He was thick, and I was tight, stretched and sensitive from my climax. He sank in inch by inch, a slow, breathtaking invasion, until he was fully seated, his hips pressed against my ass.

He held there, letting me adjust. “Okay?”

“Perfect.” It was. The fullness was exquisite, a pressure that soothed the last of the hollow ache. “Move. Please move.”

He began to rock, a slow, deep rhythm that had my hands scrambling for purchase on the blanket. Each thrust rubbed his pelvis against my ass, and the base of his cock against my swollen, sensitive clit. The angle was incredible, hitting a place inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids.

“Touch your breasts,” he grunted, his pace increasing slightly. “I want to see.”

I obeyed, bringing my hands up to cup the heavy, tender weight. My nipples were wet. I pinched one, and a clear, sweet drop beaded and fell onto the blanket below. The visual, the scent of my own milk mingling with the smell of sex and sun-warmed wood, pushed me higher.

“Faster,” I begged.

He obliged, his thrusts becoming harder, more purposeful. The deck creaked faintly beneath us. My body jolted forward with each powerful drive of his hips. One of his hands left the blanket and came around my belly, splaying wide over the curve, holding me, holding our child, as he fucked me.

The connection was devastating. He was making love to me, to the mother of his child, out in the open air like animals. It was primal and sweet and so, so filthy. The pressure built again, a coil tightening low in my belly, tighter and tighter.

“I’m gonna come,” I gasped. “Theo, I’m—”

“Let go,” he urged, his voice strained. “Come for me. Milk and come, all for me.”

His words were the trigger. My second orgasm tore through me, deeper and longer than the first. My pussy clenched around his cock in rhythmic pulses, milking him. With a ragged shout, he drove deep and held, his own release pumping into me in hot spurts. He collapsed over me, his weight supported on his forearms, his face buried in the side of my neck as we both shuddered through the aftershocks.

We stayed like that for long minutes, connected, breathing hard. The sun baked our sweat-slicked skin. Finally, he softened and slipped out of me. He gently helped me roll onto my side, then lay down behind me, spooning my body, his hand resting on my belly.

“Okay?” he asked again, nuzzling my hair.

I could only manage a hum of pure, sated contentment. The hunger was gone, replaced by a liquid, golden satisfaction. I drifted, half asleep in the sun, feeling the baby stir lazily inside me, feeling Theo’s steady breath against my shoulder.

Later, we showered together, a slow, soapy exploration that was more about intimacy than cleanliness. He washed my hair, his fingers massaging my scalp, then soaped my belly with a reverence that made my throat tight. We toweled each other off and pulled on soft clothes—a loose dress for me, sweats for him.

The rest of the day passed in a lazy, sun-drenched haze. We read on the dock, our feet dangling in the cool water. We made simple sandwiches for lunch. The normalcy of it was a perfect counterpoint to the raw intensity of the morning.

But as the afternoon light began to slant long and golden, the hunger returned.

It started as a restlessness. I couldn’t settle with my book. My skin felt too sensitive against the fabric of my dress. My breasts felt full, heavy, tingling with a persistent need for attention. I watched Theo chopping vegetables for dinner, the flex of his forearm, the concentration on his face, and a sharp, vivid image flashed in my mind: him bending me over the kitchen counter, my dress rucked up around my waist, taking me from behind while the onions sizzled forgotten on the stove.

A flush heated my cheeks. Was this normal? This relentless, clawing desire? It felt like I’d been unlocked, and now the door wouldn’t shut.

“Theo?”

He looked up, knife poised over a carrot. “Yeah?”

I bit my lip. The words landed harder than I’d meant them to, hanging in the ordinary air between the half-chopped vegetables and the cooling pan on the stove. “I want you again.”

Theo didn’t smile. He set the knife down, wiped his hands on the towel, and turned. His eyes had gone dark. “Where?”

The question hit low. My pussy clenched, already slick. “Here. Now. On the floor. On the table. I don’t care.” My chair scraped back loud against the tile. “I just need it.”

He crossed the kitchen in three strides. No kiss. His hands came up to frame my face, thumbs pressing just under my cheekbones. “Are you sure? You’re not sore from earlier?”

“I’m sure.” My voice came out rough. “I’m empty. I need to be full again.” The want sat heavy behind my pubic bone, a steady, pulling ache.

He searched my face for another second, then nodded. “Bedroom. The bed’s softer. I’m not putting you on the hard floor.”

His fingers closed around mine and he led me down the short hall. Late sun slanted through the blinds in warm stripes across the bed. He sat on the edge and drew me between his knees. Both hands slid under my dress, bunching the cotton up over my hips until the air touched my bare skin. He wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

“Look at you,” he said, voice low. His thumbs stroked the soft skin of my inner thighs. “Already wet.” He leaned in and pressed an open-mouthed kiss just above my pubic bone, breath hot against the curls there.

Then he eased me onto the bed, onto my back, and tucked pillows behind my shoulders and head. He knelt between my spread thighs and looked. His gaze moved over the swollen lips of my cunt, the tight curve of my belly, the way my nipples had already tightened against the thin fabric.

“Take it off,” he said.

I pulled the dress over my head and dropped it. The air felt cool on my skin. I lay open under his eyes.

“I want to taste you,” he said. “But first I want to watch you come on my cock.” He reached for another pillow. “Lift your hips.”

I raised them. He slid the pillow underneath, tilting my pelvis so the angle pressed deeper into the cradle of my bones. The shift made my breath catch. He lined the thick head of his cock against my entrance.

“Tell me what you want.”

“You,” I said. “Inside. Now.”

He drove in with one long, steady thrust that stretched me open and filled me to the hilt. My back bowed off the mattress. A raw sound tore out of me. He didn’t ease in or build up. He fucked me hard from the first stroke, hips snapping, the bedframe knocking against the wall. Each thrust shoved the air from my lungs.

His hands locked on my hips, holding me steady while he drove deeper. The wet sound of his cock sliding in and out of my pussy filled the room. My breasts jolted with every impact, and thin trails of milk leaked from both nipples, running warm down the sides of my ribs.

“Touch yourself,” he said, breathing hard. “Rub your clit while I fuck you.”

My hand went down between us. My clit was already swollen and slick. I circled it fast, matching the rhythm of his thrusts. The pressure built sharp and immediate.

“That’s it,” he said. “Make yourself come. Milk those tits for me. I want to see it.”

The words burned through whatever was left of my restraint. I pinched one nipple with my free hand, rolling it hard between my fingers. A thicker bead of milk welled up and spilled. I worked my clit faster, hips lifting to meet him, thighs starting to shake.

“Theo—I’m—”

“Do it.”

The orgasm hit like a snapped wire. It started low in my toes and ripped upward, locking every muscle. I screamed, vision flashing white, my cunt clamping down around his cock in hard, rhythmic pulses. He groaned my name and shoved in deep, his own release pulsing hot inside me as mine still rippled around him.

He caught himself on his forearms above me, body shaking. Sweat slicked both of us. The room smelled like sex and salt and the faint sweetness of milk. He stayed inside me until he softened, then eased out before stretching out beside me and pulling me into his chest. I felt wrung out, heavy, the sharp edge of need finally blunted.

We lay quiet while the light outside shifted from gold to deep blue. My body thrummed with the aftershock, limbs loose and warm.

Theo’s fingers moved through my hair. “You,” he said, voice soft with something like awe, “are incredible.”

I opened my mouth to answer, then felt it.

A slow, powerful tightening rolled across the whole dome of my belly. Not sharp. Not quick. It gripped hard, like a broad hand closing around the curve of a melon, held, then eased off over the space of a full minute.

I went still against him.

“Nadia?” His hand paused on my back. “What is it?”

The band of pressure let go completely. My belly softened again. I exhaled. “Nothing. Just a big stretch. The baby’s waking up.” I took his hand and pressed it low on my stomach. “Feel.”

A gentle roll of movement pushed against his palm. Theo’s mouth curved. “Strong.”

But my thoughts were already racing, the warm haze gone. That hadn’t been a kick. It hadn’t been a stretch.

I knew exactly what it was. Every class, every book, had described the same thing.

Braxton Hicks. Practice. Normal in the third trimester.

Still, another thought slid in behind it, cold and precise. Practice for what? The real thing wasn’t supposed to happen for another eight weeks.

I closed my eyes and rested my cheek against his chest. I waited, listening inward, every muscle braced.

Five minutes later the squeeze came again.

I counted the seconds in my head. Pressure built, peaked, held steady, then slowly released.

Two contractions in… five minutes? Seven?

No real pain. Just that deep, encompassing grip, like my uterus had clenched into a fist. Practice. Harmless. Normal.

My heart still knocked hard against my ribs.

Theo’s breathing had already settled into sleep. His hand stayed spread over the now-soft curve of my belly, warm and heavy. I tried to match my breath to his, tried to sink back into the satisfied ache between my legs. My body stayed alert anyway, tuned to the next wave.

It arrived eight minutes later.

