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“You’re late.”

The motel door clicked shut, the heavy thud sealing them into a room that smelled of old smoke and secrets. Mikayla was a silhouette against the window, the threadbare curtain filtering the neon glow of the parking lot. When she turned, the harsh light traced the undeniable, ripened curve of her stomach.

Caleb’s throat went dry. Pregnant. The word screamed in his head, a silent, deafening alarm. The soft swell beneath her thin cotton dress was unmistakable. Six months.

“You said it was important,” he managed, his voice rough.

“It is.” Her gaze held his, unflinching.

There was a new weight to her, a gravity that hadn’t been there before. Her cheeks were fuller, her skin glowing with that particular radiance he’d only ever read about. She was more beautiful than he remembered, and the memory hit him like a physical blow—the secret, stolen afternoons, the taste of her skin, the way she’d looked at him like he was the center of her world. A mistake. He’d called it a mistake, and she’d fled, a storm of hurt and anger.

Now, she was here. And she was carrying his child.

“Is it… mine?” he asked, although he already knew the answer.

Her eyes flashed. “Who else’s would it be, Caleb? You think I’ve been sleeping around?”

“No. God, no. I just…” He ran a hand through his hair, the reality of it pressing down on him. Jessica. His wife. Mikayla’s mother. The life he’d patched back together with guilt and careful lies over the last half-year. It would shatter. All of it. “What are we going to do?”

“We aren’t doing anything.” Mikayla took a step closer. The scent of her—warm, familiar, with a new, milky sweetness—wrapped around him. “I’m having this baby. I’m not telling Mom. It would kill her.”

A dizzying rush of relief, immediately poisoned by shame. “Then why am I here?”

She looked up at him, her lower lip trembling just once before she stilled it. “Because I want you. I’ve missed you. And I’m… I’m scared, Caleb. I’m doing this alone.”

The confession hung there. He saw it then, beneath the defiance—the fear of a twenty-two-year-old girl facing motherhood by herself. His chest ached. This was his fault.

“I’ll help you,” he heard himself say. “Money, whatever you need.”

“I don’t want your money.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “I want you.”

The denial was on his tongue. I can’t. It’s wrong. Jessica. But his eyes were tracing the lines of her—the full, heavy breasts straining against her dress, the elegant slope of her neck, the ripe curve of her belly where his child grew. Desire, old and hungry and never truly dead, uncoiled in his gut. It was wrong. It was a disaster waiting to happen. But looking at her, remembering the heat of her, the way she’d cried out for him… the need was a sharper truth.

He closed the distance between them. His hand lifted, almost of its own will, and his fingertips brushed the side of her swollen stomach. The contact was electric. He felt the firm, round warmth of her through the fabric. Mikayla’s breath caught, her eyes fluttering shut.

“Caleb…”

That one word, full of hope and hunger, broke the last of his resistance. He bent his head and captured her mouth with his.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision—six months of pent-up longing and guilt and fear exploding between them. Her lips were soft, yielding, then demanding. She tasted the same, like mint and the faint, sweet trace of the iced tea she always drank. Her hands came up, fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. He groaned into her mouth, his arms wrapping around her, one hand splayed wide on the small of her back, the other cupping the back of her head.

He walked her backward until her knees hit the edge of the bed. They sank down together, never breaking the kiss. His hands were everywhere, relearning her. He found the hem of her dress, pushed it up her thighs. Her skin was like heated silk. He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged, and looked down at her. Her dress was bunched around her waist, her plain cotton panties the only barrier. Her belly rose between them, a sacred, sensual mound.

“I need to see you,” he murmured, his voice thick.

He helped her sit up, pulled the dress over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were magnificent—fuller, heavier, the areolas darker and wider. A single, pearly drop of moisture beaded at the tip of one nipple.

Caleb’s mouth watered. He leaned in, his tongue flicking out to catch that drop before it fell. The taste was incredible—warm, subtly sweet, uniquely her. A low sound vibrated in her throat. He took the peak into his mouth, sucking gently at first, then with more pressure. Her back arched, pushing more of her breast into his mouth. Her fingers clutched at his shoulders.

“Yes… oh god, yes…”

He switched to the other breast, lavishing it with the same attention, drawing more of the thin, sweet liquid into his mouth. The sensation was profoundly erotic, a deep, primal intimacy that made his cock throb painfully against his zipper. He was feeding from her, from the mother of his child. The wrongness of it only stoked the fire hotter.

He kissed a wet trail down the slope of her breast, over the tight, round swell of her stomach. He nuzzled his face against her belly, feeling the life within her kick faintly against his cheek. Awe and lust twisted together inside him. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties and drew them down her legs. She lifted her hips to help him, her movements eager.

She was bare for him, glistening. The scent of her arousal, musky and rich, filled his senses. He settled between her thighs, his hands spreading her open. She was flushed, swollen, beautiful. He didn’t hesitate. He lowered his mouth and licked a long, slow stripe from her entrance to her clit.

Mikayla cried out, her hips jerking off the bed. Her taste exploded on his tongue—tangy, potent, addictive. He dove in, feasting on her. He licked and sucked, circling her clit with the flat of his tongue before focusing on the tight, sensitive bud. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding that spongy spot deep within. She was so wet, so hot, clenching around his fingers.

“Caleb, please… I’m so close…”

He drove her higher, his mouth and fingers working in a relentless rhythm. Her thighs trembled against his ears. Her cries grew sharper, more desperate. He felt her inner muscles begin to flutter around his fingers, the first tremors of her climax. He sucked her clit hard into his mouth, and she shattered.

Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream tearing from her lips before sound followed—a raw, guttural moan that seemed to come from the very core of her being. Her body bowed off the bed, her hands fisting in the cheap motel comforter. He rode it out with her, gentling his tongue, feeling her pulse and contract around his fingers until the last shiver subsided.

He rose up, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He looked down at her, sprawled and spent, her skin sheened with sweat, her chest heaving. She was a vision of debauched fertility. He stood, his own need a painful, urgent throb. He stripped quickly, his clothes falling to the floor.

Her eyes, heavy-lidded and sated, drifted down his body and widened. He was fully hard, his erection jutting out, thick and eager. A faint, smug smile touched her swollen lips. “I missed that,” she whispered.

He knelt on the bed, crawling over her. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock nudging against her slick folds. He looked into her eyes, seeking permission, seeking absolution.

“It’s okay,” she breathed, her legs wrapping around his hips. “I need you inside me. Please.”

He pushed forward, an inch, then two. She was incredibly tight, the internal pressure from her pregnancy making her feel like a virgin again. He groaned, the sensation almost too much. He sank deeper, slowly, until he was fully sheathed, buried in her incredible heat. They both went still, joined completely, breathing the same air.

He began to move. Slow, deep strokes at first, mindful of her body, of the life between them. Each withdrawal was agony, each thrust home a relief. Her nails scored his back. Her breath came in hot puffs against his neck.

“Harder,” she pleaded, her hips meeting his. “Don’t be gentle. I’m not breakable.”

He obeyed. His thrusts grew longer, harder, driving into her with a force that made the bedframe knock against the wall. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the small room. Her cries were constant now, a melody of pleasure that fueled his own. He could feel every ridge and contour of her inner walls gripping him, milking him. The sight of her belly, rounded and firm beneath his own stomach with each plunge, was the most potent aphrodisiac he’d ever known.

He shifted, hooking her legs over his elbows, opening her wider, sinking even deeper. The new angle made her scream, her head thrashing side to side on the pillow. “There! Right there! Don’t stop!”

He was a machine, a creature of pure need. His world narrowed to the feel of her cunt clutching him, the sound of her pleasure, the sight of her beautiful, pregnant body taking every inch of him. Sweat dripped from his brow onto her chest. His balls drew up tight, a familiar, urgent pressure building at the base of his spine.

“I’m gonna come,” he gritted out, his rhythm starting to falter.

“Me too… God, Caleb, I’m coming again…”

Her second climax hit her like a seizure. Her entire body locked, her inner muscles clamping down on him in a series of fierce, rhythmic pulses. The intense, rippling squeeze was his undoing. With a raw shout, he tore himself out of her.

He knelt over her, his hand flying to his cock. Three rough, frantic strokes and he was erupting. Thick, hot stripes of cum shot across the taut, pale skin of her belly, painting her with his release. It landed in glistening ropes over her navel, pooling in the shallow dip between her breasts. The sight was obscene. Perfect.

He collapsed beside her, his heart hammering against his ribs. The room smelled of sex and sweat and their mingled scents. For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing.

Slowly, he turned his head on the pillow to look at her. She was staring at the ceiling, a serene, satisfied smile on her face. His cum was cooling on her skin. He reached out a trembling hand and spread it gently over her belly, mixing his seed with the sheen of her sweat, claiming her, claiming the child, in the most primitive way.

She turned her head, her eyes meeting his. They were clear, calm.

“I’ll be there,” he promised, the words leaving him in a rush. “Doctor’s appointments, whatever you need. I’ll find a way.”

She nodded, nestling closer, her back against his chest.

He wrapped an arm around her, his hand resting possessively on her stomach. “Thank you,” he whispered into her hair, the guilt a cold stone in his gut even as the afterglow warmed his limbs. “For not… ruining everything.”

She didn’t answer. She just took his hand and laced her fingers through his, holding it tight against their child. He closed his eyes, the weight of his double life settling over him like a lead blanket. He’d prayed for a way out six months ago. Now, he was in deeper than ever. And as he held her, feeling the steady beat of her heart against his arm, he prayed again—a desperate, silent plea that he wouldn’t lose it all.

2 - A WINTER BREAK REVELATION
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The house felt too quiet, too still. Jacob lingered in the hallway outside Clarissa’s bedroom door, his heart a heavy drum against his ribs. Four months since that single, shattering night before college. Four months of her silence, her clipped texts, her vacant eyes across the Thanksgiving table. Now, winter break stretched before them, a frozen wasteland of everything unsaid.

He raised his hand, knuckles hovering an inch from the wood. Their parents were gone for the evening, a rare window of absolute privacy. He had to know. He had to find out.

He knocked. A soft, hesitant sound.

“Go away, Jacob.” Her voice, muffled through the door, was flat.

“Clarissa. Please. We have to talk.”

“There’s nothing to talk about.”

“That’s bullshit and you know it.” The words came out sharper than he intended. He leaned his forehead against the cool door. “Just open the door. Five minutes.

Silence. Then, the faint click of the lock.

He pushed the door open slowly. She stood by her window, back to him, wrapped in an oversized hoodie. The room smelled of her—vanilla lotion and something else, something deeper, warmer.

“You’ve been avoiding me,” he said, closing the door behind him.

“I haven’t.”

“You have. Since August. Since… that night.” The memory was a physical ache. The heat of her skin, the desperate way they’d come together, her whispered I love you that had turned to it was a mistake by morning.

She turned then, and the hoodie shifted. He saw it. The subtle, impossible curve beneath the thick fabric. His brain stuttered, refusing to process the shape.

“Clarissa…”

She hugged her arms around herself, but it only accentuated the swell. Her eyes, wide and scared, met his. “I was going to tell you.”

The air left his lungs. “Tell me what?”

A tear traced a path down her cheek. She didn’t wipe it away. Instead, her hands went to the hem of the hoodie. She pulled it up, over her head, and let it fall to the floor.

She wore only a simple, stretchy cotton camisole. And beneath it, her stomach was round. Firm. Pregnant. Unmistakably, irrevocably pregnant.

Jacob’s legs went weak. He grabbed the edge of her dresser. “How…?”

“You know how,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “That night. It was only that one time, but…”

“Five months,” he breathed, the math clicking into place with brutal clarity. “You’re five months.”

She nodded, her hands coming to rest on the beautiful, terrifying curve. “I found out right after I got to school. I was… I was so scared. I didn’t know what to do. I thought if I ignored it, it would go away. But it didn’t.”

He crossed the room in two strides, stopping just before her. His gaze was locked on her belly. His child. The reality of it slammed into him, a tidal wave of fear, awe, and a fierce, sudden protectiveness. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I was going to! But then you texted, and you sounded so happy at school, and I… I chickened out. I thought you’d hate me. I thought you’d think I trapped you.”

“Clarissa, no.” His hand lifted, trembling. “Can I…?”

She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

His palm settled on the warm swell. The skin was taut, smooth. He felt a shift, a gentle pressure from within. A kick. His breath caught. His child. Alive. Moving.

“We have to tell Mom and Dad,” he said, his voice thick.

“I know.” Fresh tears spilled over. “They’re going to be so angry. Disappointed.”

“I don’t care.” The words were out before he could think, but he meant them with every fiber of his being. He looked up from her belly to her face. “I’ll be there. With you. For everything.”

Her lower lip trembled. “You don’t have to. It’s my mess.”

“It’s our mess. Our… our baby.” The word felt strange, powerful, on his tongue. He cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing away a tear. “I’m not going anywhere.”

The dam broke. A sob ripped from her throat, and she fell against him, her face buried in his shoulder. He held her, his arms wrapping around her, one hand splayed across the small of her back, the other cradling her head. He felt the full weight of her belly pressed between them, a new, profound intimacy.

Her crying softened into hiccups. She tilted her face up, her eyes searching his. The fear was still there, but underneath, he saw a flicker of the old Clarissa. The girl who’d laughed with him, shared secrets with him, loved him.

He didn’t know who moved first. Maybe they both did. Their lips met, not with the frantic hunger of last summer, but with a slow, desperate tenderness. A promise. A reunion. Her mouth was soft, yielding, and tasted of salt and hope.

The kiss deepened, fueled by months of longing and the seismic shift of the moment. His hands slid down her back, over the curve of her hips, pulling her closer. She moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He broke the kiss, breathing hard. “Is this… are you sure?”

“Yes,” she breathed, pulling his mouth back to hers. “Please, Jacob. I need you.”

Her words ignited him. His fingers found the hem of her camisole and drew it up, over her head. Her breasts were fuller, heavier, the areolas darker. He bent his head, taking one pebbled nipple into his mouth.

She gasped, her back arching. “Oh…”

He suckled gently, his tongue circling the taut peak. Then, a surprise—a sweet, warm liquid touched his tongue. Not much, just a few drops. Milk. His eyes flew open, meeting hers.

A blush stained her cheeks. “It started… a couple weeks ago.”

A wave of pure, raw possession swept through him. He switched to her other breast, laving it with his tongue before drawing the nipple deep. Another tiny, precious release of her milk, this one richer. He swallowed, the taste uniquely hers, a secret nourishment meant for their child that he was now sharing. The intimacy of it was staggering.

He kissed a wet path down the slope of her breast, across the tight skin of her ribcage, until he was on his knees before her. He placed his hands on either side of her belly, holding it, worshipping it. He pressed his lips to the center, right where he’d felt the kick.

“Hello in there,” he whispered, his voice rough with emotion.

Clarissa’s hands came to rest on his head, her fingers stroking his hair. A soft, choked sound of love escaped her.

He nuzzled lower, kissing the underside of the swell, his breath hot against her skin. His hands hooked into the waistband of her soft cotton shorts and panties, drawing them down her legs. She stepped out of them, steadying herself with a hand on his shoulder.

He guided her back to the bed. She lay down, propped on her elbows, watching him with dark, hungry eyes. Her body was a revelation—the ripe fullness of her breasts, the magnificent dome of her pregnancy, the thatch of dark curls at the junction of her thighs, glistening already.

He settled between her legs, his hands sliding under her thighs, opening her to him. The scent of her arousal, musky and deep, filled his senses. He didn’t hesitate. He leaned in and pressed an open-mouthed kiss to her core.

She cried out, her hips lifting off the bed. “Jacob!”

He licked a slow, firm stripe through her folds, savoring her taste, so much more potent than he remembered. He found her clit, a swollen pearl, and circled it with the tip of his tongue.

“Yes, right there, oh god…” Her words dissolved into a moan.

He feasted on her, drinking in her sounds, her taste, the way her inner muscles fluttered against his tongue. He slid two fingers inside her, and she was so wet, so hot, so incredibly tight. Her body had changed, deepened; she felt like heaven itself. He curled his fingers, finding a spot that made her scream, and worked her in rhythm with his tongue.

Her moans became pleas, her body tightening like a coiled spring. He felt the exact moment she shattered. Her back arched, a sharp cry tore from her throat, and her sex pulsed around his fingers, a flood of wet heat coating his hand and chin.

He gentled his touch, lapping softly as she trembled through the aftershocks. When her breathing began to slow, he rose up, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He fumbled with his own jeans, pushing them and his boxers down just enough to free his erection, which was painfully hard, weeping at the tip.

He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head nudging against her slickness. He looked into her eyes, seeking and finding permission, need, love.

“I love you,” he said, the words raw and true.

Her answer was to wrap her legs around his hips, pulling him closer. “I love you, too. Now, please…”

He pushed inside.

The fit was exquisite, a perfect, tight glove of heat. He sank into her slowly, inch by breathtaking inch, until he was fully sheathed, his body pressed against the wonderful curve of her belly. They both groaned, a shared sound of utter completion.

He began to move. Slow, deep strokes that dragged every nerve ending to life. Her nails dug into his shoulders. Her head tossed back on the pillow. “Harder… don’t be gentle…”

He obeyed, his hips snapping forward with more force, driving her up the bed. The sound of skin meeting skin, their ragged breaths, her sharp, sweet cries—it was a symphony. He could feel everything: the clutch of her around him, the weight of her belly against his abdomen, the way her breasts moved with each thrust.

He shifted, hooking her legs over his arms, opening her even more, sinking even deeper. The new angle made her eyes fly open, her mouth forming a silent ‘O’ before a broken wail escaped. “There! Right there, don’t stop!”

He was a man possessed, pistoning into her, chasing his own peak which was rising like a tsunami. Her inner walls began to flutter again, a frantic, rhythmic squeezing. Her cries pitched higher, fractured.

“Jacob, I’m… I’m coming!”

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural shout, he drove into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt as his own release erupted, hot and endless, pumping deep into her welcoming heat. He collapsed forward, careful to keep his weight on his elbows, his forehead resting against her shoulder as they both shuddered through the final pulses.

For a long time, the only sound was their ragged breathing slowing, syncing. He softened inside her, but didn’t pull out. He couldn’t. Not yet.

He rolled carefully to his side, taking her with him, keeping them joined. He pulled the comforter over their cooling bodies. Her back was to his chest, his arm draped over her, his hand once again resting on her belly. He felt another small, insistent kick against his palm.

A dad. He was going to be a dad. The fear was still there, a cold knot in his stomach, but it was dwarfed by something else—a sense of rightness, of a terrifying, beautiful future clicking into place.

He nuzzled the back of her neck. “We’ll tell them tomorrow.”

She placed her hand over his on her stomach, lacing their fingers together. Her voice was sleepy, sated. “Okay.”

3 - STEPMOM’S PREGNANCY CRAVINGS
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“I’m starving,” Nadine said, her voice a low hum in the quiet living room. “But not for food.”

