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ONE


Gunnar

I'm standing in the frozen foods aisle at 11:17 PM on a Thursday, holding a basket with organic yogurt pouches and the specific brand of apple slices Thomas will actually eat, when I hear it.

A baby crying.

The sound cuts through the sterile hum of refrigeration units and late-night muzak. It’s sharp and insistent. The kind of cry that makes every parent in earshot tense reflexively.

I glance up, already preparing to move to another aisle. It's been a sixteen-hour day. Conference calls with Tokyo. A contract negotiation that should have taken an hour but stretched to four. I'm still wearing the Tom Ford suit I put on this morning, though I've loosened the tie and undone the top button. The Patek Philippe on my wrist reads well past Thomas's bedtime, past mine, past any reasonable hour for grocery shopping.

But he asked for his "purple yogurts" tonight at dinner, and I'd forgotten to tell Maria to pick them up. The disappointment in his face—four years old and already learning to mask it—made me grab my keys.

I wanted to be the kind of father who showed up. Even for yogurt. Especially for yogurt.

The crying gets louder.

A woman near the bread display glances over, her expression pinched. An older man in a security uniform shifts his weight, uncomfortable. That particular tension fills the space. The collective discomfort of strangers confronted with something messy and human in a place designed to be antiseptic.

I look over, irritated at first.

Then I see her.

She's young. Early twenties at most, though something about her makes me think even younger. Nineteen, maybe. She has not quite finished growing into herself, still carrying the softness of adolescence in her face even as her body tells a different story.

And what a body.

She's curved in a way that makes my jaw tighten involuntarily. Full hips in worn jeans. A simple tank top that clings to breasts that are massive. Heavy and round, straining against thin fabric. The kind of tits that make men stupid.

I'm not usually stupid.

But I'm looking.

She's holding an infant against her shoulder, bouncing slightly, murmuring something too quiet to hear. No ring on her finger. No partner hovering nearby with a diaper bag or words of support. Just her, alone, trying to soothe a baby who isn't having it.

The crying intensifies.

She tries a pacifier. The baby spits it out.

She adjusts her hold, rocks more firmly. Nothing.

Then, without preamble or apology, she does something that makes every drop of blood in my body redirect south.

She pulls her shirt down.

Just pulls it down, tugs the cup of her bra aside, and bares her breast right there under the fluorescent lights of aisle seven.

Jesus fucking Christ.

Her boob is enormous. Pale and heavy, blue-veined and swollen with milk. Her areola is wide and dark, the nipple thick and pronounced. As she shifts the baby into position, I see it—a bead of white forming at the tip. Milk. She's lactating, actively, a thin stream already beginning to leak.

My cock goes hard so fast it's almost painful. My swollen head grazes the fabric of my boxers, sending a wave of helpless heat through me.

She doesn't notice. Doesn't notice me, doesn't notice the woman two carts over who's staring with obvious disapproval, doesn't notice anything except her daughter. She latches the baby with the kind of ease that speaks to practice, to routine, to doing this exact thing a hundred times before.

The infant's cries cut off immediately, replaced by wet, rhythmic suckling.

The young mother, lets out a small breath. Relief. Her shoulders drop half an inch. She strokes the baby's head with her thumb, such a tender gesture it makes my chest feel strange.

She doesn't apologize.

She doesn't cover up more than necessary or glance around to gauge reactions. She doesn't perform confidence or defiance. She simply... doesn't care.

Her whole world has narrowed to the infant in her arms.

Someone behind me mutters something. A judgment, probably. She doesn't react. Doesn't even blink. One hand supports her daughter's head, the other rubs gentle circles on the tiny back. Her expression is soft, distant. Peaceful in a way that seems rare for her.

I should move. Should grab my yogurt and get the hell out of here before I do something monumentally inappropriate, like continue staring at a stranger's exposed breast like some kind of pervert.

I don't move.

Because it's not just arousal, though God knows there's plenty of that. My suit pants are suddenly uncomfortably tight, my pulse thick and insistent. It's been, what, two years? More? since I've been genuinely attracted to anyone. Since the divorce, since Vanessa walked out on both of us for a personal trainer with better abs and fewer "complications," I've had offers. Plenty of them.

Models. Executives. A Pilates instructor who'd left her number with my doorman.

I deleted them all.

None of them had looked at anything the way this girl looks at her baby. Like it's the only thing in the universe worth protecting.

Nurturing. That's the word that surfaces. Not sexy, not seductive. Though she's both, unintentionally. She’s nurturing, stable, present, ready to sacrifice her own comfort and endure people’s judgment to do what’s good for her child. She is a strong woman.

Everything Vanessa wasn't.

Everything I'd wanted in a wife and thought I'd found, until our son turned one and she started complaining about stretch marks that didn't exist and missing parties I'd never asked her to skip. Until she sat across from me at breakfast one morning and said, ‘I'm not maternal, Gunnar. I don't know why you thought I would be.’

I wanted a family. A real one. The kind with scraped knees and bedtime stories and someone who gave a damn about more than which yacht week we'd be attending.

I'd wanted a woman who would choose our child over her image.

I got a woman who chose her image over everything, including herself.

The girl shifts her weight, adjusting the baby's position. Her other breast is still covered, but I can see the shape of it, just as full, just as ripe. Probably just as ready to leak.

My mouth goes dry.

She's so young. Too young, probably. And clearly struggling. I can see it in the careful way she's shopping, the generic brands in her cart, the reusable bags folded neatly in the corner like she counts every penny.

Single mother. Teenage mother, maybe.

I should feel sympathy. Concern. What I feel is want. Raw and immediate and completely fucking inappropriate.

I want to know her name. Want to know if she has help, has family, has anyone making sure she eats while she's busy feeding someone else. Want to know what she'd look like in my bed, those huge tits leaking milk onto my sheets while I fuck her pussy and fill her with my seed.

Stop.

I force myself to look away, to focus on the freezer case in front of me like it holds the secrets of the goddamn universe.

But I can still hear her. The soft shushing sounds she makes. The wet suckling of the baby.

When I glance back, she's gazing down at her daughter with an expression so tender it makes something in my chest crack open.

No one's looking at her like that. No one's taking care of her.

The thought surfaces unbidden: I could.

It's insane. I don't know her. Don't know anything about her except that she's young and alone and has a body that's making me reconsider every vow I made to keep things simple.

But I'm good at systems. Good at identifying what I want and constructing the circumstances to make it possible.

And I want her attention on me the way it's on that baby.

I want to be the one she trusts. The one she turns to. The one she doesn't have to perform for because I'll make sure she never has to worry about being discarded again.

The baby makes a small sound, satisfied. The girl strokes her cheek.

I pick up Thomas's yogurt.

And I start planning.
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She's inside my house.

Standing in my foyer with a diaper bag over one shoulder and uncertainty written across her face, looking simultaneously grateful and terrified in a way that makes my chest tighten.

Sia. Her name is Sia.

She's wearing a white crop top that's at least one size too small, the fabric straining across breasts that are somehow even more obscene in the daylight filtering through my floor-to-ceiling windows. They're massive, practically bursting out of the neckline, the underside of both tits visible where the hem rides up. The stretchy material clings to every curve, and I can see the outline of her nipples—thick and pronounced even through what must be a nursing bra.

They have to be full. Aching, probably. It's been at least three hours since I arranged for her interview slot.

The crop top ends several inches above her waistband, revealing a soft stomach that still carries the gentle roundness of recent pregnancy. Pale skin, a hint of stretch marks that she hasn't bothered to hide. She's wearing high-waisted jeans that hug hips wide enough to make my palms itch.

She looks young. Vulnerable. Perfectly fuckable.

And she has no idea that I've orchestrated every moment that led her here.

After the supermarket—after I sat in my car in the parking lot with my hand around my cock, jerking myself off to the memory of her milk-heavy tits and that look of serene focus—I made calls.

It took Marcus less than six hours to give me everything. Sia Renee Thompson. Nineteen years old. High school graduate. Single mother to a eight-month-old daughter named Harper. Signed up with three different childcare agencies looking for flexible work. No permanent address listed, just a month-to-month rental in a building I wouldn't house my vehicles in.

The father: some college freshman who'd already blocked her number.

She was alone. Completely alone.

Perfect.

I had my lawyer contact the agency she'd rated highest. Told them I needed someone immediately, someone nurturing, someone comfortable with infants. Specified the pay range—high enough to be irresistible, not so high it seemed suspicious.

When they suggested Sia, I pretended to consider it.

Forty-eight hours later, she's here.

"Mr. Hove?" Her voice is soft, hesitant. She pronounces it correctly—Ho-veh—which means she looked it up. Prepared. "I'm Sia. From the agency?"

"Gunnar," I correct, extending my hand. "Please."

Her palm is small in mine, slightly damp. Nervous. She meets my eyes for barely a second before looking away, and I catch the faint blush creeping up her neck.

She recognizes me.

Not from business, obviously. A nineteen-year-old single mother isn't reading Forbes. The supermarket, maybe. Some half-formed memory of a man in a suit watching her nurse.

Good.

"The agency said..." She swallows. "They said you're actually a billionaire? Like, actually?"

I could deflect. Most people do, out of some misplaced sense of modesty.

"Yes," I say simply. "I am."

Her eyes widen. "Oh. Wow. Um. No wonder the pay was so—I mean, thank you. It's really... it'll really help. With Harper. My daughter."

"The agency mentioned you're a young mother yourself."

The blush deepens. She nods quickly, defensively. "I'll need pumping breaks. But I'll make sure Thomas is supervised, I promise. I won't just leave him, I'll set him up with activities."

