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ONE


Damon

Forbidden. I hate that word.

It reminds me of my powerlessness, of all the deep, dark wants I harbor. The things that will never be mine.

My throat feels like it’s in a knot as I exit the office building that houses my company, Star Enterprises. We make specialized software. Business is good, but that doesn’t extend to my personal life.

I catch my reflection in the mirror, seeing a man in his mid-thirties dressed in an immaculate Armani suit, hair slicked back, tie perfectly knotted. But I don’t look happy. Haven’t been for a long time.

Irritation flares when I see another message from my ex. She wants to get back together, but I’m done with her. When we were together, all she cared about was fancy dinners and jewelry. She complained I was too cold and unemotional when she was the one who only wanted the material things I could give her.

My phone buzzes, and I see that it’s my younger brother, Cole. I already know why he’s calling me.

My stomach tightens at the thought of another dinner with my brother and his gorgeous wife.

I tend to avoid him because I don’t particularly like him.

But the temptation of meeting Elena, of being in her soothing presence, and being comforted by her delicious home-cooked food is something I’ve never been able to resist.

I accept the call, jaw already tight.

“Damon!” Cole’s voice is cheerful, too cheerful. He’s the kind of man who turns everything into a performance. “You free Thursday night? Elena’s cooking. Thought we could do a little family dinner—just the three of us.”

There’s something off about his voice. Too casual, a little forced.

“You sound different,” I say. “Everything okay?”

He laughs, but it’s brittle. “Yeah, yeah. Elena’s just… been in a mood lately. Avoiding me. Cold. I figured having you over might remind her she’s still my wife. She still needs to take care of the home. You know how women get when they’re spoiled too much. They need to have responsibilities or they drift away into their own world.”

My jaw clenches.

I stare out the window of my car, gripping the steering wheel harder than necessary. “She’s not your maid, Cole.”

“No, she’s my wife,” he says, like that’s the same thing. “And I expect certain things. She used to love cooking for me. I think seeing you again might shake her out of this phase. Remind her how good she has it.”

I want to say maybe she’s just tired of being unappreciated, but I keep my tone neutral.

“Did you do something to make her mad?” Elena is not the immature type. She’d never act unreliable unless Cole messed up.

“I was just being myself,” Cole replies, his response cryptic. I immediately know he did something bad, but he wants to pretend it’s nothing. He always had the tendency to trivialize his mistakes as if they stopped being wrong just because he made them.

“I’m not sure I can make it,” I tell him. “I’ve got too much going on at work.”

“Come on,” he pushes. “You always bail. At least this time, come for Elena. She’ll pull out all the stops if she knows you’re coming. She still thinks you walk on water, you know.”

That’s exactly why I shouldn’t come.

I stay silent for too long, and he changes the subject. “Anyway, things are finally looking up at the firm. That last investment you made? It’s put us ahead. I might be getting a promotion.”

Of course. There it is. The real reason for the call.

“Glad to hear it,” I say dryly.

“Wouldn’t be possible without you, big bro. You always come through.”

I don’t respond. Because we both know I’m just a wallet to him. A shortcut to status. Just like Elena is his trophy wife.

I tolerate awkward conversations and my brother’s constant scheming to get me to invest more with his company—all so that I can catch a glimpse of his wife, so I can talk to her, see her smile. For a few moments, it feels like she’s mine.

And that is what makes her so dangerous.

When Cole married Elena, I was shocked. She was the kind of woman I’d always dreamed of marrying myself. She was exactly my type—feminine, nurturing, family-oriented, and soothing. My brother was always into the wilder types. He enjoyed the edge of excitement they provided. But he settled down with the exact opposite type. It must have been because his job in finance demanded a wife who would dress conservatively and make him look good in front of his associates.

I watched their wedding with barely any feeling of celebration. I knew she’d end up a trophy wife, and she did. Three years into their marriage, he has molded her into a perfectly polished wife who lives to take care of her husband’s needs. They don’t have any kids because Cole hates responsibility. But I know deep down, Elena has always longed for children. She told me on the day he introduced her to our parents.

I first met her at our parents’ anniversary dinner, three years ago. She wore a sky-blue dress and brought homemade lemon tarts. She laughed nervously and spoke softly but with conviction when she talked about wanting kids someday—“at least two, a boy and a girl”—and my chest ached in a way it hadn’t since I was twenty.

I remember asking her what happiness looked like to her.

She didn’t hesitate.

"A warm kitchen. A messy, joyful home. A man who kisses me before bed every night. It sounds small, I know."

"No," I said, unable to look away, "it sounds perfect."

Then she lifted her left hand to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear, and I saw the ring.

I still remember how it felt—like the sound of a door slamming shut.

I rub my temples, refocusing on the present.

“See you soon, bro.” Cole chuckles.

We hang up soon after, the tension thick, unspoken things hanging in the silence like smoke.

I exhale and toss the phone into the passenger seat.

Cole doesn’t deserve her.

He never did. And I hate that I can’t do anything about it. I’d like to steal her from him, show her that she deserves more than a man who is entitled simply because he married her when she was young.

But what good would that do? I can’t ruin my brother’s marriage. Elena’s marriage. She values her vows. She’s traditional like that. She’d never cheat on Cole unless he really broke her.

Traffic is horrible, but I need to stop by the department store to pick up a suit I ordered. I need it for the charity gala I’m attending at the end of the week. My assistant should have picked it up, but she is off for the next few days because her son is sick. Great timing.

The drive is cold and tense. Even the blur of traffic and horns cannot drag my mind away from my conversation with my brother. He said things weren’t going well with Elena. He has never confided in me about their relationship. He was too busy pretending they were the perfect couple, even though I could see the sadness in her eyes every time I had dinner at their place. She seemed like she wanted love, and Cole is too self-absorbed to be able to give any woman that.

I park in a hurry, rushing into the department store, eager to get my task done. The store is mostly empty because it’s a weekday. Racks of designer clothes hem me in as I push through to reach the elevators, hoping to zip up to the floor where they sell men’s suits.

But a whimper catches my attention. I turn.

The click of my designer shoes against polished tile echoes through the department store, but it fades to silence at the sight of her.

Elena.

She’s standing still in the baby aisle, surrounded by pastel pinks and powder blues, her gloved hand trembling as it hovers over a stroller. The kind with cream lace lining and golden wheels. The kind dreamers buy when they think the world will be kind to them.

She’s wearing a fitted beige coat belted tightly around her waist, hair twisted up into a tidy bun like always. Her makeup is subtle, tasteful. Her entire look screams perfect housewife. Proper. Delicate. Off-limits.

And yet… she’s crying.

Not loudly. Not the sort of sobbing that demands attention. Just one tear trailing down her cheek, followed by another, wiped away so fast you'd miss it if you blinked. But I don’t blink.

I never do when she’s around.

God, she looks like a woman already meant for motherhood—those generous hips, that full, soft bust framed so modestly by a cashmere scarf. She’s lush in a way women rarely allow themselves to be anymore. Ripeness barely contained. My hands ache to hold her.

But she belongs to my brother.

Cole.

The bastard. He was always a jerk, but since he married her, he has been meaner than ever. Not to me, of course. I run a company.

I shouldn’t approach her. Shouldn’t want to. But I do. I always have.

Now here she is, in the middle of a department store, crumbling in silence.

I walk over before I can think better of it.

“Elena?” My voice is low, cautious.

She jumps slightly, then turns. Her eyes widen with surprise, then soften with something like relief. And pain.

“Damon…”

I take a step closer. “What’s going on?”

She presses her lips together, her chin trembling. “It’s nothing.”

“That doesn’t look like nothing.”

She exhales shakily, the air escaping her like it’s been held hostage too long. “I—I just wanted to look at strollers.”

Her voice cracks. It guts me.

“Elena,” I murmur, more gently this time, “talk to me. Please.”

She turns away, blinking fast. “Don’t. I don’t want to fall apart in the middle of this damn store.”

I place a hand on her hip.

She stiffens, then sinks into it. My thumb brushes soft wool. Underneath, I know she’s warm and soft. Mine, a possessive voice whispers inside me. I shove it down.

“Come with me,” I say. “Somewhere private.”

“I don’t⁠—”

“You don’t have to be strong with me,” I murmur, leaning in. “Let me take care of you.”

Her eyes lift to mine. There’s a flicker of hesitation. And then she nods.

I slide my arm around her waist, shielding her as I lead her past the other shoppers. She lets herself lean into me, and I feel the slight tremble in her body. The way her curves fit against me is almost too much.

When we reach my car, I open the door for her like a goddamn gentleman, even though my pulse is hammering like a man ready to sin. She’s everything I shouldn’t want—but all I do.

She doesn’t move to buckle in, so I lean over and do it for her. The seatbelt stretches across her chest, pressing into those soft, pillowy curves. My breath catches.

“Thank you,” she whispers.

“When did you last eat?”

She shakes her head. “Not hungry.”

I study her face. The subtle smudges under her eyes. Her bitten lip.

I shut the door and walk around to the driver’s side, jaw tight.

Once we’re on the highway, she speaks.

“I saw them together.” Her voice is so low it’s barely audible over the hum of the tires and the rhythmic slap of windshield wipers. “In his car. Her head in his lap. I thought maybe I was seeing things, maybe it was someone else, maybe I was paranoid. But it wasn’t.”

My hands tighten on the wheel. Rage coils in my chest like a storm cloud ready to explode.

“I confronted him that night. Told him I knew. He didn’t even flinch, Damon.” She laughs bitterly. “Didn’t deny it. Just shrugged and said maybe if I didn’t act like all I cared about was having a baby, he wouldn’t have gotten bored.”

My throat burns. I want to turn the car around and drive it straight through Cole’s apartment.

“He told me I was suffocating him. That I should be grateful he still came home to me at night. That I’m just… comfortable.”

I don’t say a word. Because if I do, I’ll scream.

She stares out the window, voice shaking. “I didn’t want to believe it. I tried to forgive him. I thought, maybe I’m too emotional. Maybe I am obsessed with motherhood. Maybe I should just back off and wait for him to come back to me.”

I glance at her. Her hands are balled in her lap. Her shoulders are tense.

“But I couldn’t stop thinking about it. So I followed him. Two weeks ago.”

“Elena—” I murmur.

“I know,” she cuts in, her voice rising. “It’s crazy. Desperate. Probably illegal. But I had to know. I needed to see it for myself. So I followed him to a hotel and saw him with her again.”

Jesus Christ.

She exhales hard. “When I confronted him a second time, he laughed. Called me a stalker. Said if I didn’t stop harassing him, he’d take legal action against me. Said I’m lucky he lets me live the life I do.”

I grip the steering wheel like it’s the only thing keeping me from falling apart.

“Are you thinking of divorcing him?” I ask, trying to keep my voice steady.

“I was. I even spoke to a lawyer. But divorce feels too... clean. Too easy. I want him to feel what I felt. The humiliation. The pain. The powerlessness.”

She pauses, suddenly aware of what she’s saying. “I shouldn’t be telling you this. You’re his brother. I⁠—”

“Elena,” I say firmly, pulling the car over onto the side of the road. I shift into park and turn toward her, reaching for her hand. “Stop. I’m not his anything when it comes to this.”

Her eyes brim with tears, lashes heavy and wet.

Before she can speak, I lean in and wrap my arms around her. She’s stiff at first, stunned, but then she breaks. She leans into me and sobs, shoulders shaking, face buried in my neck.

I kiss the top of her head, rubbing her back in slow, soothing circles. “I’m on your side,” I whisper. “He’s an asshole. For cheating on you. For taking you for granted.”

She pulls back slightly, her lips trembling. “But he’s still your brother.”