Calvin’s throat went dry. He watched her from the armchair, the television’s glow painting her profile in blue light. Her hand rested on the high, firm curve of her stomach, fingers tracing idle circles over the stretched fabric of her maternity top. She turned her head, her eyes finding his in the dimness. They held a heat he’d never seen there before, a directness that stripped away the safe, familiar labels of stepmom and dad’s wife.

“Your father,” she continued, the words measured, “he’s… tired. This pregnancy, it does things. Changes things. My body is a furnace, Calvin. And he’s just… a blanket.”

The silence that followed was thick, charged. The clock on the wall ticked, each second a hammer blow against his ribs. He knew what she was saying. He’d felt it building for weeks, a slow, guilty pressure in his chest every time he saw her waddle through the kitchen, every time her swollen breasts brushed against a doorframe, every time she sighed and shifted her weight, a portrait of lush, fertile womanhood that made his thoughts spin into dangerous territory.

He was twenty-two. She was thirty-eight. The math had never mattered less.

“Nadine,” he started, his voice rough.

“Don’t,” she whispered. She pushed herself up from the couch with a soft grunt, the movement graceful despite her size. She walked toward him, each step deliberate. The scent of her—vanilla lotion and something deeper, muskier—filled the space between them. She stopped, her pregnant belly almost touching his knees. “Just… don’t talk.”

She leaned down. It wasn’t a question. Her lips met his, and the world fractured.

Her kiss was hungry, all softness and desperate pressure. Her tongue slid against his, and a jolt of pure, electric need shot straight to his groin. His hands came up, hovering for a second before settling on the vast, warm curve of her hips. The fabric was soft, the flesh beneath it firm and round. A low sound escaped her, a vibration against his mouth that was pure encouragement.

She pulled back, her breath warm on his face. Her eyes were dark pools. “Upstairs. Now. Before I lose my nerve.”

He followed her, his pulse a frantic drum in his ears. The climb was slow, her hand gripping the banister. From behind, the view was devastating: the swell of her backside, the way her leggings clung to every curve. His cock strained against his jeans, aching.

Her bedroom smelled like her perfume and clean linen. She didn’t turn on the main light, just a small lamp on the nightstand that cast the room in a warm, intimate gold. She turned to face him, her gaze dropping to the obvious bulge in his pants.

“Let me see,” she said, her voice husky.

He stood frozen, mesmerized, as she stepped close again. Her fingers went to his belt buckle, the snick of the metal release loud in the quiet. She unbuttoned his jeans, the drag of the zipper a slow, torturous rasp. She pushed the denim and his boxers down over his hips in one motion, and his erection sprang free, thick and eager.

Nadine’s eyes widened, a flicker of surprise and sharp appreciation. “Oh,” she breathed. She didn’t hesitate. She sank to her knees before him, a move that seemed impossible with her belly, but she made it look natural, necessary.

Her hand wrapped around his base, her touch firm and knowing. She looked up at him, holding his gaze, and then her mouth was on him.

The heat was instantaneous, a wet, velvet suction that made his knees buckle. He gasped, his hands flying out to brace against the dresser behind him. God. Her lips stretched around his girth, her tongue swirling a firm, relentless circle under his head. She took him deeper, her nose pressing into the coarse hair at his base, and hummed. The vibration traveled up his spine, a shockwave of pleasure.

She worked him with a focused, desperate rhythm. One hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently, while the other stroked what her mouth couldn’t take. Her eyes stayed open, locked on his, watching every twitch of his face, every uncontrolled shudder. Saliva gathered, slicking his length, the wet sounds obscene and perfect. He could feel the tension coiling in his gut, a spring wound too tight.

“Nadine… I’m gonna…”

She pulled off with a soft, wet pop. “Not yet,” she panted, her lips glistening. “Not until I’m full of you.”

She pushed herself up, using his thighs for leverage. “Help me.”

Her meaning was clear. His hands trembled as he grabbed the hem of her top and pulled it over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts spilled into his hands, heavy and full, the areolas wide and dark, the nipples hard pebbles against his palms. He groaned, his thumbs brushing over them, and she arched into his touch with a sharp cry.

He pushed her leggings and panties down, and she stepped out of them. She stood naked before him, a vision of ripe, pregnant beauty. The round dome of her stomach was taut, a pale globe with a dark line running down its center. Her breasts hung full and low. The thatch of hair between her legs was neat, glistening already.

“You’re beautiful,” he choked out, the words utterly inadequate.

She took his hand and led him to the bed. She lay back against the pillows, her belly a majestic hill between them. “Taste me,” she commanded, spreading her legs.

He needed no further invitation. He knelt between her thighs, the sight of her pink, swollen folds making his mouth water. He leaned in, his nose brushing through her curls, inhaling her scent—musky, sweet, utterly female. His first lick was a long, slow stripe from her opening to her clit.

Nadine’s whole body jerked. Her hands fisted in the sheets. “Yes.”

He dove in, feasting. He licked and sucked, circling her clit with the pointed tip of his tongue, then flattening it to lap at her entrance, drinking the tangy fluid that flowed freely. She was a symphony of sounds: gasps, moans, his name chanted like a prayer. Her hips rolled, grinding against his face, seeking more pressure, more friction. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, and her inner muscles clenched around him in a tight, rhythmic pulse.

“There, right there,” she sobbed.

Her back arched off the bed, her stomach trembling. He felt her climax build, a gathering storm, and then it broke. Her thighs clamped around his head, her cry muffled by the pillow she grabbed and shoved against her mouth. Her core fluttered wildly around his fingers, a series of rapid, desperate contractions.

As she came down, panting, he crawled up her body. He kissed the tight skin of her belly, his lips whispering over it, feeling the life within kick gently against his cheek. He took one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking hard, and she gasped, her hands tangling in his hair.

“I need you inside me,” she begged, her voice ragged. “Now, Calvin. Please.”

He scrambled out of his shirt, kicked his jeans the rest of the way off. He was naked now, poised over her. He guided his cock to her entrance, the head nudging against her slick heat. He looked into her eyes, a silent question.

She answered by lifting her hips, taking him in.

The sensation was overwhelming. She was so hot, so incredibly tight, her body stretching to accommodate him, gripping him like a velvet fist. He sank in slowly, an inch at a time, watching her face contort in a blend of pleasure and slight strain. When he was fully seated, buried to the hilt, they both went still, connected, breathing the same air.

“Move,” she whispered.

He began to thrust, a slow, deep rhythm. Each stroke dragged a moan from her lips. Her legs came up to wrap around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper. The bedframe creaked in time with their joining. He braced himself on his arms, careful of her stomach, but she grabbed his hips, urging him on, harder, faster.

The angle was perfect. With every plunge, the base of his cock rubbed against her clit. Her cries grew sharper, more urgent. He could feel another orgasm tightening her around him, making her even tighter. He was losing himself, the world narrowing to the feel of her sheath milking him, the sight of her breasts bouncing, the sound of their skin slapping together.

“I want to be on top,” she gasped suddenly.

He pulled out, his body protesting the loss of her heat. She rolled with surprising agility, getting on her hands and knees first, then maneuvering to straddle his hips. She lowered herself onto him, taking his length in one smooth, sinking motion, her head thrown back in ecstasy.

This was the view. Her pregnant belly swaying above him, her full breasts bouncing with each rise and fall. She rode him with a fierce, hungry energy, her hands braced on his chest, her nails biting into his skin. He gripped her hips, helping her find the pace, driving up into her as she came down.

Their eyes locked. No more masks, no more pretense. Just raw, mutual need. Her rhythm became frantic, erratic. He felt the telltale flutter begin inside her again, the tremors in her thighs.

“Come with me,” she pleaded, her voice breaking.

It was all the permission he needed. His control shattered. He thrust up hard, once, twice, and then he was spilling into her, a hot, pulsing flood. His release triggered hers; she clenched around him in a series of violent spasms, a silent scream on her lips as her body bowed in a final, exquisite peak.

She collapsed forward onto his chest, sweaty and spent, his softening cock still nestled inside her. Their hearts hammered against each other, a frantic, slowing drumbeat. The room smelled of sex and salt and her.

The distant sound of a car door shutting sliced through the haze.

They froze.

“Shit,” Nadine hissed, pushing herself off him. “That’s your dad.”

Panic electrified the room. They disentangled, a clumsy scramble of limbs. Calvin grabbed his clothes, pulling on his boxers and jeans with fumbling fingers. Nadine waddled to the bathroom, returning with a towel to quickly wipe between her legs before yanking on her leggings and top. In two minutes, they were dressed, the evidence of their coupling hidden, though the air still hung thick with it.

She smoothed her hair, her hands shaking. “Go. Downstairs. Turn the TV on.”

He nodded, unable to speak. The guilt was a cold stone in his gut now, but beneath it, a hotter, brighter ember glowed. He wanted more. He needed more.

As he reached the bedroom door, she caught his wrist. Her touch burned.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, her eyes holding the same dark promise. “He works late again.”

The front door opened downstairs. “Honey? Calvin? I’m home!”

Calvin slipped out into the hall, his heart pounding a frantic, guilty rhythm. He paused, just for a second, and looked back at her. Nadine stood by the bed, one hand on her belly, a faint, secret smile touching her lips.

4 - COMFORTING HIS PREGNANT STEPDAUGHTER

MF / Taboo / Stepdad / Pregnancy / Kissing / Nipple Play / Lactation / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The house held a strange, heavy quiet. Mark stood in the hallway, the silence pressing against his ears. His wife, Sarah, was at her sister’s for the weekend, a fact that seemed to amplify every small sound. The soft creak of a floorboard. The hum of the refrigerator. And, from behind Annie’s closed door, a muffled, wet sniffle.

His pulse quickened. He’d been trying to ignore it for weeks, this new, unsettling pull. Annie, his stepdaughter, was twenty-two, a fact he repeated to himself like a mantra. The pregnancy had changed her. Her body had softened, rounded, become something lush and impossible to look away from. Just yesterday, he’d seen her in the kitchen, a damp, twin-spotted circle blooming on the thin cotton over her chest. She’d caught him looking and flushed, turning away, but the image had burned itself behind his eyes.

He knocked softly. “Annie?”

The crying stopped. A beat of silence. “Come in.”

She was sitting on the edge of her bed, wearing a loose, stretchy dress. Her hands were clasped over the pronounced swell of her belly. Her eyes were red-rimmed, her cheeks blotchy.

“Hey,” Mark said, lingering in the doorway. “Everything okay?”

She shook her head, a fresh tear tracing a path down her cheek. “No. Not really.”

He stepped inside, closing the door without thinking. The room smelled like her—vanilla lotion and something new, something sweet and milky. “Talk to me.”

“It’s just… everything.” Her voice wavered. “I’m scared. The baby’s due in two months. Dave totally freaked out when I told him. He said he doesn’t wanna be a dad. That I trapped him. Ruined his life. He doesn’t want anything to do with us.” Her shoulders shook with a silent sob. “My baby will grow up without a father.”

A protective surge, sharp and clean, cut through him. He sat beside her, not touching, but close enough to feel the heat from her body. “Hey. Listen to me. This baby will have a family. You have your mom. You have me. I’ll be here. For both of you.”

She turned her wet eyes to him. “You’ve been so good to me. Always. Even when I was a bratty teenager. You never had to be, but you were.” She swallowed. “I keep thinking… I wish this baby had a father like you.”

Guilt, hot and immediate, lanced through his gut. Because the thought that followed wasn’t paternal. It was a vivid, unwelcome image of his hands on that belly, his mouth on those damp spots on her shirt. He looked away.

Her hand touched his arm. The contact was electric. “Mark…”

He jerked his arm away as if he was burned. “The pregnancy… it makes emotions run high. It can confuse things.”

“I’m not confused, Mark,” she insisted, looking him in the eye.

He looked back at her. Her gaze was direct. There was a rawness there, a need that mirrored the one coiling in his own belly. The air in the room thickened, became difficult to breathe.

“Annie, we can’t—”

“I know what I want,” she whispered. “And I know you want it too. I see the way you look at me.”

That admission shattered his last pretense of resistance. The line between stepfather and man blurred, then vanished. He cupped her face. Her skin was so soft. Her lips parted.

He closed the distance.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was hungry, a spark catching dry tinder. Her mouth opened under his, and a small, desperate sound vibrated in her throat. His hands slid into her hair. Hers clutched at his shoulders, pulling him closer. The round firmness of her belly pressed against him, a shocking, erotic barrier.

He broke the kiss, breathing hard. Her eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. Without a word, his fingers found the hem of her dress. He pulled it up, over her head, and let it fall to the floor.

She sat before him in just a simple maternity bra and cotton panties. Her breasts were full, heavy, the skin stretched taut. The bra cups were stained with faint, damp circles. He couldn’t stop staring.

“They leak,” she said, her voice husky. “It’s… messy.”

“Let me see.”

He reached behind her, fumbling with the clasp. It gave way. The bra loosened, and he drew it down her arms. Her breasts spilled free, heavier than he’d imagined, tipped with large, dark areolas. Beads of pearly liquid glistened at the peaks.

A groan tore from his chest. He bent his head, taking one tight nipple into his mouth. He suckled gently, and the taste exploded on his tongue—warm, subtly sweet, rich. It wasn’t like anything he’d ever tasted. Her back arched, a sharp gasp escaping her. Her hands fisted in his hair.

“Oh god,” she moaned.

He switched to the other breast, drinking deeper, his tongue circling the hardened bud. More milk flowed, coating his tongue, the taste driving him wild. He was achingly hard, his cock straining against his jeans. He lavished attention on both breasts until her nipples were slick and pebbled, and soft cries fell from her lips.

His mouth trailed down. He kissed the tight, smooth dome of her stomach, his lips brushing over the stretched skin. He felt a sudden, powerful kick from within, and he froze, awestruck.

“He’s active,” Annie breathed, her hands coming to rest on his head.

The intimacy of it, of feeling the life they were discussing just moments ago, sent a fresh jolt of desire through him. He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of her panties and her maternity pants, pushing them down together over her hips, down her thighs. She lifted her hips to help him, and he drew them off completely.

She was bare beneath. A neat strip of hair led to her folds, which were already glistening, swollen. The scent of her arousal, mixed with that faint, sweet milkiness, filled his senses.

“Lie back,” he murmured.

She did, settling against the pillows, her pregnant belly rising like a moon between them. He knelt on the floor at the edge of the bed, spreading her thighs. He looked at her, this beautiful, ripe woman offering herself to him, and any last shred of guilt was incinerated by pure, white-hot need.

He leaned in and pressed his mouth to her.

Her taste was sharper here, musky and addictive. She cried out, her hips lifting off the bed. He held her down with a firm hand on her belly and feasted. His tongue found her clit, circling it, flicking over the sensitive nub. He licked into her, deep and slow, then fast and shallow. He learned what made her gasp, what made her thighs tremble. Her sounds were a continuous, pleading melody.

“Mark… please… I’m so close…”

He doubled his efforts, sucking her clit between his lips, applying a steady, rhythmic pressure. Her body tightened, coiled. A sharp, broken cry ripped from her throat as she came, her back bowing, her inner muscles fluttering against his tongue. He drank her in, gentling his mouth as the waves subsided.

He stood, stripping his own clothes with frantic haste. His cock sprang free, thick and eager.

He climbed onto the bed, settling between her thighs. He guided himself to her entrance, the head nudging against her slick heat. He looked into her eyes, seeking permission, affirmation.

Her legs wrapped around his hips. “Yes,” she said, the word a demand.

He pushed inside.

The sensation was overwhelming. She was hot, incredibly soft, and yes, snug around him, but it was the sheer reality of it that stole his breath—her pregnant belly pressed against his abdomen, her full breasts crushed between them. He sank in to the hilt, a deep, claiming stroke that made her eyes roll back.

He began to move. Slow, at first, each withdrawal and thrust a deliberate exploration. Her nails dug into his back. Her breath came in hot pants against his neck.

“Faster,” she begged. “Don’t be gentle.”

He obeyed, his hips snapping forward, driving into her with a building urgency. The bed rocked with their rhythm. The sounds were obscene—skin slapping against skin, their mingled groans, the creak of the mattress. He could feel the tension coiling again at the base of his spine, a pressure building with every plunge into her wet, welcoming heat.

“I want… on top,” she gasped.

He pulled out, his body protesting the loss. He lay back against the pillows. Annie moved with a clumsy, beautiful grace, swinging a leg over him, straddling his hips. She took him in hand, guiding him back inside her as she lowered herself.

The view was devastating. Her body, ripe and full, poised above him. Her breasts swayed, a drop of milk forming at one nipple. She began to ride him, setting a deep, rolling pace. Her hands braced on his chest, her head thrown back. He gripped her hips, helping her, meeting her downward strokes with upward thrusts.

“Look at you,” he rasped. “You’re so fucking beautiful.”

She opened her eyes, looking down at him, her expression one of fierce pleasure. She ground down on him, taking him impossibly deep. The friction was exquisite, a tight, hot slide that pushed him toward the edge.

He felt her inner muscles begin to clench, a fluttering pulse around his cock. “I’m… Mark, I’m coming…”

“Come for me,” he gritted out. “Let go.”

Her climax hit her. She shuddered, a raw, guttural cry tearing from her throat as her body convulsed around him. The sight, the feel, the sound of it shattered his own control. His hips pistoned upward, once, twice, and then he was coming too, a blinding, white-hot release, his vision spotting at the edges.

She collapsed forward onto his chest, both of them slick with sweat, breathing in ragged, syncopated gasps. The weight of her, the smell of sex and milk and her skin, was intoxicating.

They lay like that for long minutes, the only sound their slowing breaths. Finally, reality began to seep back in. The angle of the sunlight had changed. Sarah would be home in a few hours.

Wordlessly, they untangled. They dressed in silence, not looking at each other. He pulled his shirt on as she fastened her bra.

He turned to leave, his hand on the doorknob. The guilt was there, a cold, sick weight in his stomach. But beneath it, hotter and stronger, was a craving. A memory of taste and sensation that he knew would haunt him.

He glanced back at her. She was watching him, her expression unreadable.

“Mark?” Her voice was soft.

“Yeah?”

A small, secret smile touched her lips. “Thank you.”

He nodded, unable to speak. He opened the door and stepped into the quiet hallway, the ghost of her sweetness still on his tongue, the echo of her cries in his ears, and the certain, shameful knowledge that he would do anything to feel it all again.

5 - HIS BROTHER’S GOOD NEWS
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“Please, Brad. Just… just do it.”

Jackie’s whisper was hot against his ear, her breath laced with wine and desperation. Her fingers trembled where they gripped his shoulder. The living room lamp cast a low, honeyed glow over the empty glasses on the coffee table, over Nate’s abandoned armchair, over the two of them tangled on the couch.

