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ONE


Eridia

I watch the rain hammer down. My feet ache from a double shift, my uniform smells like grease and coffee, and my breasts are so full they're throbbing with every heartbeat. Engorged with milk, my tits look like big watermelons ready to burst.

I check my phone again. Still no buses running. The storm knocked out half the routes.

I shift my weight, wincing as the movement jostles my chest. I need to get home. Need to pump. Need to hold my baby girl and feel like something in my life makes sense.

The diner's lights flick off behind me. Jerry locks up without offering me a ride—not that I'd take it from him anyway. His eyes linger too long, and his hands find excuses to brush against me.

I guess if I wait long enough, the rain will stop. Then I can get the bus from the bus stop. But my wait turns from an hour to two. Not a single bus passes by. I could be stuck here all night, standing in the rain. My sister is looking after my little girl, so at least I don't have to worry about that. I text her again to tell her I will be late.

Just as I'm wondering what to do, headlights cut through the rain.

A dark blue pickup truck, older model but well-maintained, slows as it approaches. My heart does this stupid little flip before my brain catches up. I know that truck. I've watched it pull into the diner parking lot every Tuesday and Friday morning for the past six months.

The window rolls down, and there he is.

Carter Monahan. All six-foot-something of him, filling the driver's seat like he was built for it. Dark hair, perpetual five o'clock shadow that's closer to a beard, and those eyes—gray like the storm clouds overhead but warmer somehow. Kinder.

"Eridia." His voice is gravel and honey. "You're gonna catch pneumonia standing out here."

This morning feels like a lifetime ago, but I remember it perfectly. Remember the way my breasts had been so full they hurt, the way I'd been trying to juggle three plates and the coffee pot when pain lanced through my chest. I'd gasped, stumbled, and sent hot coffee splashing across his flannel shirt.

I'd wanted to die.

But Carter had just stood up, grabbed napkins, and told me not to worry about it. "Accidents happen," he'd said, those gray eyes soft with understanding. Then he'd tipped me twenty dollars on a seven-dollar breakfast.

Most men would've made a scene. Would've let me grovel. Carter had just smiled—this small, private thing that made my stomach flip—and told me to take care of myself.

Now he's here, in the rain, looking at me like I'm something precious that might blow away. "What are you doing here?"

"Waiting for the bus," I manage, hating how small my voice sounds.

"There aren't any buses running right now. Come on. I'll take you home."

I should hesitate. Should remember that I barely know this man, that getting into cars with strangers is how girls end up on murder podcasts. But Carter isn't a stranger, not really. And I'm so tired of being careful, of being alone, of pretending I don't notice the way he watches me when he thinks I'm not looking.

I dart through the rain and yank open the passenger door.

The cab of his truck smells like sawdust and coffee and something else. Something masculine and clean that makes my pulse quicken. I'm breathing hard as I settle into the seat, and that's when I realize.

My shirt.

My white, standard-issue diner T-shirt is plastered to my skin like a second layer. I look down and feel heat flood my face. My nipples are visible. They're dark and prominent against the wet fabric. My areolae show through, dusky and swollen. My breasts are huge right now, heavy and full, practically spilling out of my bra.

I'm a walking wet T-shirt contest that I didn't even enter.

When I glance at Carter, his jaw is locked tight. He's staring very deliberately at the steering wheel. His knuckles are white where he grips it.

"You okay?" His voice sounds strained.

"I'm fine, just—" I start to reach for the seatbelt, but he's already moving.

"Let me."

His hand brushes against my breast as he pulls the belt across my chest.

The touch is accidental—has to be—but it doesn't matter. Pleasure spikes through me, so sharp and sudden that I moan. Actually moan, like some kind of desperate slut in heat, and Carter freezes.

"Fuck," he mutters under his breath.

"Sorry, I—they're just really sensitive right now." I'm babbling, my face on fire. "Because of breastfeeding. My breasts are bigger than usual. Fuller."

