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ONE


Ronan

It’s past midnight.

Silence is my loyal companion as I turn the key and open the door to my step-mom’s apartment. I feel around for the light switch. Illumination blankets the small space. I feel out of place at once.  

I’ve been here many times. Biweekly dinners with my new step-mom and step-sister have become a ritual since my dad remarried two years ago. I come here for the food, but the company isn’t bad, either.

Today, the space is barren. The faint scent of spices and roasted chicken wafts through the living room.

I notice the light in the oven, the plate laid over the kitchen counter. My chest warms. Gratitude floods my chest. I’ve had a rough day at work. Coming home to a warm meal already makes me feel better. It’s these small joys of life that I miss as a bachelor. I spent my entire twenties building up my business. I had no time for dating or domestic activities.

Now that my business makes millions of dollars, I find myself enjoying a successful but empty life. A life where I have nobody to come home to and nobody who cares about me.

Nobody except Wisteria.

She’s the one who must have made dinner for me. My step-sister loves to cook, and loves to feed me. She must have known I’d be back late from work and I’d be starving. I sigh, hating the bastard who will be lucky enough to marry her someday and make her his pretty little housewife. That’s what Wisteria wants—a traditional marriage and a life taking care of her husband and children. She makes tradwife content on TikTok as her full-time job, and she told me that she dreams of living that life for real someday.

I remember the day she told me.

It was a Sunday afternoon, late summer. She was wearing a soft floral sundress, legs curled under her, sipping iced tea while the sun dipped low. My stepmother was in the kitchen, cleaning up. It was just us in her room, the sound of cicadas and the faint clinking of dishes in the kitchen.

She’d leaned toward me, her hair falling over her shoulders in a way that made her more alluring, her voice hushed like she was confessing something dangerous.

“I don’t want what most girls my age want,” she’d said, twirling her straw in the glass. “I don’t want to climb a corporate ladder or live in some cramped apartment just to say I’m independent. I want to be a wife. A mother. I want to have babies. I want to take care of a home and… my man.”

Her cheeks had gone pink, but she kept talking, like she’d been holding it in for years.

“I want a man who’ll appreciate it. Who won’t see it as me being lazy or wasting my potential. I want to make dinners for him every night, pack his lunch, spend lazy afternoons curled up with him… watch him stroke my belly when I’m pregnant.”

The image had branded itself into my brain—her saying those words, her gaze dreamy and unguarded, the innocence of it somehow making it filthier in my mind.

I’d only nodded at the time, but inside, something shifted.

Because I wanted that too. The quiet domesticity, the kind of life you build once and keep forever. I’d built my empire, but there was no one waiting in my penthouse at the end of the day. No warm meal. No warm body. No family.

And looking at her, that soft, nurturing light in her eyes… I’d known without admitting it that she could be the one to give it to me.

Maybe that was the moment the forbidden attraction began to take root. And it has turned into an obsession ever since. Every woman I date falls short because I know she won’t care about me, about my kids, the way Wisteria will. That she won’t be able to give me feminine comfort and warmth after a long day at work.

Being around Wisteria is easy. I don’t have to act like I’m successful, or that I bring wealth and a great lifestyle to the table. She’s happy with the lifestyle she’s living, and she doesn’t care about how rich I look and whether I will be able to help her look better in front of her friends.

I grew up in a different home, one that was big and sprawling, with a yard. But when my dad remarried after his divorce, his new wife’s job required them to stay in the city. She already had a house, and it was a no-brainer to move into it. I was already thirty and financially independent. I’d moved out of my dad’s house into my own apartment. I was grinding away at my startup. I only ever visited this apartment when my step-mom called me over for Sunday family dinners to bond with my new step-sister.

My dad and his new wife are away on a weekend trip together. They asked me to stay at their place and take care of Wisteria, my step-sister. She’s twenty, but her mom and my dad are overprotective of her. They don’t like leaving her alone. I get it. Wisteria looks like a fucking wet dream, especially when she wears those low-cut polka-dot vintage dresses that push up her generous breasts. She gets a lot of male attention, and I’m not surprised. She’s gorgeous, in a warm, homely, inviting way that makes a man want to wife her up and take her against the kitchen counter while she cooks for him in her apron.

“Hey, Sugar, you awake?” My voice resonates through the space. I know it’s late at night. I bet Wisteria is asleep.  

A soft noise from the couch behind me startles me. I walk around to find the television switched off and Wisteria on the sofa.

Her knees are folded; her face is buried between them. At first, I think she’s sleeping. She must have fallen asleep on the couch, waiting for me. Guilt prickles my chest.

She’s wearing a yellow dress with a low-cut neckline that reveals the creamy swells of her breasts. Her panties are visible because she has her legs bent. White apron strings are tied around her waist. I know this apron. It’s the one that says ‘Wife’. It’s one of her favorites. She wears it often when she’s shooting content for her channel. 

Her silky hair, the color of chocolate, spills all over her arms, the strands tickling the deep creases between her breasts. She looks like a tired housewife waiting for her husband and that does indescribably things to my cock and my heart.

Fuck. She’s a vision, and I’m too tired to resist.

I need comfort so bad. Sinking my face into her pretty, soft tits sounds like the stuff dreams are made of. It was mayhem at work today, and by the time I dealt with it, I felt drained. The familiarity of Wisteria’s voluptuous body, nestled on the couch like a scene out of a domestic dream, coupled with the aroma of the dinner she made for me, stirs my arousal.

This is a real home. Not the cold, sterile apartment I have.

But soon, it’s replaced by another emotion. She sobs again. This time, I know it’s a sob,  because it’s followed by a low whine.

Wisteria is crying.

Shit. Did I make her mad by coming late?

“What’s wrong?” I kneel in front of her, rubbing her bare legs, feeling a tingle of delight as her flesh sinks under my fingers. “Why are you crying? Baby, look at me.”

I stroke her hair, kissing the top of her head until she feels safe enough to look up at me. She looks vulnerable, her eyes filled with tears. Her thick, dark eyelashes are soaked, but she looks as pretty as a doll. Redness rims her eyes. She must have been crying for a while.

I cup my palm over her chin, lifting her face to mine. I brush my thumb across her cheek slowly, wiping away the tears.

“I’m sorry for being late. Are you mad?” I attempt a lopsided smile, rubbing my finger along her jaw, soothing her physically. She always responded well when I touched her in subtle, affectionate ways. Wisteria likes being physically held and reminded of how precious she is.

“Ronan…” Her voice breaks as a sob wrenches out of her throat. “Ronan.”

She calls my name like it’s her salvation, burying her face in my chest and putting her arms around me. She tightens her arms until I’m almost suffocating. There’s so much neediness in her embrace, so much desperation. She has hugged me before, but never like this. She’s clinging to me, begging for my masculine protection.

I put my arms around her petite body, pulling her closer. Heat unfurls in my groin when her tits press against my chest, the hard peaks of her nipples poking through my shirt. She rarely wears a bra at home. And her big, hard nipples have given me plenty of boners during family dinners.

I swallow, trying to control the urge rising in my stomach.

I drag my hand over her spine. Her body nestled against mine triggers something primal inside me. The need to protect. The need to make her feel better.

“Sugar, you can talk to me.” I kiss her head, smelling the heady aroma of her fruity shampoo. My cock tightens in my boxers. Her hands move absently over my thighs, brushing against my growing erection. When her fingers rake over my cock for a second time, I can’t bottle my groan.

Or the heat that rampages through my system, demanding to be fed. 

Wisteria has been a source of comfort for me since she came into my life. Our parents married two years ago, when she was eighteen. She’s a sweet, loving, nurturing girl, the kind I’ve always dreamed about. Watching her grow into a woman has been torture. I mean, she was already eighteen when I first saw her, but in two years, she has become curvier, her hips wider, and her tits bigger.

She’s a bombshell with dark brown hair and dark eyes that haunt my dreams and make my dick stand up in the middle of the night. I shouldn’t feel this way about my stepsister. But I can’t help the attraction I feel for her. She’s a walking fantasy. Every fiber of my being longs to hold her in my arms, squeeze her pretty tits, and sink my cock into her cunt.

My hand drifts lower as she continues to cry into my chest. Her words are incoherent, broken up by sobs and wails. I press my palm against the tantalizing weight of her butt.

Her ass is round and plump. The moment I feel its weight on my palm, my cock twitches. Feral hunger coils inside my stomach. I’m on the edge. When I grab her ass flesh and knead it, feeling her feminine, fertile heat radiating through me, I come one step closer to snapping.

“Ronan…” Wisteria looks up, making my heart beat faster. She takes one corner of her apron and wipes her tears. “I’m so glad you’re here. I was going to break.”

“Sugar, you’re scaring me. Tell me what has you acting like this.” If she feels my fingers sinking into her ass cheeks, she doesn’t say anything.

She looks at me with those innocent, trusting eyes, undoing something in my soul. I have lied to myself for months. Told myself I could keep my hands off her. Control myself. But in this moment of pure intimacy, I’m not sure I can.

I pull my thoughts out of the gutter and press my fingers to the back of her neck.

Wisteria takes a deep breath. Her chest swells, the firm mounds of her breasts pressing against the top of her dress’s neckline, barely contained by the fabric. Those tits look like they want to burst out, and I’d be only too happy to pull down her zipper and give them the relief they need.

Wisteria grabs my wrist. “My boyfriend cheated on me,” he says in a low voice. She refuses to look at me, casting her gaze toward the couch, like she’s ashamed of admitting to it. “And then we broke up. He said some horrible things to me. I can’t get over it.”

I still go for a beat.

“I didn’t even know you had a boyfriend,” I say finally, my voice low and tight. The words scrape my throat. “When the hell did this start?”

A dark, acidic feeling burns my heart. My throat tightens. I know what it is. Jealousy. Possessiveness. I squeeze Wisteria’s ass cheek, pulse skyrocketing as I look into her eyes, hating the bastard who got to touch her. My inner voice growls, She’s mine.

She keeps her gaze fixed on the couch cushion, twisting the fabric of her dress in her lap. “A few months ago. I met him at one of my influencer events. I… didn’t tell you or my mom, or Dad. I thought he understood me. Understood what I wanted from life.”

Her voice fractures, and something sharp slices through my chest.

“But he didn’t,” I finish for her. I trace her bottom lip, trying to erase the traces of every kiss he would have given her. I want her to forget all about him. I want to be him. I want to be the one who kisses her passionately until her lips are swollen from my love.

She shakes her head. “He didn’t have money, but I didn’t care about that. I thought it was… real. I thought he loved me.” Her eyes flick up to mine, raw and glassy. “Then I got messages from people saying he’d slept with them too. I walked in on him—” her voice cracks— “with another woman in his bed. And he just… he didn’t even care I caught him.”

My hands flex on her thighs, trying not to grip too hard. “What did he say?”

Her mouth trembles. “That he wasn’t interested in being my bank. That my body’s too… curvy. That I’m the kind of woman you marry and keep at home to feed you and cook for you… but a man needs a hot woman to sleep with. And I could never be that.”

A growl threatens in my chest. My hands are already on her before I think about it, framing her face. “Wisteria. Look at me.”

Her chin lifts, eyes wide and wet. I see the shame there, the way she’s folding in on herself, and it makes me want to rip that guy’s throat out. “Don’t you dare blame yourself for that loser,” I tell her, my voice like steel.

She swallows and bites her lip. “But it’s my fault.”

“The fuck it is.”

“It is,” she whispers stubbornly. “Because… he broke up with me after I couldn’t—” She stops, words tangling in her throat.

I study her face. “You couldn’t what, Sugar?”

Her hands clench over my shirt. She’s blushing so hard the tips of her ears are pink. “I couldn’t… come. I never… not once. He said he couldn’t deal with it anymore. That I was… broken. He was frustrated. He said he was trying hard to get me off, even though I wasn’t even his type. The least I could do was be a proper woman and orgasm.”

Tears trickle down her cheek once again as she sobs. She muffles her cries, putting her hands over her mouth. Like, she doesn’t even have the right to cry.

