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Sophia stood at the tall library window, watching twilight settle over the DiMarco estate gardens. The last rays of sunlight caught in the ornate fountain, turning the spray into diamonds before they fell back to the still surface of the pond. Her hand rested, as it had frequently over the past few weeks, on the gentle curve of her stomach. Still flat, still a secret—though not from everyone.

The family library was her favorite room in the massive estate. Three walls of floor-to-ceiling bookshelves lined with leather-bound volumes, and the fourth wall composed entirely of windows that offered this perfect view of the formal gardens. Tonight, she’d come here alone, wanting a moment of quiet before what lay ahead.

Her fingers traced small circles on her silk robe where it covered her womb. The sensation was still strange—knowing that inside her, a new DiMarco had already begun to grow. The confirmation from Dr. Winters had come only yesterday, but the brothers had known before the test. They’d known the moment they’d seen the change in her eyes, or so Michael claimed.

The brothers.

Her breath caught at the thought of them, as it always did. Michael with his quiet strength and careful hands. Anthony with his fierce passion and hungry mouth. Both so different, both so essential to her.

The memories came unbidden then, flooding through her with heat and intensity. Michael’s lips on the sensitive spot behind her ear as he‘d whispered her name in the darkness of his bedroom. Anthony’s hands, strong and commanding, gripping her hips as he’d taken her against the library wall, both of them barely remembering to lock the door. Michael’s patient tenderness as he‘d taught her how to pleasure him. Anthony’s wicked grin as he’d discovered she was ticklish behind her knees.

The night they’d first taken her together—Michael holding her from behind while Anthony knelt before her, watching with dark, possessive eyes as his brother’s fingers disappeared inside her. Their voices blending as they’d told her how perfect she was, how she belonged to them both.

How she’d be the one to continue the DiMarco line.

Sophia’s robe suddenly felt too warm against her skin. Her breasts ached with the memory of their hands, her core throbbed with the echo of their touches. She shifted, pressing her thighs together to ease the growing tension.

“Beautiful,” came a low voice behind her, and she didn’t startle. She’d known he was there—had felt the shift in the air, the subtle change in the room’s atmosphere that always accompanied Michael DiMarco.

His strong arms slid around her waist, hands spreading across her belly with a gentle possessiveness that made her shiver. His lips found the curve of her neck, warm and slightly damp.

“I was watching you from the door,” he murmured, his breath raising goosebumps along her skin. “You‘re thinking about us.”

It wasn‘t a question. Michael always knew what she was thinking—another thing that made him terrifying and wonderful all at once.

“Yes,” Sophia admitted, leaning back into the solid wall of his chest. He was still dressed for the day, his button-down shirt soft against her back, his suit pants making a quiet sound as he shifted behind her.

His hand moved from her stomach to her breast, cupping the weight of it through the silk. “Are you nervous about tonight?”

She was—terrified and exhilarated. “A little,” she confessed, covering his hand with hers. “It feels like...”

“The beginning of everything,” Michael finished for her. “It is.” His lips brushed her ear. “This is the final night. The DiMarco line will finally be safe forever. Because of you.”

His words sent a fresh wave of heat through her. The responsibility, the honor—it was intoxicating. Her nipples tightened beneath the thin silk, aching for his touch. The baby growing inside her was only the start. Tonight was about sealing the bloodline, about claiming her completely.

His palm rubbed over her nipple, and she gasped at the direct contact. “Michael,” she breathed, turning in his arms to face him.

His eyes, always so serious, were dark with desire. His hands moved to her waist, thumbs tracing the line of her hipbones beneath the robe. “You‘re sure?” he asked, even now giving her the chance to back out.

Sophia nodded, unable to form words. She reached up to touch his face, tracing the strong line of his jaw. “I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

Something flickered in his expression—relief, perhaps, or gratitude. His head bent toward hers, and she rose on tiptoes to meet his kiss.

“Christ, you two.”

The voice from the doorway made them both turn. Anthony stood there, one shoulder propped against the doorframe, watching them with a smile that was equal parts amusement and hunger. Unlike his brother, he’d already changed for the evening, his shirt unbuttoned to reveal a slice of tanned chest, his feet bare on the hardwood floor.