Why am I telling him this? Why can't I shut up?

Carter makes a sound low in his throat—something between a groan and a growl—and clicks the seatbelt into place. When he pulls his hand back, I catch a glimpse of his lap.

His cock is straining against his jeans. Semi-hard and getting harder.

Because of me. Because he touched my breast and I moaned, and now he's thinking about my milk-swollen tits and possibly tasting them. The thought that the hot, virile man next to me might be having ideas about suckling on my swollen tits makes the spot. between my legs buzz with tingles. The tingles travel up, spreading across my belly, making my pussy clench with a need I've denied for a year now. Ever since my daughter was born. But Carter's presence makes me aware of desires and needs that I've buried. Needs that refuse to be shoved down anymore.

"Where do you live?" His voice is rougher now, almost harsh.

"Out past Miller Road. The old Henderson place."

His head snaps toward me. "That's forty minutes away."

"I know." I cross my arms over my chest, trying to hide how exposed I feel. "It's all I can afford right now. With the baby and everything."

Something shifts in his expression. Softens. "You shouldn't have to live that far out. Roads aren't safe."

"Well, beggars can't be choosers."

He puts the truck in gear and pulls onto the empty road. Rain drums against the roof, creating this intimate cocoon of sound. The heater kicks on and warm air blasts across my wet skin, making me shiver.

Carter glances at me. Then glances again. His eyes keep drifting to my chest, to my nipples still clearly visible through the wet fabric, before jerking back to the road. With. the heat, they've become more distended. The fact that my T-shirt is plastered across them, clinging to my boobs like a desperate ex, doesn't help. I can tell it's affecting him. He can't deny that I'm a woman. Can't deny that he's a man who likes big tits and hard nipples that are calling out his name.

The air between us feels thick. Electric. Like the storm outside has somehow gotten inside the cab.

I decide to test the waters.

"Thanks for this morning," I say, keeping my voice soft. "For being so understanding when I made a mess."

"Wasn't a mess. Just a little coffee."

"You're kind." I let my fingers drift across the console between us, not quite touching him. "Not everyone would've been so gentle about it."

His jaw clenches. "Any decent person would've done the same."

"You'd be surprised how few decent people there are."

My knee bumps against his thigh as we hit a pothole. It's accidental—mostly—but I don't move away. Neither does he.

Heat floods my pussy, sudden and overwhelming. I'm so wet I can feel it, can feel my panties getting slick. The coldness of my drenched skin makes the heat inside me feel even more intense, like I'm burning up from the inside out.

I haven't had sex since before the baby. Haven't been touched, haven't been wanted, haven't felt a cock inside me in over a year. And now I'm trapped in this truck with a man who makes my entire body ache with need, and I can see his cock getting harder, and I just want his thick dick to be rammed inside me, teasing places that need stimulation, making my body burn with sexual fever.

I need him.

Need to feel him inside me, stretching me, filling me. Need his hands on my body and his mouth on my skin and his cock driving into my pussy until I forget my own name.

I brush my fingers against his arm. Just a whisper of contact, but Carter sucks in a breath.

"Eridia." It's a warning.

"Hmm?" I let my knee press more firmly against his thigh.

"Don't."

"Don't what?" I trail my fingertips down his forearm, feeling the corded muscle there. "Don't touch you? Don't want you?"

His eyes close briefly, and he groans. "Stop."

"We should stop." I gesture to the empty road stretching out in front of us. "Pull over. Give our bodies what they're asking for. I mean, it's not like anyone will see us here."

The truck swerves slightly before he corrects it. "Jesus Christ. I'm just trying to give you a ride, baby girl."

"But I know you want to give me more. And I want to give you more, too. I have noticed you for the last few months. I get excited every time you walk into the diner." I inhale, unable to believe that I'm being so brazen. But my body is way past exhaustion, way past denial. "I can see how badly you want me, Carter." My eyes drop pointedly to the bulge in his jeans. "Let's not deny ourselves pleasure. Why are we pretending?"

