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1 - A BIG ASK

The air in the house had been thick for weeks, a heavy blanket of silence and sighs. Ashley felt it every time she padded from her room to the kitchen, the quiet broken only by the soft, sad sound of her mother’s crying behind a closed bedroom door. Another round of in vitro had failed. The hope that had briefly lit her mom’s eyes was gone, replaced by a hollow look Ashley couldn’t bear.

She was in her bedroom, scrolling through her phone with a dull sense of purpose, when her mother called her name. “Ashley? Can you come in here, honey?”

Kate’s voice was strained, thin. Ashley’s stomach tightened. She pushed herself up, her bare feet silent on the worn carpet. The living room felt too bright, the afternoon sun cutting across the coffee table where a single, untouched glass of water sat.

Her mom, Kate, was perched on the edge of the sofa, hands clasped tightly in her lap. Wendell sat beside her, his large frame seeming to take up more space than usual. He wasn’t looking at her; his gaze was fixed on the blank television screen, his jaw set. He looked tired. He also looked, as he always did to Ashley, unfairly handsome. The dark hair, the solid line of his shoulders under his t-shirt. She’d spent years noticing, then fiercely ignoring, those details.

“Sit down, sweetie,” Kate said, patting the space beside her.

Ashley sat, folding her legs beneath her. She felt small between them. “What’s up?”

Kate took a shaky breath. Wendell finally turned his head, his brown eyes meeting Ashley’s for a fleeting second before sliding away. That glance, brief as it was, sent a familiar, forbidden warmth through her chest.

“We… we need to talk about something,” Kate began, her voice wavering. “Something important. And it’s a big ask. A huge one.” She reached for Wendell’s hand, and he let her take it, his fingers closing around hers. The sight of their joined hands made Ashley’s throat feel tight.

“The doctors… there aren’t a lot of options left for us,” Kate continued. “The last procedure… it was our best chance. And it didn’t take.” A tear escaped, tracing a path down her cheek. She didn’t wipe it away. “I want another baby so much it aches, Ashley. I can’t… I can’t give up on this dream.”

Ashley nodded, her own eyes stinging. “I know, Mom.”

“We’ve been looking into other possibilities,” Wendell said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated in the quiet room. He was speaking to the space between them, not directly to her. “Adoption agencies have waitlists years long. Private surrogacy is… complicated. And expensive.”

A cold dread began to pool in Ashley’s gut. She saw where this was going a moment before the words left her mother’s mouth.

“We were thinking,” Kate said, squeezing Wendell’s hand so hard her knuckles whitened. “What if… what if you carried the baby for us?”

The world tilted. The sunbeam on the coffee table seemed to sharpen, to glare. Ashley heard the words, but they didn’t make sense. They hung in the air, absurd and impossible.

“Me?” The word came out as a whisper.

“You’re young. You’re healthy. You’re family,” Kate rushed on, her words tumbling out now. “It would be Wendell’s… and since you’re my daughter, the baby would have my DNA. You’d be giving us the most incredible gift. You’d be giving me… everything.”

“No.” Ashley shook her head, the movement sharp. “No, Mom, I can’t have a baby with Wendell. That’s… that’s insane.”

“Just think about it,” Wendell said, and this time his eyes locked with hers. They were dark, intense, pleading in a way she’d never seen. It stole her breath. “We’d take care of everything. All the medical bills. We’d support you completely. You wouldn’t have to worry about a thing.”

“Except being pregnant for nine months!” Ashley shot back, her heart hammering against her ribs. She looked from her mother’s desperate face to Wendell’s solemn one. The idea was monstrous. Unthinkable.

But then, in the silence that followed her outburst, other thoughts crept in.

She saw her life. Twenty-two. No college degree. No job. No direction. She slept until noon and scrolled through other people’s lives online, a permanent guest in her childhood home, supported by the man now sitting across from her. Wendell had never made her feel like a burden, but she was. She knew it.

She saw her mother’s face, etched with a grief that had become a permanent resident. Her gaze drifted to the guest room at the end of the hall—a room they refused to furnish, a square of empty floorboards and bare walls that was supposed to be a nursery but remained a haunting reminder of a body that wouldn't cooperate.

And she saw Wendell. Not just as her stepdad, but as a man. A man whose child she could carry. A man she would be tied to, in the most intimate way imaginable. The warmth in her chest spread, a slow, treacherous heat that had nothing to do with family and everything to do with the secret she’d carried for years. A part of him, growing inside her. The sheer, shocking intimacy of it made her head spin.

It would give her a purpose. A real one. It would repay a debt she felt she owed. And it would… connect them. In a way nothing else ever could.

The refusal died on her lips. She looked at her mother’s hopeful, tear-streaked face. She looked at Wendell, who was watching her now with an expression she couldn’t decipher—a mix of anxiety and something else, something that looked almost like… hunger?

Her voice, when she found it, was quiet. Steady. “You’d really want me to do this?”

“More than anything,” Kate breathed, fresh tears spilling over. “You’d be my hero, Ashley. You’d be giving us our family.”

Ashley swallowed. She felt the weight of the decision settle onto her shoulders, heavy and real. She looked directly at Wendell. “And you? Is this what you want?”

He held her gaze, and for a long moment, the rest of the room faded away. It was just the two of them, and the enormity of what she was considering. “Yes,” he said, the single word rough with emotion. “If you’re willing. We’d be… so grateful.”

The words hung between them, charged with a meaning only she could feel. Grateful. What would that look like? How would it change the careful distance they’d always kept?

She took a deep breath, the air feeling thin. “Okay,” she said. The word felt foreign in her mouth. “Okay. I’ll do it.”

Kate let out a sob of pure relief and threw her arms around Ashley, pulling her into a tight, trembling hug. Over her mother’s shoulder, Ashley’s eyes met Wendell’s again. He didn’t smile. He just looked at her, his expression unreadable, intense. And in that look, Ashley felt the first, undeniable spark of something new. Something dangerous. The conversation was over, but everything had just begun.

2 - THE FIRST ATTEMPT

Three days later, the summons came.

Ashley was in her room, trying to watch a video on her laptop, but the images blurred. Her mind kept replaying the living room, the weight of her agreement. It felt like a dream, a strange, heavy dream she couldn’t wake from.

“Ashley?” Her mother’s voice was at her door, light. Almost cheerful. “Can you come to our room for a minute?”

A cold trickle, like ice water, traced Ashley’s spine. Their room. Wendell’s room. She’d rarely been inside. “Yeah. Coming.”

She followed Kate down the hall. The master bedroom door was ajar. Kate pushed it open and stepped inside, Ashley trailing behind.

Wendell was sitting on the edge of the king-sized bed, still dressed in his work clothes—dark jeans and a grey henley that stretched across his chest. He wasn’t looking at them; he was staring at his hands, clasped between his knees. The air in the room was still, expectant.

“Sit down, honey,” Kate said, gesturing to a plush armchair in the corner. Ashley perched on its edge, her heart starting a slow, hard drum against her ribs.

Kate remained standing, wringing her hands. She looked from Ashley to Wendell and back again. “We’ve been talking. About the… the process.”

Ashley nodded, not trusting her voice.

“The doctors… it’s so clinical. So cold. And so expensive, even with what we’ve saved.” Kate’s voice gained a determined edge. “We want this to be… natural. A real connection. We think it’ll work better that way. The body knows, you know?”

Ashley’s mind scrambled. Natural. “You mean…?”

“Wendell is going to try to get you pregnant,” Kate said, the words blunt, leaving no room for misunderstanding. “Tonight. The old-fashioned way.”

The floor seemed to drop away. Ashley’s gaze shot to Wendell. His head was still bowed, but she saw the muscle in his jaw flex. He didn’t deny it. He didn’t look up.

“I… I thought there’d be a doctor. A procedure,” Ashley stammered.

“This is the procedure,” Kate said softly. She walked over to Ashley, knelt before the chair, and took her hands. Her mother’s palms were warm, slightly damp. “It’s the best way. The most reliable way. For the baby.”

Ashley looked into her mother’s eyes. She saw no jealousy there, no hesitation. Only a fierce, burning hope. It was terrifying. “Mom… are you sure? Are you really okay with this?”

Kate’s grip tightened. “I want this baby more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life. More than my pride, more than… than modesty. This is how families were made for thousands of years. It’s beautiful.” She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a fervent whisper. “You’ll be giving us a miracle.”

She stood up then, releasing Ashley’s hands. She walked over to Wendell, placed a gentle kiss on the top of his head. He finally looked up, meeting his wife’s eyes. Something silent passed between them—a permission, a blessing. Kate gave a small, encouraging nod.

“I’ll be downstairs,” Kate said, her voice bright again, unnatural. “Take your time.” She turned and left the room, closing the door behind her with a soft, definitive click.

The silence that followed was absolute, and suffocating.

Ashley sat frozen. Wendell didn’t move. The space between them crackled with a tension so thick she could taste it, metallic on her tongue. She heard the faint sound of the kitchen faucet running. Her mother, giving them privacy.

Wendell let out a long, slow breath. He stood up. The movement was fluid, powerful. He didn’t look at her as he crossed the room. He stopped in front of her chair, his presence overwhelming the space. He smelled like soap and faint sweat and something uniquely him—a scent that had haunted her daydreams.

“Ashley.” Her name was a rough caress from his lips.

She looked up. His expression was unreadable, a mask of solemn duty, but his eyes… his eyes were dark pools of heat. The hunger she thought she’d imagined in the living room was there now, naked and undeniable.

“Is this… is this really what you want?” she whispered, echoing her question from days before, but the meaning had shifted entirely.

His answer was to reach for her. His hands, large and warm, settled on her shoulders. He pulled her up from the chair until she was standing, her body only inches from his. She could feel the heat radiating from him.

“It has to be,” he murmured, his voice low. “For Kate.”

But his hands were already moving, sliding down her arms. His thumbs brushed the sides of her breasts through her thin t-shirt, and a sharp jolt of electricity shot straight to her core. She gasped, the sound loud in the quiet room.

He didn’t speak again. His focus dropped to the hem of her shirt. He gathered the fabric in his fists and, in one smooth motion, pulled it up and over her head. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She stood before him in only her jeans and a simple lace bra. His gaze traveled over her, a physical weight that made her nipples tighten painfully against the lace.

He’s looking at me. Really looking.

His calloused fingers found the clasp at her back. It gave way. The bra loosened, and he slid the straps down her arms, letting the garment fall to the carpet. Her breasts were bare, full and pale in the soft light from the bedside lamp.

A low sound escaped him, almost a groan. “Christ, Ashley.”

He didn’t ask. He bent his head, and his mouth closed over one taut peak.

The sensation was so intense, so direct, it buckled her knees. His tongue was hot and wet, laving her, then his lips suckled firmly. A pulse of pure, aching need throbbed between her legs. Her head fell back, a moan tearing from her throat. Her hands came up, fingers tangling in his dark hair, holding him to her. This wasn’t a clinical procedure. This was desire. Raw and consuming.

He switched to her other breast, giving it the same devastating attention, his teeth grazing the sensitive nipple just enough to make her cry out. His hands were at her waist, undoing the button of her jeans, dragging the zipper down. He pushed denim and cotton underwear down her hips in one rough, urgent motion. She stepped out of them, kicking them aside, completely naked now before her fully clothed stepfather.

He straightened up, his eyes drinking her in. His gaze felt like a touch, tracing the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips, the thatch of blonde curls at the junction of her thighs. She was trembling, exposed, more aroused than she’d ever been in her life.

“On the bed,” he said, his voice thick.

