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ONE


Evie

The cold air conditioning blows over my skin as I wait in the gynecologist’s office.

I’ve never been to this hospital before. But this one was close to my apartment, so I decided to come here.

When they told me at the reception that a male doctor would be seeing me, and asked if I had any reservations, I said I didn’t care. I mean, the idea of a hot, male gynecologist sounds like the stuff of porn movies.

But I suppose he’ll be an old man with a balding head, or maybe just an unattractive and grumpy middle-aged resident.

I’ve already taken off my pants and underwear. My pussy is fully exposed, except for the paper sheet covering it. The light overhead is too bright, stabbing my eyes.

I take a deep breath. I’m here for a simple procedure. There’s no need for me to get so worked up. I got an IUD, but found that it wasn’t for me, so now I’m getting it taken out. The bleeding during my periods was so heavy that it became unbearable after a while.

Guess I’ll have to go back to the pill. Which is a bummer, because I often forgot to take it. And given the fact that I have a new job as a secretary, which keeps me busy, and I also got the membership of an exclusive BDSM sex club, that’s not ideal.

The door clicks.

I sit up straighter, smoothing the paper sheet over my lap even though it crinkles loudly and makes me feel like a kid caught doing something wrong.

A deep voice says, “Good morning, Miss Cole."

And then he steps inside.

Oh.

Oh no.

Oh no.

This is not an old man with a balding head.

This is not a tired, grumpy resident.

This is… well, if a mountain decided it wanted a medical degree, it would turn into this man.

He is incredibly huge. And incredibly hot, like a linebacker who decided to make himself look sexier by wearing a white coat.

He has to duck just a little to walk through the door. His shoulders fill the room, blocking the overhead light for a second before it spills around him again. He wears dark slacks and a fitted white coat that does nothing to hide the way his muscles shape the fabric. His beard is neatly trimmed, a little salt at the edges, his hair dark and thick, brushed back in a way that looks both professional and unfairly sexy.

His eyes are a deep steel gray, calm and assessing. Intelligent. Mature. Focused.

He does not smile. Not exactly. But his expression softens in a way that feels surprisingly gentle.

“Hello,” he says, checking my chart. “I’ll be taking care of you today.”

My brain short-circuits at the phrase taking care of you.

I squeak out a “Hi,” that definitely doesn’t sound like me.

He looks up from the file. Our eyes meet. For a moment, something warm flickers across his face. Not unprofessional—never that—but something like recognition. Awareness.

Then it’s gone.

He’s huge, over 6’5. I haven’t seen anyone of this size in my life. He towers over me like a Viking god. His stern expression adds to his dominance. The thought of lying on the table in front of him, legs spread and pussy bare, sends shockwaves of thrill through me. Would his gaze heat, would his eyes linger when he sees how wet I am? Or would he act like a professional, clearing his throat and carrying on like he saw nothing of note?

“By the way, I’m Dr. Reid. You can call me Logan.” His voice triggers a rush low in my belly. Blood pounds in my pussy, making my cunt pulse. I feel the slow trickle of moisture winding down my inner walls, lubricating my pussy to take his cock.

“Nice to meet you, Logan.” My throat feels dry. I’m playing a porn movie of me and my gynecologist in my head. If he knew what I was thinking, he’d be scandalized.

“Good. Let’s get started then. You are here for an IUD removal, is that correct?”

I swallow, wincing as my pussy cramps at the sight of his fingers stroking his clipboard. “Yes. I just… I want it out. For personal reasons.”

“And do you want a new one?” he asks.

“No, I’m good. I might go back to taking the pill.”

“I’ll write you a prescription, then.” He nods, respectful. “It’s a very straightforward procedure. We’ll keep everything as comfortable as possible. If you feel any discomfort at all, tell me immediately.”

His tone is so deep and steady that it sinks into my skin, right through the paper gown, making me feel warm and grounded and jittery all at once.

He washes his hands. My gaze follows him as he grabs a pair of rubber gloves from a box and encases his thick fingers in latex. His fingers are so big and thick. Even one finger inside my aching pussy would be enough to satisfy my hunger. His fingers would fill and stretch me more than most men’s cocks can.

“I’m going to examine you first,” he says. “Are you comfortable with that?”  

“Of course. Go right ahead.”

When he stands over me, his shadow and huge visage make my heart pound with both fear and excitement.

He’s like a huge mountain man, so incredibly masculine that strength and virility radiate off him like a strong cologne. He even has a thick brown beard that, coupled with his square jaw and alluring gray eyes, makes my pussy clench like a slut.

I feel electricity riding up my spine, crackling at the base of my stomach like a thundercloud.

“Let me just check around the area,” he murmurs, so low that it sounds soothing. “Tell me if it hurts.”

When he presses his big hand over my stomach, it makes my pussy gush. His fingers dig into my flesh, testing. He’s too busy looking at the monitor to notice how my toes are curling as heat sears through me. My pussy convulses, cramping in pain. I need him to push those thick fingers into my aching cunt and fill the emptiness. My arousal slithers over my bare thighs, making me feel both uncomfortable and needy.

Fuck. If he makes me remove that piece of paper, he’ll see just how aroused I am.

Heat prickles under my skin, reddening my cheeks.

But Logan is clearly a man in control. He doesn’t look fazed by me blushing.

Every movement is calm, methodical, and practiced. This is clearly a man who does not lose control of anything—not his voice, not his motions, not the room.

“When you’re ready,” he says, pulling his stool closer, “we can begin.”

Ready.

Right. Sure.

I lie back awkwardly on the exam table. He adjusts the light overhead, and my pulse thumps so loudly in my ears I’m surprised he can’t hear it. I focus on the ceiling, on the vent, on absolutely anything except the fact that the hottest man I’ve ever seen is about to see the mess I’ve made just because he looked at me and spoke to me in that deep, reassuring voice.

My mind refuses to stop believing that he’s my personal daddy dom. Big Daddy Dom. That size difference alone is enough to fuel my darkest cravings. I’ll definitely be masturbating to him tonight, wondering what it’d feel like to have those huge hands holding my hips down as his thick dick pushes inside me, making my knees wobble with sexual satisfaction.

I grit my teeth, telling myself to stop daydreaming about him.

He speaks gently as he prepares. “You might feel some pressure. Let me know if anything feels sharp or unusual.”

His voice is low, warm, and almost hypnotic. I cling to it like a lifeline.

I feel his presence more than anything. His nearness. The quiet authority he carries like it’s part of him. Even the air feels different when he’s focused this closely, as it thickens around me.

His eyebrows are furrowed in intense concentration.

I slowly pull away the piece of paper covering my naked sex.

Logan’s gaze fixates on my bare pussy. Nervousness trills through my system when his eyes don’t move. I’m pretty sure he can tell how aroused I am. My pussy is slathered in my own juices, like I’m screaming at him: ‘I’m hot for my doctor.’

“Spread your legs. I need a better view,” he says, his voice so low and raspy, like he’s begging me to show him more of my cunt for reasons that are not medical. That’s the most sexual thing a guy has ever said to me, and I can’t believe it’s coming out of the mouth of my hot gynecologist.

But his gentle command makes me want to obey. He is enveloped in an aura of authority. He’s the big boss in this place. He knows what he’s doing.

He presses two gloved fingers over my pouty clit. A jolt of thunderous rapture coils and slaps against my bones. I feel my body come alive, like someone pressed an open flame against my skin. My core clenches, pressure building. Heat coils in my groin, growing steadily with every brush of Dr. Reid’s fingers against my intimate area.

“Relax, Ms. Cole.” I see the ghost of a smile on his lips, like he’s enjoying playing with me.

His fingers strum over my heated, intimate flesh. Even though he’s wearing gloves, the blunt pressure of his fingertips registers against my slick pussy lips.

He parts my pussy lips with his fingers, and that sends a hit of ecstasy straight to my brain. It’s like I took a drug. My brain is swimming in pleasant sensations as his fingers brush over my clit, sending a soaring wave of electric pleasure through my veins.

I know he’s not doing this deliberately, but being touched by him is incredibly arousing. My ovaries are so hot, they could explode.

“Is something wrong?” he asks, quirking one thick eyebrow. He has no idea how sexy he looks doing that. Or how empty my pussy feels when he gives me that expression.

“I like how big your hands are,” I blurt out, like a horny college girl. “They make me feel safe.”

He pauses and clears his throat. “Well, I’m glad. Nobody has ever said that to me before.”

“You’re really big,” I ramble nervously.

He chuckles. “That, I’ve been told a million times.”

“Your size makes me feel protected. I know it’s ridiculous. But it feels like as long as I’m with you, nothing bad will happen to me.”

His jaw tightens, and I mentally scold myself, wondering if I crossed a line. He didn’t look comfortable with his size. Not a lot of people would feel comfortable around someone his size. He probably gets isolated easily.

“But I mean, it must be hard to get clothes that fit you,” I continue to babble nervously.

“I have to get them tailored,” he replies. “I’m going to take your IUD out now.”

He’s professional, but his touches feel like the stuff of forbidden fantasies. When he presses his finger against my wet entrance, I arch my back off the table. His knuckle grazes against my fat, swollen clit.

“I’m sorry. Did that hurt?” he asks, his gray eyes going huge and warm with concern.

He’d make such a good Daddy. He’s compassionate and caring, aware of a woman’s feelings and catering to her comfort. The guys I’ve slept with could learn a thing or two from him.

“No.” I moan as I feel something go into my pussy.

It’s not big or thick enough to stretch my walls or satisfy me, but it’s something. My shoulder muscles relax as I focus on the pleasure of something being inserted into my slick cunt.

I never knew it could feel so good to have something be shoved inside my most intimate space, but I suppose watching Logan do it is half the magic.

I groan with deep pleasure when something hits my cervix, launching me into a haze of rapture. It should hurt, but it feels like relief. Heat rages through my core as he pushes the object deeper, past my cervix into my womb.

“You’re doing very well. You’ve been so good,” he says, and my stomach flips like I’ve been dropped off a building. No one has ever told me that during a medical appointment before. And definitely not in that voice.

I’m beginning to lose myself to the rapture of something filling my most intimate, deepest space, when it suddenly stops. It’s like being pushed to the edge of a cliff and told to hang there. My body wants a climax. The tension in my core winds tighter, seeking relief.

But there’s no relief coming, only denial. After all, I’m in Logan’s office, and he can’t just finger me on the exam table and make me come, like I want to.

The disappointment sinks into me, tearing me from the inside. The heat in my body refuses to subside, flaring in my core, demanding to be stroked until it explodes.

A few moments later, Logan says, “All done. You can sit up slowly. Good girl.”

Good girl. The words make warmth rain down over my parched heart. It has been ages since anybody praised me. Ages since I was touched, pleasured, and taken care of like this. Logan was so in control, allowing me to switch off and just melt into his huge hands, soaking in the pleasure of being touched by a man, even if it wasn’t necessarily a sexual scenario.

It felt charged with sexual heat.

And then he had to call me a good girl. My heart gallops like a horse on cocaine. I’m scared that if he looks too close, he’ll see my eyes are glazed with hunger and the need to hear him call me that again.

I push myself upright, clutching the paper sheet like a lifeline. My heart is a runaway train.

