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INTRODUCTION


All characters in this book are consenting adults over 18 years of age. This book features kinks and themes that may be offensive to some, including: an age gap relationship, a taboo relationship between a guardian and his (unofficial) ward, breeding kink, lactation kink, pregnancy, daddy dom/baby girl dynamics, unequal power dynamics, rough sex, and public sex.

If you are offended by any of these, please do not read.


ONE


Ionna

The soft lighting of the Chanel boutique casts everything in a golden glow as I run my fingers over a butter-soft leather handbag. It's gorgeous, the kind of thing that makes my heart skip a beat. I've already accumulated a small pile of items: two dresses, a pair of heels, a silk scarf, and now this bag.

Shopping used to make me happy. Now it just fills the emptiness for a little while.

The hairs on the back of my neck prickle. That feeling washes over me again, that creeping, dangerous feeling. It's the sensation of being watched. For a while now, I have been feeling a presence around me. I glance around the boutique, but there are only a few other customers browsing quietly, and the sales associates hovering nearby with their practiced smiles.

I'm being paranoid. Again.

I shake it off and carry my selections to the counter, where a perfectly coiffed woman with crimson lips greets me warmly.

"Wonderful choices, miss," she says, beginning to ring up my items. "That handbag is from our new collection."

I smile absently, reaching into my wallet for Arthur's credit card. The black card feels heavy between my fingers. It's a reminder of everything he's given me since Dad died. A reminder of how much I depend on him now. Arthur used to be my dad's best friend. When Dad died, most of his assets were used to repay his business debts and the house was given to his company. I had nowhere to go, but Arthur took me in.

My thighs press together involuntarily as his name crosses my mind.

Don't think about him. Not here. Not now.

But it's too late. Heat blooms low in my belly, spreading through my core like wildfire. My panties feel damp, clinging to my pussy in a way that makes me want to squirm. This happens every time I think about Arthur—my body betrays me with its visceral, taboo response to my guardian.

"That won't be necessary." The deep, commanding voice behind me sends a shockwave through my system. My spine goes rigid. I know that voice. It haunts my dreams and makes my womb clench with need.

No. No, no, no.

Arthur.

A large, warm hand settles possessively on my ass, fingers spreading over the curve through my short skirt. The touch is bold, dominant, and completely inappropriate for a guardian to give his ward in public, even if I’m technically twenty-four and an independent adult and we don’t have any legal relationship.

My breath catches. My core clenches. Wetness gushes out of my pussy, making me hyper aware of my taboo attraction for a man who is almost my dad’s age. A man whose roof I live under and who pays for my lifestyle.

"Arthur—" I start, but my voice comes out breathy and weak.

He's standing right behind me, so close I can feel the heat radiating from his massive body. He's wearing a crisp white dress shirt that stretches across his broad shoulders, the sleeves rolled up to reveal corded forearms dusted with dark hair. His presence is overwhelming. He’s masculine, dominant, impossible to ignore.

God, he's so handsome it hurts to look at him.

Those sharp brown eyes are fixed on me with an intensity that makes my knees weak. His jaw is carved from granite, dusted with stubble that I've fantasized about feeling against my inner thighs. Silver threads through his thick black hair, giving him a distinguished look that only makes him more attractive. He's so tall I have to tilt my head back to meet his gaze. His body is all hard muscle beneath that expensive shirt.

My pussy throbs.

I squeeze my thighs together, trying to contain the ache building between my legs, but it's useless.

Being near Arthur always does this to me. It's why I spend so much time away from home, shopping and eating at cafes until late in the evening. Being in the house with him is torture. Every time he walks past me, every time his voice rumbles through the rooms, every time he looks at me with those dark, knowing eyes, my body heats up with a desperate, forbidden need.

I stay out to avoid him. To avoid the way my imagination runs wild when we're alone together.

I picture his big hands cupping my ass, squeezing the soft flesh. I imagine him teasing my aching pussy with those thick fingers while I break apart for him. I fantasize about his dominant commands making my womb contract with primal need.

Bad girl. You're such a bad girl for thinking about him like this.

But I can't help it. My body doesn't care that he's my guardian. It doesn't care about propriety or taboos. All it knows is that Arthur is the most masculine, dominant, sexually compelling man I've ever encountered, and every cell in my body screams for him to claim me.

"I'll be taking this," Arthur says, plucking the credit card from my trembling fingers. His hand moves from my ass to my lower back, pressing me forward slightly so he can reach the sales associate. "She won't be buying anything today."

"What?" My voice comes out sharper than I intended. Heat floods my face. "Arthur, what are you doing?"

"Cutting you off." His tone is cold, matter-of-fact. He hands my card back to the confused sales associate. "Cancel the transaction."

"Sir, we've already packed the things."

"Cancel it."

The command in his voice makes my core clench. Damn it. Even when he's being stern with me, my body responds. My nipples harden beneath my thin blouse. Slick coats my inner thighs.

"That's not fair!" I spin to face him, anger warring with arousal. "You can't just do that."

"It's my money, Ionna." His eyes bore into mine. "And I don't like how you're acting like a spoiled brat, overspending without any thought to the consequences."

My cheeks burn. "I'm not a brat."

"You are." His voice drops lower, and I feel it vibrate through my bones. "I've indulged you enough. I thought it would help you process your grief after your father's death, but you show no signs of stopping. No signs of doing anything productive with your life."

Each word is like a slap. Shame mingles with my arousal, creating a toxic cocktail that makes my head spin.

"The items aren't purchased, miss," the sales associate says quietly, clearly uncomfortable with the scene unfolding before her.

Arthur's hand closes around my wrist—firm, unyielding. "We're leaving."

"Let go of me!" I try to pull away, but his grip is iron. He starts walking, dragging me with him through the boutique. My heels click frantically against the marble floor as I stumble after him.

"Arthur, stop."

But he doesn't stop. He pulls me out of the store, past startled shoppers, down a corridor. My heart hammers against my ribs. Where is he taking me?

The restroom.

He shoves the door open, checks that it's empty, then pulls me inside and locks the door behind us with a decisive click.

"You shouldn't have done that!" I yank my wrist from his grasp, breathing hard. The small space feels even smaller with his massive body filling it. "That was humiliating!"

"You're humiliating yourself by acting like a child." He crosses his arms over his broad chest, and the movement makes his biceps strain against his shirtsleeves. "You're twenty-four years old, Ionna. It's time you learned the value of money."

"I know the value of money."

"Do you?" He takes a step closer, and I instinctively back up until my ass hits the sink. "Because from where I'm standing, all I see is a spoiled little girl who thinks she can buy her way to happiness. You’ve spent hundreds of thousands of dollars in the last three months. And most of the stuff you buy, you don’t even use. I’ve tried to be patient, but there’s a limit to my generosity."

"That's not fair." My voice cracks. "You don't understand what I need."

"Then explain it to me." Another step. He's so close now I can smell his cologne—sandalwood and musk and pure masculine dominance. "Explain why you need another handbag when you have a closet full of them. Explain why you're spending money like it's endless when you know damn well it's not."

Tears prick my eyes, but I blink them back. "I just... I needed to get out of the house."

"Why?"

"Because!" The words burst out of me before I can stop them. "Because being around you is torture!"

His eyes narrow. "What?"

My chest heaves. I've said too much, but now that I've started, I can't seem to stop. "Because every time I'm near you, my body... it responds. And I know it's wrong. I know I shouldn't feel this way about you, but I can't help it. So I stay out. I shop and eat and do anything to avoid being in that house with you, where all I can think about is how much I want..."

I trail off, horrified by my confession.

The silence stretches between us, thick and heavy.

Arthur's jaw tightens. "How much you want what, Ionna?"