“You couldn’t wait for me?” There was no real reproach in his tone—just that same possessive heat that had claimed her from the first day she’d arrived at the DiMarco estate.

Sophia felt Michael’s hand tighten on her waist. “We were just getting started,” he said, his voice taking on that particular note that meant he was already thinking about what would come next.

Anthony pushed off from the doorframe and crossed the room to them in three long strides. He stopped just short of touching them, close enough that Sophia could smell the faint scent of his cologne—something expensive and subtle that made her head swim.

“The library?” he asked, one eyebrow raised in question.

Michael shook his head. “The bedroom. For this.”

Understanding passed between the brothers—some wordless communication that Sophia still couldn’t quite follow, even after months of being theirs. But she caught the significance of the moment, felt the weight of it settle on her shoulders.

“Then we should go,” she said, stepping back from Michael‘s embrace. She looked from one brother to the other—Michael‘s steady strength, Anthony’s barely contained passion—and felt something powerful surge through her. This was her choice. Her future. Her family.

The DiMarco brothers exchanged a glance over her head, and Anthony extended his hand.

“Let’s go home, princess,” he said, the endearment making her heart skip as it always did.

Sophia took his hand, felt Michael’s palm settle at the small of her back, and let them guide her from the library toward the master bedroom—their bedroom now—where the final chapter of the DiMarco legacy would begin.
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The master bedroom door stood open, golden light spilling into the darkened hallway. Sophia walked between the brothers, Michael’s hand at the small of her back, Anthony‘s fingers laced with hers. Her heart raced with anticipation—each step bringing her closer to what would come, to the culmination of everything they’d built together.

They entered the room together, and Sophia’s breath caught at the sight that greeted her. Anthony had gone ahead while she and Michael lingered in the library, and now he sat on the edge of the massive bed, watching them with dark, hungry eyes. He’d unbuttoned his shirt completely, the white fabric hanging open to reveal the lean muscles of his chest and abdomen. One hand rested on his thigh, fingers drumming with barely contained impatience.

“About time,” he said, but there was no edge to his voice—just that same rich warmth that had drawn her to him from the first.

The master bedroom had been transformed since Sophia had first arrived at the DiMarco estate. Gone was the formal, imposing space that had belonged to the previous generation. In its place was a sanctuary for the three of them—the massive bed stripped of its elaborate headboard and covered instead with silk sheets in a deep burgundy that matched the new curtains. The sitting area by the fireplace held a comfortable couch where they often spent evenings together, reading or talking or simply existing in each other‘s space.

But it was the bed that held center stage now, and Anthony upon it, waiting for them.

Michael’s hands settled on Sophia’s shoulders, his touch gentle but purposeful. “Are you ready?” he asked, his voice low enough that only she could hear.

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak.

His fingers found the tie of her robe, tugging it loose with careful precision. The silk slid from her shoulders, whispering against her skin as it fell away. Cool air touched her back, raising goosebumps along her spine, but it was quickly replaced by the heat of Michael’s palms as they slid down her arms.

The robe pooled at her feet, leaving her naked between the brothers. Sophia had never been shy about her body—the brothers had seen to that, with their reverent touches and appreciative murmurs—but there was something different about standing exposed like this, with both of them watching. A shiver ran through her, part anticipation, part vulnerability.

“Jesus Christ,” Anthony breathed, his eyes traveling slowly from her face down to her toes and back again. “Every time, it’s like seeing you for the first time.”

Michael’s hands settled on her waist, warm and steady. “She’s perfect,” he agreed, his voice thick with desire.

His thumbs traced the curve of her hipbones, then slid around to her stomach, spreading across the slight swell that was just beginning to show. The gesture was protective, possessive—a reminder of what was at stake tonight.

Then his hands moved upward, cupping the undersides of her breasts, lifting their weight. “So beautiful,” he murmured, his lips brushing the sensitive spot where her neck met her shoulder.