“Why does that matter?” I murmur, voice rough with emotion. “He’s never seen me as more than a bank account. He uses me for my money, Elena. And he doesn’t see you at all.”

She looks at me, surprised.

“You’re the one who used to call me to check in,” I continue. “You were the one who fed me when I stayed late and looked like hell. Your voice… those calls... they made my day. And you didn’t even know it.”

Her mouth parts slightly. The vulnerability on her face guts me.

“I care about you,” I admit, barely getting the words out. “And if you want a divorce, I’ll help you. I’ll cover everything.”

She sniffles, wipes her cheek. “That’s not what I want. I want revenge.”

“What kind of revenge?”

She bites her lip, glancing down, ashamed. “I want him to feel what I felt. I want him to come home one day and know that I’ve been touched, tasted, ruined by someone else. I want to make him ache the way I’ve been aching.”

“Elena…”

“I want to cheat on him,” she says suddenly, her voice firmer now. “I know I’m not attractive or desirable like those women he goes for. But I want to feel that kind of passion. I want to explode with it. And then I want him to know. I want him to see what he lost.”

My breath leaves me in a slow exhale.

She turns away again. “I’m sorry. That’s a stupid fantasy. I’ve said too much.”

“No,” I say, my voice low. “You haven’t.”

She frowns at me.

I reach across the console and place my hand on her hip.

“Elena, do you know what would hurt him the most?” I whisper. “If the man you cheated with… was me.”

She gasps, eyes wide.

I grip her hip more firmly, sliding my hand along the curve of her waist.

“I’ll do it,” I murmur, leaning closer. “I’ll do anything for you.”

Her breath hitches. “Damon, I can’t use you like that. I won’t.”

“Use me,” I say, voice gravel-thick. “Use me if that’s what it takes. If it helps you take your power back, do it. I’d rather be used by you than adored by anyone else.”

The silence between us crackles with electricity.

I see it now—how broken she is. How desperate. How alive she still is beneath the pain. And I want to give her everything she thought she lost.

“I’ve never been powerful,” she whispers. “I was just a girl who married young, head full of romantic ideas. I thought love was everything. Now I want to be the kind of woman who can destroy a man. Break his heart. Not be the victim of his affair.”

“You already are that kind of woman,” I whisper into her ear, my lips brushing her skin. “You’re so beautiful… and you don’t even know it.”

She shudders.

And then, slowly, she turns her head, lips trembling with hesitation, until our mouths are barely an inch apart.

I don’t wait any longer.

I kiss her.

It starts gentle—just a meeting of lips, slow and cautious. But then something snaps. Years of restraint shatter.

I cup her jaw, tilting her head as I deepen the kiss. She gasps softly and I drink it in, sliding my tongue against hers. She tastes like cinnamon and longing. My other hand moves to her thigh, gripping the softness of her curves through her coat.

She moans into my mouth, and the sound goes straight to my gut.

I kiss her like I’ve been starving for years.

Because I have.

And now that I’ve tasted her, I know one thing for certain⁠—

This can never be just revenge.

This is everything I’ve ever wanted.


TWO


Elena

Damon’s tongue feels like magic as it brushes against mine.

I’ve always had a lingering attraction to my brother-in-law. He’s ridiculously hot and successful. He’s every girl’s fantasy. He’s tall, with dark eyes that see into my soul, and he’s self-assured in a way Cole will never be. He’s clearly the kinder and the better of the brothers.

Sparks gather in my belly as his hand brushes against my waist, settling against the generous curve of my hip. Excitement floods my senses. I’m cheating on my husband with his older brother. I’m doing something I never imagined I’d do.

And yet, it feels exhilarating. Like I’ve been freed of restraints. My blood surges with heat as Damon suckles on my lower lip, dragging me into the heavy, forbidden lust between us. The moment he touched me, it ignited something dark and perverse.

My low bells thrums with tension. My pussy convulses. Every brush of his tongue inside my mouth sends shivers into my core. I’ve never felt so wanted, so desired, so filthy.

I can feel it everywhere—under my skin, in the ache between my thighs, in the needy clench of my breasts against the seatbelt. Damon kisses like a man who’s been holding back for years. His mouth is hot and insistent, a sinful promise made flesh. His tongue teases mine, deep and slow, coaxing me to give in. To surrender. To feel.

My nipples pebble beneath my coat, and I squeeze my legs together as a ripple of heat pulses between them. The arousal is sharp, almost painful. It’s too much. It’s not enough.

God, I’ve never felt this alive.

Not with Cole. Not ever.

And maybe that’s the worst part—because this? This shouldn’t feel this good. I should feel shame. I should push him away. But instead, I melt further into his kiss, drinking him in like salvation.

Damon breaks the kiss first, breathing hard, his forehead pressed against mine.

His thumb brushes my cheek, and then he cradles my face like I’m something delicate. Like I’m something precious.

“You deserve more than what he gave you,” he says, voice hoarse. “You deserve love, Elena. Passion. To be worshipped like the goddess you are.”

My chest caves inward with the weight of his words. Something in me trembles—not just from lust, but from longing. Deep, aching want.

His palm moves down to rest lightly on my belly. “You deserve to be a mother. Especially you. Because you’re so loving. So nurturing. You were made to have a baby in your arms.”

The words hit me like a blow and a balm all at once.

I can’t breathe.

My womb tightens, as if it heard him.

As if my body wants to be filled by him.

And God help me—it does.

The image flashes in my mind: my belly round with his child. A baby growing inside me that came from this night. From this madness. From this man.

It’s the ultimate taboo.

And yet, my heart flutters. My sex clenches. My entire body rejoices.

“I’ll give you what he denied you,” Damon murmurs, his lips brushing my temple. “Everything. Everything you should’ve had.”

My eyes sting with unshed tears. He doesn’t see me as a problem to be solved.

“I’ll take you to my apartment,” he says gently, threading his fingers through mine. “If you want me to make love to you tonight, I will. I’ll worship every inch of you. All night long.”

He kisses my forehead, slow and reverent.

“And if you don’t,” he adds, “I’ll let you rest. You’ll have a safe place. No pressure. No expectations. Just me. With you.”

My throat tightens. It’s all too much.

His kindness. His intensity.

His wanting of me. He’s so kind to me, even though he has no reason to be. And every feminine, broken instinct in my body wants to lean into that comfort, to revel in his masculine strength.

Suddenly, my plan for revenge doesn’t feel like a cruel fantasy anymore. It feels attainable. Tangible. It feels like the start of something bigger than punishment.

But that terrifies me. Because I know myself. I fall too easily. I trust too deeply.

And Damon… he’s not just a man.

He’s the man I wanted but never let myself want.

I remember that winter two years ago. I had just miscarried early—barely five weeks along. Cole had barely acknowledged it, said we weren’t ready anyway. I never told anyone.

Except Damon.

He had stopped by with a bottle of wine and ended up staying for tea. I had broken down in the kitchen when he asked if I was okay. He didn’t speak much. Just stayed with me. Silent. Steady. Strong. His presence had wrapped around me like a blanket.

It was the first time I realized I had feelings for him.

Real, dangerous, soul-deep feelings.

I look at him now, his eyes watching me with that same unwavering calm.

“I want to go to your place,” I whisper.

His gaze darkens, but he doesn’t rush me.

I draw in a shaky breath. “I want him to worry about me tonight. Wonder where I am. I want him to picture me in your bed.”

Damon’s jaw ticks.

“Take me there,” I say. “Please.”

His hand tightens around mine as he shifts the car back into drive. “I will.”

And the way he says it—firm, unshakable—makes my pulse race.

Because for the first time in months, maybe years...

I feel like I belong somewhere.

And tonight, I’m going to let myself belong to him.


THREE


Damon

I wrap her in a hug the moment we’re inside my apartment. I can’t hold back my passion anymore. Watching her huge tits bounce every time I stopped at a signal has my cock hard enough to cut steel.

This must be a fever dream. The woman I’ve always wanted is inside my apartment, ready to be devoured. I take the pins out of her hair first, letting her brown curls tumble down over her shoulder. That wild expression on her face, coupled with the way she’s licking her plump lips, is enough to send me to hell and heaven at the same time.

She wants this and her naked desire cannot be hidden.

“Come here, baby. Let me see you,” I instruct her, using a gentle, softly dominating tone. She obeys me like a dream, like she is used to doing this.

I push her against the wall, unable to wait any longer. My mouth seeks her softness and warmth. When I drink in her femininity, suckling on her fleshy bottom lip, feeling her breasts pushing against my chest, her hips fitting against mine, something explodes inside me.

Her body, now that I can feel it against mine, is insanely hot. Her wide hips make my blood surge with primal heat. I want to hold those fat hips and thrust into her as she cries out my name.

Elena’s gaze holds mine, speaking volumes as she takes off her coat. When she moves to unzip her dress, I put my hand on hers.

I take her fist, pressing a kiss on her knuckles, dragging my lips across her soft, silky skin until she releases a moan. “Let me do it, baby.”

Her nod is sweet and submissive. Her big, round eyes are filled with trust. She is surrendering her body to me, giving me the greatest gift a woman can give a man.

“Don’t be gentle with me,” she begs. “I want rough. Hard. Dirty. Talk to me like I’m your slut. I’m tired of being a good wife. I want to be a whore tonight. I want to be bad.”

She exhales, her chest expanding. There’s fierce determination in the V of her eyebrows as she furrows them. She raises her hand, removes her wedding ring, and tosses it on the floor. I watch it roll around before it flattens against the ground.

It’s a powerful moment.

She’s throwing away her marriage. Her vows.

For me.

For us.

Her words are burned into my brain, fueling the insatiable need throbbing in my groin. I want to be a whore tonight.

If that’s what she wants, I’ll give her just that. I’ll show her the beauty in hot, primal sex and make sure she never returns to her husband. Because I want her for life. I want her forever.

I grip the fabric of her dress and tear it down, not caring if the delicate material rips. The sound of the tearing fabric is music to my ears, a symphony of her surrender. Her breasts spill out, lush and heavy, begging to be sucked and bitten.

“You’re a filthy little slut,” I growl as I rip the dress off completely, leaving her in nothing but her lacy underwear. “And you’re mine tonight. No one else’s.”

Her eyes widen, but she doesn’t shy away. Instead, she arches her back, presenting her body to me like an offering. I can see the ripped fabric of her dress lying on the floor, a testament to my hunger for her.

I reach around and unhook her bra, freeing her tits. They’re even more beautiful than I imagined, soft and round with nipples that beg to be teased. I pinch them hard, making her gasp.

“Your body is fucking incredible,” I murmur, my voice thick with lust. “And it’s all mine to use. To fuck. To ruin.”

I slide my hand down to her panties, feeling the heat radiating from her pussy. She’s already wet, soaked through the lace. I push the fabric aside and slip my fingers between her folds, rubbing her clit.

“You’re such a good little whore,” I whisper, my fingers coated in her arousal. “Always ready to be taken. Always ready to be fucked.”

She whimpers, her hips bucking against my hand. “Damon…”

“That’s right, baby. Say my name. Because by the end of tonight, you’ll be screaming it.”

I slide two fingers inside her, feeling her tight pussy clench around me. She’s so wet, so ready. I pump my fingers in and out, watching her face contort with pleasure.

“You feel that, slut?” I growl. “That’s me taking control. That’s me making you mine.”

She nods, her breath coming in short gasps. Her cheeks are flushed, her body trembling with desire. She’s a vision of submission, a goddess of lust.

“And by the time I’m done with you,” I say, my voice low and dangerous, “you’ll be a filthy mess. Pussy dripping with my cum. You’ll be so thoroughly fucked, you won’t remember anyone else but me.”