"Because I'm not—" He coughs, his voice rough with restraint. "I'm not going to take advantage of you like that. You've had a long day. You're vulnerable. I'm giving you a ride home, that's all."

"I'm not asking you to take advantage of me." I shift in my seat, turning toward him. The movement makes my breasts sway, and I watch his eyes track the motion despite himself. "I'm asking you to fuck me."

The truck jerks to a stop so fast I have to brace myself against the dashboard.

We're on the side of the road now, rain pounding against the windows, and Carter is staring at me like I just proposed something obscene.

Maybe I did.

"You don't want that," he says finally.

"Don't tell me what I want."

"Eridia, you have no idea what you're asking for. No fucking clue."

"Do you have something against single moms?" The question comes out sharper than I intended. "Is that it? You think I'm damaged goods?"

"Never." The word is fierce, almost angry. "My mom was a single mother. I have nothing but respect for women like you—women who do everything alone, who keep going even when it's hard. You're not damaged. You're—" He stops himself, jaw working.

"I'm what?"

"You're beautiful," he says quietly. "You're strong, and you're beautiful, and you deserve better than a quick fuck in a truck on the side of the road."

My heart is pounding so hard I can hear it over the rain. "What if that's exactly what I want? What if quick, filthy, and forbidden is exactly how I like it. I won't ask you for more tomorrow. I promise. This will be a one time thing."

"It won't."

"You don't know what I want." I reach out and cup my hand over the bulge in his jeans. He's rock hard now, his cock thick and hot even through the denim. "But I know what you want."

Carter grabs my wrist—not hard, but firm enough to stop me. "Don't do this, baby girl. Don't play with fire. Not tonight."

"Why not?" I squeeze him gently and watch his eyes flutter closed. "You're attracted to me. I'm attracted to you. We're both adults. I really need some relief right now. My breasts hurt, and so does my pussy. What's the problem?"

"The problem." His voice breaks. "The problem is, I won't be able to control myself if you keep touching me. And I don't want to hurt you."

That stops me. "Hurt me how?"

He won't look at me. Just stares straight ahead at the rain-soaked windshield, his jaw so tight I'm afraid he'll crack a tooth.

"Carter. Talk to me."

When his clenches his jaw and stays silent, trying to focus on the road, I straighten my back.

"I heard some women talking today," I say softly. "At the diner. About you."

His eyes snap to mine. "About me?"

"About your cock, specifically."

He chokes on air. "My what?"

"Your dick," I clarify, enjoying the way color floods his face. "Apparently it has its own legend around town."

"I have no idea what you're talking about."

"Liar." I glance down at his lap again. "I can see it bulging through your pants right now. And I've heard a lot of good things about this dick of yours. About how monstrously big it is."

"This is dangerous," he mutters. "You're dangerous."

"I'm not the one with the legendary monster cock."

He makes a strangled sound. "Jesus, Eridia."

"That's what they called it. Said it was too big. Said it didn't even fit." I lean closer, my breasts brushing against his arm. "But you know what? I've pushed a whole baby out of my pussy. I can handle any monster dick you've got."

"You can't." His voice has dropped an octave, gone dark and rough. "Babygirl. Stop this madness."

The word sends electricity straight to my cunt. "Say that again."

"No."

"Please, Daddy?"

He inhales sharply, his cock visibly twitching in his jeans. "Don't call me that."

"Why not? You like it." I smile, feeling powerful for the first time in months. "I can tell you like it."

"You are the sweetest temptation, and I can't give in."

"I want to see Daddy's thick cock," I whisper, already reaching for my seatbelt. "Want to take it in my mouth and show you exactly how I handle a big cock."

"Don't you dare!"

But I'm already unbuckling, already sinking down to my knees in the footwell. The space is cramped and awkward but I don't care. I need this. Need him.