"That's fine." I keep my voice even, professional, even as the word ‘pumping’ sends a bolt of heat straight to my groin. "I often work late. Sometimes past eight or nine. I'll pay time-and-a-half for any hours beyond six."

She blinks. "That's... you don't have to. I’ll be happy to stay longer if you can’t make it back on time."

"I can’t take advantage of you like that. Your time is valuable."

She looks at me like I've said something revolutionary. Like the concept of her time having value is foreign. How many people have treated her like she's disposable?

"Thank you," she says quietly. "For hiring me even though I don't have, like, official experience. I've babysat, but nothing through an agency before, and⁠—"

"You have a four-month-old." I tilt my head toward the diaper bag. "I'm assuming you've kept her alive. That's more relevant experience than most credentials."

A small smile. The first real one. It transforms her face, makes her look even younger.

Nineteen. Christ.

"Thomas is four," I continue. "He's shy. Takes time to warm up to new people. His mother left when he was two, so he's... cautious."

Something flickers in her expression. It’s that soft maternal look she gave her baby at the supermarket aisle. Seeing her look at my son the same way makes my stomach clench. She’s so fucking nurturing, this woman. Does she treat all kids like they’re hers?

"I understand," she says softly.

The sound of small feet on hardwood interrupts us. Thomas appears at the top of the stairs, clutching his stuffed elephant, watching us with dark, serious eyes.

"Thomas," I call gently. "Come say hello."

He descends slowly, each step deliberate. When he reaches the bottom, he presses against my leg, silent.

Sia doesn't do what most people do. She doesn't crouch down with exaggerated enthusiasm or talk in that high-pitched voice adults use when they're trying too hard. She just smiles at him, easy and warm, and stays where she is.

"Hi, Thomas," she says. "I'm Sia. I like your elephant. Does he have a name?"

Thomas looks up at me. I nod.

"Gus," he whispers.

"Gus is a great name." Sia shifts her weight, and I see her wince slightly. Her tits are definitely too full, probably painful. But she doesn't break focus. "I have a baby at home named Harper. She's not big enough to play yet, but when she is, maybe Gus could meet her. If that's okay with you."

Thomas considers this. "Is she nice?"

"She cries a lot," Sia admits. "But yeah. She's nice."

"Okay."

It's the most he's said to a stranger in months.

Sia glances at me, uncertain if she's done well. I give her a small nod, and her shoulders relax.

"Why don't you show Sia your toys?" I suggest to Thomas. "I need to leave for work, but she's going to stay with you today."

"All day?" He sounds worried.

"I'll be here," Sia says gently. "And if you want, we can build something. Or read. Or you can show me what you like to do. Whatever you want."

Thomas looks at her for a long moment. Then, decisively, he takes her hand.

She lets him lead her toward the playroom, glancing back once with an expression of pure relief and gratitude.

"Thank you," she mouths.

I watch them disappear down the hall. Her wide hips sway. They’re wide and sexy, like a woman’s ought to be. A strip of soft stomach is visible with every step. My cock tightens, heat pouring into my system. I adjust myself discreetly.

Then I head to the car.
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Work is a blur of meetings I don't care about and emails I answer on autopilot. My mind is elsewhere.

Specifically, on the camera feeds I had IT install in every common area of the house last month. Standard security, fully disclosed to any staff. Nothing illegal. Just... thorough.

I pull up the app on my desktop, ostensibly to check on Thomas. The playroom camera shows him building a block tower while Sia sits cross-legged beside him, watching, offering suggestions.

She's good with him. When he asks questions, she’s patient. She doesn't hover, doesn't force interaction. Just... exists beside him in a way that feels safe. Like she’s watching him while letting him be himself.

At 11:15, she stands, says something to Thomas, and heads toward the kitchen.

I switch camera feeds.

She sets a timer on her phone. She looks nervous as she glances around my kitchen, the kind of space that probably makes her feel out of place, and bites her lip.

Then she reaches for the hem of her crop top.

My hand is on my belt before I consciously decide to move.

She peels the fabric up and over her head in one smooth motion. Her tits, which are inflated like two huge balloons, spill out like they've been waiting to escape all morning.

They're huge. Swollen and heavy, the skin stretched tight and flushed pink. Her areolas are wide and dark, her nipples thick and visibly engorged. As she unclasps her nursing bra, I see what I'd suspected: she's leaking.

Thin streams of white run down the underside of both breasts, and she makes a small sound as she cups them. She lifts them slightly, massaging her boob flesh.

They must hurt. Must ache from being full, from being compressed in that too-small top all morning.

I unzip my pants. Pull my cock out. I'm already rock-hard, precum slicking the head.

She reaches for the breast pump on the counter and assembles it with practiced efficiency. Then she positions the flanges over her nipples, dark and swollen and wet.

Finally, she turns it on.

The suction makes her gasp.

I watch her milk let down. Watch it spray against the plastic in thick, white streams, watch her tits soften slightly as the pressure releases. She closes her eyes, tips her head back, and I can see the tension draining from her shoulders.

She looks relieved. Her body is beautiful and ripe, her tits shaking and bouncing with the vibration from the breast pump. She looks vulnerable. Exposed in my kitchen, half-naked, feeding a machine because her body produces more than her baby needs.

I stroke myself slowly. Base to tip. Tight grip, the way I like it.

Her nipples are being pulled, elongated by the suction, milk flowing steadily now. The bottles are filling. Her breasts are still enormous even as they empty, still heavy, still perfect.

I imagine walking in. Turning off the pump. Putting my mouth where the plastic is, tasting her, feeling her let down on my tongue. Her milk would be warm and sweet, and her nipples ripe and firm as I bite into them and make her cry.

My pace quickens.

She shifts her weight, adjusts the flanges, and more milk sprays out. Her lips part. She's not aroused but there's something intimate in the way she touches herself, checks the flow, ensures everything's working.

Like she's done this a hundred times. A thousand.

I stroke faster, grip tighter. My balls draw up. I'm close, absurdly close from just watching her stand there half-naked in my kitchen, milk pouring from her tits into bottles she'll probably take home to feed a baby she's raising alone.

On screen, she exhales. Smiles slightly. The bottles are nearly full. She makes a lot of breastmilk. I smile, thinking how it’s enough to feed both her baby and me.

I come hard, spilling over my fist, biting down on the sound trying to escape my throat. Pulse after pulse, my cock jerking in my hand as I watch her breasts finally soften, finally empty.

Fuck.

I grab tissues from my desk drawer. Clean up. Zip my pants.

On screen, Sia is reassembling her bra, pulling her crop top back on. She stores the milk in the fridge I told her she could use, washes the pump parts.

Then she heads back to the playroom. Back to Thomas.

I close the app.

Straighten my tie.

And start planning how long I can reasonably make her stay late tonight.


TWO


Sia

My breasts are killing me.

I shift on Gunnar's obscenely comfortable leather couch, trying to find a position that doesn't make my nipples drag against my crop top. It doesn't work. Every movement sends sharp tingles through the swollen tissue, reminding me that it's been almost four hours since I pumped.

Four hours too long.

Thomas has been asleep for the last two, tucked into his bed with Gus the elephant and a nightlight that projects stars across his ceiling. He'd asked me to stay until he fell asleep, his small hand gripping mine, and I'd sat there in the dark stroking his hair until his breathing evened out.

Sweet kid. So careful with his trust, but once he gave it, he gave it completely.

Kind of like me, I guess.

Now I'm waiting for Gunnar to come home. It's almost nine PM, and I’m trying not to think about how my tits feel like overfilled water balloons ready to burst.

I took my bra off an hour ago. I had to. The pressure was making me want to cry, the underwire digging into swollen flesh that needed relief. But now my nipples are visible through the thin white fabric, thick and hard and obvious, and I have no idea what he's going to think when he sees me.

Probably that I'm unprofessional. Probably that he made a mistake hiring some teenage mom who can't even keep her tits under control.

The thought makes my stomach sink.

I need this job. Need it so badly I can taste it. The pay is more than I'd make in a month at three other positions combined, and Gunnar doesn't look at me like I'm damaged goods or a cautionary tale. He looks at me like I'm... capable. Like hiring me was a decision, not charity.

I can't lose this.

The sound of the front door opening makes me jolt upright. My breasts bounce with the movement and I bite back a whimper as pain lances through them.

Then Gunnar walks in, and every coherent thought evaporates.

Oh my God.

He's shed his jacket, has it slung over one arm, and his white dress shirt is unbuttoned at the collar—not just one button, but three, revealing a V of tanned skin and dark hair that makes my mouth go dry. The sleeves are rolled up to his forearms, showing corded muscle and veins that speak to strength, to control.

The shirt clings to his torso, tailored so perfectly it might as well be painted on. Broad shoulders. Narrow waist. The kind of body that makes you forget he sits behind a desk all day.

My pussy clenches involuntarily.

I feel it—the sudden, shocking pulse of heat between my legs, the way my inner walls contract around nothing. It's been so long since I've felt anything like desire that the sensation almost frightens me.

He's beautiful. Masculine and commanding and so far out of my league it's laughable.

And he's smiling at me.

"Sia." His voice is low, warm. "Thomas go down okay?"

I nod, trying to find words. "Yeah. He—he wanted me to stay until he fell asleep. I hope that's okay."

"More than okay." He sets his jacket on a chair, moves toward me, and I track every step. "That's exactly what he needs. Thank you."

The sincerity in his tone makes my chest feel tight.