Her eyes roll back as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. She moans, her body convulsing with pleasure.

“That’s it, baby,” I murmur, my cock throbbing with need. “You’re so close. Let yourself go.”

I curl my fingers inside her, pressing a soft, fleshy spot in her channel. My intuition tells me it’s her G-spot and when she cries out, I’m proven right. She squirts on my hand as I continue to rub and tease that forbidden place inside her pussy, stimulating her nerves until she’s sobbing in pleasure, her thighs trembling, mouth gaping open as she loses the ability to even form words.

She grinds against my hand, her body shaking with pleasure. I can feel her getting closer, her pussy tightening around my fingers.

“Come for me,” I command. “Come all over my hand and drench me in your pussy juices.”

I push my fingers deeper, curling again at her G-spot. A huge exhale punches into my chest. Elena scrunches her eyes closed, trying to contain the immense pleasure flooding through her system. But she can’t.

So she has to let go.

She comes hard, her body shuddering with ecstasy. Her moans fill the room, a symphony of her surrender.

Her face is flushed with heat, her eyes glazed with pleasure. She makes incoherent, mumbling noises like a child trying to talk but she’s too hazed with pleasure to string together a sentence. I pat her head, whispering, “It’s alright. Take your time and savor your orgasm.”

Her eyelids drop, dark eyelashes casting a shadow on her cheek. She looks fucking perfect when she’s coming.

This is how she ought to look all the time. Pleasured. Fucked. Satisfied.

That empty, sad look in her eyes is gone. She’s no longer the unhappy housewife I picked up at the department store.

“Damon…thank you….” She clings to me, her fingers biting into my shirt, seeking my masculine strength. Her thighs are trembling. Her orgasm must be strong because she moans deeply, closing her eyes, embracing me tightly just to stay on her feet. Her chin rests against my shoulder and it’s like it has always belonged there. I love holding her so intimately, knowing I made her come.

I rub circles around her hard nipples as she revels in the rapture of being brought to a climax. Her thick, big buds feel incredible to the touch. I’ve never seen nipples so big and round. It’s almost like she’s lactating, like she’s pregnant and ready to feed babies. Fuck. That thought sends a jolt of desire through me.

I want her lactating. I want her feeding my babies like she was always meant to.

A dark, taboo desire curls in my psyche, demanding to be satisfied. A plan forms in my head. I can’t let Elena go and the only way to make her mine is to put a baby in her. If I come inside her unprotected tonight, I could knock her up. She’s so emotional, so desperate to feel like a woman again that she won’t even care about protection.

As she comes down from her high, I withdraw my fingers, bringing them to my mouth. I lick her juices off, savoring the taste of her.

“You taste amazing, baby,” I say, my voice filled with desire. “And now, I’m going to make you taste me.”

Her eyes flutter open, her gaze filled with hunger and submission. She’s ready. Ready to be my whore. Ready to be mine.

And I’m ready to claim her. To show her the depths of my desire and the heights of her pleasure. To make her forget everything but me.

Because tonight is all the time I have to convince her to stay with me and leave Cole forever.

I can’t believe I touched her soft pussy. Made her come while she looked gorgeous. Let alone call her my slut and make her do everything I’ve always wanted.

Before I can ask her, she kneels in front of me, a pretty woman with fire in her eyes.

“I want to take your cock in my mouth, Damon. Show you how much I can worship you. I’ll be a good whore.”

Her words turn me on and hurt me. She’s so desperate to please a man, so desperate to show him that she can give him the world.

I already know she can. But clearly, the men who came before me didn’t. They made her this way. Made her doubt herself as a woman and her ability to give a man pleasure.

But tonight, I’ll restore her confidence, make her realize that she’s a treasure.

I cup her chin, dragging my thumb across her bruised bottom lip. “You look gorgeous on your knees for me, lips swollen from kisses, thighs streaked with arousal. I’m going to fuck the back of your throat and make you swallow every drop of my cum. You ready for that, baby?”

There’s a plea in her gaze, a quiet whisper of sin in her movements as she undoes my belt, stroking my bulge through my pants. As she drags her finger over my throbbing dick, fire courses through me. My stomach clenches, coiling tight with tension and arousal.

“I’ll drink every drop you give me,” she murmurs. Despite her soft voice and innocence, she isn’t lacking in confidence. “I want to please you, Damon.”

“You want to suck my dick like a filthy, cocksucking slut?” The rough words tear out of me as a wave of pleasure spikes in my dick. She has cupped me and now she’s using her other hand to slide away my belt.

She undoes my zipper. The sound of my pants rustling as she pulls them down makes my ears tingle.

The cool whoosh of air on my cock only makes it harder. Heat pulses through my blood, suffusing my groin. The veins on my manhood feel like they’re injected with fire. And when Elena kisses the tip of my dick through my boxers, that fire turns into an inferno.

She peppers kisses along my hard length, each one firm yet tender. Every contact makes sparks stab against my stomach.

I close my eyes, drawling out, “Goddamn, that mouth will get you in trouble someday.”

She smiles and I know my praise hit its marks. She becomes emboldened, trying to suck my dick through my underwear. It’s torture as she teases my balls, tickling the most sensitive part of me. My nerves sparkle with electricity.

My veins feel overloaded with sensations. White-hot pleasure curls in my throat, making me choke on my own spit.

“Show me more of your dirty tricks,” I cough out. “I want to see just how filthy that mouth can get.”

Blood rushes to my head when she blows air on my cock. It’s warm and concentrated, unlike the cold air-conditioning air. The difference in temperature makes me shiver. My knees feel weak. My brain feels like it’s melting. The fact that I have a gorgeous, naked woman with huge tits hanging down her chest looking up at me like I’m the man she’d die for is surreal.

I look down at Elena, her eyes wide with a mix of innocence and lust as she peels off my underwear. My cock springs free, thick and hard, standing at attention for her. Her gasp fills the room, a sound of surprise and admiration that makes my ego swell along with my dick.

“Oh my god, Damon,” she breathes, her eyes locked onto my manhood. “I’ve never seen anything so big and gorgeous in my life. Cole was never⁠—”

I cut her off, not wanting to hear his name. Not here. Not now. “You’re going to have to put the whole thing into your mouth,” I command, my voice rough with desire. “And if you can’t, I’ll stuff it into you until you’re choking on my dick.”

She looks up at me, her eyes sparkling with a newfound dominance. She licks her lips, a slow, sensual movement that makes my cock twitch in anticipation. “Is that a promise?” she purrs, her voice sultry and seductive.

I grab her hair, wrapping the thick, silky strands around my fist. Her breath hitches, but she doesn’t resist. Instead, she opens her mouth, her pink tongue darting out to lick her lips again. “Open wide, baby,” I growl, my grip on her hair tightening.

She obeys, her mouth opening wide as I push my cock into her hot, wet mouth. Inch by inch, I feed her my length, watching as her lips stretch to accommodate my girth. She gags slightly, her eyes watering as I hit the back of her throat. But she doesn’t pull back. No, she leans in, eager to take more of me.

“Good girl,” I murmur, my voice thick with desire. “Take it all, baby. Take every inch of my cock.”

She sucks on me, her cheeks hollowing out as she tries to take me deeper. The sight of her puffy lips wrapped around my cock is almost enough to make me come undone. But I hold back, wanting to savor this moment. Wanting to make it last.

When I push my dick into her the next time, she tries to take more of me into her mouth, moving her head voluntarily to make me thrust. I grip the back of her head, running my nails along her scalp, seeing goosebumps fleck her arms.

“You want it hard and rough?” I shove my cock deeper into her mouth, scraping past the back of her throat. “That’s how it feels to be pounded into. And I’m going to do the same to your pussy soon.”

She makes choking noises, but I’m careful not to push too far, too fast. I know she wants this, that she would be disappointed if I gave her anything less than this. But I care about her safety, too.

I want her to feel me for days.

In her throat, in her cunt, and maybe, even in her womb.

But only for the right reasons.

She pulls back slightly, her tongue darting out to lick the sensitive underside of my cock. The sensation is electric, sending jolts of pleasure through my body. I groan, my grip on her hair tightening as I try to maintain control.

“Fuck, Elena,” I groan. “You’re going to make me nut if you keep doing that.”

She smiles up at me, her eyes filled with mischief. She knows she has the power, and she’s enjoying it. She’s enjoying making me feel good. And god, does she make me feel good.

I begin to move her head up and down, fucking her mouth roughly. Drool spills out of her mouth, making her lips glisten. She looks like a filthy mess, and I love it. This is what she wanted. This is what she needs.

“That’s it, baby,” I groan, my hips moving in time with her mouth. “Take it all. Take every inch of my cock.”

She moans around my length, the vibration sending waves of pleasure through me. I can feel my orgasm building, my balls tightening as I get closer to the edge.

She grips my balls, making me almost scream as he clutches them, trying to keep sucking.

“Fuck, Elena,” I groan. “I’m going to come. I’m going to come in your mouth, and you’re going to swallow every drop like the good little slut you are.”

She moans again, her eyes filled with desire as she waits for my release. And then it hits me, a wave of pleasure so intense it makes my vision blur. I come hard, my cock pulsing as I release my load into her mouth.

She swallows every drop, her eyes locked onto mine as she drinks my semen. It’s the most erotic sight I’ve ever seen. And when she finally pulls back, her lips glistening and her eyes shining, I can’t help but praise her.

“Good girl,” I murmur, my thumb brushing her cheek. “You’re such a good little cum dump. And now, it’s time to feel your pussy wrapping around me.”

Her eyes widen, but she doesn’t resist as I pull her to her feet. I’m not done with her yet. Not by a long shot. I’m going to claim her, every inch of her. I’m going to make her mine.

Because tonight, Elena is my whore. My slut. My everything. And I’m never letting her go.


FOUR


Elena

Damon carries me to his bedroom, and I love every second of being in his arms. My pussy is still wet from the orgasm he gave me, and I can feel the aftereffects of sucking his cock in the back of my mouth. The sensation of being used, raw, and knowing I gave my man everything he wanted—it sends electric shivers through my body. We’re both naked, our bodies warm and flush against each other.

He lays me gently on the bed, then climbs onto it, his eyes filled with a mixture of desire and reverence. His lips find mine, kissing me deeply, passionately. I can feel the heat of his body, the strength of his muscles as he leans over me.

His mouth moves down to my collarbones, sucking and licking every inch as if it were sacred ground. He worships me with his touch, his lips, his tongue. “Your body is sultry and addictive,” he murmurs against my skin, his warm breath sending shivers down my spine.

He moves lower, kissing every curve and contour of my breasts. When he takes one of my nipples into his mouth, I gasp, the sensation sending waves of pleasure through me. He sucks and licks, teasing the sensitive bud until it’s hard and aching. Then he moves to the other, giving it the same attention, making me squirm beneath him.

“You’re so fucking perfect, Elena,” he whispers, his voice rough with desire. “Every inch of you is made for pleasure.”

His lips trail kisses down my stomach, each touch igniting a fire within me. He worships my skin, making me feel like a goddess. I arch my back, offering myself to him completely. When he reaches my navel, he dips his tongue into it, making me moan.

He continues down, kissing my hips, my thighs, every part of me as if it were a holy ground. He spreads my legs wide, his eyes locked onto my pussy. “You’re so wet, baby,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire. “And you taste so fucking good.”

He leans in, licking my clit, sucking it gently. The sensation is overwhelming, sending jolts of pleasure through my body. I cry out, my hands fisting the sheets as he works his magic on me. He licks and sucks, his tongue exploring every inch of my most intimate place.

“Damon,” I moan, my body convulsing with pleasure. “It feels so good.”

