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Chapter 1



Ronan

Lottie’s scent fills the air the moment she enters the prison building. My nostrils twitch. The creamy promise of the milk in her breasts haunts my mind as I force myself to pay attention to the path I’m walking down.

My footsteps crunch aimlessly.

“She’s here,” my younger brother Blake, murmurs. We’re in line, being led toward the exercise yard by prison guards. The corridor is plain and gray. I’ve seen it a hundred times before. Walked across it on uncountable occasions.

But today’s the first time I’m excited. Because our beautiful omega is close. When our associate on the outside told me about the gorgeous sister of the man who suddenly dropped off the face of the earth, I was only mildly intrigued. But when I saw her picture and realized that her breasts had already begun to produce cream in anticipation of getting knocked up with pups, my alpha instinct growled for domination. Blake and Lucio also felt the same. The three of us are ready for a family of our own and Lottie is the perfect omega, ripe and fertile.

Not only that, she’s also brave. She has been searching for her brother for the last year. That can’t be easy in her condition. So I decided to throw her a bone. I bribed one of the prison guards to help her sneak into the prison by disguising herself as a guard.

As I watch her move across the corridor, I imagine her fat breasts bouncing under her uniform. I wonder if her tits ache from being full. My cock strains against my pants, wanting to provide relief. Women and omegas aren’t allowed into the prison so Lottie has disguised herself as a man. It might be enough to fool most of the idiots here, but not me.

“Delicious.” I lick my lips, imagining myself draining her milker slowly, rolling my tongue over her fat nipple as I coax more jets of milk from her creamy mound.  

She’ll come for us soon, to seek answers regarding her brother’s final assignment. After all, Alex was hired by the Red Moon pack when he went missing. It was right before our trial. We were pronounced guilty of the murder of a man we had only met once, but all the fake evidence on the scene was too incriminating to refute.

I clench my fist, anger boiling inside me. It’s unfair. No doubt, framing us and weakening the Red Moon pack was the work of the greedy, scheming betas of the Crescent Coalition. It’s the second biggest conglomerate in the city, and they’ve been eyeing our assets for a long time. Lucio’s strength, Blake’s intelligence, and my leadership prevented them from conquering the market but with us gone, they have usurped our businesses and made inroads into industries that once belonged to us.

“Now the fun begins.” Lucio grinds his teeth. His gaze tracks Lottie. He walks fast, nostrils flaring. He’s the most brutal and bloodthirsty alpha in the pack. The numerous scars on his face and body are a testament to his physical prowess and indomitable spirit. He has calmed down since we were sent to San Carlino prison, but any time a fight breaks out on the premises, you can be sure Lucio is somehow involved in it.

“It was worth paying the guard,” I whisper. “She’s everything I hoped for and more.”

My brother's smile. They, too, feel the same. There’s a sense of inexplicable connection that alphas share with their omega partners. As the most eligible bachelors in the city, we were approached by many sexy omegas. But none of them made my stomach flutter. Just one look at Lottie’s picture, and I couldn’t stop my heart from hammering into my ribs. The three of us had the same reaction to her. So we decided to share her. I mean, I’ve always known that my family would include my brothers. Our craving for the same woman didn’t come as a surprise.

“Number fifty-two!” The warden taps his baton against the wall. “You’re walking too slow.”

“My bad.” I was too busy admiring Lottie. I paid the prison guard who escorted her as a substitute for another guard who was on leave handsomely. He will assure her safety and prevent her from getting assaulted.

Sunlight shocks my senses when the corridor opens out into the yard. After being caged in dark cells all day, this hour-long exercise slot is the only time I get to see the sky and breathe fresh air. Lucio races across the field, running like a child. He makes good use of all the exercise hours to keep himself in shape. I usually do push-ups and lunges, but today, I can’t focus on anything. Lottie’s smell is gone, but the sweetness of it is stuck in my memory.

Blake settles on one of the benches in the field, content to read his book. He adjusts his glasses as I come to sit next to him. “So, what’s the plan?”

“I’ll make a deal with her. See what she found out about her brother so far.”

“We need to find him,” Blake stresses.

I clench my teeth. “What if he was just playing with us when he said he has proof that can set us free?”

“We were already paying him. What did he have to gain by lying to us?”

“I don’t know.” I run my hands through my hair. “I’m still not sure if his disappearance was an enemy plot to knock us down or if he’s with the enemy.”

“Whatever the case may be, he’ll be honest with his sister,” Blake says. “They had a close relationship, according to our informant. If he hasn’t contacted her in a year, he must either be hiding somewhere, waiting for the right time or...”

“Dead,” I finish.

My stomach clenches at the thought. Alex is a private investigator. His agency is the best in the city, which is why we hired him to clear our name before our case went to trial. But after a cryptic phone call that cut off midway, he vanished off the face of the earth.

We have been trying to locate him since. We pieced together his last location, but he wasn’t caught leaving it by security cameras. Some unidentified people in black suits entered the place, but they weren’t carrying anything big or heavy when they left.

Alex is our only hope. If he really found valuable evidence, it might be enough to push for a retrial.

“I’m sick of being locked up.” Blake turns the page carefully. “I miss freedom.”

“I hate how easily we fell into a trap.” I slam my fist on my knee. “I should’ve seen this coming. I should’ve protected our pack.”

Blake puts his hand on my shoulder. “Our pack might have lost some money, but we’re still doing okay. Sawyer will take care of things while we find a way out of prison.”

Our pack, Red Moon, used to be the most illustrious organization in the city. Even though the three of us were arrested for murder, and our fortunes have fallen, the status of the pack hasn’t been tarnished by the scandal. Sawyer, the new leader who stepped up, has made sure our image survives the scandal of the top three alphas being incarcerated.

He’s one of my cousins. He’s in his fifties, a decade older than me. He’s quiet but reliable. And he has been doing some sniffing around for us. So far, he hasn’t been successful in finding anything. Then again, he’s not a professional detective. The investigators he has hired don’t seem to be competent, even though he claims he pays them a lot of money.

“I’m just frustrated.” I stare at Lucio who is doing pull-ups on the bar. “I can’t believe Lucio has so much energy.”

“He’ll end up twisting somebody’s neck if he doesn’t release his frustration through physical exertion,” Blake says drily. “He’s as tired as us.”

“At least we’ll have our omega now. That’s something to look forward to.”

As if on cue, Lottie’s shadow moves at the edge of my vision. She’s standing at the edge of the yard, away from all the prisoners. But I bet she’ll approach me if I walk that way.

I jump to my feet and clamber toward her. Her scent gets stronger as I approach her. There’s a hint of vanilla, mixed with the nutty aroma of her breastmilk. It makes me hungry. My cock clenches with need. They don’t feed us well at the prison. But I’m going to feast on her tits tonight. I can feel her ripe womb begging to be seeded.

She must be close to her monthly cycle, which means she can go into heat anytime.

I stretch my arms over my head. Predictably, I hear Lottie moving from her spot, noticing my presence. Her heavy boots make a crunching sound as she treads the leaf-strewn path to me.

She comes to a halt behind me. She pokes her baton into my back.

“You’re Ronan Harrison.” Her tone is cold and steely. She’s serious. She didn’t come here to play. I admire her strong mind and resolve. That’s what it takes to be the omega of an alpha pack like ours. She won’t break, no matter how many times she’s taken by us.

I turn to her, meeting her blue eyes with my gray ones. “Guess I’m famous.”

“I’m Lottie Taylor. My brother is Alex Taylor. Do you know him?” I’m surprised she revealed her identity so easily. I wonder if she’s fearless or desperate. I hope it’s the latter because I intend to use her need to my benefit.

Still, her face is breathtaking. I’m too absorbed by the details of her cute, upturned nose, her thick lashes, and her plump lips to even bother glancing downward at her curvy body and boobs. Up close, she’s an angel. Her beauty arrests my mind, making me stop and admire the gorgeous specimen standing before me. She’s petite, like most omegas. Her hair is long and black. It bounces over her shoulder, calling out to me to grab it. I bet it feels as silky as it looks.

“I hired Alex for a job,” I replied, nonchalantly. My cock is getting delirious from all the attention she’s giving me. I want to be the center of her world forever. “That was before I was thrown in prison.”

“So he working for you when he disappeared?” Lottie asks. Her eyes are wide, her pupils dilated with hope. I can tell how hard she has been trying to find him. “This was around November last year.”

“Yes, he was looking into something for the Red Moon pack.”

“What was it?” Her voice quivers.

I narrow my eyebrows. “Can’t tell you.”

Her baton slams into my stomach hard, pushing past my muscles to hurt my stomach. “Ouch.”

“Tell me. I need to know.”

Even though it’s improper, I run my fingers across her jaw, stroking her delicate skin. My body shivers at the touch. My groin grows hot. I’m filled with testosterone and anticipation. But I can’t do anything to her when everyone’s watching.

“If you want answers, you need to give me something in return.”

“What?”

“Your body.” I dip my fingers lower, skimming her neck. “My brothers and I desire you, Omega. You’re so fertile right now, already making milk for the babies your womb longs to carry. Let us put our seed in you and give you the big belly you’re dreaming of.”

I see the sharp shift in her expression. Her face goes tomato red. No doubt, she’s wet between her legs. An alpha’s words can make an omega’s body feel like an inferno. And I’m using my power to the fullest.

She can’t deny the truth in my words. “But I…I don’t know…”

“Baby, Blake, Lucio, and I are the three most powerful men in the city.” I place my hand on her head, soothing her fears. Omegas are fragile, especially when they’re drenched in hormones like she is. Her body is crying out to nurture. “We might be in prison, but not for long. Besides, we have enough money in the bank to provide for you and the children you’ll birth. Let your alpha daddies take care of you, Lottie. It must have been difficult without your brother. No one to protect your sweet omega cunt. You don’t have to be alone anymore.”

“I’m not alone.” Her pretense of strength just makes me smile. She’s a bad liar.

But I know how to appeal to her primal omega instinct. She knows what she wants. She just needs to admit it. “Don’t you want kids?”

“I…” She stutters. “I do want a family.”

“With just one alpha?” I probe.

She shakes her head. “Three sounds like a dream come true. I’ve always been jealous of omegas who get to be worshipped by a whole pack.”

“We’ll make your body feel good, baby.” I squeeze her arm. “Trust us.”

“But I need to find my brother,” Lottie assets. “He’s out there somewhere. He might be dead!”

“Of course, we’ll tell you everything we know about him,” I assure her. “Once we’ve taken you, we’ll make it our mission to locate Alex. That’s the least we can do for our mate.”

Lottie swallows. I know she can feel the strong pull between our bodies. Between our souls. The way her shoulders relax means that she trusts me. She wants to let her guard down and become our mate.

“You want me to be your mate?”

“Our wife, our mate, the mother of our children. Everything.”

Lottie inhales sharply. I’ve courted enough beautiful women to know she’s overwhelmed. She has probably never been proposed to so blatantly before. But I’m a straight shooter. I’ve waited for years to find my perfect omega and I won’t wait a single day to show her what she means to me.