I’m still shaken from the fact that she shared something so intimate with me. Her trust and the way she let me into her deepest, most vulnerable fears makes me feel close to her on a level that’s deep and intense.

Something in me snaps.

I shift closer, my thumb stroking the flushed curve of her cheek, my other hand sliding up to the nape of her neck. “That wasn’t you. That was him being shit in bed. Don’t you ever buy into that narrative.”

She shakes her head a little, but it’s not defiance—it’s self-doubt. “Maybe it is me. Maybe there’s something wrong with me⁠—”

“No.” My voice is low now, a rumble. “I know for a fact there’s nothing wrong with you. You can come, Wisteria. You just need someone who knows how to take care of you.”

Her lips part on a shaky inhale. The air between us thickens.

My palm drifts down her arm, her waist, until my fingers find the silky skin of her inner thigh. She gasps, her knees parting without thought, the hem of her yellow dress riding up.

“Ronan…” It’s half-protest, half-plea.

“I’ll prove it to you,” I murmur, my hand slipping higher, under the soft drape of her dress until my knuckles brush the heat of her panties. “I’ll show you that guy was wrong. That you’re perfect. That your body is perfect.”

Her breath hitches when my fingertips stroke up the inside of her thigh, grazing lace. A sound escapes her throat—small, helpless, devastating.

“That’s it,” I whisper, my voice barely holding steady as my cock strains painfully against my zipper. “Let me show you, Sugar. Let me take care of you the way you deserve.”

Her eyes lock on mine, wide and uncertain, but her hips shift toward me, and that’s all the answer I need.

And just like that, I’m gone, past the point of holding back. The obsession I’ve been tamping down for two years is finally breaking loose.

Her knees fall open a little more, like her body’s answering before her mind can.

My palm slides higher, cupping the heated curve between her thighs through her panties. She’s soft there, warm, and when my thumb strokes the damp spot blooming in the fabric, her hips twitch.

“Ronan…” It’s a breath, not a word.

I press my forehead to hers. “I’m not him, Wisteria. I’m never going to use you. Never going to make you feel like you’re not enough.” My fingers circle slowly, deliberately, through the thin cotton. “You hear me?”

Her lashes flutter. “Yes…”

That soft answer has my control hanging by a thread. I slide the edge of her panties aside, my fingertips brushing bare skin. She jerks at the first glide of my touch over her folds—slick already, her body giving me all the permission I need.

“That’s my girl,” I murmur, letting my thumb find that tight little bud at the top, stroking it until her breath catches and her nails dig into my shoulders.

Her scent rises between us, warm and intoxicating. I angle my body closer, until my chest brushes hers and the hard ridge of my cock presses against her thigh. “You’re not broken. You’re perfect. Look at how your body responds when you’re touched right.”

A whimper slips out of her, high and needy. She bites her lip, eyes glassy.

I kiss her—soft at first, just the faintest press of my mouth to hers. She tastes like tears and something sweeter underneath. When she parts for me, I deepen it, sliding my tongue into her mouth as my fingers work her clit in slow, firm circles.

She moans against me, her hips rocking without shame now. I drink the sound in, every tremble and gasp, feeding off it.

“Tell me what you want, Sugar,” I murmur against her lips, my fingers sliding lower to dip into her slick heat. She’s tight even around two knuckles, and the thought of her wrapped around my cock nearly undoes me. My balls tighten, feeling like they’re being squeezed by an invisible force.

Wisteria’s voice is shaky, breathless. “I want… I want to feel good. I want to feel you stroking my…pussy.”

“I will.” My fingers curl inside her, stroking that sensitive spot, my thumb never leaving her clit. “You’re going to come for me. Right here, on my hand. I’ll make you forget his name. I’ll make you forget every man before me.”

Her body clenches around me in quick, fluttering pulses, her breath coming fast. Her hands fist in my shirt like she’s holding on for dear life.

“That’s it,” I coax, my voice low and rough. “Let go for me. Let me have you.”

Her breathing intensifies. She closes her eyes as I continue to pump my fingers in and out of her, setting an easy rhythm. She follows my lead with her hips, rolling them to meet my thrusts, angling herself to allow me to push deeper into her channel.

“Ronan…I feel something,” she says. Her nails bite into my shoulders. I love the way she’s clinging to me. Her sweet sighs are interspersed with moans.

Her velvet pussy walls are clenching around my fingers, gripping them hard as I slide them into her depths. Those slick, bare walls will feel even better when they’re milking my cock.

“Take as much time as you need, Sugar. I’m not going anywhere. I won’t get tired, I promise. Just think about your own pleasure. Lose yourself in the sweet sensation of being fucked.” I curl my fingers against her G-spot again, making her cry out. “Feels every thrust against your core.”

“Yes…oh my god, this is so different…” She trails off, gritting her teeth when I rub her overstimulated clit. Her pussy is leaking so much moisture. My fingers are coated in her arousal, and I rub it all over her plump clit and her slick folds as I give her the stimulation she needs to get off.

I can feel that she’s close. Her pussy convulses around me harder. It’s a pleasure watching her with her eyes closed, skin flushed, mouth parted in a smile. She’s loving this. She’s addicted to this. Like I’m addicted to seeing her face while she nears her climax. My sweet girl, so nurturing, so giving, deserves a man who can give her the one thing she needs after a day of cooking and caretaking.

My mind paints images of her in my apartment, stirring a pot in my kitchen, a toddler clinging to her skirt, as I return from work and fuck her against the kitchen counter, giving my sweet housewife the relief she needs after a day of housework and caretaking.

“Drench my fingers in your sweet cunt juices,” I tell her. Her thighs are shaking now. She’s approaching the finish line. With one more hard, rough thrust, I press my fingertips against her G-spot. 

She finally tips over with a choked cry, her thighs clamping around my hand, hips jerking against me as she falls apart. It’s a primal moment, as she shows me the deepest, most feminine part of herself. Spilling her pussy nectar onto my fingers, moaning my name, and looking into my eyes as the orgasm melts her system. I hold her through it, my mouth on hers, drinking in every broken sound she makes.

By the time she slumps against me, flushed and dazed, my cock is a steel rod in my pants, and my blood is roaring in my ears. Heat flashes through me. It’s impossible to curb my desires, to deny the extent to which I need her body.

There’s no going back from this.

I kiss her bare, wet pussy, spreading her legs apart, then undoing my belt.

“It’s not over yet, Sugar,” I tell her. “I’m going to push my cock inside you and make you come one more time. I’ll obliterate all your doubts. I’ll show you how responsive and perfect your cunt can be when the right man buries his dick inside you.”

Wisteria’s eyes glitter. Not with tears. But with the same forbidden lust that I’ve been holding back for months. She wants this badly. She needs this confirmation, this mating, as much as me.

We’re perfect for each other. And tonight, nothing can stop the attraction between us.

She swallows. “Ronan…I’ve never…I’m a virgin. I’ve been fingered but not…penetrated.”

“Shhh, it’s okay.” I stroke her forehead. “Relax, Sugar. I’m going to go slow, give your pussy time to adjust to my cock.”

She nods. “Thank you, Ronan. Thank you for doing this for me.”

Neither of us is considering the consequences right now. Hell, we’re not even considering the morality of this.

I just made my step-sister come on the couch. And now I’m going to take her virginity, push my cock into her fertile, unprotected depths. She’s definitely not on birth control. She never even had penetrative sex with her boyfriend. She was probably saving herself for marriage, trying to be a good wife.

Besides, Wisteria has always dreamed of being pregnant and having children. I doubt she’d try to prevent that from happening.  

Too bad. She should’ve protected herself. I’m about to breed her. I won’t let any other man have her. She’s mine. I’m going to spill my seed inside her bare cunt and claim her for life.   

“You’ll be full of my seed tonight,” I whisper against her skin. “And I’ll keep you plugged up, show you how good it feels to be full of cum.”


TWO


Wisteria

I’m not sure I’m breathing.

Ronan’s words are still echoing in my ears — You’ll be full of my seed tonight.

His raw, masculine hunger is visceral, like a blanket covering my body. I can feel it in the way his big hands frame my hips, the way his eyes devour every inch of me like I was made just for him. He wants more than sex. He wants a filthy, primal coupling. He wants to breed me, stuff me with his seed, and make my thighs shake like he did before.

I’ve never felt so wanted. Not by anyone.

My dress is bunched up around my waist, the cool air brushing my bare thighs, my panties shoved aside. My pulse races, and all I can do is stare at him as he unbuckles his belt, the metallic click sending a shiver down my spine. His cock springs free, thick, flushed, and hard enough to make my mouth dry.

It’s massive when it’s erect. His balls are huge, too. How much cum does he have inside those? My gaze narrows in on the pre-cum beading at the tip of his dick. The crown of his cock is so thick and bulbous. My pussy clenches.  

I’m going to lose my virginity to that monster cock.

“Oh my God…” I whisper without meaning to.

“You’ll take it,” he says, voice dark and certain. “I’ll make sure of it.”

I should be nervous. I am nervous. But my body is already leaning toward him, my knees falling open in silent invitation. He scoops me up from the couch like I weigh nothing, my arms flying around his neck.

“Bedroom,” he growls. “I’m not taking you for the first time out here like some quick fuck. You’re mine now. You deserve a bed for your first night.”

My first night. The words make my skin prickle.

He carries me down the short hall, my heartbeat keeping pace with the heavy steps of his feet. When we reach my room, he kicks the door shut and lays me down on the bed, my yellow dress fanning around me like sunlight.

He stands over me, undoing the rest of his clothes. I can’t stop staring — broad shoulders, hard chest dusted with hair, the kind of body you only see on the covers of glossy magazines. My thighs press together instinctively, heat flooding me.

Ronan’s eyes are fixed on me like I’m prey. “Take it off,” he orders softly, nodding to my dress.

My hands are trembling, but I obey. The zipper glides down, and I push the fabric off my shoulders, revealing my breasts. His breath hitches. My nipples are poking out, fully taut.

“Fuck, Sugar… I’ve dreamed about these.” He crawls onto the bed, his mouth closing over one nipple, sucking deep. I gasp, my back arching into him.

The wet pull of his mouth, the way his tongue swirls over the sensitive peak — it sends bolts of pleasure straight between my legs. My hands tangle in his hair, holding him there.

He switches to the other breast, but his hand is already sliding lower, between my thighs, cupping my pussy like he owns it. His fingers stroke me lazily, like he has all night. That’s what I love the most about him. Unlike my ex, who always made me feel slow and unwanted, Ronan is never in a rush.

He savors my body, savors the experience of sex like a fine wine. He doesn’t want quick satisfaction. Nor does he treat me like a chore he needs to get done with fast.

I’m a woman he wants to have. Not a woman he’s using for money. Not a woman he’s sleeping with just because she’s attainable. I’m his first choice. That much is obvious from the way he looks at me. 

“You’re so wet already,” he murmurs against my skin. “Your body’s begging for me. Begging to be filled.”

I let out a shaky moan, my hips lifting. “Ronan… please.”

He looks up at me then, eyes dark and intent. “You want my cock inside you?”

I nod, my cheeks hot. “All the way inside. I’m not on any birth control, by the way.”

His eyes widen a fraction as he understands the meaning behind my words. “You want me to breed you, Sugar? Give you a baby? You want to be pregnant, don’t you?”

The words send a dizzy rush through me. I’ve never admitted that fantasy to anyone — not even my ex — but here it is, spoken aloud by the man I’ve wanted for longer than I’ve dared to admit.

“Yes,” I breathe. “I want it. I want my belly swollen. Heavy. I want to have the life I’ve always craved. A life where I nurture my babies and tend to my home.”

“Fuck. You’ll look so hot when you’re breastfeeding a child with your massive tits.”

Something in his expression snaps. He pulls my panties down and tosses them aside, lining himself up at my entrance. He strokes my cheek once, almost tenderly, before pushing forward, breaching me slowly.

I gasp at the stretch — foreign, intense, but not unbearable. His gaze never leaves mine as he inches deeper, letting my body adjust.

“That’s it, Sugar,” he says, voice low and rough. “Taking me so good… fuck, you’re tight.”

