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About The Request Files

 

The Request Files is a collection of unusual, highly specific adult fantasies built around individual requests and niche desires that may not fit into my regular series.

 

Have a fantasy you would like turned into a private story of your own? I accept a limited number of custom erotica commissions. Visit http://vhrogue.sbs or email info@vhrogue.sbs with a short description of your request.

 

 

Content Note

 

This book contains sex and explicit language while the FMC gives birth.

Only keep reading if this is for you.

 

All active charaters in this book are 18 or older.

 

This book is intended for an adult audience and is not suitable for minors.

  ​Chapter 1

 

The smell of sizzling bacon and strong coffee usually anchors me, but this morning, the scents feel heavy, almost cloying, in the humid air of our kitchen. I shift my weight from one foot to the other, my lower back aching with a dull, persistent throb that refuses to subside. The first contraction hit about an hour ago—a tightening, a slow-rolling wave that gripped my abdomen and forced me to hold my breath until the world stopped spinning. They aren’t frequent yet, just these intermittent reminders that my body is no longer entirely my own, but I refuse to give in. There is a stubbornness in me, a need to maintain some semblance of my old routine before the chaos of the next few days descends upon this quiet cabin. I keep flipping the eggs, my movements slow and deliberate, feeling the immense, heavy stretch of my belly pressing against the edge of the counter. I am nine months gone, a ripe, swollen version of myself, and every small movement feels like an exercise in endurance.

 

I hear the bathroom door creak open and the rhythmic sound of a towel snapping against skin. I don’t turn around immediately, but I can feel the shift in the room’s energy the moment Alex steps into the kitchen. He doesn’t bother with a robe or clothes; he never does in the mornings. I steal a glance over my shoulder, and my breath hitches, momentarily forgetting the pressure in my pelvis. He is standing there in the soft, filtered light of the woods, droplets of water still clinging to the silver hair on his chest and the rugged planes of his stomach. At fifty-two, he possesses a kind of gravity that I find intoxicating—a seasoned, masculine strength that makes me feel small and cherished. His hair is a striking salt-and-pepper, damp and messy as he rubs a towel through it, and the sight of his thick, muscular thighs and the confident set of his shoulders sends a familiar, pulsing heat through me, despite the discomfort. I wonder how he can look so effortless, so timeless, while I feel like I am bursting at the seams.

 

I watch the way the muscles in his back ripple as he tosses the towel over a chair, my mind wandering to the way those hands feel when they aren’t being gentle. I crave him with a desperation that seems only to have intensified with the pregnancy, a hunger for the weight of him to crush me into the mattress and erase the anxiety of the coming birth. I want to be consumed by him, to feel that commanding presence take over every thought until there is nothing left but the sensation of his skin against mine. But as another wave of tension begins to coil in my gut, my grip tightens on the spatula, and I let out a sharp, involuntary hiss of breath, my shoulders hunching forward.

 

Alex stops mid-stride. His eyes, sharp and perceptive, lock onto me, instantly reading the tension in my frame. He doesn’t rush, but there is a purposeful intensity to the way he crosses the kitchen toward me. The air seems to thicken as he nears, the scent of sandalwood and soap enveloping me.

 

„What’s wrong, babygirl?“ he asks, his voice a low, resonant rumble that vibrates in my chest. The term of endearment always does something to me; it strips away my stubbornness, leaving me feeling exposed and wanting.

 

I try to shake my head, to tell him I’m fine, but the contraction is peaking, leaving me breathless and unsteady. „I just... I don’t know how to move,“ I whisper, my voice trembling. „Even between them, I can’t find a way to get comfortable. Everything just feels too heavy.“

 

He doesn’t say a word, but I feel the heat of his body before he even touches me. He steps directly behind me, his naked chest pressing firmly against my shoulder blades, his warmth seeping through my thin nightgown. I lean back instinctively, my head resting against his collarbone. Then, he reaches around, his large, calloused hands sliding beneath the heavy curve of my belly. He lifts slightly, taking the crushing weight of the baby off my pelvis, supporting me with a strength that feels absolute.

 

„Lean into me, Jelena,“ he commands softly, his breath warm against my ear. „Just let go. I’ve got you.“

 

I let out a long, shuddering moan, my eyes closing as the relief washes over me. The support of his hands is a sanctuary, and as I sink back into his hard frame, the boundary between where I end and he begins feels dangerously blurred.