This one felt stronger. A deep, rolling cinch that lifted my lower back a fraction off the mattress. A small, involuntary sound slipped out of me.

Theo stirred. “Hmm?”

“It’s nothing,” I whispered, too fast. “Baby’s just really moving.”

He nuzzled the back of my shoulder, already drifting again. “Active little thing.”

The contraction ebbed. I lay rigid in his arms, counting. One minute. Two. Five.

Nothing.

The tension in my shoulders began to loosen. See? Irregular. Sporadic. Just Braxton Hicks. My body practicing. It was fine.

I must have dozed, because the next one pulled me out of shallow sleep. This time the tightening came with a low, dull ache that spread across my lower back. I shifted, trying to ease it, and Theo’s arm tightened around me.

“Nadia?” His voice was clearer. “What’s going on?”

“Nothing,” I said, but the word came out thin. The contraction peaked, a firm band across my front and back, and I couldn’t quite swallow the small gasp.

He pushed up on one elbow. In the dark I could feel him studying me. “Talk to me. Is it a contraction?”

I swallowed. “I think they’re Braxton Hicks. They’re supposed to be normal.”

“How many have you had?”

“A few. They’re not regular.” Even as I said it, I felt the first hint of the next one starting low in my pelvis. “Oh. There’s another.”

His hand moved over my belly, feeling the way the muscle hardened under his palm. He left it there while the contraction built, held, then faded. His silence stretched longer than any question.

“How far apart?” he asked, voice carefully even.

“I don’t know. Maybe eight or ten minutes? They’re not consistent.” I turned to face him. Moonlight from the window showed the sleep gone from his face, replaced by focused attention. “Theo, it’s probably nothing. I’m only thirty-two weeks. It’s too early.”

“We should time them.” He reached for his phone on the nightstand, opened the clock app. “Tell me when the next one starts.”

We lay in the dark, waiting. My body felt like a single listening nerve. The pleasant soreness from sex had faded under the sharper thrum of worry. The baby shifted, a quick flurry of kicks and turns.

The next tightening began. “Now,” I said.

He started the timer. His hand rested on my belly again. “Breathe. Slow and deep.”

I tried. The contraction lasted longer this time, the backache sharper. When it released I let out a shaky breath. “Okay. It’s gone.”

He stopped the timer. “Two minutes long.” He started a new timer for the interval. “We’ll see the pattern.”

“Theo, you’re scaring me.”

He pulled me closer and kissed my forehead. “I’m not scared. I’m just being careful. It’s probably exactly what you said—practice. But we should know.” His voice stayed calm, steady. “We’ll time them for an hour. If they stay irregular and don’t get worse, we’ll assume it’s normal and go back to sleep. If they get closer or longer, we call the doctor. All right?”

The plan gave me something concrete to hold. “Okay.”

We waited. The interval timer passed seven minutes, then eight. No contraction. I started to relax, melting into the warmth of his body. Maybe it had stopped. A random cluster brought on by the sex, the orgasms, maybe not enough water afterward.

At nine minutes the next one started, sharper this time, higher up. “Now,” I whispered.

He started the duration timer. This contraction was shorter—forty-five seconds—but tighter, stealing my breath for a moment.

“They’re not going away,” I said. The tremor in my voice was obvious.

“They’re not getting closer together either,” he pointed out. “The last interval was longer.” He started a new interval timer.

The next contraction came after only six minutes. It lasted nearly a minute and a half, the ache in my back deepening into something that felt more like real pain. I curled onto my side, facing away from him, trying to find a position that eased the pressure.

Theo’s hand rubbed slow circles over my lower back. “Breathe through it, love. You’re doing fine.”

When it passed I was sweating. “I want to get up,” I said, voice small. “I want to walk. They say walking can stop false labor.”

“Okay.” He was out of bed before the word finished leaving my mouth, yanking on his sweatpants. His hands found my elbows and lifted me upright, then pulled me to my feet. My legs shook under me, unsteady. He handed me my robe and I wrapped the silk around my body; it felt cool against skin still hot from what we’d been doing.

We moved slowly through the main room of the cabin, my arm hooked through his. The floorboards were smooth and chilled under my bare feet. Moonlight cut clean silver lines across the planks and caught on the edges of the furniture.

Another contraction rolled through me as we passed the kitchen table. I stopped, fingers locking around the wooden edge, and bent forward as my belly went rigid as stone. Theo stepped in close behind me, palms braced on my hips, his voice a low, steady murmur against my ear. “That’s it. Ride it out. You’re so strong.”

This one was worse. The pain in my back pulled tight and hot, a fist that wouldn’t open. A sharp thread of fear slipped through me. Too early. It’s too early.

When the contraction finally let go, I was panting. “Theo…”

He already had his phone in his hand. “Four minutes since the last one. Three contractions in less than twenty minutes, and they’re lasting longer.” His voice stayed even, but I saw the quick flicker of worry cross his face before he smoothed it away. “I’m calling the after-hours line.”

He guided me to the sofa, settled me against the cushions, and tucked a blanket over my legs. Then he stepped into the bedroom, phone to his ear, and I heard the low, urgent shape of his voice through the closed door.

I sat still, both hands spread over the hard, round curve of my belly. The baby had gone quiet inside me, as if listening. “It’s okay,” I whispered. I wasn’t sure whether I was talking to the baby or to myself. “We’re okay.”

Theo came back out, face composed again. “They said it’s probably Braxton Hicks or false labor, but with the frequency and the back pain they want us to get checked. The nearest hospital with labor and delivery is forty minutes away.”

The word hospital landed like a stone in my stomach. “Now?”

“Now,” he said gently. He knelt in front of me and took both my hands. “It’s just a check, Nadia. Better safe than sorry. They’ll hook you up, tell us everything’s fine, and we’ll come back here and sleep.”

I nodded. My throat had closed. The part of me that could think knew he was right. The rest of me was screaming.

He helped me into soft clothes—leggings and one of his oversized sweaters—then packed a small bag with my wallet, prenatal records, and a bottle of water. Every movement was quiet and efficient, and the steadiness of it eased something tight in my chest.

Another contraction caught me as he was helping me into the car, right there on the gravel under the cold spread of stars. I braced against the open door and moaned low as the pain peaked. Theo’s hand stayed on my lower back, warm and solid. “Almost there,” he whispered, though we hadn’t moved yet.

The drive blurred into dark trees and moonlit pavement. I tracked the contractions on my phone. They settled into a rough rhythm—every five to seven minutes, each one lasting about a minute. The pain stayed low in my back, a deep grinding ache that made me keep shifting in the seat.

Theo drove with one hand on the wheel, the other reaching across to hold mine whenever the road allowed. “Talk to me,” he said. “Tell me what you’re feeling.”

“It’s my back,” I said through my teeth as the next wave hit. “Like a vise. A mean one.”

“Back labor happens when the baby’s facing the wrong way,” he said, voice calm. “Sunny-side up. It doesn’t mean anything’s wrong. It just means the back of the head is pressing on your spine.”

His knowledge—pulled from every book and class he’d made us attend together—felt like something I could hold onto. He wasn’t panicking. He was working the problem.

The hospital was a low building washed in fluorescent light that felt too bright for the middle of the night. The triage nurse in L&D moved quickly but spoke kindly. She got me into a gown, onto a bed, and wired to two monitors—one for the baby’s heartbeat, one for my contractions.

The sound that filled the quiet room—whoosh-whoosh-whoosh, fast and strong—hit me like music.

“Baby sounds perfect,” the nurse said, smiling. “Nice and strong.”

She watched the contraction monitor as another tightening began. The line on the paper spiked sharply. “And you’re definitely contracting. Let’s see how you’re progressing.” She did a gentle exam, her expression neutral. “One centimeter. Cervix is still thick and long. This looks like false labor—prodromal labor. It can run for hours, even days, without turning into active labor.”

The relief hit so hard my eyes filled. “So… it’s not real?”

“It’s real contractions,” she said. “They’re just not opening the cervix yet. Your body is practicing. Warming up.” She patted my leg. “Very common, especially with first babies. You’re not in preterm labor.”

I looked at Theo standing by my head, his hand tight around mine. His shoulders dropped as the tension left him.

The nurse gave us instructions: rest, drink, take a warm bath. The contractions might stop or keep coming on and off. Come back if they hit five minutes apart for an hour, if my water broke, or if I saw any bleeding.

An hour later we were back in the car, heading to the cabin under a sky turning gray with predawn. The contractions had stretched out to every fifteen minutes, then twenty. The sharp backache had eased to a dull throb.

Exhaustion dropped over me like a heavy coat. I rested my head against the cool window.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered.

Theo glanced over. “For what?”

“For scaring you. For ruining our night.”

He reached across and took my hand, brought it to his mouth. “You didn’t ruin anything. You gave me the best night of my life, and then you gave me something I needed to know.”

“What?”

“What matters,” he said. “How strong you are. How much I love you.” He squeezed my fingers. “We got a practice run. Now we know what to watch for. We’re even more of a team.”

