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Chapter 1



Suri

My chest hurts. Pain radiates outward from my sensitive nipples are cascades down my stomach. My breasts are sore from throbbing all night.

I cup my heavy boobs. Tears roll down my eyes, stinging the raw skin of my cheeks. I’m tired of crying already. These last few days have been hell, though. At first, I didn’t even know what was happening.

When my warlock ex-boyfriend cursed me for leaving him, I thought it was another temper tantrum.

Apparently not.

Because ever since our ill-fated breakup, my body has transformed. I was always curvy and voluptuous, but my breasts started inflating the night I left him. Their weight is like two iron balls strapped to my chest. None of my bras fit anymore. I don’t know what to do with my new busty body.

But bigger boobs weren’t the worst of it.

I stare down at my breasts which have expanded to become enormous globes that spill out of my hands.

I wince when my hand brushes the tip of my nipple. Pain shocks my senses.

I reach for the breast pump on my nightstand and attach it to my distended buds. As soon as I turn the pump on, relief hits me. A drop of white oozes out of my nipple. It turns into gushing streams of milk that flow out of my heavy mommy milkers into the bottle attached to the pump.

I let my shoulders relax, enjoying the sensation of being milked. My pussy grows warm with anticipation. It’d feel so much better if there was a mouth suckling from me instead of a pump. Sometimes, I imagine a tiny baby sucking from my breast and it sends a warm shiver through me. I’d love to nourish a little child and watch them grow by consuming my titty milk. Too bad I don’t have any kids.

The pump tugs hard at my teats. My pussy convulses, releasing sparks of longing into my soul. Sometimes, my imagination veers to darker places. Thoughts of monster men latching onto my titties and draining them for sexual fun inundate my mind. Being fingered and pleasured while a monster drinks my juice would probably send my pussy into permanent vibration.

I close my fingers around the pump. It pulls harder at my breast.

My belly tightens. Heat climbs into my blood vessels and crawls up my system. Damn, if I’m getting so hot and bothered imagining a man fucking my lactating body, how much hotter will the actual thing be?

One of these days, I ought to explore the lactation kink scene.

But before that, I need a job. My savings have dwindled to nothing.

I used to be my warlock ex’s live-in girlfriend, relying on him for financial support. I’ve always hated working. I’m all about the soft, feminine life where I get to be pampered for being a woman. I want someone to love me and take care of me while I devote myself to loving them. I’m a hopeless romantic. When I love, I love hard.

My ex took advantage of my trusting and loving nature. Things changed when he became controlling. He took it upon himself to dictate my clothing, how much time I could spend outside the home, and what I did. He’d slide his dick into me at night even when I wasn’t in the mood, and if I resisted, he told me that he’d stop supporting me financially if I kept rejecting his love. I felt like his slave rather than his woman.

Finally, I worked up the courage to leave him.

Since he was a possessive asshole, he cajoled and threatened me in turn. Ultimately, nothing could melt me. Once I decide to cut somebody out of my life, I do it.

A week ago, I didn’t know what it felt like to be bursting with breast milk. To wake up in pain every morning and reach for a breast pump that only provided a few hours of relief. Now my tits fill up so fast, it’s ridiculous.

The rhythmic noise of the pump echoes in my tiny room. I’m living with a friend for now, but it’s two of us in a cramped studio apartment. I can’t keep this up. I refuse to burden my one true mate.

With a sigh, I start scrolling my phone as milk collects in the bottle. I have so many of these breast milk bottles in the fridge. I don’t know what to do with them. My friend suggested I sell my breastmilk to make money but I have no idea where I’m supposed to sell them. I’m too lazy to set up an online shop. I don’t have any expertise on how to ship milk long distance. If my milk gets spoiled by the time it reaches its destination, I’ll have to process refunds for my customers which will be too much trouble in my current condition.  

For the fifth time that week, I check the website of a hex remover. She’s a witch with good reviews and an expert at removing vengeful curses set by former lovers. Warlocks hexing their lovers is apparently a more common menace than it seems.

I sent her a message the other day and she said she could help me. However, her service comes with a hefty price tag.

I’ll have to get a really well-paying job to afford her anytime soon.

“I’m not looking forward to working with these swollen breasts,” I mumble to myself. My friend already left for work. I have the apartment to myself most of the day. That makes it easier to milk myself.

It’s horrible at night when I’m fighting for sleep.

I just wish I could have a more permanent solution. But unless I’m willing to go back to my toxic ex and beg him to un-hex me, I have no choice but to start earning money.

I log on to Monsters and Workaholics, the most popular job search website. There are lots of jobs that require skills I don’t have. They’re usually the ones that pay a lot. I didn’t go to college because I didn’t want to join the workforce. I always dreamed of living a relaxing, easy life as a wife and girlfriend. And someday, a stay-at-home mom.

The stress of a career isn’t for me. Right out of school, I found a boyfriend who supported me, but we broke up in a few months. When I was drowning my sorrows in alcohol, my warlock ex chanced upon me. He was pretty open to my idea of being a stay-at-home girlfriend. He said he wanted someone just like me, a girl who was completely devoted to her man.

Long story short, I can only hope for unskilled jobs.

Since the pay for customer service jobs is depressing, I will start my search with nanny jobs. I like kids and maybe I could make more money than usual if I’m willing to breastfeed them. They used to have wet nurses in the past. Some people still do. Not all women can make enough milk for their children.

I’d feel fulfilled if I could help a family like that. As weird as it sounds, I want the milk in my breasts to help somebody.

I add ‘wet nurse’ to my search terms. I’m expecting zero results, but one job posting pops up. I click on it and scroll through the details. My heart pounds as the pump continues to relieve the pressure in my breasts.

Wet nurse and nanny needed for infant child.

URGENT: Looking for a reliable live-in nanny and wet nurse.

The ideal candidate must be able to live with the family and care for their infant human child day and night. They will be provided a room and three meals a day.

On top of that, they will be paid handsomely.

The baby is only four months old. He will be requiring regular feedings so the nanny must be able to feed him breastmilk multiple times a day.

The candidate’s breastmilk supply and ability to breastfeed will be checked during the interview as this is a requirement for the job.

If you’re interested, please apply as soon as possible to avoid disappointment.

Salary:  30,000 ulls a month. See the attached flyer for more details.

My jaw drops at the figure. The witch only charges ten thousand for her hex-removal service. I could be hex-free in a month!

The joy in my heart wars with suspicion. Most babysitter jobs don’t even pay three thousand a month. This figure is really high. The organization hiring is one of the best babysitter agencies in the country but even then it’s ridiculous.  

Just as I’m wondering whether this is a scam, I open the attached flyer. I read the details about who would be employing me to take care of their child. The child is human but the father is a lich. Now the high payment makes sense.

Lich are rare in modern society. Since they’re undead, most humans are afraid of them. They have amazing magical powers and they’re extremely powerful, which also adds to the intimidation factor. There are urban myths about people’s bodies rotting away after they angered a lich and it touched them.

Most of it is simply made up, but nobody knows for sure since so few people ever come into contact with a lich.

Also, it’s common nowadays for monsters without children to adopt human babies. Lich are reviled in society so it must not be easy for a lich to find a mate and procreate. I’ve also heard a lich cannot have children with another lich since they’re both undead. They need a living partner to carry their child.

All these complications mean that they’re slowly dying out as a race. Which is a pity. Lich occupy some of the most powerful positions in society and their power makes our country secure against foreign invasions. Their magic rivals that of a thousand warlocks.

Maybe, just maybe, this lich could help me with my issue.

My desperation fuels my resolve. I click on the apply button, and after writing a 1000-word essay on why I’m a good fit for the role, I send off my application and hope for the best.

I need a miracle. Maybe this job will be what turns my life around. If I make lots of money, I can take my time looking for another boyfriend. This time, I’m determined to choose someone who has the same goals as me.

I want a family. I want to have kids. I want to devote myself to my partner and nurture his babies. This sudden bout of lactation has only made me realize that I’m so ready to be a mother. It’d be heaven to have a child drinking my milk as I rock him against my chest.

This babysitter role will be a preparation for me. It’ll give me the confidence I need to go for my ultimate dream. I’ve always believed that guys who want to support young women like me are only looking for passionate romance and hot sex.

But I’m looking for more than that. I’m looking for a husband, a daddy, a man who will put babies in me and take care of me.

The breast pump slows down. The pain in my titties is gone. As I detach the breast pump from my breasts, I realize that I smell like milk. I rub my sore boobs, feeling an electric spark when I touch my areolas.

Even though I’m longing for true love, my body has its own needs. It longs for intimacy. I always feel at peace when my partner is inside me. I love that sense of union I experience in the moment when I merge with another person.

“Suri, no!” I chide myself. I need to concentrate on getting a job. I’ll be happy as a wet nurse and nanny. It’ll take care of my milky problem and give me a chance to nurture a child.

It’s the best possible outcome in my current situation.

Tiredness washes over my lids, making them droop. I didn’t sleep well last night.

As my head hits the pillow, slumber claims me. I dream sweet dreams of a new life filled with a baby and a lich.
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Chapter 2



Alsaian

Interviewing a nanny shouldn’t be this difficult.

After all, my requirements were simple—a woman with enough milk in her tits to feed my son and someone who will live in my manor and look after him day and night.