When his hips finally meet mine, we both exhale shakily. He stays there, buried deep, like he’s savoring the moment as much as I am.

Then he starts to move.

Slow at first, his strokes deep and deliberate, making me feel every inch of him. Each thrust pushes me higher, the burn turning into heat, the heat into bliss.

He’s murmuring into my ear now, filthy promises and possessive claims. “Gonna keep you full of my cum. Round with my babies. You’ll look so pretty cradling a big belly.”

The words make me clench around him, and he groans, thrusting harder. My hands claw at his back, my voice breaking as pleasure builds fast and sharp.

He rocks into me, stretching my pussy to the brim. His cock demands entry, thrusting hard. My pussy walls mold around him, accommodating his thick length, convulsing around his hard cock.

He’s literally splitting me apart. Yet, I enjoy it. I enjoy it because I feel the rapture radiating through my nerves. The friction of his cock grinding into my cunt sends waves of ecstasy shooting through me. The pain is drowned out by the pleasure expanding in my lower belly. The tension in my core, tight and intense, loosens with every rough thrust.

Ronan pounds me hard, grabbing my ankles and throwing my legs over his shoulder so he can penetrate deeper.

I cry as his cock kisses my cervix. He bottoms out inside me. Pleasure blooms in my bloodstream. Heat scorches my bones, liquefying them. He touched me somewhere so deep, so taboo, that I can’t contain the aftermath.

Ronan pounds into me harder, holding my hips down as his cock assaults my cunt. He plays with my clit, kneading the plump nub between his fingers.

Electric pleasure explodes my my core.   

When I come, it’s with his name on my lips, my body locking tight around him. He follows with a growl, pushing deep and holding there as his release floods into me, hot and claiming.

We’re both panting when he finally collapses beside me, pulling me into his chest. He strokes my hair, his other hand splayed over my still-flat belly.

His cum leaks out of my pussy, painting my thighs. He pulls me beside him, spooning me as he pushes his cock into my sticky, cum-filled cunt.

“Gotta keep my seed safe,” he says, almost to himself. “I’m sure that’ll be enough to knock you up, given how fertile and young you are.”

My core shivers at his words. He’s so sure, so dominant, like he knows he has already impregnated me. And I feel it, too, his seed trickling over my pussy walls, sinking into my womb.

I’ve never considered getting pregnant without getting married. I protected my virginity from my ex. Maybe because I knew he couldn’t be the man I needed him to be. But I opened up to Ronan so easily, gave him everything I’d been holding close to my chest. His masculinity, so raw and primal, spoke to a part of me that has never been made to feel safe or wanted.

I’ve always desired to have kids, and I knew I wanted to have them young. I have enough money from my influencer career to provide for them, but I need a man in my life, too. A husband. A protector. A lover who will cherish me more as he sees me nurture new life.

I want to be held, fucked, and soothed at night by a strong husband who will allow me to be who I am. To be his wife, the one who comforts him after a hard day, who fills his belly with food and his life with joy and children.

And every second I spend with Ronan makes me think he’s exactly that kind of man.


THREE


Ronan

I wake to the weight and warmth of her pressed against me. My arm is curled possessively around her, my hand resting over the soft plane of her stomach.

She’s warm, fleshy in a way that makes my palm itch to cover more of her. My thumb strokes idly, and I can’t stop imagining it — her belly stretched tight with my child, round and heavy, her body marked with the evidence of what we did last night. Of what I put there.

The thought makes my cock twitch.

I lean in, brushing my lips over the curve of her shoulder, then along the smooth line of her arm. She sighs softly in her sleep, the sound pulling at something deep in me. I could stay like this all morning — just kissing her, touching her, pretending there’s nothing in the world except us.

But the sound of a key clicking in the front door shatters it.

I freeze.

A moment later, voices carry down the hall. “We’re home!” my dad’s voice is full of that easy cheer he always brings back from trips with his wife.

“Oh God,” Wisteria whispers beside me, her eyes snapping open. “Our parents⁠—”

“Yeah.” I’m already out of bed, yanking on my boxers. “Put some clothes on. Now.”

She scrambles for her pajamas, her hair a tangled mess, last night’s flush fading into something paler — guilt. I can feel it too, crawling into my gut like ice.

By the time I’ve got my shirt half-buttoned, I’m at the doorway. She’s perched on the bed, clutching her top to her chest, looking impossibly small. I want to tell her it’s fine, that we’ll figure this out, but the truth is pressing down on me hard — we can’t be what we were last night.

I was so overcome by my taboo attraction for her that I didn’t consider anything when I fucked her last night. But with our relationship as step-siblings, how can we ever have a normal relationship? We can’t even date like normal people, because she’d never be able to tell her parents who she’s dating.

And marriage? That is another complicated issue. She wants to be a wife, and that will be hard with me.

I rush out before I can say anything else.

In the living room, they’re setting down their bags, smiling like the picture of a happy couple. My dad has his hand at the small of his wife’s back, and she’s laughing about something he said. They look like people who’ve never had a secret blow up their lives.

“Ronan!” My dad’s grin widens. “Didn’t expect you to be up this early.”

I force a smile, masking the tension still knotted in my chest. “Early day at the office,” I lie smoothly.

“Thank you for keeping Wisteria company,” her mom says warmly. “I hope she wasn’t too much trouble.”

Before I can respond, Wisteria appears in the doorway, dressed in soft flannel pajama pants and an oversized shirt. Her hair has been finger-combed but it still whispers the truth of last night.

Her mom’s face lights up, and she sweeps her into a hug. “There’s my girl! How was it? Did you bond with your big brother?”

My gut twists.

Wisteria glances at me over her mom’s shoulder, and I know she’s thinking exactly what I am — that we did more than bond. So much more.

Her smile is faint, almost shy. “Yeah,” she says quietly. “We bonded.”

Her mom doesn’t notice the shift in the air, but I do. Standing there, watching them, I feel the wrongness settle over me like a shadow. Around our parents, what happened last night feels like a one-night fever that can never survive the light of day.

I mumble something about needing to get ready and retreat to the bathroom. Under the hot spray of the shower, I brace my hands against the wall, letting the water pound over my back. Last night had felt inevitable, like something we’d both been building toward for months. But now, with them just down the hall, reality is a cold slap — we can’t have this. Not here. Not with them.

When I’m dressed, I leave without going back to her room.

In the car, I type a text with a heaviness in my chest.

I’m sorry for last night. I shouldn’t have done that. I was out of line.

Her reply comes quickly.

Don’t be sorry. I’m glad you showed me my body is capable of pleasure.

I exhale, tension loosening just a little — until her next message:

It did get awkward with them around this morning.

Yeah, I send back. We should stay away for a while. Cool off. Our attraction’s too intense to handle right now.

A pause. Then:

Does that mean you won’t be at family dinners?

I’ll avoid them for now. Give you some space.

The typing bubble flickers… and then disappears.

No reply.

I tell myself it’s agreement. She knows it’s better if we avoid each other, too. With last night fresh on our minds, we won’t be able to act like step-siblings.

We have to keep up the act for our parents. I swallow, clenching my fist around the steering wheel, hating the fact that the one woman I want is the one woman I can’t have.


FOUR


Wisteria

The next day, I’m in the kitchen, my phone propped against a jar of flour while I set up the shot. The familiar red light blinks as I press record, slipping into the cheerful, soft-spoken tone my followers expect.

I’m halfway through demonstrating how to make cinnamon rolls from scratch when I shift my weight and feel it — the deep, lingering soreness between my thighs.

Heat floods my face, even though no one’s here to see it. My body remembers him. The way Ronan’s hands gripped my hips, the way his voice sank into my skin when he told me I was perfect. I stir the dough, but in my head I’m leaning into him again, his warmth at my back, his palms sliding over my stomach, making me feel like the most feminine, desired woman alive.

We agreed to stay apart to avoid heartbreak. I know that. But the truth is, I loved the way he held me, like I was precious. Needed.

The doorbell jolts me from the memory.

I wipe my hands on my apron and head to the door. A deliveryman stands there with a large bouquet of red roses and a glossy box of chocolates. My name is written neatly on the card attached.

Inside, I find a folded note in Ronan’s strong handwriting: My apology.

There’s more — a small bag with a cooling gel, and a packet of morning-after pills. Another note tucked in: In case you need them.

I blush so hard I have to set everything down. The fact that he thought about my soreness… about my comfort… about the consequences — it’s so Ronan. Thoughtful. Protective. Mature.

He’s not an immature boy who expects the woman to carry the burden of sex and plan for the consequences herself. Ronan knows mom would ask questions if I ever went out to get morning after pills since I tend to stay at home all the time. So he did it for me. He saved me an embarrassing trip to the pharmacist. He is always so considerate of my emotions, my comfort, not just his own. He’s not selfish and self-absorbed. He cares.

But my fingers hover over the pills. I don’t want to take them. The idea of erasing the piece of him that might be inside me feels wrong. Even if this… whatever we are… is impossible, I can’t bring myself to do it.

I place them back in the bag, untouched.

The scent of roses fills the kitchen, making my chest ache. My ex never gave me a single flower. Never brought me anything without expecting something in return. And here’s Ronan — sending roses, chocolates, and care in the smallest, most personal details.

He’s stable. Mature. Experienced. Confident. The kind of man any wife would be proud to have.

And he’s the one man I can’t have.

I unwrap a chocolate and bite into it, but it tastes bittersweet, my heart tightening as I swallow. The empty ache inside me has nothing to do with hunger.

As I chew, my mind drifts back to countless family dinners. Ronan always insisted on helping me carry the heavy serving dishes, brushing off my protests with a smirk. You shouldn’t lift things that could hurt those pretty wrists, Sugar. His hand would graze mine when he passed the platter, warm and steady, and my pulse would always jump.

Another memory slides in — sharper, older. The week after I graduated high school, I told my parents I wanted to be an influencer full-time. My mom’s mouth tightened, my stepdad’s frown deepened. “It’s not a real career, Wisteria,” they’d said. “You need a real job.”

I’d gone to my room in tears.

Later that night, there was a knock at my door. Ronan stepped in, leaning on the frame like he had all the time in the world. I’d told him everything, and instead of judging me, he’d pulled out his phone and ordered me the best camera, a set of ring lights, and editing software.

“Girls with dreams are the best kind,” he’d said, handing me the receipt with a wink. “Now go make yours happen.”

He’s the reason I’ve been able to do what I love. The reason I built my following. The reason I believe in myself at all.

Even last night, when everything between us shifted, he’d been thinking of me. Of my confidence. Of proving I’m not broken.

I stare at the roses again, swallowing the lump in my throat. Ronan Silver is rare. I’ll never find another man like him. And knowing that makes the empty feeling inside me spread wider.

Because the one man I love is the one man I can’t have.
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Two weeks later…

I stand in front of the mirror, tugging at the hem of my favorite cream knit top. It used to fit perfectly, hugging me in all the right places without feeling tight. Now the neckline gapes, my breasts straining against the fabric.

I frown, adjusting it again, but no matter what I do, the material pulls taut over my chest. My nipples feel hypersensitive, the faintest brush of the fabric making me wince.

I peel the top off with a sigh of relief, reaching for a looser one, but even that feels… different.

They’ve been sore for days, heavier somehow, and I keep telling myself it’s just hormones — even though it’s too early for my period.

I lean on the counter, palms pressed flat, staring at my reflection. My cheeks look flushed, my lips fuller. I don’t know if it’s real or if I’m imagining it because I can’t stop thinking about him.

Ronan.

We haven’t spoken since the morning after.

I texted him a simple thank you for the roses and chocolates, but he didn’t reply. He hasn’t called, hasn’t checked in. I know he said we should stay away, cool off, but the space has only made my feelings worse.

I miss him. I miss his steady presence, his dry humor, the way he makes everything feel less heavy. I miss his hands on me — not just the heat of them, but the way they made me feel wanted in a way I’ve never felt before.

Every day without him, the ache in my chest grows sharper. I try to tell myself it’s for the best, that maybe it’s unrequited, that maybe that night meant more to me than to him. But when I remember the look in his eyes as he moved inside me, it’s hard to believe it was only lust.