His words loosened the last knot in my chest. By the time we pulled up to the cabin the sky had gone pale pink and gold. The lake lay perfectly still, like glass.

He helped me inside and straight to the bathroom. He ran a deep, warm bath and poured in the lavender salts. He peeled my clothes off and eased me into the water. The heat sank straight into the ache in my back and pulled a long sigh out of me.

I sank until the water reached my shoulders, my belly rising above the surface like an island. Theo sat on the closed toilet lid, watching me.

“I feel silly,” I said, eyes closed. “For overreacting.”

“You didn’t overreact. You listened to your body and we got it checked. That’s the smart thing.” He leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “Can I join you?”

The old clawfoot tub was deep enough for two if we stayed close. I nodded.

He stripped and slid in behind me, legs bracketing mine, chest pressed to my back. The water rose higher around us. His arms came around me, hands resting on my belly beneath the surface.

We stayed like that for a long time, just breathing. The fear of the night drained away, leaving a tired, quiet peace in its place. His touch had changed. Not hungry. Not urgent. Just steady and careful. His fingers traced the stretch marks across my skin, the tight curve where our child slept.

“You were so brave,” he murmured into my damp hair.

“I was scared.”

“Being brave means being scared and doing it anyway.” He kissed my shoulder. “You’re incredible.”

I turned my head enough to study his face in the low bathroom light. Whatever composure he’d worn through the drive and the hospital and the hour after had thinned; I could see the shadows now, the ones he hadn’t let himself show me. “You were scared too,” I said. It wasn’t a question.

He went quiet for a moment, his jaw working. “Terrified,” he admitted finally, like the word cost him something to hand over. “The whole drive there I kept doing the math. Thirty-two weeks. What that could mean. I didn’t say any of it out loud because I needed you calm, and I didn’t know how to be scared enough to drive that fast and steady enough to be the one you leaned on, both at once.”

“You don’t have to be the strong one every time,” I said, turning in the water to face him, my belly floating between us. “I need you steady. I don’t need you unbreakable.”

Something eased out of his shoulders, like I’d handed him a permission he hadn’t known he was waiting for. “I’ll work on that,” he said, a rough, grateful laugh underneath it. He pulled me back against his chest, his lips finding my temple. “Being scared with you still beats being fine without you.”

I leaned back into him, letting his body hold mine up. The water was cooling. He reached for the washcloth and the gentle soap. “Let me.”

He washed me with slow, focused attention that made my throat tighten. He ran the cloth over my neck, my shoulders, my arms. He soaped it again and drew it carefully over the taut dome of my belly, his touch light. He washed my breasts, catching the faint milky leak with the cloth, his fingers tender enough that my breath caught for an entirely different reason. He washed between my legs, a slow, careful cleansing that held no heat, only care.

When he finished he helped me stand, wrapped me in a thick towel, then dried himself. He led me to the bed, pulled back the covers, and tucked me in. He climbed in behind me and pulled me into the curve of his body the way we’d started the night.

The contractions had stopped. My body felt quiet and used up.

The hunger was gone too. The fierce, hormonal need had burned away in the fear and the rush. What was left was softer. Emptier. A different kind of wanting.

“Theo?” My voice sounded small in the dark room.

“Hmm?”

“Make love to me.”

He went still behind me. “Nadia… you have to be exhausted. And sore.”

“I am,” I said. “But not like that. I don’t need what we did before. I just need you. Close. I need to feel you and not be scared and know we’re still us. I need it soft.”

He understood. He turned me gently onto my back and propped pillows behind me. He kissed my forehead, my eyelids, the tip of my nose. He kissed my belly, a long, slow press of his mouth. “I love you,” he whispered against my skin. “I love this baby. I love our life.”

He moved over me, bracing his weight on his forearms. He was already half-hard, but there was no rush in him. He kissed my mouth, slow and deep and sweet. The kiss tasted like relief.

He paused above me, the last flicker of the night’s worry still stamped across his face. “Nadia, we don’t have to. Not tonight, not after—”

I caught his jaw in my hand and guided his eyes back to mine. “I need this. I need you. Please.”

He searched my face for a long moment, and whatever he found there settled something in him. “You sure?”

“More than anything.”

He nodded. In the low light his eyes were bright. He settled between my thighs and pressed the head of his cock to my entrance. I was wet, slick from the bath and from the way my body had stayed ready. He pushed inside slowly, stretching me open inch by inch until he was seated deep. The feeling was not frantic. It was full and perfect and right. He was home.

He stayed there, unmoving, forehead resting against mine. We breathed the same air.

Then he began to move. A gentle, rocking rhythm, deep but slow. There was no race, no desperate finish to chase. This was about the slide of skin, the sound of our quiet breaths, the way our eyes stayed locked.

His hands cradled my face. “You,” he whispered with every slow thrust. “Are. Everything.”

Tears slipped from the corners of my eyes and ran into my hair. This was worship. Not of my body’s ripeness, but of me. Of us. Of the long, terrifying, beautiful road we were walking together.

The pleasure built not as a sharp peak but as a warm, rising tide. It swelled from my core, spreading through my limbs like sunlight penetrating deep muscle. I didn’t need to touch myself. His slow, deep friction against my clit was enough—a steady, low-voltage current that lit me up from within.

“Come with me,” I breathed, feeling my body begin to tighten around him, not in a spasm but in a slow, sweet clench that drew him deeper.

He nodded, his rhythm faltering as his own release approached. I let go; my orgasm washed over me in a warm, quiet wave that left me gasping softly, a sigh escaping my lips. He followed, his body shuddering, his release pulsing deep inside me—hot and insistent, a claim that sealed us together.

He collapsed beside me, pulling me into his arms. We were still joined, his softening cock still inside me, clinging to that intimacy as the world returned. We lay like that as the sun rose fully, painting the room in gold, the light warming our tangled skin.

Eventually, he slipped out and fetched a warm washcloth to clean me, the damp cloth soothing against my sensitive skin—another act of tender care. Then he pulled the blankets over us both, tucking me in against him.

I lay nestled in the circle of his arms, my back to his chest. My belly was quiet. His steady breath against my neck scattered the last ghosts of fear, replacing them with a certainty that sank into my bones.

Whatever came next—the real labor, the birth, the terrifying, wonderful chaos of parenthood—we would face it like this. Together. Still connected.

I placed his hand over the swell where our child slept, his palm warm through my skin. “We’re ready,” I whispered.

And for the first time, I truly believed it. The truth of it settled in the space between his hand and my belly, a quiet promise.


Chapter 4 — The Feast

The days after that night bled into each other, soft and slow and golden. The false alarm had left behind not fear, but a fierce, diamond-hard focus. Every touch Theo gave me felt like a vow. Each time his eyes met mine, I saw devotion burning alongside the desire.

My own hunger, once a source of confusion, had solidified into something undeniable. It was no passing whim. It was a tide governed by the moon inside me, a force that rewired my nerves. My body was in charge, and it wanted him. Constantly.

I woke on the fourth morning not to sunlight, but to a deep, throbbing ache in my breasts. They felt heavier than ever, tight and hot beneath the thin cotton of my nightgown. A familiar damp patch had already bloomed on the fabric. I shifted, and a small, surprised gasp escaped me as the movement sent a sharp, sweet pang directly to my core. My clit was swollen, acutely sensitive against the rumpled sheets.

Theo still slept beside me, his face relaxed in the early light. I studied the line of his shoulder, the dusting of hair on his forearm thrown across his stomach. A wave of greedy, single-minded want surged through me. I didn’t want to wait for him to wake. I wanted to claim him.

I pushed myself up on one elbow, my free hand going to my breast. I pressed gently, and a clear, pearly bead of colostrum welled up and slid down the curve. My lungs tightened. The sight of it, this tangible proof of the change, still sent a current through my veins. But the current wasn’t shame anymore. It was pure, unadulterated power.

I leaned over him, my swollen belly brushing his side. I kissed his shoulder, then the hollow of his neck, then the rough stubble along his jaw. He stirred with a soft groan, his eyes fluttering open.

“Morning,” he murmured, his voice thick with sleep.

“It is,” I said, my own voice low and sure. I guided his hand from his stomach to my damp breast, pressing his palm against the wet fabric. “And I’m starving.”

His eyes snapped fully open, sleep vanishing, replaced by a dark, instant heat. He felt the dampness, saw the determination etched on my face.

“Yeah?” he said, his thumb moving to circle my nipple through the cloth. The pressure sent a delicious shudder straight to my womb.

“Yeah. I want your mouth on me. Now.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. In one smooth motion, he sat up and pulled me gently into his lap, my back against his chest. His hands went to the straps of my nightgown, easing them down my shoulders until my breasts spilled free into the cool morning air. They were full, veins tracing faint blue roads beneath the skin, my nipples dark and taut.

He didn’t hesitate. One arm wrapped around my waist, supporting the weight of my belly, while his other hand cupped my breast. He lowered his head and took my nipple into his mouth.