He disposes of the gloves, then writes something in my chart.

“You did great,” he says, softer this time. “Most patients tense up during these appointments, but you handled it very well.”

Why does that sound dangerously close to praise?

Why does my face feel like it’s melting?

“Thanks,” I mumble.

He turns to me. His eyes linger on my face for a second too long, like he’s checking for signs of dizziness… or maybe something else.

“Do you have any other questions for me today?” he asks.

Thousands.

But none of them are appropriate. Besides, if I look at him or stay beside him for too long, I might end up begging him to stuff his cock inside my pussy and end the torture he started.

“Uh, no,” I say. “Thank you. Really.”

He gives a small nod, then stands—towering, solid, impossible to ignore.

“Take care, Miss Cole.”

And then he’s gone. Leaving me alone on the exam table, breathless, flustered, and fully aware that I will never in my life forget the way that man looked at me.

Or how it felt to have him call me a ‘good girl’ as he stroked my pussy like he wanted to reward me.


TWO


Logan

Saturday nights at The Hothouse are my favorite way to unwind after a stressful week.

The city’s most exclusive sex club looks unassuming from the street, just another renovated warehouse with blacked-out windows, but everyone who steps through the private entrance knows what it really is. A sanctuary. A pressure valve. A place where people let go of their armor and slip into who they really are underneath the careers, the titles, the masks.

Inside, the air is warm and low lit, scented faintly with amber and leather. An atrium of shadows and soft music unfolds across two levels: velvet lounges, curtained alcoves, private rooms behind stained-glass partitions that blur silhouettes into suggestive shapes. The lighting is moody, seductive. Intimate without being sinister.

I’ve been here for years, long enough to know every hallway, every rule, every unspoken current. But tonight, something feels off. Or maybe it’s me. I’ve been restless for days, unable to shake one particular pair of wide, startled eyes.

Evie Cole.

My patient who shouldn’t have been anything more than a routine appointment.

My patient whose breath hitched when I touched her, whose voice trembled when she said my name.

My patient whose sweetness has been haunting me like a memory I didn’t earn.

Since I saw her lying naked on my examination table, her eyes filled with need and hunger, I haven’t been able to get her out of my head. Her and her dripping pussy. She was clearly hot for me.

A lot of patients get wet on the table, and I always brush it off easily, but she was different. Her skin was flushed, her eyes glittering with both innocence and vulnerability. She was so petite, small and precious in a way that made me want to protect her. But another, more depraved part of me craved the idea of pushing my huge cock inside her tight, small cunt, watching her small body take every inch of me.

I’m incredibly large. So much so that it has become a nuisance for me. But when I was with her, for the first time, it felt like

I like how big your hands are. It makes me feel safe.

Her words flicker in my memory.

And what I said haunts me even more: good girl. The words slipped out like the most natural thing in the world. I was afraid he’d think it was unprofessional, but it only made her blush harder. She looked so adorable, I wanted to hug her and never let her go.

Too bad I couldn’t ask for her number of find out how tightly her cunt could squeeze my cock. She was my patient, and there are rules I don’t break.

It’d be different if I met her at The Hothouse. But what are the chances that she comes to a place like this?

Even if she did, I’m into submissive littles, and despite her innocence, vulnerability, and needy moans on the exam table, I don’t know if she’s into a full-blown Ddlg dynamic.

I catch myself scanning the room even though there’s no reason she’d be here. I wonder if he’s recognize me. I’m not wearing my white coat or glasses.

Here, I am what I’ve always been.

A Daddy.

My badge rests against my chest, polished black with gold lettering: Daddy Dom. A second tag hangs beneath it, marking my status as Seeking: Little.

It has been years since I’ve had one. Years since I let myself want anything real. I’ve built a career, a reputation, a life that people respect. But respect is different from connection. I’m tired of casual scenes. Tired of women who only want the fantasy but not the man. Tired of pretending I don’t crave something deeper.

I want someone to care for. Someone soft and good and mine. Someone who needs my rules and my praise and my protection. Someone to guide. To build a life with. Someone who will curl in my lap at the end of a long day and sigh like she’s finally home.

Someone who will let me love her the way I know how.

My chest tightens. Evie’s face flashes again behind my eyes, the way she looked up at me, trusting me without even meaning to. The world has very few women who look at me without fear or judgment. She did both without trying.

I rub a hand over my jaw, irritated at myself. She’s off limits. A fleeting encounter. Nothing more.

I move deeper into the club. Couples mingle in velvet booths, Doms and subs negotiate scenes softly, lights shifting in warm tones across the floor. Nothing new. Nothing unexpected.

Until I hear her voice. Small. Unsure. Trying to be polite.

“I’m just looking around, really. I don’t think I’m ready to… to do anything.”

I freeze.

No.

It can’t be.

I turn my head slowly.

Evie stands near the bar, wrapped in a simple black dress that hugs her curves in a way that is going to torture me all night. Her hands twist together. Her eyes dart nervously around the room.

And there’s a man far too close to her. Leaning in. Smirking. Blocking her path with his body. A man wearing a red tag marking him as an aggressive Dom.

“Come on, sweetheart,” he says, lowering his voice. “You don’t have to be shy. I can show you a good time.”

She flinches.

Something hot and dark ignites inside me.

I cross the room before I’ve even thought about it. My legs move on instinct. My blood is already boiling. That man’s hand hovers an inch from her arm when I get close enough to hear her whisper, “Please… I don’t think⁠—”

“That’s enough.” My voice cuts through the air like a blade.

Both of them turn.

Evie’s eyes widen the moment they land on me. Relief floods her face so fast it squeezes something deep in my chest.

“Dr. Reid,” she breathes. Except it’s not a greeting. It’s a plea.

The man straightens. “She didn’t say she was with anyone.”

“She doesn’t have to,” I say, stepping between them. I’m bigger than him by half a foot. He knows immediately he made a mistake. “Back away. Now.”

He mutters something under his breath but disappears quickly into the crowd.

Evie looks up at me, her shoulders trembling with the adrenaline she’s trying to hide.

“Are you alright?” I ask, softer now.

She nods too fast. “I didn’t think I’d see you here.”

“I didn’t think I’d see you,” I admit. “Especially not… alone.”

She’s so young and beautiful. Why aren’t men lining up to be her boyfriend?

Evie’s breath wavers. I notice everything. The uneven rise of her chest. The way her fingers cling to her purse strap. The way she steps closer to me without realizing it.

She’s scared. And her body reaches for mine like it knows I’ll protect her. Her small fingers press uncertainly against my arm. My chest fills with warmth at her neediness. Someone wants my strength. Someone needs me to take care of them. It triggers my most primal, protective instincts.

“Come here,” I say quietly, cupping her back. “You’re shaken. Let’s calm you down.”

She moves instantly.

Not consciously. Not intentionally. But she comes.

I guide her through the crowd, one hand steady at her lower back, anchoring her. When I reach the private lounge chairs tucked along the wall, I sit down and give her a look that means trust me.

“Sit with me.”

She hesitates. “I don’t know if I should…”

“Evie.” My voice drops into its natural register. The one only Littles ever hear from me. I tap my lap, asserting my dominance. I know she needs discipline and commands right now. Her whole world is falling, and she needs someone to tell her what to do. To take charge and put her in a safe space. “Come. Here. On my lap.”

Her breath catches. She hesitates, her huge, blue eyes blinking.

Then she walks forward. Putting her legs either side of my thighs, she climbs into my lap. Her dress rides up. My cock gives a painful twitch when I see it riding up over her white lace panties, exposing the most perfect, round, plump ass.

But it’s soon blurred by her face. I look down at the low cut of her dress. The tops of her breasts spill out, huge and swollen. Fuck. I want to crush those tits with my hands, watch her nipples bead into hard peaks and suck her until she cries in pleasure.

“You’re so big you feel like a huge teddy bear.”She settles herself on my lap as if something in her recognizes the space meant for her. Her dress slides higher up her thigh, her warmth settling against me like she was made for this exact position. For this exact moment.

And God help me, it feels right. Too right.

My hands rest on her bare thighs. Caressing her exposed flesh. Drawing light circles on her inner thigh. She purrs like a kitten who enjoys being petted. I guess she likes the way I’m touching her. So I keep doing it, moving my hand to her ass, cupping one cheek and squeezing.

She jerks grinding her pussy over my clothed cock. I can feel the heat of arousal creeping over my cock, making it swell. Damn, this girl has me wrapped around her little finger.

She curls into my chest slowly. I wrap one arm around her waist and pat her back gently with the other, soothing her like she’s something precious.

“There you go,” I murmur, stroking her back. Once, then twice. Dragging my hand down her spine, massaging the knot of tension at the base. “You’re safe now. He’s gone, and he’s not coming back. I’ve got you, baby. Relax. Breathe for me.”

Her fingers grip my shirt. Her cheek hits my chest. The weight of her head nuzzling against me is both pleasant and fulfilling. She fills me with a sense of protectiveness. I feel useful when she’s curled up against me, drawing comfort from my huge size and body heat.

I feel her melt. Completely. Fully. Naturally. No hesitation. No pretending. Her back softens and her arms go around my torso. She can’t get them all the way around, but I hold her to my chest, keeping her close, reminding her that I’ve got her. She’s not alone.

“Thank you,” she whispers, voice trembling. “I didn’t know what to do.”

“You don’t have to do anything,” I tell her, pressing my chin lightly to the top of her head. “It’s the job of people around you to protect you. You’re meant to be protected and taken care of. You’re a young woman. You did so well, standing up for yourself. You were such a brave girl.” And then, the next line slips out, “Daddy’s so proud of you.”

“Daddy?” She looks up, eyes glittering.

“Sorry. It’s a habit. I’m a Daddy Dom. That’s how I talk here.”

“You’re a Daddy Dom?” She jerks up. “Really?”

“Yeah.” I push my fingers through her scalp, giving her head scratches. “Does that scare you, little girl? Or weird you out?”

She blinks, angling her head for more head scratches. “Neither. I’m just surprised because I’m a submissive. What are the chances?”

“You want to be dominated?” The question is loaded. I want to know. I need to know. Because all I need is the slightest interest from her.

“Yes, very much.” Her voice is quiet and determined. “You make me feel safe, Logan. Your body feels like a warm blanket wrapped around me. I just want to cling to you and be taken care of. I’ve never felt like this with anyone else.”

She hides her face against my throat. It tickles me. And something in me clicks into place. Something I thought I’d buried years ago.

My Little.

My heart.

My home.

I hold her closer, and for the first time in years, I let myself want more. I want her tonight.

I want the undetonated sexual charge from the day she was in my office to be gone. I want to stop dreaming of her cunt. I want to actually feel what it’s like to be inside her, to have her pussy squeezing me as she looks at me, vulnerable and open, giving herself over to my authority.

I press my lips against her ear, giving her a kiss. “Are you feeling better now?”

“Logan, will you take care of me?” She doesn’t look at me. Her voice is strained. “Will you take care of my pussy? I’m so wet right now, and all I need is a Daddy to make me come.”

“Evie.” I grab her face, cradling her small face between my huge palms. The difference in our sizes feels surreal, but watching her, so small and filled with yearning, is enough to make up my mind.

I know she didn’t ask for more. I know she just wants an orgasm and a Daddy dom.