The salary is better than what some CEOs make.

Despite that, I’ve only received one application. The applicant’s name is Suri. She’s a human who was cursed by a warlock and started lactating. She said she would move in immediately once she was convinced that this was the right job for her.

Since beggars can’t be choosers, I invited her over for an interview.

I was not expecting a bombshell to pass through my doors.

“Miss Suri?” My voice alone is enough to scare most people. But not her. She faces me bravely, her heavy lashes fluttering against her peachy skin. Her eyes are a breathtaking shade of green. The impact of her beauty hits me straight in my non-existent heart. She looks like a siren, a creature meant to seduce monsters. She’s doing one hell of a job waking up my dead sex drive. 

“Hello, Mr. Alsaian. I’m here for the nanny job.” She extends her hand and I shake it with my fingers. Unlike my skeletal upper body, my hands have flesh. But they’re cold because I’m technically not alive. Like vampires and zombies, I’m part of the undead race.

“You’re right on time.” I check the clock, mostly to take my eyes off her seductive figure. My cock is rising under my robes and even though she can’t see it, it’s a problem.

I move out of her way so she can take in the winding staircase that curves up to the second floor. She blinks in disbelief. I suppose she has never seen a house so grand.

Goosebumps grow on her arms when I skim over her bare skin with my fingers. “I was looking forward to meeting you. Would you like to sit down and go over things first? I’ll give you a house tour after that.”

“Sounds good.”

Her tits bounce nicely when she moves. Her nipples are big, hard beads that poke through her thin T-shirt. My throat dries up. I can imagine how full of milk those milkers are. And I desperately want a taste. I want to rip off her clothes and suck on those hard beads until she spills her sweet cream into my mouth.

“You’re healthy,” I comment without thinking.

Suri’s laughter is like pearls scattering on metal. “Of course I’m healthy. I’m still young.”

“Wonder what that feels like.” I clear my throat when she pushes her tits together. Her cleavage becomes visible over the neckline of her shirt. My groin is set alight with excitement.

The moment my nanny starts walking, my cock springs to life. Yeah, I know. Bad pun. No part of me is alive, not even my cock. But the way it’s throbbing with desire for the big-breasted chick who just sat down on my couch can’t be explained otherwise. It has been years since I felt any stirrings in my groin. I get laid enough, and it’s not hard to keep my dick erect throughout the encounter, but that’s usually down to pills and mental focus.

Right now, I have neither.

My brain is trying to scan her whole body and make sense of the fact that I’m in the presence of the most seductive nanny in the world.

Focus, I scold myself. I need to consider my son’s well-being. He’s not my biological son, but he’s a child I decided to father. I’m going to shower my paternal love on Gori. I’ll make sure he grows up healthy and the first step is to give him enough breastmilk so he doesn’t die of malnourishment before I have the chance to be his dad.  

“Are you comfortable?” I point to my face. I’m basically a corpse, a dead creature. My looks don’t betray my nature. My face is all white bone with glowing lights that look like eyes to fill my sockets. My neck is thin and made up of a collection of smaller bones as well. The fact I have long, brown hair growing out of my skull is the part that throws some people off. “You sure you’re not nauseous looking at me. The bathroom is that way, in case you need to throw up.”

“What? I’m not nauseous. Your house is very cozy, Mr. Alsaian. I feel right at home here.” Suri’s voice is pure sunshine. She makes me feel like I’ve been touched by something divine. Something alive.

“You’ll have to see me all day since I don’t leave the house,” I tell her. “If you find me grotesque, you won’t survive long.”

She jerks, her innocent eyes widening. I enjoy how vulnerable and loving she looks when she’s surprised. I want to surprise her more often. “I don’t find you unsightly. In fact, I think you look really unique. I’ve never seen a monster like you. I’m slightly spooked, but I’m not scared. I’m just curious about your beauty.”

Beauty. She thinks I’m beautiful? What a rare human. Most people consider Lich horrifying. She must have an eccentric taste in men.

“What’s dead can’t harm you,” I tell her. “People are only hurt by their own irrational fears.”

“Well said.” Suri nods. “Honestly, I imagined you’d be more...dangerous. I mean, you’re tall and skeletal, but not in a bad way. You don’t radiate malevolence. In fact, it seems like you’re genuinely interested in me.”

“That’s because I am.” I allow myself to laugh. It reverberates in my skull and comes out sounding like a sound effect in a video game.  “You’re my only nanny applicant. I need to make this work.”

“Wow, thanks for the honesty.” Suri smiles, shifting a strand of her hair behind her ear. “You’re pretty funny, Mr. Alasaian. Didn’t know Lich had a sense of humor.”

“When you have to spend years alone in a decrepit mansion with nothing but your soulless body to keep you company, you start seeing life differently.” I grind my fingers against my knees. My legs, unlike my face, aren’t all bone. Beneath my neck, I have the form of a beast. My chest is thick and rippled, covered in brown fur. My legs are also strong and furry like that of a bipedal mammal. They’re almost human, apart from their unnatural thickness and musculature.

But the most abnormal thing is my cock. It’s far bigger and thicker than a human’s.

Succubi have a thing for lich cock because they love to be stretched. Human women, too. I’ve made more than a few females come during my time.

I’d love to make Suri come. She’d look so pretty with her pussy torn open by my cock.

“Your life sounds lonely.” Suri’s voice becomes breathy. “I can’t imagine what it’d feel like to be alone all the time. I’m glad you have a wife and son now.”

I lick my lips which are always dry. Even licking them doesn’t make a difference, though. “I don’t have a wife,” I clarify. “I’m single.”

Suri hiccups. “So the child⁠—”

“Isn’t actually mine. I kidnapped him. His mother was already dead, thanks to his father abusing her. I couldn’t let him stay in that environment.”

Suri’s breath catches in her throat. She starts coughing. I nudge the glass of water I put on the coffee table beforehand. I’m short of help around here since no maid wants to serve a lich. It’d help if there was another human in my household. I plan to start advertising for a maid once I get a nanny. Maybe I’ll have better luck this time.

“You’re so kind.” She rubs her throat, gulping water from the glass. “Not just anybody would adopt a child who was in bad circumstances.”

“I didn’t adopt him,” I clarify. “I stole him. I doubt his father will come for him, though. He wanted the child gone.”

“That’s horrible.” Suri’s angelic face transforms into a sad ball. Lines bracket her eyes and lips and she pouts. “Can I see the baby?”

“Of course. You can also spend some time bonding with him.” I gave her some time to process the emotions that arose when she realized Gori’s background. “His name is Gori, by the way.”

“What a sweet name.”

“He’s an easy baby,” I tell her. “As you can tell, he doesn’t cry much. He’s sleeping now. He falls asleep easily and sleeps through the night.”

“Wow, he sounds like a dream baby!” She claps her hands together. The genuine excitement and enthusiasm on her face take me aback. She seems very interested in meeting Gori even though she’s not even his nanny yet.

I rub my shoes against the floor. Once I give her a house tour and let her meet Gori, I’ll have to ascertain that she’s fit for the wet nurse role.

“On the flyer, I indicated that I’ll be checking for your suitability as a wet nurse.” I tap my fingers on my thighs. “When you meet Gori, I’d like you to breastfeed him. We’ll have to check if he likes your milk and responds positively to having you around. He’s still young; I won’t stress him out with strangers he isn’t comfortable with.”

“You seem concerned for his well-being. You’re a great dad.”

I clear my throat. Her praise is making my chest loosen with pride. I have never felt guilty for kidnapping Gori. He’d have been killed if I left him with his unstable father. The moment I saw the sweet boy with red cheeks and golden eyes, I knew he would grow up to be someone great. It felt natural to take on the duty of caring for him and making sure he realized his potential. I guess he brought out a hidden side of my personality.

Just like Suri.

“Let’s go, then. I can’t wait to see what secrets this house is hiding.” She bounces up from the sofa with enthusiasm. Again, my cock pulls at the sight of her jiggling udders. She’s spellbinding with her motherly allure. I have no doubt she’d make a great mom. I desperately want to plant my seed in her and make her the mother of my future children.

“We’ll begin with the garden.” I lead her outside. Evening light falls on the gorgeous roses, gardenias, and neatly trimmed bushes and grass that I’ve cultivated with care. I use my magic to tend to these plants.

Suri studies the flowers, burying her nose in the petals. She sniffs, then moans. “Such a sweet smell. You have an amazing garden. I’d love to bring Gori out here every day so he can get some fresh air.”

“You may do so,” I reply. I’m pleased that she’s already thinking about Gori. Then again, she seems like the kind of woman who always thinks about her loved ones. Whoever she marries will be lucky indeed. A stab of jealousy pricks my chest. Imagining another man sliding his cock between her precious, milky globes makes me see red. “Do you have any personal relationships, Suri? I’m asking because you’ll have to stay at the manor for your job and I can’t have you leaving on weekends to meet with your boyfriend. Gori needs full-time care.”

A blush swells on her pale cheeks. Suri clears her throat awkwardly. “I’m single right now. My last boyfriend was a warlock and he cursed me.” She points to her chest. “I’m lactating because of the curse.”

I gasp. I can’t imagine any man being so cruel. Why would he want his girlfriend to suffer pain and aches just because she left him?