The sensation was a live wire. It wasn’t just the skilled, hungry pull of his mouth. It was the release. The tight, pressurized ache in my ducts eased as he sucked, and I felt the thin, sweet fluid leave my body and pass into his. A low moan rumbled in his throat, a sound of primal satisfaction. He swallowed, then suckled harder, his tongue flicking over the tip.

“Theo,” I breathed, my head falling back against his shoulder. My hands came up to fist in his hair, holding him to me.

He switched to the other breast, giving it the same lavish attention. I could hear the soft, wet sounds of his mouth, feel the rhythmic pull deep in my tissue, a direct line to my core. My pussy was dripping, the emptiness between my legs becoming a sharp, physical demand.

“I need you inside me,” I panted, writhing against him.

He released my breast with a final, lingering lick. “How? Tell me how you want it.”

My mind, blurred at the edges with lust, scanned the practicalities. On my back was too heavy now. From behind, on my knees, supporting my belly with pillows… that had worked before. But I wanted to see his face. I needed him to watch mine.

“Sit up against the headboard,” I instructed, my voice graveled with command.

He obeyed, shuffling back to sit upright against the carved wooden headboard. His cock was already hard, jutting up from his lap, flushed and ready. I moved with the clumsy grace of my body, my belly leading the way, until I was kneeling over him. I braced my hands on his shoulders, looking down into his face. His eyes were wide, his lips still glistening from my milk.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he whispered, his hands coming to rest on the enormous curve of my hips.

I lowered myself slowly, guiding him with one hand. The broad head of his cock pressed against my opening, already slick and willing. I sank down onto him, inch by deliberate inch, until he was buried to the hilt inside me. A guttural groan tore from his throat. My own cry was one of pure relief, of a hollowness perfectly filled.

“Oh, God,” I moaned, my inner walls fluttering around him, adjusting to his glorious size.

“Look at you,” he breathed, his gaze traveling from my face, down over the ripe swell of my breasts, to the huge dome of my belly where our child rested, and finally to the place where we were joined. “You’re a goddess. My goddess.”

His words ignited something feral in my blood. I began to move, rocking my hips, using the strength of my thighs. It was a slow, deep grind, my swollen clit rubbing against the base of his shaft with each rise and fall. My breasts swayed heavily with the motion, a fresh trickle of milk tracing a glistening path down my skin.

He watched, transfixed, his hands roaming my body—squeezing the flare of my hips, skimming the taut sides of my belly, thumbing my leaking nipples. Every touch was both reverence and possession.

“Taste me again,” I demanded, arching my back to push my breast toward his mouth.

He leaned forward, capturing my nipple once more, suckling in time with my grinding rhythm. The dual sensations—his mouth hot on my breast, his cock thick inside my pussy—built a pressure that threatened to crack me open. Pleasure wound itself into a tight, searing coil in my core.

“I’m close,” I warned, my movements becoming more urgent, less graceful.

He released my breast, his hands gripping my hips to help guide my pace. “Come for me, Nadia. Let me feel you.”

His permission was the final turn of the key. The coil shattered. My orgasm broke over me not as a single wave, but as a series of deep, internal pulses, milking his cock in a rhythmic clench. I cried out, my body convulsing around him, my head thrown back.

The feeling of my climax triggered his. With a ragged shout, he thrust up into me, his release jetting hot inside me, his entire body shuddering beneath mine. I rode him through it, until we were both spent, panting, still locked together.

I slumped forward, resting my forehead against his shoulder, my belly pressed between us. We stayed like that for long minutes, connected, breathing the same air.

Eventually, I lifted my head. His eyes were soft, sated. He brushed a sweaty strand of hair from my cheek.

“Breakfast?” he asked, a slow smile spreading across his face.

I laughed, the sound warm and unguarded. “Yes. But first, I need a shower. And you’re coming with me.”

The day unfolded in a haze of lazy contentment. We ate pancakes on the porch, sunlight dappling the plates. We took a slow walk down to the lake’s edge, Theo’s hand a steadying presence on the small of my back. We cuddled on the couch, his palm stroking the rise of my belly as we read.

But the hunger, that new constant, was only sleeping. By mid-afternoon, as I stood at the kitchen sink rinsing our lunch plates, I felt it stir again. A slow, warm pulse between my legs. A heaviness in my breasts that had nothing to do with milk and everything to do with want.

Theo came up behind me, his arms sliding around my waist, his hands splaying over my belly. He nuzzled the sensitive skin below my ear.

“You’re thinking loud,” he murmured against me.

“I’m thinking I’m not done with you,” I said, turning in his arms. The look in my eyes must have been unmistakable. His gaze darkened, pupils swallowing the hazel.

“Where?” he asked, simple and direct.

My eyes drifted past him, through the sliding glass doors, to the wide wooden deck that overlooked the lake. The sun was a warm weight, the sky a deep, cloudless blue. The world was empty except for us.

“Outside,” I said.

A flicker of surprise, then raw, unvarnished desire, crossed his face. “Yeah?”

“Yeah. I want the sun on my skin. I want to feel… exposed.”

He didn’t argue. He took my hand and led me out onto the deck. The wood was warm under my bare feet. The lake stretched out, a vast sheet of glittering light. The air felt illicit, charged with freedom.

“What do you need?” he asked, his voice rough.

“Lie down,” I said.

He stretched out on the warm planks, looking up at me with a mixture of trust and blazing anticipation. I stood over him, letting the sun soak into my shoulders. Slowly, I pulled my simple cotton dress over my head. I stood before him completely naked, seven months pregnant, my body a landscape of curves and swell. The breeze whispered coolly over my skin, puckering my nipples into tight peaks.

His cock, already hard again, lay against his stomach. I knelt beside him, then straddled his thighs, not taking him inside me yet. I leaned forward, bracing my hands on his chest, my enormous belly hanging between us. I lowered my head and kissed him, a deep, claiming kiss. Then I trailed my mouth down the plane of his chest, over the ridges of his abdomen, until I reached his cock.

I’d never been particularly confident at this, but a new, hungry boldness possessed me. I wanted to taste him, to wield this intimate power. I took the head into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the smooth crown. He gasped, his hips lifting off the deck.

“Nadia… fuck…”

I took him deeper, learning the rhythm of his breath, the salt-and-skin taste of him. I used my hand at the base, my mouth working the length I could manage. His hands fisted in my hair, not guiding, just holding on as if I were the only anchor. The sounds he made—the helpless, gut-deep groans—were more intoxicating than any wine. My own need was a throbbing, dripping ache between my legs.

I released him with a soft, wet pop, looking up the length of his body. His face was taut with barely leashed pleasure.

“Now,” I said, crawling up his body. “I need you now.”

I positioned myself over him again, but this time, instead of lowering onto him, I turned around. I presented my back to him, looking out over the vast, still lake as I guided him into me from behind. It was easier in this position, my belly supported by my hands and knees. He slid in smoothly, filling the empty, desperate space with one solid stroke.

The angle was different, deeper, hitting a place that made stars burst behind my eyelids. I cried out as he bottomed out inside me.

“Okay?” he asked immediately, his hands coming to rest on the swell of my hips.

“More than okay,” I moaned, the words ragged. “Move. Please.”

He began to thrust, slow at first, then with gathering power. Each drive sent jolts of pure sensation through my clit, pressed so perfectly against his pubic bone. The view was dizzying—the endless blue of the lake, the deep green of the pines, and beneath me, the solid, sun-warmed wood. I was a creature stripped to raw nerve endings, pinned between earth and sky, utterly filled by the man I loved.

His thrusts became more rhythmic, more focused. One of his hands left my hip and snaked around my thigh, finding my clit. His fingers circled the swollen nub in perfect time with his strokes. The dual stimulation was unbearable, exquisite.

“Theo, I’m gonna—” My warning was cut off by my own scream as orgasm ripped through me, violent and bright, blinding me to the beautiful view. My pussy clenched around him in frantic, desperate pulses.

My climax triggered his own. A deep roar broke out of him as he ground down hard and stayed there, his release flooding my cunt, his body shaking against mine. We sank together onto the deck, a tangled, sweat-slick heap of limbs and satisfaction.

We lay there until the sun baked our skin dry. His arm draped over my waist, his fingers tracing slow circles on my belly. The baby kicked once, a lazy roll that pressed against his palm.

“We should probably go inside,” Theo said eventually, his voice lazy. “Before we get arrested for indecency.”

I laughed, rolling onto my side to face him. “Let them try. I’d like to see them handcuff me in this condition.”

He grinned, leaning in to kiss me softly. “My fearless girl.”

We helped each other up, gathered our discarded clothes, and stumbled back into the cool, dim cabin. The afternoon stretched ahead, long and quiet. We showered together again, a slower, more thorough cleaning that threatened to rekindle the heat.

As evening approached, a different kind of energy coursed through me. The intense, physical hunger had been fed, for now. But a restless, creative itch took its place. I wanted… something else.

