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Lauren sat on the edge of the bed with the little plastic wand balanced across her palm, and no matter how many times she blinked, the second line refused to fade. Pink. Unmistakably, stubbornly pink, sitting there beside its twin like it had every right to be there.

Forty years old. Divorced fourteen months. And pregnant.

Her heart did something complicated in her chest, a stutter and a lurch, and for a moment the room tilted the way it had at the party three weeks ago, when the punch had gone down too easy and the music had gotten inside her skull. She pressed her free hand flat against the duvet to steady herself and made herself do the math again, counting backward on trembling fingers. Six weeks since her last period. Three weeks since the party at her son’s friend’s house, the one she’d only gone to because Jake had begged her not to embarrass him by refusing, and then had proceeded to abandon her the moment she’d walked through the door with a bottle of Pinot Grigio she hadn’t been asked to bring.

She didn’t remember all of it. That was the truth she kept circling back to, the one that made her stomach drop every time. She remembered the low lights, the boys — because that was what they were, weren’t they, boys, all of them a decade and a half younger than her — crowding closer as the night wore on, complimenting the way she filled out her dress, laughing at her jokes like she was something rare and delightful they’d stumbled across. She remembered a hand on her thigh that she hadn’t moved. She remembered being walked upstairs by someone whose face she couldn’t quite hold onto now, and then another set of hands, and another, the details smearing together into heat and friction and low male laughter in her ear, calling her things — sexy, filthy, good girl — that she hadn’t heard directed at her in years, not since before the divorce, not since before she’d started feeling invisible.

She hadn’t asked whether anyone had used anything. That was the shameful part, the part she hadn’t even admitted to herself until right now, sitting on the edge of her bed with proof of it clutched in her hand. She hadn’t asked, and she hadn’t cared, and somewhere in that thoughtless, wine-soaked tangle of limbs, one of them — maybe more than one, God, maybe several of them — had finished inside her without a second thought.

Panic was supposed to come next. She waited for it, braced for it, the cold flood of what have I done that a sensible forty-year-old woman was meant to feel. Instead, low in her belly, something else uncurled — a heat that had nothing to do with panic at all.

Someone bred me.

The thought arrived fully formed, shameless, and her breath caught around it. She pictured them again, not as blurred shapes now but as young, hard bodies pressing into her from every side, and the thought that any one of them — all of them — might have planted something in her, might have filled her up on purpose or by accident, made her thighs clench together helplessly.

Her hand moved before she’d decided to let it. She slid her fingers beneath the waistband of her knickers, over the soft swell of her stomach that hadn’t changed yet, wouldn’t change for weeks still, and found herself already slick, embarrassingly, achingly wet.

“Oh,” she breathed, and the sound came out small and startled, like she’d caught herself doing something illicit. Which she had. She was sitting on her own bed at half past ten in the morning, a pregnancy test balanced on her knee, touching herself to the thought of being passed between boys young enough to be — well. Young enough.

She rubbed slow circles over her clit, the wetness easing her fingers, and let her eyes fall shut. In the dark behind her lids she saw her own body changed, rounded, her belly swollen high and tight the way it had been years ago with Jake, except this time she didn’t know whose it was, couldn’t know, and that not-knowing sent a fresh pulse of heat straight through her.

She imagined her breasts, already a little tender the last few days, growing heavier still, growing full, milk beading at nipples that had gone dark and swollen. She imagined some faceless boy’s mouth finding her there, latching on, drinking from her because her body had made something for him to take.

“Fuck,” she whispered, and her hips rocked into her own hand, chasing the feeling, her fingers working faster now, slick sounds filling the quiet bedroom. She thought of hands on her hips holding her still while she was filled again and again, thought of her belly growing round and undeniable, proof for anyone to see, thought of walking through the world marked, obviously, gorgeously used.

The orgasm rose in her before she was ready for it, a long, rolling wave that started somewhere behind her clit and radiated out until her thighs shook and her toes curled against the carpet. She bit down on a moan, muffling it against her shoulder, and rode it out with her fingers still moving, slower now, gentling herself through the aftershocks.

When it passed, she lay back against the pillows, chest heaving, the pregnancy test slipping from her knee to the duvet beside her. Her other hand had found her stomach at some point, she realized — she didn’t remember placing it there — and now she smoothed her palm over the flat, unmarked skin, imagining the swell that would come.

“Fuck,” she said again, softer this time, almost reverent. “I’m pregnant.”