“He seems like the kind of man you’d be better off without,” I muse.

Suri giggles. “You’re right about that.”

I rub my jaw which is made of shiny bone. “I wish I could help you but I can’t reverse warlock curses.”

“Oh, that’s too bad.” Suri’s chest sags. “But I’m glad I can use my condition to help Gori. Every baby deserves a chance to thrive. He has already survived the worst.”

“Exactly. Without proper nourishment, he might die. I’ve tried everything. But he doesn’t like formula milk. I’m desperate to save him.”

My body feels cold and frozen like an icy lake every time my mind wanders down that path. If Gori doesn’t survive his first year, I’ll never recover. I am undead, heartless, and materialistic, but I love my family. I don’t want to go back to being lonely in this house. Gori’s presence lights up my days, reminding me of the fragility and resilience of life. He gives me hope. I want to give him the world.

I jerk. Suri’s warm hand is on mine. Her fingers bleed heat into my cold veins. My groin cramps with need. I want to feel her hot core clamping around me, filling my world with stars and wonder. “I won’t let Gori die.”

Suri’s kindness and honesty have a mysterious effect on me. I can’t take my eyes off her. My soul wants to cling to her essence and consume her. Make her mine. Make her part of my family.

“Thank you so much.” I nod. Her hand recedes from mine.

The rest of our house tour isn’t quite as intimate. I go over all the pertinent details, showing her every single room in the manor. She blushes when I show her my bedroom and the empty king-sized bed. The manor has five rooms and three bathrooms. Plus, a laundry room. It’s too big for me, but I loved the vibe and character of the property so I couldn’t resist buying it.

Finally, we make it to the nursery.

“I did the best I could, but it’s a last-minute job.”

“What a cozy place.” Suri marvels at the décor. I put up lights and a baby mobile with planets and stars. Gori loves looking at the shimmering figures. I want him to dream big and reach for the moon.

She walks over to Gori’s crib. Gori, who was sleeping peacefully, is now wide awake. He stares at his new nanny with wide eyes full of curiosity.

“May I touch him?” she asks.

“Of course.”

Very gently, Suri picks up the baby from his crib. She presses his face to her breast, holding him close and drenching him in her maternal warmth.

My whole body vibrates with a foreign emotion as I watch the two of them. Suri’s magic is working on Gori because he starts sniffing her boobs. When he smells her milk, he starts bawling.

“Oops.” Suri rocks him against her ample bosom, whispering sweet words to his ear. “Good boy, are you hungry?”

Gori continues to scream. I’m wondering whether I need to step in, but Suri shocks me by pulling down her T-shirt. Her naked tits are a treat to my eyes. They’re round and massive, with huge pink areolae that demand to be sucked.

Gori pats his tiny hand against her massive nipple. White streaks of milk are already dripping down her milky mounds, painting wet streaks on her T-shirt. Suri adjusts Gori against her chest. She feeds him one fat, engorged nipple. My baby boy immediately quiets down, gulping on her fat tit. He holds on to her fleshy mound as he drinks from her.

“My body automatically responded to his cries,” she tells, me holding Gori firmly while he suckles on her tit. “I was spraying milk before I realized what was happening.”

“That’s great,” I respond. “You must have a natural mothering instinct.”

“I’ve always wanted to have kids. It’s my dream to be a stay-at-home mom and devote my life to nurturing my babies.”

“What a beautiful dream.” I lick my skeletal lips. “I hope it comes true.”

There isn’t much to say after that. I am entranced by the sweet bonding between Suri and Gori as he devours her breastmilk and reaches for the other tit. My boy is never this hungry for formula. I guess he relishes Suri’s cream. Relief washes through me when I see Gori feeding on her thick nipple. The color is returning to his cheeks. I’ve never seen him look so healthy. He was already an abused baby when I found him.

When Gori has had his fill, his eyes drift closed. He stops suckling. Even when Suri tries to insert her leaking nipple into his mouth, he refuses to part his lips.

“I think he’s done,” I put in.

Suri rubs his back, helping him burp. “Can I hold him a little bit longer?” Her eyes are filled with uncertainty. “I quite enjoy how lovely he feels.”

“I think he also loves how you feel.” I’m impressed by how much of a difference Suri has made to Gori’s life already. He’s clinging to her tit with his small hands. He isn’t crying or making a fuss. I suppose she feels safe with her, and that’s the ultimate compliment she can get from my child. “Spend as much time with him as you desire.”

“I’m so grateful for this opportunity.” Suri rocks Gori against her chest. “I felt incredible while I was breastfeeding Gori. My breasts fill up so quickly and it hurts unless I express my milk. Plus, I’m starting to understand the beauty of being a nurturer.”

“That’s great. Does that mean you’re willing to take the job?”

Suri beams. Her plush, pink lips make me long to taste them. “Can I start tomorrow? I just need to get my stuff.”

“Incredible. I’d be happy to hire you. I’ll have the agency send you the contract and the advance payment. You’ll get the rest at the end of the month.” I showed Suri her room during the tour. “If you have any questions, don’t hesitate to ask me.”

“I will.” My new nanny kisses Gori’s head and deposits his tiny body into the crib. Her room is right next to his so she’ll be able to hear him at night if he needs her.

A moment of silence charges the tension between us. Now that Gori is quiet and we’ve ironed out all the professional details, all that’s left is the burning attraction between us.

Suri still hasn’t pulled up her top. She’s showing me her bare tits, which could put a porn star to shame. Her green irises burn with a smoky desire that I know too well. My own eyes must be flashing red right now from the heat storm she has inspired within me.  

I have never even felt a spark toward a human. But now I feel like I’m on fire. Her fertile, thick hips, soft thighs, and mommy milkers are driving me to insanity. I know I won’t be able to keep my hands off her.

The loud groaning of Suri’s stomach breaks the intimacy that was beating between us like a second heart.

“I’m sorry. I should leave.” Suri covers her face with her hands, mortification spreading to her chest and making it as red as her cheeks. She tugs her top up, but the image of her perfect breasts is burned into my memory. I will never forget how inviting and delicious those pink nipples looked under her shirt. How sexy she was when she released white streams of cream from her teats like a good mother.

But I don’t fuck hungry women. So feeding her is my first priority now. Seeing her all vulnerable and needy triggers the same paternal instinct in me that Gori did. I want to protect and provide for both of them. I want them in my life forever, brightening up my days.

“Will you join me for dinner?” I ask, raking my fingers down my throat. Watching Suri be so motherly and nurturing toward Gori has convinced me that I need to pursue her romantically. She the perfect wife material and I have to put a ring on her finger before she latches on to some unreliable warlock who will hex her. “It’s late at night. You can stay here until daybreak. It’s not safe going back at this hour.”

Suri doesn’t even take a beat to consider my offer. “Do you mean that? Thank you so much. You’re a lifesaver. This manor is so isolated. I was wondering how to get back. I don’t think I’ll get a cab at this hour.”

“I’ll drop you off at the train station tomorrow,” I say. “It’ll be my pleasure.”

“By the way, who makes dinner here?” Suri blinks at me.

“I do,” I reply. “I use magic for some of it, but the rest is elbow grease.”

“May I help you?”

“You’re my guest tonight. Please let me do all the work. You’ve already done enough. Gori looks healthy because of your love and I want to show my gratitude.”

“I love kids.” Suri matches her steps with mine, following me to the dining room. “They’re so cute that I can’t resist spending all day around them.”

My cock’s hard as granite so it’s a welcome respite when I get away from her. I can be alone in the kitchen with my chaotic thoughts. I give up on cooking the old-fashioned way. Instead, I use magic. My excitement and the energy I derive from my connection with death converge together to produce shockwaves of magic that move the pots, and pans, and heat up the potatoes and other ingredients from the inside. Soon, they arrange themselves into their perfect final form on plates.

Given how badly I want to impress Suri, I go overboard and make a whole feast. I have a hard time carrying all of it to the table.

Suri rushes to help me. “You did all this in half an hour?” Her jaw is hanging down with surprise. “That’s real powerful magic.”

“It’s nothing for a lich.” My masculine ego feels stroked by her praise. I feel like a real man when I treat my woman right and keep her belly full of food. It shows that I’m reliable and can be counted on.

We both sit down to eat at the table.

“Wow, you set the table even though I didn’t ask you to.” I’m stunned by her thoughtfulness. She must have taken out the plates from the cupboard next to the dining table where I keep all my good dinner sets.

She has laid out forks, spoons, knives, and multiple plates and bowls. I guess she didn’t know what was coming.

As it stands, we end up using all of it.

The first course is crab soup. She guzzles it faster than Gori guzzles her breastmilk.

“This is the most high-class soup I’ve ever tasted.” She licks the trail of white from her lips. My cock, which was calm until now, rages back into a boner. Her cupid’s bow will be my undoing someday. “Do you always eat like you’re at a high-end restaurant?”

“I appreciate fine food and all fine things.” My gaze is resting squarely on her face as I say this. She’s a clever girl so she guesses the rest. We’re sitting on opposite ends of the dining table. It was a deliberate choice on my part because I don’t trust myself when she’s next to me.

The chemistry that sizzled between us in Gori’s nursery comes back in full force, asserting its presence like an alarm.

