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ONE


Sapphira

“Are you okay? I heard something.” My hot, older neighbor’s deep baritone makes my pussy shiver.

Byron Frost stands there, filling the hallway like he owns the building, like he owns the silence that follows his voice. He’s tall, with broad shoulders under a dark shirt that fits too well. His hair is slightly disheveled, like he ran a hand through it on the way over. His expression is tight with concern, but his eyes are always so controlled. He has that air of natural paternal dominance that makes me want to call him ‘Daddy’. He has no idea how much I fantasize about those big hands of his cupping my aching cunt and soothing the pain inside my core.

I know he’s just being nice and checking up on me. It was my fault because I started crying the moment the light in my bedroom stopped working. My breasts have been so full, and I’m so tired. All I wanted was to rest, not fix a lightbulb.

“I’m sorry,” I say. “I was too loud.”

“It’s okay, sweetheart.” The way he drawls out that endearment in his sexy southern accent hits a spot deep inside me. “What are neighbors for? I’m glad you’re okay.”

His gaze passes over me, assessing the state of my body, checking for signs of distress. I love how he cares for me, how he makes sure I’m okay, even though he has no obligation to. When his focus settles on the hard nubs poking through my top, I feel wetness crawling through my pussy.

Right now, I am painfully aware of what I look like.

Thin tank top. No bra. My body is too sensitive for anything restrictive. My chest feels heavy, swollen, and aching in a way that makes it hard to breathe. The fabric clings in places it shouldn’t.

“I’m fine,” I say, even though my voice betrays me, soft and strained.

His gaze sharpens. “You don’t sound fine.”

Of course I don’t.

I haven’t slept properly in days. The sleep medication that was supposed to help stabilize things and help regulate my body instead induced lactation. Now my breasts are always full of breastmilk, hurting for relief. I feel gravity tugging at my sensitive tits, making them feel impossibly large and heavy. When the fabric of my tank top grazes against my distended areolae and swollen nipples, it sends a bolt of electricity straight to my pussy. I can feel heat gathering in my belly as my clothes rub against my sensitive peaks, reminding me of the fact that I’m a milky, needy woman standing in front of a very hot, sexy older man.

“It’s just… my bedroom light stopped working,” I say, deflecting, stepping back just enough to let him in. “I was trying to deal with it, but I’m too tired.”

That part is true. The rest sits heavy in my chest, unspoken.

“Can I take a look?” Byron steps inside without hesitation, like he always does when I need something. Like it’s second nature to him.

Byron has always been like that. He’s the kind of man who fixes things without being asked twice. The one who carried my groceries up three flights of stairs when I moved in. The one who knocked on my door with soup when I had the flu and stayed just long enough to make sure I ate.

Quiet acts that are consistent and unwavering. He’s a mature, stable, caring man who doesn’t need gratitude for what he does. But what he does makes my life better in every way. And I’ve always wanted to thank him, to help him when he’s in need. Except he’s never in need. I don’t even know what he wants or what he likes.

“Show me,” he says.

I nod and lead him down the short hallway. The apartment is dim, shadows pooling in corners. My bedroom is worse, the dead bulb leaving everything in a soft, suffocating darkness.

“I think it just needs replacing,” I murmur.

“It does,” he says after a glance upward. “Do you have a spare?”

“In the kitchen drawer.”

He moves with purpose, as if he belongs here, as if this space bends around him. I lean against the doorframe, trying to breathe through the ache in my chest, through the strange, pulsing awareness that spreads under my skin whenever he’s close.

It didn’t used to feel like this.

Or maybe it did, and I just didn’t let myself notice.

Now I notice everything.

The way his sleeves pull tight over his forearms when he reaches up to twist the bulb free. His arms are tanned and dusted with hair. But god, those thick veins corded through them are a real delight. I feel my mouth go dry as my pussy convulses. My breasts feel heavier, and start to prickle with need when I look up at his stubble-lined jaw. I bet feeling those hairs bristling against my tits when I express my milk will make the relief even sweeter. The taboo thought coils around my brain, refusing to let go. I turn my attention to the quiet concentration on his face, and the faint scent of something clean and expensive that follows him into every room. Everything about him is masculine, raw, powerful, sensual. It calls out to my primal feminine need to be touched and roughly loved by a man who can take charge.

Byron is wealthy by any standards. Everyone in the building knows it. He doesn’t belong here, not really. But he stays. I have no idea why, but I’m grateful.

The new bulb clicks into place. Light floods the room in a soft, warm glow.

“There,” he says, stepping down.

But he doesn’t move away immediately.

Neither do I.

The space between us feels… charged.

And then I feel it.

A slow, unmistakable warmth spreads across my skin.

My breath catches.

No. Not now.

I look down, and my stomach drops. A damp spot blooms through the thin fabric of my tank top, right over the curve of my breast.

God.

My face burns, but I can’t move. Can’t hide it fast enough.

Byron’s gaze catches on the two wet spots blooming over my chest. My nipples are bigger and harder now, the wet fabric clinging to their outlines.

I expect him to clear his throat and look away, but his gaze lingers. His pupils dilate, filling the grayness of his irises with what I can only call primal need. A primal, lusty need that mirrors my own.

Fuck. It looks like Byron is turned on by my milk-leaking breasts. Something shifts in his expression. Something I’ve never seen before. It’s not just concern. Not just awareness.

Something darker. Something needy and wild, that I want to unleash.

“What’s wrong?” he asks, quieter now.

I swallow, forcing myself to meet his eyes.

“It’s… a side effect of the medication I’m on,” I say.

He doesn’t look away.

My pulse stutters.

“I…” I hesitate, then push through it because the silence feels worse. “I’m lactating. I produce a lot of breastmilk, and I don’t know what to do with it.”

The word hangs between us.

His reaction is subtle. Too subtle. But I see it. The tension in his jaw. The way his breathing changes, just slightly.

And the way his eyes flicker back down, not by accident. Not by mistake.

Understanding blooms in my chest, sharp and electric.

I tilt my head, studying him now the way he’s been studying me.

“You’re into this,” I say softly. “You’re turned on. You like lactating women.”

He goes still.

His gaze snaps back to mine, something like shock breaking through his composure.

“Sapphira,” he says, warning in his tone.

But I don’t stop.

Because I can’t.

Because I’m so tired of hurting. So tired of pretending this is just a problem to manage instead of something that consumes me.

“My body doesn’t know what to do with it,” I continue, my voice trembling now, not from fear but from something deeper. “It just… fills and fills until it hurts.”

His expression tightens.

I take a step closer.

“I hate the pump,” I admit. “It’s cold. It pulls too hard. It feels wrong.” My breath hitches. “I wish someone would just suck the milk out of me while I’m asleep, so I could wake up without feeling full.”

I take another step forward.

Close enough now that my breasts—heavy, swollen, wet—brush against his chest.

The contact sends a shockwave through me. Heat floods my core, pooling low in my belly. My nipples tighten further, almost painfully, and I feel another trickle of warmth leak through the fabric.

Byron sucks in a sharp breath.

Then he pulls back just slightly, his hands coming up as if to steady me or push me away. I'm not sure which. But the split-second when he holds my hips makes me feel womanly and wanted.

"What are you doing?" His voice is rough, strained. Almost a growl.

"What does it look like?" I whisper.

His jaw clenches. "Sapphira."

"You can touch me," I say, my voice trembling but certain. "I want you to. I know you want it, too."

His eyes flash with something raw. "You don't know what you're asking."

"I do." I reach for his wrist, and he doesn't stop me. "You've done so much for me, Byron. Let me give you something back. I've always wanted to thank you for taking care of me. You go above and beyond what a neighbor is supposed to do."

"This isn't...I didn't help you for sexual favors." He shakes his head, muscles tensing under my grip. "I'm not going to take advantage of you. You're younger than me. You're vulnerable right now. I won't do this."