Sophia’s head fell back against his chest, her eyes closing at the contact. Her breasts had become more sensitive in recent weeks—the pregnancy already changing her body in subtle ways—and Michael‘s touch sent ribbons of pleasure cascading through her. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, and she gasped at the direct contact.

“Look at that,” Anthony said, his voice rough with desire. “She’s getting ready for us.”

He rose from the bed in one fluid motion and crossed to where they stood. For a moment, he simply looked at her—his gaze so intense that Sophia felt it like a physical touch. Then he dropped gracefully to his knees before her.

“Anthony,” she breathed, her hand automatically reaching for him.

He caught her fingers and brought them to his lips, pressing a kiss to her palm that made her tremble. “I’ve got you, princess,” he promised, his breath warm against her skin.

His free hand settled on her thigh, fingers splaying across the smooth skin. Slowly, with deliberate care, he began to trace a path upward—not to the place that ached for his touch, but along the inside of her leg, his touch feather-light.

Sophia’s breath caught as his lips followed the same path, pressing open-mouthed kisses to her inner thigh. Each one brought him higher, closer to the center of her need. Michael‘s hands continued their gentle exploration of her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples with just enough pressure to make her gasp.

“She’s already wet,” Michael observed, his voice husky with desire. “Feel how she’s trembling.”

Anthony’s answer was to move higher, his breath now hot against her most intimate place. His hand slid around to cup her bottom, supporting her as his mouth finally—finally—found her center.

The first touch of his tongue against her sensitive flesh drew a broken sound from Sophia‘s throat. Her hand flew to his head, fingers threading through the thick dark hair as he licked a slow, deliberate path through her folds.

“Oh God,” she gasped, her hips instinctively pushing forward, seeking more contact.

Anthony hummed in approval, the vibration sending fresh shocks of pleasure through her. His tongue flattened against her, circling her clit with firm, practiced strokes that made her legs shake. One hand remained on her ass, steadying her, while the other slid between her legs to join his mouth—a finger pressing slowly inside her, then a second, curling to find the spot that made her cry out.

Behind her, Michael’s breath was coming faster now, his chest rising and falling rapidly against her back. His hands never stopped their exploration, one sliding down to join his brother’s between her legs, the other continuing to tease her nipples into tight, aching points.

“Look at her,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. “Taking both of us already.”

The words sent a fresh wave of heat through Sophia. Her quiet moans filled the room, growing louder as Anthony’s mouth worked its magic and Michael’s finger joined his brother’s inside her. The familiar ache between her thighs had transformed into something desperate, a need that threatened to consume her.

“You‘re so wet,” Anthony said, lifting his head just enough to speak, his lips glistening with her arousal. “So ready for us.” He returned to his task with renewed enthusiasm, his tongue flicking rapidly over her clit while his fingers thrust deeper.

The weight of the DiMarco legacy—of what they were doing, of the child already growing inside her—made every touch feel significant. This wasn‘t just pleasure; it was a claiming, a sealing of bonds that would last generations. The thought should have been intimidating. Instead, it pushed her higher, her body responding to the brothers with an eagerness that bordered on desperation.

“Please,” she gasped, not entirely sure what she was asking for—just that she needed more, needed everything they could give her.

Michael’s lips found her ear, his breath hot against her skin. “We’ve got you,” he promised, his voice a rough caress. “Tonight, we complete the circle. Tonight, you‘re ours completely.”

His words pushed her to the edge, her inner muscles clenching around the brothers’ fingers. Anthony seemed to sense her approaching climax, his tongue moving faster, the pressure increasing until pleasure spiraled through her, stealing her breath and turning her vision white at the edges.

She came with a cry, her body shaking between the brothers, Michael‘s arms the only thing keeping her upright as Anthony worked her through the aftershocks with gentle, persistent strokes.

When she could breathe again, Sophia opened her eyes to find Anthony watching her, his expression a mixture of pride and hunger. Michael’s hand cupped her face, turning her toward him for a kiss that stole what little breath remained in her lungs.

“That’s just the beginning,” he promised against her lips. “We’re just getting started.”