Carter slams on the brakes and the truck lurches. He manages to pull fully onto the shoulder, killing the engine with shaking hands.

"Get back in your seat," he orders, but his voice wavers.

"No." My hands go to his belt buckle.

"Eridia, I'm serious. If you touch me, I won't, I can't⁠—"

"Good." I pop the button on his jeans. Lower the zipper. "I don't want you to control yourself."

He grabs my hands but doesn't pull them away. Just holds them there, breathing hard. "The women you heard talking... they weren't exaggerating. I'm—fuck, this is embarrassing—I'm too big for most women. It hurts them. And you just had a baby, your body is still healing, and I will not be the asshole who hurts you just because I can't keep my dick in my pants."

The vulnerability in his voice makes my chest ache. But it also makes me more determined.

"Let me see," I say gently. "Let me decide if I can handle it."

His grip on my hands loosens. Just slightly. Just enough.

I pull his jeans and boxers down in one smooth motion.

His cock springs free, and I actually gasp.

Holy fuck.

It's massive. Thick as my wrist, veined and angry-looking, the head flushed deep red and already leaking. It juts up from a nest of dark hair, so hard it's nearly touching his stomach. I can see the pulse beating in the thick vein running along the underside.

"That's..." I swallow hard. "That's the biggest cock I've ever seen in my life."

"Please go back to your seat." His voice is strained, desperate. "Before I do something we'll both regret."

Instead, I reach out and wrap my hand around him.

He's so thick my fingers don't quite meet. Hot and silky-smooth and massive like an iron rod. When I stroke him experimentally, from base to tip, Carter makes a sound I've never heard a man make before, somewhere between a growl and a whimper.

"Eridia. Please."

"Why are you so afraid?" I ask, genuinely curious now. "Of this? Of me?"

"Because I don't want to cause pain to a woman, especially one I like," he grits out. "Every woman I've been with, it hurts them. Some can't even take me all the way. And you—Christ, you're so small, and you just had a baby, and I can't ask this of you."

"I'll prove it to you," I interrupt. "I'll prove I can take it."

Before he can protest again, I lean forward and lick him. Base to tip, one long, slow stroke of my tongue. He tastes like salt and musk and pure male, and the sound he makes is absolutely obscene.

I lick him again. And again. Tracing the veins, exploring the ridge of the head, learning the shape and taste of him. His hands fist in my hair. He's not pushing, not pulling, just holding on like I'm the only thing keeping him grounded.

When I finally close my lips around the head of his cock and suck, Carter's hips buck involuntarily.

"Fuck," he gasps. "Oh fuck, babygirl, your mouth feels like the world's most amazing thing."

I take him deeper, hollowing my cheeks, using my hand to stroke what won't fit. He's so big my jaw already aches, but I don't care. I love the weight of him on my tongue, the way he throbs against my lips, the desperate sounds spilling from his throat.

"I can't. You have to stop. I'm gonna⁠—"

But I don't stop. I suck harder, bob my head faster, determined to make him lose that famous control. Determined to prove that I can handle him, all of him, any way he wants to give it to me.

His cock swells even larger in my mouth, and I know he's close.

"Eridia, I'm going to come."

I pull off with a wet pop and look up at him. His face is flushed, his eyes wild, his chest heaving.

"I want you to come in my mouth, Daddy," I whisper. "Please?"

I don't want to just stop. I want to feel him shatter.

I lower my mouth back onto his cock, taking him as deep as I can. The head hits the back of my throat and I gag slightly, but I don't pull away. I relax my jaw, breathe through my nose, and take him deeper.

"Jesus Christ," Carter groans, his fingers tightening in my hair. "That's it, babygirl. Take Daddy's cock just like that."

The words send a thrill through me. I moan around him, the vibration making his hips jerk again. I can feel him trying to hold back, trying not to thrust, but his control is fraying.

Good.