“Can I meet your brothers?” she asks.

“Tonight.” I nod. “Come to the laundry room at midnight. We’ll all be there.”

“I’ll find out where it is,” she mutters. “I’m still getting a hang of the layout of the facility.”

I have no doubt she’s smart enough to make her way to the building. It’s isolated from the cells, so it’s the perfect place for her to scream and moan as we ravish her.

“Baby, be careful. Your body is so delicious. I don’t want you getting close to other inmates.” I cradle her breast through her uniform. Lottie cries out.

“I’ll stay away from them,” Lottie assures me. Her eyes are glazed with lust, heat, and the need to be milked. She’s going to be properly taken care of tonight. “And I’ll meet you at midnight, Ronan.”

We exchange a silent promise.

Then she returns to her original spot.


Chapter 2



Blake

I get there first.

Despite being brothers, Lucio, Ronan, and I were put in different cells located in different buildings. Plus, some prison guards are more cooperative than others. Mine knows not to mess with me. He opened the cell gate slowly, letting me out even as my fellow inmates were awake. They all know about the special treatment I get. They’re too wise to find fault with it.

The smell of laundry detergent lingers in the air even though no clothes are being washed right now.

I tap my fingers against the silent washing machines. They’re always whirring and making noises. This room is hotter than a sauna, with the dryers running non-stop.

But after dusk, everything changes. The machines are switched off, making this the quietest place in the compound.

I turn the pages of my book. My nostrils burn with the scent of Lottie’s pheromones. I snap my book shut and raise my head, just as her curvaceous body saunters into the laundry room.

Her bombshell curves can barely be hidden by the masculine guard uniform. Her dark hair is unbound. It cascades down her shoulders, teasing the tops of her breasts. My lungs feel constricted at the feminine vision in front of me. My alpha hormones are swelling, rushing to heat my blood in anticipation of mating with my omega.

But Lottie is new to all this. I feel her pheromones scenting the air, telling my system how fertile she is. Her empty womb is waiting to be seeded. She longs for sex, too.

My brothers aren’t here yet, but I will get things started.

“I’m glad you came. Ronan and Lucio will be coming soon.” I drape one leg over another. Lottie is paralyzed at the threshold. Her gaze moves up and down my body.

“You’re different to the other two,” she murmurs. “You don’t look terrifying or strong. But my body knows you’re an alpha.”

I laugh. “Why don’t you put your guard down and talk to me, then? I’m interested in hearing what you have to say.”

I pull out the food I stole in my satchel. I set it on the table in the laundry room. There are no chairs here, but the table is high, so Lottie can eat while standing up.

She inhales the aroma of the food. Her lips part. She licks her teeth. I guess she finds this appetizing. She and her brother aren’t rich so I doubt she has much experience of consuming high-quality food. As the final detail, I fish into my satchel and grab the candles Lucio handed me earlier.

“Lucio wanted to do this for you, but I’m going to have to do it in his place.” I place the candles on the table and with my cigarette lighter (which was smuggled into prison), I light them all up. There are ten of them, but their glow is enough to elevate this from a drab prison meal to a gloriously romantic setting. “I hope you feel special, Lottie. Because your alphas think you’re the most unique woman in the world. The three of us felt it instantly when we looked at your picture. You were meant to be ours.”

Lottie’s hand is draped around her neck. Her cheeks are red.

“I didn’t eat anything because I didn’t want to burst out of my uniform,” she says. “It’s already hard passing as a man with my body. I took off all the bindings before I came here.”

“Thank you for doing that, baby.” I come to my feet and stalk toward her. I stop a few inches away from her. My dick is harder than granite, but I need to make her feel treasured before I lay a hand on her. My omega definitely needs a man’s love to open up. “I love looking at your precious curves. Never hide them again.”

“I won’t,” Lottie promises. “I’ll be going home after this. Ronan said he could give me the answers I’d been looking for so I have no reason to stay at the prison.”

“Good. I hate to think of you being around these vile prisoners.” I take her hand and bring her to the table. “Now, eat. I want you well-fed and nourished.”   

Her throat chokes as she takes in the candles up close. I arranged them in the pattern of a heart. I can tell she’s feeling emotional.

“Is this a date?”

“A prison date,” I confirm. “I like to woo before I claim.”

“That’s so sweet of you, Blake. This is so cute.” Wet teardrops cling to Lottie’s eyelashes. I can’t believe she’s so overwhelmed by a simple gesture like a candlelit meal. It’s not even fancy. If we were in the city, my brothers and I would have taken her to the finest restaurant in town and doused her in high-quality champagne.

Lottie doesn’t waste a single scrap of food. She devours everything hungrily. I have to tell her to slow down.

“I’m assuming eating is something that brings you joy.” I brush back strands of hair that get in Lottie’s eyes so she can continue chomping without worry. My inner alpha roars in satisfaction at the sight of my omega nourishing herself. I imagine her curves swelling, her flesh feeling heavier and softer under my fingers.

I feel like a real provider, doing this for her.

“Thank you for the food.” Lottie burps. I chuckle. She’s so adorable. Most omegas are artificial and polished, trying to act sophisticated to make themselves seem worthy of our money and love. But not Lottie. She always acts like herself. Honesty is her weapon, her tool of seduction. “I do enjoy  good food, by the way.”

She pats her food belly. My groin goes up in flames. I imagine her stomach swollen like that but with our pups. She’d look ravishing with a big belly.

I cross my arms, exerting self-control. If I’m not careful, I’ll end up fucking her raw right now.

“What do you do on a regular day?” She used to work with her brother. She managed his office but didn’t do any actual investigation work because that’s too dangerous for an omega.

“I answer some emails,” she replies. “Then I cook. I love cooking. It’s one of my passions. After that, I watch TV and go to sleep. Nothing special.”

“Do you like traveling?”

“I dream of seeing far-off places.” A wistful look enters Lottie’s eyes. “But I don’t feel safe going alone. It’d be different if I had an alpha with me.”

I make a mental note to take her around the world when she’s ours. She won’t lack for alpha company, with three alphas surrounding her.  

Our conversation buzzes on for a few more moments. I tell her about the work I did and the books I like to read while she tells me of the big, warm family she hopes to create. There’s no hiding her body’s condition and she isn’t embarrassed by it. She accepts it. But I’m happy to hear her values align with ours.

My blood is steadily drumming in my ears, pushing me to take things further with her. Dammit, where are Lucio and Ronan? They won’t mind if I get the party started first, though.

“Come closer, baby girl.” I curl my fingers. “There’s no need to be scared. You can call me Daddy if you want.”

“What’s your real name?” Her sweet, thick lips move like a dream.

“Blake,” I reply.

“That name suits you.” She smiles. An invisible hand wraps around my heart. How can her smile be so devastating?

I’ve only spent half an hour with her, but I’m already in love. Lottie is a natural at being an omega. She effortlessly draws an alpha in without makeup or expensive finishing school education.

She’s also warming up to me. She must be feeling more comfortable in my presence, for she unbuttons her shirt all the way down. She peels it away from her body. Her solid black bra covers her huge titties but I need to find out how swollen her areolae are, how hard her nipples are, and how creamy her milk tastes.

My cock tightens, begging for release. My mouth goes dry with need. The only thing that can quench my thirst is Lottie’s titty milk.

“Darling, you look sweeter than a rose.” Seeing her brings out my wild side. But it also triggers my paternal instinct. She’s so small and delicate, her eyes wide with wonder. I need to make her feel safe and protected. “Come sit on Daddy’s lap.”

My cock is a massive bulge at the front of my pants. Lottie notices it but doesn’t hesitate. She puts her peachy ass right over my dick, grinding into me until my cock slots into the warm, perfect spot between her legs. The place where her pussy is. Since there’s nothing but her underwear and my pants between us, I can feel her softness, even if it’s a phantom of the real thing.

I skim her hands, shivering at the velvet texture of her skin. My groin is on fire, and each slide along her creamy skin sparks a new inferno inside me. I settle my hand on her stomach, cupping her folds.

“Are you longing to carry a baby inside your womb?” I whisper, licking her ear. “My brothers and I plan to put a little bun in your oven tonight.”

“Blake…” Lottie squirms in my lap but doesn’t get up. “I want to be a mother so bad. I’ve always dreamed of having tough alpha daddies who will pleasure my body and give me a family to care for. I want to feed my daddies my titty milk and be bred by them. I want to live in a warm home and be safe and protected.”

Her words are like gasoline to my burning soul. She’s perfection. I unclasp her bra. Lottie crosses her arms over her breasts, gasping.

“Don’t resist, Lottie. I want to help you.” It’s a flat statement, not a question. There’s enough loneliness and yearning in Lottie’s eyes to prove my point. Most omegas have curvy, delicious bodies. But Lottie has started to lactate, which has made her body even more filled out. Her maternal hormones are inundating her system, forcing her to give in to her sweet omega nature and beg to carry her alpha’s children.

“Okay.” Lottie’s shoulders drop. That means she trusts me and it’s the most potent aphrodisiac in the world. I remove her bra and toss it onto the floor.

Her breasts are a feast to my eyes. They’re round and firm. Veins protrude against her pale skin where her milk ducts are pressing into her blood vessels. Her dusty pink areolae are huge like a cow’s, capped with bloated nipples. My balls almost spurt all the cum they’re holding inside. Pre-cum oozes from my cock. I can’t resist a female who looks like this—lush, fertile, and so, very creamy.

Lottie winces when I stroke my thumb over her firm nipples. They get hard when I rub them.

“Do your titties hurt, baby girl?”

“Yes.” Lottie sniffs, rubbing her flat stomach. “They’re so full, but I have no one to feed.”  

“Is it okay if Daddy gives you a little massage and makes you feel better?”

“That sounds wonderful, Daddy.” Lottie’s back sinks into my chest. She is ready to submit to my leadership already, letting her touch her precious boobs. “I’d love to be touched and fondled by your rough hands. No one has ever done that for me.”

“A princess like you deserves to be loved and fucked by a real Daddy.” I bite her ear. Her thighs clench, trapping my erect dick between her legs.

“You’re so pliant,” I admonish, sliding my hand under her fleshy mounds. Her breasts bounce when I tap them. Her bloated nipples poke against my thumb pads, straining for attention. I give her fleshy mounds a little rub, brushing my thumbs back and forth over her hard peaks. Lottie writhes, responding to my touch with guttural moans. Her nerves must be on fire. Carrying breastmilk makes an omegas boobs ten times more sensitive than usual.

I knead her breasts. They’re incredibly huge and soft. They overflow my palms. But it feels relaxing when I squeeze them. My blood fills with feel-good hormones. Lottie sitting on my lap and groaning like a princess as I rub her sore tits is the most perfect night I could ask for.

“Remember that these titties are only for your alpha daddies. No other man gets to touch them. Do you understand, princess?”

“Yes, Daddy. Your hands are making my titties feel better. I think I’m going to start leaking milk.”

I lose it when a thin trickle of white liquid emerges from her left boob.  The vision of her heavy breasts dripping sweet motherly cream makes the monster inside me thirsty.