My stomach chooses that moment to growl. Loudly.

I freeze, mortified, as the sound echoes through his pristine living room. Heat floods my face.

Gunnar's smile widens. "When did you last eat?"

"I—" I swallow. "Lunch. I brought a sandwich."

"It's nine PM."

"I know, I just—Thomas needed⁠—"

"You can't take care of him if you don't take care of yourself." He says it gently, without judgment, and somehow that makes it worse. Makes the unexpected sting of tears prick at my eyes.

No one's said anything like that to me in... I don't even know how long.

I blink rapidly, willing myself not to cry in front of my boss on my first day.

Gunnar's gaze drops. I watch his eyes track down from my face to my chest, and I realize with horror that my nipples are prominently visible through my top. Hard and swollen and unmistakably outline, still leaking slightly because my body doesn't care about my embarrassment.

I should cover myself. Cross my arms, make an excuse, something.

But I don't.

Because the way he's looking at me—intense, focused, hungry—sends heat spiraling through my veins like whiskey. He's not disgusted. Not judgmental.

He looks at me like I'm desirable.

Like my body, this soft, milk-heavy, stretched-out body that my ex called "ruined", is something worth wanting.

The heat between my legs intensifies. My nipples tighten further, and I feel the telltale tingle that means I'm about to leak more if I'm not careful.

Fuck.

Gunnar's jaw tightens. He drags his gaze back up to my face with visible effort. "Stay for dinner."

"I—what?"

"Dinner. You're hungry. Maria made enough food to feed ten people." He moves toward the kitchen without waiting for my answer, and I'm left staring after him. "You can brief me on Thomas's day while we eat."

"Mr. Hove⁠—"

"Gunnar," he corrects, glancing back. "And it's not a request, Sia. You worked through dinner. The least I can do is feed you."

I should say no. Should grab my stuff and leave before my breasts betray me completely, before I leak through my shirt in front of him, before I do something monumentally stupid like let him see how affected I am.

But my stomach growls again, and I know it'll take me forty minutes to get home on the bus, another twenty to make something edible for myself, and by then I'll be so exhausted I'll probably just collapse.

And the thought of eating real food I didn't have to budget for or prepare myself is so tempting I almost want to cry again.

"Okay," I whisper. "Thank you."

His smile is devastating. "Good."

I follow him into the kitchen on unsteady legs, every step making my breasts sway, making the fabric drag across nipples so sensitive I'm not sure if it's pain or pleasure anymore.

Gunnar pulls gleaming Tupperware containers from the fridge and transfers food to serving dishes. The smell hits me as he heats everything up.

Rosemary. Garlic. Something rich and savory that makes my mouth water instantly.

He sets the dishes on the massive dining table. Roasted chicken with crispy skin. Garlic mashed potatoes that look like clouds. Glazed carrots. A salad with ingredients I don't even recognize.

Food fit for a billionaire.

Food I've never eaten in my life.

He passes me a plate that is actual china, delicate and expensive, and gestures for me to take whatever I want.

I stare at it. At him. At the casual abundance of everything in this house.

"Sia." His voice is gentle. "Eat."

I do.

I pile my plate with more than I probably should, but I can't help it. It all looks so good, smells so good, and when I take the first bite of chicken my eyes actually roll back.

"Oh my God," I moan before I can stop myself.

When I look up, Gunnar is watching me with an expression I can't quite read. Dark. Intent.

He clears his throat. Serves himself. Sits across from me at the table that could easily seat twelve.

"Tell me about today," he says. "How was Thomas?"

I swallow my bite, force myself to focus. "He's amazing. Really sweet. We built block towers for a while, then read some books. He really liked the one about the train. After lunch we did a puzzle. He's really good at puzzles for his age."

Gunnar nods, listening with complete attention. Like every word I'm saying matters.

It's intoxicating.

"He asked about you around three," I continue. "Wanted to know when you'd be home. I told him you had important work, and he said—" I smile at the memory. "He said you always have important work, but you always come home."

Something flickers across Gunnar's face. "I do."

"He feels safe with you. That's... that's really good. A lot of kids don't."

"You say that like you know."

I look down at my plate. "My dad wasn't around much. Even when he was, he wasn't really there, you know? Thomas is lucky."

Gunnar is quiet for a moment. Then: "So are you. For being so young and managing everything alone."

My throat tightens. "I'm not managing. I'm barely surviving."

"You're here. Your daughter is fed and healthy. You're working. That's more than surviving, Sia."

I don't know what to say to that. Don't know how to process a compliment that actually sees me instead of pitying me.

So I ask, "What about your day? How was work?"

He blinks, surprised. "You want to know about my work?"

"Why wouldn't I?"

"Most people find corporate finance boring."

"Most people don't get to hear about it from someone who's actually good at it," I counter, and his expression shifts into something warm. Pleased.

He tells me. Not in detail. He probably assumes I wouldn't understand, and he's mostly right. But he talks enough that I can picture his day. Meetings. Negotiations. Decisions that move millions of dollars.

He makes it sound interesting. Makes me feel like he enjoys talking to me.

I'm so caught up in listening, in the low timbre of his voice, the way his hands move when he talks, the little smile he gets when he mentions something Thomas did last week that I don't notice the warmth spreading across my chest.

Not until Gunnar stops mid-sentence.

His jaw literally drops.

"Sia." He's staring at my breasts, his voice rough. "Your shirt."

I look down.

Two massive wet spots have bloomed across the white fabric, dark and spreading, milk soaking through and dripping onto my lap.

Oh God.

"I—" My hands fly up to cover myself, humiliation burning through me. "I'm so sorry, I didn't—I should have⁠—"

"Don't apologize." His voice is strangled. "Do you need—do you need help with that?"

"I have a breast pump in my bag. I just—I didn't think—" I'm standing now, backing away from the table, from him, from the evidence of my body's betrayal. "I'm sorry, I'll just⁠—"

"Sia." He stands too, and the way he says my name—low and commanding—makes me freeze. "Don't worry about anything. Tell me what you need. I'm here for you. I can. help you. Can you lean back a little?" Let me see."

I nod, unable to meet his eyes. He wants to see my milk-soaked nipples and leaking tits? He's the first one who hasn't instantly turned his head away, who hasn't made a disgusted face after seeing the wet spots on my chest.

I see the way he's gripping the edge of the table.

Like he's holding himself back from something.

I'm frozen, standing in Gunnar's dining room with my shirt soaked through, milk dripping onto his expensive hardwood floors, and he's looking at me like⁠—

Like he wants to devour me.

"I can help you," he says again, his voice dropping an octave. "If you'll let me."

My breath catches. "I don't—what do you mean?"

He moves toward me. Slow. Deliberate. Each step measured, giving me time to run, to refuse, to tell him to stop.

I don't.

I can't.

When he's close enough that I can smell his cologne—something dark and expensive—he reaches out. His fingers hover over my breast, asking permission without words.

I should say no. Should grab my pump and lock myself in the bathroom and pretend this isn't happening.

Instead, I nod.

The moment his thumb brushes my nipple through the wet fabric, I gasp. The touch sends electricity straight to my core, makes my pussy clench so hard I nearly double over.

More milk leaks out, streaming down my breast, soaking his hand.

"Fuck," he breathes. "You're so full it hurts, doesn't it?"

"Yes." The word comes out as a whimper.

"The pump won't help now. You're already letting down." His other hand comes up to cup my other breast, testing the weight. "You need relief."

"I—I know, but⁠—"

"Do you trust me, Sia?"

I look up at him. At this man who's given me a job, fed me dinner, listened to me talk about his son like what I have to say matters. This man who's looking at my milk-soaked body like it's the most erotic thing he's ever seen.

"Yes," I whisper.

His pupils dilate. "May I touch you properly? May I help you?"

My breath hitches. My pussy is already tight with longing, already slick and aching. I've never wanted anything more in my life.

I nod.

He reaches for the hem of my crop top with both hands. "This fucking top," he growls as he peels it up and over my head. "Been driving me insane since you walked in here. Can barely keep your tits from spilling out of it."

The fabric pulls away and my breasts bounce free—enormous, swollen, milk already dripping from both nipples.

Gunnar makes a sound low in his throat.

"Jesus Christ." His hands come up to cup them, lift them, and I moan at the pressure. "Look at these. So fucking gorgeous. Heavy and ripe. Stained with fresh breastmilk."

"They're too big," I manage. "They're⁠—"

"They're incredible." He squeezes gently and more milk sprays out. His jaw clenches. "I wonder if your milk tastes as sweet as it looks, running down these massive tits."

I jerk at his words, moisture flooding my pussy, soaking through my panties. My back arches involuntarily, pushing my breasts further into his hands.

"You can taste if you want," I hear myself say.

The words hang between us. I expect him to laugh, to pull back, to tell me this has gone too far. I expect him to be disgusted by the idea of tasting a woman's breastmilk. That's the reaction other guys have given me, like even the mere suggestion was offensive.

But not Gunnar. He circles one swollen bud with his finger.

The calloused texture makes me shiver, makes my pussy clench. He's watching my face as he traces the areola, as he brushes over the tip and makes me gasp.

Then he lowers his mouth and latches on.

Heat explodes in my core.

"Oh God." My hands fly to his hair, gripping, holding him against me as he sucks.

He's not tentative. Not gentle. He sucks hard, his tongue flicking against my nipple, and I feel my milk let down in a rush. He groans against my breast as it fills his mouth, as he swallows and sucks again, drinking from me like he's been dying of thirst.