"I'm not asking you to take advantage," I interrupt softly. "I'm asking you to touch me. With my consent."

His resistance is palpable. He's so honorable that it's frustrating. But that's why he makes me feel safe. That's why I feel so secure offering my leaking, vulnerable, bare body to him. I know he'll do right by me, and there's no aphrodisiac more powerful than safety for a woman.

So I don't wait for permission anymore.

I take his hand. It's large, warm, and calloused. I press it firmly against my breast.

The effect is immediate.

His palm molds to the curve of me, and the pressure—god, the pressure—sends relief cascading through my chest. But it doesn't stop there. Heat floods downward, straight to my pussy. My core clenches, slick and aching, responding to his touch like it's been waiting for this.

A soft, helpless sound escapes my throat.

Byron freezes. His hand stays exactly where I placed it, fingers spreading slightly as if testing the weight, the softness, the warmth.

"Fuck," he breathes.

I look up at him, breathing hard. "I miss this. Being touched. Especially by someone like you."

His gaze locks onto mine, pupils blown wide.

"Someone older," I continue, voice dropping. "Someone good. Someone who knows what he's doing."

His thumb brushes over my nipple—barely, just a ghost of a touch—and I gasp. Milk leaks freely now, soaking through the thin fabric between us, wetting his palm.

He doesn't pull away.

"I wish," I whisper, emboldened by the heat in his eyes, "that you'd do something about this. I'm hurting so bad. I need you, Daddy."

His breathing is ragged now. "Sapphira, what did you call me?"

"Daddy." I swallow. "I'm sorry. It just slipped out. You're so paternal and dominant. It seems right to call you that."

"I'll leave my door open tonight," I say, the words tumbling out before I can second-guess them. "And I wish… I wish I could just fall asleep and wake up in the morning without my breasts so full and aching."

Understanding dawns in his expression. His eyebrows arch in shock.

"You're asking me to…" He trails off, his voice hoarse. "You're asking me to touch you when you're sleeping?"

"Come to me while I'm sleeping," I finish. "Milk me. Touch me. Use me however you want."

His grip tightens on my breast, possessive now. "You're asking me to fuck you while you're asleep?"

"Yes." The word comes out breathless. "I want that. I've wanted you for so long, Byron. You've helped me so many times. I trust you. I just want to be a pillow princess, want you to take charge. I want to just relax and surrender to you."

His control is fraying. I can see it in the tension of his jaw, the way his chest rises and falls.

"I've fantasized about this," he admits roughly. "About someone like you. Soft. Sweet. Fertile. Needing me."

Heat flares between my thighs. "Then take what you want, Daddy."

The word lands like a match on gasoline.

His eyes go molten. "Say that again."

"Daddy." I press closer, letting him feel every inch of me. "I want to feel you inside me. Bare. Filling me. Breeding me."

A low, guttural sound rumbles in his chest.

"I'm so tired," I admit, my voice softening. "I've been hurting all day. But I still want this. I still want you."

His hand slides from my breast to my jaw, tilting my face up. "You need rest."

"I know." I lean into his touch. "So I'll go to sleep now. Leave my door open. And when you're ready… you can come in. Milk me. Fuck me. Do whatever you need to do. And I'll sleep through all of it, so you don't even have to feel guilty about it."

His thumb strokes my cheek, reverent and possessive all at once.

"You want to be Daddy's sleeping angel?" he asks, voice low and dark and full of promise.

I nod, breathless. "That's exactly what I want."

For a long moment, he just looks at me. Like he's memorizing every detail. Every curve. Every word.

Then he steps back, releasing me slowly.

"Go to bed, Sapphira."

It's not a rejection.

It's a command.

And I obey.


TWO


Byron

My cock is a fucking iron rod behind my jeans.

I palm it through the denim, hissing at the contact. The pressure does nothing to ease the ache. If anything, it makes it worse. I'm rock-hard and throbbing, and I haven't been able to think about anything else since I left her apartment.

Sapphira.

Sweet, soft, vulnerable Sapphira with her milk-soaked tank top clinging to those massive, swollen tits. The image is seared into my brain. The way the fabric molded to her curves, outlining every generous swell, every tight, distended nipple. The wet spots blooming over her breasts like an invitation I had no right to accept.

But she gave it to me anyway.

I'll leave my door open. Come to me. Use me.

Christ.

I drag a hand down my face, trying to regain some semblance of control. But my cock twitches traitorously, reminding me exactly what it wants.

Her.

I want her spread beneath me, those full breasts bouncing as I drive into her. I want to watch her soft stomach ripple with each thrust, want to see it swell over time—round and tight with my child growing inside her.

The thought sends a bolt of heat straight through me.

I've always had a thing for pregnant women. For lactation. For the raw, primal beauty of a female body doing what it was designed to do—nourish, create, sustain life. There's something deeply erotic about it. The fullness. The softness. The fertility.

And Sapphira… God, she's perfect.

Wide hips that were made to carry babies. A lush, fleshy body that would change beautifully during pregnancy. And those tits, those incredible, milk-heavy tits that I want to worship with my mouth, my hands, my cock.

I've been obsessed with her since the day she moved in two years ago.

That's why I never left this building.

I'm a multi-millionaire. I could live anywhere. A penthouse downtown. A sprawling estate in the countryside. Hell, I could buy this entire building if I wanted to.

But I didn't leave.

Because of her.

She was sunshine in human form. Always smiling when she passed me in the hallway. Always so sweet and grateful when I helped her with something, whether it was carrying her groceries, fixing a leaky faucet, or checking on her when she was sick.

Taking care of her made me feel useful. Needed. Desired in a way I'd never experienced before. I loved being a man for her. Loved being near a woman who needed my strength and masculinity.

It wasn't just lust, though God knows I've spent countless nights jerking off to the thought of her. It was something deeper. Something primal.

I wanted to provide for her. Protect her. Claim her.

And more than anything, I wanted to fuck her young, fertile body and watch her belly grow big and round with my child.

The fantasy has consumed me for months. I've always had a breeding kink, and it goes into overdrive whenever I see Sapphira's plush, round ass in the hallways.

But I never acted on it. I couldn't. She was younger than me, vulnerable, trusting. I told myself it would be wrong to take advantage of that trust.

Until tonight.

Until she looked up at me with those wide, desperate eyes and begged me to take her. To use her. To breed her.

My cock pulses at the memory, leaking pre-cum into my boxers.

I know if I go to her room tonight, if I slip inside and fuck her the way she's begging me to, I won't be able to stop. Not after one time. Not after a dozen times.

I'll do whatever it takes to make her mine permanently.

Tie her to me in every way possible. Fill her womb. Keep her swollen and milky and dependent on me for everything.

The thought should scare me.

It doesn't.

I glance at the clock. It's been an hour since I left her apartment.

She must be asleep by now.

And her door will be open for me.

My pulse kicks up, adrenaline and arousal flooding my system.

I pull off my shirt, tossing it onto the bed. Then I head for the door.

The hallway is silent.

Her door is ajar, just like she promised. I push it open slowly, quietly, my heart pounding in my chest.

The apartment is dark, but there's enough moonlight filtering through the windows for me to see. I move down the short hallway to her bedroom and pause in the doorway.

She's there.

Lying on her back, one arm draped over her stomach, the other resting beside her head. Her breathing is deep and even, her lips slightly parted.

And she's not covered by a blanket.

My gaze rakes over her body, drinking in every inch.

Her tank top is still damp, clinging to her breasts. Her shorts are tiny—barely more than scraps of fabric—and ride low on her hips, exposing the soft curve of her belly.

She looks like a goddamn fantasy.

I step inside, closing the door behind me, and move to the bed.

For a moment, I just stand there, staring down at her.

Then I sit on the edge of the mattress and reach out, running my hand slowly over her body.