"Nothing." I shake my head. "Forget I said anything."

"Answer me."

The dominance in his command makes my womb contract. Fresh wetness pools in my panties. My thighs tremble.

"You," I whisper. "How much I want you."

His nostrils flare. Something dark and predatory flashes in his eyes.

"Do you have any idea what you're saying?" His voice is dangerously low. "The position you're putting me in?"

"I know it's wrong."

"It's more than wrong. Your father trusted me to take care of you. I know we don’t have any legal relationship or any familial one, but I’m forty-five, for crying out loud."

"I'm an adult." My fingers curl around the edge of the sink behind me. "I can make my own choices."

"Can you?" He moves even closer, boxing me in. "Because from what I've seen, you make terrible choices. Spending money you don't have. Buying things you don't need."

"My dad left me two million."

"Which you've already burned through most of." His eyes rake over my body, and I feel the assessment like a physical touch. "Your father's estate went to paying off his debts and funding that charitable trust. You had two million dollars, and you've squandered it."

Shame heats my face. He's right. I know he's right.

"So here's what's going to happen," Arthur continues, his voice dropping to a growl that makes my pussy clench. "If you want things now, you're going to have to pay for them."

"How?" My voice comes out small. "I don't have any money left."

"Then you'll have to find another way."

The air between us crackles with tension. His gaze drops to my mouth, then lower, to where my chest rises and falls with rapid breaths. When his eyes meet mine again, they're dark with unmistakable lust.

My heart stutters.

He feels it too. The chemistry. The forbidden attraction that's been building between us for months.

Arthur's hand shoots out, gripping my jaw firmly. Not painful, but commanding. Possessive.

"If you have nothing else to pay with," he growls, "then you'll have to pay with this pretty little pussy."

A shocked gasp escapes me. Heat explodes in my core.

"I've seen the way you dress around the house, Ionna. Those short skirts. Those tight tops. Once, you walked around completely naked in front of me." His thumb strokes my lower lip. "I wanted to bend you over the kitchen counter and fuck you right then and there."

"Arthur..." My voice is barely a whisper.

"You've been seducing me, haven't you? Tempting me with your curvy little body. Making sure I notice every inch of your fertile young flesh."

I bite my lip, heat flooding my face. "I... I just wanted to express my sexuality."

"Bullshit." His grip on my jaw tightens slightly. "You wanted me to notice. Admit it."

"Okay." The confession tears out of me. "Yes. I wanted you to notice. I have feelings for you—sexual feelings—and I didn't know how to handle them. So I stayed away. I spent money to avoid being in that house with you, where all I can think about is your hands on my body."

His eyes flash with something primal. "You're saying dangerous things, babygirl."

"I know I've been a brat." My words tumble out in a rush. "I know I've been overspending. And I'm grateful—so grateful—that you took me in after Dad died, when I had nowhere to go and no money. Maybe... maybe I was trying to repay you in my own way."

"By offering me glimpses of your naked body?" His voice is rough with restrained desire.

"Maybe."

For a long moment, we just stare at each other. Then something in him snaps.

Arthur's hand leaves my jaw and fists in my skirt, yanking it up roughly. Cool air hits my thighs. Before I can react, he hooks his fingers in my panties and drags them down my legs.

"Arthur!" I gasp, but my body is already responding. My pussy throbs with need.

His hand moves between my thighs, and when his fingers make contact with my wet folds, we both groan.

"Fuck." He circles my entrance, gathering my slick. "You're dripping like a slut. Is this from me? From the thought of your guardian touching you?"

"Yes." I can barely speak. His fingers feel so good against my sensitive flesh. "It's taboo. You're my guardian, and we're in a public bathroom, and my body is tingling because I want this so badly."

"Dirty girl." But there's approval in his voice. He pushes one thick finger inside me, and I cry out at the intrusion. "Such a dirty, desperate little girl."

I grab his wrist and press his hand harder against my pussy. "I'm so hot for you. Feel how hot my cunt is. It feels like I'm melting just from you standing close to me."

Something primitive takes over his expression. His cock swells visibly in his pants, pressing against my hip.

"You want to be fucked in a public restroom where anyone could hear us?" he growls. "You want your guardian's cock inside your ripe little pussy?"

"Yes." My nails dig into his wrist. "Please."

"I'm going to ruin you." His voice is dark with promise. "I'm going to fuck you so hard you'll never think about spending my money carelessly again. You'll understand exactly how hard it is to earn the things you desire."

He grabs my hips and lifts me effortlessly, pressing my back against the tile wall. "Wrap your legs around me."

I obey immediately, locking my ankles behind his back. The position spreads me wide open. I can feel his hard cock through his pants, pressing against my entrance.

He reaches between us, freeing himself. When I feel the thick head of his cock pressing against my virgin opening, my breath catches.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" He positions himself at my entrance. "To be claimed by me. To be bred like the fertile little thing you are."

"Yes," I whimper. "Please, Arthur. I need you inside me."

He pushes forward.

Pain lances through me immediately. He's too big—much too big. My virgin walls resist the intrusion, clenching tight around just the head of his cock.

"Fuck, you're tight." He grits his teeth. "So fucking tight."

Tears spring to my eyes. "It hurts."

"I know, babygirl. But you need to learn." He pushes deeper despite my resistance. "You need to learn that getting what you want comes with a price."

Another inch slides in. Then another. My pussy burns with the stretch, struggling to accommodate his thick length. I'm wet enough that there's slickness, but my tightness makes every movement difficult.

"Arthur—" I claw at his shoulders, not sure if I'm trying to push him away or pull him closer.

"Take it." He thrusts harder, burying himself another few inches. "Take my cock like a good girl."

I cry out, the sound echoing off the bathroom tiles. The pain is intense, but beneath it, there's something else—a dark pleasure that makes my core pulse.

"After I'm done with you, you'll understand." Another brutal thrust. He's halfway in now, stretching me impossibly wide. "You'll understand how hard it is to earn money. How precious every dollar is."

"Please—" I don't know what I'm begging for anymore. For him to stop? To go harder?

"I'm going to breed your raw, fertile pussy." He pulls back slightly, then slams forward, finally burying himself to the hilt. "I'm going to pump you full of cum and make you ripe and swollen with my child."

The image sends a shock of pleasure through my pain. Pregnant. He wants to get me pregnant.

My pussy clenches around him involuntarily.

"That's it." He begins to move, each thrust deep and punishing. "Your body knows what it wants. It wants to be bred by an older man. It wants to carry my baby."

"Yes," I moan, clinging to him. The pain is fading now, replaced by intense pleasure. "Breed me. Make me yours."

"You are mine." He pounds into me relentlessly, his cock stretching my channel with every stroke. "You've been mine since the moment you walked around my house naked, tempting me with this perfect body."

My head falls back against the tile. The pleasure is building, coiling tight in my belly. He's so deep inside me, hitting places I didn't know existed.

"Harder," I beg. "Please, Arthur, harder."

He complies, slamming into me with bruising force. The sound of our bodies meeting fills the small bathroom—wet, obscene, perfect.

"Gonna fill this tight little cunt with my seed," he growls against my neck. "Gonna pump you full until you're dripping with it."

"Yes!" My nails rake down his back. "Give it to me. Give me everything."

His thrusts become erratic, desperate. I can feel him swelling inside me, getting even bigger.

"Come for me, babygirl," he commands. "Come on Daddy’s cock like the dirty girl you are. And starting today, you're going to call me Daddy when we're alone."

The command combined with a particularly deep thrust sends me over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me like a tidal wave, making my pussy clench rhythmically around his pistoning cock.

"Daddy!" I scream his name, not caring who might hear.

"Fuck—" He buries himself deep one final time and holds there, his cock pulsing as he floods my virgin channel with thick ropes of cum. "Take it all. Every fucking drop."