I pull my looser top over my head and smooth the fabric down, but the soreness lingers — in my body and in my heart.

I want him here.

Even if it’s impossible.


FIVE


Ronan

Four weeks later…

Four weeks.

I thought staying away would make it easier. That the silence would cool the heat between us.

Instead, it’s made it worse.

It’s Friday night, and I’m alone in my apartment. The skyline glitters outside my floor-to-ceiling windows, but it feels cold, sterile — all glass and steel with no life inside. The only sound is the faint clink of the wine bottle as I pour myself another glass.

I sink into the couch, loosening my tie. My phone is facedown on the table, but I can feel it pulling at me.

I tell myself not to look. Not to check.

I look anyway.

Her TikTok pops up almost instantly, like the algorithm knows exactly how to torture me. It’s one of her “tradwife” videos, the kind she’s famous for.

She’s in a soft cream dress that clings to her curves, a frilly apron tied around her waist. She’s standing in her kitchen — their kitchen — stirring something on the stove. The lighting is warm, golden, making her skin glow.

The caption reads: There’s nothing better than taking care of the people you love.

The video cuts to her setting a beautifully plated dinner on the table, smiling softly at the camera like she’s serving it to someone who matters. Someone who gets to come home to her.

Someone who isn’t me.

I take a sip of wine, but it does nothing for the hollow feeling spreading in my chest. I watch the clip again, slower this time, catching the way her hair falls over her shoulder, the little hum she does when she stirs the pot.

God, I miss her.

Not just the way she felt under me, not just the way she came apart in my hands — though I think about that every damn night. I miss her warmth. Her laugh. The way she’d fill the space beside me without even trying.

I imagine walking into that kitchen instead of some faceless viewer, coming up behind her and wrapping my arms around her waist. Burying my face in her neck, breathing her in, feeling her lean back into me like she belongs there.

My apartment feels emptier than ever. The expensive wine tastes like nothing.

I set the glass down and rub my hand over my face, hating the gnawing ache in my gut. Staying away was supposed to protect us — protect her. But all it’s done is leave me cold and restless, longing for something I can’t have.

A knock jolts me from my thoughts.

It’s late — too late for a neighbor, too late for delivery.

I set the wineglass aside and cross the room, my chest tightening as I open the door.

She’s there.

Wisteria stands on my doorstep, looking different. Paler. More delicate somehow, like she’s been carrying a weight too heavy for her small frame. Her hair is a little mussed, her eyes wide and rimmed with pink. She’s in an oversized cardigan that swallows her, a dress underneath that doesn’t quite hide the faint swell of her breasts pressing against the fabric.

And she looks… panicked.

“Sugar…” My voice comes out softer than I expect. I step aside immediately, my hand brushing her back as I guide her in. “What’s happened? Why are you here?”

She doesn’t speak right away. She just reaches into her cardigan pocket and pulls out something small. Plastic.

I take it from her without thinking — and my breath catches.

Two pink lines.

It’s like the room tilts.

Her eyes flick up to mine, anxious. “You’re mad, aren’t you? You hate me now. I didn’t take the pills you sent with the roses. I… I couldn’t. It didn’t feel right.”

My grip tightens on the little stick. “Thank goodness,” I say, my voice rough.

Before she can react, I lift the test and press a kiss to it, then crouch slightly and kiss the flat of her belly through her dress. My lips linger there, the scent of her flooding my head, before I stand and cup her face, kissing her mouth slow and deep.

I pull her with me to the couch, sitting back and tugging her onto my lap until she’s straddling me, her skirt riding up over her thighs. “I’m so happy,” I murmur against her lips. “You don’t even know, Sugar. I’m fucking elated. You’re carrying my baby. I’ve wanted this more than I’ve ever wanted anything.”

Her hands frame my jaw, still hesitant. “You… you have?”

I nod, my thumb stroking the softness of her cheek. “Every time I watch your TikToks — and I do, all the time — I imagine you in my kitchen, cooking for me, barefoot in my house, being my pretty little housewife. I imagine coming home to you every night, seeing you pregnant with my kid.”

Her breath shakes. “My mom found out,” she says suddenly, like she has to spill it before she loses the nerve. “We fought. She wants me to get rid of it. I said no. So I ran away.”

My fingers flex on her hips, heat curling through me. “You did the right thing.”

“Can I live with you?” she asks, searching my eyes.

“You’re going to live with me,” I tell her, no hesitation. “You belong in my house now. In my life. You’ve got my baby in your belly — that means you’re mine. Always. I’ll take responsibility for you and our child.”

She swallows hard, some fear still flickering there. “But our parents…we can’t tell them. What’s going to happen now?”

I smooth my hands up her back, pulling her against me until her belly presses to my abs. “What’s going to happen is I’ll take care of everything. You don’t have to worry about a damn thing. You just focus on growing our baby.”

Her lower lip trembles, and I kiss it away, then kiss her again, slow and possessive, my hands sliding protectively over the place where our child is already beginning to grow.

Because now that she’s here, she’s not leaving.

I don’t let her go after that.

Her bag — small and hastily packed — sits by the door, but I ignore it, keeping my arm firm around her waist as I guide her down the hall. My place is quiet, shadows stretching long across the hardwood, but the thought of her here — really here — fills it with something I’ve never felt in these walls before.

Home.

She glances at the closed door to the guest room as we pass, like she’s expecting me to stop. I don’t. I push open my bedroom door instead, the space sprawling and warm from the dim lamplight.

“This is yours now,” I tell her.

Her brows lift. “Yours? Don’t you mean⁠—”

“Ours,” I correct, stepping in behind her and pressing my chest to her back. “I’m not putting you down the hall like some guest. I’ll be fucking your pretty pregnant body every night and feeling my baby grow inside you every morning.”

Her breath catches, and I can feel the tension in her spine — not from fear, but from that same charged awareness that’s been between us since the night on her couch.

I take her cardigan off, slow, letting my hands brush her arms before it slides to the floor. My palms find her hips, steadying her. “You’re tired,” I murmur. “You’ve been through hell today. So tonight, I’m taking care of you.”

She turns in my arms, her fingers curling into my shirt. “You’ve been taking care of me since the day I met you,” she says softly.

That does something to me.

I lean in, kissing her forehead, then the tip of her nose, then her mouth, slow and deliberate. She melts into me, her body molding perfectly to mine. I steer her toward the bed, sitting down and pulling her into my lap again, the same way I had on the couch earlier — except now there’s no urgency, just this deep, anchored need to keep her as close as possible.

My hands settle over her belly. “This is everything I’ve ever wanted,” I say quietly.

Her lashes flutter. “I thought… you’d be scared. Or angry.”

I shake my head. “Never. You’re giving me the one thing I’ve wanted but never thought I’d have. And I’m going to make sure you get to live the spoiled housewife life of your dreams as you raise our kids.”

I kiss her again, deeper this time, my fingers flexing on her waist. She sighs into my mouth, her hands sliding up to cup my face. I can feel the exhaustion in her, but also the way she relaxes in my hold, like some part of her finally believes she’s safe.

When I pull back, I brush her hair from her face and stand, lifting her easily in my arms.

“I want you inside me,” her voice trembles. “I know I’m pregnant already but…” Tears glisten in her eyes. “Please.”

Her plea breaks something inside me. She’s so innocent, delicate, and needy right now. Every masculine instinct inside me wants to soothe her insecurities, give her the love, adoration, and attention she needs to feel safe and desired again.

I love how soft and clingy she is right now, curled up against me, watching me like I could break her into pieces. My cock loves the power and control I have over her, too.

As my eyes rake over the noticeable swell of her breasts and the slight bulge in her belly, my balls tighten with primal ache. Electricity crackles through my system, hardening my cock. Pregnancy has made her even more beautiful. I want…no, I need to see her body when it’s swollen with my child.

“I bred you, Sugar. You think I won’t want you now that you’re full of my child?” She blinks up at me, biting her lip, unsure of how to answer.

I hiss. God, that bastard ex of hers totally destroyed her confidence. She doesn’t even think she’s worthy of sex.

“Don’t ever be ashamed for wanting sex just because you’re pregnant.” I unbutton her cardigan and throw it on the floor. My fingers move to unzip her dress. I slowly drag it over her shoulders, kissing the exposed skin, sucking on it because I plan to leave hickeys on her. She’s mine. I want her body to carry marks from me. I want to come back home to see Wisteria’s neck dotted with love bites and know that she’s mine in every way.

I slide the dress down her body, revealing every inch of her as if it were a precious ground. Her breasts are fuller, the areolae wider and darker, her nipples hard and pointing at me, begging to be touched. I can see the veins underneath her skin, a testament to the changes her body is going through. She's more beautiful than ever, her body preparing to nurture our child.

Wisteria tries to cover herself, a tear slipping down her cheek. "They're too big," she whispers, her voice laced with insecurity.

I grab her wrists, gently pulling her hands away. "Never hide from me, Sugar," I say, my voice firm. "You're perfect. You understand? These tits are perfect." I cup them, feeling their weight, their softness. Her skin is so sensitive that she gasps at the contact. "They're going to feed our baby, and they're going to be my playground. Look at how responsive they are." I brush my thumbs over her nipples, and she moans, her back arching slightly.

I lean down, taking one nipple into my mouth. I suck gently, feeling it harden even more against my tongue. She cries out, her hands finding my hair, gripping it tightly. I move to the other nipple, giving it the same attention. Her breath hitches, and I can feel her heart racing under my touch.

"Ronan," she moans, her voice filled with need.

I look up at her, my mouth still on her breast. "What do you need, Sugar? Tell me."

She swallows, her cheeks flushed. "I need your cock to make me feel desired, even when I’m like this."

I stand up, towering over her. I undo my belt, the sound of the leather against my pants echoing in the room. Her eyes widen, her pupils dilating as she watches me undress. I push my pants and boxers down, my cock springing free, hard and ready for her.

I take her hand and guide it to my cock. She wraps her fingers around it, her grip tight. I groan, the sensation sending waves of pleasure through me. "This is what you do to me, Sugar. Only you. Your body, your scent, your voice. Everything about you drives me crazy."

I step closer, backing her up until her knees hit the bed. She sits down, her legs spreading slightly. I can see her pussy, already wet and ready for me. I kneel in front of her, my hands sliding up her thighs.

"Your body is a temple," I say, my voice low and reverent. "And I'm going to worship every inch of it."

I dive in, my tongue finding her clit. She gasps, her hands gripping the sheets. I lick her slowly, savoring her taste. Her hips move in sync with my tongue, her body seeking more pleasure. I slide two fingers inside her, feeling her tightness, her warmth. She clenches around me, her body already close to the edge.

"You taste so good," I murmur against her pussy. "So sweet and ripe."

She whimpers, her hips bucking against my mouth. I speed up, my fingers thrusting in and out of her, my tongue circling her clit. Her breath hitches, her body tenses, and she comes undone, her orgasm crashing through her. I lap up her juices, loving the taste of her pleasure.

Before she can come down from her high, I stand up, positioning my cock at her entrance. I rub the head against her wetness, coating myself in her arousal. She looks up at me, her eyes glazed over with lust.

"I'm going to fuck you now, Sugar," I say, my voice rough with desire. "I'm going to show you how much I love your pregnant body. How much I love knowing that you're carrying my child."

I push into her, slowly at first, letting her adjust to my size. She's so tight, her walls clenching around me. I groan, the sensation overwhelming. I pull out slightly, then thrust back in, a little harder this time. She moans, her body responding to mine.

"Your pussy is so tight," I say through gritted teeth. "It's like a fucking vice around my cock. Your cunt loves milking me."

Her pussy clenches at my words, and I almost lose control. I grip her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh. I start to move faster, my thrusts becoming more intense. Her tits bounce with each movement, and I can't take my eyes off them.

"Look at your body, Sugar," I say, my voice filled with awe. "Look at how it responds to me. Your tits are bouncing, your belly is starting to show. You're a fucking pregnant goddess."