Her skin is warm, impossibly soft. I trace the curve of her shoulder, the gentle swell of her stomach, the hard points of her nipples pressing through the damp fabric.

At my touch, she shivers.

And then—fuck—she leaks.

A small wet spot blooms beneath my palm, milk seeping through the fabric.

My cock jerks in my jeans, straining painfully against the zipper.

"Jesus," I breathe.

I lean down, pressing my lips to the side of her neck. "Such a good girl," I whisper against her skin. "My milky little sleeping angel."

She doesn't wake. Just sighs softly, her body relaxing further into the mattress.

I kiss her throat, her collarbone, the upper swell of her breast. "I'm going to take such good care of you," I murmur. "Going to fuck you so deep. Breed you. Keep you milky forever."

Her nipples tighten beneath my touch, and I pinch one lightly through the fabric.

She moans.

The sound goes straight to my cock.

I can't wait any longer.

I peel the damp tank top over her head, exposing her bare breasts. They're even more incredible without the fabric—full and heavy, nipples dark and swollen, glistening with milk.

Next, I slide her tiny shorts down her legs. I gasp at the sight of her slick, bare pussy.

She's wearing no panties and no bra. Fuck. She's completely naked, completely accessible to me.

My breath comes faster as I take her in. The soft curve of her belly. The generous flare of her hips. The slick, glistening evidence of her arousal already coating her inner thighs.

"Fuck, baby," I rasp. "You're already wet for me."

I run my fingers up her inner thigh, tracing the path of her arousal. She's drenched—hot and slippery and ready, even in her sleep.

The taboo nature of it sends a dark thrill through me. I've never done this before—never taken someone while they were unconscious. But she asked for it. Begged for it.

And I'm going to give her exactly what she needs. I'm going to be the Daddy Sapphira has always fantasized about. I'll give her body pleasure and give her the love and sexual satisfaction she craves.

I squeeze her thigh, then her ass, then the soft flesh of her stomach. "This body was made for motherhood," I tell her, my voice rough with desire. "Made to carry babies. Made to feed them from these perfect tits."

She leaks more at my words, milk beading on her nipples.

I move my hand between her legs, circling her clit with slow, deliberate strokes.

She's gushing like a faucet. Every touches makes me drip more. I coat my fingers in her slick and smear it all over her slit.

Her hips shift slightly, pressing into my touch.

"That's it," I murmur. "Good girl. You love when Daddy touches you down there, don't you?"

I lean down, dragging my tongue around the outline of one hard, milky nipple. She tastes sweet—warm and rich and intoxicating. I circle her areola with the tip of my tongue, teasing her, then close my mouth over her breast and suck. Hard.

Milk floods my mouth, warm and sweet, and I groan against her skin.

It's everything I imagined and more. Warm, slightly sweet, and nutty, like a nectar from the heavens. I drink greedily, pulling hard, my hand still working her clit as I nurse from her.

My cock is throbbing now, leaking pre-cum, demanding release.

I pull back just long enough to shove my jeans and boxers down, freeing my aching length. My dick looks angry and swollen, corded with veins that are throbbing against the hard length, begging to feel the velvet smoothness inside Sapphira's unprotected cunt.

I climb over her, positioning myself between her thighs. I notch the head of my cock at her entrance, feeling the slick heat of her. Her pussy throbs for me, clenching as I tease it with the tip of my cock. I drag my cock's head through her folds, coating myself in her feminine lubrication, preparing my dick to ruin her cunt.

And then I push inside.

Slowly. Inch by inch.

Her pussy is tight—so fucking tight—and it's flooded with arousal. She takes me easily, her body yielding to mine, opening for me like she was made for this.

I sink all the way in, buried to the hilt, and stay there.

Her walls flutter around me, squeezing me, and I have to grit my teeth to keep from coming right then and there.

"Fuck," I breathe. "You feel so good, baby. So perfect."

I lean down, capturing her other nipple in my mouth, and suck.

More milk spills onto my tongue, and I drink it down, my hips rocking gently as her pussy clenches around me.

She moans softly, her head tilting to the side, but her eyes stay closed.

I bite down lightly on her nipple, and she gushes. The liquid floods my mouth in a hot, sweet rush.

"That's it," I rasp against her skin. "Give Daddy your milk. Be a good girl."

I release her breast and move to the other one, latching on and sucking hard.

She's leaking freely now, milk running down the sides of her breasts, pooling in the hollow of her throat.

I can't get enough.

I drink from her as I start to move, pulling out slowly and then thrusting back in, deep and deliberate. Her tits bounce with each thrust, and I grope them roughly, squeezing and kneading as I drink.

"Fuck, you're gorgeous when you're taking my cock and dripping milk all over yourself," I growl. "Your pussy's squeezing me so tight, demanding my seed."

She whimpers, her body arching slightly beneath me.

I pick up the pace, thrusting harder now, deeper, my hands never leaving her breasts.

"You're going to look so beautiful when you're pregnant," I tell her, my voice rough with need. "Belly swollen with my baby. Tits even fuller. I'm going to keep you like this forever, angel. Keep you in this bed. Keep you filled and milky and mine."

Her pussy clenches hard around me at that, and I groan.

I release her breast and move my hand between us, finding her clit and rubbing in tight circles.

"Come for me, baby," I murmur. "Come on Daddy's cock."

Her breathing quickens, her body tensing, and then I feel her pussy spasming around me, squeezing me so hard I see stars.

"Fuck. Yes. You're feeling good, aren't you?"

I thrust deep one last time and let go, my orgasm slamming into me with brutal force.

I come hard, spilling rope after rope of cum deep inside her unprotected pussy, filling her womb with my seed.

"Take it," I grit out. "Take all of it. Let me breed you. Let me make you mine."

She's still trembling beneath me as I empty myself inside her, her pussy milking every last drop from me.

When I'm finally spent, I stay buried inside her, my chest heaving.

"Daddy's going to keep you plugged," I whisper against her ear. "Keep my seed inside you. Make sure it takes. And you're going to sleep like a good little girl, keeping Daddy's seed warm in your belly. Keeping his cock in your pussy like a good cocksleeve."

I shift us carefully, rolling onto my side and pulling her back against my chest, my cock still buried deep.

I cup her breasts in my hands, pressing a kiss to her shoulder.

"You were perfect, angel," I murmur. "My perfect sleeping angel."

And then, holding her close, I let myself drift off to sleep.


THREE


Sapphira

I wake slowly, consciousness filtering in like sunlight through water.

The first thing I register is fullness.

Deep, intimate fullness.

My eyes flutter open, and I become acutely aware of the thick, hard length buried inside me. Byron's cock is still lodged in my pussy, filling me completely, stretching me in the most delicious way.

A moan escapes my lips before I can stop it.

"Fuck," I breathe.

My pussy clenches instinctively around him, and I feel the answering twitch of his shaft inside me. He's still hard. Rock-hard and throbbing, like he's been waiting for me to wake up.

The memory of last night crashes over me. His hands on my body. His mouth on my breasts. The feel of him pushing inside me while I drifted in and out of sleep.

Heat floods my core, and I realize I'm already wet again, slick and ready for him.

My breasts feel heavy, but not as painfully full as usual. There's a pleasant ache instead of the sharp, insistent pressure I've grown accustomed to.

Byron drained my leaking mounds.

The thought sends a shiver of arousal through me.

Behind me, I feel Byron stir. His chest presses against my back, warm and solid, and his arm tightens around my waist.

"Good morning, angel," he murmurs, his voice rough with sleep and desire.

I can't speak. Can only moan again as his hips shift slightly, driving his cock a fraction deeper.

"I kept you plugged all night," he continues, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. "Wanted to make sure my seed stayed exactly where it belongs. Deep in your womb."

Oh God.

My pussy clenches hard around him, and he groans.