She moved backwards, her legs hitting the mattress. She sat, then scooted back until her shoulders met the cool duvet. Wendell followed, kneeling on the floor at the foot of the bed. He didn’t join her. Instead, he pushed her knees apart, his hands strong on her inner thighs.

He looked at her, there, for a long moment. Then he lowered his head.

The first touch of his tongue was a revelation.

It was a slow, deliberate stroke from her opening up to the swollen bud of her clit. She arched off the bed, a shattered sound escaping her. He did it again, and again, his tongue flat and hot, learning her shape, her taste. Then he focused, his mouth sealing over her clit, sucking gently while the tip of his tongue flicked against it.

Pleasure, sharp and bright, exploded behind her eyes. Her hips jerked, seeking more. He held her down with a firm hand on her stomach, his mouth relentless. He licked into her, deep, then returned to that maddening, perfect rhythm on her clit. The coil inside her wound tighter, impossibly tight. She was panting, her fingers clutching the duvet, her world narrowing to the heat of his mouth, the rough scratch of his stubble on her tender inner thighs.

“Wendell… please…” she begged, not knowing what she was asking for.

He gave it to her. He increased the pressure, the speed. A second finger joined his tongue, sliding inside her, curling. The dual sensation—the penetration, the focused suction—was too much. The coil snapped.

Her climax ripped through her, violent and shocking. Her body bowed, a silent scream on her lips as waves of pleasure crashed over her, draining her, leaving her limp and shuddering on the bed.

Before the last tremor had faded, Wendell was moving. He stood, his eyes locked on hers as he pulled his henley over his head. His chest was broad, sculpted with muscle, dusted with dark hair. He undid his jeans, shoved them and his boxers down. He sprang free.

Ashley’s breath caught. He was thick, long, fully erect. The sight of him, so powerfully male, sent a fresh surge of wet heat between her own legs.

He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her thighs. He didn’t kiss her. He just looked at her, his body poised over hers. He reached down, took himself in hand, and guided the broad head to her entrance. It nudged against her, slick with her own arousal.

“This is it,” he said, his voice a gravelly promise. “For the baby.”

He pushed forward.

The stretch was exquisite, a burning fullness that stole her breath. He was big, and she was tight, but she was so wet, so ready from her orgasm. He sank into her, inch by devastating inch, until he was fully sheathed, his hips pressed against hers. A deep, guttural groan rumbled from his chest. He was inside her. Wendell was inside her.

He held there for a moment, buried to the hilt, his eyes closed, as if savoring the feel of her. Then he began to move.

His first thrust was slow, a deep, rolling withdrawal and push. The friction was incredible, lighting every nerve ending. The next was harder. Then harder still. He found a rhythm, powerful and relentless, driving into her with a force that shook the bedframe.

Each thrust punched a soft gasp from her lips. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper. The slap of skin on skin filled the room, a lewd, rhythmic counterpoint to their ragged breathing. He was everywhere—his weight on her, his scent in her lungs, the sheer, overwhelming reality of him fucking her.

This was no act of duty. Not anymore. The controlled mask had shattered. His face was a portrait of fierce pleasure, his eyes blazing down at her as he drove into her again and again. He was claiming her. Taking her. Giving her exactly what she’d secretly craved.

The pressure built again, faster this time, fueled by the raw physicality of him. His cock dragged over a spot inside her that made her see stars. Her nails scraped down his sweat-slicked back. “Don’t stop… God, don’t stop…”

He growled, his pace becoming punishing, frantic. The bed rocked violently. She could feel him swelling, pulsing within her. Her own climax gathered, a tsunami at the base of her spine.

“Ashley…” Her name was a broken prayer on his lips.

It was the sound of her name in that tone, from him, in this moment, that tipped her over the edge. She came with a sharp cry, her inner muscles clamping around him in rhythmic pulses, milking his length.

With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself and let go. A hot, liquid rush flooded her depths as he groaned, his body shuddering through his release. He collapsed onto her, his full weight pressing her into the mattress, his face buried in the crook of her neck. They lay there, joined, panting, slick with sweat, the air thick with the scent of sex.

Slowly, the world seeped back in. The sound of their breathing. The feel of his heartbeat against her chest. The wet, sticky evidence of what they’d done, pooled inside her.

He pulled out of her, the loss feeling profound. He rolled off, lying on his back beside her, an arm thrown over his eyes. Neither spoke.

After a few minutes, he sat up. He didn’t look at her as he found his clothes and dressed with quick, efficient movements. Ashley sat up, her body feeling used, wonderfully sore. She gathered her own clothes from the floor, her hands trembling as she pulled on her underwear, her jeans, her shirt. The fabric felt strange against her sensitized skin.

They were both dressed, standing awkwardly in the middle of the room, when Wendell finally met her eyes. His expression was closed again, the hunger banked, replaced by something like guilt, or shock. He gave a curt nod towards the door.

Ashley walked to it, her legs unsteady. She turned the knob, pulled the door open.

As soon as she stepped out into the hallway, she saw Kate coming up the stairs, her face alight with eager anticipation.

Kate’s eyes darted from Ashley’s flushed face to Wendell, who now stood behind her. “Well?” she asked, her voice trembling with hope. “How did it go?”

Ashley opened her mouth, but no words came out. She could still feel him inside her, the phantom stretch, the wet heat.

Kate’s smile widened, misinterpreting her silence. “I’m sure it took. I can feel it. You’ll be pregnant in no time, honey. I just know it.”

She pulled Ashley into a brief, fierce hug, then stepped past her into the bedroom, towards Wendell. Ashley didn’t turn around. She walked down the hall towards her own room, each step feeling unreal. The scent of Wendell, of sex, clung to her. Her body hummed with the echoes of pleasure. Her mind was a blank, white static.

She had done it. For her mom. For the baby.

But as she closed her own bedroom door and leaned against it, sliding to the floor, only one truth echoed in the hollow space inside her.

She had done it for him. And she already wanted to do it again.

3 - DISAPPOINTMENT AND DESIRE

The negative test sat on the edge of the bathroom sink, a stark white stick with a single, mocking line. Ashley stared at it, the disappointment a cold stone in her belly, but it was quickly overshadowed by a flicker of something else. Anticipation.

Kate’s sigh from the doorway was heavy. “It’s okay, honey. It’s only been a few weeks. These things take time.” She came in, plucking the test from the counter and tossing it in the trash. Her touch was gentle on Ashley’s shoulder. “We just need to be more… strategic.”

From that day, a new routine took over the house. Kate became a general, and Ashley her most important soldier. A chart appeared on the refrigerator, tracking Ashley’s cycle with colorful circles. Herbal teas that tasted of earth and flowers were prepared every morning. Kate bought bottles of vitamins and a special thermometer. Ashley, who had spent years feeling like a ghost in her own home, now found herself the absolute center of its universe. Every question was about her rest, her diet, her stress levels. She basked in it.

And then there was Wendell.

He didn’t say much. But his presence changed. His eyes lingered on her across the dinner table, a slow, simmering look that made her fork feel heavy in her hand. He’d brush past her in the hallway, his hand “accidentally” grazing the small of her back, the contact sending a jolt straight through her. Once, when she was bending to get a pan from a low cabinet, she felt his gaze like a physical weight. She’d straightened slowly, meeting his eyes. He hadn’t looked away. The air between them had thickened, charged with the memory of his mouth, his hands, his body moving inside hers.

The attraction, once a secret she buried, now felt like a living thing, coiling in her stomach, tightening her chest whenever he was near. She replayed that night in the master bedroom constantly. The feel of him. The sounds he made. The shocking intimacy of his release flooding her. She wanted it again. She craved it.

When Kate announced, her voice bright with certainty, “It’s time. Your chart is perfect. Tonight’s the night,” Ashley’s pulse didn’t spike with dread. It leapt with a fierce, hungry joy.

The script was the same. The summons to the master bedroom. Kate’s earnest, hopeful speech about natural connections and miracles. Her exit, the soft click of the door.

But everything else was different.

Wendell wasn’t sitting on the bed, head bowed in solemn duty. He was standing by the window, silhouetted against the fading twilight. He turned as the door closed. The look he gave her wasn’t conflicted. It was direct. Possessive.

He crossed the room in three long strides. He didn’t speak. His hands came up, framing her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks. His gaze dropped to her lips.

And then he kissed her.

The first time, there had been no kiss. This, however, bore none of that hollow, sterile restraint. His mouth claimed hers, hot and demanding. His tongue swept inside, tasting her, and a low moan vibrated from his chest into hers. Ashley melted against him, her hands flying up to clutch at his shoulders. This kiss was passionate, deep, and hungry. It shattered any last pretense that this was just a procedure.

He broke the kiss only to pull her shirt over her head, his movements urgent. Her bra followed. His mouth was on her neck, her collarbone, then back on her breasts, sucking her nipples into hard, aching points. She whimpered, her fingers tearing at his shirt. He helped, yanking it off, letting it fall. Her palms slid over the hard planes of his chest, the crisp dark hair. She was pulling at his belt, her fingers clumsy.

He finished the job, pushing his jeans and boxers down. He stepped out of them, gloriously, fully naked. Her eyes drank him in—the powerful thighs, the flat stomach, the thick, heavy erection that stood out from his body. It was already beading with moisture at the tip.

Without a word, her desire a roaring in her ears, Ashley sank to her knees on the carpet.

His sharp intake of breath was her reward. She looked up at him, his face etched with stark need, and then she leaned forward. She took the head of his cock into her mouth.

The taste of him, salty and musky, was intoxicating. She swirled her tongue around the crown, and his hand came to rest in her hair, not forcing, just holding. She took him deeper, her lips stretching around his girth, her head bobbing slowly. She listened to the ragged sounds above her—the hissed curses, the groans. She felt him swell further on her tongue. Her own core was drenched, throbbing in time with the pulse she could feel in his shaft.

“Ashley… fuck,” he gritted out. His hips gave a small, involuntary thrust.

She took it, taking him deeper until he nudged the back of her throat. She pulled back, breathing heavily, her lips slick. She looked up again, her eyes blurry with desire. “I want you inside me.”

He lowered himself onto the mattress, leaning back on his elbows to watch her. She didn't hesitate, crawling over him and straddling his lap.

He reached up, his hand tangling in her hair to pull her mouth back down to his for a crushing kiss. “Ride me,” he commanded, his voice rough with a jagged edge. “I want to watch you take it.”

A fresh wave of heat washed through her. She reached between them, guiding him to her entrance. She positioned the broad head against her slick folds and, holding his gaze, sank down.

The slow, burning stretch was even more intense this way. She controlled it, lowering herself inch by agonizing inch, her inner muscles fluttering as they tried to accommodate him. A gasp tore from her lips as she finally took him all, her hips meeting his. She was so full, so connected.

She began to move. A slow, rolling grind of her hips. His hands came to her waist, his fingers digging in, but he let her set the pace. His eyes were dark, locked on where their bodies joined, then traveling up to her face. Her breasts bounced with her rhythm.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice a low rasp. “Take what you need. Take me.”

His words, so dirty, so direct, spurred her on. She rose up until just the tip remained inside her, then sank back down with more force. A sharp cry escaped her. She did it again, faster, building a rhythm that had her breath coming in short pants. The angle was perfect, his cock dragging against a spot inside her that made lights burst behind her eyelids.

“You feel so good,” he groaned, his hips starting to meet her downward strokes. “So fucking perfect. I’m gonna put a baby in you this time. I’m gonna fill you up until it takes.”