“Daddy’s going to have to taste your milk now, baby girl. Are you ready to feed your alpha daddy?”

Lottie’s eyes are hazed with pleasure. She straddles my thighs, pushing her chest toward my mouth. Her wet, leaking nipple pokes my lips, driving me into a frenzy. I grip her hips hard, burying my fingers in her feminine softness.

“All yours, Daddy.” Lottie thrusts her milk-slicked bud into my mouth. “Please milk me. I want to give you my milk to thank you for the candlelight dinner you prepared for me.”

“Baby girl, you’re so well-behaved. What is Daddy going to do with you?” I bounce her on my lap once and she cries out in joy.

But the time for fun and games is over. The moment that first stream of white cream came out of her tit, it was a race against time.

My mouth envelops her titty. I lick her swollen bud, encouraging her body to release her milk supply into my mouth. Sprays of milk answer my request. Thick jets of white cream flood my mouth.

Pulling her closer, I suckle from her creamy mound. I soothe her hard bud with my tongue, before stimulating it with my teeth. The tiny shock of pain makes her breast spray thick ropes of milk.

I keep sucking hard, roughing up her breasts with my teeth and tongue as I demand more milk from Lottie. Her body, which was born to submit to an alpha, responds like a dream. She keeps me sated by drenching my throat with stream after stream of milk.

The best part is the taste. There’s something about the flavor of her titty cream that instantly makes me feel strong and safe. It’s a subtle flavor, with a hint of nuttiness and vanilla. The more I swallow, the more my muscles strain against my skin, longing to carry her. Is this how our babies will feel when they nurse at her teats? Safe yet strong?

“I’m making more milk for you, Daddy,” Lottie mumbles. “Please keep drinking from me. It makes me feel good. I’ve never felt anything like this before.”

“Sweet baby girl, you’re doing so well.” I praise her. I’m rewarded with even more milk. I guess Lottie loves to be approved of by her alpha. Most omegas are weak to alpha praise. Their bodies and souls thrive on being approved of by their alpha and there’s no greater happiness for an omega than pleasing her alpha.

The forceful shower of milk starts to wane as I empty her breast. It reduces to a trickle. I lick up all the droplets of her precious liquid, not even wasting a single drop. It’s the ultimate privilege to be nursed by a willing omega and I’m not wasting it.

When I draw on her nipple and nothing comes out, I know I’ve emptied my omega supply.

The echo of footsteps entering the room registers in my ears.

Lottie jerks, hugging me close to her chest for safety.

“You started the fun without us?” Lucio’s raspy voice echoes in the room.

I lift my head from Lottie’s plump breast. “Perfect timing, brother. I left the other one for you.”

“Sweet.” Lucio’s grin is wider than the coastline of a beach. My brother is kinky as hell. He loves lactating women in particular. Says motherhood makes them sexier and juicier.

He pounces on Lottie’s naked body, caressing her smooth curves with love. His mouth finds her swollen, milk-filled tit and he bites into it as if he’s tasting a juicy apple.

Lottie cries out and her cry makes all our dicks hard. Lucio’s cock grinds into her as he lays her down and attacks her boob with vigor, suckling milk from her willing teat.

“Don’t be scared, Lottie. Lucio loves you.” I comfort her with the press of my hand against her forehead. "He'll milk you properly."

Then I draw back and let my brother have his way with our omega.


Chapter 3



Lucio

The moment Lottie’s sweet breastmilk hit the back of my throat, my entire body went up in flames. My cock, which has been primed by her scent, starts punching a hole out of my pants. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Ronan and Blake watching me.

They’ve taken off their pants, and they’re stroking their big, hard, cocks, ready to penetrate Lottie. I wonder who will sink their hard shaft into her unprotected cunt first. I lick Lottie’s thick nipple, anticipation building inside me.

Sex is more fun with the three of us together. There are so many possibilities. Lottie’s going to be exhausted and pregnant by the time we’re done with her.

Her curvy body is above me, pasted to my chest now. I pinch her hips, dragging my nails along her skin.

“Lucio….please… it hurts…”She makes filthy sounds, rough and needy at the same time. They stimulate my senses, driving my instinct to plunder more from her teat.

“Take it, baby girl,” I rasp into her ear. “Daddy will show you how good pain feels.”

“Your teeth are driving me crazy…” Her pussy grinds into my throbbing erection as I saw my lower teeth against her nipple. Milk spurts out of her, pooling on my tongue.

The crotch of her pants is already wet with slick. Looks like Lottie is dripping for me. There’ll be zero resistance when I bury my cock in her.

“Take off her pants,” I tell my brothers.

They oblige instantly. Lottie whimpers as her belt is dragged off, followed by the popping of the button on her pants and unzipping. Ronan guides her pants down her big booty, slapping it to keep her on her toes.

Once he has taken it off, her panties follow.

“Damn, these are soaked through.” Ronan holds up the black thong. It’s like a rag, saturated with her slick. Drops of her arousal drip onto the floor, painting dark circles on the cement.

Her grabs Lottie’s jaw, squeezing it as he shows her the product of her wanton nature. “What a little slut. You’re going to be the perfect whore for your alpha daddies, aren’t you?”

“Please fuck me,” she begs, tears rolling down her pink cheeks. “I can’t take it anymore.”

“Looks like milking isn’t enough for you, Angel.” I chuckle.

Ronan makes Lottie cough when he licks the wetness from her panties. “Your slick tastes delicious. I bet your cunt tastes even better.”

He leaves her hanging with that statement. Getting behind us, her inserts tuck his fingers under her ass. Lottie jerks against me when he starts fondling her folds.

“Uh…uh….” She’s breathless, unable to form any words as Ronan’s fingers grind against her unprotected core.

I keep my mouth fixed on her tit, satisfying my thirst for her lactating body as Ronan prepares her to be taken by three cocks.

“Swallow my fingers like a slut, Lottie. Because that’s what you are. You’re Daddy Ronan’s cumslut.” His dirty talk enhances the experience for me. As does Lottie’s body’s response. She keeps releasing more fluid into my mouth when her pussy clenches around Ronan’s fingers. He must be stroking her sensitive spot because her chest rises and falls rapidly. Her lungs are unable to keep up with all the sensations drilling into her body.

My mouth bites and abuses her nipple. Yet, she’s an angel, unable to stop nourishing me with her milk.

I pin her hips with my hands, burying my nails into her feminine flesh.

Those wide hips are built perfect for carrying lots of pups. Lottie is going to look so hot when she’s swollen with twins and triplets, her stomach stretched from pregnancy. She’s already so milky. There’s no question that she’ll get knocked up instantly given her body’s condition.

Omegas are most fertile during their heat and during their lactation period, especially when they arrive before pregnancy.

The slide of Ronan’s fingers into Lottie’s lubricated channel keeps me company as I suckle. Lottie’s skin grows hot under my touch. She keeps moving her hips as if trying to grind against Ronan’s digits.

“Ah!” Her scream ripples through my bones.

Ronan unrelentingly inserts his fingers into her pussy, ruining her even as she’s in the throes of an orgasm. I guess it’s true that omegas come quickly when they’re aroused.

“That was the best orgasm of my life.” Lottie pants into my shoulder.

Ronan scoffs. I break into laughter, peeling my mouth away from her breast. Her lactating breasts are still pouring cream. God, this woman is a goddess. Her feminine form keeps giving and giving.

“Looks like we’ll have to raise your standards,” I mutter. “Your daddies are going to show your body what real pleasure feels like.”

“It’s time for the real fucking now,” Ronan grinds his teeth.

But he’s not the one who drills his cock into Lottie’s body first. I mean, my elder brother has incredible self-control. That’s why he has always been at the top. I’m the middle brother, the wild child of the family. Blake is the youngest. He was spoiled by us since birth so he’s both the nicest and the most honest.  

“Bend over, Lottie.” Blake picks up our omega’s body and shifts her into a suitable position to take him. He arranges her on all fours above me. I lie on the floor, her breasts hanging down her chest, reaching my mouth so I can keep drinking from them. Her knees straddle my legs. “It’s time for me to put a baby in your belly. Lucio, keep draining her titty.”

“Mmmmm.” Blake’s words barely sink into my brain. I’m lost in the ecstasy of suckling on Lottie’s mommy milkers. She keeps pumping so much cream into my mouth. My throat hasn’t rested in the last ten minutes. Damn, her milkers make so much cream, she’s going to have no problem feeding the three of us and our pups.

The nurturing way in which Lottie feeds me soothes the beast inside me. I’m a wild, uncontrolled guy but her maternal body is making me feel anchored for the first time. Is this how it feels to find your mate?

“Make me a Mommy. I want to be pregnant with pups and full of milk all the time.” Lottie cries out, her breasts jerking. The fat udders slap my face as her cunt adjusts to Blake’s intrusion. My body roars at the unexpected pain. People don’t know how much I enjoy pain, and how I love being on the edge of life and death. That’s half the reason I’m so bloodthirsty.

“Damn, brother, pound her harder,” I say. “I want to hear the wet slap of your balls against her pussy as I suck on her titties.”

“Wish granted.” I can’t see Blake’s smile because Lottie’s body covers me, but I know he’s grinning from ear to ear.

I’ve never had such a rough experience with an omega. Her tits bounce over me, squeezing my face as I try to cling to her distended bud and draw out her milk supply.

Blake rocks in and out of her. He keeps his strokes slow and simple. After all, we’re just getting started. We wouldn’t want to hurt our omega so early on. Not when she has two more cocks to take.

I hold her hips firm, allowing Blake to plow into her pussy. I drag my thumb across her swollen clit, brushing her organ to increase the intensity of her arousal.

Lottie is an angel, letting us use her body like this. But she’s also the devil because every part of her is so tempting that it makes me forget everything else. She traps me with the sweetness of her milk, drowning my mind in her taste. My brain starts to go numb around that time.

Blake huffs a labored breath. “Damn, you’re so tight, princess. Daddy’s going to blow his load inside you before you get to come.”

“This is amazing,” Lottie replies. There’s a smile on her face, even though her eyes are closed. She’s luxuriating in the bliss of this unique experience.

Having two alpha daddies gang up on her isn’t an everyday occurrence.

“Dammit, I’m going to nut in her.” Blake makes a pained sound. “You’ll have to finish her off, Lucio.”

I crush Lottie’s breasts in my hands. She wails.

Only thin trickles of milk remain inside her udder. I gather the transparent streams with my tongue and swallow them as they snake down her fat boob. There’s a bittersweet taste to the final droplets, a sense of ending.

“Ugh.” Blake’s frustrated sound tells me he already come. There’s no need to worry, though. Ronan and I will make sure Lottie gets the orgasms she deserves for taking alpha dick inside her fertile pussy.

As my younger brother pulls out, Ronan and I exchange a silent message. He’s still watching us. But now he steps up to play the game with us.

Blake withdraws away from Lottie. I stand. Carrying Lottie in my arms, I put her on the table. It’s small enough so that her head is on one end and her pussy on the other. Her legs come down from the table, but they don’t quite meet the floor.