But I want to give her whatever will make her feel better.

“Daddy will carry you up to his room,” I rasp in her ear. “And then he’ll reward his good girl for being so wet and listening to him when she came to get her IUD removed.”

Evie moans. “Yes, Daddy.”

Her consent fills my cock with heat and triumph. It’s already at half-mast by the time I’ve picked up her small body. I carry her across the room, up the elevators, into one of the empty private rooms on the second floor.

The room is dimly lit, the walls adorned with velvet curtains that give it a cocoon-like feel. A large, plush bed sits in the center, draped in soft linens that invite touch and comfort. The scent of vanilla and lavender lingers in the air, soothing and sensual.

I set her down gently on the edge of the bed, her small frame sinking into the plush mattress. She looks up at me with those big, trusting eyes, and I feel a surge of warmth in my chest. I want to savor this moment, to make her feel as special and cherished as she deserves.

"Let's get you comfortable, little one," I murmur, my voice a low, soothing rumble. I start with her shoes, slipping them off her feet one by one, my hands cradling her heels gently. "Such pretty feet," I praise, running my thumbs over her arches, feeling her relax under my touch. "They deserve to be kissed and worshipped."

I move up to her calves, massaging them gently before sliding my hands up to her knees. Her breath hitches as I part her legs slightly, just enough to kneel between them. I look up at her, keeping my eyes locked on hers as I slowly push her dress up her thighs, revealing inch after inch of her creamy skin.

"You have such beautiful legs, Evie," I tell her, my voice husky with desire. "They look so good wrapped around me." I lean down and press a soft kiss to her inner thigh, feeling her shiver. "But they deserve more than that. They deserve to be touched, kissed, and cherished."

I hook my fingers into the waistband of her panties, pulling them down slowly, my eyes never leaving hers. She lifts her hips to help me, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps. I feel feverish as I reveal a glimpse of her well-trimmed pussy, which is already glistening with her arousal. I discard her panties, then push her dress up and over her head, leaving her in just her bra.

"Look at you," I whisper, my eyes roving over her body, taking in every curve and dip. "You're so beautiful, Evie. Every inch of you is perfect." I reach behind her and unclasp her bra, letting her breasts spill free. They're full and round, her nipples already hard and begging for my touch.

I start at her collarbone, pressing soft, worshipful kisses to her skin, working my way down to her breasts. I cup one in my hand, my thumb brushing over her nipple, making her moan softly. "These are gorgeous, baby girl," I tell her, my voice thick with desire. "They deserve to be sucked and teased and loved."

I take her nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it, feeling it harden even more against my lips. She arches her back, pressing her breast deeper into my mouth, her hands coming up to tangle in my hair. I lavish attention on one breast, then the other, taking my time, making her writhe and moan beneath me.

"Logan... Daddy," she whimpers, her voice breathless. "Please..."

I smile against her skin, loving the sound of her begging. "What do you need, little one?" I ask, my voice tender. "Tell Daddy what you need."

"I need you to touch my pussy," she whispers, her cheeks flushing pink. "I need you to make me come."

I press a soft kiss to her stomach, feeling her muscles quiver under my lips. "Good girl," I murmur, moving lower. "Good girl for telling Daddy what you need."

I settle between her thighs, pushing them apart gently, revealing her pussy to my hungry gaze. She's so wet, her folds slick and swollen with need. I can see her clit, hard and peeking out from its hood, begging for my touch.

"You have such a pretty pussy, Evie," I tell her, my voice thick with desire. "It deserves to be kissed and sucked and worshipped."

I lean in, pressing a soft, gentle kiss to her clit. She jolts as if struck by lightning, her hips bucking off the bed. I smile, loving her responsiveness. I start slow, soft kisses and gentle licks, teasing her, building her up. Her moans grow louder, her breath coming in quick, desperate gasps.

"Daddy, please," she begs, her voice throaty. "I need more. I need you."

"I know, little one," I say. "I've got you." .

I flatten my tongue, licking her from entrance to clit in one long, slow stroke. She cries out, her hips bucking against my mouth. I do it again, and again, feeling her grow wetter, her taste flooding my mouth. It's sweet and tangy, and I can't get enough.

I focus on her clit, sucking it into my mouth, grinding my tongue against it. Her moans turn to whimpers, her body writhing beneath me. I can feel her tension building, her muscles coiling tighter and tighter.

"Come for me, baby girl," I murmur against her skin. "Come for Daddy."

I slide two fingers into her, curling them upwards, finding that spot inside her that makes her cry out. I suck her clit into my mouth, grinding my tongue against it, my fingers moving in and out of her, pushing her higher and higher.

She comes with a scream, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping down on my fingers. I keep sucking, keep grinding, keep stroking her through her orgasm, feeling her come apart beneath me.

As her body finally stills, I press a soft kiss to her clit, making her jerk one last time. I look up at her, her body flushed and sated, her eyes glazed with pleasure.

"You're so beautiful when you come, little one," I tell her, my voice thick with emotion. "You're so beautiful all the time."

She smiles at me, her eyes filled with trust and contentment. “Daddy, can I have more? Please?”

Her soft, feminine plea undoes something inside me. “More? You want Daddy’s cock stretching your pussy?”

She nods. “I love how big you are. When your big hands cup my ass or my tits, I feel taken care of. I want to feel your huge cock ramming inside me, making me feel safe and cherished.”

“Baby, most people are intimidated by my size.” I sigh. “’I’ve had a lot of women back out when my cock actually plows into their cunt, when they realize it’s a lot bigger than they imagined.”

“I’m not like other women,” she replies. “I’ll take every inch of your dick like a good girl. I’ll never complain, even if it hurts.”

God. Her resolve is precious. She’s determined to make this good for me, even though she doesn’t have to.

“Please. Daddy. I want to make you feel good, too,” she begs. Her begging is my last straw.

My cock strains against my pants. The bulge is so big it hurts when my sensitive head abrades against my pants. A shiver of pain erupts in my groin.

“I don’t have any condoms on me, babygirl,” I say. “I’m clean, though.”

“And you know about me,” she giggles. “I just got tested at your clinic.”

I know she’s clean. I assume she’s on the pill. She got a prescription from me the other day. There shouldn’t be any problems.

I’ve never taken a woman raw. Not at the club. It’s risky and dangerous. But the idea of feeling Evie’s pussy throbbing against me with nothing between us makes electricity pound through my bloodstream.

And the idea of coming inside her, breeding her, knowing there’s a slight chance of knocking her up…that sets fire to my veins. I know the chances are slim if she has been taking her pills properly, but if she hasn’t…then she could be growing my child in her womb if I dump a load inside her.

A primal shock of lust surges up my cock, hardening it painfully. The ache is intense now, physical need mixed with masculine, animalistic desire to breed.

To make her swell. To touch her cunt in places no man has ever had before.

I stand up, my body throbbing with a need that's almost painful. Evie's eyes follow me, wide and hungry, as I start to undress. I take my time, letting her watch as I reveal my body to her, piece by piece. My shirt comes off first, my muscles flexing with the movement, and I see her bite her lip, her eyes roving over my chest.

"You like what you see, little one?" I ask, my voice a low growl. She nods, her breath hitching.

I kick off my shoes, then my socks, before I start on my belt. I can feel her eyes on me, watching my every move. I unbutton my pants, the sound loud in the quiet room. My cock is straining against my boxers, the head already peeking out from the waistband, swollen and angry.

I push my pants and boxers down in one go, my cock springing free, thick and heavy. Evie's eyes widen, her mouth dropping open in a little 'O'. I wrap my hand around my shaft, giving it a slow stroke, feeling the pulse of blood beneath my fingers.

"This is what you do to me, baby girl," I tell her, my voice thick with desire. "You make Daddy so hard."

I crawl onto the bed, settling between her thighs. I push her legs up, folding them against her chest, opening her up for me. Her pussy is a mess, slick and swollen, her juices coating her thighs. I can see her little hole pulsing, begging to be filled.

"Look at this pretty pussy," I murmur, running the head of my cock up and down her slit, coating it in her wetness. "So wet and ready for Daddy."

She moans, her hips jerking, trying to force my cock inside her. But I hold back, teasing her, making her wait. I press the head of my cock against her hole, feeling her tense, feeling her resist. She's so tight, so small. I can't wait to feel her stretch around me.

"Relax, little one," I coax, my voice gentle yet firm. "Let Daddy in. I promise, it'll feel so good."

I push forward, feeling her tighten around the head of my cock. She's so tight, it's like she's trying to strangle my cock. I grit my teeth, pushing in a little more, feeling her stretch, feeling her barrier give way.

She cries out, a mix of pain and pleasure, her fingers digging into my arms. I pause, letting her adjust, feeling her pulse around me.

"That's it, baby girl," I praise, my voice strained. "You're doing so well. You're taking Daddy's cock like a good girl."

I push in more, inch by inch, feeling her stretch, feeling her take me. She's so tight, so hot, so wet. It's like heaven and hell all at once. I can feel her thighs trembling against my sides, her breath coming in quick, desperate gasps.

"You're so big, Daddy," she whimpers, her voice breathless. "You're stretching me so much."

"I know, baby girl," I soothe, my voice tender. "But you're taking it so well. You're such a good girl for Daddy."

I bottom out, my hips pressing against her ass, my cock fully sheathed inside her. I pause, letting her adjust, feeling her pulse around me. Then I start to move.

I pull out, almost all the way, then slam back in, making her cry out. I do it again, and again, each thrust harder, deeper, rougher than the last. Her tits bounce with each thrust, her nipples hard and begging for my touch.

I lean down, taking one into my mouth, sucking hard, making her cry out. Her pussy clenches around me, her nails dig into my back, and I know she's close.

I sit back, grabbing her ass, lifting her up, angling her so I can go even deeper. Her ass cheeks fit perfectly in my hands, small and firm, and I can't help but squeeze them, feeling her clench around me.

"Just a little more, little one," I growl, my eyes locked on the sight of my cock disappearing into her pussy. "Daddy needs to be all the way inside you so he can release all his seed into your womb."

"My womb?" she asks, curious.

"Yes, that's where babies grow. Daddy's seed is going to turn you into a Mommy. Make you big and heavy with a child." I caress her hair, rubbing her ear, and then whispering, "Don't worry; you're on birth control. Just go with the flow."

She swallows. "I want it. I want my belly to become so heavy, I can't move without feeling the baby you put inside me."

God, she's so submissive and sweet. It's like she actually dreams of being pregnant with my child. Pleasure grazes my cock with every thrust. Her velvet walls rub against my erection, sparking friction.

Her pussy is a mess, slick and swollen, her juices coating my cock, dripping down to my balls. I can feel her tightening around me, her breath coming in quick, desperate gasps. I know she's close.

"Come for me, baby girl," I demand, my voice harsh. "Come all over Daddy's cock."

She cries out, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping down on my cock. I can feel her orgasm, feel her come apart, feel her milk me. I thrust through it, chasing my own release, feeling it build, feeling it boil over.

And then I'm coming, my cock pulsing, my balls drawing up tight, my seed spilling into her, hot and thick. I can feel it, filling her, overflowing, dripping down her thighs. It's the most erotic thing I've ever seen, my cock stuffed inside her small cunt, her body filled with my come.