The crude promise, the sheer possessiveness of it, pushed her higher. Her movements became more frantic, less controlled. She was chasing her peak, riding him hard, the slap of skin echoing in the room.

Just as the first tremors of her orgasm began to gather, his hands tightened on her hips, stilling her. “Not yet,” he growled. “On your hands and knees. Now.”

The command sent a thrill through her. She scrambled off him, turning, presenting herself to him on the bed. He moved behind her, his hands smoothing over the curves of her ass. He positioned himself, the head of his cock nudging at her entrance from behind.

He didn’t enter slowly. He drove into her with one long, powerful thrust, burying himself to the hilt.

Ashley cried out, her arms buckling, her face pressing into the duvet. The penetration was deeper, more intense from this angle. He filled her completely.

He set a brutal, relentless pace from the start. One hand gripped her hip, the other tangled in her hair, not pulling, just holding as he pistoned into her. Each thrust jolted her forward, a deep, penetrating slam that stole her breath. The sound was obscene—wet, flesh-on-flesh impacts that filled the room.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” he grunted, his voice strained with effort. “You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you?”

She couldn’t deny it. “Yes!” she gasped into the bedding. “God, yes!”

“You want me to fuck a baby into you?”

“Yes! Please!”

His thrusts became harder, faster, a punishing rhythm that pushed her toward the edge with terrifying speed. The coil inside her wound impossibly tight. The friction, the depth, the raw dominance of his position over her—it was too much. Her climax erupted without warning, a violent, convulsing wave that ripped a scream from her throat. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length in rhythmic pulses.

Feeling her convulse around him broke his control. With a final, deep roar, he slammed into her and held, his body rigid. She felt the hot, liquid rush as he came, jet after jet flooding her depths, marking her, claiming her in the most primal way. He collapsed over her back, his weight pinning her to the bed, both of them slick with sweat, shuddering through the aftershocks.

They lay like that for long minutes, joined, the only sound their ragged breathing slowly calming.

Eventually, he softened and slipped out of her. A trickle of his release followed, a warm, wet trail on her inner thigh. The reality of it, the evidence of what they’d done, made her stomach flutter.

They dressed in silence again, but the air was different. Charged. He watched her pull her jeans over her hips, his eyes hooded. She felt his gaze like a touch.

As she fastened her bra, he spoke, his voice quiet. “Ashley.”

She turned.

He looked like he wanted to say something else. Something that wasn’t about Kate or babies. His jaw worked. But then he just shook his head slightly, the mask settling back into place. “You should go.”

She nodded, a strange ache in her chest. She opened the door.

Kate was already there. Her eyes were wide, hopeful. “Well?”

This time, Ashley managed a small, shaky smile. “It was… different. More… intense.”

Kate’s face lit up. “Good! That’s perfect! The body responds to passion, you know? I just have a feeling.” She squeezed Ashley’s arm and hurried past her into the bedroom.

Ashley walked down the hall, her body humming, sore in the best way. The scent of him, of sex, was on her skin again. But as she reached her room, the realization hit her, cold and clear amidst the heat.

This wasn’t just about giving her mom a baby anymore. It wasn’t even just about the sex, as incredible as it was.

She was falling for him.

The way he’d kissed her. The way he’d looked at her as she rode him. The raw possession in his voice. She wanted that to be real. She wanted him to be hers. Not just his sperm, not just his body in the dark for a purpose. Him.

She closed her door and sat down on her bed, the euphoria of her orgasm mixing with a sudden, sharp desperation. She was doing this for her mom. She had to remember that.

But the phantom feel of him was still pulsing inside her, she knew the truth was much more dangerous. Her feelings were intense, a tangled knot of desire and something terrifyingly close to love. And deep down, in a secret place she barely dared to acknowledge, she didn’t just want to carry his child.

She wanted Wendell for herself.

4 - A FORBIDDEN CONFESSION

The jealousy was a slow poison, seeping into Ashley’s days.

It started with small things. Wendell’s hand on Kate’s shoulder as he poured her coffee. The way Kate laughed at something he said, her head tilting back. The quiet, comfortable silence they shared on the couch in the evenings, a space Ashley felt she could never truly enter. Each moment was a tiny cut, and Ashley bled a little more inside.

The sex had become regular. Twice a week, guided by Kate’s chart, they would meet in the master bedroom. Each encounter was more intense than the last, a raw, hungry collision that left Ashley’s body singing and her heart in tatters. Because afterwards, Wendell would pull away. He’d dress, his expression closing off, and return to his wife. It was Kate’s house, her husband, her life that Ashley was just borrowing pieces of in the dark.

She wanted more. She wanted the easy touch in the kitchen. The shared laugh. She wanted him to look at her the way he sometimes did in the throes of passion—like she was everything—and for that look to stay.

One evening, Kate had a rare night out—a dinner with old colleagues. The house felt different without her energy, hollow and full of possibility. Ashley lingered in the living room, pretending to watch TV, her ears straining for any sound of Wendell.

He found her in the kitchen later. She was getting a glass of water, her back to the doorway.

“Ashley.”

She turned. He was leaning against the frame, still in his work clothes, his arms crossed. The overhead light carved shadows under his cheekbones, made his eyes look darker.

“We need to talk,” he said. His voice was low, serious.

Her pulse skittered. “About the chart? Mom said the next window is—”

“Not about the chart.” He pushed off the doorframe and took a few steps into the room. The space between them felt charged, like before a storm. “This… situation. It’s getting complicated.”

Ashley’s throat tightened. “Complicated how?”

He ran a hand through his dark hair, a gesture of frustration she’d come to recognize. “I can’t stop thinking about it. About you.” The words came out in a rush, harsh and honest. “When I’m with Kate, I’m thinking about the last time I was inside you. The sounds you make. The way you feel. It’s wrong. I know it’s wrong. She’s my wife. You’re her daughter. But it’s there. This… feeling. This need.”

The confession hung in the air, fragile and terrifying. It was everything she’d secretly hoped for, and it felt like a trap.

“I feel it too,” she whispered, the admission leaving her exposed. “All the time. It’s not just about the baby anymore. It’s about you.”

His eyes flared, the control he usually wore snapping. In two strides he was in front of her. His hands came up, cradling her face, his thumbs stroking her jaw. “Tell me to stop,” he murmured, his breath warm against her lips. “Tell me this is a mistake.”

She didn’t. She rose onto her toes and closed the distance.

The kiss was nothing like the hungry, desperate ones in the bedroom. It was slow. Deep. A confession in itself. His lips moved over hers, tasting, exploring, and she melted into him, her hands fisting in the soft cotton of his shirt. A soft sound escaped her, a whimper of pure relief. He wanted her. Not just her body for a purpose. Her.

When they broke apart, they were both breathing hard. His forehead rested against hers. “Ashley,” he breathed, her name a prayer and a curse.

Her gaze dropped. The front of his jeans was strained, the outline of his erection unmistakable. A bold, hot desire surged through her. Without a word, she sank to her knees on the cool tile floor.

His sharp inhale was loud in the quiet kitchen. He looked down at her, his eyes blazing. “What are you doing?”

“I don’t care about the fertility chart. I want you. Right here, right now,” she said, her voice husky. Her fingers went to his belt, working the buckle with a confidence that surprised her. She undid the button, dragged the zipper down. She pushed jeans and boxers over his hips, freeing him.

He was fully erect, thick and long, the head dark and flushed. A drop of moisture gleamed at the tip. She leaned forward, her breath ghosting over him first. She heard his low groan. Then she opened her mouth and took him inside.

The taste was familiar now, musky and male. She swirled her tongue around the crown, savoring the saltiness, the smooth, hot skin. His hand came to rest on the back of her head, fingers tangling in her hair, not guiding, just holding on. She took him deeper, her lips stretching, her head beginning to bob in a slow, steady rhythm. She used her tongue, licking along the sensitive vein on the underside, and his hips gave a small, involuntary thrust.

“Fuck,” he gritted out, his other hand braced against the kitchen counter. “Your mouth… so good.”

The praise lit a fire in her belly. She took him deeper, until he nudged the back of her throat. She relaxed, letting him slide further, her eyes watering. The feeling of power was intoxicating—to have this strong, controlled man trembling above her, his breath coming in ragged pants. She pulled back, then sank down again, her hand wrapping around the base of his shaft, working him in tandem with her mouth.

His fingers tightened in her hair. “I’m not gonna last if you keep… ah, God…”

She slowed, pulling off with a wet pop.

He hauled her up, his kiss desperate now. His hands went to her clothes, yanking her soft t-shirt over her head. Her plain cotton bra followed, tossed aside. His mouth was on her breasts, sucking, biting, while his fingers made quick work of her shorts, pushing them and her panties down her legs. She stepped out of them, naked now in the bright kitchen light, exposed in a way that felt more intimate than any bedroom darkness.

He backed her against the kitchen counter, the edge digging into her lower back. He knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs. He didn’t hesitate. He buried his face between her legs.

The first stroke of his tongue was a shock of pure, electric pleasure. He licked her from her opening to her clit in one long, flat stroke, then zeroed in on the swollen bud. He sucked it into his mouth, his tongue flicking rapidly. Ashley cried out, her hands flying to his head, her fingers clutching at his hair. The counter was hard and cold against her back, his mouth was hot and wicked, and the contrast was dizzying.

He ate her with a single-minded intensity, licking deep inside her, then returning to circle her clit. He added a finger, then two, curling them inside her, finding a rhythm that matched the work of his tongue. Pleasure coiled, tight and urgent, deep in her core. Her legs shook. Moans fell from her lips, unchecked, loud in the empty house.

“Wendell… I’m gonna… right there, please…”

He growled against her, the vibration pushing her closer. His fingers pumped, his mouth sucked, and the world shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, a blinding, convulsing wave that made her scream his name. Her knees gave out, but he held her up, his mouth gentle now, lapping at her as she trembled through the aftershocks.

Before she could fully recover, he stood. His eyes were wild, his face damp from her. He turned her around, bending her over the counter. Her cheek pressed against the cool granite, her breasts flattened against the hard surface. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips.

He entered her in one smooth, deep thrust.

The fullness was breathtaking. She was so wet, so open from her orgasm, that he slid in to the hilt without resistance. A guttural groan tore from his chest. He held there, buried inside her, both of them panting.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were slow at first, deep and measured, each one dragging his cock along sensitive, overstimulated nerves. Each withdrawal was almost complete, each push a reclaiming. The slap of his thighs against her ass was a sharp, rhythmic sound in the kitchen. Her own slickness made wet, lewd noises with every movement.

“Look at you,” he rasped, his voice thick. “Bent over my kitchen counter. Taking me so deep.” One hand left her hip, sliding around to her front, his fingers finding her clit again. He rubbed tight, quick circles as he fucked her.

The dual sensation was overwhelming. The deep, penetrating thrusts and the sharp, focused friction on her clit. She was hurtling toward another peak, faster than she thought possible. Her cries were muffled against the countertop.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” he grunted, his pace quickening, becoming harder. “Not just in the bedroom. Everywhere. You want me all the time.”

“Yes!” she sobbed. “God, yes, I want you!”

“You feel too good,” he panted, his rhythm becoming erratic, frantic. “I can’t… I’m gonna fill you up. Maybe tonight’s the night. Maybe I’ll finally put my baby in you.”

The words, the crude, possessive promise, tipped her over the edge. Her second orgasm crashed over her, even more intense than the first. Her inner muscles clamped around him in violent pulses, milking his length. She screamed, her body bowing against the counter.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a final, deep roar, he slammed into her and held, his body rigid against hers. She felt the hot, liquid rush as he came, jet after jet flooding her depths, marking her from the inside. He collapsed over her back, his weight pinning her to the cool granite, both of them slick with sweat, shuddering.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the hum of the refrigerator.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. A warm trickle followed. The evidence. The reality.