I feel his release filling me, hot and abundant. So much of it. My pussy milks him instinctively, drawing every last bit of his seed deep inside.

We stay locked together, breathing hard. His forehead rests against mine.

Slowly, carefully, he pulls out.

That's when he sees it.

Blood streaks his cock.

"What?" He stares at the crimson evidence, then back at me. His eyes widen with realization. "Ionna. Were you a virgin?"

Tears spill down my cheeks as I nod.

"Fuck." The word is sharp, horrified. He immediately pulls me into his arms, one hand cradling the back of my head. "Fuck, babygirl. I'm sorry. I didn't know."

"It's okay." I bury my face in his neck, breathing in his scent. "I'm not sad I lost my virginity to you."

"I was too rough." He presses a tender kiss to my forehead. "If I'd known..."

"You would have stopped," I finish for him. "And I didn't want you to stop."

His arms tighten around me protectively. The dominant, commanding man from moments ago has been replaced by someone gentle and caring.

"We need to get you cleaned up." He carefully sets me on my feet, steadying me when my legs wobble. "And then we're going home. We have a lot to talk about."

I nod, unable to form words.

My guardian just took my virginity in a public bathroom.

And I've never felt more alive.


TWO


Arthur

Two days.

It's been two fucking days since I bred Ionna in that bathroom, and I can't get the memory out of my head.

The way her virgin pussy gripped my cock. The blood streaking my length when I pulled out. The shocked, satisfied expression on her face as my cum dripped down her thighs.

I've fucked that moment into my fist more times than I care to admit, coming harder than I have in years to the memory of claiming what should have been forbidden.

Taking her virginity has made me addicted to the taboo pleasure of fucking her. Every primitive instinct in my body screams at me to find her, pin her down, and breed her again until she's swollen with my child.

But she's been avoiding me.

She comes home late, long after I've gone to bed. She leaves early in the morning before I wake. The few times I've caught glimpses of her, she's practically running to her room, refusing to meet my eyes.

The avoidance is driving me insane.

Did I scare her? Make her feel unsafe in her own home? The thought sits like acid in my gut. I was rough with her, too rough for a virgin. The memory of her tears makes shame twist through my chest.

Maybe she's planning to leave. To run from the man who was supposed to protect her, but instead fucked her in a public bathroom like an animal.

I can't let that happen.

The house is quiet as I walk down the hallway toward her bedroom. Dawn is just breaking, pale light filtering through the windows. I know she came home last night. I heard her car in the driveway around midnight.

My cock is already half-hard just from knowing she's on the other side of this door. Sleeping in her sexy night dress.

I knock softly, then push the door open without waiting for an answer.

Ionna is in her bed, lying on her side facing away from the door. The covers are pulled up to her shoulders, but I can see the blonde waves of her hair spilling across the pillow. Her breathing is even, but something tells me she's not asleep.

"Ionna," I say quietly.

She doesn't move.

I cross the room, my bare feet silent on the carpet. When I reach the bed, I can see her eyes are open, staring at the wall.

"I know you're awake, babygirl."

A small flinch. Then she slowly rolls onto her back, finally meeting my gaze. Those blue eyes are wary, uncertain.

"Arthur." Her voice is soft, hesitant. "What are you doing here?"

"We need to talk." I sit down on the edge of her bed, and the mattress dips under my weight. "You've been avoiding me."

"I haven't."

"Don't lie to me." I reach out and pull the covers down slowly, revealing her body. She's wearing a silky camisole that does nothing to hide her curves. Her nipples are already visible through the thin fabric, two hard points that make my mouth water. "Why have you been staying away?"

She bites her lip, and the gesture sends a bolt of heat straight to my groin. "I wasn't avoiding you exactly. I just... I didn't think you'd want to see me after what happened."

"Why the fuck would you think that?"

"Because." She looks away. "Because I let you do that to me. Because I wanted it. And you probably think I'm some kind of slut who doesn't understand boundaries or common sense."

"Stop." I cup her face, forcing her to look at me. "I don't think that at all."

"You don't?"

"No." My thumb strokes her cheekbone. "I think you're a beautiful young woman who drove me out of my mind with desire. I think I've been fantasizing about you for months and finally snapped when I had the opportunity."

Her eyes widen. "Really?"

"Really." I lean closer, my voice dropping. "And I very much want to see you, Ionna. Not just see you. I want to do all kinds of taboo, filthy things to your gorgeous body."

A shiver runs through her. I feel it under my hand.

"How are you?" I ask, suddenly concerned. "I was rough with you. Too rough for your first time. Did I hurt you? Are you sore?"

"I'm good." Her cheeks flush pink. "The soreness is gone. It only lasted a day or so."

Relief washes through me. "Are you scared of me?"

"Scared?" She actually laughs. "Not at all. If anything, now I just want you more."

My cock swells in my pants. "What?"

"The real thing was even better than what I imagined." Her tongue darts out to wet her lips. "I didn't know sex could feel that good. I didn't know I could feel that much."

Fuck. This girl is going to kill me.

"I'm sorry I didn't take you on a nice bed like this for your first time."

"Don't apologize." She reaches up and touches my jaw. "I liked it. I liked the roughness, the dominance. I liked feeling you lose control inside me." Her voice drops to a whisper. "I liked knowing my pussy made you come so hard you filled me with your cum."

My hand moves from her face to her chest, cupping one full breast through her camisole. Her nipple is a hard pebble against my palm. "You're playing with fire, babygirl."

"Maybe I like getting burned."

I squeeze her breast, and she arches into my touch with a soft moan. The sound goes straight to my dick.

"We need to talk about your future," I say, trying to maintain some semblance of control even as my body screams at me to strip her naked and fuck her. "About what you want to do with your life. I want to help you live a more productive life and fulfill your dreams."

"My future?" She sounds confused.

"Yes." I rub my thumb over her hard nipple, feeling it strain against the silk. "You can't just keep spending money and avoiding responsibility. What are your dreams? What do you want to accomplish? What did you dream of as a child?"

She's quiet for a moment, and I feel her body tense under my hand.

"I don't really have any dreams like that," she finally admits. "I always assumed I'd just... live a lavish lifestyle. My dad was rich, so I thought I'd spend money until someone fell in love with me. Then I'd marry him and continue living a luxurious life."

Something in my chest tightens. "That's it? You don't want to do anything else?"

"Like what?" She meets my eyes. "I don't have any special talents. I'm not disciplined enough to pursue a career. I'm not smart like other girls who go to college and become doctors or lawyers." She swallows. "I just want to be loved by someone. That's good enough for me."

"Are you sure?" The question comes out rougher than I intended.

"My dad was always busy with work. And I grew up without a mother—she left when I was three. So I never really had anyone who made me feel... wanted. Loved." Tears shine in her eyes. "I just want someone to choose me. To want to come home to me every day. Is that so wrong?"

Fuck.

My heart clenches painfully. This beautiful, lonely girl just wants to be loved. She wants someone to treasure her, to make her feel valued.

I could be that person.

The thought hits me like a freight train. I could love her. I could be the man she marries. I could keep her in this house forever, give her everything she needs, fill her belly with my babies.

She'd never have to feel unwanted again.

My hand moves to the straps of her camisole, slowly pulling them down her shoulders. "You deserve to be loved, Ionna. You deserve to have someone who worships every inch of your body."

"Arthur, I'm glad you understand me. I thought you'd tell me I was hoping for a fairytale, that i was delusional."

I pull the camisole down, exposing her breasts. They're perfect—full and heavy, with dusty pink nipples that are already pebbled with arousal.

"Fuck, look at these." I cup both breasts in my hands, squeezing. "So fucking perfect. So ripe and ready for me."