"You like that idea, don't you?" His hand slides up from my waist to cup my breast, fingers finding my nipple and rolling it gently. "Like knowing Daddy filled you up and kept his cock inside you all night to make sure it took."

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

His grip on my breast tightens, possessive and demanding.

"Good girl."

He begins to move then, slow and deliberate, his hand never leaving my breast. He kneads the soft flesh, thumb circling my nipple until it's hard and aching.

I feel a familiar prickling sensation, and then warmth blooms across my skin.

I'm leaking again.

"Looks like your body made more for me," Byron says, his voice dark with satisfaction. "Such a good little milk factory. Always ready to feed Daddy."

His words make me gush—both from my breasts and between my legs.

He rolls me onto my back, his cock slipping free for just a moment before he's positioning himself over me, pushing back inside with one smooth thrust.

I cry out at the sensation, my hands flying to his shoulders.

He's so big. So hard. Filling me completely.

Byron braces himself on his forearms, caging me in, his gray eyes boring into mine.

"I'm going to drain these beautiful tits," he says, dipping his head to press a kiss to the swell of my breast. "And then I'm going to breed you again. Fill you up until you're overflowing with my cum."

I can only nod, breathless, my body already trembling with need.

He starts with my neck, pressing hot, open-mouthed kisses along the column of my throat. His stubble scrapes against my sensitive skin, sending sparks of pleasure racing through me.

"You're so fucking soft," he murmurs against my collarbone. "So perfect."

His mouth moves lower, trailing kisses across my chest. He pauses at the upper swell of my breast, his tongue darting out to taste the milk beading on my skin.

"Sweet," he growls. "So fucking sweet."

He takes his time, kissing and licking every inch of my breasts, circling my nipples but never quite touching them. The anticipation is torture. My nipples are hard and aching, desperate for his mouth.

"Please," I whimper. "Please, Daddy."

"Please what, angel?"

"Touch me. Suck me. I need⁠—"

He cuts me off by closing his mouth over my nipple and sucking hard.

I arch off the bed, a sharp cry tearing from my throat.

Milk floods his mouth, and he groans, the vibration sending shockwaves straight to my core. His hand comes up to cup my other breast, squeezing and kneading, coaxing more milk to the surface.

He drinks from me like a man starved, pulling hard, his tongue flicking over my nipple between each draw.

My pussy clenches around his cock, still buried deep inside me, and I feel another rush of wetness.

"You love this, don't you?" Byron pulls back just enough to speak, milk glistening on his lips. "Love having Daddy nurse from you while his cock fills your needy little cunt."

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

He switches to my other breast, latching on and sucking just as hard. His hips rock gently, a slow, torturous grind that has me trembling beneath him.

One of his hands slides down my body, tracing the curve of my waist, the soft swell of my stomach, before dipping between my legs.

His fingers find my clit, and I nearly come apart right then.

"Fuck, you're soaked," he rasps against my breast. "Dripping all over my cock. Such a messy little girl."

He rubs tight circles around my clit, the pressure building with each pass.

I'm panting now, my hands fisting in the sheets, my body taut with need.

"Daddy," I moan. "Please. I need⁠—"

"What do you need, angel? Tell Daddy what you need."

"I need you to fuck me," I beg. "Hard. Please. Breed me. Fill me up."

His eyes flash with something dark and primal.

"That's my girl."

He releases my breast and shifts his weight, bracing one hand beside my head while the other grips my hip.

And then he starts to move.

Not slow and gentle like before.

Hard. Fast. Brutal.

His cock drives into me with punishing force, each thrust hitting so deep I see stars.

"Fuck," I cry out, my nails digging into his shoulders. "Yes. Yes, Daddy. Just like that."

He growls, his grip on my hip tightening as he pounds into me.

"This pussy was made for me," he grits out. "Made to take my cock. Made to carry my babies."

His words send me spiraling, pleasure coiling tighter and tighter in my core.

"You're going to look so fucking beautiful pregnant," he continues, his voice rough with need. "Belly round and full. Tits heavy with milk. I'm going to keep you barefoot and pregnant, angel. Keep you filled and bred and mine."

"Yes," I sob. "Yes, please. I want that. Want your baby."

He shifts the angle of his hips, and suddenly he's hitting that spot inside me—the one that makes my toes curl and my vision blur.

"Come for me," he commands. "Come on Daddy's cock. Show me how much you want my seed."

His thumb finds my clit again, rubbing in tight, relentless circles, and I shatter.

My orgasm crashes over me like a tidal wave, my pussy clamping down on his cock so hard I feel every ridge, every vein.

"Fuck, yes," Byron groans. "That's it. Milk my cock, angel. Take everything I give you."

He thrusts deep one last time, burying himself to the hilt, and I feel the hot rush of his release as he comes inside me.

Rope after rope of cum fills me, flooding my womb, and the sensation pushes me into another orgasm.

I'm trembling, gasping, completely undone beneath him.

Byron collapses on top of me, his weight pressing me into the mattress, his cock still pulsing inside me.

"Perfect," he murmurs against my neck. "You're fucking perfect."

We lie there for a moment, both of us catching our breath, our bodies slick with sweat and milk and cum.

Finally, he lifts his head, his gray eyes meeting mine.

"You absorbed all of Daddy's cum from last night," he says, a satisfied smile playing on his lips. "And your tits are full again. Looks like I'll have to keep draining and filling you all day."

A shiver of anticipation runs through me.

"Is that a promise, Daddy?"

His smile turns wicked.

"That's a guarantee, angel."

And then he's kissing me, deep and possessive, his cock already hardening inside me again.

I know I'm in for a long, delicious day.
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Three weeks later…

I don’t remember waking up.

But I remember warmth. His hands around my waist, gripping me possessively. Holding onto me like he’s afraid of losing me.

“Sapphira,” Byron murmurs, low and steady, like he always does when he’s pulling me out of sleep. “You have to get up.”

I make a small sound, turning my face into the pillow, trying to hide from the morning. My body is heavy, soft, reluctant. There’s that familiar ache again, dull and deep, but it doesn’t feel as sharp anymore. Not like it used to. Not since him.

“Five minutes,” I mumble.

“No,” he says, but there’s no harshness in it. Just quiet authority. “You said you had work early today.”

I feel the mattress dip as he leans closer, his hand brushing over my shoulder, then down my arm. The touch is grounding, dragging me back into the present.

I sigh, defeated, letting my body go slack.

“Okay,” I whisper.

That’s all it takes. It’s always all it takes.

Three weeks ago, I would have fought it. Felt embarrassed. Too aware of how much I was letting him see, how much I was giving up.

Now it feels natural, like my body recognizes his presence before my mind even catches up.

I barely keep my eyes open as he helps me sit up, the room still hazy and soft around the edges. My limbs feel loose, uncoordinated. Sleep clings to me like a second skin.

“Arms up,” he says quietly.

I obey without thinking. He slides my shirt over my head, careful, slow. His fingers brush my skin in brief, controlled touches. Not lingering, not inappropriate—just enough to make my breath catch anyway.

I’m hyperaware of him. The way he focuses on small tasks like they matter. The way he takes care of me like it’s something he’s chosen, not something he’s burdened with.

It settles something deep inside me.

“You’re drifting again,” he says.

“Mm,” I hum, not denying it.

A soft exhale leaves him—almost amused.

“Stay with me.”

“I am,” I whisper, even if it’s only halfway true.

He dresses me piece by piece.

Shirt. Skirt. Adjusting the fabric, smoothing it down like he needs everything to sit just right. His hands are steady, practiced now. Like we’ve been doing this longer than three weeks.

Maybe we have.

Not in time.

But in feeling.

By the time he’s done, I’m leaning into him without realizing it, my forehead brushing his chest.

He stills for a second.

Then his hand comes up, resting lightly at the back of my neck.

Grounding me again.

“Breakfast,” he says.