He helped her stand, her legs wobbly. They didn’t speak as she gathered her clothes. Dressing felt surreal, pulling fabric over skin that still hummed with the memory of his touch. She could smell sex and sweat and him in the air.

He finished buttoning his jeans and looked at her. The conflict was back in his eyes, the guilt. “Kate will be home soon.”

Ashley nodded, the words a cold splash of reality. The euphoria faded, leaving a hollow, confused ache. She had what she wanted—his confession, his passion, a claiming that felt more real than any before. But he was still her stepfather. Her mother’s husband. And she was still just the vessel, the secret in the kitchen.

“This changes things,” she said quietly, pulling her shirt over her head.

“It doesn’t change anything,” he said, but his voice lacked conviction. He ran a hand over his face. “It can’t.”

The sound of a car pulling into the driveway made them both freeze.

“Just act natural,” he said, his voice low. “We’ll talk about this later.”

Ashley turned and hurried from the kitchen, her mind racing.

“Honey, I’m home!” Kate’s cheerful voice called out. “Wendell? You in the kitchen?”

Ashley didn’t wait to hear his reply. She fled to her room, closing the door softly behind her. She leaned against it, her heart hammering. Her body still throbbed with the echoes of pleasure, her skin still felt the ghost of his hands. But the confusion was a thick, cold fog, smothering the heat.

She had him. And she had never felt more lost.

5 - THE GOOD NEWS

The days after the kitchen felt like walking a tightrope. Every glance from Wendell was loaded, a secret current humming between them that Ashley was sure Kate could hear. But her mother was too wrapped in hope, her focus narrowed to the chart on the fridge, the calendar days circled in red.

Ashley’s own cycle became her obsession. She counted, her stomach a knot of dread and anticipation. The date came. And passed.

A strange, heavy stillness settled in her lower belly. Her breasts felt tender in a new way. A flutter of nausea greeted her one morning as she brushed her teeth. The signs were whispers, but she heard them screaming.

She waited two more days, the silence in her body a deafening roar. Finally, she retrieved a pregnancy test from Kate’s supply in the medicine cabinet, the small box feeling heavier than it looked.

The bathroom lock clicked with finality. The wait was an eternity, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. She set the stick on the edge of the sink and turned away, unable to watch.

When she finally looked, her breath caught.

Two lines.

A sharp, undeniable pink.

Positive.

A wave of vertigo hit her. She braced her hands on the cool porcelain. She was pregnant. It had worked. The purpose, the reason for all the tangled, secret nights… it was here. A life, tiny and real, was beginning inside her.

The emotions came in a chaotic rush. Triumph. A fierce, primal pride. She had done this. With him. Then, a cold splash of fear. And beneath it all, a deep, aching sorrow that twisted her insides.

Now that she was pregnant, the reason for the sex was gone.

The thought was a cold knife. No more summons to the master bedroom. No more stolen moments where he looked at her like she was the only woman in the world. No more of his weight, his heat, his whispered promises in the dark. The connection would be severed, and she’d be left with only the consequence.

And the baby… it wasn’t hers to keep. It was Kate’s. She’d be the half-sister, the walking, talking womb who handed over her own child. The child she’d made with the man she wanted for herself.

She stared at her reflection, pale in the fluorescent light. It’s too late. You’re in too deep.

She had to tell them.

Kate was in the kitchen, humming along to the radio as she chopped vegetables for dinner. The scene was so normal, so painfully domestic. Ashley stood in the doorway, the test hidden in her clenched fist behind her back.

“Mom?”

Kate turned, a smile already on her face. It faltered when she saw Ashley’s expression. “Honey? What’s wrong?”

Ashley’s throat was dry. She stepped forward, her arm trembling as she brought her hand around. She opened her fingers, revealing the plastic stick on her palm.

Kate’s knife clattered onto the cutting board. She wiped her hands on her apron, her eyes wide, fixed on the test. She took it gently, as if it were made of glass. She stared at the two lines. Her lips parted.

A sound escaped her—a choked gasp that turned into a sob of pure, unadulterated joy. Tears welled in her eyes and spilled over. “Oh, Ashley… oh, my baby girl!” She dropped the test and pulled Ashley into a crushing hug, her body shaking. “You did it! You’re pregnant! We’re going to have a baby!”

Ashley hugged her back, the embrace tight and suffocating. She forced a smile, burying her face in her mother’s shoulder. “Yeah,” she whispered, her voice thick. “I’m pregnant.”

Kate pulled back, holding Ashley’s face in her hands, her thumbs wiping at Ashley’s cheeks—Ashley hadn’t even realized she was crying. “This is everything. Everything we’ve wanted.” She spun around, her energy electric. “Wendell! Wendell!”

Footsteps thudded from the direction of the garage. Wendell appeared in the kitchen doorway, a smudge of grease on his forehead, his expression wary. “What’s all the yelling? Everything okay?”

“Okay?” Kate laughed, a bright, tearful sound. She snatched the test from the counter and thrust it toward him. “Look! Just look!”

Wendell took it. His eyes scanned the result. A stillness came over him, different from Kate’s explosion. His shoulders relaxed, a tension Ashley hadn’t fully noticed draining away. A slow smile touched his lips, but it didn’t reach his eyes. He looked up, first at Kate’s radiant face, then at Ashley.

“That’s… that’s great news,” he said, his voice carefully even. His gaze held Ashley’s for a beat too long. In that moment, she saw it all—the same conflict, the same dawning realization. The same cold understanding that a door had just closed. “Congratulations, Ashley.”

The word felt wrong. Clinical. He stepped forward and pulled Kate into a hug, kissing her temple. “We did it, honey.”

We. The pronoun hung in the air. Kate beamed, wrapped in his arms. Ashley stood apart, the third point of a broken triangle.

Dinner was a surreal affair. Kate chattered, planning nurseries and names, her happiness a bright, brittle shell around the table. Wendell nodded, offered quiet comments, his eyes constantly drifting to Ashley. Every time their gazes met, a jolt passed between them—a shared secret that had just lost its cover.

Ashley pushed food around her plate, her stomach churning. She smiled when she was supposed to. She nodded at her mother’s plans. But her mind was spinning, a frantic whirl of what now?

She was carrying his child. A piece of him, growing inside her. But she would have to give it away. And she would lose him. The man who had looked at her with raw need in the kitchen, who had confessed he couldn’t stop thinking about her… he would go back to being just her stepfather. The distance would grow, enforced by this very success.

The walls of the dining room felt like they were closing in. Kate’s laughter was too loud. Wendell’s silent watchfulness was a weight.

“I’m sorry,” Ashley blurted, setting her fork down with a clatter. “I’m… I’m really tired all of a sudden. It must be… the pregnancy.” She gestured vaguely at her stomach.

Kate’s face softened instantly. “Of course, sweetheart! You need your rest. Go, lie down. Your body is doing amazing work.”

Ashley didn’t look at Wendell as she stood. She felt his eyes on her back as she walked out of the room, each step feeling heavier than the last. She climbed the stairs, the silence of the hallway a relief after the noisy celebration below.

She closed her bedroom door, climbing into her bed and pulled the covers over her head, seeking refuge in the dark, fabric-heavy silence. The quiet of the room was absolute, but it couldn't drown out the reality taking root within her. In the stillness, the truth of the new life beginning inside her finally surfaced—sharp, undeniable, and terrifying.

She didn’t want to give Kate the baby.

She wanted to raise this child with Wendell.

6 - A HOUSE FULL OF SECRETS

The air in the house had shifted. Kate’s joy was a physical force, a whirlwind of fabric swatches, parenting books, and endless, breathless plans. The nursery, once a spare room, was now a shrine to the coming baby. Ashley moved through it all like a ghost, her own secret growing alongside the one in her womb.

One afternoon, the whirlwind of Kate’s enthusiasm swept her right out the front door. “The perfect crib is at that boutique downtown! I have to see it in person!” she’d called, grabbing her keys. “Be back in a couple hours!”

The sudden silence was profound. Ashley stood in the living room, listening to the echo of the garage door closing. She could hear the low murmur of the television from the den.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was it. The truth was a pressure in her chest, demanding release. She couldn’t hold it in anymore.

She found him on the couch, watching a sports highlight reel, but his eyes were distant. He looked up as she entered, the remote lowering in his hand.

“Hey,” he said, his voice neutral.

“Hey.” She didn’t sit. She stood in the middle of the room, twisting her fingers together. “We need to talk.”

He muted the TV. The silence stretched, taut. “What about?”

“About this.” She gestured vaguely at her stomach, then at the space between them. “About us.”

Wendell’s jaw tightened. “There is no ‘us,’ Ashley. There’s a pregnancy. There’s your mom. There’s a baby coming.”

“Don’t,” she whispered, the word sharp. “Don’t do that. Not after everything. Not after the kitchen.” She took a step closer. The air crackled. “I’m falling in love with you.”

He flinched as if struck. His eyes closed for a second. “Ashley… no. You can’t.”

“Why? Because it’s wrong? We passed ‘wrong’ a long time ago.” Her voice gained strength, fueled by months of pent-up longing. “I think about you all the time. Not just the sex. I think about your laugh. The way you rub your thumb over your knuckles when you’re thinking. I want to fall asleep next to you and wake up with you. This isn’t about hormones. This is real.”

He stood up abruptly, turning his back to her, running a hand through his hair. “It would ruin everything. Kate… she’s happy for the first time in years. We’d destroy her.”

“And what about destroying us?” Ashley moved around the couch, forcing him to look at her. Tears pricked her eyes, but her gaze was steady. “We just pretend? For the next eighteen years? I give you your child and we go back to being strangers? I can’t do that.”

He looked at her then, really looked. His guard was down, the conflict raw on his face. The desire, the guilt, the sheer, painful want. “You don’t know what you’re asking.”

She reached out, her fingers brushing his arm. The contact was electric. “Tell me you don’t feel it, too. Tell me it was just about making a baby, and I’ll walk away right now.”

He didn’t tell her. He couldn’t. A low, tortured sound escaped his throat. “God, Ashley… of course I feel it. I’ve felt it since the first time. You think I could touch you like that, be inside you like that, and not feel anything?” His hands came up, cupping her face, his thumbs wiping away the tears that now fell freely. “You’re all I think about. It’s eating me alive.”

The confession was a key turning in a lock. Relief and a fierce, triumphant joy flooded her. She surged forward, capturing his mouth with hers.

This kiss was different from all the others. It wasn’t hungry or desperate or secret. It was a claiming. A promise. His lips moved over hers with a tender ferocity, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, tasting her tears, her truth. She melted against him, her arms wrapping around his neck, her body aligning with the hard planes of his. She could feel the rapid beat of his heart against her chest.

His hands slid down her back, over the curve of her ass, pulling her tighter against him. The hard ridge of his erection pressed into her lower belly, even through his jeans. A moan vibrated from his chest into hers.

She broke the kiss, her breath coming in short pants. Her eyes locked on his. Without a word, her fingers went to the button of his jeans. She popped it open, the sound loud in the quiet room. She dragged the zipper down, the metal teeth parting slowly.

He watched her, his chest rising and falling, his eyes dark with need. She slipped her hand inside, past the waistband of his boxers. Her fingers closed around him.

He was already fully hard, thick and hot in her palm. A shudder ran through him. She began to stroke, her fist moving up and down his length, her thumb swiping over the slick head on each upstroke. His head fell back, a guttural groan tearing from his lips.