“Theo,” I said, as he chopped vegetables for dinner. “After we eat… I have an idea.”

He paused, his eyes warm with curiosity. “Yeah? What kind of idea?”

I bit my lip, the plan crystallizing in my mind. It was audacious, intimate—the next logical step in this week of worship.

“I want you to paint me,” I said.

He laid the knife aside, wiped his hands on a towel, and turned to face me fully. His eyes, always so easy to read, showed a flicker of surprise, then a slow-dawning appreciation that deepened. “Paint you?”

“Yes.” I walked toward him, feeling the heavy sway of my hips. “Not like, a portrait. More like… a study. Of my body. Like this.” I gestured down the length of myself. “I want you to see me. Really see me. And I want a record of it. Of how I look right now, with you.”

The concept took shape as I spoke. This wasn’t about creating art. This was ritual. About his hands not just touching me, but tracing me. His eyes not just desiring me, but memorizing every line and curve and shadow. It was the ultimate act of worship I could ask for.

“I haven’t painted since college,” he said, but his voice held no refusal, only a hint of excited nervousness.

“I don’t care if it’s good. I just want it to be you. Looking at me.”

He crossed the space between us, cupping my face in his hands. “You are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. Every single day, I look at you.”

“Then prove it,” I whispered, kissing his palm.

He took a deep breath, a smile tugging his lips. “Okay. After dinner.”

Dinner was a distracted affair. We ate the pasta he’d prepared, the flavors rich and garlicky, but my mind was already in the living room, already feeling the phantom brushstrokes. Theo kept glancing at me, his gaze lingering on my shoulders, the slope of my neck, as if he was already sketching me in his mind.

After we washed up, he went to the small storage closet and pulled out a dusty, flat box I’d never noticed. Inside were a few basic tubes of acrylic paint, a palette, a jar of brushes, and a pad of thick, textured paper. “Left by the owners, I think,” he said, blowing dust off the lid. “Or some past guest. It’ll do.”

He set up in the living room, pushing the coffee table aside. He arranged a pile of cushions and a throw blanket on the floor for me to recline on. The evening light was perfect—the sinking sun through the west-facing windows cast a long, golden beam across the room, warm and diffuse.

“Where do you want me?” I asked, my heart beginning a slow, heavy thud against my ribs.

“Right there,” he said, pointing to the center of the light. “However you’re comfortable.”

I let the simple robe I’d put on after dinner slide from my shoulders. It pooled at my feet. The air was cool on my skin, prickling goosebumps. I lowered myself onto the cushions, arranging myself on my side, one arm supporting my head, the other resting on the crest of my belly. My back was to the windows, so the light would fall across the full, ripe curve of my stomach and the heavy swell of my breasts. I felt utterly exposed, yet not vulnerable—an offering.

Theo stood for a stretched moment, just looking. His eyes traveled over me with an intensity that was different from desire. It was analysis, appreciation, awe. He wasn’t seeing his wife. He was seeing a form, a subject. It made my breath catch.

He knelt, opened the paints, squeezed dabs of color onto the palette—ochre, sienna, a startling titanium white, a deep ultramarine. He filled a mason jar with water from the kitchen tap. The ordinary sounds were part of the ceremony.

Then he picked up a brush, a medium-sized one with soft bristles. He looked from the paper to me and back again. He made a tentative stroke, then another. I watched his face, the way his brow furrowed in concentration, the slight movement of his lips. He was completely absorbed.

The silence was heavy, filled only with the scratch of brush on paper and our breathing. I let my mind wander, my body relax into the pose. The baby stirred, a gentle roll, and I smiled.

“Don’t move,” Theo said softly, but his voice was gentle, not a command. He was capturing it.

Time blurred. My arm grew tired, but I didn’t shift. This discomfort was part of it. This was the reality of my body—not just its beauty, but its weight, its demands. He needed to see that, too.

He worked for what felt like an hour, his movements growing more confident, the brushstrokes surer. He’d look at me, his eyes lingering on a shadow under my breast, the line where my thigh met my belly, then his hand would move to the paper, translating what he saw.

Finally, he set the brush down. He didn’t look at the paper. He looked at me.

“Come here,” he said, his voice thick.

I moved stiffly, my muscles protesting. He rose and came to me, helping me up. He didn’t lead me to see the painting. Instead, he led me to the couch. He sat and pulled me into his lap, cradling me against his chest. He just held me, his face buried in my hair.

“Theo? Aren’t you going to show me?”

He shook his head against my shoulder. “In a minute. Just… let me hold you first.”

I understood. The act of creation had been its own intimacy, exhausting and profound. We sat like that until my breathing matched his, until the room grew darker and the golden light turned to twilight blue.

Eventually, he shifted. “Okay,” he whispered. “Ready?”

I nodded.

He helped me up and walked me over to the easel. The painting was propped on it, still wet in places. I gasped.

It wasn’t a photographic likeness. It was something better. It was an impression, a feeling. He’d used broad, sweeping strokes of warm umber and gold for my skin. My belly was a vast, beautiful planet, shaded with violet and deep blue in the curves. My breasts were rendered with a tenderness that made my throat tighten—the areolas dark smudges of sepia, the subtle gleam of moisture at a nipple hinted at with a tiny dot of pure white. He’d even captured the faint silvery lines of my stretch marks, not as flaws, but as threads of silver, a topography of creation.

But it was the expression on the painted face—my face—that undid me. He’d given me a look of serene, powerful knowing. A goddess resting in her own fullness.

“Theo,” I breathed, tears springing to my eyes. “It’s… it’s me.”

“It’s how I see you,” he said, his arm tightening around my waist. “Every single day.”

I turned in his arms, framing his face with my hands. The hunger that had been quieted by the artistic focus reignited, but it was a different kind of need. It was a need for consummation, for the physical to catch up to the spiritual.

I kissed him. It was a deep, slow, searching kiss, pouring all my awe and my want into it. He responded in kind, his hands sliding down my back to cup my ass, pulling me tight against the hard line of his cock.

“I need you,” I murmured against his lips. “Not like this morning, or this afternoon. Slow. So slow it almost hurts.”

He nodded, his eyes dark wells in the dim room. He led me to the bedroom, but he didn’t lay me down on the bed. He guided me to stand before the full-length mirror in the corner, the one I’d avoided that first day.

“Look,” he said, standing behind me, his hands on my shoulders. “Look at what I see.”

I forced myself to look. The woman in the mirror was flushed, her lips swollen from kissing. Her body sang of fertility—the deep brown of her nipples against the pale, veined skin of her breasts, the vast, taut dome of her stomach, the curve of her hips. And behind her, Theo, his face etched with a love so fierce it was almost painful.

“You’re a miracle,” he whispered, his lips on my shoulder.

His hands began to move. They didn’t grope or grab. They traced. They worshipped. His fingertips drew invisible lines from my shoulders down my arms. He palmed my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my nipples until they peaked, hard and sensitive. He knelt behind me, his hands sliding around to cradle my belly, his lips pressing a line of kisses up my spine.

I watched it all in the mirror, a dizzying double sensation—feeling his touch and seeing it happen to this powerful, ripe stranger who was me.

He rose and turned me gently to face him. He lifted me—a grunt of effort escaping him—and carried me the few steps to the bed, laying me down in the center with a reverence usually reserved for holy relics. He undressed slowly, letting me watch, his cock springing free, already fully hard.

He didn’t climb over me immediately. He lay beside me, propped on one elbow, and just looked. His hand came out, and he began to touch me again, but this time even slower. He traced the outline of my lips with his finger, then followed the same path with his tongue. He kissed down my neck, to the hollow of my throat. He spent an age on each breast, laving and suckling until my milk let down in a slow, sweet trickle, and he drank it with soft, grateful sounds.

His mouth journeyed over the expanse of my belly, kissing every inch, whispering words I couldn’t hear against my skin. He kissed the inside of my thighs, making me shiver. He was mapping me, committing me to a sense memory deeper than any painting.

By the time his mouth finally found my cunt, I was trembling, aching, my hips lifting off the bed in silent supplication. He didn’t dive in. He breathed against me, the warm air making me clench around nothing. Then his tongue touched me, a single, slow, flat stroke from bottom to top.

I cried out, my hands fisting in the sheets.

He took his time, learning the landscape of me anew. His tongue circled my clit with agonizing patience, then dipped inside, tasting the salt-sweet evidence of my arousal. He alternated between broad, lapping strokes and focused, flickering attention on that swollen bundle of nerves that throbbed purely for him. The sensation bordered on torture—and on ecstasy. Pleasure built not as a climb but as a slow, deep flood, rising from my soles, up my calves, flooding the hollows of my hips.

“Theo, please,” I finally begged, my voice ragged. “I need you inside. I need to feel you.”

He lifted his head, his chin gleaming with my wetness. He moved up my body, planting another kiss on the curve of my belly as he passed. He settled between my legs, nudging them wider with his knees, then leaned down, bracing his weight on his arms, careful of the swell of my stomach.