She moans, her head falling back. I lean down, capturing her nipple in my mouth again. I suck hard, feeling her pussy clench around me. I'm so close to the edge, but I need her to come again. I need to feel her falling apart around me.

I reach down, my thumb finding her clit. I rub it in circles, applying pressure. Her moans become louder, her body tensing. I can feel her getting closer, her pussy clenching tighter around me.

"Come for me, Sugar," I say, my voice commanding. "Let me feel your pleasure. Let me hear how good it feels to grow my baby inside your body."

She cries out, her body convulsing as her orgasm rips through her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock, squeezing it tightly. I thrust into her one last time, my own orgasm exploding out of me. I groan, my cock pulsing as I fill her with my cum.

We stay like that for a moment, our bodies connected, our breaths mingling. I pull out of her, my cock still semi-hard. I watch as my cum leaks out of her, a primal satisfaction filling me. I want to keep her full of my seed, always. She looks fucking sexy with cum dripping down those luscious, thick thighs.

She’s marked. Bred. Pregnant. She’s every taboo fantasy come to life.

And despite our forbidden relationship, the baby growing inside her means that we’re family now. In a real sense.

I crawl onto the bed, pulling her into my arms. She snuggles against me, her body fitting perfectly against mine. I stroke her hair, my other hand resting on her belly.

"In a few months, your belly is going to be round and full," I murmur. "I can't wait to see it. I can't wait to watch your pregnant stomach bounce as I fuck you."

She blushes, a small smile playing on her lips. "You're so dirty," she says, her voice filled with affection. “But I like it. Nobody ever talks to me like this. Like they really want me.”

I chuckle, pressing a kiss to her forehead. "I crave you so bad, my cock can barely handle being around you."

Wisteria’s hand presses into my semi-hard cock, a clear proof of my lingering arousal. The touch sends a brush of electric pleasure through my skin. She’s being naughty, stroking my cock like she wants another round, like she wants to be fucked by me again. Her softness gets my cock going so easily, and my erection blooms, pressing against her belly, poking her womb where our child is developing.

I want her so bad. I want to turn her pussy inside out, to keep her screaming my name all night. If we start now, I won’t be able to stop. I’ll fuck her again and again, until morning.

Her body is still sensitive. This pregnancy thing is new to her. I should let her rest.

“Bedtime, Sugar.” She makes a small sound of protest when I peel her hands away from me, but I shush her, pulling the covers over her and slipping in beside her. I don’t make a move to take her again tonight — though the temptation is there — because this is about more than that.

I wrap myself around her, my palm resting over her stomach, thumb brushing the soft curve as I imagine it growing beneath my hand.

My stepsister is pregnant with my baby. That’s such a taboo thing to want, but it fills a void inside me. At least now, I don’t have to lie about my feelings anymore. I can admit that I want her. I can marry her and start the family I’ve always dreamed of.

She’d be the perfect wife and the perfect mom, filling our home with love and domestic nurturing.

I must be the luckiest man alive because I get to have her all to myself, no matter how wrong it may be.

Now all I need is to put my ring on her finger. Then, we’ll tell our parents. I hate the idea of them influencing her to breaking us apart. I’m not letting Wisteria go now that I’ve claimed her womb.

She and the baby in her belly belong to me forever.


SIX


Wisteria

The smell of fresh coffee and sizzling butter fills the kitchen, sunlight spilling in through the wide windows and warming the hardwood under my bare feet. I hum as I work, flipping pancakes one by one, setting bacon to crisp in the skillet beside me.

It’s my first morning in Ronan’s house, and everything feels… right. Even my usual morning sickness hasn’t showed up yet.

We’d made love last night — slow, deep, with the kind of lingering touches that kept me flushed and smiling even as I drifted to sleep. I woke still wrapped in his warmth, his scent clinging to my skin.

And now here I am, barefoot in his kitchen, wearing one of his shirts over my panties, humming like I’ve done this every day of my life.

It feels like a dream. I’ve made videos about this life so many times, imagining that I was really married, that I had a home and a man to take care of. Now I do. I rub my belly, smiling. And a baby, too.

Ronan’s apartment is luxurious and spacious. He’s such a good provider, letting me live this amazing lifestyle while I nurture our family and take care of him.

The floor creaks behind me, and before I can turn, his arms slide around my waist. He fits himself to me from behind, his palms warm and firm over my belly.

“God, Sugar,” he murmurs against my neck. “You don’t know how long I’ve dreamed of this.”

I smile, tilting my head to give him more room to kiss my skin. “Of breakfast?”

He chuckles, low and rough. “Of you. Here. In my house. Cooking for me like this, with my baby in your belly.” His hands splay wider, pressing against me. “Every time I watched your TikToks, I imagined walking in and seeing exactly this. You humming, smiling, mine.”

My chest goes warm at the confession. “You watched my videos?”

“Every damn one,” he says, his lips brushing my ear. “And I always imagined pulling you into me like this, feeling you grow rounder every month.”

His words sink deep, making my knees feel unsteady. I set the spatula down before I drop it.

“Ronan…” I whisper.

His hands drift upward, cupping my breasts through his shirt — his shirt that I’m wearing. His thumbs rub over my nipples, and I gasp at the sudden rush of sensitivity.

And then it happens.

A damp heat blooms against the fabric. I freeze, pulling away just enough to glance down. Two faint, wet circles are spreading across the shirt. My tits have been feeling engorged and sore since yesterday but I thought it was because of pregnancy hormones. Now I see why.

The wet spots on my chest are growing, sticking to the hard bumps of my swollen nipples. I’m dripping breastmilk. I’m lactating like a cow, even though my baby is still inside my womb.

“Oh my God,” I breathe, my hands flying to cover myself. “I—I’m leaking. Ronan, I⁠—”

He catches my wrists gently, lowering them. His eyes are dark, but there’s no disgust there. Just fascination. “It’s natural,” he says softly. “Your body’s changing. This is part of being bred. Your tits are making sweet milk for our baby.”

My cheeks burn, but the knot in my chest eases a little at the way he says it. “The milk isn’t supposed to come until after the baby comes,” I mumble. “I don’t even own a breast pump.”

“You won’t need one.” Ronan’s gaze is smoldering as he undoes the buttons of my shirt. “I’m here for that. God, I’ve fantasized about sucking on your massive mommy tits and feeling your milk slide down my throat. I want to taste you when your body is full of my child. I’m going to drain your milk every time you’re engorged. Your tits belong to me, and so does the milk inside them. You get that, Sugar? Any time you’re feeling full, all you have to do is ask me to suckle on your pretty titties. No breast pumps allowed.”

His words, dominant with an undercurrent of possessive reverence, make my pussy clench.

He brushes a thumb over the damp spot with a frown. Then he tears my shirt apart roughly. The remaining buttons scatter on the ground. Cool air whispers over my exposed chest. My areolae are dark and my tits engorged. My distended nipples ooze white milk. It trickles down the fat globes of my breasts, sliding over my stomach.

The sight is incredibly erotic. I feel proud of myself for making so much milk, for being fertile and motherly.

Ronan licks his lips, like I’m the most delicious feast in the world. He’s going to devour me. I’m certain of it. He pushes my tits together with his hands, making me cry out as my sore tits respond to his assault, leaking more milk.

“We’ll get you checked out by a doctor, make sure everything’s okay,” he says.

I nod, swallowing hard. “Okay.”

His hands slide back down to my hips, his body pressing against mine again. “But right now… all I can think about is how beautiful you look like this.”

“Ronan—” My protest melts into a gasp as he turns me gently and lifts me onto the kitchen counter, the cool stone under my thighs.

He steps between my legs. His mouth captures mine in a deep, hungry kiss that tastes like possession, like promises.

His mouth moves from mine, trailing hot, wet kisses down my neck, my collarbone, until he reaches the swell of my breasts. I arch my back, offering myself to him, a shiver of anticipation running through me. He groans, his eyes locked onto my leaking nipples, and then his mouth is on me.

The sensation is overwhelming. His lips seal around one engorged nipple, sucking softly at first, then harder, drawing out my milk. I gasp, my hands flying to his hair, gripping tightly as a jolt of pleasure shoots through me. He suckles rhythmically, his cheeks hollowing, and I can feel the tug deep in my core, my pussy clenching with each pull.

"Ronan..." I moan, my head falling back against the cabinet. He hums in response, the vibration sending another wave of pleasure through me. I can feel the milk flowing, the pressure easing, and it's the most incredible sensation. My body is doing what it's made to do, and he's here, drinking from me, taking everything I have to give.

He switches to the other breast, his mouth hungry and demanding. I cry out, my hips jerking as he bites gently on my nipple before soothing it with his tongue. He's consuming me, devouring me, and I love it. I feel like a goddess, powerful and feminine, providing sustenance for my man.

"Our breakfast..." I manage to gasp out, even as my body screams for more.

He reaches over, turning off the stove without ever taking his mouth off my breast. "You're my breakfast today, Sugar," he murmurs, his voice muffled against my flesh. "Your sweet milk is all I need."

His hand slides between my legs, his fingers finding my clit with unerring accuracy. He rubs slow circles, matching the rhythm of his suckling, and my body jerks in response. I spread my legs wider, opening myself up to him completely.

"That's it, Sugar," he says, his voice rough with desire. "You're my fertile little hucow, aren't you? Look at you, dripping for me, feeding me. You're perfect."

Milk leaks down my body, pooling in my belly button, dripping onto my thighs. He laps it up, his tongue hot and wet, sending shivers of pleasure coursing through me. I can feel his cock, hard and insistent, pressing against my entrance. I buck my hips, eager to feel him inside me.

He thrusts into me, filling me completely. I cry out, my body clenching around him, my breasts bouncing with each powerful movement. He groans, his mouth finding my nipple again, sucking hard as he pumps into me. The dual stimulation is intense, my body on fire with need.

"Ronan, please..." I beg, my voice barely recognizable. I'm so close, my body tensed like a bowstring.

He bites down on my nipple, and I explode, my orgasm ripping through me like a wildfire. My pussy convulses around his cock, my breasts throb with each pulse of pleasure, and milk sprays from my nipples, coating his face, dripping down his chin.

He groans, thrusting into me one last time before finding his own release. I feel him come, his hot seed filling me, mixing with the milk that's still leaking from my breasts. He collapses against me, his body shuddering with the force of his orgasm.

We stay like that for a moment, our breaths mingling, our bodies slick with milk and sweat and love. He pulls back, looking at me with such tenderness, such adoration, that it takes my breath away.

"You're incredible, Wisteria," he says, his voice filled with awe. "Watching you come undone like that, feeling your breastmilk filling my mouth... it's more than I ever imagined."

He kisses me softly, and I can taste the faint sweetness of my milk on his lips. It's dirty and filthy and perfect, and I know in this moment that I'm exactly where I'm meant to be. In his arms, in his house, carrying his child. I am his, completely and utterly, and I wouldn't have it any other way.

But Ronan has no intention of stopping. He licks the trails of milk all over my stomach, kissing my belly button. “I can’t stop drinking from you. The feeling of intimacy when you nourished me with your tits was incredible. It was on a different level. You felt it, too, didn’t you, Sugar?”

I nod. “I want to feed you, Ronan. I want to nourish you with my milk. My pussy loved the electric pleasure that shot through me every time your tongue touched my sensitive nipples”

His cock is still hard. I feel it poking at my entrance again. He slides it in, aided by the sticky cum spilling out of my hole.

His hand curves over my belly as he thrusts into me again, slow at first, then harder, each movement deliberate. “Mine,” he growls against my lips. “You, this belly, all of it. Mine.”

And I believe him.
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Two weeks later…

The restaurant is the kind of place I’ve only ever seen on TV — crystal chandeliers dripping light over white linen tables, the quiet hum of polite conversation mixing with the low strains of a piano in the corner. Every place setting gleams. Every movement here feels deliberate, refined.

And then there’s Ronan.

He’s in a charcoal suit that fits his broad shoulders perfectly, a black silk tie drawing attention to the sharp lines of his jaw. He looks like he belongs here. Like he owns the place. And maybe, for all I know, he does.