Brad’s heart hammered against his ribs. This is wrong. This is so wrong. But the thought was a faint, distant echo, drowned out by the warm buzz in his veins and the press of her body against his. She shifted, her thigh sliding over his, the thin fabric of her summer dress riding up.

“He’s asleep,” she murmured, her lips brushing his jaw. “He won’t know. He’ll never know. What he doesn’t know… it can’t hurt him. It’ll give him everything he wants.”

Her hand slid down his chest, over his stomach, and his muscles clenched. He caught her wrist, his own grip unsteady. “Jackie…”

“Please.” The word cracked. Her eyes, wide and glistening, locked onto his. “We’ve tried everything. Every test, every chart, every stupid old wives’ tale.” Her free hand came up, cupping his cheek. Her thumb stroked his skin. “You’re strong. You’re healthy. I see it. I’ve always… God, Brad, just give us this. Give him this. Give me a baby.”

The plea unraveled the last of his resistance. It wasn’t just the alcohol, though that had blurred the sharp edges of morality since dinner. It was the raw need in her voice, a need he’d seen slowly eating away at her bright spirit for months. It was the way her hips had brushed his when she’d gotten up to get another bottle. It was the secret, shameful attraction he’d carried for his brother’s wife since the day Nate brought her home, a quiet flame he’d banked and buried.

He’d always thought she was beautiful. Now, with her defenses down and her desire naked between them, she was devastating.

His grip on her wrist loosened. He didn’t let go, but his hold softened into something that felt like permission.

She saw it. A sharp, hopeful breath escaped her. Then she was moving, closing the last inch between their mouths.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision—a hungry, searching mess of lips and tongue and pent-up years. The taste of her, of Cabernet and salt, flooded his senses. Her fingers speared into his hair, holding him to her as if he might vanish. His own hands found the curve of her waist, the heat of her through the dress burning his palms.

Logic dissolved. There was only the soft noise she made in her throat, the frantic beat of his own pulse, the dizzying rightness-wrongness of her mouth on his.

She broke the kiss, her chest heaving. Her eyes were dark, pupils swallowing the hazel. Without a word, her hands went to his belt. The click of the buckle was obscenely loud in the quiet room. He lifted his hips, a silent, complicit aid, as she worked his jeans open, then down over his hips just enough.

The cool air of the room hit his skin, followed immediately by the searing heat of her hand. She wrapped her fingers around him, and his head fell back against the couch cushions, a choked sound tearing from his throat. Her touch was firm, knowing, her strokes slow at first, then building a rhythm that made his thighs tense.

“Look at you,” she whispered, her gaze fixed on her own moving hand. “So ready. So perfect for this.”

She leaned in again, kissing him deeply as her hand continued its work. The dual sensation—the slick slide of her tongue, the tight friction of her grip—drove coherent thought from his mind. There was only need, a thick, urgent pressure coiling low in his gut.

When she pulled back, her lips were swollen, her cheeks flushed. She held his gaze as she slid off the couch, sinking to her knees on the rug between his legs. The sight of her there, Jackie on her knees for him, sent a jolt of pure, illicit heat straight through him.

She didn’t tease. She took him into her mouth in one smooth, deep glide.

Brad’s fingers clenched in the fabric of the couch. A harsh groan ripped out of him. Her mouth was hot, wet, impossibly soft. She worked him with a focused intensity that was nothing like artful seduction. This was purpose. Her head bobbed, her tongue swirling, her hand cupping and stroking what her mouth couldn’t take. Every pull of her lips, every flick of her tongue, was a direct line to the base of his spine. Pleasure, sharp and bright, lanced through him. He could feel the muscles in his abdomen quivering, the tension building to a breaking point.

He tangled a hand in her hair, not to guide her, just to feel the silken strands, to anchor himself to this moment. “Jackie… god…”

She hummed around him, the vibration shooting another electric shock through his system. His hips jerked involuntarily. She took it, her pace quickening, her suction tightening. He was close. So close. The edge was right there, a shimmering precipice.

With a wet sound, she released him.

Brad shuddered, his body screaming at the sudden loss. He blinked down at her, dazed. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, her eyes never leaving his. They were fierce, determined.

“Not yet,” she breathed. “Not like that.”

In one fluid motion, she stood. Her hands went to the hem of her dress, gathering the soft blue material. She pulled it up and over her head in a single movement, letting it fall forgotten to the floor.

She stood before him in only a pale lace bra and matching panties. The lamplight gilded her skin, highlighting the gentle swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the curve of her hips. Brad’s mouth went dry. He’d imagined this, in guilty, fleeting moments. The reality was a thousand times more potent.

She reached behind her back, unhooked her bra, and let it slip away. Her breasts were full, her nipples peaked and tight. Then her thumbs hooked into the sides of her panties. She pushed them down her legs, stepped out of them, and kicked them aside.

Naked. Completely, utterly naked, in his brother’s living room. The sheer audacity of it, the vulnerability of it, stole his breath.

She didn’t give him time to think. She climbed onto the couch, straddling his lap, her knees sinking into the cushions on either side of his hips. Her heat settled against him, not taking him inside yet, just the dizzying, soft press of her.

Her hands framed his face. “Look at me,” she commanded, her voice low and thick. “I want you to see me. I want you to know it’s me.”

He did look. He saw the faint freckles across her nose, the tiny scar above her eyebrow from a childhood fall, the frantic hope and fear warring in her eyes. He saw Jackie.

She reached between them, her fingers wrapping around him again, guiding him. She positioned him, the head of his cock nudging against her slick, hot entrance. She paused, her whole body trembling.

“For Nate,” she whispered, more to herself than to him. Then her gaze sharpened on his. “For us.”

She sank down.

It was a slow, inexorable slide. A tight, clinging heat enveloped him, inch by breathtaking inch. Brad’s eyes rolled back for a second, a string of curses dying on his lips. She was so wet, so ready, but so tight, her inner muscles fluttering around him as she took him all the way, until she was seated fully in his lap, her body sheathing his completely.

A broken sound escaped her. Her head fell forward, her forehead resting against his. Her breath came in ragged pants against his mouth.

She began to move.

It started as a slow, rolling grind of her hips, a deep, internal massage that made his toes curl. Then the rhythm built. She rose up, almost letting him slip free, then sank back down with a force that stole his breath. Her hands gripped his shoulders, her nails biting into his skin through his shirt.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Oh, God, Brad… yes.”

Each downward stroke was a claim. Each upward retreat was a sweet torment. The couch creaked softly beneath them. The air grew thick with the sounds of their joining—skin slapping against skin, their mingled gasps, the wet, rhythmic sounds of her taking him.

Her breasts brushed against his chest with every movement. He leaned forward, capturing a tight peak in his mouth. She cried out, her back arching, driving herself down onto him harder, deeper. He suckled, laved her with his tongue, his hands sliding down to grip the full, firm curves of her ass, helping her set a punishing, perfect pace.

“You feel so good,” he grunted, the words torn from him. “So fucking good, Jackie.”

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice a raw scrape. “Don’t you dare stop. Give it to me. I need it. I need you to…”

Her words dissolved into a moan as he thrust up to meet her downward plunge. The angle changed, hitting a spot that made her whole body jolt. A sharp, surprised cry tore from her throat.

“There!” she gasped. “Right there, Brad, please!”

He held her hips, guiding her, driving into that spot again and again. Her control shattered. Her movements became frantic, erratic. Her moans rose in pitch, tumbling into incoherent pleas. Her inner walls began to clench around him, rhythmic, pulsing squeezes that milked him, pulling him toward his own end.

“I’m gonna… I’m gonna put a baby in you,” he heard himself growl, the words foreign, animal, true. “Gonna fill you up, Jackie. Gonna give you what you want.”

Her eyes flew open, wild and unfocused. “Yes! Do it. Cum inside me. Fill me. I want it… I want to feel it… I want to have your…”

Her climax hit her. It ripped through her with a violence that stole her voice. Her mouth opened in a silent scream, her body bowing back, every muscle locked taut. The pulses around him intensified, a frantic, fluttering grip that pushed him over the edge.

With a roar he muffled against her shoulder, Brad erupted. Hot, deep, endless pulses shot into her, each one wracking his body with shudders. He held her hips hard against his, grinding up into her, spilling everything he had into her welcoming heat. The world narrowed to that single, molten point of connection, to the feel of her convulsing around him, to the sheer, shocking intimacy of his release flooding her depths.

For long moments, they stayed locked together, trembling, slick with sweat, breathing in ragged unison. The frantic energy seeped away, leaving a heavy, spent stillness.

Slowly, carefully, she slumped forward against his chest, her face buried in the crook of his neck. Her heart hammered against his. He could feel his own spend, warm and wet, beginning to seep out where they were still joined.

The reality of what they’d done crashed over him like ice water.

In the hallway, the floorboard outside the bedroom creaked.

They both froze.

A second passed. Two. Then the sound of a toilet flushing, distant and muffled through the walls.

Nate. Just getting up for a piss. Going back to bed.

Jackie let out a shuddering breath, a mix of relief and fresh terror. She pushed herself up, breaking the intimate connection with a soft, wet sound that seemed to echo in the sudden silence. She didn’t look at him as she scrambled off his lap, grabbing her dress from the floor and clutching it to her chest like a shield.

Her back was to him, her shoulders hunched. “You should go,” she whispered, the words brittle. “Before he… before he comes out.”

Brad nodded, numb. He fumbled with his jeans, pulling them up, fastening his belt with clumsy fingers. The stickiness on his stomach was a cold, accusing brand. He stood, his legs unsteady.

He opened his mouth to say something—an apology, a question, anything—but the words shriveled in his throat. She stood there, naked and trembling, already a world away.

He turned and walked out of his brother’s house, the taste of her and the scent of their sin clinging to him, the ghost of her pleas ringing in his ears.

—

Two months later, the phone rang on a Tuesday evening. Brad was sitting in his own dark apartment, a lukewarm beer in his hand, trying—and failing—to scrub the memory of Jackie’s skin from his mind.

When he saw Nate’s name on the screen, his stomach did a slow, nauseating roll.

“Hey, Nate,” Brad said, his voice sounding thin and hollow to his own ears.

“Brad! Oh my god, Brad!” Nate’s voice was vibrating with a joy so pure it felt like a physical blow. “She’s pregnant. We’re finally pregnant! Jackie just showed me the test—two lines, man. Clear as day.”

Brad’s hand tightened around the beer can until the aluminum crinkled. A cold sweat broke out across his neck. “Nate... that’s... that’s incredible. I’m so happy for you guys.”

“I can’t believe it,” Nate choked out, sounding like he was on the verge of tears. “After all the doctors said, after all that hopelessness... it finally happened. We did it, Brad. I’m going to be a father.”

“You deserve it, Nate,” Brad whispered, the lie tasting like ash in his mouth. “You’re going to be a great dad.”

As Nate babbled on about nursery colors and names, Brad’s mind flashed back to the living room couch—to the desperate grip of Jackie’s hands and the moment he had felt his own life-force pulse into her. He thought of the child growing inside her, a child that would have his eyes, his heart, his DNA, but would call his brother “Daddy.”

The guilt was a crushing, suffocating weight, a debt he would be paying for the rest of his life. He knew he would have to stand by as the “fun uncle” watching his own son or daughter grow up in another man's arms.

“I have to go, Nate,” Brad said, interrupting his brother’s ecstatic rambling. “I’ll... I’ll come by this weekend to celebrate.”

“Can’t wait, brother. Love you, man.”

“Love you too,” Brad said, hanging up before the sob in his throat could break. He stared at his reflection in the darkened TV screen, knowing that while Nate’s dream had finally begun, his own nightmare was just starting.

6 - KEEPING THE BABY
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Excerpt from Pregnant by Stepdad by Vivienne Blue:

The silence after Laura’s car pulled away was a living thing, thick and expectant. Angel stood in the foyer, her hand pressed to her stomach. Her mind raced. Should she tell him? What would he say? What would he do? She heard the low murmur of the television from the living room, then the click of it turning off. Elias was in his office.

Her feet carried her down the hall before her courage could fail. The door was ajar. She pushed it open.

He sat behind the broad oak desk, glasses perched on his nose, staring at a spreadsheet on his monitor. The image was so mundane, so ordinary, it made her want to scream. He looked up, his expression shifting from concentration to wary surprise, then settling into that infuriating, polite blankness.

“Angel. Did you need something?”

She stepped inside and closed the door behind her. The click of the latch was loud. “We need to talk.”

He leaned back in his leather chair, removing his glasses. “If this is about—”

“I’m pregnant.”

The words hung in the air, stark and simple. For a long moment, he didn’t move. He didn’t breathe. His dark eyes fixed on her, the blankness shattering into a storm of shock, disbelief, and then, swiftly, a dawning horror.

“What?” The word was a low rasp.

“I’m pregnant,” she repeated, her voice stronger now. “I took a test. Two, actually. It’s positive.”

He stood up so fast his chair rolled back and hit the bookshelf. “Are you serious?”

“Yes.”

“I thought… I thought you were on birth control.” He stammered, his mind racing. “How could you be so careless?”

“This is your fault, too, you know,” Angel declared, her anger rising. “It takes two.”

“Are you even sure it’s mine?”

“Of course it’s yours,” she hissed, her voice trembling with a mixture of rage and hurt. “I haven’t been with anyone else. You know that.”

He turned away from her, running both hands through his hair. She saw the tension cord the muscles in his back, saw his shoulders rise and fall with a heavy, agitated breath. When he turned back, his face was a mask of cold anger. “You’ll have to take care of it.”

The clinical detachment in his voice was a slap. “Take care of it?”

“An abortion. Obviously. We’ll find a clinic. I’ll pay. We’ll say you’re sick for a few days. Laura will never know.”

Each sentence was a hammer blow, driving the reality deeper. He wasn’t asking. He was dictating. The command in his tone, the absolute assumption of control, should have infuriated her. Instead, a treacherous heat sparked low in her belly. Her nipples tightened against the fabric of her shirt. This was the Elias from the attic. The one who took what he wanted.

“No,” she said.

His eyes narrowed. “What do you mean, no?”

“I mean I’m not having an abortion.” She lifted her chin, meeting his furious gaze. “I’m keeping it.”

The anger in him seemed to swell, filling the room. He took a step toward her, his presence suddenly overwhelming. “Are you out of your mind? Do you have any idea what this means? A baby, Angel? My child? With my stepdaughter?” He spat the words, each one laced with venom. “It’s not a fucking doll. It’s a life sentence. For all of us.”

“I know what it is.” Her heart was pounding, but a strange calm settled over her. His rage was a tangible force, and it was doing things to her body she couldn’t control. Dampness gathered between her thighs. “It’s my choice.”

“Your choice?” He closed the distance between them in two strides, looming over her. “Your choice ruins everything. My marriage. Your relationship with your mother. This family. My life.” He was shouting now, his face inches from hers. “You selfish little girl.”

The insult, the raw fury in his eyes—it should have broken her. Instead, it was the final spark. A soft, helpless sound escaped her lips, part gasp, part moan. Her eyes dropped to his mouth.

He saw it. He felt the shift in the air between them. His furious tirade cut off. His gaze dropped to her lips, then lower, to the rapid rise and fall of her chest. The anger in his eyes didn’t fade; it transformed. It melted, twisted, into something hotter, darker, more possessive. A muscle ticked in his jaw.

“You like this,” he breathed, the words not a question but a stunned accusation. “My anger… it turns you on.”

She couldn’t deny it. She just looked at him, her blue eyes wide, her breath coming in short pants.

A low, rough sound rumbled from his chest. Disgust. Desire. A war lost in an instant. “Christ.”

His hand shot out, tangling in her blonde hair, and he pulled her into a kiss that was nothing like before. It wasn’t exploratory or passionate. It was consuming. A claiming. His mouth was hard on hers, demanding entry, and she gave it instantly, opening for him with a whimper. He tasted of coffee and fury. His tongue plunged deep, a mimicry of a far more intimate act, and she met it with her own, her hands flying up to clutch at his shoulders.

The kiss was a battle, and she surrendered completely. He bit her lower lip, not hard enough to break skin, but enough to make her cry out into his mouth. The sharp pain was a bright counterpoint to the molten heat pooling between her legs.

He broke the kiss as abruptly as he’d started it, his breathing ragged. “You are a fucking problem,” he growled, but his hands were already moving, pulling at her clothes. He grabbed the hem of her soft cotton t-shirt and yanked it up and over her head. Her simple lace bra followed, torn open in the front with a sharp snap of breaking straps. The cool office air hit her bare skin, her breasts spilling free, nipples already hard and aching.

He didn’t pause to look. His hands went to the button of her jeans, popping it open, dragging the zipper down. He shoved them, along with her panties, down her hips in one rough motion. She kicked them off, standing naked and shivering before him in the middle of his professional domain.

“Turn around,” he ordered, his voice gravel. “Bend over the desk.”

She obeyed, the polished wood cool against her forearms as she leaned forward. Her ass was raised, exposed, her wetness already slick on her inner thighs.

Then his hand connected with her ass cheek.

The slap was sharp, loud, stinging. A gasp tore from her throat. The pain was immediate, a bright, hot bloom that quickly melted into a deep, throbbing warmth. Before the sensation could fade, he spanked her again on the other side. Smack.

“You’ve been a very bad girl,” he said, his voice low and dangerous behind her. Smack.  “Making decisions you have no right to make.” Smack. “Breaking your mother’s heart.” Smack.

Each blow landed on tender flesh, the sting building, layering. It wasn’t punishment; it was branding. With every slap, her arousal spiked, her core clenching around nothing, weeping her need. She was panting, pushing her ass back, silently begging for more.

He stopped. His palm smoothed over the heated skin, a rough, possessive caress. “Look at you. Red and marked. Mine.” His fingers slid between her legs from behind, finding her soaked folds. He dragged two fingers through her slickness, gathering it, then pushed them inside her without warning.

She cried out, her back arching, her hips pushing back onto his hand. He curled his fingers, stroking that perfect spot inside her, his thumb finding her clit. The dual stimulation, the lingering burn on her ass, the sheer wrongness of the place—it was too much. Pleasure coiled, tight and urgent.

He pulled his fingers out, leaving her empty and throbbing. “On the desk. Now. On your back.”

She scrambled up, her skin sliding on the polished oak as she lay back, her legs dangling over the edge. He pushed her thighs apart, wider, and lowered his head.

His mouth on her was a shock of wet heat. He didn’t tease. He devoured. His tongue was flat and broad, licking a firm stripe from her entrance to her clit, then circling the swollen bud with relentless, focused pressure. He sucked it into his mouth, and her vision whited out for a second. A broken scream echoed in the room. Her hands flew to his head, her fingers tangling in his dark hair, not to push him away but to hold him there.

He ate her pussy with a single-minded intensity that stole her breath. His tongue plunged inside her, fucking her with it, then returned to her clit, alternating between broad strokes and tight, rapid flicks. He used his lips, his teeth, his whole mouth to worship and claim her. The sounds were obscene—wet, sucking, hungry noises that filled the quiet office. Her hips bucked off the desk, but his strong hands clamped on her thighs, holding her down, keeping her open for his feast.