I keep thrusting, slower now, gentler, riding out the waves of my orgasm. I can feel her pussy milking me, drawing out every last drop. And then I'm still, my cock still buried inside her, my body sated and spent.

I look down at her, her body flushed and sweaty, her eyes glazed with pleasure. She looks so beautiful, so debauched, so thoroughly fucked. I can't help but feel a surge of pride, of possessiveness. I did that. I made her look like that.

"You did so well, little one," I praise, my voice soft. "Daddy is proud of you. You never cried, even when it hurt. Your pussy was a delight."

I pull out of her slowly, watching as my come spills out of her, a mess of white against her pink flesh. I can't help but lean down, pressing a soft kiss to her pussy, tasting us, tasting our pleasure.

I collapse beside her, pulling her into my arms, holding her close. She curls into me, her body fitting against mine like she was made for me.

“I’ve been a bad girl,” she whispers after a few seconds. Her soft voice caresses my ear canal, making the inside of my body shiver with taboo pleasure. “Can I tell you a secret, Daddy?”

“What’s it, babygirl?” I curl my arm, pulling her close, even though we’re already against each other.

“I haven’t taken a single birth control pill.” Her mouth presses to my ear. She licks my earlobe. “I’m completely unprotected. You dumped a load inside my fertile pussy.”

Her words make my groin clench. Not in fear. But in pure, unadulterated arousal.

Fuck. I actually bred her. I’ve never done that before. I close my eyes, letting the forbidden impact of what we’ve done wash over me.

My semen drips down her thighs. She’s young, fertile, and I fucking took her raw. I could have planted a baby inside her. Why does the idea of watching her belly swell and grow make my cock twitch with need?

“Babygirl, thank you for letting Daddy come inside your fertile cunt.” I kiss her forehead. “It has always been a dream of mine to have raw sex.”

“Mine, too,” she agrees. “And it felt right to do it with you. You made me feel so safe and cherished, I wanted to give you my most cherished treasure—my unprotected cunt.”

“If you ever feel sore or tired, just visit me at the hospital, okay?” I tell her. “That means you’re pregnant. Unless you want a morning-after pill?”

“I’ll have to think about it,” she replies.

“Evie,” I use her name, snapping us out of the orgasmic trance that we’re both in. In the moment, the idea of breeding her was so hot, but I know we have to go back to real life. And I no longer want to go back to an empty apartment. “Can I see you again? I’d love to be your Daddy. If you’re not ready for sex, we can just…have dinner?”

She coughs. “I can’t believe a hot doctor is inviting me out for a meal.”

“There is something about you. I could feel it when we first met,” I answer. “And I want to know if I was right.”

“I’m free on Thursday night,” she says.

“I’ll pick you up,” I say immediately.

I don’t even know her number or where she lives, but by the end of tonight, I’ll make sure to have both.

Because no woman has made me feel so protective and soft at the same time. Evie brings out my inner Daddy, and all I want to do is spoil her and make her realize that she belongs with me.


THREE


Evie

I wake up with the kind of groggy, floating happiness that feels like it doesn’t belong to real life.

Except it does.

Because that night actually happened.

Logan Reid—Dr. Logan Reid—my impossibly hot gynecologist who became something else entirely at The Hothouse asked me out to dinner.

I’ve been replaying the moment in a loop since it happened three days ago. His voice. His certainty. The way he brushed his thumb across my cheek like he was claiming me before I even said yes.

And obviously, I said yes. I said it too fast. No regrets.

But now it’s almost time to see him again, and my stomach is in absolute chaos.

I stand in front of my mirror in the best dress I own. It’s fitted at the waist, dips just a little at the neckline, and hugs every soft curve I usually try to hide. Tonight I don’t hide anything. Not after the way he looked at me that night. Not after the way he touched me.

Maybe it’s wild to plan a date outfit based on the thought, I wouldn’t mind ending up in his bed again, but here we are.

I add perfume to my wrists. Lip gloss. A final adjustment of my neckline that definitely didn’t need adjusting.

My phone buzzes.

Logan: I’m outside. Take your time, little one.

Little one.

Oh God.

I’m never recovering from that. This is already the best date of my life, and it hasn’t even started yet. Not a lot of guys use endearments so early in the relationship, but Logan is naturally confident and paternal. Both those qualities make my ovaries dance with joy, especially when the man in question is going to fuck me by the end of the night.

I grab my purse, try not to sprint to the door, and open it with what I hope passes for composure.

He’s standing there.

And he looks… unreal. A dark button-down, sleeves rolled to his forearms, slacks that definitely count as dangerous, and that same steady, commanding presence that wraps around me the second he sees me.

His gaze sweeps down my body. Slow. Intentional. Hungry.

Before I can even say hi, he steps forward, one hand sliding to the small of my back, the other cupping my jaw. My spine presses to the inside of the door.

“Evie.” His voice drops, warm and thick. “You’re going to undo me.”

I barely have time to breathe before he kisses me.

It’s deep, claiming, nothing tentative about it. His mouth moves against mine with certainty, like he already knows exactly how I like to be kissed. His body is solid, overwhelming in the best way, and I melt into him without needing to think.

By the time he pulls back, my knees are questionable at best.

“You’re stunning,” he murmurs. “And you’re all mine tonight.”

I swallow hard and nod, because speaking seems impossible.

He escorts me down to his car, opening the door for me with that quiet, old-school gentleman thing that I don’t think he realizes he does. We start driving, and I try to guess which restaurant we’re heading toward.

But then he passes every restaurant in the downtown area.

“Um,” I say carefully. “I thought we were going to dinner.”

“We are.” His hand rests on my thigh, warm and steady. “But first, I want to spoil you a little.”

My brain tilts. “Spoil me how?”

“By buying you toys.”

“Toys? I’m not that young, you know.”

He smirks, giving me a mysterious look. “You’ll see.”

I don’t know whether to be nervous or thrilled. When he finally parks, I stare at the sign.

A boutique sex toy store. Beautiful storefront. Tasteful lighting. Absolutely unmistakable in what it sells. It’s screaming sex shop from a mile away. I’ve never been to one before. I’ve never even owned a vibrator, afraid it would give me an electric shock, even though I know that’s not common.

My throat dries. “Logan.”

He smiles slightly. His hand lands on my shoulder. His fingers press into the tight muscles, easing the tension from them. “Relax, baby. I want to explore. With you. You trust Daddy, don’t you? I will be with you every step of the way.”

“I thought you meant spoiling me with… shoes. Or… kids’ toys. Not adult toys.”

“I’d happily do that too,” he says, brushing his thumb over my knuckles. “But I asked my girl out tonight. And I want to know what she likes. What she’s curious about. What she wants me to use with her.”

My entire body heats. But if I’m being honest, I’m curious, too. I’ve never been inside a sex shop. It’s a taboo feeling, but being with Logan makes me feel less out-of-place. His self-assuredness makes him fit in in a way I never could.

Inside, the store is elegant, more like an upscale gallery than anything else. The displays are soft-lit. Everything is beautifully arranged.

Still… I have no idea where to look.

Logan stays close, one arm wrapped around my waist. Every so often, his fingers stroke my back, grounding me.

“If you have questions,” he murmurs against my ear, “ask me. I promise I won’t let you feel out of your depth. And I’ll never judge you.”

My heart does a swan dive.

I pick up something small and sleek from a shelf. “What… is this?”

He explains it. He’s calm, confident, never crude. His tone is matter-of-fact, but warm enough that I feel safe asking anything. He doesn’t tease me when I get flustered. If anything, he pulls me closer. I don’t feel like an idiot; I feel cared for.

“This is new to you,” he says softly. “So I’ll guide you. Always. You don’t have to be embarrassed about your curiosity. We’re all entitled to our kinks and fetishes. Besides, last night you indulged one of mine.”

The darkness that curls beneath his voice punches my gut, making a heat flare erupt in my core. Memories flood into my brain. His cum filling my pussy, thick white streaks sliding down my thighs. They were dry when I woke up the next day.

“You’re into breeding. Into impregnating,” I say.

He sighs. “You’re the only one I ever did it with, though,” he says. “I’m grateful you felt safe enough to let me come inside you. I want to do the same for you, if there’s anything you’ve been wanting to try.”

I drift toward another shelf. A pair of handcuffs catches my eye—soft lining, polished metal. And beside them, a black silk blindfold.

I touch the blindfold lightly. “These are… pretty.”

“Do you want to be handcuffed?”

I nod, breath shaky. “I think so. I’ve always wondered what it would be like… letting someone else take control. Being tied and having no agency.”

I feel him go still behind me.

When I turn, his expression has changed. Not dark. Not dangerous. Just… full. A mix of protectiveness, longing, and something that looks very close to reverence.

“Evie,” he says quietly. “Do you feel safe enough to give that to me?”

My breath catches. “I don’t think I could ever do it with anyone else.”

His hand slides up my spine, slow and reassuring. “Good girl.”

Heat blooms under my skin at the praise. He’s 6’5, and broad, too. He feels like a mountain next to me. A mountain I want to cling to for comfort.

He picks up the blindfold and cuffs, kisses the top of my head, then murmurs at my ear, “Let me take care of you. Tonight and every night you’ll let me.”

I lean into him without thinking. “Can we get a blindfold, too? I think I can give up control more easily if I can’t see. And it’ll make things more exciting.”

For the first time in my life, giving up control doesn’t feel scary.

It feels like exactly where I’m meant to be.
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The dinner is very luxurious. He picks an upscale hotel downtown, and the food is both amazing and expensive. He pays, of course. But truth be told, I don’t remember much about the meal. Because my pussy was pounding throughout, waiting to be handcuffed and blindfolded at the end of the night.

The toys we bought were right beside me, tempting me, begging to be used and played with.

Now that we’re finally in his house, my pussy is cramping like a slut. I’m wet all over, so wet that my panties are soaked.

Logan puts a hand on my shoulder. “Do you want coffee? Or a shower?”

Every time he’s near me, my pussy shivers just because of how small and vulnerable he makes me feel.

And when he growls at me in that deep, sexy voice, all I want is to drop to my feet and find out if his cock is as big as the rest of him.

My gaze flickers to the massive bulge in his pants. I recall the massive size of his cock the last night he bared it for my eyes. It was at least eight inches, and the girth was wide enough to fill my pussy to the brim and then some.

Logan clears his throat emphatically. “Are you staring at Daddy’s cock, babygirl? I know it’s erect, but you seem to be fixated.”

“I want it,” the words burst out of my mouth. “I…I love how big you are. I want to taste your cock.”

“Would you like to suck on it, babygirl? While being blindfolded.”

The suggestion makes a flare of heat slice through my system. The notion of having my eyes closed, relying only on touch and sensation to get him off is a challenge that makes my pussy heat with delight. Desire curls low in my belly.

“Yes, I want to feel that huge cock inside my mouth, Daddy. Please.” I flutter my lashes at him.

He’s a big, strong man but he’s totally soft for me, so she sighs and gives in. “It’s all yours, darling. Do you want me to take off my clothes? Do you want to see the lollipop you’re about to lick before I blindfold you?”