I lower my head and take one nipple into my mouth, sucking hard. She cries out, her hands flying to my hair.

"Yes! Oh God, yes."

I worship her breasts with my mouth, sucking and licking and biting until she's writhing beneath me. Her nipples are so hard they must be aching. I love how responsive her body is, how it's always aroused and ready for me.

"Your body was made for this," I growl against her skin. "Made to be touched and fucked and filled with cum."

"Please," she whimpers.

I move my mouth to her throat, licking and sucking. I want to mark her, to leave bruises on her pale skin so everyone knows she belongs to someone. My teeth scrape against her pulse point, and she moans.

"Such a good girl," I murmur, kissing down to her collarbones. "Such a perfect, fertile little thing."

I lick down the valley between her breasts, savoring every inch of her smooth skin. Then I pull back and slap one breast, watching it jiggle from the impact.

"Arthur!" She gasps, but her pussy is grinding against the mattress. She likes it.

"You like getting roughed up, don't you?" I slap her other breast. "You like it when Daddy treats you like a disobedient slut."

"Yes," she breathes.

"Then that's exactly what I'm going to do." I slap her breast again, harder this time. "I'm going to breed you roughly. I'm going to fuck this tight little cunt until you're screaming my name."

"Please."

"Maybe once you have a baby in your belly, you'll finally grow up and start acting like an adult." I grab her breast and squeeze. "Maybe becoming a mother will give you some purpose."

Her eyes are glazed with lust. "I want that. I want your baby. I want you to love me and make me yours."

"Good." I release her breast and reach for my wallet on the nightstand. "Because I saw a charge on my card yesterday. Five hundred dollars for online shopping. Care to explain?"

Her face pales. "I... I needed some things."

"Things you can't afford." I pull out my phone and show her the notification. "You went behind my back and used my card without permission."

"I'm sorry."

"Sorry isn't good enough." I set the phone down and start unbuckling my belt. "It's time you paid for your overspending. Remember what I told you?"

She watches my hands with hungry eyes as I pull my belt free. "Are you going to make me pay with my pussy again?"

A laugh rumbles in my chest. "There's nothing else of value that you have, babygirl. Your pussy is the only currency you can offer me."

"Then take it." She spreads her legs wider. "Take whatever you want from me, Daddy."

Fuck. My cock is so hard it's painful, threatening to burst through my pants. The zipper is digging into my length, and I can feel precum leaking from the tip.

I need to be inside her. Now.

I strip off my shirt, then shove my pants and boxers down. My cock springs free, thick and heavy, already dripping with need.

Ionna's eyes go wide. "You're so big."

"And you're going to take every inch." I climb onto the bed, positioning myself between her thighs. "Spread your legs wider."

She obeys immediately, opening herself to me. I push her camisole up to her waist, exposing her pussy. She's not wearing panties, just smooth, bare skin and glistening pink folds.

"Look how wet you are." I run my finger through her slit, gathering her arousal. "Your cunt is already dripping for Daddy's cock."

"I can't help it," she whimpers. "I've been wet for you for two days."

"Two days of walking around with a needy pussy, thinking about how good my cock felt inside you." I circle her entrance with my finger. "Poor babygirl. You must have been desperate."

"I was. I am."

"Don't worry." I lower my head between her thighs. "Daddy's going to take care of you."

I bury my face in her pussy, inhaling her scent. She smells like arousal and need and pure feminine fertility. My tongue darts out, licking a long stripe from her entrance to her clit.

"Oh fuck!" Her hips buck off the bed.

I pin her down with one hand on her lower belly, holding her in place as I feast on her cunt. She tastes incredible—sweet and tangy, with a hint of musk that makes my cock leak more precum.

I focus on her clit, circling it with my tongue before sucking the swollen bud into my mouth. Her thighs start to tremble.

"Daddy," she moans. "That feels so good."

"This raw, fertile cunt tastes perfect." I push two fingers inside her, feeling how tight she still is. "You're perfectly primed to get pregnant. All I have to do is deposit my seed into this empty pussy."

"Yes," she gasps as I finger her. "Fill me up. Breed me."

I pump my fingers in and out, feeling her walls grip me. She's so wet my fingers are coated in her slick. I add a third finger, stretching her.

"Gonna make sure you're ready for my cock." I curl my fingers, searching for that spot inside her that will make her see stars. When I find it, she nearly screams.

"There! Right there!"

I rub that spot relentlessly while my mouth works her clit. Her moans get louder, more desperate. I can feel her getting close. Her walls are fluttering around my fingers, her clit pulsing against my tongue.

"Come for Daddy," I command against her pussy. "Come on my face like a good girl."

She shatters with a cry, her body convulsing as her orgasm washes over her. I don't stop—I keep licking and fingering her through it, drawing out her pleasure until she's sobbing.

When she finally comes down, I pull my fingers out and sit back on my heels. My cock is rock hard, the head dark and swollen with need.

"You ready for my cock, babygirl?"

"Yes," she pants. "Please, Daddy. I need you inside me."

I position myself at her entrance, rubbing the head of my cock through her wet folds. "You sure? Because once I start, I'm not going to be gentle."

"I don't want gentle." Her blue eyes lock with mine. "I want you to fuck me like you own me."

"I do own you." I thrust forward, burying half my length in one stroke. "This pussy belongs to me now."

She cries out, her back arching. Even after taking my cock two days ago, she's still incredibly tight. Her walls grip me like a vice, trying to adjust to my size.

"That's it." I pull back and thrust again, going deeper. "Take Daddy's cock. Take every fucking inch."

"It's so big," she whimpers, but her hips are rising to meet my thrusts. "So deep."

I grip her hips and start fucking her with long, powerful strokes. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, punctuated by her moans and my grunts.

"Your cunt was made for breeding." I slam into her harder. "Made to take seed and grow babies."

"Yes!" She wraps her legs around my waist. "Breed me, Daddy. Put a baby in my belly."

"Gonna fill you so full of cum." I lean down, bracing myself on my forearms so I can kiss her while I fuck her. "Gonna pump load after load into this fertile pussy until you're pregnant with my child."

"I want it," she gasps against my mouth. "I want your seed growing in my womb, making my stomach expand. I want everybody to know that you fucked me, and that my body has been claimed by you."

I capture her lips in a bruising kiss, my tongue invading her mouth the same way my cock is invading her cunt. She tastes like desperation and need.

My balls are already drawing up, the pressure building at the base of my spine. I'm not going to last long—she feels too good, too perfect.

"Touch yourself," I order, pulling back from the kiss. "Rub your clit while I breed you."

She immediately reaches between us, her fingers finding her swollen bud. I can feel her hand moving, feel the added friction as she rubs herself.

"That's my good girl." I pick up my pace, pounding into her with abandon. "Gonna make you come on my cock while I fill you up."

"Close," she pants. "I'm so close, Daddy."

"Come for me." I angle my hips, hitting that spot inside her with every thrust. "Come on Daddy's cock and pay for spending Daddy's money without permission."

Her walls start to flutter, then clamp down hard around my length. She screams my name as she comes, her whole body shaking with the force of her orgasm.

The sensation of her pussy milking my cock sends me over the edge. With a roar, I bury myself as deep as I can go and let go.

My cock pulses, shooting thick ropes of cum directly into her womb. I grind against her, making sure every drop goes as deep as possible.

"Take it," I growl. "Take all of Daddy's cum."

"Yes," she whimpers, her pussy still contracting around me. "Give it to me. Give me your baby."

I collapse on top of her, both of us breathing hard. My cock is still twitching inside her, releasing the last spurts of my seed. It clings to her bare pussy walls, coating her pussy until it’s overflowing.