“Elias… please… I’m gonna…” Her words were a shattered mess.

He ignored her, driving her higher, his tongue a masterful instrument of torture. The orgasm built, a terrifying pressure at the base of her spine. Just as she was about to fall over the edge, he pulled away.

She sobbed in frustration, her body trembling with denied release.

He rose up, his own need etched on his face. She heard the clink of his belt buckle, the sound of his zipper. He stood up, his cock freed from his pants—thick, heavy, fully erect. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock nudging against her slick opening. He looked down at her, sprawled across his desk, her body flushed and glistening from his mouth. “This doesn’t change anything,” he gritted out, but the words were a lie they both heard.

He pushed inside.

The stretch was exquisite, a perfect, burning fullness that made her eyes roll back. He sank into her in one long, deep stroke, burying himself to the hilt. She was so wet, so ready, she took all of him without resistance. He held there for a moment, embedded deep inside her, his gaze locked on hers. The connection was more than physical. It was a tether. A truth.

Then he moved.

He pulled out almost all the way, then slammed back in. The desk shuddered. He set a brutal, driving pace from the start, each thrust jolting her body up the polished wood. He fucked her with a raw, untamed fury that had been simmering for months. This wasn’t the controlled dominance of her bedroom; this was a man unleashed, claiming what was his in the most primal way possible.

His hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, surely leaving bruises. The slap of skin, the creak of the desk, their mingled grunts and cries—it was a symphony of their sin. Every deep plunge rubbed her clit against his pelvis, the friction building the denied orgasm back to a screaming peak.

“Touch yourself,” he commanded, his voice strained. “Make yourself come on my cock.”

Her hand flew between her legs. Her fingers found her clit, slick with her own juices and his saliva. She rubbed tight, frantic circles, matching the rhythm of his thrusts. The added stimulation tipped her over instantly.

Her climax detonated. It ripped through her with a violence that stole her voice. Her body bowed off the desk, her inner muscles clamping around his cock in rhythmic, milking pulses. A silent scream stretched her lips as pleasure, white-hot and shattering, flooded every nerve ending.

Feeling her convulse around him broke his control. His rhythm faltered, turned ragged. With a guttural roar, he drove deep and held, his body shuddering as he emptied himself inside her. The hot, pulsing rush of his release filled her, a final, devastating claim. He collapsed over her for a moment, his weight pressing her into the desk, his forehead against her shoulder, his breath hot on her skin.

Slowly, he pulled out. The loss of him left her feeling hollow, used, and utterly complete. Cool air hit her wetness. She lay there, boneless, staring at the ceiling.

He straightened up, tucking himself back into his pants with quick, efficient movements. He didn’t look at her as he righted his clothes. The silence stretched, heavy with the scent of sex and consequence.

Finally, he spoke, his voice flat, drained. “Get up. Get dressed.”

She slid off the desk, her legs shaky. She found her clothes, pulling them on with clumsy fingers. The denim of her jeans felt rough against her sensitized skin.

When she was dressed, he was leaning against the desk, arms crossed, looking out the window. “We tell everyone you got pregnant by a boy from school. Someone you dated briefly. It’s over now. He’s not in the picture.” He turned his head, his profile sharp. “You stick to that story. No matter what. Do you understand?”

She nodded, her throat tight. “Yes.”

“Your mother will be devastated, but she’ll support you. She’ll think it’s a mistake, but a young woman’s mistake. Not…” He trailed off, unable to say it. “Not this.”

“And you?” The question was a whisper.

He finally looked at her, his dark eyes unreadable. “I’ll be the disappointed stepfather. Trying to hold the family together.” He pushed off the desk. “Now get out. And for God’s sake, act normal.”

She moved to the door, her hand on the knob. She glanced back. He was staring at the surface of his desk, at the faint smudge her skin had left on the polished wood.

“Elias?”

He didn’t look up. “What?”

“This changes everything,” she said softly, and slipped out, leaving him alone with the truth and the possible consequences.

7 - NEW LIFE IN THE SHADOWS OF TRAGEDY
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“It’s yours.”

Silas stared. The words hung in the air of the grand foyer, sharp and final as a judge’s gavel. Everything else—the smell of lemon polish, the dust motes spinning in the late afternoon light, the echo of his own car on the gravel drive—faded into a numb buzz. His gaze dropped from Elena’s worried green eyes to the pronounced curve of her belly, unmistakable beneath her simple linen dress.

“Mine,” he repeated, the word tasting of bourbon and a single, desperate night five months ago.

“Yes,” she whispered, her hand coming to rest protectively over the swell. “Everyone… the lawyers, the family friends… they think it’s Allen’s. A last miracle. If they knew…”

“You’d lose everything.” He finished the thought, the reality of it settling cold in his gut. The money, the estate, the respectability she’d married into. All of it, gone in a whisper of scandal. His dead father’s wife, pregnant with his child.

The silence Allen left behind had been deafening. Silas had shepherded Elena through the funeral, their grief creating a gravity that pulled them together when everything else was falling apart. But one night of forbidden solace changed everything, turning their shared mourning into a shared sin. Now, Silas was watching the fallout unfold, trapped between the memory of his father and the reality of Elena.

He should have felt dread. Panic. Instead, a current of something else, hot and insistent, pulsed through him. His eyes traced the line of her body, the full, heavy breasts, the ripe curve of her stomach. The woman who had been an untouchable, elegant silhouette in his father’s life was now this. Soft, vulnerable, and carrying his child. The possessiveness that surged in him was immediate, shocking in its intensity.

“I called you because I’m scared,” she admitted, her voice small. “And because… I didn’t want to be alone with this.”

He crossed the marble floor in three long strides. He didn’t think, just acted. His hands came up to frame her face, his thumbs brushing the high crests of her cheeks. She looked up at him, her breath catching—not a clichéd hitch, but a soft, shaky intake.

“You’re not alone,” he said, the promise rough in his throat. And then he was kissing her.

It wasn’t like the first time. That had been a frantic, grief-blurred collision in the dark. This was a claiming. Her lips were soft, yielding, and she melted against him with a muffled sound that was pure relief. Her arms wound around his neck, her pregnant belly pressed firm between them. The sensation of it, the proof of their secret, sent a jolt of pure heat straight to his groin. He deepened the kiss, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, tasting mint and the unique, sweet flavor that was just her.

When they broke apart, both were breathing hard. Her eyes were wide, pupils blown dark. A faint, creamy blush painted her neck and chest.

“Silas…” she started, but he silenced her with another, softer kiss.

“Where?” he asked, the single word loaded.

She took his hand, her fingers lacing tightly with his, and led him wordlessly up the sweeping staircase, past the portraits of stern ancestors, to the master suite. His father’s room. The thought flickered and was extinguished by a hotter, more urgent fire. This was her room now. And she was bringing him here.

The room was all cool grays and silks, but the air was warm, thick with the scent of her—jasmine and something deeper, muskier. Maternal. He closed the door, the click sounding unnaturally loud.

She stood before him, bathed in the golden hour light streaming through the windows. “I’m… different,” she said, a hint of self-consciousness in her tone as her hands gestured vaguely at her body.

“I see that,” he murmured, his voice thick. “You’re stunning.”

He approached her slowly, as if she were a vision that might dissolve. His fingers found the straps of her dress. He pushed them down, over the slope of her shoulders. The linen whispered as it fell, pooling at her feet. She wore only simple cotton underwear beneath, stretched over the magnificent dome of her belly.

“God, Elena,” he breathed.

Her skin was luminous, stretched taut and smooth over her stomach. A dark line ran from her navel downward, disappearing beneath the waistband of her panties. Her breasts were full, heavy, the veins a delicate blue tracery beneath the pale skin. The sight of her, so lush and fertile, made his mouth water.

He sank to his knees before her, his hands sliding up her calves, her thighs. He pressed a kiss just above the band of her underwear, to the warm skin of her lower belly. She trembled. He hooked his fingers in the cotton and drew them down, helping her step out of them.

Now she was completely bare. The thatch of curls at the junction of her thighs was darker, denser. He could smell her arousal, a rich, tangy perfume that cut through the jasmine. He nuzzled her belly, planting a series of open-mouthed kisses across its curve. His hands came up to cup her breasts, heavier than he remembered, filling his palms completely. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, and she gasped.

They were darker, larger, pebbled tight. A drop of pearly liquid beaded at the tip of one.

“They’ve started…” she whispered, a mix of embarrassment and awe in her voice.

Without a word, he leaned forward and took the offered nipple into his mouth.

The taste was a surprise—sweet, slightly salty, utterly unique. He swirled his tongue around the stiff peak, and more of the warm liquid spilled onto his tongue. She cried out, her hands flying to his hair, not to push him away but to hold him there. He suckled gently, then with more pressure, drawing the milk from her. A deep, pulling sensation echoed in his own groin, his cock hardening to an almost painful degree. He switched to the other breast, giving it the same worshipful attention. Her moans were continuous now, a low, humming melody of pleasure.

“Silas… please…”

He guided her backward until her knees hit the bed. She sat, then lay back against the silken duvet, her body a glorious landscape of curves. He followed her down, settling between her spread thighs. He kissed his way down her stomach, over the tight skin, tracing the dark line with the tip of his tongue. He nuzzled into the softness where her thigh met her body, breathing her in.

Then he parted her with his fingers and put his mouth on her.

She arched off the bed with a sharp cry. She was swollen, slick, the folds glistening and plump. He licked her slowly, from her entrance to the tight, throbbing bud of her clit. Her taste exploded on his tongue—musky, potent, addictive. He laved at her, focusing on the sensitive nub, using the flat of his tongue, then the pointed tip. One hand slid up her body to pluck and roll a nipple, still wet from his mouth. The other hand cupped her, a finger sliding inside her with ease.

She was so warm. So incredibly soft inside. He added a second finger, curling them, finding a rhythm with his tongue. Her hips began to rock against his face, her heels digging into the small of his back. Her cries grew louder, less coherent. He could feel the tension coiling in her body, the inner muscles fluttering around his fingers.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she choked out.

He redoubled his efforts, sucking her clit gently, then firmly, his fingers pumping. Her climax broke over her with a force that made her entire body seize. A guttural, raw sound tore from her throat as she convulsed, her release flooding his mouth. He drank her in, gentling his touch as the waves subsided into trembling aftershocks.

Before she could fully come down, he moved. He stripped his own clothes off in frantic, hurried motions, his eyes never leaving her flushed, sated form. His erection sprang free, thick and eager. He positioned himself over her, bracing his weight on his arms.

Her eyes, hazy with pleasure, focused on him. She reached between them, her small hand wrapping around his length. She guided him to her entrance, the slick, swollen heat a blissful promise.

“Yes,” she urged, her voice husky. “Now.”

He pushed inside.

The sensation was overwhelming. She was tight, but so wet, so yielding. The knowledge that she was carrying his child, that her body was changed because of him, because of this, shattered any last semblance of control. He buried himself to the hilt, a groan ripping from his chest.

For a moment, he just stayed there, embedded in her exquisite heat, feeling her inner muscles pulse around him. Then he began to move.

Slow at first, deep, rolling thrusts that made her whimper. Her legs came up to wrap around his hips, her rounded belly pressed between them. He adjusted his angle, and her whimper turned into a sharp cry of pleasure.

“There! Right there, Silas, please!”

He hammered that spot, his thrusts becoming faster, harder. The bed rocked against the wall in a steady rhythm. Her breasts bounced with each drive, droplets of milk spotting her skin. He leaned down to capture a nipple again, suckling as he fucked her. The dual sensations sent her spiraling again. Her second climax clenched around him, tighter, deeper, milking his length.

It was too much. The visual of her pregnant body writhing beneath him, the feel of her contracting around him, the primal rightness of it—it all fused into a white-hot point at the base of his spine.

“Elena… I’m gonna…”

“Do it,” she gasped, her nails scoring his back. “Fill me.”

With a roar that was part triumph, part surrender, he plunged deep and came. His release surged into her, pulse after hot pulse, spent in the depths of the womb already nurturing his child. He collapsed onto her, careful of her belly, his face buried in the sweaty crook of her neck. Their hearts thundered against each other, a frantic, slowing drumbeat.

He didn’t pull out. He couldn’t. He just lay there, spent, softening inside her, the reality of the situation wrapping around him as tightly as her arms.

After a long while, she shifted. He finally slid from her, rolling to his side and pulling her with him so her back was to his chest, his hand splayed possessively over her stomach. A tiny, firm kick met his palm.

He smiled against her hair.

“So what happens now?” she asked softly, her fingers tracing patterns on his forearm.

He knew the answer was complicated. A web of lies to maintain. Family drama. Legal intricacies. But here, in the warm, musky dark of the bed, with her in his arms, only one thing felt true.

“We have a baby to get ready for,” he said, his voice rough with emotion. His hand stroked the curve of her belly. “And I’m not going anywhere.”

She turned her head, seeking his lips for a soft, grateful kiss.
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“Please, Richard. Don’t tell Mom.”

The raw plea in her voice, thick with tears, cut through the quiet hum of the refrigerator. Richard stood frozen in the kitchen doorway, the tile cold under his bare feet. Jane, his stepdaughter, was hunched over the island, her shoulders shaking, a jar of pickles clutched in her white-knuckled hand like a lifeline.

He blinked, the scene assembling itself. Midnight. The house asleep. And Jane, back from her spring break in Cancun two months ago, but different. Quieter. Her clothes looser. He’d chalked it up to post-vacation blues. Now, seeing the jar, hearing the shattered tone, the clinical part of his brain connected the dots with a sickening click.

“Jane.” He moved into the room, his doctor’s calm a thin veneer over a rising tide of paternal alarm. “What’s going on?”

She turned her face to him, and the sight punched the air from his lungs. Her eyes were red-rimmed, her cheeks streaked. She was twenty-one, a woman, but in that moment she looked like the scared girl he’d helped raise for the past decade. “I’m… I’m pregnant.”

The word hung in the air, sharp and final. Richard pulled out a stool and sat, his mind racing. “Okay. Okay. How far along?”

“I don’t know.” A fresh sob escaped her. “I missed a period before the trip, but I thought it was stress. Then in Mexico… there was so much. Tequila. Parties. I don’t even…” She squeezed her eyes shut. “I don’t even know his name.”

The confession was a whisper of profound shame. Richard’s heart ached for her, a complicated twist of sympathy and a sharper, more inconvenient sting of something else he refused to name. “Have you seen a doctor?”

She shook her head violently. “No. I’m scared. And Mom… she’ll lose her mind. You know she will. Please, Richard. You can’t tell her.”

He studied her—the panic, the vulnerability. The doctor in him took over, pushing the other whispers aside. “You need to be examined. To make sure everything is progressing normally. For the baby’s health.”

Her eyes, wide and wet, locked onto his. “You’ll do it?”

“I’m a physician. It’s what I do.” The justification sounded hollow even to him. “We can do it now. Quietly. In your room.”

A flicker of hope cut through her despair. She nodded, a quick, desperate motion.

The walk down the hall to her bedroom was silent, tense. The familiar space felt foreign, charged. Soft lamplight replaced the harsh kitchen fluorescence, painting her room in intimate shadows. The air smelled of her perfume—something sweet, like vanilla and jasmine.

“What do I need to do?” she asked, her voice small.

“Just undress from the waist up for now, and lie back on the bed. I’ll need to palpate your abdomen and check your breasts.” His own words sounded like a recording. Professional. Detached. A lie.

She turned her back to him, her fingers fumbling with the hem of her sleep shirt. The soft cotton slid up, revealing the smooth plane of her back, the delicate notch of her spine. She let the shirt fall to the floor. Her arms crossed over her chest for a moment, a gesture of pure modesty, before she turned and lay back on the duvet, one arm draped over her eyes.

Richard’s mouth went dry.

She was beautiful. The gentle swell of her stomach was unmistakable now, a soft curve rising from her narrow hips. Her breasts were fuller, the areolas darker, the peaks taut even in the cool air. He approached the bed, his training the only thing keeping his hands steady.

“I’m going to begin,” he said, his voice low.

He started with her breasts, his touch clinical at first. Palpating the tissue, checking for lumps. But the feel of her under his fingers was a revelation. Warm, yielding silk. Her breath caught when his thumb brushed a nipple, and he saw it pucker into a hard peak. A flush spread from her chest up to her throat. Not just a reaction, he thought. Arousal.

He moved to her abdomen, spreading his hands over the gentle dome. He pressed gently, feeling for the fundus. “About four months,” he murmured, more to himself. His fingers traced the line of her, from the base of her ribs down to the waistband of her soft cotton shorts. Her skin was fever-warm. A fine tremor ran through her.

“You’ll need to remove your bottoms for the internal exam,” he said, the words sticking in his throat.

Jane didn’t open her eyes, but she nodded. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts and underwear and pushed them down in one motion, kicking them off the side of the bed. She kept her knees together, but the act of total exposure was dizzying.

Richard retrieved his medical bag, the familiar leather an anchor to reality. He took out a speculum, the metal cool in his hand. “I need you to bend your knees and let your legs fall open.”

A shuddering breath. Then she did it. Slowly, her thighs parted, revealing the neat thatch of dark curls, the glistening pink folds beneath. The scent of her—musky, sweet, utterly female—hit him, and his cock hardened instantly, painfully, against the fly of his pajama pants.

He pushed the thought away, focusing on the mechanics. He lubricated the speculum. “This will be cold,” he warned.

She flinched as the metal touched her, but then relaxed as he carefully inserted it, opening the blades. The internal light gave him a perfect view. Her vaginal walls were flushed a deep, healthy pink. Her cervix, the os slightly open. Everything was normal.

And she was wet. Not just from the lubricant. Her own arousal gleamed on the speculum blades, on her inner folds.

He finished the exam quickly, removing the instrument. The silence in the room was absolute, thick with everything unsaid. He set the speculum aside on a towel.

Jane didn’t close her legs. She lay there, exposed, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She lowered the arm from her eyes and looked at him. Her gaze wasn’t scared anymore. It was dark, direct, swimming with a need that mirrored the one clawing up from his gut.

“Richard.” His name was a whisper, a question, an invitation.

“Jane… we can’t.” The protest was weak, automatic.

“Please.” A single word that shattered his last pretense. “I feel so alone. I need… I need to feel something. Just for a minute. With someone who cares.”

It was wrong. A betrayal of his wife, his oath, his role. But the sight of her, the smell of her, the raw hunger in her plea, burned all that away. He wanted her. Not as a stepdaughter. As a woman, ripe and aching and offered to him in the midnight quiet.

He didn’t speak. He moved.

He lowered his head between her thighs, his hands sliding under her to grip her hips. Her gasp was sharp, musical, as his mouth found her. He licked a slow, broad stripe through her slick folds, tasting her—salt, musk, a hint of sweetness. Her back arched off the bed, a silent cry on her lips.