The head of his cock pressed against my entrance, slick with my wetness and his saliva. He didn’t push. He waited.

“Look at me,” he said.

I dragged my eyes open. Our gazes locked in the semi-darkness, the air between us charged.

He pushed forward, an inch, no more. The stretch was a sweet, burning fullness, a claiming. He held there, his body trembling with the effort of restraint, the cords of his neck standing out.

“More,” I whispered, the word scraping from my throat.

He gave me another inch, retreating slightly, then advancing again—a slow, deliberate conquest. Every millimeter of his penetration was felt, celebrated. I watched his face, saw the ecstasy and the struggle mirrored there: a flicker in his jaw, a darkening of his eyes. My body opened for him, accepting him, pulling him deeper with a soft, internal clutch.

When he was fully sheathed, he stopped, buried to the hilt. We were both breathing hard, joined in the most intimate way possible, yet still holding each other’s gaze, refusing to blink.

“I love you,” he said, the words a vow. “I love this body. I love our child. I love the woman you are, right now.”

Tears spilled from the corners of my eyes, hot tracks down my temples. He leaned down and kissed them away, his lips soft against my skin.

Then he began to move. It was a deep, rocking motion, no frantic pace, no desperate thrusting—a rhythm as ancient as the tide, as fundamental as a pulse. Each withdrawal was a sweet agony, each return a homecoming. My body clasped him, my inner muscles fluttering around his length, milking him in a slow, steady pulse that drew a groan from his chest.

My hands came up to clutch his back, feeling the play of muscles beneath his sweat-slick skin. The world narrowed to this bed, to this man, to the glorious, stretching fullness between my legs. Pressure built again, a coiling, inevitable tide tightening low in my belly.

“Come with me,” I chanted, my eyes slipping shut. “Theo, come with me.”

He shifted his angle slightly, and the head of his cock brushed a spot deep inside that made stars burst behind my eyelids—a bright, shocking spark. My climax began not as a peak but as an expansion: it started in my core, a detonation of heat that radiated outward, along every nerve, until my very fingertips tingled with it. I cried out, a long, wordless sound of release, my body arching under his as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through me, each stronger than the last.

The feeling of my tight, fluttering channel squeezing him pushed him over the edge. With a broken groan, he drove deep and held, his body shuddering as his own release poured into me, hot and endless, flooding my womb.

He collapsed beside me, carefully, pulling me into his arms so my back was to his chest, our usual sleeping position. We were both slick with sweat, breathing in ragged unison. He was still inside me, softening slowly, a warm, heavy presence.

We lay in silence for a long time. The only sounds were our breathing slowing and the distant, mournful call of a loon on the lake. His hand came to rest on my belly, as it always did.

I was drifting, sated and boneless, when I felt it. Not a kick. A different sensation. A tightening across the entire front of my stomach, firm and distinct, a band of tension that lasted for maybe thirty seconds before it released.

My eyes flew open. A Braxton Hicks contraction. I’d had them before, but not here, not in this sacred, spent space.

Theo felt it too. His hand stilled. “You okay?” he murmured, his voice slurred with near-sleep.

“Yeah,” I whispered, placing my hand over his. “Just practice.”

But the tiny, practical contraction felt like a whisper from the future. A reminder that this week of worship was finite. That my body, for all its glorious ripeness, was on a schedule. That this paradise had an expiration date.

I pushed the thought away, nestling deeper into his arms. We had now. We had tonight. That was enough.

His breathing evened out into sleep. I stared into the dark, listening to his heart beat against my back, feeling the occasional, contented flutter of our child within me.

The painting leaned against the easel in the other room, a testament. The memory of his hands, his mouth, his cock, was etched into my skin. The week was more than half over.

But as I finally let sleep pull me under, I knew one thing with absolute certainty.

I was not done feasting.


Chapter 5 — The Fullness of Now

The false alarm didn’t fade with the dawn. It clung to me like a fine mist.

I woke before Theo, my back to his chest, his hand still curled possessively over the swell of my belly. Morning light seeped through the cabin window, soft and pale as old linen. Everything was quiet. Too quiet—the kind of silence that feels held, waiting. The Braxton Hicks had been normal, harmless, but they’d opened a tiny crack in our private paradise. The real world had begun to bleed through. Our time here was running out. In my head, a list began to form: pack up, drive home, finish assembling the nursery, attend the birthing classes we’d postponed, become practical people again.

I shifted carefully, trying not to wake him, but his arm tightened around me.

“Morning,” he murmured, his voice gritty with sleep. His lips found the hollow of my shoulder blade. “How’s the tenant?”

“Quiet,” I said, placing my hand over his. The skin of his knuckles was warm. “For now.”

He nuzzled the sensitive curve where my neck met my shoulder. “You?”

I didn’t want to say it. I didn’t want to break the spell. But the words escaped in a whisper anyway. “A little sad. That we have to leave soon.”

He was silent for a moment, his breath a warm tide against my skin.

Then he turned me gently onto my back, his movements deliberate around the bulk of my belly. He propped himself up on an elbow and looked down at me. His hair was sleep-mussed, his stubble a dark shadow along his jaw. His eyes held a sober, steady light.

“We’re not leaving yet,” he said, his voice low and firm. “We have one more day. And right now, we have this morning.” His hand slid from my belly to my cheek, his thumb brushing my cheekbone. “Where are you?”

I knew what he was asking. He was asking if I was here, in this bed with him, or if I was already back in the city, worrying about lists and deadlines. I took a deep breath, letting the scent of pine and lake air and him—sleep, salt, soap—fill my lungs. “I’m here.”

“Good.” He leaned down and kissed me, slow and deep. It was a claiming kiss, a reminder printed on my mouth. When he pulled back, his eyes held that familiar, hungry glint. “I dreamed about you,” he said, his thumb tracing the swell of my lower lip. “About this.”

“What part?” I asked, my voice already softening to a husky whisper.

“All of it,” he said. His hand drifted down, over the heavy curve of my breast. My nipple was already pebbled tight beneath the thin cotton of my nightshirt, sensitive and aching. “But mostly this.” He cupped me, his palm warm and heavy. A faint, familiar dampness bloomed on the fabric. He felt it too; his eyes darkened, the pupils swallowing the hazel. “You’re leaking.”

A flush of heat went through me, part shyness, part pure, unadulterated want. The self-consciousness was a ghost now, easily banished. “For you,” I whispered.

A groan rumbled in his chest, low and visceral. He bent his head and took the taut peak into his mouth through the fabric. The wet heat, the gentle suction, sent a bolt of sensation straight to my clit. I arched into him, a needy, wordless sound escaping my throat.

He pulled the nightshirt up and over my head, tossing it aside. The morning air was cool on my skin, but his gaze was hot. He looked at my body—the vast, tight globe of my belly, my breasts swollen and veined and tipped with beads of colostrum—with a reverence that still made my heart stutter.

“So beautiful,” he breathed, almost to himself. He lowered his head again, this time skin to skin. His tongue swirled around my areola, then lapped at the drop of clear, golden fluid that had gathered at the tip. The sensation sparked through me, a live wire connecting nipple to clit to the deep, hollow ache inside. My hips rocked of their own accord, seeking friction against the mattress.

“Theo,” I gasped, threading my fingers through his hair, holding him there.

He suckled gently, and a sweet, thin stream released into his mouth. He swallowed, his eyes closing for a second in a daze of pleasure. “So sweet,” he murmured against my skin, before moving to the other breast, giving it the same devoted attention.

I was panting, my pussy throbbing, wet and empty. A deep, insistent hunger had taken root in me this week; now it was awake, a raw, grumbling need. I didn’t just want him. I needed him inside me, filling the hollow, restless ache.

“Please,” I begged, tugging at his shoulders.

He understood. He always understood. He kissed a blazing trail down my belly, his hands spreading my thighs with a gentle firmness. He settled between my legs, his hands sliding under my ass to tilt me up to his mouth.

The first touch of his tongue was a shock of pure, white-hot pleasure.

He laved my clit with broad, firm strokes, then dipped into my opening, drinking me in. I cried out, my hands fisting in the sheets. He devoured me with a starving man’s urgency, his tongue flicking, probing, his lips sealing around my clit to suck.

“Yes, right there, oh God, right there,” I chanted, my back bowing off the bed. The climax gathered quickly, a tension coiling tight. But he slowed, pulling back just enough to keep me teetering on the edge.

“Not yet,” he growled, his voice thick. “I want to taste you come on my cock first.”

He moved up my body, kissing my belly, my breasts, my mouth. I could taste myself on his lips, salty and musky.

I curled my hand around his wrist and drew him closer. Wrapped in the cocoon of this cabin and his worship, I wanted nothing between us. I wanted to feel every part of him. “I want to feel you. All of you.”

His eyes searched mine. “Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

He let out a shaky breath, his cock—thick and hard and already leaking—pressing against my thigh. He positioned himself at my entrance, the broad head nudging my slick folds. He supported his weight on his elbows, his gaze locked on mine, checking in.