But I don’t pull out. I keep her plugged up with my dick to make sure my semen stays inside her and takes.

“Good girl.” I bracket her face with my hands and kiss her on the lips. “You’ve been so good for Daddy. Maybe Daddy should reward you by taking you out for a shopping trip.”

Her eyes glitter. “You mean that?”

“I do.” I clear my throat. “I’ll even throw in a meal and take you out on a date. But once we’re back, you’ll have to pay me back by letting me fuck you all night.”

“I don’t mind.” She winks. “It feels so good when you’re inside me.”

Her smile, her joy, and her eagerness ease the guilt inside me. I promised her dad that I would look after her when he was gone. And now I know that the only way to make good on my promise while also acting on the feelings I have for Ionna is by making her my wife and the mother of my children.

I’m already falling for her, for the lonely rich girl who wasn’t loved by her mother, and whose father was too busy to show her that she mattered.

But I’m here for her, and I will give her all the love I have until her heart is as overflowing as her pussy.


THREE


Ionna

I wear my sluttiest dress on the day of the date. It’s a low-cut little black dress that barely skims my ass. And my breasts, huge and plump, spill out of its deep V-neckline.

I’m not even certain Arthur would let me leave the house in this, much less let other men see me like this.

He has been so attentive these last few days, eating breakfast with me, touching me tenderly, asking me about my future. But no matter how many times he asks, my answer is the same. All I want is to be loved and love someone.

The weird thing is that when I say the words, my heart flutters. Deep down, I already know the truth: I’m in love with Arthur. I fell for him after he offered to let me stay in his house as the world was falling apart around me after my father’s death. While my relatives were only interested in their share of the inheritance and wanted nothing to do with me, Arthur asked me to come live with him.

He held me through nights when I cried, remembering my life with my dad. He helped sort out legal matters so I could get my fair share of what Dad had left me. And when my melancholy refused to subside, he gave me a credit card and told me I could use it as I pleased. He told me to buy pretty clothes and whatever I needed to make myself feel good.

That’s when it started. I knew he was the kindest, most generous man I’d met. I knew I was in love with him. He had been so patient and understanding, giving me a place. No, a sanctuary where I could heal. And he was incredibly hot, too. I wanted him. I needed the comfort and warmth he offered. So I took it shamelessly, even after the grief was gone.

I only wished for him to return my love, even though it was impossible.

I filled the longing I had for Arthur’s love with shopping sprees, because the credit card he gave me so I could feel better was the one connection I had to the version of him that had cared for me deeply. He was busy working a lot of the time, and even though we sometimes had dinner together, I could sense the distance between us.

Maybe he started noticing me as a woman, too, because he would only say polite, circumspect things, avoiding sharing his feelings about work or anything else. All I wanted was intimacy, but I knew it was wrong to want it.

So I used what he gave me freely instead—his money.

But now, I don’t have to do that anymore. Because Arthur told me that he wants me. He heard my dreams and now he’s giving me a baby to bear so that we can be connected more intimately. I never thought much about having kids or a family, but the moment he said it, I loved the idea.

Despite the joys of shopping, it gets boring and meaningless. I want to raise babies, give them the love and attention my mother never gave me. I want to nurture little Arthurs, and fill his empty, huge house with a family that he can be proud of.

And I want to be his family, too. Which means I’m going to make sure he cannot take his eyes off me during our date. I will leave a big impression so he can’t deny what is between us.

“Are you dressed, babygirl?”

“Yeah. I was just spritzing perfume.” I spray perfume as Arthur walks in.

I catch his reflection in the mirror. He’s wearing a suit without a tie. The top buttons of his shirt and unbuttoned, showing a tanned expanse of masculine chest that makes my pussy shiver from the inside. We haven’t even left yet and my cunt is already tingling in anticipation.

“You’re wearing that?” Arthur asks. His eyes are fixed on me—on my ass, to be exact.

I square my shoulders, turning toward him. “You have a problem?”

He shakes his head. “You look like you’re going to spill out of that dress. Are you sure you will be comfortable in it all night?”

“If I spill out, you’ll take care of me, won’t you, Daddy?” I wink at him. “I wanted to look really good for our date.”

He smacks my ass. A wave of liquid pleasure travels up my spine, making the base of my neck buzz with taboo thrill.

“You look more than good.” His lips brush against my ear. I feel his stubble, prickly and sharp, bristling against my skin. The texture inflames my core, making heat spread across my stomach. “You look so delicious I could devour you for dessert.”

“You can do that,” I tell him. “But we have to get to the main course first.”

I loop my hand around his arm, raising my eyebrows.

He presses one hand to the side of my face. “Ionna, you’re so stunning that I can’t believe you’re actually mine. Why would someone as young and beautiful as you want a middle-aged guy like me?”

“Because you’re rich?” I chuckle. He smiles. He knows it’s a joke, too. “It’s because you were the only person who cared for me, who was kind to me after my father died. Everyone else, even my friends, stopped calling me. But you stayed by my side through the months of grief. It’s thanks to you that I’m healed and better now.”

He bends his head. His lips ghost over mine and his stubble rubs along my smooth bottom lip. “I liked being your rock. I liked holding you when you were vulnerable. You are mesmerizing when you show your emotions, when you let yourself express what you’re feeling.”

“I will make sure I express exactly what I’m feeling tonight.” I take a deep breath, then dive straight for his mouth.

I capture his lips with mine, feeling bold and sensual. I’m kissing him. I’m pushing at his resistances, letting him know he’s safe with me. That I want him and he is allowed to want me, too. We’re both grown adults who can make our own decisions.

His hand cups my ass, squeezing the soft flesh through the thin fabric of my dress. A jolt of heat shoots straight to my core. My pussy immediately responds, leaking moisture that dampens my panties.

God, just his touch does this to me.

His other hand slides under my gaping neckline, finding my breast. His calloused thumb rubs over my nipple, circling it until it's a hard, aching peak.

"Arthur," I whimper against his mouth.

Currents of pleasure shoot through me, radiating from where his rough fingers are teasing my sensitive nipple. I wish I could melt into his touch, dissolve completely into this moment where nothing exists except his hands on my body and his mouth claiming mine.

His tongue dives into my mouth, deep and demanding. He kisses me roughly, passionately, like he's trying to devour me whole. I can barely breathe, barely think. All I can do is feel—the scrape of his stubble, the heat of his palm on my ass, the delicious friction of his thumb on my nipple.

I'm drowning in sensation, in him.

Then he breaks the kiss abruptly, leaving me gasping.

Smack.

His hand connects with my ass in a sharp slap that makes me yelp.

"Time to go, babygirl," he says, his voice rough with barely contained desire. "If we stay here any longer, we'll end up eating dessert before I have a chance to properly woo you."

My legs feel shaky as he guides me out of the house and into his car. The whole drive to the restaurant, his hand stays on my thigh, fingers drawing lazy circles on my skin. Each touch sends sparks of arousal through me.

By the time we arrive, I'm practically vibrating with need.

The restaurant is elegant and expensive—the kind of place where the waiters wear tuxedos and the chandeliers probably cost more than a car. Arthur holds my chair for me, ever the gentleman, before taking his seat across from me.

When the waiter arrives, Arthur doesn't even look at the menu.

"The lady will have the filet mignon, medium rare, with the roasted vegetables. And I'll have the ribeye, rare." He glances at me. "Any dietary restrictions I should know about?"

I shake my head, too charmed to speak.

He orders a bottle of wine—something French and undoubtedly expensive—then dismisses the waiter with a nod.

"I like when you take charge like that," I admit, feeling my cheeks warm.

"Do you?" His eyes gleam with amusement. "I wasn't sure if you'd appreciate me ordering for you. Some women find it presumptuous."