I groan softly. “I’m not hungry.”

“You are,” he replies.

And he’s right.

He always is.

He guides me to the kitchen, his hand at my waist now, firm but not forceful. Just… there. A constant presence.

The apartment feels different these days. Less empty. Less cold, like it’s slowly becoming ours, even if we haven’t said it out loud yet.

Byron sits me down and places a plate in front of me. Something simple. Something warm.

I blink at it, still half asleep.

“Eat,” he says.

I pick up the fork, but my hand feels slow, uncooperative. A quiet sigh, and then he takes the fork from me.

“Open,” he says.

Heat rises in my chest, soft and unfamiliar. My heartrate accelerates. I have always dreamed of a man feeding me, and now, he’s offering me what I want on a silver platter.

I let him feed me in small bites. His big hands are slow and patient. He waits for me to fully chew and swallow before presenting me with the next bite.

It feels amazing to have someone take care of my tiniest needs, to pamper and spoil me just because they want to. It feels good to just surrender to his authority and care, to let him take the wheel and let myself relax so early in the morning. I don’t have to hold myself together all the time. I can just exist and let someone else take care of the pieces.

“You’re getting too used to this,” he says after a moment.

There’s something in his tone. Not quite teasing, not quite serious. I glance up at him, studying his face carefully.

“You don’t like it?” I ask softly.

“That’s not what I said.” His jaw tightens slightly.

I can see the conflict in his eyes, the way he watches me like I’m something fragile. Like he’s constantly measuring how far he can go before it becomes too much.

“You think you’re taking control,” I say.

His gaze sharpens. “I am.”

“And that scares you.”

A pause. “Yes.”

I smile, small and tired but real. “It doesn’t scare me.”

“You’re not forcing anything,” I continue. “I want this. I want you to take care of me like this.”

His expression shifts, something deeper breaking through the restraint.

“You don’t think you’ll regret it?” he asks.

“No,” I say simply.

Because I’ve never felt more certain about anything.

He studies me for a long moment, like he’s committing the answer to memory.

Then he nods, once, decision made.

The rest of breakfast passes quietly, but the silence feels full instead of empty. By the time I stand, I’m more awake. Still soft around the edges, but functional. Reluctant.

I don’t want to leave.

“You’ll be back by six?” he asks, adjusting the sleeve of my shirt like it matters.

“Probably later,” I admit. “It’s going to be a long day.”

His expression darkens slightly. Disappointment colors his features. It pinches at my heart. I want to make this man happy. I want to give him everything he needs. I don’t know why, but I do. I love being his good girl, watching him smile because of me. He has been alone for so long, and he’s a good man. He deserves someone who will indulge him, let him play out his fantasies without making him afraid of being shut out of judged.

“We’ll see each other tonight,” he says, but it sounds more like a statement than a question.

I hesitate, then step closer, lowering my voice just a little.

“I might be really tired,” I say. “I might just… fall asleep.”

“And?” His gaze drops to my face, searching.

I hold his eyes. “And I’ll leave the door open.”

The shift in him is instant.

“You’re sure?” he asks, voice lower now.

I nod.

“If I’m asleep…” I pause, letting the words settle between us. “You don’t have to wake me.”

Silence.

Thick. Charged.

His hand tightens slightly at my waist.

“That’s not something you offer lightly,” he says.

“I know.”

“And you trust me with that?”

I step closer, closing the small space between us.

“I trust you with everything.”

That’s the truth. He has always been on my side, taking care of me, making sure I’m alright. I know he will never exploit me. I want him to milk me, and the idea of being bred by him, waking up full of his seed without knowing how my cunt got so full of cum is a huge turn on.

Something in his expression changes again—softer, but more dangerous too. Like the line he’s been holding himself behind is starting to blur.

“Go to work,” he says finally, voice rougher than before.

I smile, a little more awake now, a little more aware of what I’ve just set in motion.

“Okay.” I head for the door, then pause, glancing back at him.

He’s still watching me.

I give him a small wink, and then I leave.


FOUR


Byron

My hands shake as I peel off my shirt.

My cock is already hard, straining against my jeans like it's trying to break free. I've been like this since I heard Sapphira come home an hour ago. The soft click of her door closing at 10 PM sent a jolt of need straight through me.

I couldn't wait.

I sent her a text: Be naked in your bed. I want you ready for me.

Her response came almost immediately: I'll be naked for you, Daddy. Please milk me. My breasts are so full.

Fuck.

The way she calls me Daddy does something to me. Something primal and possessive that I can't control. This dynamic between us—this hot, intense, forbidden thing we've created—it's consuming me.

I know I'm getting attached. More than attached. I'm developing feelings for her. Fucking her every night while she sleeps feels like living in a fantasy. But I know the consequences of our unprotected sex are very real. And I want them. I want her swollen with my child. Want her tied to me in every possible way.

But more than that, I want her awake sometimes. Want her to feel my passion, to know how much I crave her. Want to see her eyes when I tell her she's mine.

Soon.

But tonight, she's offered herself to me again. And I'm going to take everything she's giving me.

I shove my jeans and boxers down, my cock springing free. It's thick and angry, the head already glistening with pre-cum. I wrap my hand around it and give it a few rough strokes, hissing at the contact.

I need to be inside her. Now.

I cross the hallway to her apartment, slipping through the door she left unlocked for me. The living room is dark, but I know the way by heart now. I move silently down the hall to her bedroom.

The door is open. And there she is. Lying on her back, completely naked, legs spread wide.

Her pussy is on full display, glistening in the dim light filtering through the window. She's already wet. Already ready for me.

But it's her breasts that capture my attention.

They're enormous. Swollen and heavy, spilling to the sides of her chest. Her nipples are dark and distended, beaded with milk that's already beginning to leak down the curves of her breasts.

I move to the bed and sit beside her, reaching out to cup one breast in my hand.

It's so heavy. So full.

The weight of it fills my palm completely, warm and soft and perfect. I squeeze gently, and a thin stream of milk trickles from her nipple, running down the side of her breast and pooling on the sheet beneath her.

"Fuck," I breathe.

She doesn't stir. Just lies there, breathing deeply, lost in sleep.

I lean down, my lips brushing the shell of her ear.

"My sweet little girl," I whisper. "You must have been in so much pain all day with these big, milky titties. But don't worry. Daddy's going to suckle all that pain away while you sleep like an angel."

I press a kiss to her temple, then lower my voice further.

"And Daddy's going to give you more of his cum, too. Going to make sure you wake up pregnant with his baby."

The thought sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me.

I move lower, pressing kisses along her jaw, down her throat, across her collarbone. Her skin is warm and soft, and she smells like vanilla and something uniquely her.

When I reach her breasts, I pause, just taking in the sight of them. They're magnificent. Full and round and leaking, begging to be drained.

I drag my tongue across the upper swell of one breast, tasting the milk that's run down her skin. It's sweet and rich, and I groan.

"You're making such a mess," I murmur against her skin. "Leaking all over your sheets like a naughty girl."

I lick the wet trail clean, savoring every drop, before moving to her nipple.

I circle it with my tongue, slow and deliberate, teasing the hard bud. She doesn't react, doesn't move. She's completely out.

Which means I don't have to hold back.

I close my mouth over her nipple and suck. Hard.

Milk floods my mouth immediately, warm and sweet, and I drink greedily. I pull hard, my tongue flicking over the tip of her nipple, coaxing more and more from her.

Her breast is so full that it doesn't take much. The milk flows freely, filling my mouth faster than I can swallow.

Some of it spills out, running down my chin, dripping onto her stomach.

I don't care.

I just keep drinking, lost in the taste of her, the feel of her, the knowledge that she's mine to take.

My cock throbs, aching to be inside her, but I force myself to focus on draining her first. She needs this. Needs the relief.

And I need to taste her.