He looks up at me, his eyes filled with a darkness that promises everything I’ve ever wanted and more. “I’m going to make you come again, baby,” he growls. “And then I’m going to fuck you until you can’t walk.”

His words send a thrill through me, making me even wetter. I feel his fingers sliding inside me, stretching me, preparing me for what’s to come. He pumps them in and out, his tongue still working on my clit, driving me to the edge of insanity.

I can feel my orgasm building, my body tensing with anticipation. And then it hits me, a wave of pleasure so intense it makes my vision blur. I come hard, my body shuddering, my voice crying out his name as he continues to lick and suck, drawing out every last drop of my pleasure.

As I come down from my high, he climbs on top of me, his hard cock pressing against my entrance. I can feel the heat of him, the throbbing desire that matches my own. He kisses me deeply, his taste mingling with mine, a heady mix of lust and longing.

He pins me down on the mattress with his hands. His cock is proud and hard, wedged between our bodies.

“Do you want to take pictures of us naked? To make Cole jealous,” he asks, an eyebrow rising up his forehead. He looks so hot and sexy when he does that eyebrow raise. Casually in control. He knows he’s good in bed and he’s not worried about being able to give me what I need. “Or maybe a video?”

I swallow. “I don’t know….”

“You wanted revenge so I thought a handy souvenir like that would be useful,” Damon reminds me. “But I don’t want you to feel pressured, baby. You’re the priority here. I want you to feel empowered at the end of all this. To know you’re desired as a woman.”

“Next time.” I can’t take back the words once I’ve spoken them. The thought that was an impossible fantasy in my head seconds ago now echoes between us. “We can do that next time. I just want to feel you filling me tonight. It has been so long since a man was inside me.”

“Is that so?” His lips move up in a teasing smile. After sucking him off and being fingered by him, I can sense the shift in our dynamic. We’re more comfortable with each other. It’s easy to voice our desires, our needs. It was never like this with Cole. He made me feel like he was doing a favor by having sex with me and I was scared to ask him to do the things I wanted, afraid he’d deem it ‘too unnatural’. I was dependent on his approval, his money, and that made it impossible to assert any agency in the bedroom.

Damon isn’t like that.

He liberates me. I was afraid he’d be shocked by my request for rough sex and degradation but he didn’t even blink. He put my needs before his judgments, gave me what I craved without making me feel like a freak for wanting it.

I knew he was amazing in bed but he has blown my expectations out of the water. His empathy, his dominance, and the masculine safe space he provides for my feminine sexuality is an experience I cannot get enough of.

“I guess we’ll have to film next time. Tonight, I’ll make sure to imprint my cock on your insides. You’re never going back to him after this, Elena. You know that, don’t you?” There’s a bite of possessiveness in his tone as his hand tightens on my shoulders. A touch of fear shadows his eyes as they soften slightly.

Damon has poured his everything into me tonight. I always knew he had feelings for me. I sensed it in the way he would always watch me quietly, even when I was working in the kitchen and Cole was trying to talk finance with him.

“I won’t toy with your heart,” I say, cupping his face. His beard feels amazing against my fingers. I’ve never held my husband’s face like this. Never wanted to. But Damon? I’d do it every day, kiss him and hold his face and nurture him if he let me. “I know you have wanted me. When I gave you permission to fuck me, it wasn’t with the intention of using you to make myself feel better for one night. I’m done with Cole. I’ll let you fuck me as many times as you want, Damon. My body is yours. I want to have sex like this again.”

“Thank goodness.” His exhale is long and tremulous. “I thought this was the last time.”

“It’s not. I have more to give,” I say. “And I love when you kiss me.”

His Adam’s apple bobs as he swallows. “I am not ready to let you go, Elena. I want more of us. I want your husband to suffer for treating you badly. I don’t care if we have to sneak around—you deserve revenge for what he did to you.”

His fingers skate across my skin, making heat erupt under it. Arousal brushes against my nerves, raking along the inner walls of my pussy like a phantom hand.

“The best revenge would be when he sees me happy,” I say. “And pregnant with another man’s child.”

Shit. The words just slipped out in the heat of the moment.

Damon inhales sharply, pupils dilating. “You want my baby?”

“I have always wanted my womb full and heavy with a child. Getting pregnant is my dream. I won’t ask you to be the father or anything…but please breed me. Plant your seed inside me so I can nurture your baby.”

“Fuck, Elena.” I pull back, afraid I’ve crossed the line by asking him to get me pregnant. Maybe my husband was right. I ruin everything by talking about babies and pregnancy. That’s why he lost interest in me. And it might be the reason his brother loses interest in me, too.

“I’m sorry. I said too much. We don’t have to do that…” I trail off.

“Elena, look at me.” Damon’s authoritative command makes me snap my gaze to him. He kisses my chin. “I’ve always wanted kids. Lots of them. I’ve always thought you’d look sexy carrying a child. So I’d love to put a baby in you. But if I do—you’ll be mine forever. I’m not letting you raise our child alone. I want to be a dad as much as you want to be a mom.”

“Oh, Damon…you’re perfect.” I hug him, pressing his head against my breasts. “I thought men like you disappeared in the last century.”

“What?”

“I’ve always wanted a family. A traditional one. With a husband and children. But Cole made me believe that would never happen, so I settled for what I could have. If I get pregnant…I wouldn’t dream of taking away your chance at being a dad. I’d love it if we raised the baby together.”

Relief soothes the tightness in my chest. I’ve always been so scared of asking a man to give me a child. And I thought that would never change.

“So that’s settled.” Damon grins. “You’re divorcing him and marrying me the second your pregnancy test is positive.”

I nod. Joy streaks across my chest. I can’t believe I’m talking pregnancy and babies with my brother-in-law while I’m married to Cole. It’s so forbidden. Yet, I’ve finally found someone who understands my needs and wants the kind of family I want.

“Thank you, Damon. You have given me more than you could every know. You have given me hope. I’m so excited to finally try for a baby.” Tears fill my eyes. Damon wipes away the single tear that falls. “I’m not on any birth control, by the way.”

“Just what I needed to hear.” Damon grabs my thighs and pulls them apart, baring my pussy to his gaze. “Now spread your legs like a good whore so I can pump you full of cum.”

His words send a shiver of anticipation through me. I wrap my legs around him, pulling him closer, ready to give myself to him completely. I want to feel him inside me, to be consumed by his passion and desire.

To feel like a woman who is being bred by a man, as nature intended.

And as he pushes himself into me, inch by delicious inch, I know that this is just the beginning. Tonight, I am his. Tonight, I am free. And together, we will explore every dark, forbidden desire we’ve ever had.

I wrap my legs around Damon, pulling him closer, ready to give myself to him completely. The anticipation of him inside me sends shivers down my spine. I want to feel like a woman who is being bred by a man, as nature intended.

Damon positions himself at my entrance, the head of his cock teasing my labia, coating itself in my wetness. He looks into my eyes, his gaze filled with a primal hunger that makes my heart pound. “You’re mine now, Elena,” he growls, his voice rough and commanding. “I’m going to claim you, breed you, and make you my whore.”

He thrusts into me, filling me completely. I gasp at the sensation, the mix of pleasure and pain as he stretches me wide. His cock hits my cervix, the electric sensation reminding me of my fertility and how easily he can knock me up. The possibility makes my body buzz with electricity, anticipating the feeling of a baby growing in my womb.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he groans, his hips moving in a rhythm that sends waves of pleasure coursing through me. “And so goddamn fertile. I can feel it. You were made to be bred, baby.”

I moan, my body responding to his every thrust. He’s rough, pounding into me with a primal force that makes me feel alive. Every stroke of his cock reminds me of his power, his claim over me. “Yes, Damon,” I pant, my voice breathy and desperate. “Your cock is stretching me so well.”

His hands grip my hips, lifting me slightly to deepen his thrusts. Each time he hits my cervix, a jolt of pleasure shoots through me, intensifying the sensation. “You feel that, baby?” he growls. “That’s me claiming you. That’s me knocking up your slutty body.”

I nod, my eyes locked onto his, filled with desire and submission. I want this. I want him to mark me, to make me his forever. The thought of being swollen with his child, of everyone knowing I’m carrying his baby, sends a thrill through me.

“You’re going to get so fucking pregnant,” he murmurs, his voice laced with a mix of dominance and tenderness. “Everyone will know you’re mine. That you’re carrying my baby.”

The dirty talk, the degradation, it all fuels my desire. I feel my body responding to his words, my pussy tightening around his cock. I can feel my orgasm building, the heat in my core growing with every thrust.

“I’m going to come inside you, Elena,” he says, his voice rough with need. “I’m going to paint your pussy walls with my cum. You’re going to be my cum dump, overflowing with my seed.”

His words push me over the edge. I come hard, my body convulsing with pleasure as he continues to thrust into me. I feel his cock pulse inside me, releasing his hot, thick cum deep into my womb. The sensation of being filled with his seed is indescribable, a mix of satisfaction and ecstasy.

“Yes, Damon,” I moan, my body still trembling with the aftershocks of my orgasm. “Fill me up. Make me pregnant.”

He groans, his hips slowing as he empties himself inside me. I can feel his cum dripping out of me, coating my thighs, marking me as his. The sight of it, the feeling of it, makes me feel so content, so fulfilled. I’m his cum dump, his whore, and I love it.

He collapses on top of me, his body heavy and warm. His lips find mine, kissing me deeply, passionately. “You’re mine now, Elena,” he murmurs against my lips. “And I’m never letting you go.”

I wrap my arms around him, holding him close, savoring the feeling of his body against mine. I’m his, completely and utterly. And I couldn’t be happier. The thought of carrying his child, of being his forever, fills me with a joy I never thought possible.

As we lie there, our bodies intertwined, I know that this is just the beginning. The beginning of a new life, a new family, a new love.
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The moment I unlock the front door and step inside, I know Cole’s home.

He never leaves the hallway light on. It’s his way of saying electricity costs money and I shouldn’t waste it. But it’s on now, a sterile yellow glow washing over the cold, marble floor.

He’s waiting for me.

I take a deep breath, adjusting my coat. My thighs ache, and the soreness between them pulses with every movement. Damon. The memory makes my skin flush. I feel bruised and tender in the best way, like my body finally remembers what it’s like to be wanted.

Cole’s voice cuts through the silence. “Where were you all night?”

He’s standing by the kitchen counter, a glass of scotch already in hand, even though it’s barely ten in the morning. His shirt’s unbuttoned at the collar, and he’s trying to look relaxed—but his jaw is tight, his eyes too sharp.

I shrug off my coat slowly, making sure my movements are calm, collected. “I got a hotel room.”

His brow furrows. “A hotel?”

“I wanted room service. And a bath I didn’t have to scrub before using. You said you weren’t coming home anyway.”

He narrows his eyes. “You could’ve told me.”

I walk past him, not bothering to meet his gaze. “I didn’t think you’d care.”

“I always care,” he snaps.

I laugh under my breath, low and bitter.

“You care when it’s your game, Cole. Not when the rules start turning against you.”

He’s silent for a beat. Then he steps up behind me, close enough that I feel his breath on the back of my neck.

“You’re not up to something, are you?”

His tone is almost playful—but I can feel the sharp edge beneath it.

I tilt my head, still not looking at him. “What are you implying?”

He doesn’t answer. Of course not. Cowards never do.

My heartbeat is steady, cool, controlled. Inside, I’m flying.

Because he’s worried.

For the first time since I married him, he’s the one spiraling.

I know why he’s home. He was supposed to be at her place last night. His little affair. But she didn’t answer. Maybe she’s ghosting him. Maybe she finally realized he’s not worth the secret rendezvous and midnight games.

Maybe she found someone better.

Good for her.