Anthony rose to his feet in one fluid motion, his eyes never leaving her face. “Bed,” he said simply, and it wasn’t a request.

Sophia nodded, her body already humming with anticipation for what would come next.
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Michael’s arms tightened around Sophia’s waist as her knees threatened to buckle. Anthony stepped forward, his hand cupping her cheek with unexpected tenderness.

“I’ve got her,” he said quietly, and Michael nodded, transferring Sophia’s weight to his brother’s supporting arm.

They moved to the bed together, Anthony guiding her with gentle hands. The silk sheets were cool against her overheated skin as she settled onto them, the rich burgundy a dramatic backdrop for her pale body. She felt exposed, vulnerable—and utterly, completely desired.

Michael stood at the edge of the bed, watching them with dark eyes. His hands moved to his belt, unbuckling it with deliberate slowness. “How do you want her?” he asked, his voice rough with desire.

Anthony’s hand stroked down Sophia’s side, from breast to hip in one long, possessive caress. “Like this,” he said. “I want to watch her face while you’re inside her.”

Understanding passed between the brothers—that wordless communication that still occasionally left Sophia feeling like an outsider. But then Michael’s gaze met hers, warm and full of promise, and the moment passed.

He finished undressing with efficient movements, his clothes joining Anthony’s on the floor beside the bed. Naked, he was even more imposing—all lean muscle and controlled power. His cock stood proudly from the thatch of dark hair, thick and already leaking at the tip.

Sophia’s mouth went dry at the sight. She’d had him inside her countless times, had learned his body as intimately as her own, but the sight of him—of what was about to happen—still made her heart race and her core clench with anticipation.

Michael climbed onto the bed, his weight causing the mattress to dip beneath him. He settled between her spread thighs, the head of his cock brushing against her wet folds. Sophia gasped at the contact, her hips instinctively lifting to meet him.

“So eager,” he murmured, one hand stroking her inner thigh. “So perfect.”

His other hand guided himself to her entrance, the broad head pressing against her. Then, with exquisite slowness, he began to push forward.

The feeling of him entering her—stretching her, filling her—drew a deep, emotional sound from Sophia’s throat. Not quite a moan, not quite a sob, but something raw and honest that came from the very center of her being. Her hands flew to his shoulders, fingers digging into the hard muscle as she tried to ground herself against the overwhelming sensation.

“Easy,” Michael soothed, though his own voice was strained with the effort of control. “I’ve got you. I‘ll always have you.”

He continued his slow advance, giving her body time to adjust to his size. When he was fully seated, his hips flush against hers, they both paused, breathing hard, connected in the most intimate way possible.

“You feel incredible,” Michael said, his forehead resting against hers. “So tight, so wet for me.”

Behind her, the bed shifted as Anthony moved into position. His hand brushed her hair back from her face, tucking it behind her ear with surprising gentleness.

“Look at me, princess,” he murmured, and Sophia turned her head to find him kneeling beside her, his cock level with her face. “I want to watch you take us both.”

Understanding dawned, and heat flooded her cheeks—not from embarrassment but from desire. She’d done this before, had learned to love the feeling of being filled at both ends, of being the center of their shared attention. But tonight, with the weight of the DiMarco legacy hanging over them, it felt like more than pleasure. It felt like a claiming.

Michael began to move, withdrawing slightly before pushing back in with careful, measured strokes. Each thrust sent sparks of pleasure shooting up Sophia’s spine, her inner muscles clenching around him in helpless response.

At the same time, Anthony’s hand wrapped around the base of his cock, guiding it to her lips. “Open,” he said softly, and she obeyed without hesitation, her mouth stretching to take him in.

The dual sensation was overwhelming—Michael’s thick length filling her from below, Anthony’s sliding past her lips from above. Her body hummed with pleasure, with the rightness of being connected to both of them at once.

The brothers found their rhythm quickly, as if they’d done this a thousand times before. Perhaps they had, in other beds, with other women—Sophia tried not to think about that, focusing instead on the present moment, on the way they moved in perfect harmony, taking turns with her body.