“Ashley…”

“I want you,” she murmured, her voice husky. She dropped to her knees on the carpet in front of him.

His hands came to her shoulders, as if to stop her, but the gesture was weak. She looked up at him, holding his gaze as she pulled his jeans and boxers down over his hips. His cock sprang free, standing proud and heavy. She leaned in, her breath ghosting over the sensitive skin.

Then she took him into her mouth.

The taste was familiar, musky and male, and it sent a bolt of pure lust straight to her own core. She swirled her tongue around the broad head, savoring the salty bead of pre-cum. His fingers tangled in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as she took him deeper.

She bobbed her head, establishing a slow, wet rhythm. Her lips stretched around his girth, her tongue working along the underside. She listened to the sounds above her—the sharp inhales, the muttered curses, the ragged edge of his breathing. She felt him swell further, the veins standing out under her lips. One of her hands cupped his balls, rolling the heavy weight gently, while the other stroked the base of his shaft in time with her mouth.

“Fuck… that’s so good,” he rasped, his hips giving a tiny, involuntary thrust. “Your mouth is incredible.”

The praise, the loss of his control, made her own desire burn hotter. She took him deeper, relaxing her throat until he nudged the back of it. She held there for a second, humming around him, and his whole body tensed.

“Stop… I’m too close,” he gasped, his hands tightening in her hair.

She pulled off with a wet pop, her lips slick and swollen. She looked up, her eyes glazed with want. “I want you inside me.”

She stood up, her own need a frantic pulse between her legs. Her fingers went to the hem of her t-shirt and pulled it over her head. Her simple bra followed. She kicked off her soft shorts and panties in one motion, standing naked before him in the afternoon light filtering through the blinds.

His gaze raked over her body—her breasts, fuller now with pregnancy, her nipples dark and peaked, the gentle swell of her belly, the thatch of blonde hair at the junction of her thighs. His expression was one of raw, reverent hunger.

“You’re so beautiful,” he breathed.

He sat back down on the edge of the couch. She didn’t hesitate. She climbed onto his lap, straddling his hips, her knees sinking into the cushions on either side of him. She could feel the hot, hard length of him pressing against her inner thigh.

She reached between them, her fingers wrapping around his shaft. She guided him to her entrance, already slick and ready for him. Holding his gaze, she positioned the broad head against her soaked folds.

Slowly, she sank down.

The stretch was exquisite, a burning fullness that stole her breath. She took him inch by inch, her inner muscles fluttering as they stretched to accommodate his girth. A sharp, pleasurable gasp escaped her lips as she finally seated herself fully, his hips meeting hers. She was impaled on him, so deep, so completely connected.

She began to move.

A slow, rolling grind of her hips at first. His hands came to her waist, his fingers digging into her skin. His head fell back against the couch, his eyes closing. “Jesus…”

She rose up, until just the tip remained inside her, feeling him cling to her inner walls. Then she sank back down, harder this time. A cry tore from her throat. She set a rhythm, bouncing on his lap, taking him deep with each downward stroke. The angle was perfect, the base of his cock rubbing against her clit with every movement.

The slap of skin, the wet, sucking sounds of their joining, filled the quiet room. Her breasts bounced with her motion. She rode him with a growing desperation, chasing the coil of pleasure tightening in her core.

“Look at you,” he groaned, his eyes opening, dark and intense. “Riding me. Taking all of me.” His hands moved from her waist to her ass, gripping the cheeks, helping her move faster. “You feel like heaven. So tight. So hot.”

His words spurred her on. Her movements became more frantic, less controlled. She was a creature of pure sensation, of friction and depth and the overwhelming rightness of having him inside her like this, in the open, in their space.

Just as the first tremors of her orgasm began to gather, his hands stilled her. “Not like this,” he growled, his voice thick. “Turn around. On your hands and knees.”

A thrill shot through her. She scrambled off him, her body protesting the loss. He moved back on the couch, giving her space. She turned, presenting herself to him, and braced her hands on the cushions. He moved behind her, his hands smoothing over the curves of her ass.

He didn’t enter slowly. He guided himself to her dripping entrance and pushed forward, burying himself inside her with one long, deep thrust.

Ashley cried out, her arms buckling, her face pressing into the soft fabric of the couch. The penetration was deeper, more intense from this angle. He filled her completely, a claiming that felt more primal, more possessive.

He set a brutal, driving pace from the start. One hand gripped her hip, the other tangled in her hair, holding her steady as he pistoned into her. Each thrust was a deep, penetrating slam that jolted her forward, stealing her breath. The sound was obscene—wet, flesh-on-flesh impacts that echoed.

“This is it,” he grunted, his voice strained with effort. “You’re mine. This is mine.” His thrusts became harder, faster.

“Yes!” she sobbed, the words ripped from her. “I’m yours! Please!”

Her climax built with terrifying speed, fueled by the raw dominance of his position, the depth of his strokes, the filthy, perfect words. The coil snapped. Her orgasm erupted, a violent, convulsing wave that ripped a scream from her throat. Her inner muscles clenched around him in rhythmic, milking pulses, pulling him deeper.

Feeling her convulse around him broke his control. With a final, guttural roar, he slammed into her and held, his body rigid against hers. She felt the hot, liquid rush as he came, jet after jet flooding her already-occupied depths, a claiming that went beyond skin. He collapsed over her back, his weight pinning her to the couch, both of them slick with sweat, shuddering through the aftershocks.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the faint noise of a lawnmower somewhere down the street.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. A warm trickle followed. The evidence of their confession.

They dressed in a hurried, silent panic. The spell was broken by the ticking clock, the reality of Kate’s return. Ashley pulled her clothes on, her body humming, sore and satisfied in a way that felt final.

Wendell zipped his jeans, his face a mask of turmoil. He looked at her, his eyes haunted. “I need time to think.”

Ashley’s heart stuttered. “Think about what?”

“About everything.” He ran a hand over his face. “About leaving Kate. About being with you. The guilt… it would eat me alive. But the thought of walking away from you…” He shook his head, a helpless gesture. “I don’t know if I can.”

7 - A DANGEROUS GAME

The silence of the house at two in the morning was a heavy, living thing. Ashley lay in her bed, one hand resting on the gentle swell of her belly. Four months along now. The curve was undeniable, a firm, round proof of their secret. Kate’s joy was a constant, exhausting soundtrack. Every kick, every flutter Ashley felt, her mother celebrated as her own. It was suffocating.

The door to her bedroom creaked open.

Her heart leapt into her throat. A dark silhouette filled the frame, then slipped inside, closing the door with a soft click. Wendell. He stood there for a moment, letting his eyes adjust to the dim light from the window.

“Couldn’t sleep,” he whispered, his voice gravelly with want. “I can’t stop thinking about you.”

He crossed the room in three strides. He didn’t ask. He just sat on the edge of the bed, his large hand covering hers on her stomach. His touch was electric, possessive. “Look at you,” he murmured, his thumb stroking the taut skin under her thin pajama top. “You’re so beautiful like this.”

Ashley’s breath caught. Every rational thought screamed danger—Kate was asleep just down the hall—but her body was already responding, a warm, liquid pull low in her belly. “Wendell…”

He leaned down and kissed her. It was a hungry, devouring kiss, full of months of stolen glances and suppressed heat. His tongue plunged into her mouth, claiming it. One hand cupped the back of her head, the other slid under her pajama top, his palm rough and warm against the sensitive skin of her belly, then higher.

He found her breast, fuller, heavier than before. His fingers brushed over her nipple, already pebbled tight against the fabric of her sleep bra. A sharp gasp broke from her lips into his mouth. He broke the kiss, his eyes dark pools in the shadows. “I dream about these,” he said, his voice thick. He pushed her top up, exposing her. The cool air made her nipples tighten further. He lowered his head and took one into his mouth.

The sensation was shocking, intense. His mouth was hot, his tongue circling, then sucking deeply. A jolt of pure pleasure shot straight to her core, making her arch off the bed. A low moan escaped her. He switched to the other breast, giving it the same lavish attention, his teeth grazing the peak gently, making her cry out.

He kissed a wet, burning trail down her torso. Over the rounding of her stomach, his lips pressing reverently against the place where his child grew. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her pajama bottoms and panties and pulled them down her legs in one motion. The night air kissed her bare skin.

He settled between her thighs, his hands spreading her open. She was already wet, the scent of her arousal filling the space between them. He didn’t speak. He just looked, his gaze hot and focused, before he lowered his mouth to her.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike.

He licked her slowly, from her opening all the way up to her clit, a long, flat stroke that made her thighs tremble. Then he zeroed in, his mouth closing over the swollen bud, sucking it gently. Ashley bit her fist to stifle her scream. He ate her with a single-minded intensity, his tongue flicking rapidly, then pressing hard, then circling. He added a finger, sliding deep inside her, curling upward. He found a rhythm—his tongue on her clit, his finger pumping inside her—that was utterly devastating.

The pleasure built, fast and terrifying. Her hips lifted off the bed, seeking more pressure, more of his mouth. Her hands fisted in his hair, holding him to her. The sounds were obscenely wet, loud in the quiet room. She was panting, little whimpers falling from her lips with each expert stroke.

“Right there… God, don’t stop…” she begged, her voice a broken whisper.

He growled against her, the vibration pushing her closer to the edge. He added a second finger, stretching her, filling her in a way that promised what was to come. The coil inside her wound tighter, tighter. Her back arched, her toes curled. The orgasm crashed over her without warning, a silent, convulsing wave that ripped the air from her lungs. She shook, her inner muscles clamping rhythmically around his fingers, her body bowing off the mattress.

He didn’t let her come down. He rose over her, his own need etched into every line of his body. He shoved his sweatpants and boxers down just enough to free himself. He was fully erect, thick and straining, the head glistening in the dim light. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad tip nudging against her soaked, sensitive folds.

He looked into her eyes, his own wild with lust and something darker—a possessiveness that thrilled her to the bone. “I need to be in you,” he rasped. “Now.”

She could only nod, her body still pulsing from her climax. He pushed forward.

The stretch was exquisite, a burning fullness that stole her breath. He was big, and she was still fluttering from her orgasm, incredibly tight. He sank into her slowly, inch by glorious inch, until his hips met hers and he was buried to the hilt. A guttural groan tore from his chest. He held there, deep inside her, both of them panting, connected in the most intimate way possible.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his forehead dropping to hers. “You feel… even better like this. So deep. So perfect.”

He began to move.

Slow, deep thrusts that dragged his cock along her most sensitive inner walls. Each withdrawal was almost complete, each push a reclaiming. The angle was different with her belly between them; he had to adjust, his body pressing against the firm curve with every rock of his hips. The sensation was new, incredibly intimate—his child, his cock, his weight on her, all at once.

His pace quickened. The slow, measured strokes became harder, more urgent. The bedsprings gave a faint creak of protest. He braced himself on his elbows, caging her in, his mouth finding hers again in a sloppy, desperate kiss. She could taste herself on his lips.

“Touch yourself,” he grunted against her mouth. “I want to feel you come again while I’m inside you.”

Her hand slid between their bodies, her fingers finding her swollen clit. The moment she touched it, a shock of overstimulated pleasure made her cry out. She rubbed tight, frantic circles as he fucked her, the dual sensation pushing her toward another peak with dizzying speed.

His thrusts became punishing, deep and hard, driving her up the bed. The headboard tapped softly against the wall. The slap of skin, the wet sounds of their joining, filled the room. He was breathing in ragged gasps, his muscles corded with strain.