“Okay?” he asked.

I wrapped my legs around his hips as best I could with my belly between us. “More than okay,” I breathed. “I need you. Now.”

He pushed in.

The feeling was sublime. The stretch, the slow, inexorable filling, the heat of him buried deep inside me with no barrier. A deep, guttural moan tore from my throat. He stilled, fully sheathed, his forehead dropping to mine.

“Nadia,” he choked out. “Fuck. You feel…”

I knew. I felt it too. A profound, physical connection that went beyond sex. It was claiming and being claimed, on the most primal level. My body clasped him tightly, milking his length.

He began to move, a slow, rocking grind that pressed his pelvis against my clit with every stroke. It wasn’t frantic; it was deliberate, deep, a worshipful rhythm. His hands were under my shoulders, holding me, supporting me. Our breath mingled, our eyes open, watching each other shatter piece by piece.

The pressure built again, deeper this time, a rolling wave that started in my core and radiated outward. My breasts ached, heavy and full. A trickle of milk leaked down my side, unnoticed in the storm of sensation.

“I’m close,” I whimpered, my nails digging into his back. “Theo, I’m so close.”

“Come for me,” he urged, his pace increasing slightly, his thrusts hitting a spot that made my vision blur with pinpricks of light. “Let go. I’ve got you.”

That was all it took. The wave broke, a crashing, full-body convulsion that clenched around his cock. I screamed his name, my vision whiting out, every nerve ending firing at once. He held me through it, his own control snapping as my inner muscles pulsed around him. His release broke free of him with a ragged shout, stilling deep inside me, pouring into me in long, liquid pulses that set off one last, smaller shockwave of pleasure through my spent body.

We collapsed together, a tangle of limbs and sweat and spent breath. He was careful to roll to the side, keeping me in his arms, his softening cock slipping from me. We lay there for a long time, just breathing, our hearts hammering against each other.

Finally, he brushed the damp hair from my forehead. “Okay?” he asked again, his voice soft.

I turned my head and kissed the smooth muscle of his shoulder. “Perfect.”

We dozed, wrapped up in each other, until the sun was high and the cabin was warm. The practical part of my brain tried to stir—we should get up, shower, think about breakfast, think about packing—but I silenced it. Theo was right. We had now.

We eventually made it to the shower. He washed me with a tenderness that made my throat tight, his soapy hands sliding over my belly, between my legs, over my sensitive breasts. The water rinsed away the evidence of our morning, but the feeling of him inside me, the memory of his release, stayed with me like a warm, secret glow.

We made a lazy breakfast of eggs and toast and ate it on the porch in our robes, watching the lake sparkle. The scare of the previous night felt distant, silly even. My body was just doing what it was meant to do. Preparing—I could feel the low, shifting weight of the baby, a quiet, internal rearranging. And we were here, together, doing exactly what we were meant to do. Connecting.

“What do you want to do today?” Theo asked, sipping his coffee. “Last full day. We could take the canoe out. Or just… stay in.”

I looked out at the water, then back at him, at the love and open hunger in his face. The insatiability that had blossomed in me this week wasn’t sated. It was a deep, humming baseline. I wanted to etch each moment of this day into memory.

“I want you to paint me again,” I said. The idea came out fully formed.

“But outside. In the sunlight. I want… I want to remember the light on the lake. On us.”

His eyes brightened, catching the morning light. He loved it when I directed our desires. “Yes. Where?”

“The end of the dock.”

He stood up, offering me his hand. “Let’s go.”

We gathered his supplies—the small canvas, his portable easel, his oils. I brought a blanket. The day warmed, the sun casting a buttery glow. The dock was weathered gray wood, stretching out into the clear, blue water. At the very end, I spread the blanket.

“How do you want me?” I asked, shrugging off my robe. I stood naked before him, seven months pregnant, luminous in the sun, utterly unselfconscious.

His breath caught. He just stared for a long moment, his artist’s eye drinking me in. “Lie down,” he said finally, his voice husky. “On your side, facing the lake. Prop your head on your arm.”

I did as he asked, arranging my heavy body into a reclining pose. The wood was warm beneath the blanket. The sun baked my skin. I could feel the gentle lap of water against the dock posts below, a rhythmic, soothing sound. It was idyllic.

He set up his easel a few feet away, his movements quick and focused. He picked up a brush, mixed a color on his palette—a dab of ochre, a touch of titanium white—and began.

For a while, there was only the sound of the brush on canvas, the wind in the pines, the cry of a distant gull. I let my mind drift, my hand resting on the curve of my belly. Our child was quiet, lulled by the sun and the water.

I watched Theo work. His face was a study in concentration, his brow slightly furrowed, his eyes flicking from me to the canvas and back.

Every stroke was deliberate, every glance a measurement. He painted with the same absorbed intensity he brought to lovemaking: a full, reverent attention that left no room for anything else.

After perhaps half an hour, he set his brush aside and came to me. He knelt on the blanket beside me. His eyes held a softness, but beneath that a new heat simmered, dark and intent.

“I need a closer look,” he said, his voice a low vibration in the space between us.

He leaned in and kissed me, a slow, deep kiss that tasted of bitter coffee and a yearning that went bone-deep. His hand found my breast, his thumb circling the nipple until it hardened into a tight peak. A bead of colostrum swelled at the tip. He didn’t break the kiss as he lowered his head and took it into his mouth, suckling with a gentle, persistent pull. The dual sensation—the warm, wet pull on my breast, the persistent pressure of his lips on mine—unraveled me, strand by strand.

My own hunger roared back, immediate and feral. I reached for him, fingers hooking into the waistband of his shorts. He helped me, shucking them down, and his cock sprang free, already thickening, straining toward hardness.

“I need you again,” I whispered against the seam of his mouth. “Here. Now.”

A sharp, electric thrill shot through me at the sheer audacity: outside, in the open, on the dock in the pitiless daylight. It felt illicit and irresistible.

He didn’t hesitate. He moved behind me, spooning his body against the curve of my back, his knees fitting into the hollows behind mine. One arm curled beneath my head, a pillow of muscle, while his other hand slid over the swell of my hip, down through the thatch of curls between my legs. He found me wet, swollen, ready.

“Like this?” he murmured, the blunt head of his cock nudging at my slick entrance from behind.

“Yes,” I breathed, and pushed back against him.

He guided himself into me with one smooth, languid thrust. The position was deep, perfect for the full weight of my belly. He filled me completely, a solid, stretching presence that stole my breath. He began to move, a gentle, rocking rhythm that spoke of savoring, not taking. Each stroke rubbed the heat of his body against my back, his pelvis a firm pressure against my ass, his cock driving against a secret, tender spot inside me that made me gasp aloud.

His hand stayed between my legs, his fingers finding my clit, circling in perfect time with his thrusts. Pleasure built in a slow, sweet, tightening coil. I was pinned between the hard plane of his body and the clever torture of his hand, claimed utterly. I turned my head, seeking his mouth, and he met me in a sloppy, desperate, salt-tinged kiss.

We made love like that for a long time, a slow-burning conflagration under the relentless sun. The world narrowed to the pine-and-sweat scent of him, the sound of his ragged breaths gusting in my ear, the feel of his cock sliding in and out of my slick, clutching heat. I came without sound, a deep, pulsing release that washed through me in relentless warm waves, my inner muscles fluttering around him in rhythmic pulses. He followed me over the edge, his thrusts losing their rhythm, his release flooding me with a fresh, liquid heat as he buried his face in the crook of my neck with a muffled, broken groan.

We stayed locked together, breathing harshly, as the sun climbed higher, baking the wood beneath us. His hand splayed over my belly, a possessive, loving weight.

“I’ll never forget this,” he whispered, his lips moving against my damp skin. “Any of it.”

“Neither will I,” I said, my voice thick with spent pleasure.

We eventually untangled. He helped me sit up, then went to clean himself in the cool lake water while I wrapped myself in my thin robe. He came back, his shorts back on, and stood looking at the canvas on the easel. He’d barely started—just a charcoal sketch of my form, the faintest beginnings of the lake’s blue behind me.

He looked from the painting to me, and a slow, wicked smile spread across his face. “You know,” he said, his voice dropping to that low, intimate register that made my insides clench anew. “I think I need another reference.” He stepped closer, his hand sliding inside my robe, cupping my damp, sensitized breast. “A much, much closer one.”

He bent his head, his intention clear, and captured my nipple in his mouth again, sucking with a focused, greedy intensity that drew a fresh, thin stream of sweetness onto his tongue. I arched against him, my hands coming up to cradle the back of his head, my robe falling open completely.

“Theo,” I gasped. The sun-warmed air on my skin, the turpentine scent of lake water and oil paint, the wet, sucking sound of his swallowing—it was too much, and yet it was nowhere near enough. My body was a live wire, humming with a need that felt bottomless. “Inside. Again. I need to feel you.”