Michael’s thrusts grew stronger, his control slipping as pleasure built. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he drove into her with increasing urgency. Above her, Anthony matched his brother’s pace, his cock sliding deep into her mouth with each downward thrust of Michael’s hips.

Sophia’s own hips rose to meet every stroke, her body seeking more contact, more friction, more of everything they had to give. Her hands reached blindly—one clutching at Michael’s shoulder, the other wrapping around Anthony’s thigh for stability.

The pleasure built and built, a rising tide that threatened to overwhelm her. But it was more than physical—there was an emotional component that made her chest ache and her eyes burn. These men, these brothers who had claimed her so completely—they were her future, her family. The child growing inside her would bear their name, would carry their blood. The thought was overwhelming.

When Anthony’s cock slipped from her lips on one particularly deep thrust from Michael, Sophia used the moment to catch her breath. “I love you both,” she whispered, the words catching on a sob. “So much.”

Tears spilled from the corners of her eyes, trailing down her temples into her hair. Not from pain or sadness, but from the sheer magnitude of what she felt—love and desire and gratitude all mixed together until she couldn’t separate one from another.

Anthony’s hand cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing away a tear. “We love you too,” he said, his voice rough with emotion. “You’re everything to us.”

Michael bent to press a kiss to her forehead, his hips never stopping their relentless pace. “Our perfect girl,” he murmured against her skin. “The mother of the DiMarco heir.”

The words sent a fresh wave of heat through Sophia’s body. Her cunt fluttered around Michael‘s cock, inner muscles clenching tighter with each thrust.

“That’s it,” Anthony praised, watching her face with hungry eyes. “Take him deeper. Show him how much you want this.”

She did, lifting her hips to meet Michael’s next thrust with enough force to drive a gasp from his lips. Her hand found Anthony‘s cock, guiding it back to her mouth, needing to feel connected to both of them.

“This is the night,” Michael said, his voice strained with the effort of control. “The night we complete the bloodline together.”

“Yes,” Sophia managed around Anthony’s shaft, the word more breath than sound.

Anthony’s hand tangled in her hair, not directing but supporting as she took him deeper. “Our family,” he said, the words a promise. “Our legacy.”

Each phrase, each reminder of what they were creating together, made Sophia’s body respond with increasing urgency. Her cunt clenched and fluttered around Michael’s cock, her inner muscles trying to pull him deeper, to keep him inside her where he belonged.

The pleasure built to an almost unbearable peak, teetering on the edge of release. Sophia’s world narrowed to points of sensation—Michael filling her from below, Anthony in her mouth, their hands on her body, their words in her ears. Everything else fell away, leaving only the three of them, connected in the most fundamental way possible.

“Come for us,” Michael urged, his rhythm faltering as his own pleasure built. “Let us feel you.”

The command—gentle but unmistakable—pushed her over the edge. Pleasure exploded through her, radiating outward from her core in waves that made her back arch and her inner muscles clamp down on Michael‘s cock with bruising force. A muffled cry escaped around Anthony’s shaft, the vibration making him curse and thrust deeper.

Through it all, the brothers never stopped—Michael’s hips continuing their relentless pace, Anthony’s hand steady on her head as she took him to the root. They moved in perfect harmony, driving her pleasure higher until she thought she might break from the intensity of it.

When the last tremors finally faded, leaving her boneless and gasping, Sophia became aware of the tension in both men—Michael‘s jaw clenched with the effort of holding back, Anthony’s cock pulsing against her tongue as he fought for control.

“Switch,” Michael said, the single word laden with meaning.

Understanding passed between the brothers, and Anthony slowly withdrew from Sophia’s mouth. “Your turn,” he told Michael with a grin that promised retribution. “I get the fun part next.”

Michael bent to press a kiss to Sophia’s lips—brief but intense—before withdrawing from her body with a gentleness that made her whimper at the loss. “Just getting started,” he promised, echoing his earlier words.

As the brothers changed positions—Anthony moving between her legs, Michael taking his place beside her head—Sophia felt a surge of love so powerful it stole her breath. These men, this night, this legacy—it was more than she had ever dreamed possible.