He feasted. He licked and sucked, circling her clit with the tip of his tongue before drawing it into his mouth. Her hips began to move against his face, a helpless, rolling rhythm. Her fingers tangled in his hair, not pushing him away, but holding him there. Whimpers fell from her mouth, soft and continuous. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her cry out and clamp around him. She was so tight, so hot, her inner muscles fluttering around his fingers as he worked her with his mouth.

“Oh god… Richard… yes…” Her orgasm broke over her suddenly, a violent, trembling wave. Her thighs clenched around his head, her whole body bowing as she pulsed around his fingers.

He gentled his mouth, licking her through the aftershocks until she went limp, breathing in ragged sobs. He rose up, kneeling on the bed between her legs. He shoved his pajama pants down, freeing his erection. It stood thick and heavy, the tip glistening. He’d never wanted anything so much in his life.

Her eyes were hazy, but they focused on him, on his cock. She licked her lips.

He positioned himself, the head of his penis nudging against her soaked entrance. He looked at her face, searching for doubt, finding only want. “Are you sure?”

“Yes. Please. Inside me.”

He pushed forward.

The sensation was blinding. She was impossibly tight, her body stretching to accommodate him, hot and silken and gripping him like a fist. He sank in slowly, an inch at a time, watching her face contort in a mix of pleasure and adjustment. When he was fully sheathed, he stopped, buried to the hilt, trembling with the effort of control.

“Okay?” he gritted out.

She nodded, her eyes wide. “You feel… so big.”

He began to move. Slow, deep strokes at first, each one dragging a moan from her throat. He braced his hands on either side of her head, his gaze locked on hers. The forbidden thrill of it, the sheer physical perfection, ignited him. His pace increased. The slap of skin against skin, her sharp cries, the creak of the bedsprings filled the room.

He fucked her harder, driving into her with a force that pushed her up the bed. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back. Her nails scored his shoulders. “Don’t stop… god, don’t stop…”

He couldn’t have if he wanted to. The coil in his belly was wound too tight. He shifted, rolling them over without slipping out of her. She straddled him now, her pregnant belly a soft curve between them. She rose up, then sank back down, taking him deep, finding a rhythm that made her throw her head back. Her breasts bounced with each movement. He reached up, palming them, pinching her nipples, and she cried out, her internal muscles clamping around him in another fierce, rolling climax.

It was too much. The sight of her coming on top of him, the feel of her milking him, tore his control to shreds. He gripped her hips, holding her down as he thrust up into her one last, desperate time. “Jane… I’m going to…”

“Do it,” she gasped, her eyes wild. “Fill me up.”

His release erupted, hot and endless, pumping into her depths. He groaned, a raw, animal sound, as he emptied himself inside her, each pulse a jolt of electric pleasure and profound guilt.

She collapsed onto his chest, both of them slick with sweat, breathing in shattered unison. He stayed inside her, softening, feeling the wet heat between them.

The silence returned, different now. Sated. Heavy.

After a long moment, she lifted her head. Her eyes were clear, but shadowed. “What happens now?”

Richard looked at her, at the woman in his arms, his stepdaughter, his pregnant stepdaughter. The guilt was a cold stone in his gut, but beneath it, a possessive warmth remained. He brushed a damp strand of hair from her cheek.

“I don’t know,” he said, his voice rough. “But I’m here. For you. And for the baby.”

9 - IMPREGNATING HIS DAD’S WIFE
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“You’re pregnant.”

The words fell from Jeff’s lips, flat and heavy, as he stared at the undeniable curve of Melanie’s stomach beneath her loose summer dress.

She didn’t flinch. She just looked at him from across the kitchen island, her hands pausing on the lemon she was slicing for iced tea. The air conditioner hummed, the only sound for three long heartbeats.

“Six months,” she said, her voice quiet. A statement, not a question.

The math was brutal and perfect. Christmas. The tree lights, the smell of pine and spiced rum, his father snoring in the leather armchair. The frantic, guilty coupling in the guest bathroom, her back against the cold sink, his hands fumbling under her velvet dress. He’d told himself it was a mistake, a one-time collapse of willpower fueled by eggnog and latent, stupid desire. He’d spent the last half-year trying to bury the memory of how she’d felt, how she’d tasted.

And now this.

“Dad… he’s thrilled,” Jeff managed to say. His throat was tight.

“He is.” Melanie put the knife down. A drop of juice gleamed on the granite. “He thinks it’s a miracle. After all those years, all those disappointments… he finally did it.”

Jeff’s vision tunneled. The cheerful yellow kitchen, the ultrasound picture stuck to the fridge with a pineapple magnet, it all seemed to tilt. “But he didn’t.”

Her eyes, a clear, direct blue, finally met his. “No.”

The guilt was a physical thing, a cold stone in his gut. It spread, chilling his fingers, his spine. He’d stolen his father’s dream. He’d cuckolded him in the most fundamental way possible. He opened his mouth, a hundred questions, accusations, pleas jostling on his tongue.

Melanie spoke first. “Please. Jeff. Don’t tell him.” She came around the island, her movements slower, more careful than he remembered. The dress draped over the swell of her belly, the fabric brushing her thighs. “It would destroy him. It would destroy everything.”

“What about destroying me?” The words were out before he could stop them, raw and sharp.

“Are you destroyed?” She was close now. He could smell her shampoo, something with coconut, and beneath it, the warm, unfamiliar scent of her skin, changed by the life growing inside her. Her gaze dropped to his mouth, then back to his eyes. “Or are you… something else?”

He wanted to step back. His feet were rooted to the tile. His heart hammered against his ribs. This is wrong. Don’t make it worse. But another part of him, a part that had replayed that Christmas night in the dark for months, was screaming something else entirely. That part saw the fuller curve of her lips, the way her breasts strained against the thin cotton of her dress, larger now, the dark shadow of her nipples visible. That part saw the ripe, fertile roundness of her and felt a shocking, immediate pull of heat low in his abdomen.

“Melanie…” It was supposed to be a warning. It sounded like a surrender.

“I haven’t stopped thinking about it,” she whispered. The confession hung between them, intimate and dangerous. “Not for one day. The way you touched me. How you wanted me. No one has ever looked at me like that.”

Her hand came up, fingertips brushing the tense line of his jaw. A spark shot through him. He should capture her wrist, push her away, walk out the door and never come back.

He didn’t move.

She leaned in. Her lips brushed his, a ghost of a kiss, testing. His breath caught—a sharp, silent gasp. The stone of guilt in his gut melted, replaced by a liquid fire. Every prohibition, every shred of decency, evaporated in the heat of that single touch.

He kissed her back.

It wasn’t gentle. It was hunger, pent-up and desperate. His mouth slanted over hers, his tongue sweeping in to taste her. She moaned into him, her hands flying up to clutch at his shoulders, her body pressing against his. The firm mound of her belly met his stomach, a shocking, erotic contrast. The sensation of it, of her pregnancy, sent a jolt of pure lust straight to his cock, which hardened painfully against his zipper.

She broke the kiss, her breathing ragged. “Upstairs. Now. He’s golfing. We have time.”

She took his hand, her fingers lacing through his, and led him from the kitchen. The house was silent, ticking with afternoon heat. Each step up the carpeted stairs was a step deeper into the point of no return. His mind was a static buzz, overwhelmed by the scent of her, the sight of her hips swaying ahead of him, the absolute certainty of what was about to happen.

Their bedroom—his father’s bedroom—was awash in sunlight. The bed was neatly made. Melanie turned to him, her eyes dark with need. Without a word, she reached for his belt. The buckle clicked open, a loud sound in the quiet room. She unbuttoned his jeans, drew the zipper down. The relief of pressure was minimal; he was painfully hard. She pushed his jeans and boxers down over his hips in one motion, freeing him.

Her eyes dropped. A soft, appreciative sound escaped her. “Look at you.”

Then she sank to her knees on the plush carpet.

“Melanie, you don’t—”

“Shhh.” Her hand wrapped around the base of his cock, her touch firm and knowing. “I’ve dreamed of this.”

She didn’t tease. She took him into her mouth, deep, her lips stretching around his girth. The warmth and wetness were instantaneous, breathtaking. Her head began to move, a slow, steady rhythm, her tongue swirling along the underside of his shaft with each pass. He tangled his hands in her hair, not guiding, just holding on. His hips gave a tiny, involuntary thrust. She took it, taking him deeper, a low hum of pleasure vibrating through her throat and into his very bones.

He watched, mesmerized, as she serviced him. Her eyes were closed, her expression one of focused bliss. The sight of his stepmom, pregnant and on her knees for him, was the most potent aphrodisiac he could ever have imagined. Pre-cum seeped from his tip, and she lapped at it eagerly, the saltiness making her work him with renewed fervor. The pressure built, a coil tightening at the base of his spine.

“Stop,” he gritted out, pulling her gently back by the hair. “I want to be inside you. Now.”

She rose, a flush on her cheeks, her lips swollen and glistening. She reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it up and over her head in one fluid motion. She wore nothing underneath.

Jeff’s mouth went dry.

Her body was a revelation. Her breasts were full, heavy, the areolas wide and darkened, the nipples tight and begging for attention. A faint line traced down from her navel, disappearing into the thatch of curls between her legs. But it was her stomach that held his gaze—the beautiful, taut dome of it, proof of their transgression, of his potency. It was utterly, devastatingly sexy.

She lay back on the bed, the comforter soft beneath her. She opened her arms and her legs. An invitation.

He crawled over her, careful not to put his weight on her stomach. He lowered his head, capturing one pebbled nipple in his mouth. She cried out, her back arching off the bed. He suckled, gently at first, then with more pressure, his tongue flicking and circling. Her hands clutched at his back, her nails scraping lightly. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention, drinking in her gasps and whimpers.

He kissed his way down, over the smooth, stretched skin of her belly. He placed his lips right over the center, where he imagined his child—the thought was a lightning strike—lay curled. He lingered there, feeling the profound, impossible connection.

Then he moved lower. He nudged her thighs wider and buried his face between her legs. She was already wet, her arousal a slick, fragrant heat. He licked a long, slow stripe through her folds, finding her clit already swollen and eager. He circled it with the tip of his tongue, then sucked it gently into his mouth.

Melanie shattered. Her orgasm took her suddenly, her body bowing, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. Her hips jerked against his mouth as he kept working her, drawing out every pulse, every shudder. When the last tremor passed, she pushed weakly at his shoulders.

“Please,” she panted. “I need you. I need to feel you.”

He moved up her body, positioning himself at her entrance. The head of his cock nudged against her slickness. He looked into her eyes, seeking one last silent permission. She wrapped her legs around his hips, her heels digging into his ass, and pulled him forward.

He slid inside.

She was hot. Incredibly, tightly hot, her inner muscles clasping around him in a velvety, perfect grip. He sank deeper, filling her completely, until his hips met the softness of her rear and the gentle curve of her belly. They both went still, joined, breathing the same air. The feeling was beyond anything—the physical pleasure, yes, white-hot and intense, but also the psychological enormity of it. He was inside his pregnant stepmom. He was the father. This was his.

He began to move.

Slow, at first. Long, deep strokes that made her eyes roll back in her head. Her fingers scrabbled at his shoulders. “Yes… oh god, yes… just like that.”

The pace quickened. The room filled with the sound of skin meeting skin, of their ragged breaths, of the bedsprings groaning in protest. He drove into her, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. Her pregnant belly jiggled with their rhythm, a visual testament to their passion. He was lost in it, in the feel of her, the smell of sex and her skin, the sinful rightness of the act.

“Turn over,” he grunted.

She understood. She rolled onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. The new position offered a breathtaking view: the swell of her belly hanging beneath her, the full globes of her ass, her glistening pink folds open and ready for him. He knelt behind her, his hands on her hips, and guided himself back into her heat.

This was deeper. More animal. His thrusts became harder, more urgent, his balls slapping against her clit with each plunge. She pushed back against him, meeting him stroke for stroke, a moan tearing from her throat with every impact. One of his hands slid around her hip, his fingers finding her swollen nub. He rubbed tight, fast circles as he fucked her.

“Jeff… I’m going to… I’m there!” Her voice was a broken sob.

Her inner walls clamped down on him in a series of fierce, rhythmic pulses. The sensation ripped his own control away. With a guttural shout, he buried himself to the hilt and came. Heat erupted from him, jet after jet, spilling deep inside her, claiming her all over again. The orgasm seemed to tear through his entire body, leaving him trembling and spent.

He collapsed beside her, both of them slick with sweat, gasping for air. The reality of the room, the house, the world, came crashing back in.

They had maybe twenty minutes before his dad got home.

Without a word, they moved. They dressed in a frantic, silent dance, avoiding each other’s eyes. He tucked his still-damp cock into his jeans, wincing at the sensitivity. She smoothed her dress over her belly, ran fingers through her tangled hair.

When they were presentable, they stood in the middle of the ruined bed, strangers again. The guilt returned, colder and heavier than before, laced now with a sickening fear.

He had a child on the way. His father’s wife was carrying his baby. And he had just made everything infinitely, horribly worse.

“He can’t ever know,” Melanie whispered, her voice hollow.

Jeff nodded, the motion feeling robotic. He couldn’t speak. The taste of her was still in his mouth, the feel of her still on his skin. He was drowning in it.

“Just act normal,” she added, her hand trembling as she smoothed the duvet, erasing the indents of their bodies.

Jeff walked back downstairs, his legs feeling like lead. He stood in the kitchen, staring at the lemon slices Melanie had left on the island. They were starting to curl at the edges, drying out in the conditioned air. A few minutes later, the gravel in the driveway crunched. The garage door groaned open.

“Jeff? You still here?” his father’s voice boomed, hearty and full of life. Allen walked into the kitchen, his face tanned from the sun, a wide, easy grin on his face. He walked straight to Melanie, who was now standing by the sink, and pressed a kiss to her temple before resting his hand—large, weathered, and trusting—directly on the swell of her stomach.

“How’s my little champion doing today?” Allen beamed, looking down at the bump with a look of such pure, uncomplicated love that Jeff felt his soul wither. “Kick for Daddy yet?”

Jeff watched as Melanie forced a smile, her eyes darting to Jeff for a fraction of a second—a look of shared trauma and sickening intimacy. “Not yet, Allen. He’s being quiet today.”

“He’s probably just resting up so he can grow big and strong like his old man,” Allen laughed, clapping Jeff on the shoulder. The contact made Jeff flinch. “You staying for dinner, son? Mel made that roast you like.”

“I... I can't, Dad,” Jeff managed to choke out, already backing toward the door. “I forgot I have a thing. Work stuff.”

“Always working! You need to learn to relax, like me.” Allen chuckled, turning back to Melanie to tell her about his birdie on the ninth hole.

Jeff fled. He practically ran to his car, the engine roaring to life as he peeled out of the driveway. He drove until the suburban houses blurred into gray streaks, his mind a chaotic loop of his father’s hand on that stomach—his stomach—and the way Melanie had arched beneath him just minutes before.

He realized then that he hadn't just stolen a dream; he had built a cage. He would have to show up to the baby shower. He would have to hold the infant in the hospital. He would have to live as a half-brother, watching his own son grow up in a house built on a foundation of lies, calling his grandfather “Dad.”

He pulled over to the side of the road and put his head on the steering wheel, the scent of coconut shampoo still clinging to his skin. He was the father. He was the son. And in the quiet of the car, he knew he was the ghost that would haunt this family forever.
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The air in the kitchen was thick with the smell of stale coffee and unspoken words. Toby watched Mia from the doorway, her back to him as she rinsed a glass at the sink. Her sweater stretched tight over the new, impossible curve of her stomach. A curve he’d put there.

For weeks, he’d watched her. Watched her boyfriend, Mark, rest a proprietary hand on that swell. Watched him kiss her forehead, whisper things that made her smile a thin, strained smile. Every touch was a fresh cut. Every laugh they shared felt like salt ground into the wound.

Their parents were gone for the afternoon. The house was a silent, ticking bomb.

“You’re lying to him,” Toby said. His voice cut the quiet, sharper than he intended.

Mia’s shoulders stiffened. She didn’t turn. “Go away, Toby.”

“No.” He stepped into the room, the tile cool under his bare feet. “You’re lying to everyone. That’s my baby.”

She spun then, her eyes wide and wet. “Don’t. Just don’t.”

“Why?” The word was raw. “You let me believe it could be his. You let me watch you with him, knowing what we did. Knowing what’s growing inside you.”

Her chin trembled. She looked down at her hands, still dripping water onto the floor. “It’s complicated.”

“It’s not. It’s simple. You’re carrying my child.” He moved closer, until the heat from her body was a tangible force. He could see the rapid pulse in her throat. “Tell me the truth, Mia. Just once. Say it.”

A tear escaped, tracing a path down her cheek. She didn’t wipe it away. Her breath came in short, shallow pulls. The fight seemed to drain from her all at once, her posture sagging under the weight of the secret.

“It’s yours,” she whispered. The confession was so soft he almost missed it. Then, stronger, laced with desperation. “It’s yours. But it has to stay a secret. Do you understand? Nothing can change. Mark… my parents… they can’t know.”

Relief and fury warred inside him. Relief that she’d finally said it. Fury at the prison of her plan. “So I just keep watching? Forever?”

“I don’t know!” she cried, her voice cracking. “I don’t know what else to do!”

He reached for her then, his hands framing her face. Her skin was fever-warm. She flinched, but didn’t pull away. Her eyes searched his, a storm of fear and something else, something that had always simmered between them, long before that drunken night months ago.

His thumb brushed away the tear. “This is real, Mia. We are real.”

He leaned in. She didn’t stop him.

The first brush of his lips against hers was a question. Her mouth was soft, hesitant. Then she made a small, broken sound in the back of her throat and kissed him back. It wasn’t gentle. It was hungry, frantic, a release of months of tension and longing and silent agony. Her hands came up, fisting in the fabric of his t-shirt, pulling him closer.

He kissed her like he was drowning and she was air. He tasted salt and the mint of her toothpaste and the unique, familiar flavor of her. His tongue swept into her mouth, and she met it with her own, a hot, slick slide that sent a jolt straight to his groin. His hands slid from her face, down her neck, over the thick wool of her sweater until they settled on the ripe swell of her belly.

He broke the kiss, breathing hard, resting his forehead against hers. “I need to see you.”

Her eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

His fingers found the hem of her sweater and pulled it up, over her head. It caught for a second on her ponytail before falling to the floor. She wore a simple, stretchy black bra, the cups straining to contain breasts that were fuller, heavier than he remembered. Her stomach was a perfect, taut dome between the waistband of her leggings and the bottom of the bra.

“God, Mia,” he breathed, his voice rough. “You’re so beautiful.”