His hand squeezes my breast, massaging, coaxing more milk out. I watch through half-lidded eyes as he drinks, as my milk leaks from the corners of his mouth, as he laps it up and goes back for more.

"Gunnar—fuck—that feels⁠—"

He bites down gently and I nearly scream. The pleasure is overwhelming, radiating from my nipple straight to my clit. I grind against him without meaning to, feeling the hard ridge of his cock through his pants.

He's hard. Rock hard. From drinking my milk.

The realization makes me desperate.

"Please," I whimper, rubbing myself against his erection. "Please, I need⁠—"

His free hand slides down my stomach, under the waistband of my jeans, into my panties. When his fingers find how wet I am. Soaked, dripping, a complete mess. He pulls back from my breast just enough to speak.

"Fuck, Sia." His voice is wrecked. "You're drenched. My pretty milky babysitter is soaking wet from having her tits sucked, isn't she?"

"Yes. I love it. I didn't think any man would do it to me."

"Then they were losers. Your titty milk is the most delicious thing in the world and your body looks erotic producing it. I love watching you leak, your body doing what nature created it for."

He finds my clit and I detonate. Just like that, from one touch, I come so hard my knees buckle.

Gunnar catches me, lifts me, sets me on the edge of the dining table. He's moving fast now, yanking my jeans and panties down my legs, baring me completely while he switches to my other breast.

The neglected one, still painfully full.

He latches on and I cry out, my hands scrabbling for purchase on the table as he drinks. His fingers work my clit in tight circles while he empties my breast, gulping down milk like it's the best thing he's ever tasted.

I hear his belt buckle. The sound of a zipper.

Then his cock is out.

I look down and my brain short-circuits.

He's huge. Thick and long and flushed dark, the head already glistening with pre-cum. My pussy clenches at the sight, at the realization that he's going to put that inside me.

"Gunnar—" I'm panting. "I'm not—I don't have⁠—"

"I know." He positions himself at my entrance, the broad head pushing against my pussy. "Tell me to stop."

I should. I'm not on birth control. Haven't been since before Harper because it was one more expense I couldn't afford.

But I don't care.

I hook my legs around his waist and pull him closer.

He thrusts in.

The stretch is immediate and intense and perfect. I'm so wet he slides in despite his size, filling me completely, and when he bites down on my nipple at the same time, I scream.

"That's it," he growls against my breast. "Take my cock while I drain these beautiful tits."

He starts to move. Deep, powerful thrusts that make the table shake, make my breasts bounce, make milk spray everywhere.

He's drinking from me, fucking me, holding my hips so hard I know I'll bruise.

I've never felt anything like this. The dual sensation of being milked and fucked, of giving and receiving pleasure simultaneously, of being desired for the first time since my body changed.

"You feel so fucking good," Gunnar pants, releasing my nipple to watch where we're joined. "Tight little pussy squeezing my dick. You were made for this, weren't you? Made to be filled by a fat cock."

"Yes, harder. Please."

He slams into me. Again. Again. His cock hits something deep inside that makes stars burst behind my eyelids.

I'm close. So close.

He switches breasts, sucking hard, and that's all it takes.

I come with a broken sob, my pussy clamping down on him, milk spraying into his mouth as my whole body convulses.

"Fuck—Sia—" His rhythm breaks. He buries himself as deep as possible and I feel it—the first hot pulse of cum flooding me.

He doesn't pull out.

He keeps coming, filling me, and the sensation triggers another orgasm. I'm shaking, crying, completely overwhelmed as he empties himself inside me, as my milk empties into his mouth, as everything becomes heat and pressure and perfect, devastating release.

When we finally still, I'm boneless. Trembling. His softening cock is still inside me, his mouth still gentle on my breast, lapping up the last drops of milk.

Cum is leaking out around his cock. I can feel it, warm and wet, dripping onto the table.

I should panic. Should think about consequences.

But all I can think is that I've never felt so good. So wanted.

So alive.

Gunnar finally releases my breast. Lifts his head. Looks at me with dark, satisfied eyes.

"You're not just my babysitter anymore," he says quietly.

And I realize—with a mix of terror and exhilaration—that he's right.

Everything just changed.


THREE


Gunnar

I can't forget about how perfect her pussy felt around my cock last night.

The board meeting drones on around me and all I can think about is the way Sia clenched around me when she came. How her milk tasted on my tongue. How she looked spread out on my dining table, flushed and desperate and utterly mine.

I haven't been able to concentrate all morning.

"Mr. Hove?" Someone's asking me a question. I have no idea what it was.

I check my watch. 11:30 AM. Thomas will be down for his nap soon.

Which means Sia will be alone.

"Excuse me," I say, standing abruptly. "I need to take this. Continue without me."

I don't wait for a response. Just stride out of the conference room and into my office, locking the door behind me.

This morning plays on a loop in my head. Opening the door to find her there again, looking uncertain and beautiful in the early light. The way I'd pulled her inside, kissed her hard, squeezed her breast through her shirt just to feel her gasp into my mouth.

"I'll call you later," I'd promised against her lips.

Then Thomas had appeared, and I'd forced myself to leave. To go to work like I hadn't spent the night with my cock buried in my son's nineteen-year-old babysitter.

My phone sits on my desk. The app is already open.

I pull up the kitchen camera first. She's not there yet. So I switch to the playroom feed.

There she is.

Sia is sitting on the floor with Thomas, building what looks like a elaborate train track. She's wearing a mini-skirt today. It's denim, frayed at the hem, so short it barely covers the tops of her thighs. Every time she leans forward to connect a piece of track, the skirt rides up.

I catch a glimpse of her ass. Round and plump, the kind of ass made for gripping, for spreading, for marking with my handprints. She's wearing a thong. Just a thin strip of fabric between those soft cheeks, leaving everything else bare.

My cock hardens instantly. Slow arousal pumps through my veins, making me feel like I've been drugged.

I watch her move. Watch her laugh at something Thomas says, watch her tuck her hair behind her ear. Watch that fucking skirt inch higher every time she shifts position.

She's doing this on purpose. Has to be. Dressing like that in my house, bending over, showing me what's mine.

Thomas yawns on screen. Sia checks her watch, says something. He nods, takes her hand, lets her lead him toward his bedroom.

Naptime.

I switch cameras. Follow them through the house. Watch as she tucks him in, smooths his hair, waits by his door until his breathing evens out.

Then she heads to the kitchen.

My pulse kicks up.

She glances at the clock on the microwave. Sets a timer on her phone. Then reaches for the hem of her shirt. It's a tight white t-shirt that clings to her tits. Sia pulls it over her head.

Jesus Christ.

Her breasts spill out, already swollen, already leaking. She unclasps her bra with practiced efficiency and they bounce free, heavy and full and perfect.

My cock is rock-hard now, straining against my pants. I unzip, pull it out, wrap my hand around the base.

On screen, Sia positions the breast pump flanges over her nipples. Dark and thick and visibly engorged. When she turns on the machine, I can almost hear the whir of the motor, the soft gasping sound she makes as suction pulls at her sensitive flesh.

Her milk lets down immediately. Thick white streams spraying into the plastic, filling the bottles.

She's biting her lip. Shifting her weight. Her free hand drifts down to her thigh, fingers playing with the hem of her skirt.

She's turned on.

Getting milked by a machine makes her wet.

The realization sends heat straight through me. I stroke myself slowly, watching her tits soften as they empty, watching her squirm.

Then I grab my phone.

She answers on the second ring, slightly breathless. "Hello?"

"Don't turn around," I say quietly. "Don't look at the cameras. Just keep pumping."

Silence. Then a sharp intake of breath. "Gunnar?"

"I can see you, pretty girl. Can see those gorgeous tits getting drained. Can see how you're squirming." I tighten my grip on my cock. "Are you wet?"

"I—" Her voice is shaky. "How can you see me?"

"I have cameras around the house. For security. And I can see you every time you bare those delicious tits and let your milk run down your skin."

"Oh My God." I see her face go red on screen. "I had no idea you were watching me."

"Don't be scared, babygirl," I tell her. "I'm just enjoying your beautiful body. And if I see you aroused and needing help, I want to provide it. You don't have to hide your desires from me. I know how much you love leaking milk and being suckled on. I know how much that turns you on."

"I can't believe I let you see me like that yesterday."

"I'm glad you did. I haven't been able to stop thinking about you. I'm going to fuck you again today. You're not too sore, are you?"

"No. I've been waiting to feel your cock inside me, Gunnar."

"Good. That's very good." I watch her on screen, watch her thighs press together. "You wore that little skirt for me, didn't you? Wanted to show me your ass. Wanted me thinking about fucking you all day."

"I didn't—I just." She bites her lip, swallowing the rest of her words. Her full, plump bottom lip looks so hot, I imagine it around my cock, sucking me.

"Don't lie." My voice hardens. "You're my good girl. My perfect little babysitter with her fat tits full of milk. You don't lie to me."

A whimper. "Okay. Yes. I wore it for you."

"That's better." I stroke myself base to tip, slow and firm. "Now spread your legs. Show me that pretty pussy."

On screen, her thighs part. The skirt rides up completely, exposing the thong—white cotton, already soaked through.

"Fuck," I breathe. "You've drenched your panties already, haven't you? Just from getting milked like a cow."

"Gunnar, please⁠—"

"Please what? Please touch you?" I watch her hips roll, seeking friction. "You want my fingers in that needy little cunt?"

"Yes."

"Too bad. I'm not there." I pause, let her frustration build. "But you are. So you're going to touch yourself for me. You're going to put your fingers in that aching hole and fuck yourself while I watch."