“Um…Mr. Alsaian, I feel like I’m being treated like a special guest.” Suri serves herself the next course from the large dishes on the table. She nibbles at her food, then puts it on the plate and faces me head-on. “I’m honored. I’ve never been given so much importance and attention before.”

“You deserve so much, Suri.” My words are laced with passion. “The moment I saw you, I knew you were different. Not all women are loving and motherly like you. The way you breastfed Gori and took care of his needs speaks volumes about your character. That’s your superpower.”

“But I thought men like sexy women.” Her eyebrows peak. The blushing, shy girl from before is gone. Suri has transformed into a bold, confident woman who knows how to use her sexuality to seduce a monster.

I respond with the same heat and honesty. Treating her like an idiot would be an insult.

“Monsters like me long for a curvy, soft woman to breed.” Suri doesn’t look shocked at my mention of breeding. In fact, she’s leaning closer to me, her tits resting on the table. “We like holding on to a human who is ready to become a mother and wife. Knowing I can spoil her with my seed and make all her dreams come true just by fucking her raw is the ultimate high.”

“Do you want to spoil me, Alsaian?”

“I want to be your Daddy.” My darkest fantasies come pouring out of my mouth. “I want to keep you here forever and make you swollen with my child. You’d be so perfect when your stomach is big and round. I’d never be able to keep my hands off you.”

Suri whimpers and that sound is like an invisible fist choking my cock. How can she make me so hard and needy with just her voice?

“I want to get pregnant so bad,” Suri confesses.

I sense her need vibrating in the room. This is the perfect moment. I set down my cutlery. “Then let me put a baby in you. But here’s a fair warning: once you’re pregnant with my child, I won’t let you leave me. I’ll marry you and make you my wife. So unless you’re ready to commit to a lich, we should both forget about our carnal desires.”

Suri slams her hand down. “You’d marry me? For real?”

“For real,” I assure her. “I’m an old-fashioned lich. I believe in marriage and I want to make you feel safe and secure when you’re carrying my seed.”

“Oh, Alsaian.” Suri’s eyes are moist. I can see her tears glittering even though she’s far away from me. “That’s the sweetest thing a monster has ever said to me. I’ve always wanted to be a wife and mother, but since nobody wanted to create a family with me, I settled for being a girlfriend.”

“I want you, Suri. I want you forever.” My throat is so tight, even though it’s just bone. But I feel the clenching of my soul and it reverberates through my bony exterior. “I know we just met, but you feel right. I trust my gut. It’s telling me you’re the one.”

“I want you too.” Her voice is airy and light. “I’ve never felt this kind of attraction for anyone. I want to feel you on top of me, coming inside me.”

The visual of her naked, thick body spread out under me excites my senses. My brain tingles when I imagine her pussy lips stretching for my cock.

I shoot up to my feet, making my way to where she’s seated. I cup her face, getting lost in her eyes. She can make me forget about reality so easily. When she looks at me, there’s only her and me in the world.

And the burgeoning love that we feel for one another. It’s real, as real as anything in the world.  

“Baby, can I kiss you now? Please. Daddy wants to feel your warm lips.” I want to take a chance on her. She might be disgusted when she sees my body. She might run away and leave me heartbroken. But I don’t care.

This monster wants his baby girl.

“Yes, Daddy.” Her submissive, calm reply is everything. She’d be such a perfect stay-at-home mom. She’d make this house a home with her devotion and love.

I squeeze one soft titty as I press my skeletal lips against her wet mouth. I may not have skin, but I have a tongue. I slide it into her mouth.

She tastes like soup. Like comfort. Like motherly love and home. She’s the missing piece in my life, the perfect woman to raise a family with. I’ll spoil her every night with my cock and suck on her pretty titties until she comes.

Her groans ring in my skull, bathing me in her essence. I can’t escape her now. She’s in me, echoing through my body like a siren song. I stroke the warm insides of her mouth and melt into her heat. She’s so receptive and welcoming.

I forget that I’m a monster. A lich. An abomination who’d be hunted and killed if not for my magical abilities.

But when Suri’s arms snake around me and she pulls me close, I become one with her.

For those few moments when we kiss, I’m no longer a repulsive creature.

I’m hers.

She grinds her needy pussy against my thigh, humping me like a bitch in heat. I love her spontaneity, her wild abandon, and her trust in me. But I can’t take advantage of her. I release her from the kiss.

Her eyes are moist and she looks disoriented.

A frown digs between her eyebrows. “What’s wrong.”

“Nothing is wrong. That kiss was explosive. But before we go further, we both need to calm down and consider what we really want. I’m ready to risk everything for you, Suri. But I want you to be sure. I won’t fuck you when we’re in the throes of passion.” I swallow. My fingers comb through her silky hair. “I’ll probably get you pregnant the first time. You need to decide if you’re ready for that. If you decide that you want to be bred, come to my room after midnight. I won’t ask any questions.”

I take a step back. I’ve done the honorable thing and put the choice in her hands. Whatever she decides, I won’t let it affect our working relationship.

Suri licks her lips. “I guess we were moving too fast.”

“No matter what choice you make, it won’t affect your job. I will still hire you as a nanny and wet nurse. I’ll never make advances toward you again if you reject me. Is that understood? Daddy always wants what is best for you. He’s not going to force you to do anything you don’t like.”

I panic when streams of tears crawl down Suri’s cheeks. Have I hurt her? Does she feel like she’s undesirable?

I hug her close to my chest, but I’m dead, which means I have no warmth to offer. “I want you so bad, it hurts to breathe. But I won’t take advantage of you. I am your employer but you don’t have to feel obligated to me. Baby, tell me what’s wrong?”

“Nothing.” She sniffles when I wipe away her tears with my robe. “My ex-boyfriend…he used my body as he pleased. He never cared about whether I wanted sex or not. Since he was paying for everything, I felt like I couldn’t refuse.”

“Oh, baby. I’m so glad you’re free of that asshole.” I kiss her forehead. “I won’t force you like that.”

“I know.” She sobs. “That’s why I’m crying. I wish I’d met you earlier. Then I wouldn’t have had to undergo that horrible experience.”

“It’s all behind you. You’re a strong and brave woman and I want you in my arms.”

“Past midnight?” She raises one eyebrow.

“In my room,” I reiterate. “Only if you want.”

I let her go to give her space. She shared an incredibly personal story with me. It makes me feel even closer to her. I'm overjoyed that she feels safe with me. I'd love to find out all her secrets, to know the trials my baby girl went through before meeting me.

“Okay.” Suri nods. “I’m going to think about it carefully so I don’t regret it.”

“I’ll love you and respect you regardless of the decision you make.” I press my hand against her cheek for assurance.

Suri nods in understanding and sits back down at the dinner table. “Wow, that kiss made me hungry. Mind if I eat the rest of the food?”

My laughter echoes in my skull. “Not at all. It’s all yours, baby.”
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Chapter 3



Suri

I feel like a princess in a gothic fairytale. It’s past midnight. Wind rustles through the trees. The moon watches me from the sky.

If you want me to breed you, come to my room after midnight. I won’t ask any questions.

Alsaian’s words are lodged in my chest like a nail.

Our dinner was phenomenal. Despite making his sexual intentions known, Alsaian didn’t stop getting to know me. He was curious about my childhood and my youth. I fielded dozens of thoughtful questions from him while I polished off the plates on the table.

Just like his questions, his dishes were thoughtfully prepared. They contained rare ingredients like harr root (good for recovering energy), violet flowers (known to improve milk supply in lactating women), and farrow leaves (a sleep aid). Alsaian is a guy who shows his love through his actions rather than proclamations.

I learned a lot about him during our conversation, too. He had once dated a succubus but their relationship didn’t last because he couldn’t imagine himself building a family with her. He had then had flings with an assortment of creatures who couldn’t satisfy his urge for real intimacy and long-term stability.

“You’re the perfect woman in my eyes,” he said. “And if you give me a chance, I’ll give you everything you’ve dreamed of—a stable home, babies to nurse and love, and a husband to call your own.”

The vision he painted tugged at the deepest parts of my soul. I’ve always been the type who jumps headfirst into relationships without considering the consequences. Surrendering to men and letting them lead me is what comes naturally to me. But I’ve been burned by my previous relationships. Besides, Alsaian isn’t just asking for my pussy—he’s asking for all of me. I will bear his children, breastfeed his son, and warm his bed forever.

That’s a huge commitment. Though I’ve always longed for marriage and a stable life, I never thought it’d be with a lich.

I love the way Alsaian looks, but unless I sleep with him, I don’t know how he feels.

So if I go to Alsaian’s room tonight and spread my legs for him, if I let him plant his seed in my sacred vessel, I’ll have to trust him to deal with everything that comes after. There’s no doubt he has enough money to provide for more children. He’s responsible and mature. Ready for fatherhood. He’ll never abandon his own child. Not when he saved Gori from his dangerous parents.

Having made up my mind, I strip down to nothing. I’m not going to have any barriers between us when I give myself to him. He’ll know what I’m offering the moment he sees me.

My footsteps are inaudible against the velvet carpet. I remember the location of his room from the tour he just gave me so I found it without any trouble.

I tap on the door twice. When his voice rumbles from within, asking me to enter, I discard all my doubts and fears.

The lich makes a sharp sound when he observes my nakedness. “Baby girl, you sure know how to make Daddy’s cock hard.”