On one side there’s her mouth. And on the other, there’s her open pussy. We’re going to fill two of her holes at once.

“Lick Daddy’s cock like a good little slut.” Ronan urges his girth into Lottie’s mouth. She swallows his head without protest. Whatever she does to him inside her mouth must be good, because I’ve never seen Ronan look so conflicted in my life.

My cock is rearing to go. I spy Blake’s cum falling out of Lottie’s beautiful pussy. Her lips are so pink and delicate. The visual of her hole spewing spunk is unbearably hot.

An omega looks better when she has been freshly fucked.

I tightly hold onto her thighs, spreading them apart and throwing her knees over my shoulder. “We’re not going to let go until you’re dizzy,” I warn her. “This is what rough sex with alpha daddies feels like. Have you dreamed of it, omega?”

She nods her head since Ronan’s cock is still stuck in her mouth. I breach her hole, taking my manhood all the way inside her. I’m the longest of the three of us, so when I meet her cervix and she kicks me, it’s a badge of honor.

“Just like that. Keep eating Daddy’s cock.” I pull back a little before ramming into her womb even harder. I want to feel her forbidden vessel throbbing against me. It feeds my primal need to plant my seed in her. “Your pussy was made to be used like this.”  

My entire being sobs with pleasure as her pussy convulses around my length. My head fills with the softness that’s wrapping around my dick, making me forget about reality. I close my eyes and keep pushing into Lottie’s cunt. Harder. Rougher. The friction between my hard shaft and her soft inner walls births new sensations in my groin.

My balls contract with a maddening desire every time I hit her womb. She draws me in with every thrust. Her pussy grips me, welcoming me into her feminine cavern, encouraging me to stay and fertilize her raw cunt.

I pound her hard and rough. Her pussy’s contractions become heightened as time passes like she’s gathering the strength to finally reach her climax. I tug at her clit in hopes of getting her off quicker. My angel has waited long enough.

She deserves to come now.

In the meantime, Ronan is using her mouth.  

My angel must give good head because my elder brother thrusts more of his dick between her plump lips, pushing deeper into her throat.

“Just like that,” he groans. “Your mouth feels right when it’s draped around Daddy’s cock.”

Ronan matches my strokes, maintaining the same rhythm as we fuck Lottie’s cunt and mouth, drowning her body in a barrage of sensations. She writhes and shivers under our expert care, her body burning with the pain of impending release.

My cock vibrates inside her, buzzing to feel her depths. She’s so tight. But more than that, I feel a special bond with her pussy. Every time I thrust into her, I’m reminded of the sweet taste of her breast milk that’s still on my tongue. I remember how my angel breastfed me and nourished me with her love.

And it brings a whole new layer of emotion into the deed.

Ronan and I go on and on, not even stopping when it seems like my body will fall apart. Lottie has a talent for making men her sex slaves, for arresting them with the power of her pussy. No wonder she’s an omega. Her pheromones soak into my pores. I mindlessly rut into her pussy, giving her cunt everything it wants for me.

And when it’s enough, she shatters with the sweetest sound.

“Good girl.” Ronan pulls out his dick. It’s dripping with seed. Lottie swallows whatever he left in her mouth and licks her lips like the whore she is.

Her cunt doesn’t let me go, even when she has climaxed. It grabs into my length, keeping me in her. I stay planted in her snug cunt when I’m hit by my own release.

Cum rushes out of my cock head, claiming her unprotected walls. Her cervix throbs against my cock head as her pussy devours my seed. I pour more and more into her until my balls have dried up.

Then I grin, knowing she’ll get knocked up tonight.


Chapter 4



Lottie

Oh my god. What have I gotten myself into?

My body can’t keep up with the level of ecstasy that’s threading through my veins. My cells are dead. My muscles are limp and refusing to move after that heavenly ordeal. I don’t feel like I’m in the real world anymore.

My soul is drowning in an ocean of rapture. I never want to come up for breath. Every inch of my body surrendered completely to my alphas and the joy of that union still beats in my body like a second heart.

I never believed people when they told me how an omega’s greatest happiness is to be bred by her alphas. To feel her alpha’s seed growing inside her and feeding them her milk.

Breeding will be my new religion going forward. The splash of cum in my unprotected core was indescribably hot. I reveled in the sensation, lost in fantasy.

I never imagined I’d get to own the love and sexual attention of three hot alphas.

I mean, the three of them are hot enough to be models. Ronan’s steely eyes and gray-black hair make me weak in the knees. Lucio’s tattoos arms, angular face, and dark brown curls are an answer to all my bad-boy fantasies. Blake’s All-American good looks, windswept blonde hair, and whiskey eyes feed me like a drug.

They might be inmates now but they were once billionaires. I don’t care for money, though. All I want is to be with my three men forever.

My daddies are going to give me the huge belly I’ve always craved. It’s only right that I give them free use of my body. They’re responsible guys. If this evening has taught me anything, it’s that they know my needs better than I do.

“How are you feeling, angel?” Lucio hovers over me. I’m lying flat on the table as the last waves of pleasure ebb through my body.

“I’m fine. Please fuck me again. I can do it one more time.”

“Perfect.” Lucio’s grin is all sharp teeth and menace, but I love my scary Daddy as much as the others. Under that terrifying exterior, he’s a great man. “Your turn, Ronan.”

Ronan follows the curve of my eyebrow with his finger. The calluses and nicks on his finger pad rub against my soft skin, making me tremble. His masculinity, raw and potent, drips into my pores like an actual liquid. My core longs for his cock beating inside me, wrecking my walls.

“It’s time to fuck you like a whore and show you your place, baby girl.” Ronan’s rough hands squeeze my hips, sending an electric shock zipping through my system. I’m dripping like a waterfall, with no end in sight. Lucio just fucked a mind-blowing orgasm into me and the sensation of his alpha seed oozing out of my abused cunt makes my spine melt. I can’t believe I took two alpha cocks into my pussy already. And I made them both come.

My body is paralyzed from the explosion of ecstasy that sizzles my nerves.  

Yet, when Ronan’s narrowed eyes swam into view, my pussy heated up once again. My legs parted for him, inviting him to partake in the delights of my feminine garden. What is it about these brothers that have my heart clenching and my mind going blank with surrender?

They’re all different, but each one is captivating in its own way.

Ronan’s absolute dominance sends chills through my system. I want to surrender to his darkness and know what it feels like to be thoroughly used by him.

Blake’s the sweet one, and having him act caring, kneading my breasts and fuck me slowly soothes my soul.

Then there’s Lucio. He brings pure excitement and fire into the mix, rounding out my sexual experience.

Raw passion. Dark Dominance. Sweet Surrender.

Every flavor of intimacy that I want to experience is at my fingertips. I can’t imagine my life without my alpha daddies. They each fill a unique place inside me, a spot that only their special brand of love can conquer.

I came to prison hoping to find out my brother’s whereabouts. But I’ve been given far more than that.

A candlelight date. Milking. And a new purpose as a mother.

I need to get pregnant after tonight. I couldn’t bear the thought of this explosive night being a once-in-a-lifetime experience. There has to be proof that this happened. I want to carry and grow a baby in my stomach that belongs to these inmates. It’ll be the perfect way to elevate the sex I had. I’ll have each of their kids, as many as they’ll put in me. I don’t even care about the consequences; the sex feels like it’s taking me beyond heaven. I want to be bred by them in turn and pat my stomach when it’s full of cum from my alphas.

“Lottie.” Ronan’s voice imprints itself into my core. Just a single word and he already has me completely at his mercy. “Get ready to swell with my seed. Show me how much of a slut you are. Daddy’s going to breed you and make your stomach heavy with his pups.”

My womb contracts with heat, answering my alpha’s call for mating. Ronan’s growl makes my breasts prickle. There’s no milk left, but I am desperate to feel his mouth on my tits. I want to give him my tasty nectar and hold him close to my chest as he enjoys my breast milk.

I yelp when Ronan picks me up. I lock my legs around his torso. When my spine smooshes against a wall, I see the fire in his eyes. The eldest of the Red Moon pack is going to fuck me against a wall.

Damn, that’s the hottest idea ever.

My pussy circles his hips, seeking the friction of his manhood. My ass grinds against the hard wall. The sensation of being trapped between a wall and a hard male body crackles in my nerves. I like how small and vulnerable I feel.  

Ronan sears the side of my neck with kisses, going all the way up to my ear. “Tell me the real reason you came here tonight. You knew we’d take you raw and breed you. I warned you.”

I swallow. The truth buzzes at the tip of my tongue. His steely eyes hypnotize me. I can’t stop myself from pouring out my darkest fantasies. “I’ve always fantasized about being bred by three hot alphas.”

“We’re inmates,” Ronan corrects.

“I don’t care.” My heart bumps against my chest. “I want your baby growing inside my womb.”

My stomach contracts with subconscious glee when I say the words. My sacred vessel is crying out to be filled and impregnated. No one else will do. It has to be the child of one of these alphas.

The truth is, I’ve been smitten with the Red Moon Pack’s alphas for a while now. Years ago, I met them at a bar in the city. I was just a nameless omega. I hadn’t grown into my feminine curves yet. When I spilled a drink on Lucio, I thought he’d bite my head off. Instead, he laughed it off and asked the waiter to bring me another drink—which he paid for. Then he asked me if I was okay.

My heart melted instantly. If the most menacing of them was so kind, I knew the others would be, too.  I dreamed of becoming their wife. It seemed like the greatest honor in the world to receive the devotion of three successful and powerful men.

They might not be materially successful anymore, but prison hasn’t dimmed their allure. The moment Ronan whispered in my ear, I trusted him. My long-held dream sprang to the surface of my consciousness. My womb pulsed, telling me I had to nurture the seed of these men and give them a beautiful family they’d be proud of.

Even so, I told myself I should think this through.

But with my heart and pussy pointing in the same direction, I had to take a chance. It was a leap of faith, and it has paid off. I’ve been surprised by the brothers’ tenderness, their care for me, and their ability to send my body soaring to heaven.

I tighten my legs around Ronan. I want to hold onto him and never let go. I want to stay in this beautiful place where I was stretched, seeded, and milked by the men of my fantasies.

The atmosphere is thick with specialness. There’s a magical presence here that enchants my senses. The fact that Lucio and Blake are watching us lends a new meaning to Ronan and my mating.

I rub my bare folds up and down Ronan’s pole. My wetness lubricates his enormous cock.

“What a slut; you can’t wait to be stuffed by a cock.” Ronan’s drawl heightens my desire. His pupils are dilated. His cock is inflating fast, pressing against my belly, demanding entry into the valley between my folds.

I moan, trying to fit his bulging length into my deepest core.

“I’ll give it to you, baby. Don’t worry.” I scream as Ronan impales me on his massive pole. He’s so damn thick, he stretches my pussy as he plunges into me. My walls burn with pressure as I attempt to accommodate his girth.

He thrusts into me, bouncing me on his cock. When I close my eyes, I feel like we’re in a seedy alley. I’m a real hooker, being taken by my client rough and raw against the wall, where anybody can see us.