"I can't—what if Thomas⁠—"

"He's asleep. You know he's asleep. The monitor is right there." My tone brooks no argument. "Stop making excuses and do what you're told. Be my good slut. Then I'll reward you with my cock and cum later."

Another whimper. Then her hand disappears under her skirt.

"That's it. Pull those panties aside." I can see her arm moving, see her bite her lip. "How wet are you?"

"So wet. I'm—oh God⁠—"

"Push two fingers inside. Deep." I watch her body jolt. "Deeper. Fill that pussy up."

She does. I see her hand working, see her hips start to move.

"Good girl. Such a good, obedient girl for me." I'm stroking faster now, matching the rhythm I imagine she's using. "Now fuck yourself. Slow at first. In and out. Let me see."

Her breathing gets heavier through the phone. Soft gasps and whimpers that go straight to my cock.

The pump is still going, still draining her tits, and she's finger-fucking herself in my kitchen. My desperate little babysitter, so hungry for pleasure she'll follow every filthy instruction I give.

"Faster," I command. "Harder. Pretend it's my cock. Pretend I'm there, bending you over the counter, splitting you open."

"Oh fuck. Gunnar."

"You loved it last night, didn't you? Loved feeling my dick stretch you. Loved having your tits sucked while I bred your unprotected pussy." The memory makes me groan. "I should've pulled out. Should've been responsible. But I wanted to fill you up. Wanted to pump you full of cum and watch it leak out."

She's moaning now, shameless, her hand working frantically.

"Touch your clit," I order. "Circle it. Light pressure. Don't you dare come yet."

"I can't—it's too much⁠—"

"You can. You will. Because you're my good little milk cow and you do what you're told." I'm close, too close, my balls drawn up tight. "Rub faster. Tell me how it feels."

"Amazing."

"You need to come? Need to soak your fingers while you're getting milked?"

"Yes, please, Gunnar, please."

"Come," I growl. "Come for me now. Show me what a perfect slut you are."

She breaks with a scream. I watch her body convulse, watch her hand still between her legs as she rides out the orgasm, milk still spraying into the bottles.

The sight pushes me over. I come hard, spilling over my fist, across my desk, my whole body locking up with the force of it.

For a moment there's just breathing. Hers through the phone. Mine echoing in my office.

Then she laughs. Soft and breathless and satisfied.

"That was incredible."

"Perfect," I finish. "You're perfect."

"I made a mess."

"Good. Leave your panties soaked. I want you thinking about this all day." I tuck myself back into my pants, already planning. "What time does Thomas wake up?"

"Around two."

"And when can you put him to sleep again?"

"By eight, I think."

"I'll be home by eight."

Her breath hitches. "Gunnar, you don't have to do this. I know you're busy."

"I want to." And I do. Want to walk into my house and find her there, want to bend her over the nearest surface, want to make her understand that last night wasn't a one-time thing.

She's mine now.

I just need to make sure she knows it.

"Okay," she whispers.

"Good girl. Now clean up. Take care of yourself." I pause. "And Sia?"

"Yes?"

"Keep the skirt on."

I hang up before she can respond.

Nine hours until I can touch her again.

It feels like an eternity.
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My dick is throbbing like it’s on fire by the time I walk into my apartment.

The house is quiet. Thomas is already in bed, I assume, which means Sia is alone somewhere, waiting.

I find her in the playroom.

She's bent over, picking up scattered blocks and train pieces, her ass pointed directly at the doorway. That fucking mini-skirt has ridden up so high I can see the curve where her ass meets her thighs, can see the white thong cutting between her cheeks.

She hasn't heard me yet.

I move silently across the carpet. Get close enough to smell her, that sweet scent mixed with milk and arousal that's been driving me insane all day.

Then I grab her ass with both hands.

She yelps, straightening, but I hold her in place.

"Stay down," I growl.

"Gunnar, I⁠—"

I slap her right cheek. Hard.

The sound cracks through the room. She cries out, more from surprise than pain, and I see tears spring to her eyes when she looks back at me.

"You've been teasing me all day like a little whore," I tell her, rubbing the spot I just struck. It's already turning pink. "Bending over. Showing me this perfect ass. Making me watch you touch yourself. Did you think there wouldn't be consequences?"

"I'm sorry," she whimpers.

"No, you're not. But you will be." I grab her wrist, pull her toward my study. "I promised you my cock if you were good. And you were very good on that phone call, weren't you?"

She nods, stumbling after me.

My study is at the end of the hall. Dark wood, leather furniture, a massive desk that's about to get very good use.

I push her toward it.

"Bend over. Hands flat on the desk."

She does, and the sight nearly makes me come in my pants. Her skirt has ridden up completely now, her ass bare except for that thin strip of fabric. I can see the wet spot on her thong, can see how her pussy is already swollen and ready.

I yank the thong down her thighs.

"Look how wet you are." I run two fingers through her folds and she gasps. "Soaking wet. Dripping. Just from thinking about my cock, weren't you?"

"Yes."

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, sir. I've been thinking about your cock all day."

Good girl. Learning already.

I unbuckle my belt. Unzip my pants. My cock springs free, already rock-hard, the head glistening.

I position myself at her entrance. She's so wet I can feel it coating my tip.

"You know what I'm going to do to you?" I ask, rubbing myself through her folds.

"Fuck me."

"I'm going to breed you." I push in just an inch, just enough to make her whimper. "Going to pump this fertile little cunt so full of cum you'll be leaking for days. Going to keep you pregnant and milky forever."

"Oh God."

"You'd like that, wouldn't you? Being my personal breeder. Walking around with your tits full, your belly swollen, knowing I put another baby in you."

I slam in to the hilt.

She screams.

I don't give her time to adjust. Just start fucking her with deep, punishing strokes that make the desk shake, make her tits swing beneath her.

"That's it. Take it. Take my cock like the good little breeding whore you are."

She's moaning with every thrust, her hands scrabbling for purchase on the polished wood. I grab a fistful of her hair, pull her head back.

"Louder. Let me hear how much you love getting bred."

"I love it. I love your cock. Please don't stop."

"Wasn't planning to." I reach around, grab her breast. It's hot and heavy in my palm, already leaking. "Look at these tits. So full. Made for feeding babies. Made for my mouth."

I squeeze and milk sprays across the desk.

"Fuck, Gunnar!"

"That's right. Leak for me. Show me what a good milk cow you are while I fill your cunt."

I'm pounding into her now, each thrust driving her forward, making her cry out. The wet sounds of our fucking fill the room. The slap of skin on skin. Her desperate whimpering.

"You feel that?" I grind against her, making sure she feels every inch. "That's your pussy sucking up my cock. Trying to pull my cum deep. Your body knows what it needs. Knows it was made to be bred."

"Yes. Yes. Please."

"Please what? Use your words."

"Please breed me. Please come inside me. I need it."

"Of course you do. Fertile little thing like you. Probably already knocked up from last night." The thought makes me groan. "Might already have my baby growing in here."

I press down on her lower belly and she sobs.

"And I'm going to keep filling you anyway. Going to make sure you're always full of my cum. Always ready to give me another baby."

Her pussy clenches around me. She's close.

"Touch yourself," I order. "Rub that clit. Make yourself come on my cock while I breed you."

Her hand disappears between her legs. I feel her fingers brushing against my shaft where I'm stretching her open.

"Oh fuck. Oh fuck, I'm going to⁠—"

"Come. Come right now. Milk my cock with that tight little cunt."

She detonates. Her whole body locks up, her pussy clamping down so hard I see stars. She's screaming, convulsing, milk spraying everywhere as her orgasm tears through her.

It pushes me over the edge.

I bury myself as deep as possible and let go. The first pulse of cum floods her, then another, then another. I'm coming so hard my vision goes white, my hands bruising her hips as I hold her in place, making sure every drop goes exactly where it belongs.

"Take it," I growl. "Take all of it. Every fucking drop."

She's still twitching, still coming, her body wringing every last bit of cum from my cock.

When I finally stop, I'm shaking. Breathing hard. Still buried inside her.

I can feel it leaking out already, running down her thighs.

"Don't move," I tell her.

I pull out slowly, watching my cum spill from her used pussy. It's obscene. Filthy. Perfect.

I scoop some up with my fingers and push it back inside.

She whimpers.

"Can't waste it. Need to make sure it takes." I finger her slowly, pushing my cum deeper. "Need to make sure my little babysitter gets bred properly."

"Gunnar, I can't. It's too much."

"You can. You will." I add another finger, stretching her. "Because you're mine now. My milky breeder. My fertile little slut who takes my cum so well."

She's trembling, oversensitive, but she doesn't pull away.

Good girl.

When I'm satisfied, I withdraw my fingers and turn her around. She's a mess. Hair wild, tears on her cheeks, milk staining her shirt.

Beautiful.

I kiss her. Deep and claiming, tasting her whimpers.

"Go clean up," I murmur against her lips. "Then come to bed."

She blinks. "Your bed?"

"Where else would you sleep?"

"I thought—I didn't think you'd want me to stay.” The vulnerability in her voice makes my chest ache. “I thought I was just a casual fuck to you, Gunnar.”

"Sia." I cup her face, force her to look at me. "I told you. You're not just my babysitter anymore. You're mine. Which means you sleep in my bed. Understood?"

She nods slowly, something like hope blooming in her eyes. “But I need to call my mom first. Tell her I have to work overnight so she can stay and look after my daughter.”

"Babygirl, you can bring in your daughter tomorrow. I think Thomas will like that. And I want to make sure you have no excuses to leave.”