He traced the curve with reverent fingers, feeling the firm warmth of her skin. He dropped to his knees on the hard tile, his hands sliding to her hips. He pressed his lips to her stomach, just above the leggings. Her skin was silky. He kissed a slow, wet path upward, over the stretch of her belly, until he reached the underwire of her bra. He nuzzled the valley between her breasts, inhaling the scent of her—soap and warmth and something sweetly, uniquely maternal.

His fingers found the clasp at the back. A flick, and it loosened. He pulled the cups down, freeing her. Her breasts spilled into his hands, heavier, the areolas darker, the nipples peaked and tight. He took one into his mouth without preamble, sucking deeply, swirling his tongue around the stiff peak.

Mia gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair. “Toby…”

He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, sucking and licking until she was panting, her hips making small, restless circles. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her leggings and her panties and pushed them down in one motion. She stepped out of them, kicking them aside, standing naked before him in the stark afternoon light filtering through the kitchen window.

Her body was a revelation. The lush curves, the beautiful burden of her pregnancy. His gaze traveled down, over the soft thatch of dark hair at the junction of her thighs. He leaned in, kissing the inside of her thigh, his stubble scraping her sensitive skin. She shuddered.

He nudged her legs apart with his shoulders and put his mouth on her.

Her taste exploded on his tongue—musky, sweet, utterly familiar. A low moan tore from her throat. He licked a slow, firm stripe from her opening to her clit, which was already swollen and eager. He circled it with the tip of his tongue, then sucked it gently between his lips.

“Oh god,” she whimpered, her hands gripping the edge of the counter behind her for support. Her knees buckled.

He held her hips, keeping her steady as he ate her with a single-minded focus. He licked into her, drinking her in, then returned to her clit, flicking it rapidly with his tongue. Her breathing became ragged, punctuated by sharp, pleading cries. He could feel her body tightening, coiling. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them upward, finding that spongy spot deep within.

She cried out, a sharp, shattered sound, as her orgasm hit. Her inner walls clenched rhythmically around his fingers, her whole body trembling. He worked her through it, gentling his tongue until her spasms subsided into weak shudders.

Before she could come down, he stood. His own need was a painful, urgent throb. He fumbled with the button of his jeans, shoved them and his boxers down just enough to free his erection. He was painfully hard, the tip already slick.

He looked at her, flushed and dazed, her lips kiss-swollen, her body glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. “Up,” he commanded, his voice gravel.

Understanding flashed in her eyes. He gripped her waist, his fingers sinking into her soft flesh, and lifted. She was heavier now, but he was strong. He sat her on the edge of the granite countertop, the stone cool against her bare skin. He pushed her thighs wide, stepping between them.

The broad head of his cock nudged against her slick entrance. He looked into her eyes, holding her gaze. “Tell me you want this.”

“I want it,” she breathed, her voice husky. “I want you. Please.”

He pushed forward, sinking into her in one slow, inexorable thrust.

Heat. Incredible, velvet heat enveloped him, so tight it stole his breath. She was different—deeper, somehow, more intense. Her head fell back, a choked gasp escaping her. He buried himself to the hilt, letting them both adjust to the overwhelming sensation of being joined again.

Then he began to move.

He set a deep, relentless pace, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in. The angle was perfect, each thrust rubbing against that sensitive spot inside her. The counter provided leverage, allowing him to plunge deeper than ever before. The slap of skin on skin, her soft cries, the creak of the cabinet doors beneath her weight—it was a raw, obscene symphony.

He leaned over her, bracing one hand on the counter beside her hip, the other cradling the back of her head. He captured her mouth again, swallowing her moans. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper.

“You feel that?” he growled against her lips, punctuating each word with a hard thrust. “That’s me. I’m in you. My baby’s in you.”

She sobbed, her nails raking down his back through his shirt. “Toby… don’t stop…”

He wouldn’t. Couldn’t. The world narrowed to the feeling of her body gripping his, to the sight of her breasts bouncing with each drive of his hips, to the round firmness of her stomach pressed between them. It was possessive, primal, a claiming more profound than any words.

Her inner muscles began to flutter around him again, a frantic, fluttering pulse. Her cries pitched higher, breaking on each inhalation. He felt his own climax building, a torrent gathering at the base of his spine.

“Come for me,” he urged, his rhythm becoming punishing, erratic. “Come on my cock, Mia. Let go.”

With a sharp, shattered cry, she did. Her body arched off the counter, only his arm keeping her from falling back. Her sex clamped down on him in a series of intense, milking contractions that tore his control to shreds.

He pulled out just in time.

Hot stripes of his release painted her stomach, over the curve of their child. He spilled onto her skin, marking her, a visceral, physical proof of their connection. He watched, breath heaving, as his cum pooled in her navel and slid in glistening trails down her sides.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. The kitchen clock ticked. A car passed outside.

Slowly, reality seeped back in. Toby reached for a paper towel from the roll, wet it under the tap. Gently, he cleaned her stomach, wiping away the evidence. His touch was tender now, almost worshipful. He helped her down from the counter, her legs shaky. He handed her clothes back, watching as she dressed with clumsy fingers, avoiding his eyes.

When she was covered, he pulled up his own jeans. The silence stretched, thick and loaded.

She finally looked at him, her expression a mix of awe and terror. “This can’t happen again.”

“It will,” he said, the certainty in his own voice surprising him. He cupped her cheek. “The secret… I’ll keep it. For now. But I’m not going anywhere, Mia. I’m going to be there. For you. For our baby.”

“How?” The word was a plea.

“I don’t know,” he admitted. He brushed a stray hair from her forehead. “But we’ll figure it out. Together.”

He leaned in, kissing her once more, softly this time. A promise. A beginning hidden in an end.
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The guilt was a physical thing, a cold, leaden weight in Daryl’s gut that no amount of time seemed to dissolve. Months had passed since that night—since the heat, the whispered secrets, the catastrophic crossing of a line that could never be uncrossed. He’d sworn it was a mistake. A one-time lapse in judgment fueled by loneliness and cheap whiskey and the startling, unfamiliar comfort he’d found in Katrina’s youthful sympathy. He’d promised himself, promised the silent, judging walls of his own bedroom, that it would never, ever happen again.

The memory of it now, as he stared blankly at the football game flickering on the living room TV, was a sharp pinch behind his eyes. Her skin had been so soft. Her sighs so trusting. The feel of her, tight and warm around him—

He cut the thought off, a hard, mental slam of a door. Never again.

"See you in an hour!" his wife, Marianne, called out, her voice bright with the simple mission of the afternoon. The front door clicked shut, the heavy thud of the bolt sliding home echoing in the sudden silence of the house. Daryl watched through the living room window as the car backed out of the driveway, the gravel crunching under the tires until she finally disappeared around the corner.

Katrina appeared in the doorway to the hall. She leaned against the frame, arms crossed. She was wearing those soft, grey sweatpants and an old t-shirt, her hair piled in a messy bun. She looked young. She was young. Twenty. A chasm of years and wrongness stood between them.

“Mom’s gonna be a while,” she said. Her voice was quiet, flat.

Daryl muted the TV. The sudden silence was thick. “Yeah. Heard.”

“We need to talk.”

His stomach tightened. “Katrina…”

“Now, Daryl.” Her gaze held his, steady and unblinking. There was no trace of the girl who’d shyly kissed him months ago. This was someone else. Someone with a secret too heavy to carry alone.

He nodded, a stiff jerk of his chin. She turned and walked down the hall toward her bedroom. He followed, his legs feeling numb. The familiar beige carpet, the family photos on the wall—Marianne smiling, Katrina as a gap-toothed kid—they all seemed to accuse him as he passed.

Her room smelled like vanilla lotion and clean laundry. She closed the door behind him. The click of the lock was deafening.

“What’s going on?” he asked, his voice rough.

She didn’t answer. She walked to her dresser, opened the top drawer, and pulled out a small plastic stick. She held it out to him.

He took it. His vision seemed to tunnel, focusing on the little digital window. A single word glared back at him in stark, blue letters.

PREGNANT.

The air left his lungs in a rush. The room tilted. He sat down heavily on the edge of her bed, the mattress dipping under his weight. He stared at the test, then at her, then back at the test. The word didn’t change. It was a verdict. A life sentence.

“Oh god,” he whispered. The cold weight of guilt exploded into a searing, all-consuming panic. “Oh god, Katrina.”

“Yeah,” she said. She remained standing, shoulders tense, watching him.

“Are you… are you sure?”

“I’ve taken three.”

The finality of it crushed him. He’d ruined it. All of it. Her future. Marianne’s trust. The fragile scaffolding of their family. He’d taken a single, selfish night and turned it into a permanent, growing catastrophe.

He dropped his head into his hands, the plastic test digging into his palm. “I’m so sorry. This is all my fault.”

“It takes two.”

He looked up. Her expression was unreadable. “What do you want to do?” The question felt inadequate, pathetic. “Whatever it is. I’ll support you. I’ll pay for… whatever you need. You don’t have to… we can figure this out.” The words tumbled out, a desperate, disjointed stream. “Your mom… she can never know. We’ll say it’s a boy from school, or—”

“I’m not getting rid of it.” Her voice cut through his rambling, clear and firm.

Daryl stared. “Katrina…”

“I’m having this baby.”

The panic mutated, twisting into a sharp, sickening dread. “Do you understand what that means? The questions? Your mother? For Christ’s sake, think.”

“I have been thinking!” Fire flashed in her eyes for the first time. “For weeks. I’ve thought of nothing else. And I’m not… I’m not afraid.” She took a step toward him. “I love you, Daryl.”

The words hit him like a physical blow. He shook his head, a frantic, denying motion. “No. Don’t say that. That’s not… it was a mistake. We were both confused.”

“I wasn’t confused.” Another step. She was close now. He could see the faint dusting of freckles across her nose, the determined set of her jaw. “I’ve loved you since you married my mom. Since you fixed my bike. Since you stayed up with me when I was sick. That night… that wasn’t a mistake for me. It was everything I wanted.”

Her confession hung in the vanilla-scented air, terrifying and beautiful. It clawed at the wall of his guilt, finding the cracks. He remembered her touch not with shame now, but with a startling, electric clarity. The rightness of her body against his. The way she’d looked at him—not as a stepfather, but as a man.

“This is impossible,” he breathed, but the conviction was bleeding out of him, replaced by a roaring, inevitable pull.

“It doesn’t have to be.” She knelt on the floor in front of him, her hands coming to rest on his knees. Her touch burned through the fabric of his jeans. “We can be together. We can have this. A family. Our family.”

He was losing. The fight drained out of him, replaced by a wave of sheer, desperate want. She was offering him everything—a chance to grasp the forbidden happiness he’d only tasted once. To claim her. To claim the life growing inside her. The consequences were a distant thunderstorm, but here, in this locked room, there was only her eyes, her hands, her truth.

“We’ll destroy everything,” he said, but it was a weak protest, a final formality.

A small, triumphant smile touched her lips. She saw his surrender. “Some things are worth destroying.”

His control snapped.

He reached for her, one hand cradling the back of her head, the other still clutching the damning pregnancy test. He brought his mouth down on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming. A seal on a pact. Her lips parted for him instantly, and a low moan vibrated from her throat into his. The taste of her—mint toothpaste and something uniquely Katrina—unlocked a hunger he’d kept chained for months. He dropped the test. It clattered on the floor, forgotten.

He kissed her deeply, his tongue sweeping against hers, fueled by fear and desire and a shocking, possessive joy. She’s mine. And she’s having my child. The thought was a lightning strike, terrifying and exhilarating.

His hands moved from her face, skating down her neck, over the thin cotton of her t-shirt. He found the hem and pushed up, breaking the kiss only to pull the shirt over her head. She didn’t wear a bra. Her breasts were fuller than he remembered, the nipples a deep rose, already peaked and tight. Because of the pregnancy, he realized, and the knowledge sent another jolt through him.

“So beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick. He lowered his head, taking one tight peak into his mouth. She gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair, holding him to her. He laved her with his tongue, then sucked, gently at first, then with more pressure. Her back arched, pushing her breast more firmly into his mouth. A soft, continuous whimper escaped her.

He switched to the other breast, giving it the same devoted attention, his hand coming up to knead and tease the first. Her skin was fever-warm, silken under his palms and lips. He trailed kisses down the soft plane of her stomach, his tongue dipping into her navel. He felt the faintest, new curve below her belly button. His child. His.

He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her sweatpants and her panties, dragging them down in one motion. She kicked them off her ankles. She was standing completely bare before him.

He drank her in. The flare of her hips, the neat triangle of dark blonde curls, the secret, glistening folds he remembered in his dreams. He was so hard it was a dull ache.

She dropped to her knees in front of him. Her hands went to his belt, her fingers fumbling with the buckle. He watched her, mesmerized, as she undid his jeans, pushed them and his boxers down his thighs. His cock sprang free, thick and eager, the tip already leaking.

Her small hand closed around him. The contact was electric. She stroked him, once, twice, her grip firm and knowing. A ragged groan tore from his throat. “Katrina…”

She didn’t answer with words. She leaned forward, her breath a warm ghost over the sensitive head, and then her mouth was on him.

Ah, Christ. His knees nearly buckled. Her lips were a soft, hot ring as she took him in, her tongue swirling around the crown. She moved slowly, learning his shape again, her mouth a wet, perfect heaven. He looked down, watching her head bob between his legs, her eyes closed in concentration. The sight was obscenely beautiful. His stepdaughter, on her knees, pregnant with his baby, sucking his cock while her mother was out grocery shopping.

The depravity of it, the sheer wrongness, only fueled the fire. He threaded his hands through her hair, not forcing, just holding, feeling the vibrations of her hums along his length. She took him deeper, her throat relaxing to accept him, and the hot, tight pressure was unbelievable. Her free hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently.

“That’s it,” he breathed, his hips giving a tiny, involuntary thrust. “Just like that. God, your mouth…”

She picked up her pace, sucking with more urgency, one hand pumping the base of his shaft in time with her mouth. Pleasure coiled tight in his gut, a spring wound to breaking. He couldn’t come like this. Not yet.

Gently, he pulled her off. A string of saliva connected her swollen lips to his glistening tip. Her eyes were glassy with desire.

“On the bed,” he ordered, his voice rough. “On your back.”

She scrambled onto the mattress, lying back against the pillows. He shoved his clothes the rest of the way off and followed, looming over her. He kissed her again, deeply, tasting himself on her lips. He positioned himself between her thighs, the head of his cock nudging against her entrance. She was soaking wet, hot silk against his sensitive skin.

He looked into her eyes. “Last chance to tell me to stop,” he said, the words a gravelly whisper.

She wrapped her legs around his hips, pulling him closer. “Keep going.”

He pushed inside.

The sensation was a revelation. She was tighter than before, but impossibly slick, her body welcoming him with a heated clutch that made his vision blur. He sank into her slowly, an inch at a time, watching her face. Her lips parted, her eyes fluttering shut. A sharp, breathy gasp escaped her as he filled her completely, his hips flush against hers.

“Daryl…” she moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders.

He held still for a moment, buried to the hilt, savoring the feel of her around him, the intimate connection that now had a permanent, biological reality. Then he began to move.

Withdrawing almost all the way, then sliding back in with a steady, deep stroke. The friction was exquisite. Her inner muscles fluttered around him, gripping, milking. He set a relentless, pounding rhythm, the bedsprings creaking in quiet protest beneath them. Each thrust was a punctuation mark in their silent, world-ending conversation. Mine. Yours. Ours.

Her breaths became short, sharp pants. Her head tossed side to side on the pillow. “Right there… oh, don’t stop…”

He wouldn’t. Couldn’t. His world narrowed to the slick, hot junction of their bodies, the slap of skin on skin, the smell of sex and her perfume. He drove into her, over and over, chasing a peak that was already blindingly close. Her legs tightened around him, her heels digging into the small of his back.

“I’m gonna… Daryl, I’m gonna come…” she choked out.

“Come for me,” he grunted, his pace turning frantic, brutal. “Come on my cock.”

Her back arched clear off the bed. A silent scream shaped her mouth as her orgasm hit. Her pussy clenched around him in rhythmic, violent pulses, a velvet vise that stripped away the last of his control.

With a raw, guttural shout he’d never heard from his own throat, he plunged deep and came. It was a volcanic eruption, heat and power surging from his core as he emptied himself into her. Jet after jet of his release filled her, claiming her, seeding her already fertile womb. The possessive, animal rightness of it was overwhelming. He collapsed on top of her, spent, his face buried in the sweat-dampened curve of her neck.

For long minutes, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the distant hum of the house. The reality of their situation began to seep back in, cold around the edges of their warm, tangled limbs.

He shifted, pulling out of her with a soft, wet sound. He rolled onto his side, gathering her against him. She nestled into his chest, her hand resting on his pounding heart.

“It’s going to be a war,” he said into her hair, his voice hoarse. “Your mother… I’ll lose her. She’ll hate me. She might hate you.”

Katrina’s fingers traced idle patterns on his skin. “I know.”

“We could lose everything. The house. Friends. Everything we care about.”

“I know that, too.” She looked up at him, her eyes clear and calm. “But we have each other. And we have this.” Her hand drifted down to rest on her lower stomach.

He covered her hand with his own. The future was a terrifying, jagged cliff edge. But holding her, feeling the proof of their union between them, a strange, defiant peace settled over him. The die was cast. There was no going back to the grey, guilty half-life before.

“As long as we’re together,” she whispered, echoing his own chaotic thoughts, “I can handle anything.”

He believed her. In that moment, he believed they could conquer anything. He kissed her forehead, his mind already racing through a thousand impossible scenarios—confessions, moves, new names, a life built on the ruins of the old one. The fear was still there, a cold knot under his ribs, but it was now intertwined with a thrilling, desperate hope.

Daryl heard the garage door open. Marianne was home. Their time in this bubble was running out.

“Your mom is back,” Daryl murmured.

“I don’t want you to go.”

“I have to.” He started to sit up, the cool air hitting his skin making him shiver.

The room smelled intensely of sex. The pregnancy test still lay on the floor by the bed, the blue letters staring up at them both like a silent judge. The undeniable proof that their secret was about to become a permanent reality.

12 - A CONFESSION AND A CONSEQUENCE
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The silence in the house felt thick, a physical thing pressing in on Miley’s ears. No hum from the dishwasher, no low murmur of the TV from the living room. Just the frantic beat of her own heart and the soft rustle of her sheets as she shifted on her bed. Lance leaned against her doorframe, a familiar silhouette she’d seen a thousand times. But today, the familiarity sparked something else, a low, insistent heat in her belly that had been building for months.

“They won’t be back until tomorrow night,” she said, her voice a little too high. She cleared her throat. “Mom texted. Road trip got extended.”

Lance grinned, pushing off the frame and stepping into her room. “So we’ve got the whole place to ourselves. Pizza and bad movies?”

“Yeah,” Miley breathed. She watched him move, the easy grace of him. He’d filled out over the last year, his shoulders broader under his simple t-shirt. He wasn’t just her stepbrother anymore. He was Lance. And she was tired of pretending she didn’t see him.