“You’re mine,” he growled, his voice raw. “This is mine. This belly, this pussy… all mine.” His words were a dark, possessive magic. “I’m gonna fill you up. Mark you from the inside again.”

The crude promise, the sheer animal claim of it, shattered her last shred of control. Her second orgasm exploded, a blinding, white-hot detonation that made her see stars. She screamed into his shoulder, her body convulsing, her inner muscles milking his length in violent, rhythmic pulses.

Feeling her clamp around him tore his control apart. With a final, choked roar, he slammed into her and held, his body rigid. She felt the hot, liquid rush as he came, jet after jet flooding her depths, a claiming that went beyond the physical. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a welcome anchor as they both shuddered through the aftershocks.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the frantic hammering of Ashley’s heart.

Then, a noise.

A floorboard creaking in the hallway.

They froze.

Wendell’s body went taut. He pulled out of her quickly, the loss making her gasp. He yanked his sweatpants up, his movements silent and frantic. He pressed a finger to his lips, his eyes wide with alarm.

“Wendell?” Kate’s sleepy voice called from the master bedroom. “Where are you? I heard a noise.”

Ashley’s blood turned to ice. She lay perfectly still, naked, covered in the evidence of him, her heart pounding so loud she was sure it could be heard through the door.

Wendell opened the door, silently slipping into the hallway. “Yeah, it’s me. Sorry, honey. Couldn’t sleep. Just getting a glass of water.”

“Oh.” Kate’s voice was thick with sleep. “Okay. Come back to bed. It’s cold without you.”

“Be right there.”

Ashley heard the fading sound of Wendell’s footsteps as he retreated to the master bedroom.

Ashley lay in the wreckage of her bed, the scent of sex and sweat and him clinging to the sheets, to her skin. Her body still hummed with pleasure, but a cold, sharp fear was closing in around it, squeezing her lungs.

They were playing a dangerous game.

And she couldn’t keep up with the changing rules.

8 - AN EROTIC ADVENTURE

The morning sun painted stripes across the kitchen tile. Kate had left an hour ago, the echo of her cheerful “Have a good day, you two!” still hanging in the air. Ashley was pouring cereal, when Wendell’s voice came from the top of the stairs.

“Ashley. Come here.”

It wasn’t a request. It was a low, commanding pull that went straight to her core. She set the milk carton down, her pulse picking up speed. She climbed the stairs, each step feeling heavier, more significant.

He stood in the doorway of the master bedroom, leaning against the frame. He wore only a pair of worn jeans, slung low on his hips. His chest was bare, the muscles of his torso defined in the morning light. His eyes were dark, intense, fixed on her.

“In here,” he said, stepping back to let her pass.

She walked into the room. The bed was neatly made, but her gaze was drawn to the nightstand. Her breath caught.

Laid out on the dark wood were three objects. A sleek, black vibrator. A thick, veined dildo in a deep purple silicone. And a pair of leather handcuffs, the buckles gleaming, connected by a metal chain.

Her mouth went dry. She turned to look at him.

Wendell closed the door. The click of the lock was deafening. He walked toward her, his movements slow, predatory. He stopped in front of her, his eyes flicking from her face to the toys and back.

“Kate,” he said, his voice a rough scrape. “She was never… adventurous. Everything was lights off, under the covers. Missionary.” He reached out, his fingers brushing a strand of hair from her cheek. The touch sent a shiver through her. “She thinks sex is for making babies. Period.”

His thumb traced her lower lip. “But you… you’re different. This…” His other hand came to rest on the gentle curve of her belly, his palm warm through her thin t-shirt. “This does something to me. It drives me fucking crazy.”

A flush of heat spread across her skin. She could only stare at him, mesmerized.

“I want to do things with you,” he continued, his gaze dropping to her mouth. “Things I’ve never done with anyone. Things I’ve only thought about.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. His hands went to the hem of her shirt. He pulled it up and over her head, tossing it aside. Her plain cotton bra followed. The cool air pebbled her nipples instantly. He just looked, his eyes drinking in the sight of her bare breasts, the fuller weight of them, the dark areolas. His hands went to the button of her shorts, popping it open, dragging the zipper down. He pushed the shorts and her panties down her legs in one motion. She stepped out of them, standing naked before him in the middle of her mother’s bedroom.

“On the bed,” he instructed, his voice thick. “On your back. In the middle.”

She moved to the bed, the comforter soft beneath her. She lay back, the pillows smelling faintly of her mother’s perfume. The contradiction sent a thrill through her.

Wendell picked up the leather cuffs. He came to the head of the bed, his weight dipping the mattress beside her. “Give me your hands.”

She lifted her arms. He took her right wrist first, wrapping the soft, supple leather around it. He buckled it snug, not tight enough to hurt, but with a firmness that left no doubt. He pulled the chain through the vertical bars of the wrought iron headboard. He buckled the other cuff onto her left wrist, securing her arms above her head, spread just wide enough to pull her chest taut.

She was exposed, utterly vulnerable. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Arousal, hot and slick, pooled between her thighs.

He stood back, looking down at her. His eyes burned. “Perfect.”

He picked up the vibrator first. It was a slender wand. He clicked a button. A low, powerful hum filled the room. He knelt on the bed between her spread legs.

He didn’t touch her with it right away. He let the tip hover just above her inner thigh, the vibrations buzzing against her skin, making the fine hairs stand up. He traced a slow, maddening path up her thigh, closer and closer to her core. She whimpered, her hips lifting off the mattress, seeking contact.

“So eager,” he murmured, a dark smile touching his lips.

Finally, he pressed the humming head against her.

Not on her clit. He pressed it firmly against her lower lips, right at her soaked entrance. The vibrations traveled through her entire pelvis, a deep, rumbling tease that made her cry out. He moved it in slow circles, coating it in her wetness, the sound obscenely wet. He dragged it upward, through her folds, until it finally made contact with her clit.

Ashley’s back arched off the bed, a sharp gasp tearing from her throat. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming. It wasn’t the flick of a tongue or the rub of a finger. It was a constant, unrelenting pulse of pure stimulation. He held it there, his eyes locked on her face, watching every twitch, every flutter of her eyelids.

“You like that?” he asked, his voice rough.

“Yes,” she sobbed, her fingers curling into fists within their restraints. “Oh god, yes…”

He began to move it in tiny, tight circles. The pleasure built fast, a coil of white-hot tension winding in her lower belly. Her legs trembled. Her breaths came in short, sharp pants. She was hurtling toward an orgasm, and he’d barely started.

Just as the first tremors began to gather, he pulled the vibrator away.

The sudden absence was a physical ache. She groaned, her body straining against the cuffs. “Please…”

“Not yet,” he said, setting the humming wand aside on the sheets. He picked up the dildo. It was substantial, thicker than he was, with a pronounced curve. He held it up, letting her see it. “Kate would faint if she saw this.”

He lowered it between her legs. The cool, slick silicone nudged at her entrance. He pushed forward.

The stretch was immense, breathtaking. She was already wet and open from the vibrator, but this was a different kind of fullness. It wasn’t the living, breathing heat of him. It was a relentless, unyielding invasion. He worked it into her slowly, watching her face, watching her body take it. When the thickest part finally popped past her resistance and slid home, she let out a long, shuddering moan.

He began to fuck her with it.

Slow, deep strokes at first, pulling it almost all the way out before plunging it back in. The curved tip rubbed against a spot deep inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. The sound was lewd—a wet, sucking squelch with every thrust.

“Look at you,” he growled, his own arousal evident in the tight strain of his jeans. “Taking this fake cock like a champion. My good girl.”

His words, combined with the deep, mechanical penetration, pushed her higher. Her moans became constant, a desperate litany. “More… harder…”

He obliged. His arm worked faster, driving the dildo into her with punishing force. The headboard tapped a rhythmic beat against the wall. Her body jolted with each impact. The coil inside her wound impossibly tight. She was begging, nonsensical pleas falling from her lips.

“I’m gonna… Wendell, I’m gonna come…”

“Come on it,” he commanded, his voice guttural. “Come all over this toy. Show me how much you need it.”

That was all it took. Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and convulsing. She screamed, her body bowing off the bed, her inner muscles clamping rhythmically around the silicone shaft still pumping inside her. Waves of pleasure crashed over her, so intense they bordered on pain.

He fucked her through it, prolonging the spasms until she was sobbing, oversensitive and spent. Only then did he pull the dildo out with a slick, final sound.

She lay panting, boneless, her wrists still secured. She was a mess of sweat and her own release. Wendell stood up. His eyes were black with need. He unbuttoned his jeans, shoved them and his boxers down. His cock sprang free, fully erect, the head flushed dark and leaking.

He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her splayed legs. He gripped his shaft, stroking it once, twice, his gaze fixed on her wrecked, willing body. He positioned himself at her well-used entrance. She was loose, swollen, dripping.

He pushed inside.

The feeling was different now. After the artificial stretch, he felt familiar, like coming home, but the sheer intimacy of his flesh replacing the toy was overwhelming. He sank into her in one smooth, deep thrust, burying himself to the hilt. A groan of pure satisfaction rumbled from his chest.

“This is what I need,” he rasped, his hands gripping her hips, his thumbs pressing into the soft flesh of her belly. “Your hot, tight little pussy, stretched out just for me.”

He didn’t start slow. He set a hard, driving pace immediately, each thrust a deep, claiming slam that shook the entire bed. The wrought iron headboard rattled against the wall in a steady, frantic rhythm. Ashley could only take it, her cries punctuating each powerful drive of his hips.

He leaned over her, his face inches from hers, his breath hot on her skin. “You feel that? That’s me. All me. Filling up the mother of my child.”

His words were a dark, possessive magic. Her oversensitivity faded, burned away by a fresh, rising tide of need. She met his thrusts as best she could, her hips lifting, her legs wrapping around his waist to pull him deeper.

“Yes,” she chanted. “Yes… it’s you… only you…”

His control was fraying. His thrusts became erratic, harder, deeper. His rhythm broke into a frantic, pounding chase. She felt her second climax building, a pressure gathering at the base of her spine.

“I’m gonna come,” he grunted, his body tensing. “Gonna mark this beautiful belly.”

The image, the crude possessiveness of it, tipped her over the edge. Her orgasm crashed into her, a blinding, full-body convulsion that tore a ragged scream from her throat. She clenched around him, milking his length.

With a final, guttural roar, he pulled out of her.

His hot release splashed across her lower belly, over the taut curve of her pregnancy. Thick, pearly stripes painted her skin. He stroked himself through the last pulses, his eyes locked on the sight of his cum on her body. It was primal, a visual claim that made her shudder with aftershocks.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the faint buzz of the forgotten vibrator still humming on the sheets.

Slowly, Wendell reached up. His fingers were gentle as he unbuckled the leather cuffs, first one wrist, then the other. The blood rushed back into her hands, a tingling warmth. He leaned down and kissed her, a slow, deep, languid kiss that tasted of salt and sweat and completion.

He got off the bed, found a towel from the ensuite bathroom, and came back. He cleaned her belly with a tenderness that contrasted sharply with what they’d just done. He wiped between her legs, his touch careful. Then he dressed himself in silence.

Ashley sat up, her body aching in the most delicious way. She pulled on her clothes, the fabric feeling strange on her sensitized skin.

Wendell stood by the window, looking out. He spoke without turning. “I’ve never been more attracted to anyone in my entire life.” His voice was low, almost awed. “What we just did… what you let me do… God, Ashley.”