Logan watches me with a smoldering gaze as I nod, biting my lip in anticipation. He starts to undress slowly, teasingly, his eyes never leaving mine. His shirt comes off first, revealing his chiseled chest and abs. I can't help but stare, my mouth watering at the sight of his muscular body.

He kicks off his shoes and socks, then moves to his belt. He unbuckles it slowly, the sound of the leather sliding through the loops filling the room. His pants come off next, and he stands before me in just his boxers, his massive erection straining against the fabric.

I lick my lips, eager to see more. He smirks, hooking his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers, and pulls them down. His cock springs free, thick and hard, the head already glistening with precum. I gasp, my eyes widening at the sight of him. He's even bigger than I remembered.

"Come here, little one," he commands softly, crooking his finger at me. I stand up and walk to him, my heart pounding in my chest. He hands me the blindfold, a wicked smile playing on his lips. "Put it on."

I take the blindfold from him, my hands shaking slightly as I secure it over my eyes. Darkness envelops me, heightening my other senses. I can feel the heat radiating from his body, can smell his masculine scent.

He takes my hands and guides them to his chest. "Touch me," he orders, his voice husky. I run my hands over his muscles, feeling the dips and curves of his body. His skin is warm and smooth, and I can feel his heart beating steadily under my palm.

He guides my hands downwards, over his abs, and to his cock. I wrap my fingers around his shaft, gasping at how thick he is. I can't even close my hand around him. He's hot and hard, his skin velvety soft. I start to stroke him, feeling a bead of precum leak from his tip.

"That's it, baby girl," he groans, his voice thick with desire. "Stroke Daddy's cock."

I continue to stroke him, feeling his cock pulse in my hand. He guides my other hand to his balls, showing me how to cup and squeeze them gently. I can hear his breath hitching, his groans of pleasure filling my ears.

"Open your mouth, little one," he commands, his voice strained. I obey, feeling the head of his cock brush against my lips. I stick out my tongue, licking the precum from his tip. He tastes salty and masculine, and I can't help but moan.

He pushes his cock into my mouth slowly, inch by inch, giving me time to adjust. I can feel my jaw stretching, my lips straining to accommodate his size. He's so big, but I'm determined to take as much of him as I can.

"Relax your throat, baby girl," he instructs, his voice gentle yet firm. "You can take me. I know you can."

I relax my throat, feeling his cock slide in deeper. I gag slightly, my eyes watering, but I push through it. I want to please him, want to make him feel good. He starts to move, thrusting his hips gently, fucking my mouth.

I can feel his cock hitting the back of my throat, his balls slapping against my chin. I can hear his groans of pleasure, feel his fingers tangled in my hair. I'm completely at his mercy, blindfolded and helpless, and it's the most erotic thing I've ever experienced.

His thrusts become faster, more urgent. I can feel his cock swelling in my mouth, can taste more precum leaking from his tip. I know he's close.

“It’s so hard and tasty,” I murmur, when I get to take a breath and he gives me enough time to settle my gag reflex.

He laughs. “You think Daddy’s cock is candy?”

“I can’t get enough of it.”

"I'm going to come, baby girl," he growls, his voice thick with lust as he shoves it back into my mouth. "And you're going to swallow every last drop."

I moan around his cock, eager to taste his release. He thrusts deep into my mouth, his cock pulsing, and then he's coming, his hot seed spilling down my throat. I swallow quickly, trying to keep up with his release. It's salty and thick, and I can feel it coating my throat.

When he finally pulls out of my mouth, I'm breathless and flushed. He removes the blindfold, his eyes filled with warmth and pride.

"Good girl," he praises, cupping my cheek. "You look so pretty with cum dripping down your chin. Your Daddy’s pretty little cum slut, aren’t you?"

I smile up at him, feeling a warmth spread through me at his words. I did it. I pleased him. And I loved every second of it. The saltiness of his seed coating my throat is a badge to remember I made him feel good, and I loved making him happy.

His fingers move to my shoulders, kneading the tight muscles gently as he says, "For the good work your mouth did while I was inside it, I have a reward for you. Come."

He walks to the couch, settling down on it. His massive, steely frame makes the couch look like it’s about to give way. "Now, it's time to use the cuffs. Let me see you, young lady. Go to the bag, bring out your handcuffs, and bring them to me."

The measured, deepness of his voice triggers an explosion of desire through my core. I follow his orders, retrieving the handcuffs from the bag.

When I return to the couch, he stands up. My heart is out of control, caught in both fear and joy.

"Give me your wrists," he says. "I want to tie you up."

He guides my wrists to his front, where he slaps handcuffs on either wrist. "You look so innocent and, at the same time, so dangerous while you’re handcuffed,” he admits. "I love the mix of danger and submissiveness.”

My body swells with pride in his words. I made him feel good. I obeyed him. And he loves it. It’s a life-changing revelation; I’m on cloud nine.

"Sit on my lap, beautiful,” he growls. "And ride the cock that you just sucked."

I immediately climb onto the couch, straddling him, my most intimate spaces flush against his. He surges forward, capturing my mouth with his own, giving me a passionate, heated kiss. His tongue commands and dominates my mouth, moving against my own. His thrusts are firm, and I can feel his thick cock pulsing against my skin.

"You're such a slut for my kisses," he groans against my lips. "I can feel how wet you are, baby."

He’s right. I’m aching and hot between my legs, and I want nothing more than for him to fuck me and make me come. I want raw, primal fucking, I want to be filled and stretched so much the ache in my pussy disappears.

Logan’s thick, strong fingers grip my neck, as he draws my head so close to him. My head is resting against his big arm. My neck twitches with goosebumps at the intimacy of the touch.

I settle onto Logan's lap, my heart pounding wildly. His cock is already hard and ready, pressed against my inner thigh. I grind against him, feeling a rush of pleasure at the friction. His hands grip my hips, fingers digging into my flesh with a possessive intensity that makes me shiver.

"That's it, babygirl," he growls, his voice a deep rumble that resonates through my entire body. "Grind that pussy against Daddy's cock."

I reach down with my cuffed hands, wrapping my fingers around his thick shaft. I stroke him lightly, feeling the velvety smoothness of his skin against my palms. He groans, his head falling back against the couch as I position him at my entrance. He's so big that my fingers barely touch as I encircle him. I slowly lower myself onto him, feeling my pussy stretch and burn as it accommodates his size.

"Oh God, Daddy," I whimper, my body shaking with the intensity of the sensation. He fills me completely, every inch of him pressing against my inner walls, making me feel whole. The handcuffs clink softly with every tremble that runs through me.

He grabs my ass, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh as he helps guide me down. "Just keep going," he praises, his voice thick with lust. "Daddy’s got you. I’m going to make sure you’re completely filled with cock and bred by the end of the night."

I finally settle fully onto him, my clit pressing against his pubic bone, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. I start to ride him, slowly at first, my hips moving in steady, rhythmic motions. He feels incredible inside me, hitting every sensitive spot with each thrust.

"You're so fucking tight, baby," he groans, his hands moving to my hips, guiding my movements. "You feel so damn good."

I increase my pace, bouncing on his cock, my tits jiggling with each movement. His eyes are locked onto them, his tongue darting out to lick his lips. He reaches up, cupping one breast, his thumb brushing over my nipple, making it harden instantly.

"You like watching them bounce, Daddy?" I ask, my voice breathless.

He nods, his eyes dark with desire. "I love it, baby girl. I love watching you ride my cock."

I lean forward, my hands still cuffed in front of me, and press them against his chest for leverage. I feel my nails dig into his skin, leaving faint red marks as I ride him harder, faster. His cock goes deep, so deep that it hits my cervix, sending a shockwave of pleasure and pain through my body. I cry out, my fingers curling against his muscles.

"You remember what I promised, little one?" he says, his voice low and dangerous. "I promised to fill that fertile womb of yours. To breed you."

I nod, my breath catching in my throat. "Yes, Daddy. I remember."

He grips my hips tighter, his fingers digging into my flesh as he starts to thrust upwards, meeting my movements. "I'm going to come deep inside you, baby girl," he growls. "I'm going to shoot my seed right into your womb. And you're going to flooded with cum until your body has no choice but to bear my babies."

I moan, his words sending a rush of heat to my core. I can feel my pussy clenching around him, my orgasm building with every thrust. "Yes, Daddy," I pant. "I want it. I want you to breed me."

He moves one hand to my lower back, pressing me forward, changing the angle. His cock hits a spot inside me that makes me see stars. I scream, my body convulsing as my orgasm crashes over me. I feel my pussy pulsing around him, milking his cock.

"That's it, baby," he groans, his voice strained. "Come all over Daddy's cock."

I ride out my orgasm, my body shaking and trembling. He grips my hips again, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more forceful. I can feel his cock swelling inside me, pulsing as he gets closer to his own release.

"I'm going to come, baby girl," he growls, his voice low and primal. "I'm going to fill that womb with my seed."

I whimper, another wave of pleasure crashing over me at his words. I can feel his cock throbbing, and then he's coming, dumping semen into my unprotected pussy. He paints my walls with cum, creaming me until I start leaking white, sticky liquid from my freshly-fucked pussy.

And when I close my eyes, all I see is stars…and a slight throb in my belly, telling me I’m Logan Reid’s breeding slut.

And soon, I might become his pregnant slut.


FOUR


Logan

She’s in my bed, and nothing has felt more natural. I’m not generally the type of guy who lets a woman I barely know stay over at my place. In fact, I never bring women here, not since I became a member of The Hothouse.

Evie is curled up in my sheets wearing one of my shirts, breathing softly, her hair a halo against my pillow, and there is no part of me that wants her anywhere else.

Last night should have been too fast. Too intense. Too everything. A normal man would be second-guessing himself. But there is nothing uncertain in me this morning. I feel… solid. Directed. Responsible in a way that feels instinctive rather than burdensome.

She trusted me.

Blindfolded. Bound. Surrendering completely.

That kind of trust does something to a man, especially to a man like me. It roots itself deep. It wakes up instincts that have been sleeping for years. This sweet, soft little woman put her entire body and heart in my hands, and some quiet, ancient part of me snapped awake and got attached to her. Now I don’t want to let her go.

Her softness belongs to me. Her sweet, innocent sleeping face is a treasure meant for my eyes only.

I don’t know what that means yet, but I know what it feels like.

I leave her sleeping while I work in the kitchen. She’s not a heavy sleeper, but she’s worn out—pleasantly, completely. I make oatmeal from scratch, the kind with cinnamon and honey. Cut fruit. Brew good coffee. The kind of breakfast no woman has ever seen from me because no woman has ever made me want to serve her like this.

When she pads into the kitchen, shirt slipping off one shoulder, eyes sleepy and soft, my whole chest warms.

“Morning, babygirl,” I say quietly.

She blushes. Actually blushes. It kills me a little.

I guide her to the chair, rub her tummy lightly because I can’t resist touching her, and set the bowl in front of her. She takes one bite.

And her face crumples.

Tears fill her eyes so fast it startles me.

I’m at her side in two seconds, pulling her into my lap, wrapping her against my chest. “Evie. Sweetheart. What’s wrong? Did something hurt? Did I⁠—”

“No,” she says, voice cracking. She curls into me like she’s trying to disappear. “You’re just… you’re being so nice to me and I don’t know how to deal with that. No guy has ever treated me like this. Ever.”