I want him wild. Want him desperate. Want him to stop thinking and just feel.

I hollow my cheeks and suck hard, using my tongue to trace that thick vein on the underside. My hand works what won't fit in my mouth, stroking in rhythm with my bobbing head. Saliva drips down my chin. The wet, obscene sounds fill the cab of the truck, mixing with the rain and his ragged breathing.

"Fuck, fuck, babygirl, your mouth is perfect." His voice is wrecked. "So fucking perfect. Taking Daddy's cock so good."

I whimper and take him deeper. My eyes water but I don't care. I want this. Want him to use my mouth, want to taste him, want to prove I can handle every thick inch of him.

His cock swells even larger, pulsing against my tongue. I can feel him getting close, feel the tension coiling in his muscles.

"Eridia, I'm gonna come. You need to—ah, fuck—you need to pull off if you don't want⁠—"

I suck harder. Look up at him through my lashes and moan, making sure he understands exactly what I want.

"Oh God." His head falls back against the seat. "Okay, babygirl. Okay. Daddy's gonna come down that pretty throat. You ready? You gonna swallow every drop for Daddy?"

I nod as much as I can with my mouth full of his cock, and that's it. That's what breaks him.

Carter groans. It's deep and guttural and desperate. And then he's coming. Hot spurts hit the back of my throat, thick and salty. I swallow reflexively, struggling to keep up as he fills my mouth.

"That's it," he gasps. "You look so pretty with those plump lips wrapped around my monster dick. You take Daddy's thick cock so well."

Another pulse. Another swallow. He's still coming, rope after rope, more than I thought possible. I'm drowning in it, in him, and it feels amazing. Dirty and wrong and absolutely perfect.

"One more, babygirl." His voice is strained. "Daddy's gonna shoot one more load down that beautiful throat. You ready?"

I moan in affirmation, and he groans as he gives me the last of it. Finally, finally, he stops pulsing. I keep my mouth on him, keep sucking gently, milking out every last drop until he's shuddering and oversensitive.

When I pull off, there's still a bead of cum at his tip. Without thinking, I lean forward and lick it clean. Then I lick the rest of him, from base to tip, cleaning his cock even though he didn't ask me to.

"Jesus Christ, Eridia." His voice is hoarse. Broken. There's sweat on his temples, dampening his hairline. "You're gonna kill me. You like sucking cock, don't you? You can't seem to stop."

I sit back on my heels, panting. My jaw aches. My panties are soaked through. I feel like a needy slut, kneeling in a truck with a stranger's cum in my belly, but with Carter, the degradation makes me feel sexy instead of ashamed.

Because I know what kind of man he is. Know he respects me even when I'm on my knees for him.

His eyes are closed, his chest still heaving. When he finally opens them and looks at me, the expression on his face makes my heart stutter.

Awe. Tenderness. Raw desire.

"Come here," he says roughly.

Before I can move, he's reaching down and lifting me up like I weigh nothing. He sets me on his lap, straddling him, and I can feel his softening cock against my ass. The position is intimate, almost too intimate, but I don't want to move.

Then he smacks my ass. Not hard, but firm enough to make me gasp.

"Bad girl," he says, but he's smiling. "You're a very bad girl for doing that to me when I was driving you home."

"I'm sorry, Daddy," I say, not sorry at all.

He strokes my hair, the touch so gentle it makes my throat tight. His knuckles trail along my jawline, and I lean into the contact like a cat seeking affection.

"I want to return the favor," he murmurs. "Want to make you feel good too. I believe in fairness."

His hands move to my breasts, squeezing gently, and I scream.

Carter freezes. "What? What did I do? Did I hurt you?"

"My breasts," I gasp. "They're so full of breastmilk. Even a light touch hurts."

Understanding dawns in his eyes. "Let Daddy see those pretty tits, babygirl."

His hands go to the hem of my wet T-shirt, and he pulls it over my head. My bra is soaked through too, my nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric. He reaches around and unhooks it with practiced ease, and then my breasts are bare.