I switch to her other breast, latching on and sucking just as hard. This one is even fuller, and the first pull sends a thick stream of milk directly down my throat.

"Fuck, you taste good," I growl against her skin. "Could drink from you all night."

I imagine her pregnant. Belly round and tight, tits even bigger than they are now. I imagine her waddling around my apartment, heavy and slow, completely dependent on me.

The image makes my cock leak.

I release her nipple with a wet pop and sit back, admiring my work. Her breasts are still full, but not painfully so. There's a sheen of milk on her skin, and her nipples are red and swollen from my mouth.

Perfect.

I position myself between her legs, gripping her thighs and lifting them. I hook her legs over my shoulders, spreading her wide, and line up my cock with her entrance.

She's soaked. Her pussy is slick and ready, practically begging for me.

I push inside in one hard thrust, burying myself to the hilt.

Her walls clench around me, hot and tight, and I have to grit my teeth to keep from coming right then.

"Fuck," I hiss. "Your pussy is perfect. Made for Daddy's cock."

I start to move, slow and deep, my hands gripping her thighs to hold her in place.

With each thrust, her breasts bounce, and I lean forward, capturing one nipple in my mouth again.

I suck as I fuck her, my hips driving into her in a steady rhythm while I drain her breast.

"You're going to look so fucking good pregnant," I say between pulls. "Belly huge. Tits overflowing. Everyone will know you're mine. That Daddy knocked you up and keeps you bred."

I switch to her other breast, sucking hard, and her pussy clenches around me in response.

"You like that idea, don't you?" I continue, my voice rough. "Like the thought of being Daddy's little breeding slut. Walking around full of my baby, leaking milk everywhere."

I thrust harder, deeper, my cock hitting that spot inside her that makes her walls flutter.

"I'm going to keep you pregnant," I growl. "One baby after another. Keep these tits full and milky. Keep this pussy stretched around my cock."

The thought pushes me closer to the edge, and I pick up the pace, pounding into her now, my mouth never leaving her breast.

She's still leaking, milk running down the sides of her breasts, soaking the sheets beneath her.

"Such a messy girl," I mutter. "Can't even keep your milk inside. Daddy's going to have to punish you for that."

I bite down lightly on her nipple, and she releases a fresh stream of milk directly into my mouth.

I drink it down, groaning, my hips slamming into her now with brutal force.

Her pussy is gripping me so tight, squeezing me, milking me, and I know I'm not going to last much longer.

"Daddy's going to fill you up," I rasp. "Going to pump you so full of cum you'll be leaking for days."

I thrust deep one last time, burying myself to the hilt, and let go.

My orgasm slams into me, and I come hard, spilling rope after rope of cum deep inside her unprotected pussy.

"Take it," I grit out. "Take all of Daddy's cum. Let me breed you."

Her walls pulse around me, milking every last drop, and I collapse forward, bracing myself on my forearms.

I'm still inside her, my cock softening but still buried deep.

I pull back just enough to look down at where we're joined. Cum is already starting to leak out around my cock, dripping down onto the sheets.

I scoop it up with my fingers and push it back inside her, patting her pussy.

"Can't waste any of this," I murmur. "Need to make sure it takes."

I stroke her inner thigh, then lean down to press a kiss to her stomach.

"I'm going to love watching you leak when you wake up tomorrow," I say softly. "Going to love knowing you're full of my cum. That you're going to be mine."

I stay inside her for a few more minutes, just holding her, before finally pulling out.

I clean her up gently, wiping away the milk and cum, then pull the blanket over her.

She looks so peaceful. So beautiful.

Mine.

I press one last kiss to her forehead before falling asleep beside her.
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I'm already in her kitchen when I hear her bedroom door open.

I've been up for an hour, cooking breakfast. Eggs. Turkey sausage. A fruit platter with strawberries, blueberries, and sliced mango—all foods I researched last night that are supposed to boost fertility.

Because I want her pregnant.

I want it so badly I can taste it.

The soft pad of bare feet on hardwood makes me turn, and my breath catches.

She's completely naked.

Sapphira walks into the kitchen like it's the most natural thing in the world, her blonde hair mussed from sleep, her body soft and warm and glowing in the morning light.

But it's the dried streaks on her inner thighs that make my cock go from half-hard to fully erect in seconds.

My cum.

Still there. Still marking her.

"Good morning, angel," I say, my voice rougher than I intended.

She smiles shyly, her cheeks flushing pink. "Good morning, Daddy."

Fuck.

I adjust myself in my jeans, trying to ease the pressure, but it's useless.

"You're going to eat your breakfast like a good girl before you go to work," I tell her, gesturing to the kitchen table. "Sit."

She obeys immediately, padding over to the table and settling into one of the chairs. Her breasts sway with the movement, heavy and full, and I have to force myself to focus.

I bring over the fruit platter first, setting it in front of her, then the plate of eggs and sausage.

She looks up at me, her blue eyes wide and curious. "This looks amazing. Thank you."

"You need to take care of yourself," I say. "Especially if you're going to be carrying my baby."

Her blush deepens, and she ducks her head.

I return to the counter and grab the bowl of cereal I prepared for myself—plain Cheerios, nothing special—and set it on the table in front of her.

She frowns. "Is this for me?"

"No," I say, pulling out the chair beside her and sitting down. "That's for me. But you need to do something for Daddy before I can eat."

Her frown deepens. "What?"

I lean back in my chair, spreading my legs, letting her see the bulge straining against my jeans.

"Where's the milk?" she asks, glancing at the bowl.

A slow smile spreads across my face.

"It's going to come out of your sweet, milky titties," I say, my voice low and deliberate. "You're going to fill Daddy's cereal bowl with your milk and nourish him before he goes to work."

Her mouth falls open, and her cheeks turn an even deeper shade of pink.

"Byron—"

"Daddy," I correct.

She swallows hard. "Daddy, I… I don't know if I can⁠—"

"You can," I interrupt, standing and moving toward her. "And you will."

I reach down and lift her easily, pulling her onto my lap. She gasps, her hands flying to my shoulders for balance.

"Relax, angel," I murmur, my hands sliding up her sides to cup her breasts. "Daddy's going to help you."

Her breasts are heavy in my palms, warm and soft and full. I squeeze gently, and I feel the firmness beneath the softness—the pressure of all that milk waiting to be released.

I shift her slightly on my lap, positioning her so her chest is directly over the bowl of cereal.

"There we go," I say. "Perfect."

I grip her breasts more firmly now, my thumbs circling her nipples. They're already hard, already sensitive, and when I brush over them, she shivers.

"Daddy…" she breathes.

"Shh," I soothe. "Just let go. Let it flow."

I begin to massage her breasts, kneading the soft flesh, applying pressure in slow, rhythmic motions. My cock is rock-hard beneath her, pressing against her plush ass, and I can't resist grinding up into her.

She moans softly, her head falling back against my shoulder.

"That's it," I murmur. "Let Daddy work you."

I continue massaging, my fingers firm and deliberate, and I feel the moment her body responds. Her nipples stiffen further, and then a thin stream of milk shoots from one nipple, arcing down into the bowl.

"There we go," I say, satisfaction flooding through me. "You're releasing your sweet nectar into Daddy's cereal bowl. Good girl."

I squeeze her plump flesh harder, and more milk flows, a steady stream now, filling the bowl with creamy white liquid. Sapphira whimpers, her hips shifting on my lap, grinding down against my cock.

"You like this, don't you?" I growl in her ear. "Like being Daddy's little milk cow. Like feeding Daddy your breastmilk, knowing how much Daddy enjoys it."

"Yes," she gasps. "God, yes."

I reach down with one hand, gripping her hip, and lift her slightly. With the other hand, I undo my jeans and free my cock.

It springs up, hard and thick, and I position her over it.

"Keep dripping into that bowl," I order. "Don't stop."

I pull her down onto my cock, and she cries out as I fill her completely.