“I wanted to come to you without any reservations,” I reply. I keep putting one foot in front of the other, taking slow yet sure steps toward him. He’s standing beside his four-poster bed. The lamps on both nightstands blaze brightly, illuminating every feature and every imperfection on my body.

Yet, Alsaian’s awed look makes me feel like a goddess. His eyes are soft with reverence, glowing a cool blue as he tracks my movements. He’s admiring my body in the way a woman’s body deserves to be admired. There’s no judgment in those eyes, only pure love.

When I’m within his grasp, he still doesn’t touch me. I push my chest forward, displaying my impressive tits to him. Asking him to notice my motherly milkers. I’ll die if he doesn’t suck me like a lollipop and drain my milk tonight.  

Alsain’s cold fingers squeeze one boob. His touch is rough and dominating. Desire spirals in my core. My sensitive nipples respond immediately to the coldness of his skin. Milk erupts from my tit, soaking his fingers. It drips down to my stomach, tangling with my pubic hair.

My body is growing hot all over. The way his skin feels on mine is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. It’s magical and otherworldly. Some might call it deathly, but I love how it draws me into his darkness, away from the real world.

“Are you ready to be knotted and bred by me, Suri?” The way his voice vibrates with savage pleasure sends thrills down my spine. He isn’t the gentle creature who cooked for me and fed me with love. He isn’t the same lich who listened to my dreams of a happy family and shared his own.

He’s a beast. A hungry, craving beast. Only my flesh can satisfy him.

“Daddy, please stuff me with your cock. My pussy is so empty without you.”

One moment I’m on my feet. The next instant, my magnetic, powerful lich employer has me in his arms. He tosses me onto the bed. The soft, pliant mattress moves under me like water, molding my body.

The sheer novelty of being thrown like a doll onto the bed and ravished makes my veins pump heat throughout my body. My pussy jerks, spitting out moisture from my hole and drenching my thighs.

Alsaian discards his robe. For the first time, I am treated to the sight of his fully naked body. His skeletal throat connects to a broad, muscled chest that belongs to some kind of furry monster. Lower down, his legs are thick and covered with smooth fur as well, though it’s black, in contrast to the yellow fur on his chest and arms.

But the star of the show is the thick rod between his legs. His balls are as big as a football. My pussy shivers at the thought of being pumped full of all that cum. He’s carrying a huge load, enough to ensure proper breeding.

Beautiful veins bulge through the leathery skin of his cock. I want to touch them. I want to feel that rough texture destroying my smooth pussy walls. I’m hopelessly obsessed with my lich employer’s thick, dreamy dick.

“Spread your legs wide so Daddy can put his cock between those thick thighs and rub your needy pussy.” Alsaian’s whisper sends shivers down my body. He props up my chest and upper body by putting pillows under me.

I open my legs, giving him a glimpse of my feminine heat.

“Perfect.” The reverence and lust in his voice light a match in my groin. His eyes are soft and blue again, with two narrowed glowing lights within his skull. Even though he’s supposed to be more skeleton than monster, he’s more emotionally expressive than humans. I understand and feel every single emotion that passes through his deep, mystical eyes. “Your cunt is like a pretty pink rose.”

His fingers probe my wet labia, parting my lips. Cool air swishes against my wet hole. I’m open and spread out before Alsaian like a whore. And I love it.

He rubs my swollen clit, massaging it with care. I’m hit by sharp stabs of ecstasy every time his fingers run down my sensitive spot. He’s playing me like a violin. My pussy drips like a faucet, a slave to his touch.

When a sting of pain pricks my nipples, I moan. “Daddy, my breasts are full of cream. Please put your mouth on me.”

“Will that make my baby girl feel better?”

“Yes.” I hiss as my milk ducts swell with more breast milk. My nipples and areolae are becoming bloated again, swelling with the need for release. “Daddy, please suck on my boobies and milk me. I’m in so much discomfort.”

“Can’t have my baby girl feeling like that.” His fingers pull away from my core, leaving me disappointed and aching for more stimulation. The pleasant buzz of arousal is still growing in my core. When Alsaian replaces his fingers with his cock and straddles me, I scream out in joy.

His dick scratches against my pussy, the rough texture driving me insane with delight. The protruding nerves and thick, leathery skin with bumps rub up and down my wet pussy, soaking me in heady rapture.

With my torso raised, my hard nipples are closer to his mouth. I feed him one of my thick buds, stroking my finger against his jaw.

Alsaian swallows my tit without question. He licks circles around my areola, inviting my body to surrender to his milking. The gentle stimulation of his tongue coupled with the rough glide of his cock against my opening makes my body react.  

My tits purge all the milk inside them when he encourages me with the gentle pressure of his mouth.

“Mmm…delicious,” he remarks, continuing to flick his tongue against my distended bud and soothe away the ache in my breasts. As my milk empties into his mouth, the pain that gripped my chest dissolves.

He licks my nipple like it’s the most delicious candy. He can’t stop sucking me with wild abandon. With every rough pull, he creates a tsunami of arousal in my core. My body is melting. I’m being buffeted by hot sensations from his dick and his mouth all at once.

“Daddy, I love it when you suck on my boobies.” I grab his head and press it closer to my chest, pushing my breast deeper into his mouth. My pussy contracts when I feel how deep and cavernous his mouth is. He could likely swallow my whole breast and suck my mound like it’s nothing. I continue to insert more of my boob in. The thrill in my pussy intensifies when I feel him pulling at my entire boob. “Daddy, wow, this feels unbelievable!”

My heart is squeezing with pride at feeding my monster daddy. He plays with my other breast, pinching my nipple to get it ready for milking. The temperature of his hand has slightly warmed due to being in contact with me, but I love the slight coolness of his skin, and how that contrasts with my own body temperature. It brings a new surge of excitement into the sexual experience, like having an ice cube rubbed on my hard bud.

I squirm, squealing when he suctions my breast. My milk disappears down his throat, even though he doesn’t even have a real food pipe. I wonder where it’s all going.

“Daddy, I’ve never felt like this before. Your mouth is making my kitty so wet.” I grind my bare pussy against his soft thigh. His dick is so hard and erect now that it’s pushing into my stomach. When the small hairs on his limb stroke me from clit to slit, I tremble with the beginnings of an orgasm. The velvet smoothness turns into a bristling resistance when I drag my wet folds over his thigh. His leg muscles are hard and unyielding. My pussy loves my lich Daddy’s muscular leg.

Alsaiain sucks from my nipples like he’s drinking through a straw. My nipple is elongated, wet, and sore from being used by the time he releases it. “Any time you have milk left in your tits after feeding Gori, come to Daddy. I’ll take care of you. Put your milky tit in my mouth the moment you start to swell with milk. That’s an order.”

“Yes, Daddy. I love how passionately you play with my boobs. I feel your love for me.”

“I love you so much, baby girl.” Alsaian kisses both my nipples. “You’re the woman I’ve always needed in my bed. My life hasn’t been the same since you came. I can’t stop thinking about you.”

“My mind is filled with dirty thoughts of you, too.” I giggle. Then I choke when a hard, thick object pushes up against my moist slit. I realize with a start that it’s Alsaian’s monstrous dick. It feels even bigger than it looks as it stretches me out. He brutally charges past my entrance, dipping his dick into my depths.

He crushes both my breasts with his hands, gripping my body by my tits as he forces his erection to the hilt. He sinks his fingers deeper into my soft, milky flesh as he continues to thrust in and out of my bare cunt.

He’s taking me hard and raw. Like a monster. I’m at his mercy, vulnerable to his seed. In this state, I wouldn’t even be able to stop myself from getting pregnant. Every brush of his rough cock creates friction against my smooth pussy wall. I grip him with everything I have, milking his cock for seed.

“Daddy, please,” I plead. “I want to be a mother. I want my titties filled with milk for my babies. I want to rub my big stomach and watch it bounce as my child grows inside me.”

The sparks that crackle in my breast when he massages them only intensify the primal feminine need. I’ve carried this desire inside me for ages. Ever since I was in high school, all I’ve daydreamed about is someday becoming a mom and having my own babies. Of course, I’d never do it unless I had a man who would provide for me and protect me.

Alsaian feels like fate. My body is absorbing his essence so readily like it already knows it belongs to him. My pussy has never responded to any man or monster in this way. I lost control of my reactions and my body’s instincts the moment he pushes his cock inside my snug channel.

He is destroying my body with every stroke, leaving his imprint inside my throbbing pussy. And I want more. I want him to carve his presence into my womb, to fill me with the ultimate bliss in the world—motherhood.

“My little human breeder, you’re so beautiful when you’re begging to be impregnated.” A cold rush of air spills from his mouth onto my face. Goosebumps are sprinkled over my entire body in an instant. What in the world was that eerie yet arousing frigid air?

“Daddy, I feel cold. But not in a bad way.”

“I start to breathe out icy air when I’m close to my peak sometimes,” he explains. “Baby girl, have you ever been knotted before?”

“No, but I know what it is.” I’ve read up enough about the details of sex. A knot is when a monster’s dick swells after he has pumped his cum into his mate’s womb. The knot makes sure that she remains plugged up until she’s pregnant with their pups. I’ve always found it so sexy. To think that I’d be forced to warm a monster’s seed in my belly because his cock has locked my pussy shut. I quiver with anticipation.