Her pulse hammered against her ribs. This was it. The empty house, the charged quiet. If she didn’t say it now, she’d choke on the words forever.

“Lance?”

“Hmm?” He was scrolling through his phone, already looking for the pizza place number.

“Can you… put that down for a second?”

Something in her tone made him look up. His blue eyes, so much like the summer sky, fixed on hers. The playful light in them dimmed, replaced by a careful, questioning stillness.

“What’s up, Mi?”

She twisted the edge of her comforter between her fingers. The fabric was soft, worn from years of use. A lifeline. “I need to tell you something. And you’re probably going to think I’m crazy. Or that we should ignore it. But I can’t. I can’t ignore it anymore.”

He took a slow step closer. “You’re scaring me a little. Are you okay?”

“No. Yes. I don’t know.” She let out a shaky laugh. “It’s about you. About us.”

His expression didn’t change, but she saw the subtle shift in his posture. A tension coiling in his shoulders. He didn’t speak, just waited.

The words tumbled out in a rush, a confession she’d rehearsed in the dark. “I have feelings for you, Lance. Not like a sister. Not even close. It’s… it’s everything. The way you laugh, the way you always know when I’ve had a shitty day. I think about you all the time. And I know it’s wrong, or it’s supposed to be, but it doesn’t feel wrong. It feels like the only thing that’s ever been completely right.”

Silence swallowed the room. It stretched, thin and brittle. Miley’s stomach dropped. She’d ruined everything. The easy friendship, the shared jokes, the comfort of him in her life—gone.

Then he moved.

He crossed the space between them in two long strides. His hands came up, cradling her face, his thumbs brushing over her cheekbones. His gaze searched hers, intense, hungry. “Miley,” he whispered, her name a rough sound in his throat.

“Is it wrong?” she pleaded, her lips parting.

His answer was his mouth on hers.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a spark hitting dry tinder, an explosion of pent-up want. His lips were firm, demanding, and she met him with equal fervor. A soft sound escaped her, a moan swallowed by his mouth. Her hands flew to his shoulders, gripping the solid muscle beneath his shirt. He tasted like mint and the faint, familiar scent of his skin, a smell that was home and excitement all at once.

His tongue swept against hers, and fire licked down her spine. Her fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer. The world narrowed to the heat of his mouth, the rough scrape of his stubble against her chin, the hard press of his body leaning into hers.

He broke the kiss, breathing hard. His forehead rested against hers. “I’ve wanted this,” he rasped. “For so long. I thought I was losing my mind.”

Relief, sharp and sweet, flooded her. She kissed him again, a quick, hard press of lips. “Then don’t stop.”

His hands slid from her face, down her neck, over her shoulders. They traced the thin straps of her tank top before his fingers hooked under the hem. He pulled back just enough to look into her eyes, a silent question.

“Yes,” she said, the word a breath.

He tugged the soft cotton up and over her head. The air in the room was cool on her bare skin, raising goosebumps. His gaze dropped to her chest, to the simple lace bra she wore. His eyes darkened, the blue turning stormy.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, the words raw with awe.

His head dipped, his mouth finding the swell of her breast above the lace. He kissed the skin there, his tongue flicking out to taste her. A jolt of pure electricity shot straight to her core, making her gasp. Her back arched, pushing herself into his mouth. His hands went to the clasp of her bra, fumbling for a second before it gave way. The fabric fell loose, and he pushed it aside.

His mouth closed over her nipple.

Heat, immediate and shocking, radiated from the point of contact. He sucked, gently at first, then with more pressure, his tongue circling the taut peak. Pleasure, sharp and almost painful in its intensity, coiled low in her belly. Her fingers clenched in his hair, holding him to her. “Lance…”

He switched to her other breast, giving it the same devastating attention. Her head fell back, a string of soft, desperate sounds falling from her lips. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressing against his jeans, nudging her thigh. The reality of it, of his desire meeting hers, sent a fresh wave of wetness between her legs.

She pushed at his shirt. “Off. Please.”

He straightened, pulling his own shirt off in one swift motion. Her breath caught. She’d seen him without a shirt before, at the pool, in the backyard. But this was different. This was for her. The defined planes of his chest, the trail of dark hair leading down from his navel, disappearing into the waistband of his jeans—it was all hers to touch. She ran her palms over his chest, feeling the heat of his skin, the rapid thud of his heart under her hand.

Her own hands went to the button of his jeans. Her fingers trembled, but she managed to pop it open, drag the zipper down. She pushed the denim and his boxer briefs over his hips in one motion.

And then she saw him.

Fully, completely.

He was thick, long, already hard and straining upward. A bead of moisture glistened at the tip. He was… more than she’d imagined. A flush of pure, carnal heat washed over her.

“God, Lance,” she whispered.

A faint, self-conscious smile touched his lips. “Is it… okay?”

Instead of answering, she sank to her knees on the soft carpet in front of him.

His sharp intake of breath was the only sound. From this angle, he looked even larger. She reached out, her hand wrapping around his shaft. The skin was like hot velvet over steel. She stroked him once, from root to tip, feeling him jump in her grip.

She leaned forward and touched her tongue to that glistening bead. The taste was salty, musky, uniquely him. A groan rumbled deep in his chest. Emboldened, she opened her mouth and took the head of him inside.

Heat. Weight. The smooth, broad crown filled her mouth. She relaxed her jaw, letting him slide deeper. Her other hand cupped the heavy weight of his balls, rolling them gently. His hands came to rest on her head, not pushing, just holding, his fingers threading through her hair.

“Miley… fuck,” he choked out.

She began to move, establishing a rhythm. Up and down, her tongue swirling along the sensitive underside. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking as she drew back up. The sounds he made—guttural, ragged breaths, her name mixed with curses—fueled her. Her own need was a throbbing, insistent ache, her panties soaked. This was power, this was intimacy, watching him come apart above her.

His hips began to move in tiny, involuntary thrusts. “I’m gonna… you need to stop…”

She didn’t. She took him deeper, until she felt him nudge the back of her throat. She swallowed around him.

With a raw shout, his fingers tightened in her hair. His hips stuttered. A hot, bitter pulse hit her tongue, then another. She swallowed, taking everything he gave her, until his shudders subsided and he gently pulled himself from her mouth.

He was breathing like he’d run a mile. He looked down at her, dazed, his expression one of stunned reverence. He reached for her, pulling her up from her knees and into a fierce kiss. She could taste herself on his tongue, a mingling of them.

He walked her backward until her legs hit the bed. He pushed her down, his hands making quick work of her shorts and panties, stripping them away. Then he stood back, just looking at her, sprawled naked on her lavender sheets. His eyes traveled over every inch of her, and she felt exposed, worshipped, utterly desired.

“You’re perfect,” he said, his voice thick.

He joined her on the bed, his body covering hers. The feel of his skin, hot and solid against her own, was exquisite. He kissed her again, deep and slow, as his hand slid down her stomach. His fingers brushed through the curls at the junction of her thighs, then lower, finding her slick, swollen folds.

She cried out into his mouth as one finger, then two, slid inside her. They curled, stroking a spot that made her whole body jolt. Her hips bucked off the mattress, seeking more pressure, more friction. “Please, Lance… I need you. Now.”

He positioned himself between her thighs, the broad head of his cock nudging against her entrance. He paused, his eyes locked on hers. “Are you sure?”

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

He pushed forward.

There was a moment of stretching, a sharp, fleeting burn that made her gasp. Then he was inside, filling her completely. The feeling was overwhelming—a fullness that bordered on pain, a rightness that stole her breath. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

“Oh god,” he moaned, burying his face in her neck. “Miley… you feel…”

He began to move. Slow, deep thrusts that dragged every nerve ending to life. Each stroke rubbed that perfect spot inside her, building a pressure that was both agony and ecstasy. The sounds of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the quiet room, mixed with their ragged breaths and soft moans.

“Harder,” she begged, nails digging into his back.

His pace increased. The bedframe knocked a steady rhythm against the wall. He drove into her, each thrust hitting that deep, sweet spot with unerring accuracy. Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter, a spring wound to its breaking point. She could feel his muscles straining, hear the desperate edge in his groans.

The world dissolved into sensation. The smell of their sweat, the taste of his skin on her lips, the incredible friction of him moving inside her. Her climax built, a tidal wave gathering force at the base of her spine.

“Lance, I’m… I’m gonna…”

“Come for me,” he gritted out, his thrusts becoming frantic, losing rhythm. “Let me feel it.”

It shattered her. A white-hot burst of pleasure erupted from her core, radiating out to her fingertips and toes. Her back arched off the bed, a silent scream on her lips as waves of convulsing heat rolled through her. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length.

The sensation tipped him over the edge. With a raw, broken cry, he drove into her one last time, deep, and held there. She felt the hot, sudden flood of his release inside her, pulse after pulse, marking her, claiming her in the most fundamental way.

He collapsed on top of her, his weight a welcome anchor. Their hearts hammered against each other, a frantic, syncopated drum. His breath was hot on her neck. They stayed like that for a long time, tangled together in the aftermath, the only sound their slowing breaths.

Eventually, he rolled to the side, pulling her with him so she lay curled against his chest. His fingers traced idle patterns on her bare shoulder.

“Miley?” His voice was soft, sleepy.

“Hmm?”

“Are you on birth control?”

The words took a second to penetrate the blissful haze. The pill. She’d meant to get her prescription refilled last week. With the finals and moving out of the dorm… she’d forgotten.

A sliver of ice cut through the warmth. But it was chased away by the feel of him, solid and real against her. By the rightness of it.

“It’s okay,” she whispered, pressing a kiss to his chest. “It’s fine.”

And in that moment, wrapped in him, she believed it.

The weeks that followed were a blur of secret smiles and stolen touches, but beneath the thrill, a quiet clock had begun to tick. For Miley, the blissful haze of that afternoon started to clear when the calendar turned and the familiar ache of her monthly cycle never arrived.

At first, she blamed the stress of finals. Then, she blamed the heat. But when the second month began without a trace of blood, the “fine” she had whispered against Lance's chest felt like a fragile glass about to shatter.

She bought the test at a pharmacy two towns over, her heart hammering a frantic rhythm against her ribs. She waited in the bathroom of their shared home, the silence no longer thick and inviting, but clinical and terrifying. When the two pink lines appeared—bold, defiant, and life-changing—Miley felt the world tilt.

That evening, the house was empty again. She found Lance in the backyard, working on his bike, the scent of grease and summer air clinging to him. When he looked up and saw her face, the wrench dropped from his hand with a dull thud.

"Miley? What is it?"

She didn't speak. She couldn't. She simply reached into her pocket and pressed the plastic stick into his palm.

Lance looked down. His jaw tightened, and for a heartbeat, the silence was so absolute she feared he might walk away. Then, he let out a long, shaky breath and looked at her. The careful stillness was gone, replaced by a fierce, protective light she had only seen in the heat of their secret moments.

He stepped forward, pulling her into the crook of his arm, his chin resting atop her dark curls.

"I told you I’d be here, Mi," he whispered, his voice grounded and certain. "I'm not going anywhere. We’ll figure it out. We’ll find a place—somewhere our own. Just you, me, and..." He trailed off, his hand dropping to rest flat against her still-flat stomach.

Miley leaned into him, the cold knot of fear in her chest finally beginning to thaw. The house behind them, with its shared history and “step” labels, felt smaller than ever. But as Lance squeezed her hand, his promise a solid weight in the air, she realized that the walls didn't matter anymore. They were no longer just a secret hiding in the shadows; they were a family starting in the light.

13 - STEPDAUGHTER’S SECRET PREGNANCY

MF / Taboo / Stepdad / Pregnancy / Kissing / Nipple Play / Lactation / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The bathroom trash can liner snapped under Leo’s grip. He’d come in to replace a cracked tile behind the toilet, a simple job, but the crumpled paper towel he pulled out unfurled in his hand. The plastic stick inside was unmistakable, its digital readout a stark, bold plus sign.

A cold wave rolled through his gut. Chloe.

His stepdaughter had been home from college for three weeks. The quiet, the baggy sweatshirts in summer heat, the way she devoured leftovers at midnight—it all clicked into a terrible, coherent picture.

He found her on the back porch, curled on a wicker chair, staring at the overgrown lawn. She was twenty-two, a fact he had to consciously remind himself of whenever he saw the lost look in her eyes. She flinched when the screen door slapped shut behind him.

He didn’t sit. He just held the plastic stick between his thumb and forefinger. The question died in his throat. Her face crumpled, confirming everything.

“Please,” she whispered, the word tearing from her. “Please, Leo. Don’t tell Mom.”

The story spilled out in fractured pieces. A semester-abroad fling. A guy from New Zealand. Her mother’s certain, scathing disapproval. The fear was a physical thing around her, a shiver in the humid air.

“She’ll make me… she’ll say things,” Chloe pleaded, tears cutting tracks through her summer freckles. “You’re the only one I can talk to.”

And so, he became her secret. He brought her extra groceries, protein shakes, prenatal vitamins slipped into the medicine cabinet. He lied to his wife, Marie, with a smoothness that sickened him. Chloe’s just adjusting. It’s the heat. The deception was a stone in his shoe, a constant, grinding pressure.

The peak of summer turned the house into a furnace. Leo came in from a framing job, his t-shirt plastered to his back, to find Chloe on the living room sofa, crying silent, frustrated tears. Marie was at the grocery store, a trip that usually took an hour.

“What is it?” he asked, dropping his tool belt with a thud.

She gestured helplessly at her feet, propped on the coffee table. They were puffy, the skin taut and shiny over her ankles. Her usual sandals lay discarded on the floor, useless. “They won’t fit. Nothing fits. I feel like a swollen… thing.”

Her misery was palpable. Without a word, he went to the kitchen, filled a basin with cool water and a handful of ice cubes. He carried it to the living room, set it on the floor before her.

“Here.”

She looked at him, then at the water, her expression shifting from despair to something vulnerable, grateful. She lowered her feet into the basin with a sharp hiss, then a sigh. Her eyes fluttered closed.

He knelt on the rug. The air conditioner kicked on, a low rumble that did little to cut the thickness in the room. After a few minutes, he lifted one foot from the water, cradling her heel in his palm. He dried it with the towel he’d brought, his hands, rough from work, moving with a care that felt foreign.

He started to rub.

His thumbs pressed into her arch, finding knots of tension he couldn’t have imagined. A low, choked sound escaped her, not a cry, but a release. Her head fell back against the sofa cushion.

“God, that’s… yes.”

He worked in silence, the only sounds the drip of water, the groan of the AC, her deepening breaths. The intimacy of the act crept up on him. This wasn’t a father’s care. This was a man, on his knees, holding a woman’s bare foot, feeling the delicate bones, tracing the curve of her instep. The scent of her skin, clean sweat and lavender soap, filled his head.

His hands drifted higher, past her ankle, kneading the firm, swollen muscle of her calf. Her skin was so soft, so warm. She didn’t stop him. Her breath caught, held.

“Leo,” she murmured, her voice thick.

“Hmm?”

“I’ve been having dreams.” Her eyes were still closed, long lashes dark against her cheeks. “Bad ones. Good ones. About… about this. About you touching me.”

His hands stilled. The confession hung in the air, a spark hitting dry tinder. Every warning bell in his mind was drowned out by a sudden, roaring static. He looked up at her. Her eyes were open now, watching him, wide and dark and full of a fearful want that mirrored the heat coiling in his own belly.

He didn’t think. He rose from his knees, the movement fluid, and sat beside her on the sofa. He cupped her face, his calloused thumbs brushing the tears from her cheeks. She leaned into his touch, a small, desperate movement.

He kissed her.

It wasn’t gentle. It was a collision, a release of all the tension, the secrecy, the coiled-up watching. Her lips were soft, parting under his with a gasp that he swallowed. Her hands came up, fingers tangling in his sweaty hair, pulling him closer. The taste of her—salt and spearmint gum—was intoxicating.

His hands moved from her face, down her neck, over the bulky fabric of her dress. He found the hem and pushed it up, revealing the smooth expanse of her thighs, the curve of her hips, and finally, the beautiful, impossible swell of her stomach. His breath left him in a rush.

“So beautiful,” he growled against her mouth, the words raw and unfiltered. “Look at you.”

He helped her out of the dress, lifting it over her head. She lay back against the cushions, exposed. Her body was a revelation. Her breasts were full, heavy, veined with blue, the areolas dark and wide. Her stomach was a perfect, taut dome, her navel stretched flat. The sight sent a jolt of pure, unadulterated lust straight to his core. He was achingly hard, his jeans painful.

He bent his head, taking one pebbled nipple into his mouth. She cried out, her back arching. He suckled, gently at first, then with more pressure. A sweet, thin fluid touched his tongue—not much, just a hint—and the reality of her condition, of the life inside her, ignited something fierce and possessive in him.

He switched to her other breast, lavishing it with the same attention, drinking in her gasps and moans. His hand slid down the slope of her belly, through the soft thatch of curls, finding her wet and already open for him.

“Leo,” she begged, her hips lifting off the couch.

He kissed his way down her body, worshiping the tight skin of her stomach, dipping his tongue into the shallow well of her navel. He settled between her legs, pushing her thighs wider with his shoulders. Her scent here was musky, rich, utterly female. He licked a slow, flat stripe up her center.

Her reaction was instantaneous. A sharp cry. Her hands fisted in his hair, not pushing him away, but holding him there. He dove in, feasting on her. His tongue circled her clit, flicked, pressed. He speared her with his tongue, tasting her depth, feeling the different textures of her. Her pleasure was a palpable force, her thighs trembling against his ears, her cries growing louder, less coherent.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she chanted, her voice breaking.

He drove her over with relentless focus, his mouth sealed to her, until her whole body stiffened and a broken, sobbing shout tore from her throat as she shook through her climax. He gentled his mouth, licking her through the pulses, feeling her flutter around his tongue.

Before the tremors had fully subsided, he was fumbling with his belt, shoving his jeans and boxers down. His cock sprang free, thick and eager. He grabbed her hips, turning her, guiding her to straddle his lap where he sat on the edge of the sofa cushion. She understood, moving with a clumsy grace, one hand braced on his shoulder, the other guiding him to her entrance.

She sank down, taking him inside in one slow, breathtaking slide.

They both groaned, a duet of sheer sensation. She was incredibly warm, tight, her inner muscles gripping him in rhythmic pulses. So deep. The position, with her belly between them, was profoundly intimate. He could feel the hard curve of it against his abdomen. He reached up, cupping her full breasts, his thumbs rubbing over her damp nipples.

She began to move, rocking her hips, finding a rhythm. Her head fell back, strands of hair sticking to her damp neck. He watched her, mesmerized—by the bounce of her breasts, the flush on her chest, the intense concentration on her face as she took her pleasure from his body. He gripped her hips, helping her, meeting her upward thrusts with his own.