I’m in a soft rose-colored dress he picked out, the fabric brushing over my skin with each subtle movement. My new nursing bra keeps my breasts supported, but every shift still sends a faint ache through them — a reminder of the fullness that’s become part of my daily life. The doctor said it was nothing to worry about, that my body was just ahead of schedule, ready to nurture. She told me I could express milk or use a pump to relieve the pressure. But sitting here, with Ronan’s gaze lingering on me, I don’t mind the ache.

“You look beautiful tonight, Sugar,” he says, reaching across the table to take my hand.

I blush, letting him cradle my fingers. “You’ve been spoiling me lately. The roses, the chocolates, the doctor’s visits… now this. I’ve never been romanced like this before.”

“You’re carrying my child. You deserve to feel treasured.” His eyes drop briefly to my belly, and the heat in them makes my pulse skip. “You’re healthy, fertile, perfect.”

I laugh softly. “You make it sound like I’m some prize mare.”

“You are a prize,” he counters smoothly. “And I’m damn lucky I got to put my baby in you before anyone else could.”

I squeeze his hand. “I’m glad it was you, Ronan. You’re responsible, mature…you’re perfect husband material. You take care of me in ways I didn’t think anyone would.”

He lifts my hand to his lips, kissing the back of it slowly. “And I’ll keep taking care of you. Forever.”

There’s something in his voice that makes my chest tighten. “Forever?” I echo.

“I want us married before we tell your parents,” he says, eyes locked on mine. “Your mom will try to talk you out of this, but if you’re already my wife, she can’t do anything about it. I’ll give you the lavish wedding you deserve later, but for now… we’ll do a courthouse. Speed is more important than ceremony.”

I shake my head, smiling. “I don’t need a big wedding, Ronan. I just want to be your wife. Besides, all that stress of organizing a wedding can’t be good for the baby.” I pay my stomach gently, grinning as I feel the faint flutter of life inside me.

Ronan’s grip on my hand tightens. “Sweet, selfless woman,” he murmurs, kissing my knuckles again. “You’re always thinking of me and the baby before yourself. That’s the kind of wife I’ve always wished for. Thank you for making my dreams come true, baby.”

It’s such a tender, perfect moment that I almost forget where we are — until a voice I haven’t heard in weeks cuts through the air.

“Wisteria?”

I look up, and my stomach twists. My ex stands there, looking smug… until his gaze slides to Ronan. He’s with a woman at least fifteen years older, draped in diamonds, her manicured hand on his arm.

“Is this your new boyfriend?” he asks, like he’s catching me out.

I smile sweetly. “No. This is my fiancé. We’re getting married soon.”

His face goes slack.

“And,” I add, leaning back so my hand rests on my belly, “I’m pregnant.”

The blood drains from his face, and for a delicious moment, I let him wonder if I was already carrying another man’s child when he was cheating on me.

Ronan rises smoothly, stepping around the table. He wraps an arm around my waist and presses a possessive kiss to my belly right in front of my ex. “I’m glad she broke up with a loser like you,” he says coolly. “I’ll give her everything she deserves.”

My ex stammers something about how young I am, how fast this is. Ronan just stares him down, every inch the richer, older alpha. “That’s the difference between us,” he says evenly. “I’m a man. You’re still a boy playing at being one.”

The older woman tugs on my ex’s arm, clearly eager to leave, and they do.

When they’re gone, I cling to Ronan’s arm, grinning. “That felt so good. The look on his face…”

Ronan’s eyes soften. “He’ll always wonder. But it doesn’t matter. He was an egotistical boy who didn’t know the value of a woman like you. And now you’ll never have to think about him again.”

I press closer to him, my heart full. “I won’t. Not when I have you.”


SEVEN


Ronan

Three weeks later…

Three weeks after that night at the restaurant, I’m standing in front of a courthouse judge with Wisteria’s hand in mine.

No string quartet. No aisle. No crowd of family and friends. Just her, me, and two of my most trusted colleagues standing in as witnesses.

And it’s perfect.

She’s wearing a soft white dress that flows over her curves, a ribbon tied loosely under her breasts. Her hair falls over her shoulders in gentle waves, her cheeks flushed with that particular glow I’ve noticed ever since she’s been carrying my child.

I slip the simple gold band onto her finger, holding her gaze. “With this ring, Mrs. Silver,” I murmur, letting the words sink in, “you’re mine forever.”

Her lips part, eyes shining as she repeats my name like it’s a vow in itself. “Mrs. Silver,” she whispers, slipping my ring onto my finger.

It’s not the elaborate ceremony I promised her — that will come later — but when the judge pronounces us husband and wife, I feel something deep inside me lock into place.

She’s mine now in every way that matters.

When we step out into the crisp afternoon air, I keep her hand in mine, unwilling to let go. “In a few weeks, we’re going on a honeymoon,” I tell her.

Her brows lift in surprise. “Where?”

I smirk. “Secret.”

She tilts her head, mock pouting. “You know I hate secrets.”

“You’ll like this one,” I promise, pressing a kiss to her temple. “I want to give you the best. Somewhere beautiful. Somewhere you can relax while our baby grows.”

Her smile softens, and she leans into my side as we walk to the car.

In the back of my mind, though, the other part of my plan is already set. “I don’t want to tell our parents yet,” I say quietly. “Not until you’re at least six months along. I want to make sure the baby’s safe before we deal with their shock — and their words. I don’t want anything affecting you or the baby.”

She looks up at me, trusting. “You know best. And I’m your wife now. I’ll follow your lead. I trust you, Husband. And I’ll always let you decide what’s best for our family.”

I squeeze her hand, pulling her closer as we walk. “Good girl.”

Because she’s Mrs. Silver now, and that means she’s under my protection for life.
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It’s late, the house quiet except for the faint hum of my laptop. I’m in my study, finishing a few urgent emails. Numbers, projections, contracts — all the things that keep the machine running so I can provide for her and our baby.

The soft click of the door opening pulls me from the screen.

And there she is.

Wisteria stands in the doorway in a pale champagne satin gown, the kind with thin straps that barely skim her shoulders. The lace trim cups her breasts, but there’s no hiding how full they are now — swollen, heavy, the fabric straining just enough to make my mouth go dry. Her belly curves gently beneath the cling of the satin, a reminder of what we created together.

I can’t stop staring.

She walks toward me slowly, the soft slide of satin whispering over her thighs, her hair spilling loose down her back. She settles herself on my lap without a word, her arms around my neck.

I stroke her belly, then her thighs, letting my hands roam while I kiss the smooth skin of her arm.

“You always look so beautiful,” I murmur.

She smiles faintly. “I love watching you work. You look… strong. Like a real provider. Like you’re working hard for me and our baby.”

Something tightens in my chest at that. I bury my face between her breasts, breathing her in — and she winces.

I immediately look up. “What’s wrong?”

She shakes her head quickly. “It’s nothing. Just… they’ve been aching all day.”

My brow furrows. “Why didn’t you tell me before?”

Her eyes drop, almost shy. “You were busy. I didn’t want to be a nuisance.”

A low growl rumbles in my throat. I snap the laptop shut, not even bothering to save the draft. I scoop her into my arms, standing. “Nothing,” I say firmly, “is more important than you. If you need me, you tell me. I love taking care of you.”

She blinks up at me. “What about your emails?”

I head for our bedroom. “They’ll wait. First, I’m taking care of your aching body.”

Her fingers curl into my shirt as I carry her down the hall. I set her gently on the bed, the satin pooling around her like liquid light, and step back just enough to take in the sight of her — my wife, my future, the mother of my child — laid out in our bed, waiting for me.

I step closer, bracing my hands on the mattress and caging her in. “Lie back for me, Sugar.”

She eases onto the pillows, the thin straps of her gown sliding off her shoulders with the movement. The lace clings to her breasts, the satin stretched over the heavy, aching curves.

I kneel beside her, my palm covering the gentle swell of her belly, stroking her there first — reminding her of what we’ve made, of how proud I am that she’s carrying my child.

Then I let my hand slide up, cupping her breast carefully. She sucks in a breath, her lips parting as I knead softly. “Still sore?”

“A little,” she admits, her voice barely above a whisper.

I lower my mouth to her skin, pressing a kiss just above the lace. “You don’t keep things like that from me. Ever. Your comfort comes before everything else. You’re my wife, my pregnant wife, and I’ll take care of every part of you.”

Her breath hitches as I tug the satin and lace down, freeing her breast completely. It’s even fuller than I imagined, the nipple darkened, a faint sheen already beading there. My chest tightens — not just with lust, but with something deeper.

I take her gently in my mouth, suckling slow and careful, my tongue circling to ease the ache. She gasps, one hand flying to my hair.

“Ronan…”

“Shh,” I murmur against her, sucking again, drawing out a small, warm trickle that coats my tongue. “Let me help you.”

Her head falls back, eyes fluttering shut. I lick the cream off her tit, teasing her hard nipple with the tip of my tongue. Her breathing goes soft and deep. Every sound she makes goes straight to my cock, but I keep my focus on her relief.

I take her other breast in my hand, squeezing gently, feeling the fullness, the weight. She whimpers as I massage her, my fingers digging into her soft flesh. I lean down, capturing her other nipple in my mouth, sucking hard. She cries out, her back arching, her hand gripping my hair tightly.

I suck rhythmically, my cheeks hollowing out, my tongue swirling around her hard nipple. I can taste the sweetness of her milk, the warmth of it filling my mouth. I swallow greedily, feeling a primal satisfaction as I drink from her.

I pull back, looking down at her breasts. They're glistening with a mix of my saliva and her milk, her nipples red and swollen from my mouth. I squeeze her tits, making them spray milk in thin streams. She gasps, her eyes widening at the sight.

"Look at you," I growl, my voice rough with desire. "Such a good milk fountain, bursting with cream to feed me. You're incredible, Sugar."

She blushes, her cheeks turning a soft shade of pink. "I want to keep feeding you even after our child is born," she says softly. "Sharing this with you... it makes our bond deeper."

I groan, my cock throbbing at her words. "I want that too, Sugar. I want to milk your pretty tits for the rest of my life. The thought of burying my face in your chest and suckling your milk is all that keeps me alive during the work day. As long as I know I have you to come back home to, I can face anything."

I stand up, undressing quickly, my cock springing free, hard and ready. I kneel over her, straddling her chest, my cock resting between her breasts. I push them together, encasing my cock in her soft, warm flesh.

"Bathe my cock in your thick breastmilk," I command, my voice rough.

She looks up at me, her eyes wide with desire and submission. She takes her breasts in her hands, pushing them together, her nipples pointing towards my cock. She sprays her milk, coating my cock in her warm, thick cream.

I groan, the sight of my cock bathed in her milk sending waves of pleasure through me. I start to thrust, sliding my cock between her breasts, feeling her milk squirt out with each movement.

"You're amazing," I pant, my breath coming in ragged gasps. "Your body is miraculous. Look at you, leaking like a cow just because you're elated to have a baby in your belly."

I pull back, my cock glistening with her milk. I move down her body, positioning myself between her legs. I take my cock in my hand, rubbing the head against her pussy lips, teasing her slit. I smear her milk all over her folds, coating her in her own cream.

She moans, her hips bucking, trying to pull me in. But I resist, teasing her, rubbing my cock against her clit, making her whimper and beg.

"Look at the mess you've made, Sugar," I say, my voice dominant. "Our sheets are soaked with your milk. You're leaking everywhere, making our bed filthy."

She blushes, her eyes downcast. "I'm sorry," she whispers.

I lean down, kissing her softly. "Don't be. I love it. I love the sight of you drenched on your own breastmilk, spread on our sheets like a pregnant wet dream. I love the taste of your milk. I love everything about you."

I take her breast in my mouth again, sucking hard, draining her. She cries out, her body convulsing as I stimulate her clit with my cock, dragging it over her pussy folds, coating it in her juices and her milk.

I switch to her other breast, giving it the same treatment, sucking and draining it until she's writhing beneath me, her body shaking with pleasure. I empty her tits, relieving all the pain she has held onto for so long, making sure my wife is satisfied.