 

The relief is almost intoxicating, a sudden lightness that makes my knees feel weak. I sink deeper into him, my spine curving to fit the rugged contour of his chest. As I exhale, I feel him shift. He doesn’t pull away; instead, he presses closer, the hard, hot length of his cock sliding firmly against the swell of my ass. He begins to grind against me—slow, rhythmic pulses that are less about lust and more about grounding me, a steady, physical friction designed to pull my focus away from the dull ache in my hips and toward the heat of him.

 

„That’s it, babygirl,“ he coos, his voice dropping an octave, becoming a velvet caress against my skin. „Just breathe for me. Focus on me. I’ve got all your weight. You don’t have to carry it for a moment.“

 

The sensation of him rubbing against me sends a spark of electricity through my nerves, a sharp contrast to the heavy, sluggish feeling of my pregnancy. It’s a distraction I crave, a reminder that I am still his woman, not just a vessel for this child. I let out a soft, shaky whimper, my head lolling back against his shoulder.

 

„It’s all going to be over soon,“ he whispers, his lips brushing the sensitive skin just below my ear. „Just a little longer, and we’ll have our little one here. I’m going to go clear the couch now, move everything out of the way. I’ll make plenty of space in the living room for you to move, to pace, to do whatever you need, just like you wanted.“

 

The thought of the living room—the soft rugs, the dim light, the privacy of our secluded cabin—brings a flicker of peace to my mind. We had decided on this together, a home birth, just the two of us. No sterile hospitals, no strangers. Just Alex and his unwavering strength.

 

„I’m right here, Jelena,“ he continues, his voice steady and devoted, a promise that anchors me. „I’m not leaving your side for a second. I’m going to help you through every single wave. We do this together.“

 

I want to tell him how much I need him, but the words are stolen from my throat as the next contraction arrives. It doesn’t roll in slowly this time; it hits like a tidal wave, a sudden, crushing grip that seizes my entire midsection. I gasp, my fingers clawing at the counter, my body stiffening as the pain peaks, radiating from my lower back through to my pelvis.

 

Alex doesn’t flinch. He tightens his hold, his chest becoming a wall of granite for me to lean on. While his right hand remains locked beneath my belly, hoisting the weight to ease the pressure, his left hand begins to wander. He slides it down, his palm grazing the fabric of my nightgown before slipping beneath the hem. His fingers are warm, calloused, and certain as they glide between my thighs.

 

He doesn’t enter me, but he cups me, his large hand molding perfectly over the swollen, sensitive heat of my pussy. The pressure of his palm against my clitoris and the opening of my vagina is an unexpected anchor, a different kind of intensity that competes with the contraction. I moan loudly, a sound of both pain and desperate pleasure, my hips instinctively tilting back into his hand.

 

„Look at you,“ he murmurs, his voice thick with a mixture of pride and desire. „So full, so ready. I can’t wait to see your pussy stretched wide for our baby, Jelena. I can’t wait to see you open for me.“

 

The raw honesty of his words makes my heart race. He isn’t shielding me from the reality of it; he is embracing it, turning the fear of the coming stretch into something erotic, something shared. 

„I’m going to do everything I can to ease the pain, babygirl,“ he whispers, his thumb grazing me through the dampness of my arousal. „I’ll rub you, I’ll hold you, I’ll take whatever I can from you. I am so proud of you. You’re doing so well.“

 

As the contraction finally begins to ebb, leaving me trembling and breathless, I feel a profound sense of surrender. I am exhausted and terrified, but held in the grip of his devotion, I feel invincible.

 

Alex slowly releases me, his hand sliding away from my heat with a lingering touch that leaves me feeling suddenly cold and exposed. I stay frozen for a moment, my breath still hitching in my chest, watching him as he steps away. He doesn’t say a word, his movements efficient and focused. He reaches over and clicks the stove off, the sudden silence of the kitchen amplifying the sound of my own ragged breathing.

 

He doesn’t bother with clothes. He simply turns and walks toward the living room, completely naked, his powerful stride carrying him away from me. From my vantage point by the counter, I watch him. There is something hypnotic about the way he moves—the ripple of muscles in his back, the steady swing of his cock, the confidence in every step. He begins to strip the living room of its clutter, shoving the coffee table aside and clearing the cushions from the couch to create a wide, open sanctuary of fabric and rug. He looks like a predator preparing a den, but the intent is purely protective. I feel a surge of warmth in my chest, a deep, aching gratitude that this man, with all his strength and maturity, has dedicated himself so entirely to my comfort.
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