My bones are vibrating with excitement. This is the moment I’ve craved all my life on a subconscious level—the instant when I get knocked up for good. The instant my life changes my empty womb becomes a home for a new life.

I open my legs wider, inviting him to deposit all his baby-making batter in my unprotected channel.

As he pistons in and out of my cunt, my mind starts to fade. The intense sparks and eruptions of heat bubble to the surface, merging together to create something too big for words.

I cry out as pleasure walls me in, trapping me in a room of unending sensations. A trembling wave of ecstasy crushes my body, strangling me with its ferocity. I've never experienced such an out-of-the-world climax.

Every tissue in my body is turning into goop, flowing with the current that is spreading from my core.

I yell Alsaian’s name. “Daddy.”

His cock punishes me with a deeper thrust, so deep he almost touches my womb. Heat charges my cells with need. I need his seed inside me as much as I need to breathe.

My pussy convulses around his hard length, choking him and demanding his release. I want to make Alsaian feel the same otherworldly emotion that’s seizing me. I want us to be joined, mated, and bound in the most primal, biological way possible.

With his seed in my womb.

I want to feel like I belong to him, even when I’m away from him.

“Please, Daddy, I want to feel your orgasm inside me.”

“I’m coming inside you, baby girl. Don’t you worry?” He pumps his cock into my willing cunt, pounding me hard and fast until his own pleasure overtakes his wild motions.

The first spray of his cum against my unprotected walls is almost as satisfying as having my tits drained. A deep pain that I never knew existed within me is erased by the ropes of seed that he shoots into me. I feel them trickling deeper into my pussy, seeking my eggs to fertilize.

My throat tightens. My muscles relax to allow him entry into my deepest, most forbidden space. I want to be claimed, taken, and seeded like a woman ought to be. I’ve had enough of temporary boyfriends and running away from my heart’s true desire.

I’m going to take Alsaian’s sperm and nurture it in my belly. I’m going to give him so many healthy babies.

This orgasm isn’t just a heady wave of bliss, it’s a gateway to my dream life. I can’t wait for our future to unfold.

I cling to Alsaian’s body as he nuts into me, emptying his massive balls and flooding my pussy with his sperm. My stomach grows bloated and big like I’m already full of children. I relish the beautiful curve of my big belly, hoping that I get to stay like this forever. Even Alsaian’s chilly skin feels like rapture to me. I lock my legs behind his back, driving his cock closer to my womb.

I don’t want even a sliver of space between his cock and my sacred vessel. I want us to be within each other, merged together.

The cool splashes of sticky cum penetrate my pussy walls, dripping down. But before his seed can escape, his cock swells, locking my pussy. Marking me as his.  

I grit my teeth and bear the agony of being pulled even wider by his thickening cock head. Alsaian rubs my clit, transforming the painful experience into a pleasurable one.

Soon, I feel another orgasm approaching from the pressure that his knot is creating inside my pussy. He’s stimulating areas in my cunt that nobody has ever touched before.

“Daddy, you fuck me so good.”

“Being bred is supposed to be the most pleasurable experience in the world. That’s why women want it so much.” He presses a kiss between my breasts. “Don’t worry baby girl, Daddy’s seed is going to take in you.”

His gentle reassurance is all I need to let go. My second climax slams into me. I leave the world briefly, ascending to a plane of sheer happiness.

I stay there, throbbing with the waves of my ultimate release, until I fall asleep.
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When I wake up in the morning, I’m alone in the bed. I know Alsaian has work to do. Besides, he snuggled with me all night, not even letting me go after his knot had subsided. I slept with his cock plugging my pussy all night.

My cheeks heat as I mentally take inventory of my body. I’m bathed in click and dried cum. My pussy is still tingling with the memory of last night. But my teats are swollen and engorged with milk.

I groan, rubbing my fleshy mounds to relieve them.

I can’t believe how forward I was. I seduced my boss. I pushed my milk-filled udders into his mouth and made him suck all the milk out of me. Then I let him breed me.

I rub my stomach. It’s not distended anymore. I suppose his seed trickled out of me when he extracted his soft dick from my pussy.

Still, all of this is unbelievable.

I came on a lich’s cock. He suckled milk from my teats and ground his undead fingers into my pussy. And he made my cunt sing and dance like it was in a musical.

How can a dead monster make me feel like I’m bursting with life?

Worse, how could I have fucked my future boss without considering the consequences? What if he doesn’t want me anymore after he fucked me? What if he’s like all my previous boyfriends and thinks that I’m only good for sex, not for being a mother?

Tears stab at my eyeballs. Old fears haunt my mind. But I won’t let them spoil the precious feeling that’s warming my stomach. I might already be carrying a baby inside me.

I pat my belly. Tenderness springs up in my chest. I may have been given mediocre treatment in the past, but I know a baby will change everything. I will have someone to love, someone to live for.  

I’m still in his manor. Alsaian is in his room, only meters away from me. I don’t know where we stand. Will he let me stay forever if I get pregnant or will he lose interest in me?

For now, I plan to avoid him all day.

But that plan doesn’t work. Because the moment Gori starts crying, my tits spray milk in response to the infant’s hunger. I’m already acting like his mother, making milk for him, rushing to feed him when he cries for his mommy’s nectar.

Even though I’m still melting from mortification over last night’s fiasco, I scurry to the nursery and pick up the baby in my arms. I set him against my chest and peel away my T-shirt. My milk sprays into his eyes.

The baby yells.

“There, there, everything is okay.” I rock him against my chest, encouraging him to latch onto my plump, leaking nipple. After a few attempts and some maneuvering, the baby’s mouth swallows my swollen bud and he begins to suck on my aching breast.

As I feel the baby’s soft, warm skin, against mine, I shiver at how it contrasts against Alsaian’s cold, hard body. His muscles, lower body, and cock were cold, too. But I didn’t hate his coldness. In fact, it was so novel that my body responded to it unexpectedly. I wanted him to cool down my scorching cunt with his dick. I wanted him to make me feel better by bringing down my out-of-control body temperature. Most of all, I wanted to share my warmth with him and make him feel my softness. I dreamed of drowning him in my feminine heat.

My heart broke at the loneliness he has endured as a lich. My chest still burns with the desire to soothe him, to hold his cold hands and let him experience my heat.

Alsaian has an effect on me. He makes my blood heat and pussy clench. When he talked about creating children together, my vagina throbbed with the need to grow his child. I badly wanted to be part of his family, to live in this cozy house and take care of his children.

Our dinner date was so romantic. Our conversation was deep and meaningful. For the first time, I could express my desires to someone. Alsaian is just like me. He gets me. He wants the same things as me.

A home, a family, a mate.

The image of his proud, erect dick pops up in my brain.

My tits spurt an overload of milk at the thought of Alsaian’s cock. God, he split me in half if he thrust that monster into me last night. But my pussy cried out with pleasure every second. I had two orgasms, back to back.

I’m still in the throes of that magical experience.

I touch Gori’s soft skin, imagining how good it’d feel when I’m pregnant and he rests against my big bump while he drinks from me.

A whooshing sound startles me. I turn around and catch a glimpse of purple robes. The robes are draped over the familiar, spooky head of a lich.

My pussy jerks in response to Alsaian’s familiar scent. I can’t pinpoint what he smells like but it’s the kind of smell that relaxes me and makes me feel like I’m grounded.

“I’m…” I hiccup, too mortified to stare into his eyes. “What happened yesterday was⁠—”

“Marvelous,” he completes for me. “You were so fertile and wet and willing to take my cock. It was a perfect breeding session. And I hope to have many more like it.”

His words paralyze me. Did he just say what he said? He wants more? Did he like fucking me? My exes always acted grumpy and irritated after we had sex. He only focused on my flaws, never once thanking me for taking him.

“I loved it too,” I admit. I can’t lie when Alsaian has bared his soul to me. “I was scared when you weren’t next to me this morning. I thought you wanted to get away from me.”

Alsaian sweeps toward me, his steps slow and deliberate. A mysterious anticipation thrums in my veins. “I had something important to do. I’m sorry I left you alone. I thought you’d like the privacy.”

“I don’t feel smothered when I’m around you,” I reply. “I like being around people.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.” Silence blooms between us as Gori continues to suckle at my teats. Alsaian’s gaze is pinned to my chest, too.

“Baby girl, you look radiant today.” He leans in close. His breath tickles my ear. “Daddy loves when you act like a responsible nanny and feed Gori from your tits.”

“He was crying. I rushed over to him.”

He nods in understanding. I like how he adores me when I’m doing what comes naturally to me. Which is nurturing and mothering. I’ve always felt useless because my only talent in life was taking care of people, but not in a practical provider-type way. Instead, I like to soothe their emotions and fill their bellies with food. That’s what makes me feel good.

Alsaian’s fingertips are cold when they press against the back of my neck.

“Suri, was last night good for you? Does your pussy hurt?” He presents me with a jar of some waxy liquid. “This will make the soreness go away. It’s a special medicine. I don’t want you to suffer after having sex with me.”

As usual, he makes my heart flutter with his gentle aftercare. He even bought me a wonderful surprise. But the truth is, my body has been aching since I left his bed. I’m already anticipating his cock in me again. My body has gotten so used to his girth, that I doubt I’d ever be able to orgasm with any other monster.