She fastened her shorts, her fingers trembling. The words were a balm and a poison. They filled her with a fierce, triumphant joy, but beneath it, the old fear stirred, cold and sharp.

He turned to face her. His expression was raw, unguarded. “I mean it.”

“I know,” she whispered.

But as she looked at him, standing in her mother’s room, the sex toys still on the nightstand, the question rose in her mind, unavoidable and terrifying.

What happens after?

The baby would come. She would hand it to Kate. And then what? Would she go back to being the aimless stepdaughter, living in her mother’s house? Would she have to watch her mother and the man she loved raise their child, while she pretended none of this ever happened? The thought was a physical pain, a hollowing out of her chest.

She was so in love with him. And she couldn’t imagine going back.

9 - A SECRET EXPOSED

The silence in the house was a physical presence, thick and expectant. Ashley stood in the doorway of the master bedroom, her hands resting on the pronounced swell of her belly. Six months. The weight was a constant reminder, a living, kicking anchor to the man who now sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, staring at the floor.

Kate had just left, her cheerful chatter about crib sheets and diaper brands still echoing in the foyer. The car engine faded down the street.

Ashley stepped inside and closed the door. The click was final.

“We can’t keep doing this,” she said. Her voice was steadier than she felt.

Wendell looked up. His eyes were shadowed, tired. “Doing what?”

“This. The lying. The hiding. The way you look at me when she’s in the room, like you’re starving and I’m a meal you can’t have.” She took a step closer. The baby shifted, a rolling motion under her ribs. “It’s not good for me. It’s not good for the baby. This stress… it has to stop.”

He stood up, a slow uncoiling of muscle. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying you need to choose.” The words hung between them, stark and terrifying. “Her or me. You can’t have us both. Not like this. Not anymore.”

He was in front of her in two strides. His hands came up, framing her face. His thumbs stroked her cheeks. “There is no choice, Ashley. You know that.”

“Do I?” Her eyes burned. “Because it feels like I’m the secret. I’m the one you fuck in the dark when she’s asleep. I’m carrying your child and I have to pretend it’s some noble gift for my mother. I can’t… I can’t live in this house with her after the baby comes. I’ll break.”

He searched her face, his own a mask of conflict. Then it cleared, resolve hardening his features. “You’re right.” He said it softly, with a finality that made her heart stutter. “You’re absolutely right. This isn’t fair to you. It’s not fair to anyone.” He took a deep breath. “I’ll tell her. Tonight. I’ll tell Kate the truth. That I’m in love with you. That I want to be with you.”

A sob of pure relief caught in Ashley’s throat. It was what she’d dreamed of, what she’d ached for. “You mean it?”

“I’ve never meant anything more.” He leaned in and kissed her.

It wasn’t like the hungry, stolen kisses in the dark. This was a seal, a promise. Slow, deep, and devastatingly tender. His lips moved over hers with a reverence that made her knees weak. She kissed him back, pouring months of longing and fear and hope into it. Her fingers tangled in his dark hair, holding him to her.

When they broke apart, they were both breathing hard. A new energy crackled in the space between them—not the frantic heat of secrecy, but the fierce, claiming fire of something chosen.

“I need you,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Right now. Before anything else happens.”

His hands went to the hem of her soft maternity dress, a stretchy navy fabric. He pulled it up and over her head, letting it fall to the floor. She stood before him in just a simple, supportive bra and cotton panties that stretched over her belly. His gaze was worshipful, hot.

He unhooked her bra, letting it slide down her arms. Her breasts were heavy, full, the nipples a darker shade of rose and incredibly sensitive. A faint, sweet scent clung to her skin. He groaned, lowering his head.

His mouth closed over her left nipple. He suckled gently, then with more pressure. The sensation was sharp, intense, and then—a tiny, warm release on his tongue.

He froze for a second, then pulled back, looking at the droplet of pearly liquid beading on her nipple. His eyes flew to hers, wide with awe. “Ashley…”

“It happens sometimes,” she whispered, her face flushing.

A low, possessive sound rumbled in his chest. “You’re perfect.”

He bent again, his tongue lapping at the droplet, then drawing her nipple deep into the heat of his mouth. He suckled in earnest now, and the slight pull triggered a small, sweet flow. He drank from her, a soft, rhythmic sucking that sent bolts of pure, electric pleasure straight to her core. It was intimate beyond anything they’d done, a primal connection that made her cry out.

He switched to the other breast, giving it the same devoted attention, tasting her, worshipping her. Her hands clutched his shoulders, her head falling back. The feeling was overwhelming, a mix of maternal vulnerability and raw, sexual need.

He kissed his way down the tight, round globe of her belly, his lips pressing against the skin where their child slept. He hooked his fingers in her panties and drew them down her legs. She stepped out of them, naked now except for her socks.

He stood and stripped off his own clothes—his t-shirt, his jeans, his boxers—in a few hurried motions. He was fully erect, his cock thick and straining upward, the tip already glistening.

Ashley’s gaze dropped. A surge of pure want tightened low in her belly. She didn’t wait for him to guide her. She sank to her knees on the carpet.

The position was a little awkward with her belly, but she made it work. She leaned forward, taking his length in one hand, feeling the solid, velvety heat of him. She looked up at him, seeing the shock and raw desire in his eyes. Then she lowered her mouth.

She took him in, as much as she could, her lips stretching around his girth. She used her tongue, swirling around the head, tasting the salty pre-come. She bobbed her head, establishing a wet, sloppy rhythm. Her other hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently. She made sounds, hungry, greedy noises, her saliva coating him, dripping down her chin.

“Fuck, Ashley,” he gasped, his hands fisting in her hair. Not pushing, just holding. “Just like that. God, your mouth…”

She sucked him harder, taking him deeper, her throat relaxing. The power was intoxicating—feeling him tremble, hearing his breath catch. She worked him with her lips and tongue and hand until his thighs were taut and a steady stream of curses fell from his lips.

“Stop,” he finally grunted, pulling her head back gently. “I want to be inside you when I come. I need to feel you.”

He lay back on the bed, scooting to the center. He held a hand out to her. “Come here. Ride me.”

She climbed onto the bed, straddling his hips. She positioned herself above him, guiding his cock to her entrance. She was soaked, her folds swollen and sensitive. She sank down slowly, taking him inch by breathtaking inch.

The fullness was exquisite. Her body opened for him, accommodating him perfectly even as her rounded belly pressed against his stomach. When she was fully seated, she paused, letting them both feel the complete, deep connection. He filled her so completely, touching a place that made her see stars.

She began to move.

Her hips rolled in a slow, grinding circle at first, rubbing her clit against the base of his shaft. His hands came to her hips, his grip firm, helping her find a rhythm. Then she lifted herself up, almost letting him slip out, before dropping back down with a soft, wet slap.

A moan tore from her throat. She did it again. And again.

Faster.

She bounced on his cock, her breasts swaying, her belly a firm curve between them. The angle was perfect, the head of his cock stroking that magical spot inside her with every descent. The room filled with the sounds of their joining—skin slapping, the bedsprings creaking, their ragged, mingled breaths.

“Look at you,” he rasped, his eyes blazing up at her. “My beautiful girl. Taking me so deep. Fuck, you feel incredible.”

His words spurred her on. She rode him harder, her thighs burning with the effort, her pleasure coiling tighter and tighter. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on his chest, changing the angle. He thrust upward to meet her, driving into her with powerful surges from below.

The pleasure built to a fever pitch. It was a frantic, climbing thing, a race toward the edge. She was so loud, crying out with every thrust, her moans high and desperate. He was just as loud, his groans guttural, animalistic.

“I’m close,” she sobbed. “Wendell, I’m so close…”

“Come for me,” he demanded, his hands sliding to her ass, squeezing, forcing her down onto him harder. “Come all over my cock. Let me feel you.”

The command shattered her. Her orgasm exploded, a blinding, white-hot wave that crashed through her entire body. She screamed, her inner muscles clamping around him in violent, rhythmic pulses, milking his length.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a final, choked roar, he slammed up into her and held, his body locking rigid beneath her. She felt the hot, liquid rush as he came, jet after jet flooding her depths, a claiming that felt like a new beginning.

They collapsed together in a sweaty, panting heap, him still inside her, her body draped over his. The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat and her milk. For a long moment, there was only the sound of their racing hearts slowing.

They were so lost in the aftermath, so wrapped up in each other, they didn’t hear the front door open.

They didn’t hear the footsteps on the stairs.

They didn’t hear the quiet turn of the bedroom doorknob.

The door burst open.

Ashley flinched, scrambling to sit up, to cover herself. Wendell’s arms tightened around her, but it was too late.

Kate stood in the doorway, a shopping bag dangling from her hand. Her face was a frozen mask of shock that rapidly melted into a storm of fury and pain. Her eyes took in the scene—Ashley, naked and pregnant, straddling her husband, their bodies still joined, the evidence of their passion glistening on their skin.

For a second, no one moved. No one breathed.

Then Kate’s bag hit the floor with a thud. “You…” The word was a whisper, then a shriek. “How could you?!”

Ashley tried to speak, but no sound came out. Guilt, cold and sharp, lanced through her, even as she clung to Wendell.

Wendell moved, carefully shifting Ashley off him and standing up, putting himself between the two women. He didn’t bother to cover himself. “Kate.”

“How could you do this to me?” Kate’s voice trembled with rage and a devastating hurt. Her eyes darted from him to Ashley, who was pulling the comforter around herself. “In our bed? With… with her?” A horrible, broken laugh escaped her. “My god. This is all my fault. I asked for this. I served her to you on a platter.” The self-blame in her tone was worse than her anger.

“It’s not like that,” Wendell said, his voice low but firm.

“Then what is it like, Wendell? Explain it to me!” Kate shouted, tears spilling down her cheeks.

He took a deep breath. “I’m in love with her, Kate. I have been for a while. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry for the pain, for the lies. But I’m leaving. I’m leaving to be with Ashley.”

The words, spoken aloud in the bright light of day, were a brutal finality. Kate staggered back a step as if physically struck. A raw, wounded sound tore from her throat. She looked at Ashley, her eyes pleading, betrayed. “Ashley? Why?”

The guilt was a crushing weight. “Mom, I…” Ashley’s voice failed. She wanted to explain, to beg forgiveness, but the truth was a simple, ugly thing: she wanted him more. She loved him more.

Kate saw it in her face. The fight drained out of her, replaced by a hollow, profound grief. She turned and fled the room, her sobs echoing down the hallway.

The silence she left behind was worse than the shouting.

Ashley looked at Wendell, her own tears falling. “We can’t stay here.”

“No,” he agreed, his face grim. He moved quickly, pulling on his jeans, grabbing a shirt. “Get dressed. Pack a bag. We’ll go to a hotel. Figure things out from there.”

Ashley moved numbly, pulling on her dress, not bothering with underwear. The euphoria of their lovemaking was gone, replaced by a shaky, sickening reality. They had broken something that could never be fixed.

Ten minutes later, they walked down the stairs, duffel bags in hand. The house was silent, but they could hear the muffled sound of crying from behind the closed door of the new nursery. Ashley paused, her heart aching.

Wendell took her hand, his grip firm. “Come on,” he said softly. “We have to go.”

They stepped out into the afternoon sun, leaving the shattered remains of their old life behind.

10 - A LIFE TOGETHER

The air in the new apartment smelled of fresh paint and takeout. A month had passed. Boxes were still stacked against the wall, but a cream-colored rug covered the living room floor, and a framed print of a beach hung over the sofa. Their sofa. Ashley stood in the bedroom doorway, one hand supporting the heavy curve of her belly, the other resting on the doorframe. Seven months. The baby was active, a constant flutter and roll that was both comforting and a stark reminder of everything that had changed.