He released my breast with a soft, wet pop and looked at me, his eyes dark pools of desire. “Here?” His gaze swept the empty dock, the vast, empty lake, the distant, tree-lined shore. We were utterly, profoundly alone.

“Yes. Here. Now.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He guided me back down onto the blanket, this time onto my hands and knees. The position was a revelation, lifting the heavy burden of my belly from my spine, offering him a deep, open angle. He knelt behind me, his hands smoothing over the full swell of my ass, down the backs of my thighs. He spread me open, and I felt the cool, shocking bite of the air on my wet, exposed pussy.

“Fuck, Nadia,” he breathed. “Look at you. So ripe. So ready for me.”

His thumbs parted my slick folds, and he leaned in. The flat, hot stroke of his tongue from my opening all the way up to my clit made me cry out, my arms trembling with the effort of holding myself up. He ate me from behind with a fervor that bordered on desperate, his tongue plunging into me, then circling my clit until I was rocking back against his face, mindless, pleading.

“Please, please, I need your cock,” I begged, the words torn raw from my throat.

He pulled back, his mouth glistening. I heard the slick, rhythmic sound of him stroking himself, once, twice. Then the broad, blunt head of him was pressing insistently against my entrance. He pushed in, not with a slow tease, but with one continuous, deep, claiming thrust that buried him to the hilt.

A guttural moan ripped from both of us. He filled me so completely this way, the angle hitting places that made bursts of light dance behind my clenched eyelids. He braced his hands on my hips, his grip firm enough to bruise, and began to move. Each thrust was a deliberate, powerful surge, his balls slapping against my swollen clit with every driving forward motion.

The sun beat down on my back, a physical weight. The dock creaked a gentle, rhythmic protest beneath us. My breasts swung heavily, aching, and I felt the familiar, sweet trickle of milk tracing a path down my sternum. The sensations formed a raw symphony: the deep, stretching fullness of his cock, the abrasive scratch of the blanket against my knees, the oppressive heat, the ripe smell of sex and pine and sun-warmed water.

“Touch yourself,” he commanded, his voice rough with strain. “I want to feel you come around me while you do it.”

I obeyed, slipping a hand between my legs, finding my swollen, slick clit. The dual stimulation was devastating. My climax began to coil, deep and inevitable as a landslide.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his pace increasing, becoming ragged, less controlled. “Oh God, you’re so tight. So perfect. I can feel every pulse.”

His words shoved me higher. I was panting, my head hanging down, watching the droplets of my milk fall onto the blanket below, each one creating a tiny, dark, perfect circle on the fabric. The image of it—my body providing sustenance, even here, even now—was the final, tipping weight.

I came with a shattered cry, my inner muscles clamping down on his cock in rhythmic, milking pulses. The pleasure was seismic, radiating out from my core to my fingertips, my toes, the very roots of my hair. I shook with it, my supporting arm giving way so I collapsed onto my forearms, my ass still raised for him, my pussy still clutching him tight, milking him.

My orgasm triggered his. He drove himself flush against me with a raw, broken shout and held there, his body bowing over mine while he emptied himself deep inside. I felt every hot, liquid pulse, a final, intimate claim that echoed my own rippling contractions. He came to rest over my back, warm and heavy, his breath hot and damp against my shoulder.

We stayed like that, fused, until our breathing slowed and the world seeped back in: the gentle lap of water, the distant call of a lone bird, the sun inching its way across the vast, pale sky.

He carefully pulled out and helped me roll onto my side. He lay down facing me, his hand immediately splaying over my belly. Our child gave a lazy, rolling kick, as if in pointed commentary. We both laughed, a soft, breath-stealing sound.

He leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep and tasting of salt and us. “My amazing wife,” he murmured against my lips.

We dozed right there on the dock, wrapped in each other and the sun-warmed blanket, until the sun began its slow descent, painting the sky in violent hues of orange and bruised pink.

That night, our last night, became a quiet, tender ceremony.

We made a simple dinner by candlelight. He fed me bites of roasted chicken and buttery potatoes, his eyes never leaving my face. The air between us thickened with a poignant, almost painful sweetness, the knowledge that this particular fantasy was ending lending a desperate, aching edge to every touch.

After washing the dishes, he ran a bath in the deep, clawfoot tub, filling it with mountains of bubbles and the lavender oil we’d brought. He helped me in, then slid in behind me, his legs framing mine, my back pressed against the solid wall of his chest. The hot water soothed my aching muscles, the weight of my belly becoming buoyant, almost weightless.

His hands were everywhere. Soaping the slope of my shoulders, massaging my scalp with firm, circular presses, skimming over the taut, drum-tight curve of my stomach. He cupped my breasts, heavy and floating in the water, and milk leaked in thin, cloudy streams, dissolving into the froth of bubbles.

“I’m going to miss this,” he said quietly, his lips moving against my wet hair.

“The bath?” I teased, though my throat felt tight, narrow.

“All of it. This. Us. Here.” His hands slid down, over the flare of my hips, to the junction of my thighs. His fingers parted me under the opaque water, a gentle, searching touch. “But mostly, I’ll miss having you like this. All to myself. So hungry for me.”

I turned my head, seeking his kiss. It was salty, from the bathwater or from tears, I couldn’t tell. “I’ll always be hungry for you,” I whispered. “That hasn’t changed. That won’t change.”

“I’m going to hold you to that,” he said, and his fingers began a slow, mesmerizing, circling rhythm on my clit. The heat of the water amplified every sensation, turned every touch liquid and profound. I let my head fall back against his shoulder, my eyes closing as pleasure began to build, a slow, warm, rising tide.

He brought me to a quiet, shimmering climax right there in the bath, my body trembling against his, my cries muffled by the press of his hand over my mouth. He held me through it, whispering how much he loved me, how devastatingly beautiful I was, how he couldn’t wait to meet our child but would forever, fiercely cherish this version of me.

We dried off and went to bed naked, the sheets cool and crisp against our flushed skin. We didn’t speak. We just faced each other in the dark, our hands exploring, mapping, memorizing. This last time was different. It was slow, so slow it bordered on agony. A prolonged, silent goodbye to this singular chapter.

He kissed me for what felt like an hour, just our mouths moving together, soft and deep and searching. His hands charted my body as if he were blind and learning me for the first and last time. The sharp ridge of my hip bone, the deep dip of my navel, the heavy, full weight of each breast in his palm, the tight, round globe of my belly where our baby slept and turned.

When he finally moved between my legs, it was with a reverence so profound it stole the air from my lungs. He entered me with a sigh that was my name, and we began to move together in a rhythm that was ancient and forever new. There were no acrobatics, no daring positions. Just the fundamental, profound connection of him inside me, our bodies joined, our foreheads touching, our breath shared in the silent, dark room.

I came with my eyes locked on his, a release that shook through me in soft, weeping pulses—less a physical peak than an emotional unbinding, the final note of every chord the week had strummed. He followed, his climax a shudder that began in his hips and traveled the length of his spine, a full-bodied yielding, and his release flooded into me, a final, searing warmth.

After, he didn’t pull out. We lay like that, still joined, the slow, intimate leak of him a secret between our bodies, until the weight of him and the quiet of the room pulled us both down into a deep, dreamless sleep.

The morning of our departure was bright and painfully clear. We packed the car in a silence that was neither sad nor strained, simply present. The cabin swallowed our traces—vacuumed floors, scrubbed counters, linens stripped. The only evidence we’d ever been there were the two canvases he’d painted, their surfaces now hidden beneath careful folds of cloth, laid flat in the trunk like sleeping twins.

I stood on the porch for a final moment, looking out at the lake. The water was a polished slab of mercury, holding the sky perfectly, refusing a ripple. I placed my palms low on my belly, fingers splayed. Beneath them, a solid, living curve. The reality of what was to come was no longer a thought; it was a density, a fact of mass and future. My earlier self-consciousness had evaporated. My body wasn’t just mine anymore; it was an architecture. A monument built from love, from life, from nights of deliberate, gasping pleasure.

Theo came up behind me, the old boards creaking under his weight. His arms circled my waist, his hands settling warm and rough over mine. He pressed his lips to the sensitive skin of my temple. “Ready?”

I leaned back into him, into the familiar, unwavering scaffold of his chest and shoulders. My mind replayed the week—insecurities shattered like glass, hungers discovered sharp as teeth, the worship that felt like being sculpted, the fear that tasted metallic, the triumph that roared. I thought of the rich milk he’d drunk from my breasts, the way he’d painted my skin in dappled sunlight until I glittered, the distinct, full feeling of his release pooled inside me, the countless hours his eyes and hands and words had etched beautiful into my bones.

I was not the woman who had arrived here, tentative, apologizing for the ripe swell of her own hips and belly. I was someone else. Someone deeper, heavier, more densely packed with experience and sensation.

I turned within the circle of his arms and kissed him. I let the kiss speak—the certainty, the ownership, the readiness—letting it flow from my mouth to his without a single word of translation.

“Yes,” I said, the word forming against the seam of his lips, my own curving into a smile. “I’m ready.”
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