They're huge right now. Swollen and heavy, my nipples dark and distended. I can see wetness at the tips where milk is already starting to leak.

Carter stares at them like they're the most exquisite thing he's ever seen.

I hesitate. There's something I want, something I need, but I'm afraid to say it out loud. Afraid he'll think I'm disgusting.

"What is it?" He notices my hesitation immediately. "Tell me what you need."

"I'm afraid you'll judge me."

"I won't." He cups my face in his hands, forcing me to meet his eyes. "You just gave me the best blow job of my life. Whatever you want, whatever you need, you can tell me."

Then he kisses me.

His lips are soft at first, gentle, but then he deepens it. His tongue slides into my mouth and I taste myself on him, taste the salt of his skin. The kiss is slow and thorough, like he's trying to memorize the shape of my mouth. His thumb finds my nipple and traces my puffy areola, teasing the sensitive skin.

I moan into his mouth. Every touch sends shivers up my spine, heat pooling in my core. The tension in my belly tightens, pleasure coiling like a spring. I start grinding against him, rubbing myself against his thigh, desperate for friction.

His cock stirs beneath me. I can feel it hardening again, responding to the movement of my hips.

Carter's hand moves to the back of my neck and squeezes, just slightly. The sudden pressure, the hint of dominance, makes my pussy clench so hard I almost come right then.

"I want you to milk me," I blurt out. "I want you to suckle from my tits. Drain me."

I look away, certain he'll be disgusted. Certain he'll push me away and tell me that's too weird, too much.

He grabs my chin and turns me back to face him. "You really mean that?"

His pupils are blown wide, nearly eclipsing the gray of his iris. He's not disgusted. He's aroused.

"Yes," I whisper. "I want your mouth on my tit, sucking out my milk. I want to feed you, nourish you with my milk. I want to feel sexy even when I'm leaking milk. I want to be desired for my maternal body. I know that's too much to ask for. But it's what I desire."

"It's not too much." His voice is rough with need. "Fuck, Eridia, I've always dreamed of this. Of being able to suck on a lactating woman's tits. Of feeling her warm milk sliding down my throat. Of tasting something so intimate, so perfect."

"Really?"

"Really." He cups both my breasts in his large hands, so gentle despite his obvious arousal. "Let Daddy take care of you, babygirl. Let me make this ache go away."

He starts to massage my boobs, carefully avoiding my nipples. His hands are warm and rough from years of construction work, and they feel incredible against my sensitive skin. He kneads the flesh, working from the outside in, helping the milk flow.

"That's it," he murmurs. "Relax for Daddy. Let it come."

When milk starts to bead at my nipple, he leans down and seals his mouth over it.


TWO


Carter

The first trickle of milk hits my tongue and I nearly come again right then and there.

It's sweet. Warm. Perfect.

This beautiful, young woman is grinding on my thigh, offering me her breast milk, and it's the most erotic thing I've ever experienced. The taboo nature of it, the wrongness and rightness all mixed together, makes my cock throb.

I suck harder, and she moans, arching her back to push more of her breast into my mouth. Milk flows faster now, coating my tongue, sliding down my throat. It tastes like honey and cream and something uniquely her.

"Oh God," Eridia gasps. "Daddy, that feels so good."

I bite down gently on her nipple, and she screams. Milk sprays to the back of my throat, more than I expected, more than I can swallow fast enough. It drips down my chin but I don't care. I just keep sucking, keep drinking, lost in the taste and feel of her.

I've always had a thing for mothers. For women with soft bodies and tired eyes and wide, fleshy hips that bore babies. There's something about the evidence of what they've done—what they've created—that drives me wild.

And Eridia is perfect. Every inch of her.

I switch to her other breast, not wanting to neglect it. My hand squeezes and massages the one I just finished with, making sure it's fully drained. Her milk is everywhere now—on my face, my chest, dripping down her stomach.