"I find it sexy and masculine." I lean forward slightly, giving him a better view of my cleavage. "You know, Arthur, you made me feel safe and protected after my father died. You were always asking about my day, even when all I did was stay at home and mope."

His expression softens. "I wanted to know how you were doing. I worried about you."

"That's what made me develop feelings for you." The confession spills out before I can stop it. "Because I felt seen and heard with you. Even on my worst days, you made time for me. You didn't neglect me or see me as an inconvenience. You always tried to understand me, to ascertain where my emotions were on that day."

Arthur reaches across the table and takes my hand. "I liked being there for you, Ionna. Protecting you came naturally to me." He squeezes my fingers gently. "I felt useless because I couldn't do more. I wanted to take away your pain, but grief doesn't work that way."

"You did more than enough." I turn my hand in his, lacing our fingers together. "You gave me a home when I had nowhere to go. You gave me stability when everything felt chaotic. That means everything to me."

"You don't need to feel indebted to me because of that."

"I don't feel indebted." I meet his eyes. "I just realized what kind of person you were by spending time with you. You're kind, generous, patient. You're everything I've ever wanted in a man."

The waiter returns with our wine, breaking the moment. Arthur tastes it, nods his approval, and watches as both our glasses are filled.

Once we're alone again, he raises his glass. "To new beginnings."

"To us," I counter, clinking my glass against his.

The wine is delicious, smooth and rich. I take another sip, savoring the warmth that spreads through my chest.

"So tell me," Arthur says, leaning back in his chair. "If you could do anything tomorrow, consequences be damned, what would it be?"

I consider the question. "Honestly? I'd spend the whole day in bed with you."

He laughs, the sound deep and genuine. "That's not what I meant."

"But it's the truth." I shrug. "I don't need grand adventures or exotic vacations. I just want to be with you. Being intimate with a man I desire and admire feeds my soul on every level. I feel fulfilled and nourished when I'm in your arms, and each time we do it, all I can think is that I want it to never end."

"You're going to make me fall in love with you if you keep talking like that."

"Good." I take another sip of wine, feeling bold. "That's exactly what I'm trying to do."

His eyes darken with desire. "Dangerous game you're playing, babygirl."

"Maybe I like danger."

As I shift in my seat, crossing my legs, I feel the fabric of my dress slip. There's a sudden coolness against my chest.

Arthur goes completely still, his eyes fixed on my neckline.

I glance down and realize with horror that my breast has popped free from the low-cut dress. My nipple is completely exposed, hardening in the cool air of the restaurant.

"Fuck," I breathe, starting to cover myself.

But Arthur is faster. He reaches across the table and gently pushes my breast back inside the dress, his fingers lingering against my skin.

"I don't want you showing your tits to every man here," he says quietly, his voice edged with possessiveness. "At the end of the night, I'll be the only one who gets to see them."

"I'm sorry." My face is burning. "The dress is a bit loose."

"I noticed." He sits back, adjusting himself discreetly. "You're going to be the death of me."

An idea forms in my mind. A wicked, daring idea that makes my pussy clench with excitement.

"I need to pay for that wardrobe malfunction," I say innocently. "And I'll pay in the currency you like, Daddy."

"What do you mean⁠—"

Before he can finish his question, I slip off my chair and duck under the table.

"Ionna!" His voice is sharp with shock. "What are you doing?"

"Paying my debt," I whisper, my hands already reaching for his belt.

"We're in public. You can't do this."

"Watch me."

I unbuckle his belt with practiced ease, then unzip his pants. His cock is already hard, straining against his boxers. I free it carefully, wrapping my fingers around the thick shaft.

"Jesus Christ," he hisses.

The tablecloth provides enough cover that no one can see me, but the risk of being caught sends a thrill through my veins. This is so wrong, so taboo. And that's exactly why I love it.

I lean forward and press a soft kiss to the tip of his cock. A bead of precum glistens there, and I lick it away.

Arthur's thigh muscles tense under my hands.

"You're a little daredevil," he mutters, but I can hear the pleasure in his voice.

Encouraged, I take him deeper into my mouth. He tastes clean and masculine, with a hint of salt. I swirl my tongue around the head, then slide down his length until he hits the back of my throat.

"Fuck," he groans quietly.

I bob my head up and down, taking him as deep as I can. My hands wrap around the base of his shaft, stroking what I can't fit in my mouth.

His breathing becomes heavier. I can feel him struggling to maintain his composure, to not draw attention to what's happening under the table.

"That's it, babygirl," he says softly, his voice low and raspy. "Take it deeper."

I do as he commands, relaxing my throat to accommodate more of his impressive length. Tears prick my eyes, but I don't stop.

His hand suddenly appears under the tablecloth, gripping my hair. He pushes my head down, controlling the pace.

"Just like that," he instructs, his dominant tone making my pussy throb. "Let Daddy fuck your pretty mouth. Do you like it when your mouth is stuffed full of Daddy's cock?"

I moan in agreement and he pats my head, satisfied by my response.

Arthur sets a rhythm, pushing my head up and down on his cock. I surrender to it, letting him use me for his pleasure. My jaw aches, but I love it. I love knowing I have this power over him, that I'm giving him pleasure in such a forbidden way.

"Gonna come," he warns, his voice tight. "Gonna fill your mouth with my cum, and you're going to swallow every drop like a good girl."

I moan around his cock, the vibration making him curse.

His grip on my hair tightens painfully as his cock swells in my mouth. Then he's coming, hot spurts of cum hitting the back of my throat.

I swallow quickly, taking everything he gives me. His cock pulses, releasing wave after wave until I've drained him completely.

When he finally releases my hair, I carefully tuck him back into his pants and zip him up. Then I emerge from under the table, wiping my mouth delicately with a napkin.

Arthur's eyes are dark with satisfaction and something else—something that looks a lot like possessive pride.

"You're insane," he says, but he's smiling.

"You love it."

"I do." He reaches for his wine glass. "But you realize you're in serious trouble now, right?"

A thrill runs through me. "What kind of trouble?"

"The kind where I take you home and fuck you until you can't walk straight." His voice is calm, conversational, but his eyes promise retribution. "The kind where I make you pay for being such a naughty girl in public."

My pussy clenches. "I can't wait."

Our food arrives moments later, and we eat in comfortable silence. But I can feel the tension building between us, the anticipation of what's to come.

I've never felt more alive, more desired, more wanted.

I love Arthur. I know that without a doubt.

He’s my guardian. My lover. And soon, if I have my way, the father of my children.


FOUR


Arthur

Weeks pass as quickly as days when I'm with Ionna. I love coming home to her every day, eating with her, talking about my day and hearing about hers.

But my favorite part comes later...at night, behind closed doors, when we indulge our taboo needs and desires, when the age gap and rules disappear, leaving behind scorching, naked desire.

"Just a bit longer, babygirl. Daddy needs to make sure his seed stays inside your pussy so you can get pregnant." My fingers are plugging up her pussy. I finished inside her, as I do on most nights. And then I pushed my cum back in, feeling possessive and depraved as I stuffed her pussy full of my fingers to make sure she doesn't waste a single drop of my seed.

All I think about these days is seeing her pregnant. I have lived with her for two years, and now I realize I cannot let her go. My house feels empty and lifeless without her. She fills. the house with her presence. Even when I couldn't have her, her teasing, sensual presence always made me want to come back home. Made me feel passion and joy.

Now that I can have her, touch her, claim her every night? I'm the happiest I've been in years.

"Arthur," she whimpers, shifting on the bed. "My breasts are sore. Lying on this side hurts."

I immediately withdraw my fingers and help her roll onto her back. My free hand moves to her chest, gently cupping one full breast.

"Better?"

"A little." She winces. "But they still hurt. They've been sensitive all week."