“I’m fine. I’ve been fantasizing about my belly growing big since yesterday.” I trace Gori’s ear with my fingertip as he continues to make sounds and gobble up my breast milk. “I can’t shake that thought from my head. Your cock plugged me up so well, Daddy. I might already be pregnant.”

“Baby, are you ready for more? Once you’re done with Gori, I’d like to stuff your pussy again.”

“Yes!” I squeal in delight. “I’ll join you soon, Daddy.”

“Baby, take your time. I love seeing you be a nurturing figure to Gori. You’re his nanny, but you show him so much love.”

“He is a fighter and I want to help him become strong,” I say. “I will make sure he grows up to be a bright and happy boy.”

“You astonish me with the depth of your kindness.” Alsaian sighs. “I never imagined a human would fall in love with my body and open her pussy to me the way you did. I’ve always had trauma around being a less desirable monster. No matter how much money I had or how loving I was, people couldn’t see past my exterior. But you have shown me that true love exists.”

“Daddy, I love the way you look. I’ve never seen a cock like yours. It’s the best dick I’ve ever had and if you don’t believe me, touch my pussy. I’m already wet for you.”

Alsaian’s eyes now burn a bright red. That means he’s in lust. His hunger makes me feel hot all over. To be desired like this, even when my breasts are leaking milk, is a dream. My warlock ex probably put the curse on me because he thought men would be repelled by a lactating woman and I’d come back to him crying to take me back.

But the joke’s on him. He doesn’t know that there are good monsters in the world who love a woman’s body in its most natural, fertile, nourishing state.

“Baby girl, I don’t want to make you anxious. That’s why I’ve decided to make our relationship clear.” Alsaian takes a step back from me.

My heartbeat picks up at his ominous tone. I guess I celebrated too early. He’s probably going to put boundaries between us, let me know that I’m nothing more than his nanny, nothing more than a warm body to breed and use for his pleasure.

Even though I won’t be able to refuse sex with him (my body is totally addicted), I had hoped we could have a true relationship. Perhaps, if I am a good, obedient submissive, he will change his mind someday.

The slow trickle of disappointment makes its way through my chest.

I drag my gaze to the ground. I can’t bear to look at Alsaian knowing how much I love him, how much I already think of him as the father of my children. But what am I to him?

“Daddy, I love you,” I whisper. My sentiments might have no value but I have the right to express them. “I would be honored to carry your children and raise them. I’d be so happy if you let me stay with you forever.”

“Baby girl, you deserve more than that.” Alsaian’s statement makes me curious enough to look up. My gaze snaps up to the shiny diamond ring ensconced in a velvet box. He’s holding out a box with a ring to me. The magnitude of his love for me hits me all at once. I clutch Gori tight to my chest because the excitement is killing me. “You deserve to be properly provided for, not made to feel insecure,” Alsaian says. “You deserve to know where you stand with me and what I think of you without having to second guess yourself. Most of all, you deserve to be cherished, protected, and loved for a lifetime. Suri, your kindness had me in a chokehold ever since the second you walked in, baby girl. I knew you were the one and now that you might be pregnant with my child, I don’t see the point in delaying this. Marry me, Suri. Be the mother of all my children and let me provide for you. I want to fill your life with happiness and security. Forget about the assholes who hurt you before. I’m never going to let you go. You’ll be my wife forever the moment I slip this ring on your finger.”

He’s proposing to me. We just met yesterday. But I don’t blame him. Our feelings for each other defy time and expectations. I didn’t imagine I’d grow such strong feelings for someone overnight.

But Alsaian has burrowed into my soul and claimed it along with my womb. He has filled my head with thoughts of a life with him.  

This place already feels like home. Gori already feels like my own son. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to leave him or Alsaian. If I did, I’d certainly regret it all my life.

“Yes!” I squeal, starting Gori. He’s almost done with his feeding, so I put him back into his crib.

I dash to Alsaiain and put my arms around him, not even bothering to cover my naked, milk-splashed breasts.

My nipples, hard as pebbles, press against his soft robes. “I will marry you, Alsaian. I’ll love and care for you for the rest of my life. I’ll nourish you and your children and build a huge family with you. You’re the one for me, Daddy. The moment you proposed, my heart jumped with joy. I know we’re meant to be.”

The sheer certainty that’s pounding my chest leaves no room for questions or doubts. In a single move, Alsaian erased all the bad memories from disappointing boyfriends. He restored my trust in love and in marriage and family.

“Baby girl, it’ll be too late to change your mind once I put my ring on your finger. We’re going to legally sign the papers tomorrow. I’ve already arranged witnesses for us.”

“I can’t wait.” I’m fully present in the moment. There’s just now, and there’s just us, a lich and a human who love each other beyond reason.

The ring fits me perfectly. I feel a sacred bond forming between us when he slips it onto my finger. “Thank you, baby. You have made me the luckiest lich in the world.”

There are no words needed after that. He scoops me up in his arms and kisses me. I love his cool mouth as it teases my lips. His tongue flattens against mine, letting me soak in his taste and texture.

With every passionate suck and twist of his tongue into my mouth, he brands his vows into me.

There’s no doubt about it.

I’ve bagged the best lich in the world.

He’s mine.  

Forever.
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Epilogue



Alsaian

Four months later…

I wake up with my arm banded around my wife’s pregnant stomach. Her smooth curls are pressed against my face. They smell like lavender. I lick her bare shoulder. When she turns her face to me, my entire being grows cold with sexual tension.

Her electric green eyes are probing me. And they’re hot with lust. She moves her needy cunt against my thighs. The slick dripping from her coats my thigh.

“Baby girl, are you wet and dripping for daddy already?” I shake my head. “You just woke up.”

“My body wants you so much,” she replies in a groggy voice.

I pat her huge stomach. It’s an intimate and satisfying morning already. The love of my life, Suri, stirs quietly against me. Her belly has been growing so well. She is sick in the mornings and throws up, but I always make her feel better by fucking her in the afternoon.

Today morning, though, she doesn’t have the usual queasy expression on her face.

“Baby girl, are you okay? Should Daddy carry you to the bathroom so you can vomit?” I caress her ears. Her skin is so soft and pretty. I’ll never get enough of touching her.

“I’m not feeling nauseous today, Daddy.”

“Are you sure?”

She nods. Then she pushes my hand into her bloated stomach. “Can we do something new?”

“Tell me what you want, Suri.” I bite her ear. “I’m going to give it to you. You’re my baby mama and everything I have is yours.”

“Can I bounce on your lap, ride your cock, and be milked by you?” The way she bats her eyelashes at me is hilarious. In the few weeks since she moved in, I’ve discovered how dirty my baby girl can be. She has a perverted mind, but I love it. It makes our life exciting.

I slide my hands under her ass. I kiss her baby bump. “You’ve already got Daddy hard at the thought of fucking your pregnant body. Have I told you how ravishing you look with a swollen belly?”

“You tell me that a million times a day.”

A low laughter rumbles from my mouth, echoing between the walls of our bedroom. Suri and I sleep together every day and it’s a dream come true. Having her pregnant body nestled against me is the greatest blessing in the world. I was over the moon when she got pregnant a month after she came to my mansion. We’d been having sex at every occasion, multiple times a day, so she was bound to end up with a bun in her oven.

But for it to happen so soon made me convinced that she was meant for me. That we were meant for each other. Our dream of having a big family is only in its initial stages but I plan to enjoy every second of breeding, milking, and fucking my fertile human wife.

I sit down, resting my back against the upholstered headboard. My baby girl, who is glowing with pregnancy hormones, soon joins me, seating herself on my lap. We’re both naked, still. Her body bears dried streaks of my cum, signs from our amorous encounter last night.

We’re always drenched in each other’s fluids all the time.

Speaking of fluids…I palm her breast, teasing her nipple.

“Daddy, I’m sensitive there.” Her feminine moan transforms into a gasp when milk bubbles out of her breast.

“Daddy likes how easily you drip milk when you’re aroused.” I lick off the stream of white from her dusky, swollen areola. I feel her pussy folds shivering over my dick in response. My baby girl’s breasts are definitely one of her erogenous zones. She always responds so quickly when I’m sucking on her tits. “No woman has ever made me so addicted to her body.”

Suri grinds her pussy folds against my hardening cock. Just like how she is always wet for me, I’m always erect for her. Our days now revolve around Gori’s needs and pleasuring each other. This is the greatest bliss in the world—a peaceful and passionate domestic life.

“I’m addicted, too.” Suri attempts to fit her sopping wet cunt around my cock, but doesn’t quite manage it.

“Patience, baby girl. Daddy’s going to drive his cock into you soon. Let me have my fill of your cream first. Gori will be needing you in a few hours.”

It’s a blessing how quickly Suri’s breasts fill up with milk. Having two mouths suckling from her is signaling her body to keep making more. My son has been completely transformed by Suri’s presence. He’s so healthy now. Gori is growing bigger, too, regaining all the baby fat he lost due to malnutrition. I’m touched by how much Suri cares for him.

Every day, I’m reminded of the fact that I made the best decision by claiming her. She deserves to be loved and provided for, to be spoiled and pleasured because she gives all of herself to the ones she loves. She’s always there to comfort and soothe, to nourish and nurture.