She exhales, slapping her hand on her mouth. “You can’t be serious.”

“I’m dead serious, sweetheart. I want to meet your daughter. I want Thomas to meet her, too, and I want to spend my lunch break watching you breastfeed her like the good little milky mommy that you are.” I kiss her tit. “I need you preparing to feed the baby that I’m planning to put inside you.”

“Gunnar. Thank you so much. I never imagined you’d want to meet my daughter.”

“I do. She’s a part of you, just like Thomas is a part of me.”

Sia shocks me when she bounds forward, locking her arms around me. Her hug is tight and brimming with gratitude.

I skim my hands down her waist, teasing the flare of her hips that I’m hoping will grow wider when my seed takes inside her. She’s so perfect. Her raw cunt was made to take cock. And at her age, she’d be so fertile, her ovaries fresh and her womb receptive to new life.

I finally pull her off me. I grab the back of her head and kiss her deeply. My tongue brushes against her, claiming her possessively. Since the first time I saw her at the supermarket, nursing her baby, I have only grown more obsessed with her.

She’s really everything I imagined. Kind, caring, motherly, and the kind of mother Thomas deserves. The kind of wife I deserve, someone who will love me and our family, not just her own image.

Sia wobbles toward the bathroom, my cum still dripping down her thighs, and I have to adjust myself again.

This is dangerous. I know it's dangerous.

But I don't care.

She's mine now.

And I'm keeping her.


FOUR


Sia

I'm standing outside Gunnar's building with Harper strapped to my chest in her carrier, my hands shaking as I press the buzzer.

This is insane. I'm bringing my nine-month-old daughter to meet my boss. My boss who I've slept with twice. My boss who talks about breeding me like it's his personal mission.

My boss who makes me feel things I've never felt before.

The door clicks open before I can spiral further.

"Come up," Gunnar's voice crackles through the intercom, warm and certain.

The elevator ride feels endless. Harper babbles against my chest, grabbing at my hair, blissfully unaware that her mother is having a minor breakdown.

When the doors open, Gunnar is waiting.

He's in casual clothes today. Dark jeans that hug his thighs, a soft grey henley that shows off his arms. His hair is slightly messy, like he's been running his hands through it.

He looks devastating.

But he's not looking at me.

He's looking at Harper.

"May I?" he asks, reaching out.

I nod, too nervous to speak, and help him unbuckle the carrier. Harper goes to him easily, which shocks me because she's usually shy with strangers.

But Gunnar holds her like he's done it a thousand times. Confident and gentle, supporting her head, smiling down at her with genuine warmth.

"Hello, beautiful girl," he murmurs. "I'm Gunnar. Your mama works for me."

Harper stares at him with wide eyes. Then she reaches up and grabs his nose.

He laughs. Actually laughs, deep and real, and something in my chest cracks open.

"She's perfect," he says, looking at me. "She has your eyes."

"She has her father's nose, unfortunately," I mutter before I can stop myself.

Gunnar's expression hardens slightly. "Her father is an idiot."

"Yeah. He is."

He bounces Harper gently, and she giggles, slapping her hands against his chest. The sound is pure joy, and I feel tears prick my eyes.

"I wish," I start, then stop. Swallow hard. Try again. "I wish she had a dad like you."

The words hang in the air between us.

Gunnar goes very still. His eyes lock on mine, intense and searching.

"Sia."

"I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said that. It's too much, too fast, I just—" I'm rambling now, panicking. "You're so good with her and Thomas is lucky and I just wish⁠—"

"Stop." He shifts Harper to one arm, reaches out with the other to cup my face. "Don't apologize for wanting good things."

His thumb brushes my cheek, and I realize I'm crying.

"She could," he says quietly.

"Could what?"

"Have a dad like me." His gaze doesn't waver. "If you wanted."

My heart stops. "Gunnar."

"I'm not asking you to decide anything right now. But I need you to know that I'm serious. About you. About this." He glances down at Harper, who's now trying to eat his shirt collar. "About all of it."

I can't breathe. Can't think. Can't process what he's saying.

Before I can respond, small footsteps sound behind him.

"Daddy?" Thomas appears in the doorway, rubbing sleep from his eyes. Then he sees Harper and freezes. "There's a baby."

"This is Harper," Gunnar tells him. "Sia's daughter. She's going to visit today. Is that okay?"

Thomas nods slowly, creeping closer. He's clutching Gus the elephant, watching Harper with obvious curiosity.

Harper sees the stuffed animal and makes a grabby motion.

"Gus?" Thomas looks uncertain.

"She likes him," I say softly. "But you don't have to share if you don't want to."

Thomas considers this. Then, very carefully, he holds Gus out so Harper can touch the soft trunk.

She squeals with delight, her whole face lighting up.

"She's happy," Thomas observes.

"She is. You made her happy." I crouch down to his level. "That was very kind of you, Thomas. Thank you."

He ducks his head, shy but pleased, and I can't help it. I pull him into a gentle hug, pressing a kiss to the top of his head.

He smells like kid shampoo and sleep and innocence.

"You're a good boy," I whisper. "Such a good, sweet boy."

When I pull back, his eyes are shining.

Gunnar is watching us with an expression I can't quite read. Soft. Possessive. Like he's seeing something he wants to keep.

"Why don't we all sit down?" he suggests. "I have breakfast ready."

We move to the living room. Gunnar sets Harper on a blanket with some soft toys. Thomas immediately joins her, showing her each one, explaining what they are in his serious little voice.

Harper watches him like he's the most fascinating thing in the world.

I sink onto the couch, overwhelmed by the scene in front of me.

This is what family looks like. This is what I've dreamed about since I found out I was pregnant. Not just a father for Harper, but a real family. People who care about each other. Who show up. Who stay.

Gunnar sits beside me, close enough that our thighs touch.

"You okay?" he asks quietly.

"I don't know." I watch Thomas hand Harper a soft block. She immediately tries to eat it. "This is a lot."

"Too much?"

"No. Just different." I look at him. "I'm not used to people wanting to be around Harper. My ex couldn't even look at her. Most guys run when they find out I have a baby."

"I'm not most guys."

"No. You're really not."

He takes my hand, laces our fingers together. His palm is warm and solid and sure.

"I meant what I said. I want this. Want you. Want to give Harper the father she deserves and Thomas the mother he needs." He squeezes gently. "I want to wake up every morning knowing you're here. Knowing you're mine."

"Gunnar." My voice breaks. "I can't be a replacement for your ex-wife. I'm not sophisticated or polished or⁠—"

"Good. I don't want sophisticated or polished." He turns to face me fully. "I want real. I want someone who loves my son and takes care of him like he matters. I want someone who shows up. Who stays. Who builds towers and reads stories and doesn't care about image or parties or any of the shallow bullshit that destroyed my marriage."

"I'm nineteen. I don't have money or education or⁠—"

"You have everything that matters." He brings my hand to his lips, kisses my knuckles. "You're nurturing. Stable. Present. You're exactly what we need."

Tears spill over. I can't stop them.

"Hey." He wipes them away with his thumb. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing. Everything. I just never thought someone would want me like this. Want Harper like this. Want us."

"Then you weren't looking in the right places." He kisses my forehead. "You're here now. That's what matters."

On the floor, Harper giggles as Thomas makes Gus dance for her. The sound is pure magic.

Gunnar pulls me against his side, and I let myself lean into him. Let myself imagine this is permanent. That this isn't just a fantasy that will dissolve when reality sets in.

"I'm going to take care of you," he murmurs into my hair. "Both of you. You don't have to worry anymore."

"I don't know how to let someone do that."

"You'll learn." He kisses my temple. "We'll figure it out together."

Thomas looks up at us. "Can Harper stay forever?"

Gunnar's eyes meet mine. "Would you like that?"

My heart is racing. This is too fast. Too intense. Too perfect to be real.

But when I look at Thomas holding Gus, at Harper reaching for him with complete trust, at Gunnar watching me like I'm something precious...

"Yes," I whisper. "I'd like that very much."

Gunnar's smile is blinding.

And for the first time since I got pregnant, since my world turned upside down, since I started doing everything alone...

I feel like I'm home.
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The rest of the morning passes in a blur of domesticity I've never experienced.

Gunnar makes breakfast. Actual breakfast, not cereal or toast, but scrambled eggs and bacon and fresh fruit arranged on plates like we're at a restaurant.

Thomas helps me feed Harper her pureed sweet potatoes, making airplane noises that make her laugh and spit food everywhere. Instead of getting frustrated, Gunnar just wipes it up, smiling like baby spit-up on his expensive jeans is the most normal thing in the world.

We're washing dishes when I feel it. The familiar tightness in my breasts. The ache that means it's time.

Gunnar notices immediately.

"You need to feed her," he says. Not a question.

I nod, embarrassed. "Yeah. She usually eats around this time."

"So feed her." He dries his hands, leans against the counter. "I want to watch."

Heat floods through me. "Gunnar."

"What? You're beautiful when you nurse. I told you that."

"Thomas is right there."

"Thomas has seen women breastfeed before. It's natural. Normal." His eyes darken. "And I like watching you be a mother."

The way he says it makes my nipples tighten.

I go to the living room, settle on the couch, and lift Harper into my arms. She immediately starts rooting, little hands grasping at my shirt.

I pull it up, unhook my nursing bra, and let her latch.

The relief is instant. The pressure releases as she starts to suck, her little body relaxing against mine.

I look up and find Gunnar watching from the doorway.

His expression is raw. Hungry. Not just sexually, though there's that too. But something deeper. Something that looks like longing.