“Is this… is this okay?” she panted, her eyes finding his, clouded with pleasure and a hint of that old fear.

“More than okay,” he grunted, his control fraying. “You feel… God, Chloe, you feel perfect.”

Emboldened, she moved faster, riding him with increasing urgency. The slick sounds of their joining filled the hot room. One of his hands slipped from her hip, down to where their bodies connected, finding her clit again. She gasped, her rhythm stuttering.

“There,” she pleaded. “Right there, don’t stop.”

He rubbed tight, fast circles as she fucked him, his other arm wrapping around her lower back to support her. Her breathing became ragged, punctuated by sharp, little cries. He felt the telltale tension gathering in her, the inner flutters becoming more intense.

“Leo, I’m gonna…”

“Come for me,” he commanded, his own climax building, an irresistible tide.

She shattered with a force that seemed to surprise her, her body clamping down on him in fierce, milking spasms, a raw, continuous moan pouring from her lips. The sensation was too much. With a choked shout, he drove up into her one last time, holding her hips flush against his as he pulsed deep inside her, his release hot and endless.

For a long moment, they stayed locked together, panting, slick with sweat. The weight of her, the feel of her pregnant belly against him, the scent of sex and her skin—it was overwhelming. Slowly, carefully, she slumped forward, her head resting on his shoulder, her breath hot on his neck.

Silence descended, broken only by their slowing breaths and the hum of the refrigerator from the kitchen. The reality of what they’d done crashed over Leo like a bucket of ice water. The guilt was immediate, a sharp, cold knife twisting behind his ribs. Marie. His wife. The grocery store. Betrayal.

But beneath the guilt, under the shock, was something else. A fierce, unwelcome surge of possession. A desire to protect this woman in his arms, and the child she carried. His hand, of its own volition, stroked the smooth skin of her back.

Chloe stirred, her voice a sleepy murmur against his shoulder. “She’ll be home soon.”

He didn’t let go. “I know.”

“What do we do now?” she asked, and he could hear the tremor of fear returning, cutting through the afterglow.

He held her tighter, his mind racing, the warmth of her body seeping into his, the ghost of his release still inside her.

The sound of a car door slamming in the driveway was like a gunshot.

They scrambled apart. Leo’s heart hammered a frantic, guilty rhythm against his ribs as he shoved his legs into his jeans, his hands shaking so violently he could barely work the zipper. Chloe stood on trembling legs, her face pale and her eyes wide with a haunting mix of terror and traces of the pleasure they’d just shared. She yanked her dress over her head, the fabric catching on her damp skin for a terrifying second before sliding into place.

Leo grabbed the basin of water, his boots thudding softly on the rug as he rushed to the kitchen to dump it, his mind screaming at him to move faster. By the time the front door creaked open, Chloe was back in her chair on the porch, staring at the lawn with a book she wasn't reading, and Leo was kneeling by the toilet, a wrench in his hand and a cold sweat on his brow.

"Leo? Chloe? I’m home!" Marie’s voice called out, cheerful and unsuspecting. "The store was a madhouse, but I got those steaks you like."

Leo stood up as she walked into the bathroom, wiping his palms on his work pants. He felt the weight of the lie like a physical stone in his throat. "Hey, babe," he said, his voice sounding thin and foreign. "Took longer than I thought to get that tile set."

Marie smiled, setting a bag of groceries on the counter. "It’s fine. Anything happen while I was out? You two get along okay?"

"Uneventful," Leo lied, the word tasting like ash. "Just quiet. I think the heat is getting to Chloe; she’s just been resting on the porch."

Marie nodded sympathetically, already moving back toward the kitchen. Leo stayed in the bathroom for a moment longer, staring at his reflection in the mirror. He looked the same, but he felt fundamentally altered—branded by the scent of lavender and the memory of her milk on his tongue.

He walked out to the porch later that evening, under the guise of checking the screen door. Marie was in the kitchen, the clatter of pans providing a domestic soundtrack to their betrayal. Chloe didn't look up, but as Leo passed her, his hand brushed against her shoulder—a brief, electric contact that made her breath hitch.

"I'm here," he whispered, so low only she could hear. "I’m not going anywhere."

Chloe finally looked at him, and in the deepening twilight, Leo saw the fear had been replaced by a fierce, quiet understanding. The “uneventful” day had changed the geography of their lives forever. He wasn't just her stepfather anymore; he was the keeper of her secrets, the worshiper of her body, and the man who would now walk through fire to protect her and her baby.

14 - HIS STEPMOM’S PREGNANCY

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Stepmom / Pregnancy / Cheating / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“Is it mine?” The words tumbled out, raw and desperate, shattering the quiet hum of the dishwasher.

Allie froze, her hand pausing on the refrigerator door handle. She didn’t turn around. The silence stretched, thin and brittle, filled only by the thumping of Josh’s own heart against his ribs. He’d waited all night, all morning, for his father to leave for work, the anxiety a cold, hard knot in his stomach.

Finally, she turned. Her eyes, usually so bright and playful, were shadowed with a fear that mirrored his own. She gave one, sharp, almost imperceptible nod. “It… it could be.”

The admission hung between them, a tangible thing. The world tilted. The gleaming kitchen, the morning sun streaming through the window, it all felt surreal, like a stage set for a play about someone else’s life. His life. His mistake. His potential child growing inside his stepmother.

“Oh, god,” he breathed, leaning against the counter for support. The polished granite felt cold through his t-shirt.

“We said it was a mistake,” Allie whispered, her voice wavering. “We promised…”

“I know what we said!” he snapped, the fear making him harsh. He ran a hand through his hair, tugging at the roots. “But a baby, Allie? What are we going to do?”

Tears welled in her eyes, and his anger instantly dissolved into a wave of protective guilt. She was scared. He was scared. They were in this terrifying, impossible thing together. He crossed the room in two strides, stopping just inches from her. He could smell her shampoo, something floral and familiar, a scent that had haunted his dreams for months.

“I’m sorry,” he said, his voice softening. “I’m just… freaking out. But listen to me. Listen. We’ll figure this out. I’m not going to leave you to deal with this alone. I promise.”

Her lower lip trembled. She looked so young, so vulnerable, standing there in her soft yoga pants and a thin camisole. The need to comfort her, to connect, to feel something other than blind panic, was overwhelming. He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. Her skin was so soft.

He didn’t think. He just leaned in and captured her mouth with his.

She stiffened for a heartbeat, a small gasp caught in her throat. This is wrong, the tension in her body screamed. But then, with a shuddering sigh, she melted. Her mouth opened under his, and she kissed him back, a hungry, desperate kiss that tasted of salt and fear and a shared, illicit history.

It wasn’t like the first time—a frantic, clumsy coupling fueled by cheap wine and poor judgement. This was different. This was a current arcing between them, charged with the terrifying truth they now shared. His hands slid from her face into her hair, pulling her closer. Hers clutched at his shoulders, her nails digging into the fabric of his shirt.

He broke the kiss, both of them breathless. Her eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. “Josh… we can’t…”

“We already did,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. He kissed her again, deeper this time, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, and any protest she might have had died there. He took her hand, lacing his fingers with hers. “Come with me.”

He led her out of the bright, exposing kitchen, down the hall, into the dim sanctuary of his bedroom. The door clicked shut, muting the world outside. Here, it was just them and the weight of what they’d done and what they were about to do.

He turned to her, framing her face with his hands, and kissed her with a tenderness that surprised them both. Then his lips trailed down, over the line of her jaw, to the frantic pulse fluttering at the base of her throat. His hands slid down her arms, then back up underneath the thin straps of her camisole. He pushed them down her shoulders, and the top slithered down her body to pool on the floor at her feet.

She stood before him in just her lace bra and those soft pants. He kissed the swell of her breasts above the lace, his tongue dipping into the valley between them. A low moan escaped her lips. His fingers found the clasp of her bra, fumbling for a second before it gave way. He peeled the fabric away, and her breasts spilled into his hands. They were fuller than he remembered, heavier. He lowered his head, taking a taut, pink nipple into his mouth, sucking gently, then more insistently.

She gasped, her head falling back, her fingers tangling in his hair. “Yes…”

He sank to his knees, his hands hooking into the waistband of her yoga pants and underwear. In one smooth motion, he pulled them down her legs. She stepped out of them, now completely naked and gloriously exposed in the middle of his room. He just looked at her for a moment, at the gentle curve of her stomach where his child—his?—might be growing.

He leaned forward, nuzzling the soft thatch of hair between her legs before pressing an open-mouthed kiss there. She jolted. He gripped her hips to steady her, then parted her folds with his tongue.

The taste of her exploded on his senses, musky and sweet. He licked a slow, deliberate stripe from her entrance to her clit, and her knees buckled. He held her firm, his tongue flattening against her core, circling that sensitive nub until she was crying out, her thighs trembling against his ears. He pushed his tongue inside her, fucking her with it, feeling her inner muscles clench around nothing. Her breathing became ragged, pleading whimpers. He focused on her clit again, sucking it gently between his lips, flicking it with the tip of his tongue until her whole body went rigid and a broken cry was torn from her throat as she came against his mouth.

He rose, kissing his way back up her shuddering body. He was painfully hard. He stripped off his own clothes, his boxers finally freeing his erection, which stood thick and eager between them.

Her eyes widened slightly. God, it’s big, she’d whispered the first time, a mix of fear and awe in her voice. She saw it now with the same expression. She reached out, wrapping her fingers around his length. Her touch was electric. She stroked him once, twice, then lowered herself to her knees.

She looked up at him, her gaze holding his, before she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

The heat was unbelievable. Her lips stretched around his girth, her tongue swirling around the head before she took him deeper. Oh, fuck. His head fell back, a guttural groan ripped from his chest. Her mouth was hot, wet, perfect. She bobbed her head, one hand cupping his balls, the other stroking what her mouth couldn’t take. The sight of her, his stepmom, on her knees for him, the feel of her eager mouth, the memory of her climax still on his lips—it was too much. He had to be inside her.

Gently, he pulled her up. “I need to feel you,” he rasped, guiding her backward toward the bed. She lay back, her hair fanning out on his pillow, and opened her legs for him in invitation.

He didn’t enter her yet. Instead, he knelt between her thighs, lifted her hips, and drove into her in one smooth, relentless thrust.

She cried out, a sharp, gasped “Josh!” as he filled her completely. She was so wet, so tight, her inner walls stretching to accommodate him, clutching him like a fist. He held still for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting them both adjust to the shocking, full feeling. Then he began to move.

He set a slow, deep rhythm, each thrust a deliberate claiming. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him in even deeper. Her nails raked down his back. He could feel every shudder, every clench of her body around his cock. He leaned down, capturing a nipple in his mouth again, sucking in time with his thrusts. Her breathy moans became louder, more urgent.

“Harder,” she pleaded, arching her back. “Please, Josh, harder.”

He obeyed, his control snapping. His thrusts became faster, more powerful, pounding into her with a frantic, piston-like rhythm. The bed slammed against the wall with every drive. The sounds of their bodies meeting, their ragged breathing, her helpless cries of pleasure, filled the small room. He felt her inner muscles begin to flutter and spasm around him.

“I’m… I’m coming…” she screamed, her body bowing off the bed.

Her orgasm triggered his. With a raw, primal groan, he plunged into her one last time, as deep as he could possibly go, and emptied himself inside her, his own release a hot, pulsing flood. Wave after wave of pleasure racked his body, draining him completely.

He collapsed on top of her, spent, both of them slick with sweat and struggling for air. After a few moments, he rolled off, pulling her with him so she was nestled against his side, her head on his chest. They lay in silence, the only sound their gradually slowing heartbeats.

He held her close, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her bare shoulder. The reality of their situation, momentarily forgotten in the heat of passion, came crashing back. The pregnancy. His father. The impossible future. But as he held her, feeling the warm weight of her body against his, a new, terrifyingly clear thought cut through the confusion.

He wasn’t just scared. He wasn’t just confused.

He was in love with her.

He opened his mouth to say it, the words right there on his tongue, but she spoke first, her voice small and muffled against his skin.

“What have we done, Josh?”

15 - GETTING HIS MOTHER-IN-LAW PREGNANT
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The phone buzzed on the desk, a violent shudder against the polished wood. Dave’s heart gave a corresponding lurch when he saw the name on the screen: Gina. His mother-in-law. Guilt, hot and acidic, flooded his veins. He hadn’t spoken to her in months, not since he’d ended it, not since he’d vowed to be the man his pregnant wife, Helen, deserved.

He ignored it. The phone buzzed again. And again. A string of texts lit up the screen.

We need to talk.

It’s urgent.

Please, Dave. I’m serious.

His thumb hovered over the keyboard. I can’t, he typed. It’s not right. He thought of Helen at home, her belly rounded with their child, her trust in him absolute. The lie between them was a chasm, and he was teetering on the edge.

It’s about Helen.

The words were a punch to his gut. Every protective instinct flared. Was she sick? Was something wrong with the baby? Without another thought, he grabbed his keys and was out the door.

Gina’s house was exactly as he remembered, a place of suppressed memories and broken promises. She answered the door before he could even knock. She looked… glorious. Her blonde hair was tied up, a few stray curls framing her face. She wore a simple silk robe that did little to hide the curves beneath. But her eyes, usually sparkling with mischief, were wide with something else. Fear. Anxiety.

“Thank you for coming,” she said, her voice barely a whisper. She led him into the living room, the same room where it had started all those months ago.

“What’s going on, Gina? Is Helen okay? The baby?”

She shook her head, wrapping her arms around herself. “Helen’s fine. The baby is fine.” She took a deep, shuddering breath. “It’s me, Dave.”

His blood ran cold. “What about you?”

She looked him dead in the eye, and the words she spoke shattered his world. “I’m pregnant.” A pause, heavy and terrible. “You’re the father.”

The air left his lungs. The room tilted. He stumbled back, collapsing into an armchair. “No. That’s not possible. We were careful…”

“Not careful enough,” she said, her voice gaining a sharp edge. “It’s yours, Dave. The timeline… it only adds up to you.”

Panic, raw and blinding, seized him. “Gina… Helen… my God, she’s having my baby in three months. Our baby. I love her. You can’t… you can’t tell anyone. Please.”

He saw the conflict in her face, the war between her own self-interest and the love for her daughter. Her shoulders slumped in defeat. “I know. I don’t want to hurt her either. She’d never recover from this.” She looked at him, a new fire in her eyes. “I’ll keep your secret. But I want something from you. One last time. I need to feel you again. I need to remember what started all this.”

“Gina, we can’t…”

“One last time,” she insisted, stepping closer. The scent of her perfume, something floral and deeply familiar, washed over him. “A goodbye. For both of us. Then I’ll handle this on my own. You can go back to your life.”

It was a terrible bargain. A monstrous one. But the alternative was unthinkable. The guilt was already a millstone around his neck; this would drown him. He gave a single, jerky nod.

That was all the permission she needed. She closed the distance between them, her hands framing his face, and her mouth found his. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry, desperate, a claiming. All the pent-up desire and frustration of the past months erupted between them. His resolve, his guilt, it all melted under the heat of her mouth. His hands came up, tangling in her hair, pulling her closer.

She broke the kiss, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Without a word, she took his hand and led him to her bedroom. The room was dim, the blinds drawn. She pushed him to sit on the edge of the bed, her eyes never leaving his.

Her fingers made quick work of his belt, the button on his pants, the zipper. She tugged them down his hips, his arousal springing free, hard and eager. A slow, wicked smile spread across her lips. “I’ve missed this,” she breathed, her voice husky.

She knelt before him, and her mouth was on him. Hot. Wet. Expert. Her tongue swirled around the head before she took him deep, her lips forming a perfect, tight seal. A guttural moan ripped from his throat. His head fell back as she began to move, one hand stroking the base of his shaft while her mouth worked him relentlessly. He tangled his hands in her hair, not guiding, just feeling, lost in the slick, overwhelming sensation. This was wrong. So wrong. The thought was a distant echo, drowned out by the sound of her hungry moans and the exquisite pressure building in his core.

Before he could lose himself completely, she pulled away, standing and letting her robe slide from her shoulders. It pooled at her feet. She was naked, her body a testament to good genes and better luck. Her breasts were full, her nipples dark and taut. And below, the gentle, early swell of her belly–his doing–was just visible.

He reached for her, pulling her onto the bed beside him. He dipped his head, capturing one nipple in his mouth, sucking deeply. She cried out, her back arching, pressing herself harder against his mouth. He lavished attention on each breast, his teeth grazing, his tongue soothing, before his mouth began a slow trail down her body. He kissed the slight curve of her stomach, a wave of possessiveness crashing over him, before settling between her thighs.

Her scent here was musky and addictive. He spread her open with his thumbs, revealing her glistening core. He licked a long, slow stripe from her entrance to her clit. She gasped, her hips bucking. He did it again, and again, until her moans became a continuous melody. He focused on her clit, circling it with the tip of his tongue, then sucking it gently between his lips. Her hands fisted in the sheets. “Yes, right there, Dave, don’t stop…”

He could feel her trembling on the edge. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding that spot that made her see stars. Her inner muscles clenched around him as his tongue continued its merciless rhythm. Her climax hit her suddenly, a raw, sharp cry tearing from her throat as her body shuddered violently under his mouth.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, covering her body with his. He positioned himself at her entrance, slick and ready. He looked into her eyes, a silent question. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. “Fuck me, Dave. One last time. Make me feel it.”

He plunged into her in one deep, devastating thrust. She was so tight, so warm, so perfect. She cried out, a sound of pure pleasure, her nails digging into his back. He set a punishing pace from the start, each thrust burying himself to the hilt. The bed rocked against the wall with their rhythm. The room filled with the sound of their skin slapping together, their ragged breaths, their guttural moans.

He flipped her over onto her hands and knees, the new angle allowing him to go even deeper. He gripped her hips, holding her steady as he drove into her, watching himself disappear into her body. The sight was almost enough to push him over the edge. He reached around, finding her clit with his thumb, rubbing frantic circles as he pistoned into her.

Her moans became screams. “I’m going to cum again! Don’t stop! Please!”

Her inner walls began to convulse around him, a violent, milking contraction that shattered his last shred of control. With a roar, he buried himself as deep as he could, his own release erupting from him in hot, pulsing waves. They collapsed together onto the mattress, a tangled, sweating heap of spent desire and devastating consequences.

They lay there for a long time, the only sound their slowly returning breath. The reality of what they’d done, what he’d promised, settled over him like a shroud. He was trapped. He turned to her, pulling her against his side. “I’ll be there for you,” he whispered, the words feeling both like a lie and the truest promise he’d ever made. “For the baby. I’ll find a way. We’ll keep the secret.”

Gina traced a finger over his chest, her voice soft but laced with a new, unsettling certainty. “We will. But a man has… needs. A wife can’t always fulfill them. You’ll be coming back here, Dave. This doesn’t have to be the last time.”
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