Now he’s turning his paranoia inward—because something about me has changed, and he can feel it. His insecurities, his fragile masculine ego, is being battered from all sides. His affair isn’t interested in him anymore. Neither is his wife. That’s karma for you.

I love the way she squirms, the way his eyes narrow but he can’t accuse me of anything. I love feeling like the one who is happier.

He must have noticed the change in me. Maybe he thinks it’s because of his cheating.

I’m standing straighter. I’m not rushing around trying to make his breakfast. I’m not afraid.

And the ache between my thighs, the soreness I feel when I walk.

That’s from Damon. From being kissed like I mattered. From being held like a treasure. From being filled again and again by a man who actually wanted me.

Every step I take reminds me of last night.

Every stretch, every breath, carries the echo of his hands, his lips, his mouth.

And I love it.

I finally turn to Cole and meet his gaze, calm and level.

“If you’re so worried about where I was,” I say, “maybe you should’ve come home.”

He scowls. “I had plans.”

“Right.” I smile, sickly sweet. “But apparently, they fell through.”

His mouth opens, then closes. No comeback. No control.

He’s losing his grip, and he knows it.

And me?

For the first time in this marriage…

I don’t care.

I guess it’s true that nothing tastes sweeter than revenge.

My revenge has just begun. Cole put me through nights of anxiety, days of crying my eyes out as I begged him to stop seeing other women. He treated my feelings like they didn’t matter. He pretended like me asking for fidelity was me asking for the moon. He couldn’t even give me the bare minimum a husband gives his wife.

He doesn’t deserve my loyalty or my devotion. That’s reserved for a man who knows my value and pays for my affection with his own love and commitment.

“Where’s your ring?” Cole’s eyes track my bare ring finger. I never take off my ring. I have never done that since we got married.

Dread sweeps up my spine.

Panic spikes in my blood.

I left my ring at Damon’s apartment. After our intense night of lovemaking, I forgot all about it.

I was too immersed in making breakfast for Damon this morning. Unlike my husband, he didn’t go to work without eating it. In fact, he made me sit on his lap and fed me like I was a princess before saying, “You don’t have to do this here, Elena. You’re not my maid. You’re the woman I value more than anyone else.”

It felt so validating to be seen as more than a trophy, more than a convenient accessory. I let him fuck me on the breakfast table when we were done. Having sex spontaneously feels so exciting. I can’t wait for the next time.

“I took it off because it didn’t match my dress.” I tip my chin up, challenging my husband. “You don’t wear yours anyway.”

He wants to appear unmarried to women he picks up at bars. I guess that’s why.

“Wear it,” he grinds out. “I don’t want anyone questioning why my wife isn’t wearing her wedding band.”

I hate the double standards. He wants me to be the faithful, submissive wife but he can’t be the faithful husband.

“You’re not going to work today?” I ask.

“I was leaving.” He must not have the energy to argue with me after his heartbreak last night. He throws on his jacket and marches out of the living room, giving me one last glance as he says, “I want my dinner warm and ready by the time I get back home tonight.”
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The moment the front door slams shut behind Cole, a calmness settles over the apartment.

I stand in the living room, barefoot on the cold floor, wrapped in my robe, and smiling.

It’s faint. But real.

I sip my tea slowly, letting the quiet stretch. Then I get busy doing my chores for the day. I’m sweaty by the time I get into the shower. But when the water hits my sore lips and sore pussy, I’m enveloped in the magic of last night.

The thrill of Damon’s cock pushing inside me is so visceral that I can feel the stretch right now, even though he’s at work. He has left imprints of himself on my flesh. I’ll never forget our night together. I’m addicted to the way he degraded me and fulfilled my darkest fantasies.

I want to do the same for him, give him the child he wants.

I throw on a nice dress, feeling desired for the first time in years. I feel like a woman again, a woman with something to look forward to. I look at the calendar where I marked the date of my last period. It felt futile back then, since I knew I wasn’t going to have a kid. Cole refused to have sex with me.

Now I’m filled with optimism.

I almost forget the time until my phone buzzes. When I glance down and see Damon’s name, my pulse flutters.

I swipe to answer, already breathless. “Hey…”

His voice is low, soft, and warm. “How are you feeling, sweetheart?”

Sweetheart.

That single word wraps around me like velvet.

“Sore,” I admit, cheeks flushing. “But in the best possible way.”

A low hum of satisfaction rumbles in his throat. “I thought you might be. Check your door—I sent a few things over.”

I blink, startled. I pad over and open the door—and sure enough, a sleek black bag sits on the doormat. Inside: a plush hot water bottle, pain relievers, and a bottle of prenatal vitamins.

My throat tightens. “Damon…”

“I told you,” he says, voice thick. “I want to put a baby in you, Elena. I meant it. I want you fertile and healthy.”

My knees nearly give out.

“Is that okay?” he asks, gentler now. “I don’t want to push too fast. I just… I think about it all the time. What it would be like to watch your belly swell with our child.”

I sit down slowly, trembling. “I love it,” I whisper. “I love everything about this. You taking care of me like this…”

He exhales, almost relieved. “Good. Because I’m not going anywhere.”

I sink deeper into the couch cushions, grinning like a girl in love. And maybe I am. God help me, maybe I am.

“I didn’t think cheating would feel this good,” I murmur. “But when I saw Cole’s face this morning—his paranoia, the way he danced around his suspicions—I felt... powerful. Like there’s actually justice in this world.”

“You’re not cheating,” Damon replies after a beat. “You’re taking your power back. There’s a difference.”

My smile curves wider.

“I caught him looking at my hand,” I add. “He got snippy about my wedding ring. Like I was supposed to wear it like a dog collar, even though he hasn’t worn his in over a year.”

Damon’s voice sharpens. “He noticed?”

“Yeah.”

“I have the ring,” he says flatly. “I’ll have it sent over today. Let him think you’re playing the part. Getting him suspicious too soon won’t do us any favors.”

“You really think of everything,” I say, touched.

“For you? Always.”

There’s a pause—electric, intimate—and then his voice dips lower, silkier. “I’ll be there for dinner this weekend.”

I freeze. My breath catches.

“You… you’re coming here?”

“Mhm.” There’s a smirk in his voice. “I’m looking forward to it. Watching you glide around your kitchen in that apron… pretending to be the perfect wife. And then later, sneaking into your bedroom. While he’s asleep down the hall.”

My body lights up instantly. My thighs press together.

“Damon…”

“The thought of having you in your own bed,” he growls softly, “in his house—Elena, you have no idea how long I’ve dreamed of that. Of your moans echoing through the walls while he sleeps like a fool.”

My head falls back against the cushions, eyes fluttering closed.

“God, yes,” I whisper. “It’s wrong… but it’s so right.”

“Because you deserve to be touched every night,” he murmurs. “Loved every morning. Filled until you can’t take any more.”

My entire body trembles.

“And that’s exactly what I’m going to do to you this weekend.”

I’m breathless. Hot. Soaked.

“I’ll be waiting,” I say, voice barely audible.

“I know,” he replies, darkly satisfied. “And so will your body.”


FIVE


Damon

The moment I step into their apartment, I know I’m walking into enemy territory.

It’s a sleek, cold place—too much black leather and chrome, like Cole decorated it straight out of a bachelor pad catalog. It doesn’t feel lived-in, let alone loved. The kind of place where appearances matter more than comfort. The walls are bare, the floors too clean. But even here, she’s left her mark—Elena’s soft touches are tucked into corners. A vase of fresh flowers. A candle flickering near the window. The scent of garlic and herbs simmering from the kitchen.

And then I see her.

Fuck. The sight of her slams into me like a ton of bricks, destabilizing my sense of control.

Elena stands at the stove in a deep green wrap dress that hugs every curve of her body like it was designed to drive me insane. The neckline plunges low enough to reveal the soft swell of her breasts, and the silk clings to her hips, tied at the waist like a present begging to be unwrapped.

She turns when she hears me, and the smile she gives me is innocent—too innocent.

She knows exactly what she’s doing.

“Damon,” she says sweetly, brushing a strand of hair back as she wipes her hands on a towel. “Perfect timing. Dinner’s almost ready.”

Almost ready, huh? The memory of her moaning beneath me flashes like lightning through my brain. The way her nipples were so taut, hard for me as she pressed them to my lips, urging me to suck on them. That was the most delicious treat. I doubt anything she cooks will beat it, even though I know her cooking skills are fabulous.

I step closer and lean against the kitchen doorway. “Something smells incredible,” I murmur, letting my eyes drop—slow, deliberate—from her flushed face to her cleavage, down to the curve of her waist.

Her eyes sparkle. “It’s just rosemary chicken. Nothing fancy.”

I smirk. “You’re too modest. You’ve always had a talent for making things hot.”

Behind me, Cole claps a hand on my back. “Don’t let her fool you. She’s got all the time in the world to cook since she doesn’t work.”

The words hit me like nails on glass.

“She does work,” I reply calmly. “She just doesn’t get paid for it. Which is criminal, honestly. Not everyone can make a house feel like a home.”

Elena’s eyes flick up to meet mine, surprised. Touched.

Cole doesn’t catch the moment. He never does.

He’s too busy launching into a monologue about some investment pitch that went sideways at work. I nod politely as he drones on, but my focus stays fixed on her.

She moves with purpose now, as if she’s putting on a show just for me. She leans over the oven to pull out the dish, her dress tightening across her ass, her breasts swaying.

Jesus Christ.

“Let me help you with that,” I offer, crossing the kitchen as she lifts a heavy glass pan of roasted vegetables.

She starts to protest out of habit—then lets me take it from her.

“You don’t have to,” she whispers.

“I want to,” I whisper back. “Always.”

Cole barks from the dining table, “She can handle it, Damon. Don’t spoil her.”

“I’m not,” I say smoothly. “Just being a gentleman.”

Elena smiles behind her lashes as I set the dish down.

We move around each other like dancers. I brush her hand when I reach for the serving spoon. Her hip bumps against mine. She lingers just a little too long as she leans in to pour wine.

The tension between us crackles—charged, electric, deliciously dangerous.

She sits on the kitchen counter for a moment as Cole turns his back, rummaging for his phone. Her legs part ever so slightly, letting me glimpse the creamy inside of her thigh. She’s not wearing stockings. Her tongue flicks over her bottom lip as she dips her finger into the sauce on the spoon and sucks it clean.

Fuck me.

I adjust the collar of my shirt, trying not to lose it. My cock’s been half-hard since I walked through the door. Now it’s damn near painful.

Dinner is served. Cole talks. Elena listens with a perfect wife’s smile, but I watch her fingers tremble as she ladles soup into my bowl. Her pinky brushes my wrist and lingers. I squeeze her thigh under the table when Cole’s not looking, and she lets out a soft breath.

She’s so attuned to me now.

So mine.

After dinner, she brings out dessert—her famous apple crumble with cinnamon whipped cream. Cole wolfs down two servings, then slumps back in his chair.

“Ugh. I drank too much,” he groans. “Elena, you shouldn’t keep opening the good wine.”

She shrugs. “It was a special dinner.”

“I’m drunk, too,” I lie, even though I only had a glass. “I don’t think I can drive back tonight.”

“Stay the night,” Cole tells me, already half-asleep. “Guest room’s empty.”

I pretend to hesitate. “Sure. If you’re sure.”

Elena’s eyes light up with barely concealed joy.

We clean the kitchen together after Cole disappears into his room. I towel off the last wine glass as she loads the dishwasher.

The space between us is thick. Heated.

I lean in. “Are you happy, Mrs. Harrington?”

She smiles. “I’m feeling bold tonight.”

“You look dangerous.” I step closer, brushing my fingers along the small of her back. “You’re glowing. Confident. Like a woman who knows she’s loved.”