My heart squeezes so sharply it’s almost painful.

I rub her back slowly, soothing her with the same instinct I’d use with a frightened patient, only deeper, more personal. “Hey. Look at me.”

She lifts her face, eyes wet and shining.

“I take good care of my babygirl,” I tell her, thumb brushing her cheek. “That’s not going to change. And you’re welcome here whenever you want. Lunch. Dinner. A nap on my couch. Anytime you need a pick me up, or don’t feel like cooking, or just want company.”

She sniffles. “Really?”

“Yes,” I say without hesitation. “All you have to do is message me first so I know to expect you.”

She melts against me, relieved and overwhelmed all at once. I kiss her temple, still rubbing her back in slow, comforting strokes.

After a quiet moment, she asks softly, “Can I ask you something?”

“Anything.”

She traces a fingertip along the seam of my shirt. “Why did you become a gynecologist? It’s not the usual choice.”

I smile a little. “No, it’s not. It wasn’t my plan. Not originally.”

“What changed?”

I remember the moment as clearly as if it happened yesterday.

“My OB/GYN rotation,” I say. “I witnessed a baby being born. Really witnessed it. The mother was young. Terrified. But when that baby came into the world… something clicked for me. The miracle of it. The responsibility.” I breathe out slowly. “I knew then that I wanted to be a part of that. To help bring life into the world. To protect women during the most vulnerable moments of their lives. It felt significant. Important.”

Her expression softens, full of awe. “That’s beautiful.”

I glance down at her belly, still marked faintly by where I held her last night. A swell of something warm and deep fills my chest.

I lean forward and kiss her lower stomach gently, reverently. “I’d love to create a new life too,” I murmur against her skin. “I’ve always wanted kids.”

She inhales sharply. “Me too. I just… never thought I’d find someone trustworthy. Someone who wanted that too.”

I lift my head and meet her eyes. “You have someone now.”

Her lips part. I pull her close and kiss her, slow and warm, the kind of kiss that says more than words can hold. Her fingers curl into my shirt. Mine cradle her jaw.

When we finally pull apart, her breathing is soft and steady, completely trusting.

I hold her a moment longer before I stand, kissing her forehead again. “Stay as long as you want. I need to get ready for work.”

She nods, watching me with a tenderness that hits me harder than it should.

As I shave, dress, and knot my tie, I catch her reflection behind me—sitting at my counter, wearing my shirt, eating the breakfast I made her.

And something in me settles.

Whatever this is—whatever it becomes—it’s no longer casual.

It’s no longer temporary.

Evie is no longer someone I touched last night.

She’s someone I need in my life.

And I’m going to take good care of her.

Every part of her.

For as long as she lets me.


FIVE


Evie

Two months later…

I've been Logan's girlfriend for two months now, and honestly, it's been the best two months of my life.

He spoils me relentlessly. Designer dresses appear in my closet without warning. He takes me to restaurants I can't pronounce the names of. Last week, he bought me a necklace that probably cost more than my rent, just because he said it would look beautiful against my skin.

In public, he's the perfect gentleman—opening doors, keeping his hand on my lower back, calling me "sweetheart" in that warm, protective way that makes strangers smile at us.

In private? He's my dirty Daddy. The man who ties me up, blindfolds me, and makes me beg for his cock. The man who whispers filthy promises against my skin while he breeds me over and over again.

I've never been happier.

But this morning, something feels off.

I woke up nauseous, barely made it to the bathroom before I threw up. My breasts are so sore I can barely stand to wear a bra. And I'm exhausted—bone-deep tired in a way that sleep doesn't seem to fix.

I try to brush it off, but by midday, I'm sitting at my desk at work feeling like I might pass out.

So I text Logan.

Me: Can I come see you at the hospital? I'm not feeling well.

His response is immediate.

Logan: Of course, little one. Come now. I'll clear my schedule.

Twenty minutes later, I'm walking through the familiar corridors of his hospital, my stomach doing nervous flips that have nothing to do with whatever's making me sick.

When I reach his office, he's waiting for me, leaning against the doorframe with his arms crossed. His expression is calm, professional, but his eyes are dark with concern.

"Come here, baby," he says softly, ushering me inside. His gentle, paternal tone makes me feel better instantly.

His eyes track my movements. The air feels thicker. Charged.

The door clicks shut behind me. Silence grips me. Goosebumps crawl up my back. Logan is watching me intently, and his attention makes me feel like the room is smaller than it is. I recognize the expression in his eyes, the meaning behind his dilated pupils. Lust.

He guides me to the chair across from his desk, but instead of sitting behind it like a proper doctor, he perches on the edge right in front of me, his knees bracketing mine.

"Tell me what's wrong," he says, his voice dropping into that low, commanding register that makes my thighs clench. He grazes his hand along my thigh. His touch is sensual and comforting. My pussy doesn’t know how to react. It clenches. As do the muscles in my lower belly.

I’m sitting on the doctor’s lap, and his big, manly hands are caressing my hips now, massaging my love handles.

“Talk to me, babygirl,” he urges in a low, raspy voice. I feel his cock hard and ready under my ass. Knowing that he’s turned on, that his cock is begging for my pussy makes moisture trickle down my channel.

I swallow hard. "I threw up this morning. And I've been really tired. Like, can't-keep-my-eyes-open tired."

His gaze sharpens, sweeping over me with an intensity that feels more possessive than clinical.

"What else?" he prompts.

I hesitate, heat creeping into my cheeks. "My breasts… they're really sore."

His eyes drop immediately to my chest. I watch his jaw tighten, his fingers flexing against his thighs.

"Show me," he says.

My breath catches. "Logan⁠—"

"Dr. Reid," he corrects, his voice firm. "And I need to examine you properly. Show me your breasts, Evie."

My pulse kicks up, heat pooling low in my belly despite how terrible I've been feeling. There's something about the way he's looking at me, like he wants to devour me and take care of me all at once.

I reach up with shaking hands and slowly unbutton my blouse, letting it fall open. I'm wearing a simple white bra, and I can see my nipples pressing hard against the fabric. They’re hard and swollen. They look bigger and puffier than I’ve ever seen them.

Logan's eyes darken. He reaches out, his large hands cupping my breasts through the bra, squeezing gently.

I cry out, the pressure sending a sharp jolt of pain through me.

"Shh," he soothes, his thumbs brushing over my nipples. "I've got you."

He reaches behind me and unclasps my bra with practiced ease, letting it fall away. My breasts spill free, heavy and swollen, my nipples dark and pebbled.

"Fuck," he breathes, his voice rough. "You're so sexy, I could come right here, baby."

He cups them again, more gently this time, his thumbs circling my nipples. The touch is almost too much—pleasure and pain mixing together until I'm squirming in my seat.

"They're very sensitive," he murmurs, his clinical tone undercut by the heat in his gaze. "That's a good sign."

"A good sign of what?" I ask breathlessly.

He doesn't answer. Instead, he pinches my nipples lightly, rolling them between his fingers. I gasp, my back arching, wetness flooding between my thighs.

"What other symptoms have you had?" he asks, his voice low and rough.

"I—" I can barely think with his hands on me. "I've been… my stomach has been cramping. Not painful, just… tight."

His hand slides down, pressing against my lower belly through my skirt. He rubs slow circles there, his touch firm and possessive.

"Here?" he asks.

I nod, biting my lip.

His hand dips lower, slipping beneath my skirt, his fingers brushing over my panties. I'm soaked, and I know he can feel it.

"And here?" he murmurs, his fingers pressing against my clit through the fabric. "Have you been wet, baby? Needy?"

I whimper, my hips bucking against his hand. "Yes, Daddy."

He groans, his control slipping. "I think I know how to make you feel better."

He stands, pulling me up with him, and guides me to the exam table. The crinkle of the paper beneath me is loud in the quiet room.

"Lie down," he orders, his voice brooking no argument.

I obey, my heart racing as I settle back against the table. The cold air conditioning hits my skin, making my nipples tighten even more.

He moves to the end of the table, his hands gripping my knees. "Spread your legs for me, little one. Let me see that pretty pussy."

I part my thighs slowly, my face burning with a mix of embarrassment and arousal. He pushes my skirt up around my waist, then hooks his fingers into my panties and drags them down my legs.

I'm completely exposed, my pussy wet and swollen, glistening in the harsh overhead light.

"Fuck," he mutters, his eyes locked between my legs. "You're dripping, baby. Yours is the prettiest cunt I’ve ever seen on this table. I think I need to give your pussy some attention."

He pulls on a pair of latex gloves, the snap of the rubber making me jump. Then he settles onto the stool between my legs, his hands gripping my thighs, spreading me wider.

"I'm going to examine you now," he says, his voice thick with lust. "And you're going to be very quiet. Understand?"

I nod frantically. It’s a command, even if he says it in that doctor-voice of his. Thrill rolls up my spine. The spot between my leg buzzes in anticipation.

His gloved fingers brush over my folds, teasing, exploring. I bite down on my lip to keep from moaning.

"So wet," he murmurs, his thumb circling my clit. "Such a needy little pussy."

He slides one finger inside me, and I arch off the table, a strangled cry escaping my throat.

He tsks, reaching up with his free hand to grab a handful of tissues from the box on the counter. "I told you to be quiet. Open your mouth."

I obey, and he stuffs the tissues between my lips, muffling my sounds.

"There," he says, satisfaction in his voice. "Now Daddy can take care of you properly."

He adds a second finger, curling them inside me, hitting that spot that makes me see stars. His thumb presses hard against my clit, rubbing in tight circles.

I'm writhing on the table, my hands fisting in the paper beneath me, muffled moans spilling from my throat. The tissues muffle the sounds. Heat rampages through my body, spiking into my blood like a drug. The potent touch of his fingers parting my pussy is deeply satisfying. Cool air hits my sensitive, exposed flesh. Shivers race up and down my back.

"That's it, baby," he growls, his fingers pumping faster. "Let yourself go. Daddy’s fingers make you feel good, don’t they? Shall I give you another one?"

He adds a third finger, stretching me, filling me, and it's too much. A grunt knocks out of me, but the tissues absorb it. His fingers are so thick and meaty, bigger than mine. And there’s three of them filling my cunt to the brim.

I close my eyes as rapture rains down my me. Every cell burns and comes alive when he thrusts three digits into my tight cunt. I have no more space in my channel. I feel like my pussy will burst open. Yet, it’s the most satisfying feeling.

Friction burns against my soft pussy walls as he shoves his fingers knuckle-deep into me, making my back arch off the bed. When he curls them against my G-spot, I turn into a blubbering mess. Electricity shocks my system, paralyzing every thought in my brain.

My orgasm crashes over me, my pussy clenching around his fingers, my body convulsing.

Logan works me through it, his fingers relentless, until I'm a trembling, boneless mess on the table. My thighs are soaked in my own slick. I’m a needy slut, grinding my pussy against my doctor’s hand, rubbing my dirty pussy juices all over his gloves.

Logan watches me with amusement, lips ticking up in a smile. “That’s it. You look so pretty coming on the exam table for me. All mine.”

“That was…” I blush. “I’ve always fantasized about being fingered like this in your office.”