Thomas wanders over, curious. "Why is Harper eating your chest?"

"Because babies drink milk from their mommies," I explain gently. "It's how they get food when they're little."

"Did I do that?"

Gunnar's face clouds. "Your mother didn't breastfeed. But yes, all babies need milk."

Thomas accepts this, then points at Harper. "She looks happy."

"She is. This makes her feel safe and loved."

"Like when Daddy hugs me?"

My heart clenches. "Exactly like that."

Gunnar sits beside me, close enough that I can feel his warmth. His hand comes to rest on my thigh, possessive and grounding.

Harper finishes one side and fusses. I switch her to the other breast, and Gunnar's breath hitches as I bare myself again.

"You're killing me," he murmurs, too quiet for Thomas to hear.

"Good," I whisper back.

His grip on my thigh tightens.

When Harper finishes, milk-drunk and sleepy, I burp her gently. She lets out a tiny belch that makes Thomas giggle.

"I like her," he announces. "Can she come every day?"

Gunnar looks at me. "What do you think, Sia? Can you come every day?"

The question carries weight. Layers of meaning I'm not sure I'm ready to unpack.

But Harper is falling asleep in my arms. Thomas is building a block tower nearby, content and safe. Gunnar is watching me like I hung the moon.

And I realize I don't want to leave. Don't want to go back to my tiny apartment with its broken heater and thin walls. Don't want to be alone anymore.

"Yes," I say softly. "I can come every day."

Gunnar's smile is everything.

"Good." He leans in, kisses me gently, careful not to disturb Harper. "Then that's settled."

And just like that, my life changes.

Again.

But this time, it feels like the beginning of something beautiful instead of the end of everything I planned.

This time, I'm not alone.


FIVE


Gunnar

Eight months later…

I walk through the door past 7 PM, exhausted from a day of back-to-back negotiations, and stop in my tracks.

The sight in front of me makes every bit of tension drain from my body.

Sia is on the couch, bathed in the warm glow of the lamp beside her. Thomas is asleep on her lap, his head pillowed against her side, her hand gently stroking his dark hair. And Harper, just over a year old now, is latched onto her breast, nursing contentedly.

My wife is feeding our daughter while cradling my son.

The image does something to me. Something primal and possessive and deeply satisfied.

She's still breastfeeding Harper, even though most people would have weaned by now. But Sia is too nurturing, too attuned to what her daughter needs, to deny her. And I love watching it. Love seeing her body continue to nourish, to provide, to be exactly what nature designed it for.

A maternal goddess in my living room.

Harper's eyes are drooping, her suckling slowing. Within moments, she's asleep too, milk still glistening on her lips. Sia carefully detaches her, but doesn't bother covering herself.

Her breast hangs free. Full and heavy, the nipple still wet and swollen from Harper's mouth.

My cock hardens instantly.

Then she sees me.

Her whole face lights up. Not the polite smile of someone doing their job, but genuine joy at seeing me. Like I'm the best part of her day.

"Hey," she whispers, careful not to wake the kids. "How was work?"

"Better now." I move toward her, unable to stay away. "How long have they been asleep?"

"Thomas about twenty minutes. Harper just now." She glances down at the two children sprawled across her. "I'm kind of stuck."

I can see that. Can also see the faint exhaustion around her eyes, the way she's holding herself slightly stiff like her back aches.

Eight months ago, Sia moved into this house. Brought Harper with her, her meager belongings fitting into two suitcases and three boxes. I'd had Maria prepare a room for her, but she never used it. She slept in my bed from the first night, and we both knew she wasn't leaving.

The kids adjusted faster than I expected. Thomas bonded with Harper immediately, appointed himself her protector and teacher. Harper adored him right back. They're like siblings now. In every way that matters, they are siblings.

And Sia transformed this place. My sterile, quiet apartment became a home. There are toys in corners, finger paintings on the fridge, laughter echoing through halls that used to be silent.

She gave me everything I'd wanted and thought I'd lost.

Then four months ago, she stood in our bathroom with tears streaming down her face, holding a pregnancy test.

Positive.

I'd never felt joy like that. Pure, unfiltered elation. I was going to be a father again, and this time with a woman who actually wanted it. Who would love our child the way they deserved to be loved.

I married her two weeks later.

Not a big production. Just us, the kids, a judge, and a small reception at home. I didn't need spectacle. I needed her to have my name. Needed our baby to be born legitimate. Needed the world to know she was mine.

Sia Hove. My wife. My breeder. The mother of my children.

She's showing now. Just starting to round out, her belly pressing against the soft fabric of her dress. In a few more months, she'll be undeniably pregnant, and the thought makes possessive heat surge through me.

I lean down, kiss her forehead. "Let me help."

I scoop Thomas into my arms first. He's getting bigger, almost five now, but he's still light. Still my little boy. I carry him to his room, tuck him in with Gus, pull the covers up to his chin.

"Love you, buddy," I murmur, pressing a kiss to his temple.

Then I come back for Harper. Sia has pulled her camisole down enough to cover herself, but I can still see the outline of her milk-heavy breasts beneath the lace.

I lift Harper carefully. She doesn't even stir, just makes a small sound and settles against my shoulder. So trusting. So innocent.

I carry her to the nursery we set up next to our bedroom. Lay her in her crib, cover her with the soft blanket Sia's mother made.

When I return to the living room, Sia is standing. Stretching. Her hand goes to her lower back and she winces slightly.

"You okay?"

"Yeah. Just achy." She smiles at me, and it's soft and tired and beautiful. "The joys of pregnancy."

I cross to her, pull her into my arms. She melts against me, resting her head on my chest.

"You look delectable," I tell her, meaning it. "Absolutely fucking delectable."

She laughs quietly. "I look exhausted."

"You look pregnant. Glowing. Perfect." I slide my hands down to cup her ass. "I love watching you grow our baby."

"Gunnar." But she's blushing now, that pretty pink creeping up her neck.

"I do. Love knowing I put that baby in you. Love seeing your body change." I grind against her slightly, letting her feel how hard I am. "Love that you're mine."

Her breath catches. "I am yours forever, Husband."

"Good girl."

She pulls back slightly, biting her lip. Then she reaches up and tugs her camisole down, baring her breasts.

They're enormous. Swollen even larger than usual, heavy with milk, the nipples thick and dark. Her right breast, the one Harper didn't nurse from, is visibly engorged.

"I still need your help," she says quietly. "This one's really full. It hurts."

My groin clenches.

I reach out, cup both breasts in my hands, feeling the weight. The heat. The tension in the skin.

"Fuck." I squeeze gently and she gasps. "Your titties are huge. Look at them. Already expanding for our new arrival."

"Gunnar, they hurt so much. I need you to milk me.”

I massage them, working the tissue, and milk immediately starts to leak. Thin white streams running down her skin, over my fingers.

Perfect.

My other hand drops to her belly. Still soft, but definitely rounded. I press down possessively, feeling the place where our baby is growing.

"I love this," I tell her. "Love watching you grow my seed in your womb. Can't wait to see you big and round. Heavy with my baby."

"I'm already getting big."

"Not big enough." I lean down, nuzzle her neck, breathe in her scent. Milk and honey and home. "I want you huge. Want everyone to see that you're bred. That you're mine. That I knocked up my perfect little wife."

She whimpers.

I grab her hand, pull her out of the living room. Down the hall. Past the kids' rooms. Into our bedroom.

The moment the door closes, I have her against the wall.

"Gunnar," she starts, but I swallow the words with a kiss.

Rough. Demanding. My tongue in her mouth, claiming her, reminding her who she belongs to.

My hands are everywhere. Squeezing her breasts, making her leak. Gripping her hips. Sliding under her dress to find her already wet.

"No panties?" I growl against her mouth.

"You said not to wear them at home."

I give a hoot of approval. "Such a good, obedient wife."

I shove her dress up to her waist. Undo my belt with one hand, the other still playing with her clit. She's soaking wet, her pussy hot and swollen against my fingers.

"Please," she begs. "Please, I need you."

I free my cock. It's rock-hard, leaking, desperate for her.

"Need me for what? Need your husband to fuck your pregnant cunt?"

"You always know what I want."

“I’m your husband, baby. I know your body better than anyone else.”

I lift her. She wraps her legs around my waist immediately, locking her ankles behind me. The position puts her dripping pussy right against my cock.

I thrust in.

She cries out, her head falling back against the wall, her breasts bouncing with the impact. Milk sprays everywhere.

"That's it. Take it. Take your husband's cock." I start moving, hard and fast, driving up into her. "This is what you were made for, isn't it? To be bred. To be kept pregnant and full and milky."

"I love carrying your baby, Gunnar."

"I planted my seed in your fertile belly so fast. Got you knocked up in weeks." The memory makes me groan. The first time I came inside her unprotected, I knew. Knew I was going to put a baby in her. "You took it so well. Sucked up my cum like your body knew exactly what to do with it."

She's moaning with every thrust, her nails digging into my shoulders. I can feel her pussy clenching around me, already close.

I shift my grip, free one hand to play with her clit while I fuck her.

"You're going to give me the family I always wanted," I tell her, rubbing tight circles. "Going to fill this house with our babies. Going to be my perfect breeding wife. Always pregnant. Always full. Always mine."

"Gunnar, I'm going to come."

"Come. Come on my cock while I breed your pregnant pussy again."

She breaks with a scream, her whole body convulsing, her pussy milking my cock as she comes. Milk gushes from her breasts, soaking both of us.

The sensation pushes me over the edge.