Her eyes soften. “You make me feel that way.”

My heart lurches in my chest.

I want to tell her everything. That I’ve loved her since the first night she made lemon tart for our parents. That I’ve imagined this a thousand times. That I would give up every dollar I have to wake up beside her for the rest of my life.

But not yet.

Tonight, I show her.

Tonight, I make her feel it.

And tonight… I fuck her in the house where he sleeps—where he took her for granted for years—and make her his no more.
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The apartment is dark, silent but for the low hum of the heater and the occasional creak of pipes behind the walls. Cole’s door has been shut for over an hour now. He was out cold before his head hit the pillow, snoring lightly with a half-finished glass of scotch still sitting on his nightstand.

Perfect.

I move down the hallway barefoot, careful not to make a sound. My hand brushes the wall as I walk, guided more by instinct than light.

When I reach her door, I pause.

Her bedroom.

Their bedroom, once. But I already know—he doesn’t sleep here anymore. She told me months ago they’d grown “distant,” and now I understand that meant separate beds, separate rooms… separate lives.

I twist the knob slowly and ease the door open.

Warm, floral air greets me instantly. Lavender, vanilla, something sweet and soft. It’s her. All her.

The room is small but delicate, undeniably feminine. Cream-colored curtains filter in silver moonlight. A blush pink throw is folded at the foot of the bed. There’s a perfume bottle on the dresser beside a hairbrush and a small glass bowl of rose gold earrings. Her robe is hanging neatly on the back of the chair. The wallpaper is floral, faint. Romantic.

This is a room built for comfort, for softness, for love.

And in the center of it, in a sea of pale sheets—her.

Elena.

Lying on her side in a silk nightgown, her hair splayed across the pillow, her body wrapped in the kind of stillness that comes only from waiting. Anticipating.

My breath catches.

Her eyes open slowly, and the way she looks at me—it undoes me completely. Like I’m not just wanted. Like I’m needed.

“Hi,” she whispers, voice like silk.

I close the door quietly behind me and step inside.

“You look like a dream,” I murmur.

She smiles sleepily, curling her fingers into the sheet. “I was starting to wonder if you’d changed your mind.”

I shake my head, drinking her in. “Not a chance. I was waiting for him to fall deep enough asleep so he wouldn’t wake when I make you moan.”

Her cheeks flush, and she bites her lip.

I move to the edge of the bed, sitting beside her. I run my fingers lightly through her hair, marveling at the way she leans into my touch without hesitation.

“Your room,” I whisper, “smells like heaven.”

She laughs softly. “I changed the sheets today. Thought you might come.”

I trace a finger down her arm. “You make it impossible to stay away.”

She rolls onto her back, her body stretching beneath the sheets, the silk of her nightgown clinging to every curve. Her nipples are stiff beneath the fabric, already aching for my mouth.

I place a hand on her stomach, just above her navel. Her breath hitches.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about this,” I whisper, my voice rough. “About you. In your bed. Waiting for me while your husband sleeps ten feet away.”

She closes her eyes, as if savoring it. “It’s so wrong.”

“Then why,” I murmur, leaning down until my lips graze her neck, “does it feel so perfect?”

I press a kiss to her collarbone, slow and reverent. “Do you know what it means to me that you wanted me here? That you opened your door to me—your bed—instead of him?”

She nods faintly. “I needed you. I wanted you.”

I look at her, really look at her—and what I feel nearly guts me.

She’s luminous. Empowered. Changed.

The broken woman who once trembled in the kitchen, begging her husband to love her, is gone.

This woman is dangerous. Seductive. Mine.

And tonight, I’ll remind her with every touch, every thrust, every whisper.

I’ll make her forget she was ever his.

I slide my hand down her body, feeling the soft silk of her nightgown beneath my fingers. She shivers at my touch, her breath growing shallower with each passing second. I can feel the heat radiating from her core, the promise of pleasure that awaits us both.

“You’re so fucking hot when you’re begging me for sex with those bedroom eyes,” I growl, my voice thick with desire. “But I’m going to treat you like the dirty little slut you are.”

Her eyes widen, but she doesn’t protest. Instead, she arches her back, pressing her breasts against my chest. Her nipples are hard, begging for my touch. I oblige, pinching them through the thin fabric of her nightgown. She gasps, her hips bucking against mine.

“You like that, don’t you?” I murmur, my voice low and dangerous. “You like being treated like a whore.”

She nods, her eyes filled with lust and submission. “Please,” she whispers. “I need you.”

With a swift movement, I tear off her nightgown, the sound of ripping fabric filling the room. She gasps, her eyes wide with shock and excitement. I throw the scraps of silk to the floor, leaving her naked and exposed before me.

“Fuck, you’re perfect,” I growl, my eyes roaming over her body. Her breasts are full and heavy, her nipples dark and eager. Her hips are wide, her thighs soft and inviting. And her pussy—God, her pussy is slick and ready, glistening with desire.

I lean down, pressing a kiss to her stomach. “I’m going to fill you like a slut,” I murmur against her skin. “I’m going to keep you leaking my cum until you’ve been bred.”

She moans softly, her hips lifting off the bed. I slide down, positioning myself between her legs. I grab her thighs, folding them up and back, exposing her completely. She’s so wet, so ready. I can see her pussy glistening in the moonlight, begging to be taken.

With a single thrust, I enter her, filling her completely. She cries out, her body arching beneath me. I pull back, then thrust again, harder this time. She bounces on the mattress, her breasts swaying with each movement. I grip her thighs tighter, holding her in place as I pound into her.

“Fuck, your pussy is squeezing me like a noose,” I groan, my cock pulsing inside her.

She moans, her eyes rolling back in her head. I can feel her pussy tightening around me, her body responding to my every touch. I lean down, capturing her mouth in a rough kiss. She moans into my mouth, her body bucking beneath me.

I break the kiss, pressing my hand over her mouth. “Shh,” I whisper, my voice rough. “Your moans are for me only. I don’t want your husband hearing them. He doesn’t even know what he’s missing.”

Her eyes widen, and she nods, her breathing ragged. I can feel her pussy clenching around me, her body on the brink of release. I thrust harder, faster, my hips slamming against hers. Her breasts bounce with each movement, her nipples brushing against my chest.

“You’re taking me so well,” I growl, my cock throbbing inside her. “And I’m going to reward you by dumping the biggest load of cum inside you.”

I can feel her body tensing, her pussy tightening around me. She’s close, so close. I reach down, rubbing her clit with my thumb. She moans against my hand, her body convulsing beneath me.

“Come for me, baby. Let me make you feel good after you worked hard on dinner tonight,” I command, my voice rough.

She obeys like a perfect submissive, her body shaking with pleasure as she comes, her pussy tightening around me like a vice. The sensation is too much, and I can’t hold back any longer. With a final thrust, I come, spurting cum deep inside her unprotected pussy. I can feel it coating her walls, marking her as mine.

“Fuck,” I groan, my body shuddering with pleasure. “You feel so good. I can feel your pussy milking me, begging to be seeded.”

I collapse on top of her, my breathing ragged. I can feel my cum leaking out of her, coating her thighs. The sight of it, the feel of it, sends a wave of possessiveness through me.

She’s mine.

I claimed her under her husband’s roof.

Once my seed takes root inside her, he won’t be able to deny our bond, either.

I push my cock into her pussy, plugging her up. “I’m going to keep your cunt plugged up all night so my seed root in you tonight. I’m tired of waiting, baby. I want to see you with a big belly already.”

She giggles. “You’re so impatient.”

She takes my hand and places it on her stomach. “But I’m impatient, too. I can’t wait to grow our baby and meet them soon. I hope it happens quickly.”

I kiss her shoulder. “You’re so fucking fertile and given how many times I’ve come inside you…let’s say it’s going to happen. I intend to breed you every night, Elena. I want to sleep next to you.”

“Me, too.” She winks at me. “Because I love the way you treat me, Damon. You’ve healed my wounds. I’m so grateful I met you that day when I was crying and had the courage to ask you for what I wanted. It has changed my life.”

“And there are more changes to come.” I press her belly. “Good ones.”
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Her body is warm against mine, wrapped in the sheets we tangled between kisses and moans. The room smells like us—like sweat and sex and lavender.

The moonlight paints silver curves along her bare shoulder as she lays with her head on my chest, fingers gently drawing lazy circles over my skin. Her breathing is calm now. Slower. But her touch remains like a promise: I’m still here.

I press my lips to her hairline and let my arm wrap tighter around her back. The weight of her body on me feels like gravity has finally done something right—like it finally pulled her to where she belongs.

She shifts slightly, eyes fluttering open. “Can I…?” she whispers, hesitant, her voice like a hush over velvet. “Can I hold you?”

I nod instantly. “Yeah. Please.”

She nudges me until I roll, allowing her to curl her arms around me from behind, cradling me against her chest like she’s the one protecting me now. My head rests just beneath her collarbone, and I can feel the steady beat of her heart. It’s the safest I’ve felt in years.

I never let anyone hold me like this.

Not until her.

She presses a kiss to the top of my head. “You always seem so strong,” she murmurs. “But I want to be strong for you, too.”

I close my eyes, heart thudding unevenly. “You already are.”

We stay there for a while, tangled in each other, until I feel her sigh—deeper this time. A shift in her energy. Her fingers pause against my back.

“When I was little,” she says softly, “my mom used to forget to pick me up from school.”

The words hit like a quiet wound, slicing through the haze of comfort.

I tilt my face up to look at her.

“She’d get caught up with one of her boyfriends,” she continues, a hollow smile on her lips. “I’d wait for hours sometimes. Alone on the steps, pretending it didn’t hurt. Pretending I didn’t care.”

My throat tightens. “Elena…”

“I used to think if I was perfect enough, I’d be loved,” she says, voice fragile. “If I smiled, stayed quiet, did everything right... someone would stay.”

I sit up then, cupping her face in both hands, my heart tearing open at the seams. “Don’t say that.”

Her eyes shimmer. “I’m not that girl anymore. I know that. But sometimes I still… feel her.”

I press my forehead to hers. “I swear to you,” I whisper, voice cracking, “you will never feel that way again. Not with me.”

She closes her eyes, letting my promise sink into her skin. I kiss her slowly. Deeply. Like I’m sealing a vow I’ll never break.

When I pull away, she exhales. “Can I ask you something?”

“Anything.”

She studies me for a long moment. “Have you ever… been in love before?”

I don’t hesitate.

“Yes.”

Her breath catches.

“It was never casual for me, Elena,” I say, voice low. “Not a crush. Not just a fantasy. I’ve been in love with you since the first time you made lemon tart for our parents and smiled at me like I mattered.”

She gasps, blinking rapidly. “I… I always wondered. The way you looked at me sometimes. It made me feel seen. Safe.”

“You were the only woman who ever made me want more than sex or business meetings or silence. You made me want a life.”

Her eyes fill, her hand sliding up to cup my cheek. “You’ve always deserved that. You’ve always deserved someone who would choose you back.”

“I have you now,” I whisper.

She leans in, brushing her lips to mine in a kiss that is impossibly soft. Loving. Real.

When she pulls back, there’s a glow in her expression I’ve never seen before.

“I’ll never take you for granted, Damon. Not a single day. You want a family—I want to give you that. I want to carry your children. I want to see your face the first time you hold them in your arms.”

Emotion shatters in my chest like glass under heat.

“Elena…”

She smiles through her tears, kissing me again. “I want to make you a dad. I want to give you everything he never gave me.”

And in that moment, I know—this woman isn’t just my lover.

She’s my future.

My home.

My everything.


SIX


Elena

I can still feel him between my legs.