I massage her breast carefully, using light, circular motions. But she gasps, not in pleasure—in pain.

"Ow! That makes it worse."

I stop immediately, concern flooding through me. "Sorry, baby."

I press a soft kiss to her shoulder, then pause. A thought occurs to me—one that makes my heart race with possibility.

"Ionna," I say carefully. "When was your last period?"

She blinks at me, confused. "My last...?"

"Your period. When did you last have it?"

Her brow furrows as she thinks. "I don't... I haven't..." Her eyes widen. "Oh my God. I haven't had one since before we started having sex."

"That was over six weeks ago." My cock stirs despite having just come. The possibility that she's already pregnant makes every possessive, primitive instinct in me roar to life.

"You think I'm...?" She can't even finish the sentence.

I curl my fingers inside her pussy, feeling her walls clench around me. "Is your pussy already growing my baby?" I ask, my voice rough with emotion. "Are you already carrying the life we've made together?"

The taboo aspect of it hits me like a freight train. I've put a baby inside my best friend's daughter. A girl twenty-one years younger than me. The girl I was supposed to protect and care for.

Instead, I've claimed her, bred her, made her mine in the most primal way possible.

My cock throbs painfully.

"We need to know for sure," I say, withdrawing my fingers and pulling her against my chest. "We're going to the doctor's office tomorrow. Getting a proper pregnancy test."

She nods against me, her breathing quick and shallow. "What if I am? Are you... are you happy about that?"

"Happy?" I tilt her face up to mine. "Babygirl, I'd be fucking ecstatic."
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The waiting room of the doctor's office is sterile and bland. Ionna sits beside me, her leg bouncing nervously. I place my hand on her thigh, stilling the movement.

"Relax," I murmur. "Whatever the result is, we'll handle it together."

"I'm just nervous." She twists her fingers in her lap. "What if I'm not? What if it's something else making me feel sick and my breasts hurt?"

"Then we'll figure out what it is." I squeeze her thigh gently. "But my gut tells me you're pregnant, sweetheart."

Before she can respond, a nurse calls her name.

The examination is quick. Blood drawn, questions asked. Then we're ushered into a private room to wait for Dr. Morrison.

Ionna sits on the examination table, swinging her legs. I stand beside her, my hand finding hers.

When Dr. Morrison finally enters, she's smiling.

"Well," she says, looking at her tablet. "Congratulations are in order. You're definitely pregnant, Ionna. About six to seven weeks along, based on your hormone levels."

The world stops.

Pregnant.

She's pregnant.

I'm going to be a father.

Joy explodes through my chest, so intense it nearly brings me to my knees. I cup Ionna's face and kiss her deeply, not caring that the doctor is watching.

"We did it, babygirl," I whisper against her lips. "We made a baby."

Tears stream down her cheeks, but she's smiling. "We're having a baby."

I drop to my knees in front of her, pushing up her shirt to expose her still-flat stomach. I press kisses all over her belly, worshipping the place where our child is growing.

"Thank you," I murmur against her skin. "Thank you for giving me this gift."

Dr. Morrison clears her throat. "I'll give you two a moment. I'll have the nurse bring in some prenatal vitamins and information about what to expect in the coming months."

After she leaves, I stand and pull Ionna into my arms. She's crying in earnest now, her face buried in my chest.

"Happy tears?" I ask, stroking her hair.

"The happiest," she chokes out. "I can't believe I'm going to be a mom."

"You're going to be an amazing mom." I kiss the top of her head. "And I'm going to take care of both of you. Always."
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At home that evening, I lay Ionna gently on our bed. She's exhausted from the emotional day, but there's something I need to tell her. Something I need to ask.

"Ionna," I begin, sitting beside her. "I have a confession to make."

She props herself up on her elbows. "What is it?"

"I told you before that I wanted you to figure out your dreams, your goals." I take her hand, lacing our fingers together. "But the truth is, I've always had a dream of my own. I've always wanted a family. I wanted kids, wanted to be a father. But I could never find a woman I was truly happy with. No one felt right."

Her eyes search mine. "And now?"

"Now I've found her." I bring her hand to my lips, kissing her knuckles. "You're the one for me, Ionna. You're everything I've ever wanted. And I don't want this to be temporary. I don't want to just be your guardian or your baby's father."

I reach into my pocket and pull out the ring I bought this afternoon while she was napping. It's a simple platinum band with a large diamond—elegant and timeless, just like her.

"I want you to be my wife." I open the box, revealing the ring. "Marry me, Ionna. Keep living in this house. Keep sharing my bed. Let me love you and our child for the rest of our lives."

Her hands fly to her mouth. Tears spill down her cheeks again.

"Yes," she gasps. "Yes, yes, yes!"

I slide the ring onto her finger, then pull her into my arms. She's sobbing now, her whole body shaking.

"This is the love I always wanted," she says between sobs. "I feel like I belong now. I'm nurturing a baby in my belly, and I'll always belong to you. I have a place in this world. I have purpose. I have you."

"You've always belonged to me," I tell her, kissing her temple. "From the moment you walked into my life, you were mine. I just didn't know it yet."

"I love you," she whispers. "I love you so much, Arthur."

"I love you too, babygirl." I tilt her face up to mine. "More than I ever thought possible."

Our kiss is soft and tender, filled with promise. This isn't just lust or desire anymore. This is love—real, deep, consuming love.

When we finally break apart, I rest my forehead against hers.

"Thank you for choosing me," I murmur. "Thank you for giving me everything I've ever wanted."

"Thank you for loving me," she replies. "For seeing me when no one else did. For making me feel worthy of love."

"You are worthy. You've always been worthy." I kiss her again, slow and sweet. "And I'm going to spend the rest of my life proving it to you."

She curls into my chest, her hand resting on her belly. "I can't wait to meet our baby."

"Neither can I." I cover her hand with mine, protecting both of them. "We're going to be a family. A real family."

"The family we both always wanted," she agrees softly.

As we lie there together, her engagement ring catching the light, I feel a peace I've never experienced before. Everything I've ever wanted is right here in my arms.

My wife-to-be.

My child.

My family.

Finally, after years of loneliness and searching, I've found my home.

And her name is Ionna.


EPILOGUE


Ionna

Two years later…

The weight of my sleeping son on my lap fills me with a contentment I never knew existed. Little James—named after my father—is just over a year old now, his chubby cheeks pressed against my chest as he breathes softly in slumber.

I stroke his dark hair, so much like Arthur's, and feel my heart swell with love.

Being a mother has been everything I didn't know I needed. The sleepless nights, the endless feedings, the constant worry—all of it is worth it for moments like this. For the way James laughs when Arthur tosses him in the air. For his first wobbly steps. For the way he says "Mama" and reaches for me with his tiny hands.

But more than being a mother, I've loved being a wife. Being part of Arthur's life, building a family with him, watching him become the father I always knew he would be.

The front door opens, and I hear Arthur's familiar heavy footsteps in the hallway. My body responds immediately, warming from the inside out. Even after two years of marriage, he still has this effect on me.

He appears in the doorway, still in his work clothes, his shirt slightly rumpled. But the moment his eyes land on our sleeping son, his entire face transforms. That hard, dominant exterior melts into pure tenderness.

"How long has he been out?" Arthur asks softly, approaching us.

"About twenty minutes." I smile up at my husband. "He fought it, but the bottle finally won."

Arthur carefully lifts James from my lap, cradling our son against his broad chest. I watch as he carries him to the nursery we decorated together, laying him gently in his crib.

When he returns, his eyes are darker, hungry.

"You look gorgeous as a mother," he growls, pulling me to my feet and immediately kneading my ass through my yoga pants.