When I finally lift my head, her cheeks are flushed, her lips parted in that dazed, dreamy way that makes me want to take her all over again.

“How do you feel now?” I ask, brushing my thumb over her damp nipple.

“Better,” she whispers, her eyes locking on mine. “Loved.”

“Good,” I say, climbing over her and kissing her slow, deep, my hand sliding back to her belly. “Because you are. Every inch of you. And I’ll keep proving it every day, for the rest of our lives.”

Her legs part under me instinctively, and I settle between them, the need to claim her — again — pushing through any restraint I thought I had.

Tonight, she’s not just my wife in name. Tonight, I remind her she belongs to me in every way.

Her legs open for me without hesitation, the satin pooling around her hips. I slide my hands beneath her thighs, pulling her closer to the edge of the bed until I can feel the heat radiating from between her legs.

She’s soft and pliant, her chest rising and falling in quick breaths, the tops of her breasts still glistening from where I eased her ache.

I lean down, kissing her belly. “Our wedding night,” I murmur against her skin. “Our first night as husband and wife… and you already have my baby in you. You know how fucking perfect that is?”

Her fingers slide into my hair, and I feel the tremor in her touch. “Yes,” she breathes.

My palm smooths over her stomach, then lower, over the soft mound between her thighs. She’s already wet for me, her body opening the moment I touch her.

“I’m going to make love to you slow tonight,” I tell her, my voice rough. “So you remember every second of what it feels like to be mine.”

Her eyes shine in the low lamplight. “I already know.”

I smile against her mouth as I kiss her, parting her lips with my tongue, tasting her while my fingers stroke her in steady, deliberate circles. She moans softly, her hips lifting to meet my touch.

When I finally slide inside her, the world narrows to the heat and slickness wrapping around me. She’s tight, her walls gripping me like they never want to let go.

I hold still for a moment, both of us breathing hard. My hand stays on her belly, my thumb brushing over the gentle swell where our child is growing. “This is where you belong,” I whisper, rocking into her slowly. “Under me. With my seed in you. Carrying my babies.”

Her breath catches on a moan. “I love being your breeder, the woman who grows your seed inside my body.”

I thrust deeper, my pace measured but unrelenting, making sure she feels me in every part of her. My free hand cups her breast again, the fullness filling my palm perfectly. I roll her nipple between my fingers and feel her tighten around me.

“That’s it,” I murmur, leaning down to kiss her. “Take all of me, Sugar. Let me love you like this.”

Her legs wrap around my waist, pulling me deeper, her body arching up to mine. Every sound she makes goes straight to my core, fueling the possessive heat that’s been burning in me since the moment I first touched her.

“I love you,” I growl into her ear. “I love that you’re mine. I love that you chose me, that you chose to get pregnant when I gave you the choice to pick the alternative. And I’m going to spend the rest of my life giving you more.”

She comes with a soft cry, her body pulsing around me, her nails digging into my shoulders. I hold her through it, thrusting deep until I follow her over the edge, spilling into her with a groan that comes from somewhere primal.

When I’m spent, I stay inside her, my weight braced on my forearms, my forehead pressed to hers.

“Mrs. Silver,” I whisper. “You’re trapped with me forever.”

And for the first time in my life, I know I’ve got everything I’ve ever wanted right here in my arms.


EIGHT


Wisteria

Four months later…

The moment we step onto the deck, I know Ronan has outdone himself.

The beach house sits alone on a crescent of pale sand, framed by lush palms and a sweep of turquoise water so clear I can see the shells glittering beneath the surface. The air is warm and salt-sweet, the sound of waves constant but soothing. There isn’t another soul in sight.

“It’s ours,” Ronan says, coming up behind me and wrapping his arms around my middle — careful, always, with my bump. “No neighbors. No staff. Just you, me, and the ocean.”

I lean back into him, already feeling my body unwind after months of gray winter in the city. I was starting to feel under the weather, especially with Ronan gone for work most of the day. He noticed it. That’s probably why he brought me here, to this tropical paradise. My husband is such a considerate guy and love for him blooms in my chest.

I’m so lucky to live this life, to have met and married this perfect man when so many others never find their soulmate.

“Life with you already feels like a honeymoon,” I say, clinging to his arm and kissing his shoulder. “You didn’t have to do this, but it’s perfect.”

Ronan feeds on my tits every morning at breakfast and then again at night in bed while he fucks me to sleep. It has become our filthy routine. I love being his milky, pregnant wife, giving him the nourishing nectar he needs to feel better after a hard day at work, letting him spill inside my soft pussy to relieve all the stress from his job. The feeling of his cum tricking over my pussy walls, reminding me of how I got pregnant in the first place, feeds a dark, taboo craving inside me.

I love being a wife. No. I love being his wife. Every day is like a dream. Every morning, I get to cook for him. He provides me the best material things, lavishing me with expensive dates and gifts, even though I don’t need them. But he insists on romancing me, on treating me as the most special woman in his life. We have a maid, and a cook, too, who comes in when I’m too tired or sick to cook. He has been gently pressing me about hiring a nanny so I can have time off when the baby is born. But I want to spend every second with him and my newborn. I want to cherish our bond.

Ronan squeezes my huge belly. It’s showing now, at six months pregnant. Despite the back pains and discomfort, watching my swollen womb always brings me joy. I can’t wait to meet our little one, to enjoy whatever is left of my pregnancy with Ronan. Just the two of us.

I love my maternal body, the way it makes me feel like a fertile, treasured woman. I feel like I’m fulfilling my purpose, nurturing this child inside me, pleasuring my husband, and my Tiktoks have taken off even more since I announced my pregnancy. My fans love watching me be a pregnant housewife, enjoying the comforts of domesticity as I get ready to birth a child.

“Let’s swim,” he whispers in my ear. “I want to see you in a bikini. I want to see how my child has stretched your belly and made you a beautiful, swollen mama.”

When I open my luggage in the airy, sunlit bedroom, I freeze.

Inside are bikinis — tiny ones — a scattering of delicate underwear, and maybe two cover-ups. That’s it.

I turn, holding up a bikini with an incredulous look. “Ronan… where are the rest of my clothes?”

He’s leaning against the doorframe, completely unbothered. “I threw them out.”

My jaw drops. “You what?”

“I want you naked and accessible at all times.” His eyes drop to my belly, visible now even through the sundress I wore on the flight. “I want to see this bump out and proud every day. You’re six months pregnant with my child, Sugar, and I want your sexy body visible. I want to be able to know when your pretty tits are leaking.”

I shake my head, half-exasperated, half-flushed. “You’re ridiculous.”

He grins like I just gave him a compliment.

Later, we walk down to the water, the sand warm between my toes. The ocean is bathwater-warm, the gentle waves lapping at my knees as we wade in. Ronan’s hand never leaves me — supporting my back, curling around my waist, steadying me against the gentle push and pull of the tide.

“Careful,” he murmurs when I try to drift farther out. “I’m not letting you out of my arms.”

“I can swim, you know,” I say, splashing him lightly.

He just smirks, pulling me closer so my bump presses to his stomach. “You’re heavily pregnant, and you’re mine. That means I carry you, guide you, keep you safe. Non-negotiable.”

I roll my eyes but let him. The water shimmers around us, sunlight catching the ripples, and for the first time in months I feel truly light. We laugh when a wave catches me off guard, his arms instantly tightening to hold me steady.

“This is more of a babymoon than a honeymoon,” I tease as we drift in the shallows.

His lips brush my temple. “Call it whatever you want. As long as you’re here with me, carrying my baby, it’s perfect.”

I sigh, leaning against his chest as the waves sway us gently. He’s warm, solid, everything I need — my husband, my protector, my favorite view in this secluded paradise.

We drift in the warm water, his hands steady at my waist, the sun kissing my skin. My bump feels more prominent here, buoyed slightly by the ocean, but still pressing between us like the reminder it is. Six months.

I rest my chin on his chest, the words bubbling up before I can stop them. “Ronan… we can’t hide this forever. I’m six months pregnant now. People will start noticing.”

His eyes narrow slightly, not in anger but in thought. “Go on.”

I take a deep breath. “I’ve been talking to my mom.”

He stills, his grip on me tightening just slightly. “You have?”

I nod quickly. “I told her I’m staying with the baby’s father, that we’re married… but I didn’t say who you are.” My voice wavers. “She’s happy for me. Happy that I’m being taken care of. She just… she wants to see me. And her grandchild.”

The tears prick before I can blink them back. “She’s invited us to dinner so many times. I didn’t tell you because I was afraid you’d be mad I spoke to her behind your back.”

He reaches up immediately, his thumb brushing away the tears before they can fall. “Don’t cry, Sugar.” His voice is gentle, steady. “You did what you needed to do to feel better. I’d never try to control you like that.”

I shake my head, the words tumbling out fast now. “When we got married, I was so happy, Ronan. I couldn’t stop myself. I wanted to tell someone. I wanted my mom to know.”

His mouth softens into the faintest smile. “I get it. You’re family-oriented. And you’re pregnant — it’s natural to want your mom’s reassurance. She’s been through it before, she understands things even I can’t.”

The lump in my throat grows. “I just… didn’t want to disappoint you.”

He leans down, kissing me slow, his hand warm at the back of my neck. “You haven’t disappointed me. If anything, I’m sorry. Sorry for putting you through this secrecy. We should’ve resolved it earlier. I was just being overprotective of you and the baby.”

He pulls back enough to look in my eyes. “Accept her invitation. We’ll go together next week. We’ll tell them everything. And even if they don’t accept it, nothing changes. I’ll always love you. We’re married. That’s not up for negotiation.”

My chest aches in the best way. “I want our children to know their grandparents,” I whisper.

His hand slides down to cup my belly, the water lapping around us. “And they will,” he says firmly. “I’ll do whatever I can to make that happen.”

He hugs me there in the water, the warmth of his body and the steady thump of his heart wrapping around me. My bump presses into him, and I know he feels it too — the life we made, the little person who will need love from more than just the two of us.

And for the first time in months, the thought of going home doesn’t fill me with dread. It feels… possible.


NINE


Ronan

It’s strange, stepping into this apartment again.

The scent is the same — faint spices, the undertone of polished wood — but the air feels heavier for me now. This is where it happened. Where I first laid my hands on Wisteria, where I made her come apart in my arms, and where we started the chain of events that led to the child growing in her belly.

The familiarity is mixed with something else tonight — anticipation.

She squeezes my hand as we walk in. Her mother’s voice calls from the kitchen, cheerful and unaware. Her father — my father — comes into the hall first, wiping his hands on a dish towel.

He freezes. His gaze flicks from Wisteria to me. “Ronan… why are you here?”

Before I can answer, her mother appears in the doorway. She’s wearing a pale blue blouse, her hair pulled back neatly, but her eyes widen the moment she sees us standing together. “Sweetheart!” she says to Wisteria. “And… Ronan? Where’s the baby’s father? We thought⁠—”

I take a breath, steadying myself. “You’re looking at him.”

The words hang in the air like a stone dropped into still water.

Her mother’s mouth parts, her eyes flicking to Wisteria’s, searching. My father’s jaw tightens.

“It happened while you were on vacation,” I say, keeping my voice calm but firm. “One night turned into more. And now… she’s my wife.”

“You’re… married?” her mother asks, still trying to catch up.

“Yes,” Wisteria says, stepping closer to me, her fingers curling around mine. “I’ve loved him for a long time. He’s perfect for me. I’ve always… harbored that secret love, and now I don’t have to hide it anymore.”

The room goes still. I hear the faint hum of the refrigerator, the tick of the wall clock above the TV.

My father runs a hand down his face, glancing at her mother, then back at us. “This is… a lot.”

Wisteria swallows and takes a step forward, her voice softer now. “We love each other. We want our child to be loved, too. Please… don’t shut us out because of how this happened. We’re still your children.”

Her mother’s eyes fill with something warmer — reluctant acceptance. She moves forward and, without asking, presses her palm to Wisteria’s rounded stomach. “Despite the weirdness,” she says slowly, “I know Ronan’s an amazing man. I couldn’t have picked a better one for my daughter.”