It’s a novel sexual experience for me. I want more. There’s a thrill in becoming a liberated woman who doesn’t care about other people and just lets her body feel good. I’m discovering new sides of myself as I spend time with these inmates. They’ve ruined me for anyone else.

“Knock me up and tie me to you,” I whisper. “I love the three of you.”

“You already belong to us, Lottie.” Ronan’s stubble abrades my cheek as he bites my neck. “The moment you set foot in here and let my brothers touch you, there was no turning back.”

The possessiveness sends shivers down my spine. I look over his shoulder at Lucio and Blake, whose eyes are narrowed. They’re also silently telling me I’m theirs.

Now I’m the Red Moon Pack’s property.

“Thank you, Daddy. I’m grateful to be your property.”

“Good. That means you know your place.” Ronan shifts deeper into me with a brutal push, knocking the air out of my lungs. I feel each stroke so deeply because I’m suspended in the air, with my back against a rough wall. I can’t escape the effects of his fucking. “You belong with us, Lottie. That’s your place.”

“Yes, Daddy. I will never leave you.”

Ronan smiles, pleasure radiating from his lips. My stomach flutters. Making him feel proud of me is the greatest prize.  

As he continues to pound me, my knees get weaker. My muscles are giving up. My pussy contracts weakly, too exhausted to keep going. My brain is already hazy. I’ve lost account of the time.

When his hard ridge slides over my clit, I can’t keep it in any longer.

I reach my peak, dissolving into the endless pleasure of being Ronan’s vessel. We’re one, joined by our most intimate desires.

He continues to rough up my pussy, grinding in and out until his own body reaches the end of the road. His climax washes my insides with cum.  

“Take it, whore. Become Daddy’s pregnant slut. When your stomach gets heavy and swollen in a few months, every person is going to know what a slut you’ve been.” His degrading words are setting my nerves on fire. “You let inmates take you unprotected.”

My pussy relaxes, accepting his semen into my deepest parts, hoping to squeeze every last drop out of him.

His hunger for me turns me into his cum slut. No man has ever looked at me like I’m his first and last meal. Ronan’s starvation and the way it triggers my maternal instinct transcends all boundaries. I want to nourish his dark soul, and give him full control of my body. I want him to keep taking from me until he’s no longer empty.

Ronan groans, his dick softening inside me. My pussy tries to catch him, to keep him locked in my core, but he slides out. His face is slicked with sweat.

He cups my face. “You’re going to be the death of me.”

“Thank you for breeding me,” I reply.

As I lie against his chest, spent and pleasured beyond comprehension, I recount all the coincidences that led me to this spot. Fate must have worked its magic.

I kiss Ronan’s shoulder. My belly quivers at the salty taste of his sweat on my tongue.

Finally, I understand who I am.

I’m Ronan’s slut.

Blake’s princess.

Lucio’s angel.

And that’s all I want to be.


Chapter 5



Lottie

Three weeks later…

I don’t quit my charade at the prison. For one, I can’t imagine life without meeting my three alphas every night. Their date ideas have become more romantic. Sex is hotter than ever.

The most wonderful surprise awaits me when I return home on Friday night. Since I don’t work at the prison on weekends, my alpha daddies make sure I enjoy my days off.

This time, they sent the CEO of the Red Moon Pack Corporation. I’ve heard about Sawyer Grant. He’s in his fifties. He looks nothing like his brothers. There’s no doubt he’s a beta. He’s shorter, with unremarkable features and an anxious look.

“Lottie Taylor?” He rubs his hands together. “Ronan requested me to give this to you. I’m to accompany you if you feel like you need someone.”

The envelope he puts in my hand feels luxurious. It’s made of gold paper. I empty the contents. There’s a ticket to New York. I told them the other day that I’d love to see the Big Apple. I’ve never left this town since the day I was born.

Foreign trips are off the table right now, because I won’t go unless accompanied by my alpha daddies. I guess this is Ronan’s answer to my stubbornness. A domestic weekend getaway.

“I’m lost for words. This is too generous.” I finger the piece of paper that has my name printed on it. It’s a first-class ticket, too. This is what I get for falling in love with the city’s most eligible alphas. They never do anything my halves.

“They seem to be infatuated with you.” The way Sawyer’s lips mold into a scowl makes me uncomfortable. “I mean, I’m glad they found something to occupy their attention. Love is one of the best distractions.”

What does he mean by love is a distraction? Does he want his brother to be distracted? Why?

“I’ll have to pack my stuff,” I say. “But I think I can go alone.”

“Have you ever traveled alone?” he asks.

“No, but I’d like to try.”

“I’ll send a bodyguard with you. It’d be a nuisance if you died. The three of them are attached to you.” The subtle narrowing of his eyes makes shivers run down my spine. He doesn’t want me to die, but thinks of me as an unwanted person?

“Thank you. That’s so kind.”

His eyes follow the curve of my large breasts, all the way down to my stomach. “You’re an omega, aren’t you?”

I nod.

“By any chance, are you pregnant?”

My feminine instinct already knows that there must be a new life growing inside me. The brothers have been humping me like rabbits. I’m bound to be pregnant. I haven’t gone to the hospital yet, since I’m waiting for morning sickness before I do that. I’d hate to be disappointed after assuming that I’m knocked up.

“What?” I slap my cheeks. “No. Do I look like I am?”

“I see.”  He rubs his jaw. “Well, your stomach is still flat, but I thought I’d ask. Omegas tend to become pregnant easily.”

The more he talks, the larger the feeling in the pit of my stomach grows. There’s something off about him. Moreover, when I glance at his features, I recall something from a long time ago.

Before Alex disappeared, he had pictures of Sawyer splayed across the table.

“I think I’ve figured out how to save them,” he muttered to himself when I bought him his last cup of tea. “This is the most promising lead I’ve had.”

I wasn’t interested in solving cases with my brother so I turned a deaf ear to his ramblings. But the shock of seeing Sawyer here in the flesh sets off my brain. What if he’s behind the imprisonment of the Red Moon Pack’s alphas?

After all, he’s the one who gained the most from their removal. He became the CEO and acquired power and wealth. He manages the personal assets of Ronan and his brothers now since they cannot touch them while they’re in prison.

I can’t shake off the nagging feeling that he intends to do me harm. If I’m growing the brothers’ baby in my womb, that means my child will challenge his position in the future. He’ll see me as a threat. What if he tries to get rid of me?

My heart protests in my chest. My hands feel clammy. I rub them over my stomach, feeling the warmth of the fetus in my womb.

“I don’t intend to have their children unless we can be together,” I say, trying to reassure him. “I believe in marriage.”

“You’re old fashioned,” he mutters. “But you’re a prudent girl. Well, enjoy your weekend trip. I have work to do.”

After readying myself, I’m escorted by car to the airport. From there, I board the plane. Everything is so luxurious. I’m able to sleep because I’m in first class. And every few minutes, the flight attendant brings me delicious food and drinks. I lay off the alcohol, though, since I don’t want to harm the baby (I think) I’m nurturing in my vessel.

Once I land, I’m welcomed by a team of tour guides who take me to my five-star hotel suite. I soak into the Jacuzzi and wash away the tiredness from my travel.

Then I’m shown around by car. No stone is left unturned. With every new tourist spot I go to, my mind expands. My heart shivers with gratitude.

Ronan even arranged for a helicopter ride for me when I returned home. Even though they’re in prison, they still exert influence over the external world through their company.

My alphas know how to treat their omega like a princess. They shower me with love and special gifts. I have no doubt I’m special to them.

Even though they’re not with me, I feel how much they care for me. They’ve planned every detail perfectly to make sure I have the most unforgettable vacation. I’m sure Blake had a hand in that. He’s a nerd when he’s not being my adoring daddy.

I take loads of pictures to show my handsome men. They must be bored in prison. It’s not fair that they were jailed for a crime they didn’t commit. I wish I could get them out. My stomach will continue to expand with the product of our love. Once I’m showing, I don’t think I can protect myself.

Sawyer won’t fall for my lies when he sees me with a bulging belly. I need to figure it all out before that.

The conversation we had that night in the laundry room swims to the forefront of my mind.

“Your brother found something important. Something that can free us from our cells,” Lucio told me after our first sex session. The brothers kept their promise to me and divulged everything about Alex’s last mission. “We found out where he was before he disappeared. But you’re the one who knew him best. Do you know where he’d hide important evidence if he were in danger?”

To be honest, I don’t think he’d have time to hide evidence. But if he did, it’d probably be on his person or in a hidden part of the place he was taken to after being kidnapped from that location.

My stomach clenches with fear. I hope Alex isn’t dead. He always talked about being a doting uncle to my children. Now that my little one is safe in my oven, I want to give my child the pleasure of having an uncle who will spoil them.

As the clouds pass across the night sky, I tap on the window. Silence shrouds me. Exhausted after two whole days of sightseeing, I drift off to sleep.


Chapter 6



Ronan

“You think Sawyer framed us?” I glance up from the New York photos I’d been leafing through.

Lottie bites her lip. “I want the three of you to trust me on this. I know what I saw before Alex vanished.”

“His last location was the securities office. The police confirmed that.” Blake tests his jaw with his thumb. I can see the wheels turning in his head. He ruffles his golden curls. “Makes sense. Sawyer used to be in charge of our securities firm. It was a minor role.”

“He must have known Alex was on his trail when he turned up.” Lucio drives a fist into his palm. “He probably got rid of him before he dug deeper.”

Lottie pales at the suggestion that her brother is dead. In all these months, I’ve never seen a single shred of evidence that suggests Alex might still be alive, but for Lottie, he was her only living family. She’s going to have a hard time coming to grips with his demise.

Blake clicks his tongue. “Brother, be careful. Our omega is pregnant. Don’t shock her.”

“How do you know I’m pregnant?” Lottie cradles her stomach. “I haven’t visited a clinic yet. Thought I’d wait until my period was late.”

“Baby, we can sense your body has changed.” I caress her hair. “Congratulations, my precious baby girl. You’re going to be a mother. You’ll be giving birth to your alpha’s baby in a few months.”

Lottie’s cry of happiness sends flurries down my chest. I feel like a storm is wrecking me from the inside when I watch her cheeks get wet from tears of joy. Blake envelops her in a hug, muttering gently in her ear, “Your daddies have got your back, Lottie. There’s no need to be afraid. You’ll be the most wonderful mommy in the world.”  

Lottie deposits her snot against his prison uniform as she continues sobbing. “I’m sorry…I can’t believe it has happened. After all this time, I’ve finally found the men of my dreams and I’m making a family with them. It feels like a dream that will shatter the moment I blink.”

I’ve achieved great things as an alpha and a man, but making my woman look overjoyed might be the greatest accomplishment so far.  

“We won’t let anyone hurt you.” Lucio presses his hand against her belly, rubbing her soft flesh. “This baby is ours, and we protect what’s ours.”

“What about marriage? If Lottie’s pregnant, we need to make her ours legally.” Blake buts in. “It’s possible to all sign the papers it can be done easily from within these walls.”