She didn’t move to get up. She lay there a long while, hand still resting low on her belly, and let the shame and the heat tangle together until she couldn’t tell one from the other anymore.
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By the fifth week, Lauren’s bras had stopped fitting properly, and by the seventh, she’d given up on them altogether some mornings, unable to stand the underwire pressing against flesh that had gone tender in a way she’d forgotten was possible. Her breasts had rounded out, heavier now, riding higher on her chest, the skin stretched tight and faintly blue-veined, nipples darkened to a deep dusky pink she caught herself staring at in the mirror some nights, amazed at what her body was quietly doing without asking her permission.

She was standing at the kitchen counter on a Tuesday morning, waiting for the kettle to click off, when the tingling started. It began deep behind her nipples, a pins-and-needles ache that spread outward, and she frowned down at herself even as the sensation sharpened into something almost unbearable.

Then she saw the wet patches blooming across the thin white cotton of her vest, two dark circles spreading slow and unstoppable, and her whole body went hot with mortification.

“Oh God,” she muttered, already reaching for the tea towel on the counter, some half-formed idea of blotting it dry before anyone saw —

The back door opened. Tyler.

He came in the way he always did, easy and unannounced, the way Jake’s friends had been wandering through her kitchen for years now, helping themselves to whatever was in the fridge, treating her house like an extension of their own. Except this time he stopped three steps inside the doorway, and Lauren watched his easy, loose-limbed stride die completely, his eyes catching on her chest and staying there.

She should have covered herself. She should have said something, laughed it off, made some joke about spilling her tea, anything to break the silence stretching taut between them. Instead she stood frozen, tea towel forgotten in her hand, feeling the wet patches spread wider under his stare, feeling her nipples ache and tighten further under the thin fabric as if his looking alone could draw more from her.

Tyler crossed the kitchen without a word.

Lauren’s breath caught somewhere high in her throat. He was twenty-two, broad through the shoulders in the way boys got when they’d finally finished growing into themselves, and he was standing close enough now that she could feel the heat coming off him, could see the way his jaw had gone tight with something that wasn’t quite hesitation.

He reached out and pulled the neck of her vest down.

“Tyler —” she started, but whatever she meant to say dissolved the moment his mouth closed around her nipple.

The suction hit her like a current, sharp and electric, and her hips jerked against the counter behind her. He sucked hard, harder than she expected, his tongue working against her, and she felt the pull of it deep in her belly, felt the answering rush as her body let down for him, warm and sweet, flooding his mouth.

“Oh — oh fuck —” The words tore out of her before she could stop them, one hand flying up to grip the counter’s edge, the other finding the back of his head, fingers tangling in his hair not to push him away but to hold him there, to keep that impossible mouth exactly where it was.

He groaned against her, the sound vibrating through her skin, and drew again, and again, swallowing what she gave him like it was owed to him, like he had every right to it. Milk trickled from the corner of his mouth and he didn’t stop to wipe it away, just switched his angle and pulled harder, drawing another helpless moan out of her that echoed off the kitchen tiles.

Her knees had gone soft. She wasn’t sure when that had happened — somewhere between the first pull of his mouth and now, her whole lower body had turned to something loose and unreliable, and she found herself leaning back hard against the counter for support, her thighs already trembling.

Then his hand slid down, over the curve of her hip, under the hem of her sleep shorts, and found her.

“Jesus,” he muttered against her breast, not lifting his mouth away even to speak properly, the word coming out muffled and thick. “You’re soaked.”

She was. She felt it the moment his fingers made contact, felt how slick and swollen she’d become just from the pull of his mouth, from the shame and the want tangled together the way they always seemed to be now. His fingers found her clit unerringly, circling, and her hips bucked forward into his hand of their own accord.

“Tyler — oh God, don’t stop, don’t you dare stop —”

He didn’t. He kept his mouth latched to her nipple, kept drinking in slow, steady pulls, and kept his fingers moving between her thighs, two of them sliding inside her now, curling, finding some spot that made her cry out and grip his hair hard enough to hurt.

The orgasm built fast, faster than she wanted it to, her whole body drawing tight around the twin sensations of being emptied and filled at once. She heard herself babbling something incoherent, felt her back arch off the counter, and then it broke over her in a rush that left her shaking, milk still leaking from her other breast untouched, dripping down onto her bare stomach.

Tyler finally lifted his head, lips wet and shining, and looked up at her with an expression that was equal parts wonder and hunger.

“Fuck,” he said, breathless, his fingers still moving lazily inside her, drawing out the last of her tremors. “You’re already making milk for us.”

Us. The word landed somewhere low in Lauren’s chest, and even as her body still trembled from the aftershocks, some shameful, delighted part of her wondered exactly how many of them he meant.
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By the time her belly had rounded into an unmistakable curve, Lauren had stopped pretending any of this was anything other than exactly what she wanted. She knelt on the big bed on hands and knees, her heavy breasts swaying with every small movement, and let the three of them arrange her exactly how they liked.