Her pussy is tight and wet, still slick with my cum from last night, and she takes me easily.

"Fuck," I hiss. "You're so wet for me."

I hold her hips and start to move her, slow and deep, grinding her down onto my cock while I continue to massage her breasts.

Milk flows freely now, both nipples leaking, streams of white liquid splashing into the bowl and overflowing onto the table.

"Such a messy girl," I murmur. "Can't even control yourself."

She's panting now, her body trembling, her hands gripping the edge of the table for support.

I squeeze her breasts roughly, forcing more milk out, emptying them into the bowl.

"That's it," I rasp. "Give Daddy every drop."

Her pussy clenches around me, and I know she's close.

I grind up into her harder, my cock hitting deep, and she shatters.

She comes with a cry, her walls spasming around me, milking my cock.

And I let go.

I thrust up one last time and come hard, filling her pussy with another load of my cum.

"Fuck," I groan. "Take it. Take all of it."

She collapses back against me, trembling, her breasts still leaking, dripping the last few drops into the now-full bowl.

I hold her for a moment, both of us catching our breath, before I gently lift her off my cock and set her back in her chair.

She looks dazed, her cheeks flushed, her body glistening with sweat and milk.

I tuck myself back into my jeans and pick up the bowl of cereal, now filled to the brim with her milk. I take a spoonful and bring it to my mouth. The taste is sweet and rich, better than any milk I've ever had.

"Delicious," I say, meeting her eyes. "You taste absolutely delicious."

Her blush deepens, and she ducks her head, a shy smile playing on her lips.

I take another spoonful, savoring it, before setting the bowl down.

"Now eat your breakfast, angel," I say. "You need your strength."

She nods, still blushing, and picks up her fork.

And I sit back, watching her, feeling more satisfied than I have in years.


FIVE


Sapphira

Three weeks later…

I’m in love with Byron. I realize it the moment I wake up with his arms heavy around my midsection. The weight feels safe and reassuring, like I’m being embraced by a gentle, loving giant.

I swallow, tracing his eyebrows. They’re thick and bushy, so masculine. I drag my fingers over the line of his jaw, the hard planes of his cheekbones, and the bump of his Adam’s apple. Every part of him is rough, masculine, and a delight to touch. My pussy starts warming up from the texture of his skin alone.

I want to kiss him. I want to tell him that I love him and want him forever.

Our sex has been out of the world. Not only that, but spending time with each other has become a ritual. I always wake up to eat breakfast with him, kissing him before I leave for work. My heart is always heavy when I can no longer smell him, when I can no longer feel his protective gaze prickling my back.

I trust Byron completely. And I desire him even more. I want a real relationship with him, a real future where we live together in domestic bliss and wake up to each other every morning. But I’m afraid he’ll think I’m asking for too much.

He’s older, wealthier, and I don’t want to look like a gold digger. I kiss his forehead softly, loving the warmth of his skin beneath my lips.

I yelp in surprise when his big hand cups the back of my head and he pushes his lips against mine, capturing my mouth in a heated kiss.

“I love waking up to your kisses,” he murmurs, dazed with sleep. But he sounds so frickin’ sexy even when he’s half asleep. His voice prickles against my skin, lighting up the nerves under my muscles, making my body feel as lit up as a Christmas tree.

His kiss is demanding, possessive, and I melt into it completely.

Byron's hand tightens on the back of my head, holding me in place as his tongue sweeps into my mouth. He tastes like sleep and something uniquely him—something dark and masculine that makes my toes curl.

When he finally pulls back, I'm breathless.

"Good morning, angel," he murmurs, his gray eyes still heavy-lidded with sleep but blazing with heat.

"Good morning, Daddy," I whisper.

His pupils dilate at the word, and then he's moving, rolling us so I'm beneath him, caged in by his large body.

"You have no idea what you do to me," he growls, pressing kisses along my jaw, down my throat. His stubble scrapes against my sensitive skin, leaving a trail of fire in its wake.

Every nerve ending in my body lights up. My skin prickles with awareness, with need, and I arch into him instinctively.

His mouth finds the hollow of my throat, sucking gently, and I gasp. "Byron."

"Daddy," he corrects, nipping at my collarbone.

"Daddy," I amend, my voice breathy. "I have to go to work."

"Not yet," he says, his hand sliding down my body, over my stomach, between my legs.

When his fingers find my pussy, I'm already wet. Slick and ready for him.

He groans against my skin. "Fuck, angel. You're soaked."

"I can't help it," I whimper. "You make me like this."

He lifts his head, meeting my eyes, and the look on his face is pure possession.

"Take my cock," he commands, guiding my hand down between us.

I wrap my fingers around his length, and he's already rock-hard, thick and hot in my palm.

"You always make Daddy so horny," he says, his voice rough. "I can't keep my cock out of your bare pussy, even knowing I'll breed you."

The words send a bolt of heat straight to my core, and I squeeze him.

"I want you to," I admit softly. "I want you to dominate me and use my body for your pleasure."

His eyes flash, and then his mouth is on mine again, kissing me with a fierce intensity that steals my breath.

Our tongues tangle, and I lose myself in the taste of him, the feel of him, the overwhelming presence of him.

And then I feel it, that familiar prickling sensation in my breasts. I'm leaking. Byron pulls back, his gaze dropping to my chest, and a dark smile curves his lips.

"There it is," he murmurs. "My messy girl. I love watching your leak milk.”

He scoops me up effortlessly, and I yelp in surprise, wrapping my arms around his neck.

"Daddy, what are you doing?"

"I need you against the wall," he says, carrying me across the room.

He presses my back against the cool surface, and I gasp at the contrast of temperature.

"Wrap your legs around me," he orders.

I obey, locking my ankles behind his back, and he shifts his grip, holding me up with one arm while the other guides his cock to my entrance.

"I really do have to go to work," I protest weakly, but my body is already arching into him, seeking him out.

"You will," he promises. "After Daddy fills you up one more time."

And then he's pushing inside, stretching me, filling me completely.

I cry out, my head falling back against the wall.

"Fuck, you feel good," he groans. "So tight. So perfect."

He starts to move, thrusting up into me with deep, powerful strokes.

My breasts bounce with each thrust, and milk begins to leak freely, dripping down my chest, onto his skin, falling to the floor.

"Look at that," Byron says, his voice thick with satisfaction. "You're dripping everywhere. Staining my floors."

"I'm sorry," I gasp.

"Don't be," he says. "I want it. Want a reminder of you when you're gone. I want to look at your breastmilk and know that you leaked all over me like a good girl."

His words make my heart clench. He fucks me harder, faster, his cock hitting my G-spot. Fire consumes my core. I cry, the pressure in my belly becoming overwhelming. I'm going to come any second now.

"Surrender for me, angel," he commands. "Squirt your pussy juices all over Daddy's cock."

And I do. My orgasm crashes over me, and I cry out, my pussy clamping down on him.

Byron groans, thrusting deep one last time, and I feel the hot rush of his release as he fills me. He shoots rope after rope of cum into me, flooding my pussy with his seed. The forbidden thrill of being stuffed full of his semen makes my eyes roll back into my head with pleasure.

We stay like that for a moment, both of us panting, our bodies slick with sweat and milk.

Finally, Byron lowers me to the floor, steadying me when my legs wobble.

"You okay?" he asks, pressing a kiss to my forehead.

"Yeah," I breathe. "More than okay."

He smiles, then his expression turns serious.

"We should go to the doctor," he says.

I blink. "What? Why?"

"You haven't had your period since we started having sex," he says. "It's been two months. We should check if you're pregnant."

My heart stutters.

Pregnant.

The word hangs in the air between us, heavy with possibility.

"Okay," I whisper.
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The hospital is sterile and bright, and I'm nervous as we sit in the waiting room.

Byron holds my hand, his thumb rubbing soothing circles on my skin.