The law allows multiple alphas to marry one woman. The three of us would be her husbands and she’d be our wife and the mother of our child. It’s the ultimate happy ending I’ve dreamed of all my life.

Finding an omega mate who will satisfy the three of us and give us the joy of fatherhood. A milky omega with a need to nourish and be bred was simply beyond our expectations.

It’s the best choice possible.

Except for one thing—we can’t live with her. Not while we’re in prison.

“There’s no point in making promises when we can’t stand next to her and take our vows in front of every person in the city. I want her to have a grand wedding or none at all.” The firmness in my voice makes my brothers flinch.

Blake sighs in understanding. Lucio gets pensive and angry. He can’t help feeling less than manly when we can’t even promise our pregnant omega a peaceful life together. She’ll be all alone in the world, protecting our child.

“I don’t need a big wedding.” Lottie hiccups as Lucio wipes away her tears. “But I want the three of you to be free men when we marry. I want to spend my wedding night being fucked by you in our home—the one where we’ll live forever and raise our children.”

My throat chokes up. Lottie has such a beautiful vision for our future. We’re definitely not going to stop with one child, given how tempting she is. My brain conjures up watercolor images of a house by the beach, with lots of children running around. That’ll be paradise.

“God, you’ll be so hot when your belly is swollen.” Lucio hisses. “We won’t be able to keep our hands off you. We’re going to wreck you on our wedding night, angel.”

“If we get out of prison,” I remind him, crushing the white-and-orange striped pants I’m wearing. It’s a symbol that our wings have been clipped, a constant reminder of the fact that we’re no longer members of society. “I think the Sawyer lead is worth pursuing. Lottie, we’ll give you our secret bank account details so you can use our money. Can you contact one of Alex’s friends, the one who was a private investigator? Blake, what was his name?”

“Monson,” he replies.

“Oh, Daniel?” Lottie suddenly stops crying and chirps up. “He was Alex’s...um…boyfriend. He has been trying to find Alex for ages. He’ll definitely be up for it.”

I clap. “Great. We need motivated people.”

Lottie exhales, her chest falling. I revel in her simple beauty. She wears no makeup since she needs to pass for a man. However, her features are attractive without the need for embellishment. “For the first time, I feel like I can find Alex.”

“Baby girl,” Lucio croons, as he hugs her to his chest. “Seeing you every day is a treat for us. I can only imagine how lonely you’ve been without your brother. Nobody to come home to or talk to. Plus, you were single.”

“That’s why I want to have everything now,” Lottie speaks with passion. “Three loving alpha husbands, lots of children, and my brother, too. I guess I’m greedy.”

“You deserve to be greedy,” I cut in. “You’ve been alone too long.”

Lottie’s soft smile warms my heart. She lays a palm on her stomach. “I’m not alone anymore, though. My dreams are all coming true.”

“Baby, you won’t be able to hide your pregnancy for long. It hurts me to think of spending months in prison without you for company.”

“I’ll try to find something so you guys can be released soon,” Lottie says.

“Can you also find out who the baby’s father is? They do DNA tests before birth nowadays.” Blake’s suggestion hangs in the air. I know Lucio is also curious as to whose seed was finally taken inside Lottie. I’d like to know, too, but it won’t influence how I treat my child. Regardless of the biological father, the life inside Lottie’s womb will be fathered by the three of us. Besides, each of us will have a turn to be a biological father given how frequently we plan to keep her pregnant.

Lottie leans forward. She winces. The three of us react at once.

My gaze sticks to her chest.

The front of her shirt is wet. Her tits are dripping milk. She’s overflowing like an omega ought to. God, sometimes Lottie’s natural femininity and nourishing body drive me mad.

My cock is at full mast. No further provocation is needed for my balls to tighten and beg for release. In seconds, my baby girl has reduced from a big, bad alpha to a needy man who can’t live without her sweet breastmilk or her fertile pussy.

“Time to milk our pregnant slut, brothers,” I growl.

I slowly begin to strip her. Knowing that she’s nurturing a new life has lit a spark in my groin. I want to sink my cock into her well-bred cunt and feel it rippling around me, reminding me of what home feels like.

But the moment I latch onto her breast and a jet of milk wash down my throat, I forget about everything except the taste of my omega.
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Four months later…

Lottie looks ravishing with a baby bump. It’s still not huge, but it’s easily visible, especially since she’s wearing a body-con dress that shows off her condition. My baby girl is so proud of being knocked up. She can no longer work at the prison since there’s no hiding her swollen stomach. But she visits us as a regular visitor.

“Damn, I want to fuck your swollen body,” I mutter to her. “I want to feel our heir growing in your womb.”

“Did you find out whose baby it was?” Blake asks. The advances in science mean she can already figure out which one of us planted his seed in her womb. Any child she births will have the three of us as fathers and I know my brothers will love and protect the child, even if it’s mine. But we’re still curious.

Lottie shakes her head. “I’m not going to find out. I don’t want to know.”

“But—”

Lucio is silenced by Lottie’s hard stare. “I’m the mother of this child. I get to choose.”

“Can’t deny that, princess.” Blake whistles. “Looks like we’re never going to solve this particular mystery.”

His gaze becomes tender as he directs it toward Lottie’s growing stomach. The three of us get sentimental whenever we see our child developing inside her. We hate being in prison and missing out on this crucial part of her pregnancy journey.

We should be with her, holding her hand, preventing her from doing any housework. We should be rubbing her feet and stroking her belly every night. I wonder who she will look like. We should be taking turns doing midnight runs to satisfy her pregnancy cravings.

Instead, we can’t even ask Sawyer to hire a maid for Lottie because she’s scared he’s after her.

I slam my fist on my knees. To an alpha, frustration, and powerlessness are foreign emotions. But I’ve become too familiar with them.

Becoming a father is the most joyful event of my life, but I can’t even marry my child’s mother or keep her safe. From the way, Lucio is grinding his teeth and Blake is rubbing his book’s pages, it’s safe to say that my brothers are having the identical thoughts.

The barrier separating us from Lottie—who is a visitor—is excruciating.

“How’s progress on finding Alex?” Lucio asks just so we can divert our attention from her big stomach.

“We’re getting close,” she replies. “Daniel’s working on it day and night. There’s evidence that Alex’s body was dragged from the securities office to Sawyer’s private home. We don’t know whether he was alive or not, though.” Her shoulders sag in disappointment. “We combed through the office but couldn’t find anything. He believes Alex hid the proof he found in Sawyer’s home. I’m thinking of going there.”

“No!” The three of us shout in unison.

“There’s no other way.” She shakes her head. “I’m sick of sitting around and watching you guys suffer. I want to do something for our family, too. Besides, Sawyer lives alone. What could he do to me?”

Lucio’s guttural laughter rings in the space. “Angel, you’re pregnant with a huge stomach that won’t make it easy for you to escape if you’re in danger. I bet he can do anything to you.”  

“I’ll put him to sleep so I can search his house at my leisure.”

Blake grows agitated, lines cutting between his eyebrows. “No, it’s a bad idea.”

“We have no other option!” Lottie slams her hands on the glass separating us. I can feel my baby girl’s anger pulsing inside me. She wants us to be a family already. She wants to get married.

It’s been weeks since we fucked her. It’s starting to fray our nerves. And she’s no different.

My toes itch. Testosterone climbs into my veins, urging me to smash the glass between us and take her right here and now.

But such acts will only hurt our case when we finally find the proof we need. That’s the only reason my brothers and I didn’t break out of jail. We wanted to do things fair and square, to make sure the real culprit would be punished.

My convictions haven’t changed.

“Baby, at least take Daniel with you. Ask him to provide you with a backup. Preferably former SEALS. We’ll be happy to pay.” I tap the glass. “We need to make sure you have people who will come to your rescue if Sawyer tries to harm you.”

Lottie’s eyes mist, but she doesn’t cry. She raises her chin, putting on a brave front. Her control of her emotions only increases my admiration for her. “I won’t let anything happen to our child.”

Blake clears his throat. “We’re more worried about you.”

“I’ll be fine. Now that I’ve found my happily ever after, I’ll cling to it with all I’ve got.” Lottie humps to her feet. Her stomach bounces and the visual drains the blood from my brain, sending it all to my groin. Damn it, why is so sexy to see a pregnant woman’s bump jiggling like that?

“I wish I could be out there, protecting you.” Lucio releases a loud breath. He scratches the scar that slashes through his right cheek. My brother got that when he protected Blake during a car accident. Lucio may look violent, but he’s a family man through and through. I’m sure seeing Lottie vulnerable is hardest on him.

That doesn’t mean I’m not going out of my mind.

I need to be beside her. I need to protect my omega. Keep her safe. Take her. Ravage her pussy until she’s drenched in her own slick.

Lottie deserves to be pleasured day and night while she’s doing all the hard work of carrying our children.

It’s the least we can do for her.

And once we’re out of jail, we’re going to keep her in comfort and give her the life of a queen.


Chapter 7



Blake

My heart is in my throat. The courtroom has fallen silent. Only the final decision by the jury remains.

Lottie’s brave STING operation unearthed a treasure trove of information. For one, she found her brother. Alex had been imprisoned in the basement of Sawyer’s house for a year now. He was in bad condition—malnourished, weak, but alive. Sawyer fed him enough to get him to talk about the evidence he’d found. But in a year, Alex never divulged any information. After Daniel and Lottie rescued him, he handed over all the videos and audio recordings he’d filmed, including an incriminating conversation with Sawyer where he confessed to framing us for a murder he’d committed.

“It all sounds like something from a thriller novel.” Lottie was dumbfounded by all that had happened. The last time she visited us—which was a week ago—she came with our lawyer. We had already applied for a retrial and been granted a date.

Though I’m annoyed at Sawyer’s betrayal of us and his ambition, I much prefer to focus on the glorious things that the future will bring.

Lottie’s stomach has swelled steadily as the months have passed. She’s now six months pregnant, her belly a huge mountain in front of her. She looks ripe like a fruit that’s ready to be picked. I want to run my tongue over her fat bump and feel our child pulsing inside her womb.

My gaze instantly turns to Lottie, who is in the audience. She’s cradling the gigantic mound that once used to be her flat stomach and now houses our baby.

I respect her decision to not find out about the child’s father. Maybe it’s really better this way.

Alex, her brother, is sitting beside her. He was a key witness in the case and I have no doubt his testimony will be what gets our handcuffs removed. Since he’d also been kidnapped and tortured by Sawyer, the jury empathized with his recounting of the events more than the collection of recordings and data.

The case seems clear-cut. We’re innocent. Sawyer’s guilty. But he’ll be convicted in a different trial. This one is a retrial for our case.

My greatest strength is that I have my brothers beside me. They’re my rock.

I close my eyes, scared to hear the verdict.

“Innocent.” The gavel comes down swiftly, releasing me from the bubble of suspense.

I take a beat to process this monumental victory. Finally, I let out the breath I’ve been holding for hours and face my brothers.

We grab each other in a hug, the three of us affirming our closeness and our happiness without actually showing any emotions. We’re alphas, after all. Nothing changes that.