“I’m glad Daddy made your dreams come true,” Logan replies.

Finally, he pulls his fingers out, stripping off the gloves and tossing them aside. He plucks the tissues from my mouth, his eyes soft as he brushes my hair back from my face.

"Good girl," he murmurs, pressing a kiss to my forehead. "You did so well."

I'm still catching my breath when he moves to the counter, pulling out a small box.

A pregnancy test.

My heart stops.

He turns back to me, his expression serious. "I need you to take this, Evie."

"What?" I breathe, my mind racing.

He sits on the edge of the table, his hand resting on my belly. "Sore breasts. Nausea. Fatigue. Cramping." His eyes meet mine, dark and intense. "All the breeding we've been doing… I think it finally worked, baby. I think you're pregnant."

The words hang in the air between us, heavy and earth-shattering.

Pregnant.

With Logan's baby.

My hand flies to my stomach, and I feel a surge of emotion so strong it nearly chokes me.

"Take the test," he says gently, helping me sit up. "Let's find out for sure."

I nod, my hands shaking as I take the box from him.

This is it.

This is everything. I stare at the pregnancy test box in my hands, my heart hammering so hard I can feel it in my throat.

Logan squeezes my shoulder gently. "Take your time, baby. I'll be right here."

I nod, sliding off the exam table on shaky legs. My skirt falls back into place, and I clutch the box to my chest as I make my way to the small bathroom attached to his office.

The door clicks shut behind me, and suddenly I'm alone with the weight of what might be true.

Pregnant.

I could be pregnant with Logan's baby.

My hand drifts to my stomach, pressing against the soft flesh there. Could there really be a life growing inside me? A tiny little person made from both of us?

A burst of joy floods through me, so intense it makes my eyes sting with tears.

I want this. I realize with startling clarity that I want this more than I've wanted anything in my life.

I want to carry Logan's baby. I want to watch my belly swell and grow. I want to feel those first flutters of movement, to see his face when he puts his hand on my stomach and feels our child kick.

Logan would be an incredible father. I know it in my bones. He's patient and protective, gentle and strong. The way he takes care of me, the way he makes me feel safe and cherished. He'll give all of that to our baby, too. And I long to be with him forever. He’s special. I’ve never met anyone like him. I don’t think I ever will.

I love him.

The thought hits me like a tidal wave, and I have to grip the edge of the sink to steady myself.

I love Logan Reid.

I've probably loved him since that first day in his office when he called me a good girl and made me feel like I was the only person in the world who mattered.

With trembling hands, I tear open the box and follow the instructions. Then I set the test on the counter and wait.

Three minutes.

They feel like the longest three minutes of my life.

I pace the small bathroom, my hand never leaving my stomach. I imagine a little girl with Logan's gray eyes. A little boy with his strong jaw. Twins. A whole houseful of children who look up at their daddy like he hung the moon.

The timer on my phone goes off, and my breath catches.

I pick up the test with shaking hands.

Two pink lines.

Positive.

A sob escapes my throat, half laugh, half cry. I press my hand over my mouth, tears streaming down my face.

I'm pregnant.

I'm going to have Logan's baby.

I clutch the test to my chest, taking a moment to just feel it. The joy. The terror. The overwhelming love that fills every corner of my heart.

Then I take a deep breath, wipe my eyes, and open the door.

Logan is standing by the window, his back to me, his hands shoved in his pockets. His white coat barely fits his huge frame. The tension in his shoulders tells me he's anything but calm.

"Logan," I whisper.

He turns immediately, his eyes searching my face. I walk toward him slowly, holding out the test. He takes it from me, his gaze dropping to the two pink lines.

For a moment, he just stares at it.

Then the biggest grin I've ever seen spreads across his face.

"Evie," he breathes, and then he's pulling me into his arms, crushing me against his chest.

I burst into tears, clinging to him, and he holds me so tightly I can barely breathe.

"I'm so proud of you, babygirl," he murmurs into my hair, his voice thick with emotion. "You're a beautiful, fertile woman carrying my baby. God, I can’t believe it happened so fast. Your body must have been dying to be pregnant, because you got knocked up in no time.”

He pulls back just enough to cup my face in his hands, his thumbs brushing away my tears.

"I love you," he says, his gray eyes blazing with intensity. "I love you so fucking much, Evie."

My heart stops. "You… you love me?"

"Yes," he says fiercely. "I've loved you since the moment you walked into my office. And now you're carrying my child, and I—" He takes a shaky breath. "Marry me."

I freeze. "What?"

He drops to one knee right there in his office, still holding my hands, looking up at me with so much love it steals my breath.

"Marry me, Evie," he says again. "Let me be your husband. Let me take care of you and our baby. Let me give you everything you deserve."

I'm shaking my head, tears streaming down my face. "I can't believe this. I can't believe someone like you would want to marry me. You’re perfect. You’re a doctor, hot, and the most caring guy I’ve met. Plus, you are phenomenal in bed."

"Someone like me?" He laughs, incredulous. "Baby, you're the one who's too good for me. You're sweet and kind and so fucking brave. You trusted me with your body, your heart, your life. You're giving me a child. You're everything I've ever wanted, Evie. I want to worship your body for as long as I live. You have given me a sense of purpose, a home for my paternal instincts, and you’ll always be my first and most important priority."

He lets go of my hands and reaches for my stomach, pressing his palms flat against the place where our baby is growing.

"You've made me so happy these last few weeks," he says softly. "Happier than I've ever been. And I want to spend the rest of my life making you just as happy. I want to put more babies in this belly, enough to fill a big house." His voice drops to a rough whisper. "I want to see you barefoot and pregnant, waddling into my office because you need me. I want to take care of you every single day. I want to be there for every moment—every kick, every craving, every sleepless night."

He leans forward and presses a reverent kiss to my belly, his lips warm through the fabric of my skirt.

"It'll be my privilege to be your husband," he murmurs against my skin. "To protect you. To love you. To give you all that you deserve."

I can't speak. I can't even breathe.

All I can do is nod.

"Yes," I finally manage to choke out. "Yes, I'll marry you."

Logan surges to his feet, lifting me off the ground and spinning me around. I laugh through my tears, holding onto his shoulders as he sets me down gently.

Then he kisses me.

It's not gentle or tentative. It's claiming. Possessive. A promise sealed with his mouth on mine.

When we finally pull apart, we're both breathless, both grinning like idiots.

"You're going to be my wife," he says, his voice filled with wonder.

"And you're going to be my husband," I whisper back. "And a father."

He kisses me again, softer this time, his hand resting protectively over my stomach.

"I can't wait," he murmurs against my lips. "I can't wait for all of it."

And neither can I.


SIX


Logan

Five months later…

Dreams do come true.

I stare up from my desk, watching my very pregnant, very sexy wife waddling into my office. Today is the day for another ultrasound, but I cleared my entire afternoon because I plan to give her more than medical advice.

Evie is six months along now, and she's absolutely glowing. Her belly is round and prominent, straining against the bodycon dress she's wearing. The fabric clings to every curve, every swell, showcasing the life growing inside her.

But what really catches my attention are her nipples.

They're hard and prominent, poking through the thin fabric of her dress. And unless I'm very much mistaken, she's not wearing a bra.

My jaw tightens as heat floods through me.

She closes the door behind her, giving me a shy smile. "Hi, Daddy."

I stand slowly, moving around my desk, my eyes never leaving her body. "Come here, little one."

She waddles toward me, her hand resting protectively on her belly. When she's close enough, I reach out and cup her swollen breasts through the dress, my thumbs brushing over her nipples.

She gasps, her eyes fluttering closed.

"Why," I say, my voice low and dangerous, "did you think it was a good idea to walk through my hospital with your hard, sexy nipples on display for every man in the corridor?"

Her eyes snap open, wide and innocent. "I⁠—"

"You belong to me, Wife," I continue, my grip tightening just slightly. "I put that ring on your finger. I filled your womb with a baby. And yet you're showing off these beautiful tits like they're not mine. Like every man has a right to see my pregnant wife’s mommy tits."

"Logan," she breathes, her voice trembling. "My breasts were so sore this morning. I couldn't stand to wear a bra. It hurt too much."

My expression softens immediately. I release her breasts and cup her face instead, my thumbs stroking her cheeks.

"Poor baby," I murmur. "Are they hurting right now?"

She nods, biting her lip.

"Then let Daddy make it better."

I reach for the zipper at the back of her dress, sliding it down slowly. The fabric pools at her feet, leaving her in nothing but a lacy black thong that's already soaked through.

My cock hardens instantly.

"Fuck, Evie," I growl. "You're such a tease."

I guide her to my desk chair and sit down, pulling her onto my lap. She settles carefully, her belly pressing against me, her thighs straddling mine.

I cup her breasts again, this time gently, massaging them in slow circles. She moans, her head falling back.

"That's it, baby," I soothe. "Being touched like this feels good, doesn’t it? Especially when you’re sensitive from pregnancy.” She makes a small sound and I kiss her forehead. “Just focus on growing our baby. Your body is so sexy when it’s ripe and glowing with pregnancy."

I lean forward and take one nipple into my mouth, sucking gently. She cries out, her fingers tangling in my hair.

Her nipples are huge and swollen, darker than they used to be, and I circle her areola with my tongue, lavishing attention on every inch.

"You look so fucking beautiful when you're bred," I murmur against her skin. "Your belly is stretched and full. The way it was always meant to be.”

My hand slides down to her belly, rubbing slow circles over the tight, swollen curve. I can feel the baby moving under my palm, and it fills me with a possessive pride that's almost overwhelming.

"I filled you with cum and made you so huge that you can barely walk," I say, my voice rough. "Everyone who sees you knows you belong to me. Knows I've claimed you, bred you, made you mine."

She whimpers, grinding against me, and I can feel how wet she is through the thin fabric of her thong.

I switch to her other breast, sucking and licking until she's writhing in my lap, her breath coming in desperate gasps.

"Daddy," she moans. "Please. I need you."

I pull back, my eyes locking onto hers. "You need me to fuck you, baby? You need Daddy's cock inside your pregnant pussy?"

She nods frantically.

I lift her off my lap and guide her to the exam table. "Lie down. Legs open."

She obeys immediately, settling back against the crinkly paper, her thighs falling open.

"Is this okay?" she asks breathlessly, even as she spreads herself for me.

I smirk, hooking my fingers into her thong and dragging it down her legs. "It’s your punishment, little one, is that I'm going to fuck you and watch your pregnant belly and tits bounce with my hard thrusts. That will teach you not to be a slut and show your hard nipples to other men."

Her eyes light up. "I'm so glad you're my doctor, Daddy."

I laugh, low and rough, as I unbuckle my belt and free my cock. It's already rock hard, the head glistening with precum.

I step between her legs, gripping her thighs and pulling her to the edge of the table. Then I line myself up and push inside in one slow, deep thrust.

She cries out, her back arching off the table, her hands flying to her belly.

"Fuck," I groan. "You're so tight, baby. Even pregnant, you squeeze my cock like a vice."

I start to move, slow and deliberate, watching her belly shift with every thrust. Her breasts bounce heavily, her nipples hard and begging for my mouth.

"Look at you," I rasp, my hands gripping her hips. "You were born to be pregnant and carry my babies. Your body looks hotter when you’re bred."