Every step I take toward the kitchen table sends a subtle ache through my thighs—a soft, throbbing reminder of the night I’ll never forget. Damon made love to me like he had all the time in the world. With patience, reverence, hunger. He kissed every inch of my body like it was holy.

And now here I am, barefoot in the kitchen, flipping pancakes and pouring fresh orange juice like a proper wife. Except I’m not doing it for my husband.

I’m doing it for his brother.

Damon sits at the table, his shirt sleeves rolled up, watching me with that stormy, unreadable gaze. But his lips twitch when I glance over my shoulder, and I can feel his eyes caress the curve of my hips through my soft robe.

Cole is across from him, already dressed, scrolling through his phone with a bored expression. He hasn’t even looked at the food I made. As usual.

“I’m not hungry,” he mutters, not even glancing up.

Of course not. He never is—unless someone else cooked it, or it was served in a restaurant with an expensive bottle of wine. I'm invisible to him in this house.

“Suit yourself,” I say lightly, sliding a plate of pancakes in front of Damon.

His eyes lift to mine. There’s something intimate in the way he smiles. Quiet. Gratified.

“These look amazing,” he says, voice low and warm. “Smell even better.”

My heart swells. Just a simple thank you from him feels like more appreciation than Cole’s given me in years.

Our eyes hold for a beat too long.

And then Damon’s mouth curls in a wicked smile. Last night was just a taste, he mouths silently.

I flush. Bite my lip. And mouth back, I still feel you.

He shifts slightly in his seat. A muscle ticks in his jaw as his gaze drops to my waist—the waist he held last night while he drove into me, whispering that he wanted to fill me up.

I want to laugh. Cry. Collapse into his arms.

Instead, I grab a cup of coffee and sip it calmly.

Cole makes a noise of irritation and mutters something about “work bullshit” under his breath. His phone dings. Again. I see the name flash—Sophie—before he angles the screen away.

I freeze.

He’s still texting her. Still cheating. Still lying to my face.

Anger sizzles under my skin, but I let it burn quietly. I can play the game too. And I’m winning.

My eyes flick to the corner of the kitchen counter, where the little white bottle Damon sent me sits, tucked beside a bowl of fruit. I walk over, twist the cap off, and pop a prenatal vitamin into my mouth.

Damon’s fork pauses midair.

His gaze snaps to mine, sharp and slow-burning.

Our eyes lock as I swallow.

I don’t say anything.

I don’t have to.

That one motion says it all—I’m serious. I want to carry your child.

His jaw tightens, the vein in his neck pulsing.

The tension between us coils like a wire pulled taut. Invisible to Cole, but thick in the air.

Damon lifts his glass of juice to his lips, hiding a smile behind it.

I turn back to the stove, feeling like a schoolgirl with a crush and a secret. Except this isn’t a crush. It’s not infatuation.

This is love.

The kind that makes my chest feel weightless. That makes the world feel soft, even while it burns. That makes me feel alive for the first time in years.

I glance back at Damon and mouth, Tonight?

He nods slowly.

Always.

And in that moment, standing in this kitchen where I’ve spent years being ignored, overlooked, and unloved… I feel more powerful than I ever have.

I am his.

And soon, I’ll carry his child.

Cole has no idea what’s coming.
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Four weeks later…

The lights are low, warm amber glowing from candles nestled in copper holders between wine glasses and linen napkins. The restaurant is tucked down a cobblestone alley, the kind you wouldn’t notice unless you were looking for it. The ambiance is intimate, almost secretive. Like this place was made for affairs of the heart.

Or just affairs.

There’s soft jazz floating in the air, the scent of fresh herbs and garlic mingling with buttery wine sauce. I can feel the vibrations of a cello reverberate through the table as I swirl my fork through the creamy truffle pasta.

Damon sits across from me, back relaxed in his seat, eyes entirely on me.

I don’t think he’s looked away once.

He reaches over, brushing his fingers across the back of my hand resting on the white tablecloth. The rough pad of his thumb strokes along my skin. It’s a simple touch—but it sends a wave of heat right between my thighs.

God, he’s too good at this.

His foot nudges mine under the table. Then his hand slips lower, beneath the tablecloth, trailing along my knee and slowly, sinfully up my thigh. My breath catches in my throat.

“Damon,” I murmur, glancing around nervously. “Someone might see.”

He grins, leaning closer. “Relax. Nobody who knows us would ever come here.”

“Still…”

His fingers reach the edge of my panties. “I haven’t touched you in three days, Elena. I’m dying over here.”

My thighs clench involuntarily. “You’re insatiable.”

“You love it,” he says, eyes dark with heat. “And later tonight, I plan to do wicked things to you. Things that’ll make you forget you were ever someone else’s wife.”

The way he says it makes me ache.

And God, I do love it. Every filthy, tender, devoted part of him.

I lean in slightly, brushing my foot along his calf beneath the table. “Promise?”

His voice dips to a gravelly whisper. “Always.”

We fall into easy conversation after that. He tells me about a new partnership his company just landed—some international client in France. The passion in his voice when he talks about his work is magnetic. But the best part?

He listens when I talk. Actually listens.

He asks about my day, what book I’m reading, how I’ve been feeling. He refills my wine glass before I even realize it’s empty, and his hand rests on mine when he isn’t stroking my thigh like he owns it. And he does. He really does.

With Damon, I don’t feel like a housemaid. Or a background wife. Or a woman being tolerated.

I feel like a queen.

“I could sit here all night,” I say softly, eyes lingering on his.

He smiles. “Then let’s never leave.”

I take a breath. My heart is racing in that strange, anticipatory way it does right before your life changes forever.

“I have something to tell you.”

His posture straightens immediately, concern flashing in his eyes. “Are you okay?”

I nod. “Better than okay.”

I twirl my fork, avoiding his gaze for a second. “I love you, Damon.”

His chest rises sharply. I see it hit him like a bullet and a balm all at once.

“I’m ready to leave Cole. I already filled out the divorce papers. They’re sitting in my desk drawer, waiting to be filed.”

Damon doesn’t speak at first.

He just stares at me like he’s afraid he imagined the words.

“You’re sure?” he finally says. “You’re not doing this for me?”

“I’m doing it for me.” I smile, blinking back the sudden sting of tears. “But yes, I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I want to build a home with someone who actually sees me. Who values me. Who kisses my forehead when I cook and lets me cry on his chest and touches me like I’m precious.”

He grips my hand tightly, like he’s anchoring himself.

“What made you decide?” he whispers.

I hesitate. Then… I tell him.

“I’ve been feeling sore. And tired. My breasts are tender, and I’ve been emotional as hell. And for the first time, I didn’t panic.”

I meet his gaze. “I think I might be pregnant, Damon.”

The air shifts.

It’s like the whole world pauses for him to process that one sentence.

His eyes widen, mouth parting just slightly. “You… you think you’re pregnant?”

I nod slowly.

“I haven’t taken a test yet, but something feels different. And last night I caught myself crying in the bathroom—because I realized if I am pregnant, I don’t want my child spending even a single day under Cole’s roof. I want… more. For both of us.”

Damon stands suddenly, scraping his chair back. He walks to my side of the table, pulls me up, and wraps me in a hug so tight and full of love it makes my knees wobble.

“Elena,” he breathes against my hair. “God, you don’t know what this means to me.”

His hand spreads across my lower back like he’s already protecting what might be growing there.

“I love you,” he says fiercely. “And if you are pregnant… if you’re carrying our baby, then that’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me. I’ll take care of you. Of both of you.”

Tears pool in my lashes.

He cups my face and kisses me—right there in the middle of the restaurant. Passionate. Desperate. True.

“Let’s go,” he says, taking my hand. “We’ll pick up a test and go to your place. I want to know. I need to know.”

And just like that, we step into the future.

Together.


SEVEN


Damon

The test sits between us on the bathroom counter like a live wire.

Elena paces with her hands wrapped tightly around her waist, her robe cinched high on her thighs. Her hair is still damp from the shower, her face scrubbed clean of makeup, and yet I’ve never seen her more beautiful.

Or more scared.

I reach out, steadying her gently by the wrist. “Hey. Whatever it says… I’m with you.”

She nods quickly, tears brimming. “I just—what if I’m wrong? What if it’s negative?”

I shake my head. “Then we try again. You think I’m going anywhere?”

She laughs wetly, covering her mouth. “God, I want this so badly.”

I stroke her cheek. “I know, baby. I know.”

The timer on my phone dings.

She freezes.

I turn the test over.

Two pink lines.

For a moment, there’s only silence.

Then, a sharp sob escapes her lips. “Oh my God.”

I catch her as her knees buckle and pull her into my arms, her tears soaking into my chest.

“We did it,” she whispers, voice cracking. “I’m going to be a mother.”

I hold her tighter, my hand spreading over her lower belly, my heart punching against my ribs. “You’re pregnant,” I say, voice low and reverent. “You took me so well, sweetheart. So fertile… like your body was made for this.”

She laughs through her tears, pressing her face into my neck. “We made a miracle.”

“You did,” I murmur, kissing her temple. “And I’ll be here for every step of it. Every appointment. Every craving. Every sleepless night. You won’t go through this alone.”

Her shoulders shake, the weight of years of hopeless longing crumbling off her body like ash. “I thought this would never happen for me.”

I pull her back just enough to look her in the eyes. “And now it is. With someone who worships you.”

I kiss her gently, reverently, before deepening it—because there’s joy burning inside me so hot I can’t keep it in. My child. Our child. A second chance at a family I never thought I’d have.

But the moment shatters like glass.

The front door slams shut.

Footsteps thunder down the hall.

Elena gasps, going pale. I step in front of her just as Cole walks into the bathroom.

His eyes bounce from Elena’s tear-streaked face to the pregnancy test in my hand.

To my hand on her belly.

Then they narrow.

“The fuck is this?”

I don’t move. “It’s exactly what it looks like.”

“You piece of shit,” Cole hisses. “You’re my brother.”

“No,” I snap, stepping forward. “I’m the man who’s been taking care of your wife while you were too busy screwing your assistant in your car.”

He lunges, but I stop him with a single warning look. “Don’t even try.”

Elena steps out from behind me. “I’m pregnant, Cole. And it’s not yours.”

His mouth opens. Closes.

She doesn’t flinch.

“I’ve been ready to leave you for weeks,” she says calmly. “These are the divorce papers. I don’t want your money. I just want to be free.”

He stares at her, stunned.

Then his expression warps.

“You’re a fucking slut,” he spits. “A whore who couldn’t keep her legs closed⁠—”

I grab his shirt and slam him against the wall.

“Say that again,” I growl. “And I’ll not only pull my investments out of your firm—I’ll make sure no one else ever gives you a cent.”

He glares at me, seething. “You’d ruin me over her?”

“Gladly,” I bite out. “She fed me when I was running on fumes. She cared about me when no one else did. And unlike you, I don’t treat her like she’s disposable.”

Elena walks forward, her voice steely. “You cheated first, Cole. For months. I begged you to stop. I cried. I swallowed my pride. And you told me I was boring. You said you needed a mistress to feel alive.”

She hands him the pen. “Now it’s your turn to feel what betrayal tastes like.”

Cole stares at her, stunned.

His hand hovers mid-air, fingers twitching like the words might physically hurt him. His jaw clenches tight. I can see it—the slow, agonizing realization sinking into his features. That he’s lost her. That she’s not bluffing. That the woman he once thought would never leave just put a loaded gun on the table—and dared him not to flinch.

His shoulders sag. The arrogance drains from his face, replaced by a look I’ve never seen on my brother before.

Fear.

Defeat.

His ego crumbles in slow motion.

“You’ll… raise this child without me?” he says hoarsely, voice cracking with disbelief.