Jake was on her left, Ethan on her right, both of them kneeling close enough that their mouths found her nipples the moment she settled her weight forward. She felt the first pull of suction from each side simultaneously and cried out, the sensation doubling in on itself, her spine arching to push her chest further into their mouths.

“God, look at you,” Ethan murmured against her skin, before his lips closed around her again, and she felt the pull all the way down between her legs, a phantom echo of pleasure that made her hips rock helplessly in the empty air.

Then Tyler’s hands settled on her hips from behind, and she felt the blunt heat of him pressing against her entrance, and she pushed back into it before he’d even finished sliding in, desperate for the stretch, for the fullness that never seemed to satisfy her anymore no matter how many times they gave it to her.

“Fuck, you’re always so wet,” Tyler groaned, sinking deeper, and she felt every inch of him part her, her pregnant body somehow tighter now, more sensitive, every nerve ending amplified. “Every damn time.”

She couldn’t answer. Jake was drawing hard on her left breast, and she felt her milk let down in a rush, felt it spray into his mouth, and he made a low, satisfied sound against her skin that vibrated straight to her clit. On the other side Ethan matched him pull for pull, and between the two of them and Tyler’s cock driving into her from behind, Lauren felt herself unravel completely, moans spilling out of her in a steady stream she’d given up trying to control.

“Please,” she gasped, not even sure what she was asking for anymore. “Please, don’t stop, don’t any of you stop —”

They didn’t. Tyler set a hard, steady rhythm, his hips slapping against her, and every thrust seemed to jolt more milk loose, more of it flooding into the mouths working her breasts, until she could feel it running down her skin where they couldn’t catch it all, warm rivulets tracking over the swell of her belly.

“You’re so fucking sexy like this,” Jake said, lifting his head just long enough to look at her, milk shining on his lips. “All full and round and leaking everywhere. Bet you didn’t know you could look this good.”

“Didn’t,” she managed, voice wrecked. “Didn’t know.”

They switched. Tyler pulled out of her with a low groan and Ethan took his place behind her without missing a beat, sliding into her slick heat while Tyler moved around to her front, replacing Jake at her breast, and Jake’s hand found her clit instead, rubbing tight, insistent circles that had her crying out within seconds.

“That’s it,” Tyler murmured, mouth full, milk running down his chin unheeded. “Give us more. You’ve got so much for us.”

She did. Her body seemed endless in its generosity now, producing more the harder they used her, and every switch — Jake to Ethan, Ethan to Tyler, one always buried inside her while another two worked her chest — sent her spiraling higher, closer, until she lost count of how many times she’d already come apart beneath them.

“Look at her belly,” Ethan said at some point, one hand splayed reverent and wide across the curve of it while he fucked her from behind, slow and deep now, drawing out every stroke. “Already got our baby in there and she’s still begging for more.”

“Can’t help it,” Lauren sobbed out, and it was true, God help her, it was true — every nerve in her body had rewired itself around this, around being filled and drained in the same breathless rhythm, around the shame of wanting it so badly that shame itself had turned into another kind of pleasure. “Need it, need all of you —”

Tyler pulled off her breast just long enough to kiss her hip, her belly, murmuring against her skin. “You’ve got all of us. Every single one.”

Then his mouth found her nipple again and drew hard, milk spraying against his tongue, and Ethan’s thrusts picked up speed behind her, and Jake’s fingers on her clit found some perfect, punishing rhythm, and Lauren felt the orgasm crash into her before she’d even finished bracing for it. She screamed into the mattress, her whole body clenching around Ethan buried deep inside her, milk spilling freely from both breasts now as Jake and Tyler traded off catching what they could, laughing low and delighted at how much she had to give.

“Again,” she begged, barely coherent, tears of pure overwhelm sliding down her cheeks even as she pushed her hips back for more. “Please, don’t stop, keep filling me, keep — oh God, keep going —”

They did. They kept switching, kept drinking, kept driving into her long after her first climax had rolled into a second and a third, until Lauren existed only in the space between being emptied and being filled, her pregnant body wrung out and glowing and utterly, gloriously theirs.

“That’s our girl,” someone murmured against her wet skin — she couldn’t tell anymore whose voice it was, and it didn’t matter, because in that moment she belonged to all of them equally, bred and milked and endlessly, shamelessly wanted.
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By the time her belly had grown full and heavy, stretched tight and round beneath skin that gleamed faintly with the oil Tyler liked to rub into it every night, Lauren had lost count of the days left before the baby came. Her breasts stayed constantly full now, an ache that only ever eased for the hour or two after someone had drained her, before building right back up again, insistent and warm.