I lean forward, one hand splaying over her belly, the other cupping her breast. I squeeze her nipple between my fingers, and she moans, her pussy clenching around me.

"This body belongs to me," I growl, my thrusts getting harder, faster. "Every inch of it. Your tits, your belly, your pussy. All mine."

"Yes, Daddy," she gasps. "All yours. Only yours."

I slam into her harder, the exam table creaking beneath us, the sound of our bodies colliding filling the room.

Her belly jiggles with every thrust, her breasts bouncing wildly. I can't take my eyes off her, can't get enough of the sight of her so thoroughly claimed, so completely mine.

"I'm going to come inside you," I pant. "Going to fill your pregnant pussy with my cum and remind you how good it feels to be taken bare."

"Yes," she moans. "Please, Daddy. I want it."

I feel my orgasm building, coiling tight at the base of my spine. I reach down and rub her clit in tight circles, and she screams, her pussy clamping down on my cock as she comes.

That's all it takes. I thrust deep one last time and empty myself inside her, my cock pulsing, my cum filling her already-swollen womb.

I’m breathless as I pump rope after rope of cum into her pussy, filling her to the brim. Pleasure hits me like a delayed reaction. Electricity crackles through my veins.

I feel like I’m on fire, every nerve-ending bathed in joy. Fucking my pregnant wife in my office is the riskiest, most forbidden, and exciting thing I’ve ever done. I feel exhilarated. And I know I’ll do it again. And again. Because watching Evie all flushed and satisfied, legs open and pussy filled with my seed, is a sight I’ll never get tired of.

Just knowing the people outside heard me claim my pregnant wife’s cunt satisfies the inner caveman in me. I’m her Daddy, her protector, her husband, and I want the whole world to know that.

Finally, I pull out slowly, watching as my cum drips from her well-fucked pussy. She breathes hard, stomach rising and falling.

"Beautiful," I murmur, leaning down to press a kiss to her bump. "Absolutely beautiful."

She smiles up at me, her eyes soft and full of love. "I love you, Logan."

"I love you too, baby," I say, helping her sit up. "Now let's get you cleaned up and do that ultrasound. I want to see our little one."


EPILOGUE


Evie

Five years later…

Mornings in our house are loud in the best possible way.

“Mommy, my shoe’s on the wrong foot,” Lucy announces from the middle of the kitchen, dramatically holding her leg in the air like she’s presenting evidence in court.

“It’s fine,” her twin brother Noah insists, already wearing his backpack and bouncing on his toes. “Shoes don’t have feelings.”

“They do,” Lucy says seriously. “And this one’s mad.”

Logan snorts as he pours coffee, the sound deep and warm and so familiar it settles something in my chest that’s been steady for five years now. He looks ridiculously good in a button-down with the sleeves rolled up, hair still damp from the shower, reading glasses perched low on his nose as he glances at the preschool schedule on the fridge.

Our youngest, Oliver, toddles across the floor clutching a stuffed dinosaur nearly as big as he is. He’s two and determined to keep up with his siblings, even if his legs don’t always cooperate.

“Daddy,” he says, arms up.

Logan sets the mug down immediately and scoops him up. “Morning, buddy.”

He presses a kiss to Ollie’s hair, then turns and pulls me in with his free arm, kissing me slow and familiar, like it’s just another part of the routine. Like breathing.

“I’ll walk them out,” he murmurs against my lips.

I watch from the doorway as he helps Lucy fix her shoe, hoists Noah into the car, and buckles them in with the same calm competence he brings to everything. The twins blow kisses as they drive off, and Ollie waves enthusiastically from Logan’s arms.

“Bye-bye school!” Ollie shouts, even though he’s not going.

Our nanny arrives ten minutes later, cheerful and efficient, and scoops Ollie up for a day of blocks and picture books. Logan grabs his keys, checks his watch, then pauses, looking at me in a way that still makes my stomach flip.

“You ready?” he asks.

“For what?”

He smiles. That slow, knowing smile. “I took the day off.”

I blink. “You did what?”

“I packed a bag. You packed one too,” he says calmly. “Trust me.”

An hour later, we’re standing in the doorway of our lake house.

The second we step inside, he drops the bags and kisses me like he’s been waiting all morning to do it properly. I laugh against his mouth, hands fisting in his shirt, feeling that same grounding warmth I felt the first time he held me.

The house is quiet. No toys. No noise. Just sunlight spilling across hardwood floors and the wide, open view of the lake beyond the windows.

We stand there for a moment, arms around each other, listening to the silence.

“This place still feels unreal,” I say softly.

Logan presses a kiss to my temple. “It’s ours.”

Logan bought the place for me as a gift when I got pregnant with Oliver. He said he wanted a place where we could get away from the kids and spend time as a couple. I love how he treasures and values our relationship as lovers, even as kids take up more and more time in our life. He makes it known that I’m a priority, that my needs as a woman and partner will never be forgotten and buried under the duties of family.

We walk out onto the deck, hand in hand, the lake stretching out in front of us, glassy and calm. He stands behind me, arms wrapping around my waist, chin resting on my shoulder.

“I’ve been thinking,” he says.

That tone. Calm. Intentional. The one that always means something important.

“Oh?”

He kisses my neck, slow and thoughtful. “I think it might be time to have another baby.”

My heart stutters, then swells.

I turn in his arms, searching his face. “You’re serious.”

“I’ve never been more serious about anything,” he says quietly. “I love our family. I love you. And I know you miss being pregnant.”

I laugh, tears pricking my eyes. “It’s your fault I am addicted to being pregnant in the first place. I love how heavy my belly feels, how I’m reminded of your seed inside me when I’m carrying a child.”

He brushes his thumb under my eye. “I love you when you’re swollen and bred. So can you blame me for wanting to see you knocked up again?”

I look out at the water, then back at the man who changed my life, who made me feel safe, cherished, and strong all at once.

“No,” I say, smiling. “I don’t.”

Three kids. That’s how many Logan has put inside me in five years of our marriage. And God save me, because my husband’s skills in bed are so amazing, I’m ready to have three more. I love going to his office when I’m pregnant, enjoying the thrill of being fucked by the doctor as he touches me in ways that are deliciously inappropriate.

“Is that why you packed us food and took the day off?” I inquire, raising an eyebrow. “Because you want to breed me?”

“Yes, and also because it has been a while since we had alone time,” he replies. “I love you, babygirl. I want to be your Daddy, but it’s not easy to be that when our kids are around us. Here, I can take care of you and you can be little and needy again.”

Logan's words send heat flooding through me, pooling low in my belly.

"I want that too," I whisper. "I want to be your little girl again."

His eyes darken, and I see the shift happen—the way his shoulders straighten, his jaw sets. He's not just my husband anymore. He's my Daddy.

"Then that's exactly what you'll be," he murmurs, his voice dropping to that low, commanding tone that makes my knees weak.

He cups my face, his thumb brushing over my bottom lip. "Starting right now."

I nod, already feeling myself slip into that headspace where everything else fades away and there's only him, only us.

He kisses me deeply, possessively, his hands sliding down to grip my waist. When he pulls back, his gaze drops to my chest.

"Are you leaking, baby?" he asks softly.

I glance down and flush hot with embarrassment. Two wet spots are spreading across the front of my dress, right over my nipples.

"I—I didn't realize," I stammer.

He smiles, that slow, satisfied smile that makes me feel like I've done something wonderful instead of something mortifying.

"Don't be embarrassed," he says, his fingers already working at the buttons of my dress. "I love that your body still makes milk for me."

"I stopped breastfeeding Ollie two months ago," I say breathlessly as he peels my dress away, letting it pool at my feet. "I didn't think I'd still be producing."

"Your body knows what I want," he says, his eyes fixed on my breasts. They're heavy and full, my nipples dark and leaking thin streams of milk. "It knows who you belong to."

He cups my breasts reverently, his thumbs brushing over my nipples. Milk beads at the tips, and he leans down and licks it away, groaning low in his throat.

"So sweet," he murmurs. "All for me, isn't it?"

"Yes, Daddy," I breathe. "All for you."

He takes my nipple into his mouth, sucking gently, and I cry out as milk flows into his mouth. He drinks deeply, his hand kneading my other breast, coaxing more milk to the surface.

"Fuck," he groans against my skin. "You taste so good, baby. So perfect."

I'm trembling, my thighs slick with arousal, my body aching for him. He switches to my other breast, lavishing the same attention on it, drinking me down like he's been starving for it.

When he finally pulls back, his lips are wet, his eyes blazing.

"I'm going to fuck you now," he says, his voice rough. "Right here. Against the wall. And I'm going to fill you up with my cum until it takes."

"Yes," I gasp. "Please, Daddy."

He spins me around and presses me against the wall, my breasts flattening against the cool surface. I hear the clink of his belt, the rustle of fabric, and then his hands are on my hips, pulling me back, angling me just right.

"You ready for Daddy's cock?" he growls, the head of him pressing against my entrance.

"Yes," I moan. "I'm always ready for you."

He slams into me in one hard thrust, and I scream, my hands scrabbling against the wall for purchase.

"Fuck," he groans. "You're so wet, baby. So fucking tight."

He starts to move, hard and fast, his hips snapping against my ass. Each thrust drives me higher up the wall, my breasts bouncing, milk dripping down my stomach.

"You want me to breed you again?" he rasps, his hand sliding around to press against my lower belly. "You want me to put another baby in this womb?"

"Yes," I cry. "Yes, Daddy, please."

"You love being pregnant, don't you?" he continues, his voice dark and possessive. "Love having your belly swollen with my child. Love walking around knowing everyone can see that I've claimed you, bred you."

"Yes," I sob. "I love it. I love carrying your babies."

He grips my hips tighter, fucking me harder, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing through the empty house.

"You're going to look so beautiful," he groans. "Round and full and *mine*. I'm going to fuck you every day, watch your belly grow, watch your tits get even bigger."

"Please," I beg, my body coiling tighter and tighter. "Please, Daddy, I need it."

"I'm not wearing a condom," he growls. "I'm going to fuck you bare. Going to pump you full of my cum. Going to breed you right here, right now."

"Do it," I gasp. "Breed me, Daddy. Make me pregnant again."

He slams into me one last time, burying himself to the hilt, and I feel him ejaculate inside me. Streams of semen gush into my unprotected pussy, hot and thick, filling me with his seed. Flooding my pussy with enough cum to keep me knocked up for months.

I come with a scream, my pussy clenching around him, milking every last drop. I drift off to a peaceful, silent place. My body is hot and alive, but my mind feels empty. I love the way his cum fills my pussy, making me feel like I’m holding something precious inside me.

Finally, he pulls out slowly, and I feel his cum dripping down my thighs.

He turns me around and kisses me, slow and deep and full of love.

"I love you," he murmurs against my lips. "And I can't wait to see you pregnant again."

I smile up at him, my heart so full it feels like it might burst.

"I love you too, Logan," I whisper. "And I can't wait either."

He scoops me up in his arms, carrying me to the bedroom, and I know this is just the beginning of a weekend I'll never forget.

A weekend where I'll be his little girl, his submissive, his wife.

And maybe, just maybe, by the time we leave this lake house, I'll be carrying his fourth child.
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