Guilt was a quiet hum in her veins, a background noise she’d learned to live with. Images of her mother’s shattered face flashed behind her eyes sometimes, in the quiet moments. But then she’d feel the baby kick, or Wendell would walk into the room, and the hum would fade beneath a stronger, brighter current: certainty. This was right. This was her life now.

She heard his key in the lock, the familiar thud of his work boots being kicked off in the entryway. Her pulse gave a little skip, the way it always did. She turned from the bedroom, waddling into the short hallway just as he rounded the corner.

He looked tired but his eyes lit up when he saw her. He’d been working overtime, saving, building a nest for them. He still wore his dark work jeans and a grey t-shirt smudged with dust. He came to her, his hands immediately going to her belly, his forehead leaning against hers. “How are my girls?”

“Hungry,” she said, smiling. “And kicking up a storm.”

He kissed her, a soft, lingering press of lips that still made her stomach swoop. “I have something for you.”

“Chinese or Thai?” she teased, thinking of the food containers he often brought home.

“Better.” His expression turned serious, a nervous edge to it she rarely saw. He took her hand. “Come with me.”

He led her into their bedroom. The bed was unmade, sheets tangled from their sleep the night before. The late afternoon sun slanted through the blinds, painting stripes across the rumpled comforter. He guided her to stand near the foot of the bed, then let go of her hand.

“Ashley,” he began, his voice unusually formal. He ran a hand through his dark hair. Then, slowly, deliberately, he lowered himself to one knee on the rug.

Her breath stopped. Her hand flew to her mouth.

He pulled a small, black velvet box from his jeans pocket. The hinge made a soft snick in the quiet room. Nestled inside was a ring. A single, brilliant solitaire diamond set on a simple platinum band. It caught the sun and fractured it into a dozen tiny rainbows on the wall.

“This past month… it’s been the happiest of my life,” he said, his brown eyes fixed on hers, intense and unwavering. “Building this life with you. Waking up with you. Coming home to you. I don’t ever want it to end. I want to make it permanent. I want to be your husband. To raise our daughter together, as a family. Officially.” He took a shaky breath. “Ashley, will you marry me?”

Tears blurred her vision, hot and sudden. The guilt didn’t vanish, but it was swallowed whole by a surge of pure, radiant joy so powerful it felt like a physical force. This was the dream she’d been afraid to name. This was their future.

“Yes,” she whispered. Then louder, a laugh breaking through the tears. “Yes, Wendell. A thousand times yes.”

A brilliant, relieved smile broke across his face. He took the ring from the box. Her hands were trembling. He slid the cool metal onto her finger. It fit perfectly. She stared at it, the diamond glittering, a tangible promise on her hand.

He rose from his knee and kissed her again, but this time it wasn’t soft. It was a claiming, a celebration. His mouth was hungry, his tongue sweeping into hers, tasting the salt of her tears. She kissed him back with all the fervor in her soul, her arms winding around his neck, her pregnant belly pressed between them.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “I need you,” he murmured against her lips, the words a low vibration she felt in her bones. “Right now.”

His hands went to the hem of her loose maternity top, a soft cotton knit. He pulled it up and over her head. The cool air brushed her skin, pebbling her nipples instantly through the thin fabric of her bra. He made quick work of the front clasp, letting the cups fall away. Her breasts were heavy, full, the blue veins more prominent, her nipples a deep, dusky rose.

He didn’t hesitate. His mouth descended, his lips closing around her right nipple. He suckled gently, then with more firm pressure. The familiar, sharp tug-pull sensation shot straight to her core, a direct line of pleasure. And then, the warm, sweet release. Her milk let down for him.

He groaned, the sound muffled against her skin, a rumble of pure masculine satisfaction. He drank from her, his tongue lapping, his suction rhythmic and strong. The sensation was incredible—nurturing and deeply erotic all at once. A soft, helpless cry escaped her as her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him to her. He switched to the other breast, giving it the same devoted attention, suckling until a trickle of milk escaped the corner of his mouth. He licked it away, his eyes dark and possessive when he looked up at her.

“You taste like heaven,” he rasped. “Mine.”

He kissed his way down the immense, taut curve of her belly, his lips worshiping the skin that housed his child. He knelt before her, his hands on her hips, and hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her stretchy maternity leggings and the cotton panties beneath. He pushed them down her legs in one motion. She stepped out of them, standing naked before him, gloriously, vulnerably pregnant.

He leaned forward, his hands spreading her thighs wider. His breath was hot against her most intimate skin. Then his mouth was on her.

His tongue was flat and broad, licking a long, slow stripe from her entrance all the way up to her throbbing clit. She gasped, her knees buckling. His hands shot out to steady her hips. He did it again, and again, until she was trembling, her wetness coating his chin. Then he focused on her clit, circling it with the very tip of his tongue, flicking it with rapid, precise strokes.

“Wendell… oh god…” she moaned, her head falling back. One hand braced on his shoulder, the other still clutched in his hair.

He pushed two fingers inside her, curling them upward, finding that sweet, swollen spot deep within. He fucked her with his fingers in a steady, deep rhythm while his mouth worked her clit. The dual stimulation was overwhelming. Her hips began to rock against his face, seeking more, seeking release. The coil inside her wound impossibly tight, a spring of pure pleasure ready to snap.

“I’m gonna come,” she panted, her thighs shaking. “Please, don’t stop…”

He didn’t. He sucked her clit into his mouth, applying a firm, steady pressure, his fingers pumping relentlessly. It was too much. The orgasm tore through her, a raw, screaming wave that made her cry out his name. Her inner muscles clenched around his fingers, milking them, as pulses of electric pleasure radiated out from her core. He gentled his mouth, licking her through the aftershocks until she was whimpering, oversensitive and spent.

He stood up, his own need evident in the hard bulge straining against his jeans. He stripped quickly, his cock springing free, thick and flushed. He was beautiful in his raw desire.

“On the bed,” he instructed, his voice gravelly. “On your hands and knees. Support your belly with the pillows.”

She moved clumsily, her body still humming from her climax. She arranged two pillows under her belly, the relief immediate as the weight was supported. She got on her knees, presenting herself to him. She felt exposed, open, utterly his.

He knelt behind her, his hands running over the generous curves of her ass. He leaned forward, kissing the small of her back, then lower. He spread her cheeks, and she felt the cool air, then the warm, wet swipe of his tongue over her other hole.

She jolted. “Wendell…”

“Shhh,” he soothed, licking again, a slow, intimate caress that made her shudder. “Just a taste. I want all of you.”

He reached for the nightstand drawer, fumbling for a moment before pulling out a small bottle of clear lubricant. She heard the cap click open. A moment later, a cool, slick finger pressed against her tight back entrance, circling, teasing.

“Relax for me, baby,” he murmured, his other hand stroking her hip.

He pressed inward. The stretch was intense, unfamiliar, a slow, burning fullness. She breathed out, forcing her muscles to unclench. His finger slid deeper, knuckle by knuckle, until it was buried inside her. He held it there, letting her adjust, then began a slow, shallow pumping motion. The sensation was strange, invasive, but mixed with it was a dark, thrilling taboo. He was claiming a part of her no one else ever had.

He added a second finger, stretching her more carefully, the lube making the glide smooth. He scissored them gently, preparing her. The feeling began to shift from mere intrusion to something else—a deep, internal pressure that somehow amplified the ache in her neglected pussy.

“Keep going,” she breathed, pushing back against his hand.

He withdrew his fingers. She heard him slicking his own length, the wet, slick sounds loud in the quiet room. Then the broad, blunt head of his cock replaced his fingers, nudging insistently against her tight ring of muscle.

“Breathe out,” he commanded softly.

She exhaled, and he pushed forward.

The initial penetration was a breathtaking stretch, a fullness so complete it stole the air from her lungs. He moved with infinite patience, inching inside, letting her body slowly, reluctantly, accept him. When he was fully seated, buried to the hilt in her ass, they both went still. The feeling was overwhelming—a deep, consuming possession that left her feeling utterly filled, utterly owned.

He began to move.

Slow, shallow thrusts at first, a gentle rocking that allowed her body to adjust to the incredible intrusion. Each withdrawal was a sweet agony, each forward stroke a claiming. He placed a hand on her lower back, holding her steady.

“You feel incredible,” he groaned, his rhythm gradually deepening. “So tight. God, Ashley… taking me here…”

The friction was intense, a hot, slick drag that sparked a strange, new kind of pleasure. It wasn’t the direct, clitoral bliss of before. This was deeper, darker, a building pressure that seemed to radiate through her entire pelvis. With each thrust, his pelvis bumped against her sensitive, swollen pussy lips, sending secondary shocks through her.

He found a rhythm, steady and deep. The sound of skin slapping, of their joined bodies moving together, filled the room. Her moans were low, guttural, born of this profound, forbidden fullness. One of his hands slid around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, which was still swollen and sensitive from his mouth.

He rubbed tight, quick circles there, matching the pace of his thrusts.

The combination was devastating. The deep, claiming penetration in her ass, the direct, frantic stimulation on her clit—it built a new peak inside her, higher and sharper than before. She felt herself climbing again, her inner muscles fluttering around his invading length, her ass gripping him tightly.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his thrusts becoming harder, less controlled. “Come on. Come on my cock. Let me feel you.”

His words, the crude possession of them, tipped her over. Her second orgasm crashed into her with shocking force. It wasn’t a wave; it was a detonation. A silent scream locked in her throat as her body convulsed, her back arching, her ass clamping down on him in rhythmic, vice-like pulses. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a white-hot branding from the inside out.

Feeling her climax around him was his undoing. With a final, ragged roar, he slammed into her one last time and held, his body locking. She felt the hot, liquid rush as he came deep inside her, jet after jet filling that intimate channel, a claiming more profound than any before.

They collapsed together onto the bed, a tangle of limbs and sweat-slicked skin. He pulled her onto her side, spooning her from behind, his softening cock slipping from her body. He held her close, his arms wrapped around her belly, his face buried in her hair. Their breathing slowly returned to normal, the only sound the distant hum of city traffic.

Ashley looked at the diamond sparkling on her finger in the fading light. The ghost of guilt whispered, but it was faint, distant. Overshadowed by the solid warmth of the man behind her, by the life kicking within her, by the promise on her hand. She was going to be his wife. The mother of his child. This was her family.

She couldn’t wait to see what their future would bring.

BACK COVER

He was supposed to be her stepdad. Now, he’s the father of her child and the lover she can’t give up.

Ashley’s mother, Kate, is consumed by the need for another child. After years of failed attempts, she turns to Ashley with a desperate request: to serve as a surrogate and conceive a baby with her stepdad, Wendell. To give her mother the one thing she wants most, Ashley hesitantly agrees.

But what was supposed to be a clinical arrangement quickly turns into something far more intimate. To ensure the pregnancy takes, the boundaries between surrogate and stepdad dissolve. In the quiet of the night, while Kate dreams of a nursery, Ashley and Wendell are playing a dangerous game—and falling in love.

As Ashley’s body changes and a new life takes root, the truth becomes a sharp, terrifying secret. The affair is no longer just about a baby; it’s about a connection neither of them can walk away from. But in a house where the walls are getting thinner and the air is thick with deception, secrets can only stay hidden for so long.

When the masks finally slip and Kate catches them in the ultimate betrayal, the fallout is devastating.

In the wreckage of a family destroyed, Ashley and Wendell must decide: is their forbidden love worth the cost?
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