And the night was still young.
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Before Sophia could catch her breath, Anthony’s hands were on her waist, turning her with gentle insistence. “Hands and knees,” he instructed, his voice rough with desire. “I want to feel all of you.”

She complied without hesitation, her body still humming with the aftershocks of her climax. The silk sheets whispered beneath her palms as she positioned herself on all fours, back arched, head bowed. From this angle, she could feel the cool air against her sensitized flesh, still wet from Michael’s attention.

Behind her, Anthony moved into position. His hands spread across her hips, thumbs digging into the dimples at the base of her spine. “Perfect,” he murmured, appreciation evident in his voice. “Always so perfect for us.”

The broad head of his cock pressed against her entrance, still slick from her earlier arousal. Sophia gasped at the contact, her inner muscles clenching in anticipation. Then Anthony pushed forward, entering her with one smooth, powerful thrust that drove the breath from her lungs.

“Oh God,” she gasped, her arms trembling as she adjusted to his size. He was different from Michael—not better or worse, but distinct. Where Michael was controlled and deliberate, Anthony was all passion and hunger, taking what he wanted with fierce intensity.

His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he established a rhythm—deep, powerful strokes that made the bed frame creak beneath them. Each thrust drove a broken sound from Sophia’s throat, pleasure building anew with every impact of his hips against her ass.

In front of her, Michael settled on his back, his cock standing proudly from the thatch of dark hair. “Come here,” he said, reaching for her. “I want to feel your mouth on me while he takes you.”

Sophia needed no further encouragement. She lowered her head, taking Michael’s length into her mouth with eager hunger. The dual sensation—Anthony filling her from behind, Michael on her tongue—was overwhelming, sending fresh sparks of pleasure shooting up her spine.

The brothers established a rhythm that left her no chance to think, to do anything but feel. Anthony’s cock driving into her with relentless intensity, Michael‘s hand gentle on the back of her head as she took him deep. They moved in perfect counterpoint, one thrusting forward as the other withdrew, keeping her balanced on the edge of a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

Her world narrowed to points of sensation—Anthony’s hands on her hips, Michael’s cock on her tongue, the stretch and fill of being taken from both ends. Everything else fell away, leaving only the three of them, connected in the most fundamental way.

“Fuck, she’s taking us so well,” Anthony groaned, his rhythm faltering momentarily. “So tight, so perfect.”

Michael’s hand stroked her hair, his touch gentle despite the hunger evident in his eyes. “Our good girl,” he praised. “Taking both of us at once.”

The words sent a fresh surge of heat through Sophia’s body. Her inner muscles clenched around Anthony‘s cock, drawing a curse from his lips. Above her, Michael’s breath came faster, his control visibly slipping.

“I’m close,” Anthony warned, his voice strained. “We need to switch.”

Understanding passed between the brothers—that wordless communication that Sophia still found herself excluded from at times. But then Michael was guiding her off his cock with careful hands, helping her to sit up despite Anthony still buried inside her.

“Turn around,” Michael instructed, his voice husky with desire. “Ride me while your brother takes you from behind.”

The position change was awkward but worth it—Anthony withdrawing with a groan that made Sophia whimper at the loss, then Michael pulling her down onto his cock with a single fluid motion that had them both gasping.

She settled onto him with a sigh of pleasure, taking him to the root in one smooth movement. Michael’s hands settled on her hips, supporting her weight as she found her balance.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, eyes dark with desire as he looked up at her. “So fucking beautiful on my cock.”

Behind her, Anthony moved into position again, his chest pressing against her back as he reached around to cup her breasts. “Ready?” he asked, his voice a rough caress against her ear.

Sophia nodded, too far gone for words. Then Anthony’s cock was pressing against her back entrance, the broad head demanding entry.

“Breathe,” Michael reminded her, his hands steady on her hips. “Relax for us.”

She tried, forcing her muscles to loosen, to accept what both brothers were offering. Anthony pushed forward slowly, giving her body time to adjust to the new sensation. The stretch was intense, bordering on painful—but then Michael’s hand slipped between them, finding her clit with unerring accuracy, and pleasure drowned out everything else.