The moment the court is dismissed, I rush over to the audience. Lottie’s hair is flying around her face, framing her glowing skin. Pregnancy has been good for her.

“You did it!” Streaks of tears mark a trail down both her cheeks. “I can’t believe you’re finally free.”

Ronan shakes Alex’s hand. “Thank you. It’s all because of you.”

Alex, after weeks of being taken care of by his sister, now looks the same as he did a year ago. The color is back on his face. With his boyfriend beside him, he’s beaming, ready to start a new chapter of his life.

“Princess, you are the reason we’re celebrating today. You deserve to be put on a pedestal and worshipped like a goddess.” I sweep up Lottie in my arms, pregnant stomach and all. I kiss her belly for the first time and bask in the glow of her love.

Knowing that love has won.

We have won. Our family is stronger because of a sexy omega who put her life on the line to rescue her baby daddies from prison.

My heart squeezes with love for my baby mama.

Only she could have been so brave. Only she could have been so caring. Only she could have the strength to make sure our family stays together and our child grows up with its fathers.  

“Baby girl, you’re a miracle.” I put my lips on her cheeks. Her softness seeps into my soul, making me overflow with her sweet taste.

Her mouth tastes like strawberries and femininity. The fact that my torso bumps against her fat womb as I thrust my tongue into her mouth only makes the experience more sacred. She’s the mother of my child. My pregnant omega. The woman who will build a warm home and large family with us.

I dominate every corner of her mouth, plundering her without considering that we’re in a public place. Lottie is only too happy to surrender to her alpha’s lead. She unquestioningly allows me into every dark crook of her, brushing her tongue against mine.

I cradle her fertilized womb, stroking the sexiest part of her. The part that carries new life.

“You’ve done so well nourishing our baby inside your body.” Ronan pats her head the moment I peel my lips from her. “Now it’s our turn to spoil you. Get ready to be pampered, Lottie.”

“We’re sparing no expense!” Lucio yells. “Let’s go celebrate at our usual place.”

I grin. “Sure. I’ll pay.”


Chapter 8



Lottie

One month later…

My dream wedding exceeded all my expectations.  I wore a flowing white gown with a diamond tiara and veil while the three grooms wore black suits. Seven months pregnant, I was bursting out of my dress by the time I reached the altar.

Alex walked me down the aisle and it was a touching moment for the both of us. He and Daniel, who is also an omega, will wait until my baby is born to have their own wedding. My alphas already promised that the man who freed them would have a lavish ceremony worth remembering. They’ve hired the best wedding planner in town, the one who was responsible for my wedding, for Alex and Daniel’s union.

The atmosphere of the venue was steeped in expensive perfume. Rare orchids decorated the hotel ballroom. The Red Moon pack booked out the whole hotel—which they own, by the way—and the presidential suite.

The event was traditional and luxurious. No expense was spared. The food was out of the world and I stuffed myself. After all, I’m going to need energy for my wedding night.

When I said my vows, my lips trembled. I barely held myself back from crying. Everything was surreal.

The three men I’d first met as inmates looked completely different decked up in smart formal wear. Shaved and bathed, they resembled kings rather than prisoners. Even Lucio, despite his scars and tattoos, looked dapper and charming.

My heart swelled when they all kissed me in turn. My mouth is still tingling at the memory of those kisses.

My breasts, though. They’ve been growing fuller all evening. My alphas milked me before the ceremony but my tits fill up real fast. My sensitive nipples cry out in pain when they abrade against the bodice of my dress.

I chose a strapless gown and any moment now, my nipples could swell and pop out over the dress.

“Daddy.” I moan into Blake’s ear. “I need to be milked. Can we start our wedding night already?”

Blake blinks at me. His white teeth dazzle me when he shows them in a smile. “Baby girl, I was waiting for you to ask.”

He taps his brothers’ shoulders. They’ve been engaged in speaking with business associates and other guests all evening, but they all get the message when they lay eyes on the big swells of my breasts. I’m rubbing my sensitive, needy nipples through the fabric, getting them big and swollen for my daddies.

Blake leads me to the elevators. Lucio and Ronan follow. Their footsteps are low but audible. As I pass through the hotel lobby, guests stare at the three of us. Many of them gasp. Some even take out their phones and photograph us. When Ronan snaps his fingers, the staff scatter themselves throughout the room and try to get people to delete the photos they took.

Ronan strides up and puts his coat around my bare shoulders. He shields me from the view of the other guests in the lobby. “Dammit. I’m so sorry. You’re not used to this circus yet.”

I giggle. “Don’t worry. I’m enjoying the attention. I never imagined anyone would be interested in me.”

Lucio also steps up and drapes one arm around my waist, placing his palm over my bump. “Angel, you’re our wife now. Plus, you’re already pregnant. Everybody is going to be focused on you in the future.”

“We’ll do our best to keep you away from the media,” Blake assures me as he steps into the elevator. I get in with Lucio and Ronan. Then the doors bang closed.

“I love staying at home.” I loop both my arms around Ronan and Lucio’s. It feels good to be possessive. “I’ll be busy feeding and nurturing our babies. The household tasks and shopping will be done by the staff, so I don’t plan to go out often.”

“What about shopping? You can max out our credit cards buying yourselves clothes and shoes, baby girl.” Blake pinches my chin playfully. “It’s time you started living the fine life.”

I scoff. “I don’t think I need fancy clothes and shoes when all I plan to do is breastfeed our babies and have sex with my three daddies. I swear I’ll be naked most of the time.”

All three brothers erupt into a fit of laughter at my statement.

“That’s only until our kids grow up,” Blake says. “Once they’re bigger, you might want to drop them at school, attend their graduation, or take them out to play in nature. You’ll need clothes for that.”

“I’ll worry about it later.” I circle my finger around my bump. My other thumb is still stimulating my nipple. My hard peak pushes through my satin bodice, standing out.

My daddies are laser-focused on that distended bud. I bet they’re considering who gets to milk me first. I’m surprised when Ronan says, “It’s your first night as our wife. So you choose who gets to drain you first.”

“You.” I grab Ronan’s tie and pull him close to me. “Make me feel like a sexy, filthy mama, Daddy.”

His grin is bright enough to blind me. Ronan has the most self-control and Lucio loves milk, so usually, Blake and Lucio tend to empty my titties while Ronan fucks me. But tonight, it’s going to be different. I want my daddies to know that I treasure them all equally.

When the elevator doors open, Ronan puts his hand under my ass and lifts me up. He holds me against his chest, bride-style.

Lucio opens the suite door and Ronan carries me over to the massive bed. It’s big enough to fit four. I’m sure they got it custom-made.

I stare at the wedding ring glittering on my finger. There are three stones—a pink diamond, a white diamond, and a blue diamond—to represent my three life partners. All our initials are engraved on the ring, too. It’s a special piece of jewelry that perfectly captures our bond. I’ll treasure it forever.

My breasts bounce free from my low-cut strapless gown when Ronan throws me onto the bed. The impact of cool air rushing over my nipples makes my buds tight. My pussy clenches at the sensory explosion of being slammed onto a soft mattress.

“Gorgeous.” Ronan flicks his tongue against my bud. I cry out in pleasure. Shock drips into my core, capturing my entire pussy in its spell. Every time Ronan flicks his tongue over my hard bead, my pussy jerks and convulses.

His rough milking is exactly what I needed after a serene day.

“She must have had a hard time standing for so long. Her feet are swollen,” Blake remarks. My caring daddy’s fingers wrap around my feet. He takes off my shoes and then begins massaging my legs.

I sink into the mattress as pleasant sensations pour into me. The tiredness and knots sin my feet melt away, making me feel more open to the whole experience.

“Daddy. Both my titties hurt. Please suckle on me.” I reach out to Lucio with my hands. He’s taking off his suit jacket. His shirt is half-unbuttoned. There’s a big rock in his pants, and I know exactly what it is. I lick my lips in satisfaction.

“Angel, you’re going to make me nut before our wedding night has begun.” Lucio grabs my other breast and kneads it. His passionate motions propel a stream of breastmilk to the surface.

He seals his mouth around my feminine flesh. Then he pulls hard, drawing my supply into his mouth through my tit.

Ronan is still abusing my other nipple. He pinches it between his fingers, making me shiver with erotic pain. “Little slut. You love when a grown man plays with your titties.”

“I do,” I reply. “I feel powerful and feminine when men are hungry for my milk.”

“Looks like our princess is realizing how much power has over her alphas.” Blake presses my heels, relieving the tension in them. Standing for the ceremony while carrying a huge baby in my belly did take a toll on me, I guess.

“Being an omega was always a disadvantage.” I breathe as Blake digs deeper into my feet, loosening knots. “But now I understand that I have real power. My body is a marvelous vessel, built to seduce and hold the love of any alpha.”

“Angel, you have our love forever.” Lucio rubs the swell of my stomach. “We said our vows and we’re not going back on any of them.”

“Thank you. All of you. Thank you so much for marrying me and giving me the wonderful life I’ve always wanted.” I jerk as Ronan’s mouth crushes my titty. He sinks his teeth in, filling me up with the certainty of how badly he desires me. His roughness is a reflection of his dark, uncontrollable craving for my omega flesh. I understand that and it brings out my own need to nourish and give to my alpha.

Ronan’s just saying that he doesn’t need my thanks. He just needs me.

That’s the most romantic this control freak is going to get.

Lucio also prefers to show his love by stroking my belly and continuing to soothe my nipple as my body drenches his mouth with breastmilk.

Pregnancy has made my daddy’s appetite insatiable. They want to milk me and fuck me day and night. My body loves being used by them. I can forget about the hard parts of life when I’m drifting on the cloud of orgasms.

“Princess, don’t thank us yet. The best is yet to come.” Blake straddles me, popping his cock into my wet entrance. “Baby girl, it’s time to be deflowered.”

I chuckle, arching my back and proudly displaying my big belly. “I’m already seven months pregnant, Daddy.”

“This is still your first time as our wife. It counts.”

Wife. The word settles into the crevices of my soul. This night is made more sacred by the fact that we’re now committed to one another. My daddies vowed to love, protect, and cherish me while I vowed to be kind, nurturing, and open to them.

I hear bells ringing in my head as Blake’s cock reaches deep into my pussy, landing at the opening of my womb. He strokes my pregnant organ with his head. My pussy jerks every time he presses against the forbidden fruit growing inside me. A baby that I got knocked up with while fucking inmates.

Our situation has changed, but the thrill of having done something so taboo is embedded in my psyche. I will always carry the memory of that day as long as I’m still pregnant.

“Fuck, how are you so tight when you’re seven months pregnant?” Blake’s eyes are closed. He slams into me, making each stroke count. His balls slap against my pussy, heightening the excitement shooting into my core. “You’re a miracle, princess.”

“Daddy…” I croon. “My pussy feels so sensitive since you bred me.”

I’m overwhelmed. Three alphas are dominating me at once. Their hormones, their masculine testosterone hazes the air. My omega body is showered in their scent.