She lay on her back at the center of the big bed, legs spread, her swollen stomach rising between her thighs like something sacred, and let all three of them settle around her the way they always did now, unhurried, reverent.

“Last time before she’s here,” Jake murmured, one hand smoothing over the curve of her belly like he could feel the baby shifting beneath his palm, and maybe he could — Lauren felt her turn and stretch constantly these days, restless in the small space left to her.

“Not last time,” Ethan corrected softly, kneeling beside her hip, his mouth already finding one leaking nipple, drawing slow and easy. “Just the last time before.”

She didn’t ask before what. She already knew, had known for weeks now, ever since Tyler had first murmured the word again against her throat one night and she’d felt her whole body answer yes before her mind had caught up.

Someone — Jake, she thought, though the slow drugging pleasure of it made everything blur — settled between her thighs and pushed into her with aching gentleness, filling her by degrees, giving her belly time to accommodate the angle. She moaned, low and long, her hands finding her own stomach, resting there beside whoever else’s hands had already claimed the space.

“So full,” Tyler said from somewhere near her other breast, and she felt his mouth close around her nipple, felt the pull as he drew milk from her in long, unhurried swallows, nothing frantic about it now, just steady devotion. “Every part of you.”

The pace they kept was slow, so slow it nearly undid her more than the frenzy of before ever had — deep, grinding thrusts that pressed against every stretched and sensitive inch of her, paired with the equally unhurried suck of mouths at her breasts, milk flowing steady and warm into whoever knelt there. She rocked with it, helpless, her belly rising and falling with each breath, hands never leaving her own stomach as if she needed to keep confirming it was real, this thing she’d built and they’d built with her.

They switched without urgency now, Ethan easing out and Jake taking his place at her breast while Tyler moved down between her thighs, sliding into her slick heat with a groan that seemed to come from somewhere deep in his chest.

“You feel incredible like this,” he told her, hips rolling slow and deliberate, one hand splayed wide across her belly, the other bracing beside her head. “Round and full and ours.”

“Yours,” she echoed, breathless, and meant it more completely than she’d meant anything in years.

He kept that pace for a long while, and Lauren felt herself climbing steadily toward something enormous, something that built in the same unhurried rhythm as everything else — no rush, no urgency, just the slow accumulation of pleasure layered over pleasure until she thought she might come apart from the sheer weight of it.

Then Tyler shifted, angled himself deeper, and lowered his mouth to her other nipple even as he kept thrusting, drinking from her while he fucked her, and across from him Ethan latched onto the breast Jake had abandoned, so that both sides pulled at once again, milk flowing into two mouths while Tyler’s cock stretched her from within.

“Oh God,” Lauren gasped, her hands flying to grip both their heads, holding them to her. “Oh God, Tyler —”

“Take every drop,” he growled against her skin, breaking off just long enough to speak, his hips picking up speed at last, the slow grind giving way to something harder, more desperate, more final. “We’re gonna keep you pregnant.”

The words hit her somewhere below thought, somewhere animal and true, and she felt her whole body seize around the promise of it — not just this baby, not just this moment, but every moment after, every swelling and every emptying still to come, her body theirs to fill again and again for as long as they wanted her.

“Yes,” she sobbed, hips jerking up to meet him. “Yes, keep me, don’t ever stop —”

Tyler drove into her hard, once, twice, and then groaned low and long as he came, deep inside her, his whole body shaking with the force of it, his mouth still fastened to her breast even as he emptied himself into her.

That was what broke her. The feel of him spilling inside her while Ethan and Jake drank from her at the same time, the overwhelming, impossible fullness of being taken from every direction at once, gave and filled in the same unbearable instant — her orgasm crashed through her so hard she cried out, back arching off the bed, and she felt milk spray free in a hot arc, spattering across Tyler’s chest, across the sheets, more than she’d ever released at once before.

She sobbed through it, tears slipping hot down her temples, her whole body shaking with aftershocks that didn’t seem to want to end, milk still leaking freely from both breasts as Jake and Ethan gentled their mouths against her, soothing rather than drawing now, and Tyler stayed buried inside her, softening slowly, his hand never leaving her belly.

“That’s it,” he murmured against her damp skin, voice wrecked and tender all at once. “That’s it, we’ve got you.”

Lauren lay there trembling in the tangle of them, her round belly rising between them all like the center of some quiet devotion, her breasts still weeping milk onto skin that had claimed her over and over these past months, and she understood, with a clarity that felt like coming home, exactly where she belonged.

Bred. Milked. Owned, completely, by the boys who’d made her this way.

She closed her eyes, exhausted and radiant, and let herself believe — no, know — that this was only the beginning.
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{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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