I know I've gained weight since having James. My curves are even more pronounced now—my hips wider, my breasts fuller, my stomach softer. But the way Arthur looks at me, touches me, makes it clear he loves every new inch.

"You're biased," I tease, but my voice comes out breathy.

"I'm honest." He scoops me up effortlessly, carrying me to our bedroom. "You're more beautiful now than the day I met you. All soft and curvy and perfect for making babies."

He lays me on the bed, his large frame covering mine. The familiar weight of him makes my pussy clench with anticipation.

"Now it's time for Daddy's most taboo pleasure," he murmurs, pulling my top up and over my head.

I'm not wearing a bra underneath. My breasts spill free, heavy and swollen, the nipples already hardening under his gaze.

"You," he finishes, his voice reverent.

His mouth descends on my breasts, kissing and licking the sensitive flesh. He cups them in his large hands, his rough thumbs playing with my sore, distended nipples.

I gasp at the sensation. My breasts are still lactating, even though James has been mostly weaned for weeks now.

That's because Arthur and I discovered an even more taboo pleasure than our age-gap relationship, more forbidden than our breeding kink.

Lactation kink.

It started innocently enough. James would fall asleep mid-feeding, leaving me engorged and uncomfortable. Arthur offered to help relieve the pressure, and we both quickly became addicted to the intimacy of it.

Now, he craves it. Craves drinking from my body, consuming what I produce.

And I love giving it to him.

When his tongue brushes over my distended nipple, I feel an electric explosion in my core. My pussy floods with heat, soaking my panties.

"Feed me, babygirl," Arthur commands, his brown eyes locked on mine. "Daddy wants to drink your sweet breastmilk. You know how good it makes me feel to drink your fresh cream straight from those massive mommy titties."

A shiver runs through me. His dirty talk never fails to make me wet.

I offer him my breast, guiding my aching nipple into his wet, waiting mouth. "Suck hard, Daddy. I'm so full it hurts."

He latches on immediately, creating a strong suction that makes my toes curl. Within seconds, my let-down hits.

Milk gushes into his mouth, warm and abundant. He groans, his eyes fluttering closed as he guzzles down my cream. His throat works as he swallows, drinking deeply from my body.

"Fuck, you're always so thirsty after work," I moan, threading my fingers through his hair and holding him to my breast.

He pulls back just long enough to respond. "Can you blame me? Coming home to my beautiful wife with her tits full of milk for me? It's all I think about during meetings."

His mouth returns to my nipple, sucking harder. I can feel my breast emptying, the pressure easing as he drains me.

"That's it," I encourage breathlessly. "Take it all. Drink every drop Daddy."

His hands are rough on my body, kneading my other breast, pinching the neglected nipple. Milk leaks from it, running down my skin.

Arthur notices and growls against my breast. He switches sides, latching onto the leaking nipple with hungry enthusiasm.

More milk flows into his mouth. He drinks greedily, one hand still massaging my emptied breast, coaxing out any remaining drops.

"Such a good milky mama," he praises between swallows. "Always so full for Daddy. Always ready to feed me."

His free hand tears at my yoga pants, literally ripping them off my body. The sound of fabric tearing makes my pussy clench.

"Arthur!" I gasp, but I'm not really complaining.

"I'll buy you new ones." He strips me completely bare, leaving me naked beneath him while he's still fully clothed. "Right now, I need access to every inch of you."

He continues nursing, switching between my breasts, making sure to drain them both completely. His dominance, his hunger, the taboo nature of what we're doing—it all combines to make me desperately aroused.

By the time he's finished, my breasts are soft and empty, no longer aching. Milk glistens on his lips and chin.

He licks his lips slowly, savoring every drop. "Delicious. You always taste so fucking sweet, babygirl."

"I love feeding you," I admit, my voice husky with need. "I love that my body nourishes you this way."

"And I love drinking from you." He wipes his chin with the back of his hand. "But Daddy has a special surprise for you."

"What kind of surprise?"

His hand moves to my belly, stroking the soft flesh there. "You've been so milky lately, producing so much cream. Maybe Daddy should give you another baby to feed. Put another little one in your womb so I can watch you grow round and full again."

My breath catches. "You want to get me pregnant again?"

"I want to keep you pregnant," he corrects, his hand sliding lower to cup my pussy. "Want to see you swollen with my babies, your tits heavy with milk, your body soft and fertile."

"Arthur," I whimper as his fingers find my clit.

"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" He rubs slow circles, making me squirm. "Being Daddy's breeding vessel. Carrying baby after baby. Keeping these beautiful tits full of milk for me to drink."

"Yes," I gasp. "God, yes. I want that."

"Then spread your legs, babygirl." He unbuckles his belt with his free hand. "Daddy's going to fill your empty womb with another baby right now."

I obey immediately, spreading my thighs wide. My pussy is already dripping, ready for him.

Arthur frees his cock, thick and hard and leaking precum. He positions himself at my entrance, the broad head nudging my wet folds.

"Beg for it," he commands. "Beg Daddy to breed you again."

"Please," I whimper, trying to push my hips up. "Please breed me, Daddy. Put another baby in my belly. Make me a mommy again."

"Such a good girl." He slams into me in one brutal thrust, burying himself to the hilt.

I cry out at the sudden fullness. Even after all this time, his size still stretches me, still makes me feel deliciously full.

"Fuck, your pussy is always so tight," he groans, starting to move. "So wet and ready for Daddy's cock."

"Only for you," I gasp, wrapping my legs around his waist. "My pussy only gets wet for you."

He sets a punishing pace, fucking me hard and deep. The bed creaks beneath us, the headboard slamming against the wall.

"Gonna fill this cunt with so much cum," he growls. "Gonna flood your womb until you're definitely pregnant. Then I'll watch your belly swell, watch your tits get even bigger."

"Yes!" I claw at his back. "I want it. Want to be full of your baby again."

His hand moves to my breast, squeezing roughly. A few drops of milk leak out, and he leans down to lick them away.

"Can't wait to see these even fuller," he murmurs against my skin. "Can't wait to drink from you when you're heavy with my second child."

The image sends me over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me, making my pussy clamp down on his driving cock.

"Arthur!" I scream his name, not caring if the neighbors hear.

"That's it, babygirl. Come on Daddy's cock while I breed you."

A few more brutal thrusts and he buries himself deep, his cock pulsing as he fills me with thick ropes of cum.

"Take it all," he commands. "Every drop goes into your fertile womb."

I feel him flooding me, so much cum that it starts to leak out around his cock. But he keeps grinding against me, making sure his seed stays deep inside.

When he finally stills, we're both breathing hard. He stays inside me, keeping me plugged up.

"I love you," he murmurs, kissing me softly. "My beautiful wife. My perfect mother. My everything."

"I love you too." I cup his face, looking into his eyes. "Thank you for giving me this life. This family. This love."

"Thank you for choosing me." He kisses me again. "For giving me everything I ever wanted."

We stay like that, connected in the most intimate way, until we hear James stirring on the baby monitor.

Arthur groans. "Duty calls."

"Welcome to parenthood," I laugh.

He pulls out carefully, and I feel his cum immediately start to leak from my well-used pussy.

"Stay here," he orders, grabbing his boxers. "Keep your hips elevated. I want my seed to take."

I obey, propping a pillow under my hips as he goes to check on our son.

As I lie there, cum dripping from my pussy, my breasts soft from being drained, my body thoroughly used, I've never felt more content.

This is what I always wanted. To be loved. To belong. To have purpose.

And now I have all of it.

A husband who adores me. A beautiful son. And hopefully, soon, another baby on the way.

My fairy tale didn't come from a prince in a castle.

It came from a gruff older man in a suit who saw past my bratty exterior to the lonely girl underneath.

And I wouldn't change a single thing.
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