I bury myself deep and let go. I dump load after load of cum into her eager cunt, even though she's already pregnant, already carrying my baby. I can't stop. Can't help claiming her over and over.

She holds onto me, trembling, as I empty myself inside her.

When I finally still, we're both breathing hard. Sweat-slicked. Satisfied.

I don't pull out. Just hold her there, pinned against the wall, my cock still buried in her body.

"I love you," I tell her. The first time I've said it out loud, though I've shown her a thousand ways.

Her eyes go wide. Fill with tears.

"I love you too," she whispers.

And I know, with absolute certainty, that I'm never letting her go.

This is my family. My wife. My life.

Exactly as it was meant to be.


EPILOGUE


Sia

Six years later…

I'm sitting in the nursery rocker with a twin latched to each breast, and I've never felt more content in my life.

Lucas is on my left, his tiny hand kneading my breast as he drinks. Noah is on my right, his eyes already drooping even as he nurses. They're seven months old now, my beautiful boys, and feeding them is still my favorite part of the day.

Well, one of my favorite parts.

The other is watching my husband watch me.

Gunnar is leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed, his gaze fixed on my exposed chest with an intensity that makes heat pool low in my belly. Even after five kids, after my body has been stretched and changed and marked by pregnancy after pregnancy, he looks at me like I'm the most erotic thing he's ever seen.

I can see the bulge in his pants from here.

"They're hungry this morning," I murmur, stroking Lucas's soft hair.

"They're growing boys." Gunnar's voice is rough. "They need their mama's milk."

I smile down at the twins. "That's right, babies. Drink up. Mama has plenty for you."

Lucas responds by suckling harder, and I feel the familiar tug of my milk letting down. Noah follows suit, and the sensation of both my breasts being drained simultaneously sends shivers through me.

I can't believe this is my life now.

Five children. Five beautiful, healthy children who call me Mama and fill every corner of this enormous house with noise and love and chaos.

Thomas is eleven now. Tall and serious and so protective of his younger siblings it makes my heart ache. Harper is seven, spirited and curious and already reading at a fifth-grade level. Our third, Elena, is six. She’s a perfect blend of her father's intensity and my gentleness.

And now the twins. Our final babies, Gunnar says, though I'm not entirely sure I believe him.

The three older kids are with my mom this morning, giving Gunnar and me some rare alone time with just the babies.

Or, well, what will be alone time once the twins finish nursing.

I look down at my sons. At their perfect little faces, their tiny fingers, the way they trust me completely to nourish them.

Being a mother is the greatest gift of my life. Not just carrying them, birthing them, but watching them grow into their own people. Seeing Thomas develop his dry sense of humor. Watching Harper's creativity blossom. Seeing Elena's kindness toward everyone she meets.

Every stretch mark, every sleepless night, every moment of exhaustion is worth it for this.

Lucas pulls off first, milk-drunk and satisfied. I lift him to my shoulder, patting his back gently until he lets out a tiny burp.

Noah follows a minute later, and I repeat the process.

Gunnar moves forward, takes Noah from me while I'm still burping Lucas.

"I've got him," he says softly.

Together, we settle the twins in their cribs. They're already asleep, their little chests rising and falling in perfect rhythm.

When we step out of the nursery, Gunnar closes the door carefully behind us.

Then he backs me against the wall.

"Do you have any idea," he murmurs, his hands framing my face, "how incredible you are?"

"Gunnar, you’re the incredible one. You run a multi-billion-dollar empire and still find time to make me feel like I’m the most important woman in the world."

"You've given me everything, Sia. Everything I ever wanted and more." He kisses me, deep and slow. "Five beautiful children. A home full of love. A family."

Tears prick my eyes. Even after six years of marriage, his words still affect me like this.

"You gave me that too," I whisper. "You saved me. Gave me a life I never thought I could have."

"Then we're even." He pulls back, his eyes dark with intent. "But I still want to worship you."

"What?"

"You pushed out my babies, Sia. Your body has done incredible things." His hands slide down to cup my still-soft stomach. "I want to reward you. Want to make you feel as good as you make me feel every single day."

Heat floods through me. "How?"

His smile is wicked.

Then he drops to his knees.

"Gunnar, what are you—oh God."

He's already pushing up my dress, pulling down my panties, spreading my thighs.

"I'm going to eat this perfect pussy," he tells me, his breath hot against my skin. "Going to make you come on my tongue until you can't stand. Going to show you exactly how much I appreciate the pussy that gave birth to my children."

Then his mouth is on me.

I gasp, my hands flying to his hair, gripping as his tongue finds my clit. He licks me with broad strokes, then focuses on that sensitive bundle of nerves, circling and sucking until I'm trembling.

"Gunnar, we just put the babies down."

"Then you better be quiet," he murmurs against me. "Don't want to wake them."

His tongue slides lower, pushing into me, and I have to bite my lip to keep from crying out.

He's relentless. Licking and sucking and using his fingers to spread me open, to access every part of me. His other hand reaches up to squeeze my breast, and milk leaks into his palm.

"Still so full," he groans. "Even after feeding both twins. Your body is fucking incredible."

"Please, I need…"

"I know what you need." He sucks my clit into his mouth while pushing two fingers inside me. "You need to come. Need your husband to make you feel good after taking care of everyone else."

He's right. I do. Gunnar always makes sure I’m taken care of, because he knows I always give too much of myself to others, and he won’t let that slide while he’s around. I feel cherished, noticed. Nobody ever cared for my comfort or happiness, but he does. He puts me first, not last after the kids. He lets me know every day that I’m his top priority.

His fingers curl, finding that spot inside that makes me see stars. His tongue works my clit in perfect rhythm, and I can feel my orgasm building, coiling tight in my core.

"That's it," he encourages. "Come for me. Let go. I've got you, babygirl."

I shatter.

My whole body locks up, pleasure crashing through me in waves as I come on his face. He doesn't stop, just keeps licking and sucking, drawing it out until I'm shaking, until I'm pulling his hair, until it's too much.

When he finally pulls back, his face is wet with me.

"Beautiful," he says, standing, kissing me so I can taste myself on his lips. "Absolutely beautiful."

I'm boneless. Sated. Overwhelmed in the best way.

"I love you," I tell him. "So much."

"I love you too." He rests his forehead against mine. "My perfect wife. Mother of my children. The woman who gave me everything. Your cunt is the best cunt I’ve ever been inside and I’ll worship it for the rest of my life."

From the nursery, one of the twins makes a small sound. Not crying, just stirring.

We both freeze, listening. But he settles again, falling back into sleep.

Gunnar chuckles. "We should probably get dressed before they wake up for real."

"Probably."

But neither of us moves.

We stand there in the hallway of our home, surrounded by evidence of our life together—toys scattered on the floor, artwork on the walls, family photos documenting every milestone. I feel complete.

This is everything I never knew I needed.

A family. A home. A man who loves me exactly as I am.

And I wouldn't change a single thing.


ALSO BY KRYSTAL CLARK


Loved this book? Read my other short erotica reads, starting with: Pregnant for My Dad’s Enemy

Want to know what’s next? Subscribe to my newsletter to be informed of new book releases and read exclusive excerpts. I release at least one book a month. You can be the first to know about sales, free ebooks, and special offers.

If you’re eager for more short cowboy romance novellas with breeding and other kinks, start my cowboy romance series with: Baby-making

Read my bestselling series of lactation kink/breeding kink with a taboo edge, starting with: Hucow for the Priest.

Love highly erotic short stories with dark romance, milking/lactation kink? Check out Stalker Daddy’s Milk.

If you like longer novels with instalove, breeding, pregnancy, and lactation, start reading this steamy series with the first book: Knocked Up by My Ex’s Dad.

If you want full-length, angsty mafia romance with BDSM, breeding shenanigans, and pregnancy, check out my latest series: Pregnant for the Bratva Dom

My newest series of short, steamy novellas set in a BDSM club (no lactation or breeding, but a lot of dom/sub dynamics): His Boss, His Domme

I have written more than 100 books with plenty of age gap, daddy kink, breeding, lactation, dark romance, mafia romance, hucow, and BDSM stories. Check out some of my other works!

Dark, sensual, spicy romances with an intense, consuming love story: Dominant Daddy’s Captive Bride.

Like omegaverse erotica? Check out: Knot My Fated Mate

Alien’s Omega Captive (MM)

Bully’s Rejected Omega (MM)

Buy my box set collections, which contain 15 of my other books focused on breeding, daddy kink, and lactation.

Milky with Big Bellies

Taboo Daddy Short Stories Collection

Taboo Pregnant and Milked

And my other short stories:

Pregnant for My Alien Ex

Degraded by My Best Friend’s Dad

If steamy monster romances with breeding kink, lactation, and pregnancy float your boat, try:

Maid for the Gargoyle Lord.

My Best Friend’s Monster Dad

Kraken King’s Bride

Arranged Marriage with a Werewolf

A Nanny for the Lich

Demon’s Secret Baby

Milked by the Dragon


ABOUT THE AUTHOR


Krystal Clark is the author of over 100 erotica, contemporary romance, and monster romance books. Many of her books have been Amazon bestsellers in their categories. She writes hot and steamy stories with happy endings. She writes a variety of kinks, but her books often feature protective alpha males, lactation, pregnancy, and breeding kink. Get hooked to her addictive, high-heat romances today!

[image: Facebook icon] [image: Instagram icon]

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc12V.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12X.jpg





cover.jpeg
Krystal Clark





OEBPS/image_rsrc12Y.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12W.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrc12T.ttf