Blake’s strokes are setting my sensitive pregnant pussy on fire. Meanwhile, my other two daddies are going at my breasts like they’re hungry newborns. They’re forcing my tits to give them more cream. And they’re devouring every drop. The insistent tug of their mouths against my boobs coupled with the swelling pressure between my legs shuts my brain down.

I’m blanketed in heat. Blake fucks in and out of me while my other daddies soothe my titties with their mouths. My milk flows out like a waterfall, gushing to fill Ronan and Lucio’s mouths.

I feel like a fertile, pregnant goddess providing nourishment to all my daddies. My body is their garden, their paradise, their safe place where they can be themselves. I’ll let them enter my garden and take from me whenever they wish. I’ll nourish and soothe them with my titty milk any day without question. That’s my role. My greatest pleasure is to be their heaven. Plus, I become more beautiful every time they plant a seed in my feminine vessel.

My body is shaking. Blake rides me harder. The vibrations unfurling in my nipples and core reach my skull, making my head numb from ecstasy.

“I’m coming.” My scream fades as my core clenches with passion around the hard dick that brought me to this sobbing climax.

I spray jets of milk from my tits as the intense climax grips my tits along with the rest of my body. My tits lose control like my pussy.

All the pressure and soreness is bleeding out of my breasts. Ronan and Lucio lap up my cream. Their tongues make wet sounds as they slide over my milky breasts.

This is the sweetest release. And it only gets better when Blake’s cum pools inside my pussy. I tighten my channel, trying to cling to his seed, but it spills out of me.

Electricity zips through my spine.

I’ve already had my first climax and we’re just getting started.

One thing’s for sure: this will be a night to remember.


Chapter 9



Ronan

The taste of my wife’s precious cream still lingers in my mouth as I thrust my dick into Lottie’s pliant cunt.

Blake had his turn and she wrung him out. Now it’s mine.

Having drained her tit, I made Lottie get on all fours. I want to feel her womb bouncing as I take her from behind. Lucio is still licking errant droplets of milk from her swollen areolas. Her tits look like udders, hanging down from her chest. They’ve expanded so much in a few months. She’ll have no problem feeding a whole pack of children with those breasts.

“I’m going to fuck you like a bitch in heat. You like it when Daddy makes you feel like a slut, don’t you?” I whisper into her ear.

“I can let go of my thoughts when you degrade me. I don’t have to pretend to be an obedient omega.” She thrusts her bare cunt toward my turgid cock, showing me her willingness. Her enthusiasm inflames my desire. “You’ll make me obey with your cock. Won’t you, Daddy?”

That challenge rings in the air like a foreboding curse.

My groin squeezes with a savage cry. I sink all nine inches of myself into her warm, maternal cunt, relishing in the friction from the slide. I protect her womb with both hands. Feeling it ballooning out against my palms sends sparks of heat into my cock.

I made her like this. We made her like this. We bred our little omega slut in prison. Forced her to carry our babies and marry us.

“Ronan…” Lottie says my name. It’s the first time. I don’t reprimand her because I like hearing her call me by my first name.

She’s my wife now.

“Keep massaging my cock like a good slut.” I sink my cock in, stretching out her pussy. Tears are dribbling from the corners of her eyes.

“Give me more, Daddy,” she begs. “I’m so close.”

Her pussy squeezes me, cutting off my circulation. I choke, struggling to breathe as my baby girl milks my dick for her satisfaction. Her enormous stomach bounces as she grinds herself up and down my shaft, seeking her own climax.

That visual turns my blood vessels into liquid. How can a woman be so sexy just by being swollen? There’s a biological need, a primal desire, that is satisfied every time I see Lottie growing our family inside her body. Her newly swollen breasts and the silvery milk that she drips from it are all signs of her motherly nature and feminine ripeness.

I adore her maternal instinct, the way she feeds us her milk when she wants to make us feel better. The way she rubs her belly and whispers things to our unborn child. The way she takes care of her alphas with her pussy.

Keeping three men like us satisfied is a massive task. My wife is a pro at handling it, though.

A dark streak cuts through my vision. Dammit. She’s clenching so hard. Her walls are rippling around my dick like a vice grip. The raw texture of her soft skin against mine makes my balls tighten.

I’m about to empty into her but she beats me to it.

Her scream punctures through my arousal, letting me know that I’ve done my duty as her husband. As an alpha.

There’s only one duty left: I deposit all my cum into my wife’s unprotected cunt. She’s already pregnant and lactating, but on our wedding night, I want to assure her that all my cum will always be spilled inside her pussy.

That I’ll keep putting more babies inside her. I’ll fill this whole house with children.

And the four of us will not stop, even when Lottie can’t have children anymore.

“Gonna keep breeding you like a slut,” I tell her. “Your tits will become milk jugs after being pregnant and feeding babies all the time. And we’re going to keep them that way for decades. Are you ready to be knocked up and dripping milk forever, baby girl?”

“Yes, Daddy.” Lottie moans. “I love being pregnant and squiring milk from my tits. I feel like a nourisher. I want to become a mother again and again, and I want to keep taking your cock.”

“Good omega.” I grip her belly tight. “That’s the way you should be.”

“I’m so happy I married you. Now I can finally do what I’ve always dreamed of. I can just be a mom and wife while my daddies take care of money and protect me.”

“Baby girl, we’re so lucky we married you. You’re perfect.”

When my own cock stops releasing sticky ropes of cum, I pull out and watch cum leaking out of Lottie’s pink pussy. Her lips are swollen. It’s a gorgeous sight. She’s in her most natural form, a female being bred by her men.

I’m exhausted from the lovemaking session so I join Blake on the bed while Lucio fucks her. When he’s done, we all cuddle together on the bed, holding our pregnant omega wife as we fall asleep.


Epilogue



Lucio

Five months later…

An infant’s cries pierce the air. I rush over to the baby who's fussing in his crib. Our son Baron is only a few weeks old, but you’d never believe it from the way he cries. It’s loud enough to wake the dead.

“Calm down, baby boy. Daddy is here.” I pick him up, rocking him against my chest. I check his diaper. “Looks like you pooped.”

“It’s your turn to change his diapers,” Ronan reminds me. He’s slipping his arms into his suit jacket.

We’ve hired nannies to change diapers and bathe Baron because we don’t want Lottie to get overwhelmed with such chores while she’s still a new mom. She needs to rest and allow her body to recover from childbirth. We’re going to protect our baby girl and make sure she has time for self-care so she doesn’t feel undesirable or left out in the fragile postpartum phase.

According to our housekeeper, many women are expected to forget about themselves and just live for their children once they’re mothers. But our baby girl is important to us. We want her to take care of herself, not burn herself out for the sake of our son. Baron has three strong daddies who can pick up the slack while his mother rests. We’ll play with him and change his diapers while Lottie gets her beauty sleep. After all, parenting isn’t a one-woman show.

Our omega has already worked hard by bearing our child. We’ll make caregiving as easy on her as we can.

“It’ll be my pleasure to spend time with Baron.” I stick out my tongue at Ronan. “I’ll become his favorite daddy in no time.”

“Not while I’m still here.” Blake strides into the room. He’s already dressed for our family photoshoot. He wore a red suit. Ronan is wearing black because he’s boring and traditional.

I went with blue.  

Blake and I fuss over Baron while he laughs in amusement at his two daddies getting competitive over changing his diapers.

When we’ve finally got him clean and happy, Blake holds him. He smooths his fingers against Baron’s head.

“He doesn’t have much hair yet,” he muses.

“That’s because he’s a baby,” I reply. “Patience, brother.”

“How’s Lottie?” Ronan asks our housekeeper.

“She’s getting ready for the photoshoot. Her makeup’s almost done. She’ll be down soon.”

That’s all for the best. Baron’s starting to look like he’ll cry again and that only means one thing—he wants mommy’s milk.

I adjust my bowtie. The three of us gather around the chair where our queen—Lottie—will sit for the photoshoot.   

It’s a traditional ritual in the Red Moon pack. We take a picture with our omega and our firstborn son while he’s breastfeeding. It’s meant to commemorate his infancy and the deep bond he shares with his mom.

“Sorry, I’m late. How do I look?” Lottie sweeps into the room.

My jaw drops. She’s wearing a red mermaid gown. It clings to her stomach, which is still soft from the weight she put on during pregnancy. But it’s also a reminder of the time when she was pregnant.

The swells of her breasts stick out from the low-cut neckline. The diamond necklace we bought her for Baron’s birth glitters at her throat.

She looks like a sexy queen.

“I have no words,” I say. “I guess it’s a good thing we’re taking a picture. I’d like a memento of you dressed like this.”

“Maybe we should do a naughty photoshoot after, just in case,” Blake butts in.

Lottie laughs. “I can always count on you guys to make me feel like I’m the sexiest woman alive.”

Our banter is short-lived. Because Baron starts hollering.

“Oops. “The front of Lottie’s gown is immediately drenched in breastmilk as her body responds to her child’s hunger and starts spraying cream. I love this part about her. How her body was created to instinctively nourish her child.

“Sit down.” Ronan guides Lottie to the chair. “We’ll take the picture while you’re breastfeeding him.”

Once Lottie is comfortably sitting, Blake hands her the baby. Baron’s mouth closes around her nipple. He grows silent as he glugs down her milk. Her other breast is still leaking. But that’s supposed to be part of the memory anyway.

With her areolas swollen and breasts leaking, Lottie is the perfect picture of motherhood. My dick grows warm imagining how hot she’s going to look in this picture.

“Get into your positions,” Ronan says.

We all stand behind Lottie. She’s looking down at Baron, singing to him as she nurtures him on her tit. She holds him close.

“We’re going to take the picture now,” our housekeeper says, getting behind the camera.

The three of us place our hands on Lottie’s bare shoulder.

“You’re our treasure,” I tell her. “And we’ll never forget that.”

Lottie smiles at the camera and the moment is captured in all its honesty.

“You three and Baron are my treasure, too,” she replies. “Thank you for making me a happy mother who doesn’t have to stress about her partner’s love or her child’s comfort. You’ve made sure I get to have the best experience of motherhood.”

“You saved us first,” Blake reminds her. “Even when you were pregnant, you never stopped fighting for this family.”

“Baby girl, we’re only going to grow stronger together.” Ronan squeezes her shoulder. “Because we’re family now.”

Lottie turns back at us and smiles. It’s the most dazzling smile in the world. It punctures my soul.

Only months ago, I was a prisoner. I had lost all hope and so had my brothers.

Now we’re living a fairytale life with our omega. Every day is filled with joy and love.

I guess even inmates get happy endings.


Also by Krystal Clark


Interested in more books with multiple partners and milking?

Check out Milked, Shared, and Used Hotwife

And if you like lactation kink and breeding kink mixed with monsters and a touch of the paranormal, my monster erotica books will be right up your alley:

Maid for the Gargoyle Lord.

My Best Friend’s Monster Dad

Minotaur’s Milky Maid

Love contemporary erotica?

Buy my box set collections, 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.

OEBPS/font_rsrcVJ.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcVM.jpg





cover.jpeg