“That’s it,” Anthony praised as he slid deeper, his chest pressed against her back, one arm wrapped around her waist to hold her steady. “Taking us both so well.”

The feeling of being completely filled—Michael beneath her, Anthony behind—was overwhelming. Sophia’s head fell back against Anthony’s shoulder, a broken sound escaping her throat as they began to move.

They established a rhythm quickly, the brothers communicating through touches and murmured words. Michael thrust upward as Anthony pushed forward, their movements coordinated to maximize her pleasure. Sophia was caught between them, her body the connection that joined them together.

Each thrust sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her, building on the last until she was trembling on the edge of release. Michael’s hand never left her clit, circling with just enough pressure to drive her higher but not enough to push her over.

“Please,” she gasped, not even sure what she was asking for—just that she needed more, needed everything they could give her.

“You want us to come inside you?” Anthony asked, his voice rough against her ear. “Want us to fill you up?”

The question—or perhaps it was the image it conjured—sent a fresh wave of heat through Sophia’s body. Her inner muscles clenched around both cocks, drawing matching groans from the brothers.

“Yes,” she managed, the word catching on a sob. “Please—both of you—inside me.”

Michael‘s hand tightened on her hip, his control visibly slipping. “You’re sure?” he asked, even now giving her the chance to back out.

Sophia nodded desperately, beyond words. She needed this—needed them, needed to feel them claiming her completely. “Fill me,” she begged, voice breaking with need. “Fill my cunt, both of you. Give me the DiMarco heir tonight!”

The plea—raw and honest—was the final push. Michael’s rhythm faltered, his hips jerking upward as he drove into her one final time. “Sophia,” he gasped, her name a prayer on his lips as he came.

She felt it—the pulsing of his cock inside her, the hot flood of his release filling her. The sensation pushed her toward her own climax, her inner muscles clenching around him, trying to pull him deeper, to keep every drop inside where it belonged.

Behind her, Anthony groaned, his rhythm growing erratic. “Fuck, I can feel you,” he told his brother, wonder evident in his voice. “She‘s so tight around us both.”

Then he was coming too, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside her. The dual sensation—both brothers flooding her with their seed—was too much. Pleasure exploded through Sophia in a wave so intense it bordered on pain, her back arching between them as she came with a cry that echoed off the bedroom walls.

They held her through it, Michael’s hands steady on her hips, Anthony’s arm wrapped protectively around her waist. Their combined releases overflowed, trickling down her thighs in warm rivulets that should have been messy but instead felt like a claiming, a physical manifestation of what they’d done.

As the last tremors faded, leaving her boneless and gasping, Sophia became aware of the brothers exchanging a glance over her head—that wordless communication that had once made her feel like an outsider but now felt like part of a secret she was privileged to share.

Gently, carefully, they separated—Anthony withdrawing first with a groan that made her whimper at the loss, then Michael helping her to lie beside him on the tangled sheets. Anthony joined them a moment later, the massive bed just big enough for the three of them to lie together without crowding.

They held her between them, Michael’s arm beneath her head, Anthony’s hand splayed across her stomach—right where their child was already growing. Their combined release—the final seal on the DiMarco bloodline—leaked slowly from her body, but enough remained. Enough to ensure their legacy.

“It’s done,” Michael said quietly, pressing a kiss to her temple. “The bloodline is sealed. You’re ours now, completely.”

“Forever,” Anthony added, his voice uncharacteristically serious. “You and the baby. Our family.”

Sophia turned her head, meeting first Michael’s eyes, then Anthony‘s. “Forever,” she agreed, the word a promise.

Outside, dawn was just beginning to lighten the sky—the first day of their new life together. The DiMarco brothers and the woman who had completed their circle. A family forged in passion and sealed in love.

As sleep began to claim her, Sophia felt both men press closer, their bodies warm against hers. Their hands found each other across her stomach—brothers, lovers, fathers-to-be—united in their claim on her heart.

She was theirs. They were hers. And nothing would ever change that.
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