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding.

My father’s gaze meets mine. “Treasure her. Always.”

“I will,” I answer without hesitation. “For the rest of my life.”

The tension eases, just slightly. My father motions toward the dining table. “Come eat with us.”

As we move toward the table, I glance at Wisteria, who’s smiling for the first time since we arrived. “You realize,” I murmur to her, “this means your mom and my dad are now both partners and in-laws.”

She stifles a laugh, elbowing me lightly.

Dinner is warm, the conversation slowly relaxing into something close to normal. Her mother keeps touching her belly, and my father asks about the baby. When the plates are cleared, they invite us to come back next week.

For the first time since this started, I feel like maybe — just maybe — we can have all of this. The baby. The marriage. And a family that won’t have to choose sides.
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By the time we get home, the city lights have blurred into the quiet of our neighborhood. Wisteria hasn’t let go of my hand since we left her parents’ apartment, and I’m not about to let go either.

She kicks off her shoes the second we’re inside, leaning against the wall like she’s trying to release the last of the tension from her shoulders. I set the keys down and turn to her, taking in the faint pink still in her cheeks from earlier.

“You handled yourself perfectly tonight,” I tell her.

Her lips curve just slightly. “I was terrified.”

“I know. And you still said everything that needed to be said.” I step closer, brushing my thumb over her knuckles. “You made them see us. Not just the situation — us. I’ve never been prouder of you, Sugar.”

Her eyes soften, and she leans into me when I cup her jaw. “I feel… lighter. Like I can breathe again,” she says quietly. “It was harder keeping it from them than I thought.”

“I should’ve let you tell them sooner,” I admit. “I was trying to protect you and the baby, but I can see now it was weighing on you. That’s on me.”

She shakes her head, her hair brushing my wrist. “You were protecting us in the way you thought was best. I trust you.”

That word — trust — settles in my chest like a brand.

I slide my palm down to her belly, feeling the curve through the fabric of her dress. “You know how much I love you, right? You and this little one?”

She smiles, that sweet, private smile that’s only mine. “I know.”

I kiss her then, slow and deliberate, my hand still splayed over her bump. She tastes faintly of the wine we had with dinner, warm and soft under my mouth.

When we break apart, I murmur against her lips, “Come to bed.”

She lets me lead her down the hall, my hand never leaving her. By the time we reach the bedroom, I’m already unzipping her dress, letting it slide to the floor so I can see her the way I want to — bare, beautiful, carrying our future.

Tonight isn’t about urgency. It’s about reminding her that no matter what’s outside these walls, inside them she’s cherished, claimed, and safe.

I’ll make sure she never doubts it again.


EPILOGUE


Wisteria

Two years later…

Two years later, and I still can’t stop myself from fussing in the kitchen, even at seven months pregnant.

I balance a plate piled high with scrambled eggs and toast, ignoring the way Ronan’s eyes narrow the second I step into the dining room.

“Sugar,” he says, his voice that deep warning tone, “put that plate down. You’re far too pregnant to be doing this.”

I set it in front of him anyway, smiling sweetly. “I’m fine.”

The smell of fresh pancakes fills the air as I lower myself into my chair. My eyes go to him instantly — he’s cutting a small triangle for our daughter, gently sliding it onto her fork and holding it out like he’s serving royalty. She takes it, missing her mouth on the first try, and a smear of whipped cream decorates her cheek.

He wipes it away with the corner of a napkin, his mouth softening. My heart squeezes.

When he glances up, he catches me staring. “What?” he asks.

I rest my chin in my hand, letting my smile turn slow and a little dreamy. “I was just thinking I did the right thing by getting pregnant again. You deserve another child to spoil.”

His grin spreads, slow and male. “And I thank you for it, Mrs. Silver. You got pregnant so soon after our daughter… I’ve barely seen you without this beautiful belly.” His gaze drops to my bump, his eyes warm with that mix of pride and possessiveness that always makes me shiver.

“Maybe I like you seeing me this way,” I tease.

“I more than like it,” he says. “Now… you want me to rub those swollen ankles?”

“I’ll take you up on that offer.”

“Straighten your legs under the table,” he orders.

I slide one heel onto his knee, and he starts kneading the arch of my foot with his thumbs. My eyes flutter closed at the first deep press. “God, you’re good at that.”

“I’m good at taking care of you,” he says without missing a beat.

I smirk, opening my eyes. “Says the man who still does half the parenting, even though I’m supposed to be the traditional wife who does all the childcare.”

His brows lift. “Supposed to?”

“That was the deal,” I say, mock stern. “I take care of the house, the meals, and the kids. You… work and look handsome in suits.”

“And what if I want to do both?” he counters, rubbing just the right spot on my ankle.

“Then I guess you’re spoiling me,” I say, biting back a smile.

He leans in over the table slightly, smirking. “If I’m spoiling you, why are you still cooking breakfast when you’re seven months pregnant?”

“Because I love it. I never feel the aches when I’m doing it for you two.”

His expression softens. “Still, I’m making a note to keep you off your feet more.”

He switches to my other foot, and I let out a little sigh — until a sharp ache blooms in my chest. I glance down and see the faint wet spots blooming through my shirt.

He notices instantly, his eyes darkening. “Your breasts ache?”

I nod. “A little.”

“I’ll take care of them after breakfast,” he says, his voice dropping low.

My lips curve. “Promise?”

“Eat,” he says firmly. “Then go to our bedroom. I’m dropping our daughter off at her grandparents’ today. They’ve been begging to have her over anyway.”

I grin, already picturing the rest of the day. “Good. Because I’m looking forward to spending some alone time with you.”

The look he gives me across the table makes it very clear he’s already planning exactly how that alone time will go.
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I sit on the edge of our bed, my heart pounding with anticipation as I wait for Ronan. I'm completely naked, my round belly protruding proudly, a testament to the life growing inside me. My breasts are heavy and full, streaks of dried breastmilk decorating my skin like a secret, intimate artwork. I love the sensation of leaking milk; it's a constant reminder of the miracle happening within my body.

The sound of his footsteps echoes through the house, growing louder as he approaches our bedroom. My pussy clenches in anticipation, already slick and ready for him. The door opens, and there he is—my husband, the love of my life, looking as handsome as ever. His shirt is off, revealing the hard planes of his chest and the rippling muscles of his abs. Two years together have done nothing to diminish his raw, masculine appeal.

His eyes meet mine, and a hungry, predatory smile spreads across his face. "Fuck, Sugar," he growls, his voice low and rough. "You look like a fucking gorgeous pregnant feast, ready for me to devour. I'm going to fuck your brains out."

He stalks towards me, his eyes never leaving mine. When he reaches the bed, he cups my face in his hands and kisses me deeply, his tongue exploring my mouth with a hunger that matches my own. I moan into the kiss, my body already aching for more.

He breaks away, trailing kisses down my neck, my collarbone, until he reaches my breasts. He takes one into his mouth, sucking gently at first, then harder, drawing out a gasp from deep within me. My hands tangle in his hair as he feasts on my flesh, his mouth greedy and insistent.

"Your milk tastes so fucking sweet, Sugar," he murmurs against my skin, switching to my other breast. "I can't get enough of it."

He drinks from me, his mouth hot and wet, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core. My pussy throbs with need, my clit swollen and sensitive. He seems to sense my desperation, because his hand slips between my legs, his fingers finding my clit and circling it slowly.

"Ronan," I whimper, my hips bucking against his touch. "Please..."

He releases my breast with a soft pop, his eyes dark with desire. "On your hands and knees, Sugar," he commands. "I want to see that beautiful pregnant belly bounce while I fuck you."

I obey instantly, turning around and presenting myself to him. Cool air brushes over my slick pussy and plump, pouty clit. My folds throb with intimate heat, with the desire to feel his cock sliding into my forbidden depths.

My husband groans, his hands gripping my hips as he positions himself behind me. I can feel the heat of his cock against my entrance, and I push back against him, desperate to feel him inside me.

He thrusts into me with a single, powerful stroke, filling me completely. I cry out, my body clenching around him, the pleasure overwhelming. He begins to move, his hips slapping against mine, his cock driving into me with a force that leaves me breathless. His balls meet my ass, making filthy, wet sounds that sounds like music to my ears.

"God, you feel so fucking good, Sugar," he growls, his fingers digging into my flesh. "Your pussy is so tight, so wet. And your belly... fuck, it's so round and full. You look so beautiful like this—ripe and ready to pop."

His words send shivers of pleasure down my spine, and I push back against him, meeting his thrusts with my own. My breasts swing beneath me, leaking milk with each movement, splattering onto the bedspread. He groans at the sight, his grip on my hips tightening.

"Look at you, Sugar," he says, his voice ragged. "Your tits are leaking non-stop, even when I've just drained them. You're a fucking fountain of cream, always ready to feed me, to satisfy me."

His words are filthy, raw, but they turn me on even more. I can feel my orgasm building, my body tensing as he continues to pound into me, his cock hitting a spot deep inside that sends waves of pleasure crashing through me.

"Ronan, I'm going to come," I gasp, my body trembling with the force of my impending orgasm.

I gasp, losing my voice momentarily when his cock slams into me hard. He rams it into me again and this time, it hits my cervix. I feel the aftershocks of our contact throughout my body.

My thighs tremble, threatening to collapse. My breaths stutter. My bones melt into liquid.

I falter, but my husband cradles my belly, keeping me in my position. He slowly shifts one hand to my hip, holding it firm as he roughly rocks his dick into my pregnant pussy. My body begs for surrender, begs to let the tight tension in my stomach go. Ronan always makes me feel like I’m the sexiest woman alive. He growls as he fills me with his cock, stretching my pussy hole wide. I’ve given birth to a child, pushed out a whole baby from my cunt. Yet, I still struggle to handle his dick. His monster cock fills me to the brim, until my eyes are stinging with tears.

He rubs his thumb over my clit, filling my bloodstream with hot, unwavering ecstasy. My clit throbs. My pussy clenches, begging for relief.

"Come for me, Sugar," he commands, his voice rough with need. "Let me feel your pussy clench around my cock. Let me hear you scream my name."

With a final, powerful thrust, he pushes me over the edge. My orgasm explodes through me, my body convulsing as I cry out his name, my pussy clenching tightly around him. He comes with me, his cock pulsing as he fills me with his hot seed.

We collapse onto the bed together, our bodies slick with sweat and milk, our breaths coming in ragged gasps. He pulls me into his arms, holding me close, his lips pressing soft kisses against my forehead.

I feel gorgeous and elated right after he ruins me. During sex, he accepts every part of my body, every gift of motherhood and claims it all as his own. After all, he’s the one who bred me and filled my tits with milk.

The sheets are tangled around our legs, the soft scent of room freshener drifting through the air-conditioned room. My body is warm, boneless, still thrumming from the way he’d just touched me like I was something sacred.

Ronan’s arm is around me, his palm spread over my belly in that instinctive, protective way he always does now. His lips brush my temple, lingering there before he speaks.

“I’ll never stop being grateful for you,” he murmurs. “For this family you’ve given me. For our daughter… for this little one on the way. I never knew how much I wanted this until you.”

I tilt my face toward his, my heart tightening. “And I’ll never stop being grateful for you. For treasuring me. For wanting me — not just as your wife, but as the only woman in your bed. For teaching me my body’s beautiful, even when I didn’t believe it myself.”

His eyes soften, but there’s heat in them too — that steady, unshakable want I’ve seen in him from the very beginning.

“I don’t just want you,” he says quietly. “I crave you. Every day. Always will.”

I smile, my palm coming up to rest against his cheek. “Good. Because I’m not going anywhere.”

He leans in, and our mouths meet in a kiss that’s slow and deep — not about urgency, but about everything we’ve built. The love. The trust. The home we’ve made for our children.

When we finally part, I press my forehead to his, breathing him in. “I love you, Ronan Silver.”

His mouth curves into that familiar, dangerous smile. “I love you, Mrs. Silver. Always.”

And in the quiet of our room, with his hand warm over our child and his kiss still on my lips, I know there’s nowhere else in the world I’d ever want to be.
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