When they finally call my name, he comes with me, his presence solid and reassuring.

The doctor performs the test, and we wait in tense silence for the results.

When she comes back, she's smiling.

"Congratulations," she says. "You're pregnant."

The world tilts.

Pregnant.

I'm pregnant.

Byron's hand tightens on mine, and when I look at him, his eyes are bright with emotion.

"Really?" I whisper.

The doctor nods. "About eight weeks along, I'd estimate."

Eight weeks.

Almost from the very beginning.

Byron stands, pulling me up with him, and then he's dropping to his knees in front of me.

He presses his lips to my stomach, and I feel tears prick at my eyes.

"Thank you," he murmurs against my skin. "Thank you for being such a good girl. My perfect little cum slut. My milky breeder."

I laugh through my tears, my hand coming up to stroke his hair.

And then he's reaching into his pocket, pulling out a small velvet box.

My breath catches.

He opens it, revealing a stunning diamond ring.

"Marry me," he says, his voice rough with emotion. "Move in with me. Let me take care of you. Let me love you."

"Yes," I sob. "Yes, yes, yes."

He slides the ring onto my finger, and then he's standing, lifting me off my feet, kissing me with a fierce intensity.

"I love you," I whisper against his lips. "I've been so scared to tell you. Scared you wouldn't feel the same."

"I love you," he says. "More than anything. And I'm going to keep you happy forever. I promise."

He kisses me again, and I know, deep in my bones, that he means it.

We're going to have a family.

We're going to have a life.

Together.


EPILOGUE


Byron

Six years later

I watch Sapphira settle our youngest against her breast, and my cock stirs in my jeans.

Even after six years, four children, and countless nights of fucking her senseless, the sight of her nursing still does something primal to me.

She's sitting in the rocking chair in the nursery, her blonde hair falling over her shoulder as she gazes down at our eight-month-old daughter. Her breast is heavy and full, and I can see the milk flowing as our baby suckles contentedly.

Our three-year-old twins are already asleep in their cribs across the room, and our oldest, our five-year-old son, is tucked into his bed down the hall.

The house is finally quiet.

Sapphira yawns, her eyelids drooping.

"Tired, angel?" I ask softly from the doorway.

She looks up at me and smiles. "Exhausted. But happy."

I move into the room, kneeling beside the rocking chair. "You're such a good mama," I murmur, pressing a kiss to her temple. "Taking care of all our babies. Feeding them your delicious milk every night, even when you’re tired.”

"Our babies," she echoes, her voice warm with contentment.

I reach out and cup her free breast, feeling its weight, its warmth. She's still producing so much milk, even after all these years. Her body seems designed for it—designed to nourish, to nurture, to feed.

And I'm addicted to it.

"I need to finish cleaning up the kitchen," I say reluctantly. "But I'll be back soon."

She shifts the baby to her other breast, and I watch, mesmerized, as milk beads on her nipple before our daughter latches on.

"I need you tonight, Daddy," Sapphira says softly.

My cock hardens immediately.

"You always need me," I say, my voice rough.

"I do," she admits, blushing. "I can't help it."

I lean in, capturing her lips in a slow, deep kiss. "You can go to sleep, baby," I murmur against her mouth. "Daddy will fuck another baby into you while you're sleeping."

Her breath hitches, and I see the flash of desire in her eyes.

This has become our ritual over the years. She trusts me completely. Loves falling asleep knowing I'll use her body, breed her, fill her with my seed while she dreams.

And she loves waking up pregnant again, loves the surprise of it, loves knowing I couldn't keep my hands off her.

"Okay, Daddy," she whispers.
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An hour later, I slip into our bedroom. Sapphira is fast asleep, lying on her back, one arm thrown over her head. The covers are pulled down, exposing her body.

She's wearing nothing but one of my old T-shirts, and it's ridden up, exposing her soft stomach and the tops of her thighs.

My cock is already rock-hard, straining against my jeans. I strip quickly, tossing my clothes aside, and move to the bed. She doesn't stir as I climb over her, positioning myself between her legs.

Her breasts are visible through the thin fabric of the shirt, heavy and full. I can see the dark outline of her nipples, and I know they're leaking.

They're always leaking. I push the shirt up, exposing her breasts completely, and groan at the sight.

They're massive. Swollen and heavy, the skin stretched tight. I can see her blue veins underneath her pale skin, pressing hard against her full tits. Her nipples are distended and dark, and there's already a thin trickle of milk running down the side of one breast.

"Fuck," I breathe.

I lean down, dragging my tongue through the trail of milk, tasting her. It's sweet. Rich. Perfect.

"My messy little milk cow," I murmur against her skin. "You love overflowing with breastmilk, don't you? That's why you keep swelling with my babies, keep popping them out one after another. You don't want your milk to dry up."

She doesn't respond, doesn't wake. Just lies there, breathing deeply, completely at my mercy.

I cup her breasts in my hands, squeezing, and milk spurts from both nipples.

"Look at that," I say, satisfaction flooding through me. "So full. So desperate to be drained."

I latch onto one nipple, sucking hard, and milk trickles into my mouth. The coolness of it makes a flame ignite in my groin. The taboo thrill of drinking from her breasts while she's still breastfeeding our babies never ceases to get me rock-hard.

I drink greedily, pulling hard. The suction is rough and intense, my mouth working her full breast. I guzzle down her milk, my cock throbbing with need. Her body responds even in sleep, her back arching slightly, her nipple hardening further in my mouth.

I switch to the other breast, sucking just as hard, and she moans softly.

"That's it," I rasp. "Give Daddy your milk. Be a good little wife."

I release her nipple and sit back, admiring my work. Her breasts are glistening with milk, her nipples red and swollen.

I push her thighs apart, and my breath catches.

She's already wet.

Her pussy is slick and glistening, her folds swollen and ready.

"Always so ready for me," I murmur, running my fingers through her wetness. "Even in your sleep, your body knows who it belongs to."

I position myself at her entrance, gripping her hips, and push inside in one hard thrust.

She gasps in her sleep, her body tensing for a moment before relaxing around me.

"Fuck," I hiss. "So tight. So perfect."

I start to move, slow and deep, my hands gripping her thighs to hold her in place.

Her breasts bounce with each thrust, and I reach up, squeezing them roughly, forcing more milk out.

"You love this, don't you?" I growl. "Love being Daddy's little breeding slut. Love having me use your body while you sleep."

She moans again, her head turning to the side.

"I'm going to keep you pregnant forever," I continue, my voice rough with need. "Keep these tits full and leaking. Keep this pussy stretched around my cock. You're mine, Sapphira. All mine. I put a ring on your finger and four babies in your belly. And now I'm going to knock you up again."

I thrust harder, deeper, my cock hitting that spot inside her that makes her walls flutter.

"You're nothing but a milk machine for me," I rasp. "A breeding cow. And you love it. Love being degraded. Love being used."

Her pussy clenches around me, and I know she's close, even in sleep.

I lean down, capturing one nipple in my mouth and sucking hard as I pound into her.

Milk floods my mouth, and I drink it down, groaning against her skin.

"Come for me," I command. "Come so I can impregnate you and fill your empty womb with another life."

Her body obeys, her pussy spasming around me, squeezing me so tight I see stars.

"Fuck, yes," I grit out.

I thrust deep one last time and let go, my orgasm slamming into me. I come hard, filling her with load after load of cum, breeding her, claiming her all over again. Her pussy walls become slippery, painted with my semen.

"Take it," I rasp. "Take all of Daddy's seed. Let me knock you up again."

When I'm finally spent, I collapse on top of her, my chest heaving.

I press a kiss to her forehead, then her lips.

"I love you," I whisper. "I love you so fucking much."

She sighs in her sleep, a small smile playing on her lips.

And I know, deep in my bones, that I'm the luckiest man alive.
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