To make me feel like the most special monster in the world.

Her eyes are full of lust and love. Even though I’m a lich, she’s turned on by my appearance. That also makes my dick hard as stone. Knowing I have a wet, willing, pregnant female sitting on my cock is the biggest ego boost in the world.

I push my knees up, bouncing her lush ass on my thighs. I paw her boobs as I encourage her milk to let down. I keep rocking her on my lap. Her ass jiggles and then settles on my legs every time she gets thrown up into the air. I keep it gentle because I don’t want to hurt our baby.

“Ooh, Daddy. This is so fun! Please don’t stop.” She squeals when I bite her pretty, pink nipple. She feels so good to suck on, like a sweet lollipop. I will never get tired of her pebbled nipples. They excite me.

What excites me more is when she starts pumping her thick cream into my mouth. I swallow it all at once, too hungry to act civilized.

I sink my fingers into her fat ass cheeks, leaving my nail prints on her creamy globes. A surge of moisture waterfalls down her pussy, painting my thighs with her arousal. I keep bobbing her ass up and down. I add my cock to the mix, nearly impaling her with it every time she comes down. Thrusting it halfway into her pussy, but not deep enough for her to squeeze.

I need to edge her so her orgasm hits harder when it’s time.

“Daddy, give me your cock. I want to be bred.”

“You’re already carrying a child in your tummy, baby girl.”

“I want more!” she screams. I know she’s not serious but knowing how much she wants my seed triggers a heat storm inside me. I can’t deny her what she wants anymore. “Daddy, my titties hurt from how full they are.”

“I offered to pay for hex removal,” I remind her. When we got married, I offered to get her curse removed. I could always hire another wet nurse. I care about Suri’s comfort and happiness more than anything else.

But she refused.  

“I chose not to have the curse removed,” she says. “I want to nurse Gori. Besides, I’ll be filled with milk soon from my pregnancy.”

Her response had me gobsmacked. How could she be so selfless? She’s willing to endure pain and discomfort for Gori’s sake. Somebody should give this woman an award for being the best caregiver.

“Suri, how are you so compassionate? You bewilder me.” I press my tongue against her hard nipple, drawing circles around the bud. “Daddy is falling more in love with you every day.”

A blush trickles up her cheeks. She grabs her milky boob and pushes her nipple between my lips. “Daddy, I feel good about myself when I feed you with my tits. I want to take care of you like a real Mommy. I want to give you my cream and cook for you. I’m going to be the best housewife in the world. You’ll have nothing to complain about.”

“Baby girl, how can I refuse when you say it so sweetly?” I run my fingers along her heavy stomach, chasing the curve of her belly to where it meets her fleshy hips. She has become so attractive since she started expanding. I can’t wait to see the changes that will follow.

But for now, I’m going to enjoy the abundant breastmilk that her body is producing.

I suck on her thick nipple, drawing on it with enough force to trigger a letdown. Her milk fountains out of her in thick jets. She sprays titty cream on the back of my throat, from where it slides down easily.

The cool sensation of having milk poured into my mouth settles in my groin like a spark. The more she leaks, the more unbearable the tightness in my groin becomes. My body registers her sweet, maternal nature and it brings out the animal in me. The beast that wants to breed and take from a loving woman like her.

I grab her by her ass and lift her up. Then I bring her down on my cock slowly, inserting it into her pregnant cunt inch by inch. She twists as her pussy is forced to stretch. Her cunt is so warm and slippery from all the moisture she has been leaking. I fit into her channel easily, filling her up in one stroke.

“Time to bounce,” I say. “Ride Daddy like the eager breeder you are. Show me how much you appreciate me for giving you a big belly to carry.”

“Yes, Daddy. You’ve made me so happy! I’m overjoyed to be a mother.” Her high-pitched tone is evenly matched by the intensity of her movements. Her pussy grips my dick again and again as she sits on my cock, before raising her body. I breach her again and again without trying to. And every time she grips my base with her tight cunt, I forget to breathe.

I clench my teeth, clinging on to my self-control. It’s hard. Her ass is damn sexy when it slaps my leg as she comes down. I am brought to the deepest part of her every single time. A strong wave of electricity shoots through me every time I contact the womb that I bred. The place where she’s growing my child.  

Suri is choking my dick like a pro. The fact that she’s my innocent, obedient wife only adds to the allure. Seeing this filthy side of her makes me feel like I’m living out my fantasies.

“Good, just like that, baby girl.” I encourage her by guzzling down her milk. The flow of breastmilk from her udder has slowed to a trickle. I’ll soon be done with this breast.

“Daddy, I want your cock so bad. I want to give birth to your babies. You’re my rock, the monster I’m obsessed with.”

Heat spirals in my belly, blazing through my cock. The pressure of her pussy closing in on me heightens the pleasure of milking her.

“I’m obsessed with you, too.” I laugh, patting her huge breasts. I gather the residue left on her skin and consume it. I won’t waste a single drop of her precious fluid. “All I think about from the moment I wake up to the moment I fall asleep is being in your snug pussy.”

Her tit is soon drained and I move on to the other one. I bite down on it, too, shocking her into expressing her milk for me. Her body is mine to play and I’ve learned all her triggers and soft spots. I know just how to relieve her aching mounds and how to get her to orgasm in the shortest period.

My thighs are vibrating with heat, too. The way she lands on me so hard every single time makes my brain feel woozy. Her pussy swallows my cock whole, milking me with powerful contractions.

I can feel my resolve slipping away.

“Baby girl, you need to come soon or Daddy will knot you.” I feel the inevitable ending approach. My knot is starting to swell, even though I haven’t inundated her pussy with cum yet.

I hold back with everything I have, focusing my attention on her breast. My mouth tugs at her chest. I soothe her sore nipple with my tongue, making her wet with my saliva.

Suri groans and keeps coming down on me. Her pregnant belly is now bouncing so hard. I feel it jiggling against my own stomach every time she moves. I grab her hips, lifting her up and letting her fall down on my cock through the effect of gravity.

It works. Suri yells my name, exploding into a million pieces in my arms. Her knees are shaking and she can’t move anymore.

“Daddy…that was so strong…” Even her words dry up as she closes her eyes.

Suri is perfect in every way. She’s obedient, slutty, curvy, and fertile. And she’s so hot and lubricated.

My cock can’t resist such perfection. My balls drain into her pussy. I keep my mouth glued to her tit, drinking her sweet cream as I ride out my own orgasm.

Her pussy ripples around my cock, squeezing out every drop of cum from me. My sperm fills her body. She’s already big and round with a baby but if she wasn’t, she’d no doubt be bred by this load. I dump load after load of sticky jizz into her waiting pussy, flooding her womb.

Then my knot balloons and becomes big enough to plug up her hole.

I pull out the last streams of milk from her breast, emptying her teat. Suri collapses against my shoulder. Her skin is marked with sweat. This was such a hot session.

“Are you feeling okay, baby girl?” I separate the strands of her wet hair with my fingers. “Daddy wasn’t too rough with you?”

“It was the best morning sex ever, Daddy.” The innocent kiss she places on my shoulder makes my chest clench. “You always know how to make me feel good.”

“That’s my duty as your husband.” I turn her around so I can rub her pregnant stomach. I caress her big womb with tenderness, holding her in my arms.

Our togetherness is magical. I’ll never let her go.

“Are you excited for the baby to come?” she asks, sandwiching my hand between hers.

“Baby girl, I love seeing you pregnant. I think I’ll put another one in your soon after you give birth because I won’t be able to resist seeing you like this again. Being a mother is your sex appeal, Suri. You make my head spin when I see you nourishing new life in your womb.”

“Thank you, Daddy. I’m this way because you bred me.” Suri leans back against my chest. “You've made all my dreams come true. I promise we'll have the happiest family in the world. I’m looking forward to all the babies we’ll create together.”

I giggle. My wife has no idea how much of a beast I am. But I guess she’ll find out. “Me, too, baby girl. I can't wait.”
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Also by Krystal Clark


Read Demon’s Secret Baby, the previous book in this series.

Check out my other paranormal and monster erotica books:

Maid for the Gargoyle Lord.

My Best Friend’s Monster Dad

Kraken King’s Bride

Arranged Marriage with a Werewolf

Love contemporary erotica?

Buy my box set collections, Milky with Big Bellies and Taboo Daddy Short Stories Collection, which contain 10 of my other books focused on breeding, daddy kink, and lactation.

Milky with Big Bellies

Taboo Daddy Short Stories Collection

You can also check out my longer story, Pregnant for My Dad’s Enemy if you love breeding and lactation kink mixed with a bit of mafia and insta love.

Pregnant for My Dad’s Enemy

And if you like a bit of daddy kink and degradation, check out:

Degraded by My Best Friend’s Dad

Billionaire’s Cream

Stalker Daddy’s Milk

Keep an eye out for new releases in my Dark Monster erotica series. You can sign up for new book alerts on Amazon. I release at least one book a month. You can also subscribe to my newsletter to be informed of new books and read exclusive excerpts.
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Krystal Clark is an author of monster erotica, paranormal erotica, and contemporary erotica books. Most of her books feature either breeding kink, daddy kink, or lactation kink. If you love stories of fertile females getting together with rough, sexy men to create the family for their dreams, you will enjoy her work.
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