Elena’s voice is calm. Cold. And gloriously powerful.

“I’ll raise my child with love. Something they’d never get from a man like you.”

He opens his mouth again, probably about to sputter out some rehearsed apology or argument, but I cut in.

“You want to drag this out, Cole?” I ask quietly, stepping closer. “I’ll expose your affair to the firm. I’ll leak every photo Elena has to the partners you’re trying to impress. And I’ll make sure you lose everything. You won’t just be divorced. You’ll be unemployed. Untouchable.”

His hand trembles.

He grips the pen like it weighs ten pounds.

And then, painfully, reluctantly, he scrawls his name across the bottom of the divorce papers—dragging every letter like it’s a wound that won’t close. He’s breathing hard by the time he finishes, veins bulging in his neck. Every stroke of ink is another nail in the coffin of his reputation, his control, his fantasy of keeping Elena under his thumb.

When he’s done, he tosses the pen onto the coffee table and shoves the papers toward her.

“There,” he mutters bitterly. “You win.”

Elena picks up the papers with delicate, deliberate grace. She smooths them with her fingers, then looks him dead in the eye.

“I’ll mail these first thing tomorrow. I’ll let you know when it’s official.”

Cole slumps on the couch like someone just pulled the floor out from under him.

“The girl I was seeing left me,” he mutters after a long silence, face ashen. “Said I wasn’t who she thought I was.”

I smirk. “Maybe she realized what an asshole you are. You finally get what you gave, Cole. Karma came early.”

His eyes narrow, but there’s no more fight in him. Just the sad, crumpled shadow of a man who thought he’d always have the upper hand.

Elena steps closer, eyes burning with conviction. “I’m not the kind of woman who sits around, waiting for her husband to stop cheating. I’m not meek, or stupidly loyal, or powerless anymore. You made me feel that way for years.”

Her voice softens, but it’s steel underneath. “But Damon helped me see who I really am. What I deserve. And what I deserve is a man who treats me like gold and dreams of building a life with me. Not someone who treats me like a maid he can replace when he’s bored.”

She takes a deep breath and lays a hand protectively over her stomach. “And now, I’m going to be a mother. I’m going to give this baby the life they deserve. Without you in it.”

Cole’s face twists, but he doesn’t respond.

Because what can he say?

Nothing will undo what he lost.

And he knows it.

Elena turns to me, her eyes softening, her posture relaxing the moment she’s away from him. She slips her hand into mine and lifts her chin.

“Let’s go.”

We walk out together, her heels clicking confidently down the hallway of the apartment that used to be a prison.

Now, she walks like a queen.

Once we reach the elevator, I squeeze her fingers. “Did it feel as good as you imagined?”

She smirks. “Better.”

Then she pauses, looking up at me with a twinkle in her eyes. “And I got a baby out of it too, so… honestly, it’s amazing.”

I laugh, tugging her into my arms. “Damn right it is.”

We step into the elevator.

The doors slide shut behind us, sealing the past inside.

Elena exhales like she’s finally surfaced after years underwater. She turns into my arms, and I lift her off the floor, kissing her hard.

“You’re mine now,” I whisper against her lips. “And I’ll spend the rest of my life making sure you never regret it.”

“I never will,” she murmurs. “I love you.”

“I love you more.”

I kiss her belly. “And I love you too, baby. Can’t wait to meet you.”

The past is behind us now.

Ahead is the life we were both meant to live.

Together.


EPILOGUE


Damon

The house is finally quiet.

The kind of quiet that only comes after a whirlwind of sticky fingers, giggles, and chaotic bedtime stories. The kind of quiet that makes you exhale, pull your wife close, and realize there’s nowhere else in the world you’d rather be.

The nursery door clicks shut behind me, and I linger for a moment, watching through the soft light of the hallway nightlamp as Elena sinks into the rocking chair near the window.

She cradles our youngest against her chest—our baby girl, born just a year and half ago—her nightgown slightly parted as she breastfeeds her with practiced ease. Her dark hair falls in soft waves around her shoulders, cheeks glowing in the low lamplight, the full curve of her pregnant belly visible beneath the thin cotton fabric.

Yes.

Pregnant again.

Our fourth child.

And she’s never looked more radiant.

I lean against the doorframe, arms crossed, heart full. No matter how many times I see her like this—nursing, nurturing, glowing with the magic of motherhood—it still hits me like a goddamn freight train.

Desire. Awe. Gratitude.

She catches me watching, a teasing smile curling on her lips. “You’re staring again.”

“I always do.” I walk toward her slowly, as if approaching something holy. Because, to me, she is. “Can you blame me? You’re so beautiful like this.”

She laughs softly. “Leaking milk and thirty-two weeks pregnant? That’s your kink?”

I crouch down in front of her, brushing a kiss to her knee. “You being the mother of my children is my kink. Everything about you turns me inside out.”

Her eyes soften. “You still look at me like I’m the hottest woman on the planet.”

I grin. “Because you are.”

Our baby unlatches with a soft sigh, her lashes fluttering. My cock hardens instantly at the sight of Elena’s huge tit leaking milk. White breastmilk clings to her thick, distended nipples. Our daughter doesn’t drink from her as much as she used to.

Elena shifts gently, patting her back. I take the baby from her arms, resting her against my shoulder and swaying in slow circles. She sighs, drooling against my neck.

“She’s going to look just like you,” I murmur, voice hushed.

“I hope so,” Elena says, stretching her arms and leaning back with a soft moan. “Our boys are little clones of you.”

“They’re lucky,” I joke.

“They’re wild,” she counters. “But they love you more than life.”

“And I love them,” I say, laying our daughter into her crib and covering her gently with her knit blanket. “But not as much as I love their mother.”

She smiles, tender and radiant.

We walk hand-in-hand to our bedroom, the familiar weight of shared love pressing close between us. I help her into bed, flaring with protectiveness as she winces and rubs her back.

“You need to rest,” I say, fluffing the pillows, pulling the soft maternity wedge under her belly like I’ve done every night for months. “You do too much.”

She lets me fuss, lets me help her settle in, and then she tugs my shirt until I’m close enough to kiss. “You do just as much, Damon.”

“I’ll do anything for you. You know that.”

Her palm presses to my cheek. “I know. I’ve never felt so safe, so loved. You’ve given me everything I ever wanted. This life, this house, our babies…”

“And you’ve given me a reason to wake up happy every day,” I murmur, settling beside her, my hand resting reverently on the swell of her belly. “You made this house a home. Made me into a man worth something.”

She snuggles against me, her head on my shoulder. “We did it together.”

I press a kiss to her forehead, then her lips. “We make a good team.”

“The best.”

“Damon, can I tell you one of my craziest fantasies?” Elena reaches out to me, stroking my cheek. Our wedding band glitters at her finger. She never takes it off and neither do I. We’re committed to each other for life.

“Tell me, baby. I want to know. I want to give my pregnant wife everything she dreams of.”

“I want you to fuck me. Hard and rough. I want my pregnant belly bouncing while you thrust into me. Pregnancy makes me so horny and I want to feel you inside me.”

I inhale. The doctor said it was safe.

“You’re ripe enough to burst, baby.” I drag my hand over her huge baby bump. Just touching her swollen womb where she’s growing our child feels sacred. “I can’t lie, though. I’m addicted to your pregnant body. You turn me on just by walking around the house with that huge belly. I’ve wanted to fuck you so badly but I held back because I wanted to make sure you wanted it, too.”

“My body can take it, Damon.” She takes my hand and presses it between her legs. “I’m so wet for you. When I watch you take care of our kids, it makes me wet. I married the right man. You’re only getting sexier by the year.”

“So are you.” I giggle. I slap her ass. “Now get on all fours so I can fuck your pregnant cunt. I’ll give it to you hard and rough. Just the way you like it. That’s how I put four babies in you, after all.”

I lean down, capturing Elena's mouth in a deep, passionate kiss. She moans into me, her body pressing against mine with urgency. I break the kiss, my breath ragged as I whisper, "Get on all fours for me, baby. Let me see that gorgeous, ripe belly."

She complies, turning around and positioning herself on her hands and knees. The sight of her pregnant belly hanging beneath her, heavy and full, makes my cock throb with desire. Her milk-swollen tits sway gently, the nipples dark and erect, begging to be touched.

I run my hands over her smooth, rounded ass, gripping the flesh firmly. "God, you look incredible," I growl, my voice thick with lust. "Your pregnant body drives me crazy."

She looks back at me, her eyes filled with heat. "I love it when you touch me like this, Damon. I love feeling desired."

I lean down, pressing a kiss to her lower back, my hands sliding up to cup her heavy breasts. They overflow in my palms, the weight of them sending a surge of primal heat through me. I squeeze them gently, feeling the milk seep out and drip onto the sheets.

"You're leaking, baby," I murmur, my voice husky. "Just like a good mother should."

She moans softly, her body trembling with anticipation. I move behind her, positioning myself at her entrance. My cock is rock hard, aching to be inside her. I grip her hips, pulling her back against me as I thrust forward, filling her completely.

She screams, the sound a mix of pleasure and excitement. "Oh god, Damon! Yes!"

I begin to move, my hips slamming against her ass as I pound into her. Each thrust makes her tits bounce, milk spilling out and soaking the sheets beneath us. The sight is incredibly erotic, pushing me to the edge of control.

"You feel so fucking good," I groan, my hands gripping her hips tighter. "Your pregnant pussy is so tight, so wet. I love fucking you like this."

She moans, her body matching my rhythm, meeting each thrust with eager hunger. "I love it too, Damon. I love feeling you inside me, filling me up."

I reach around, cradling her pregnant belly with one hand while the other finds her clit. I rub gentle circles, feeling her body tense and tighten around me. Her pleasure is my focus, my goal. I want to make her feel good, to give her everything she desires.

"Your happiness is everything to me, Elena," I murmur, my voice thick with emotion. "I love seeing you like this, pregnant and glowing. You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen."

She looks back at me, her eyes shining with tears of joy. "I love you so much, Damon. You're the best husband, the best father. I'm so lucky to have you."

Her words send a surge of love and desire through me. I thrust deeper, harder, my body filled with the need to claim her, to mark her as mine. She screams again, her body convulsing as her orgasm rips through her. Her pussy clenches around my cock, the sensation intense and overwhelming.

I groan, my own release building. "I'm going to come, baby. I'm going to fill you up."

She moans, her body still trembling with pleasure. "Yes, Damon. Come inside me. Fill me with your cum."

With a final thrust, I let go, spilling myself deep inside her. I can feel my cum coating her walls, marking her as mine. The sensation is incredible, a mix of physical pleasure and emotional connection.

Exhausted, we collapse onto the bed, our bodies still entwined. I wrap my arms around her, pulling her close as I press kisses to her belly. "You're amazing, Elena. I can't wait to meet our new baby, to see you as a mama again."

She smiles, her eyes filled with love. "I can't wait either. I love our family, our life together."

I pepper her stomach with kisses, my hands gently caressing her swollen breasts.

We lie there, basking in the afterglow of our lovemaking, our bodies still joined together. As we drift off to sleep, I hold her tightly, my hand resting protectively on her belly. I can feel our baby moving, a gentle reminder of the life we've created together.

In this moment, I know that I have everything I could ever want. A beautiful, loving wife, a growing family, and a love that continues to deepen with each passing day. I am truly blessed, and I will spend the rest of my life cherishing and nurturing this gift that is our love.

With Elena by my side, I know that our future is bright and full of promise. Together, we will face whatever comes our way, hand in hand, heart to heart. And with each new baby, our love will only grow stronger, our bond unbreakable.

This is our forever, and I couldn't be happier.
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