"Push those tits further into my mouth," I order, my voice muffled against her skin. "Feed Daddy properly, babygirl."

She obeys immediately, threading her fingers through my hair and pressing herself closer. I suck harder, my tongue circling her nipple, licking and sucking and biting until she's writhing in my lap.

My hand slides down her stomach. Down to the waistband of her jeans.

"Can I touch you?" I ask, pulling back just enough to meet her eyes.

"Any way you like," she whimpers. "My body is your property, Daddy."

I pop the button on her jeans and slide my hand inside. Past her panties. They're cheap cotton, soaked through. Finally, finally, I touch her pussy.

She's drenched. Absolutely dripping wet. My fingers slide easily through her folds, finding her clit swollen and needy.

"Fuck, babygirl," I groan against her breast. "You're so wet for Daddy. This pretty pussy is soaked."

"You make me feel all kinds of things. I need more," she begs. "I want to know what you feel like inside me. My pussy has been so empty and unused since I gave birth."

I circle her clit with my thumb while I push two fingers inside her. She's tight. So fucking tight and hot and perfect. Her inner walls clench around my fingers, trying to pull me deeper.

I go back to sucking her nipple, drinking her milk while I finger her pussy, and the sounds she makes are obscene. Desperate whimpers and moans, my name mixed with "Daddy" and "please" and "more."

"That's it," I murmur. "Ride Daddy's fingers. Show me how much you need this."

She grinds down on my hand, taking my fingers deeper, and I can feel how close she is. Can feel her pussy starting to flutter.

I add a third finger, stretching her, and bite down on her nipple at the same time.

I can feel her pussy convulsing around my fingers, the velvet walls squeezing me tightly as I stroke her from the inside. She's so responsive, so eager. Every time I murmur something dirty in her ear, her body reacts, her hips jerking, her breath hitching.

"That's it, babygirl," I whisper, my voice hoarse with lust. "Take Daddy's fingers. Feel how I stretch you, prepare you for my monster cock."

Her moans are like music to my ears. I can see the pleasure on her face, the way her eyes close and her lips part as she grinds down on my hand. She's taking my fingers like a good girl, her body opening up for me.

"This is just the start, sweetheart. My cock is thicker than this. You need to take this to be able to handle me."

She whimpers but nods, her pussy clenching around my fingers. She likes the challenge. Likes the idea of taking something so big it might split her in two.

I stretch her more, pushing my fingers wider, feeling her walls give way. She's so wet, so ready. The sound of my fingers fucking her is obscene, the wet slapping noise filling the cab of the truck.

"You're doing so well, babygirl. Look at you, bouncing on Daddy's fingers like a little slut. You love this, don't you? Love being stretched and filled."

"Yes, Daddy," she pants. "I love it. I want more."

I press against her G-spot, assaulting it repeatedly with my fingertips. Her moans turn to screams, her body tensing as I drive her closer to the edge.

"I've wanted you for so long, Eridia," I confess, my voice low and rough. "Ever since I saw you pregnant, working your ass off at that shitty diner. You were always so strong, so compassionate. Never broke, no matter how badly that asshole treated you."

I suck her nipple back into my mouth, milking her fervently. Her milk flows freely now, the pain in her breasts easing as I drink from her. I can feel her shoulders relaxing, her body melting into mine.

"I wanted to take you away from that place," I admit between sucks. "Wanted to protect you, keep you close. Make you my housewife, give you a life where you don't have to work on your feet."

Her pussy flutters around my fingers at my words. She likes the idea. Likes the thought of being mine, of being kept and cared for.

"But for now, babygirl, I just want to stuff you full of my cock. Want to breed you, keep you leaking milk like my own personal fountain. Want to see you round and pregnant with my baby."

She cries out, her body trembling. She's close. So close.

"You won't be able to take it today, sweetheart. Not yet. But once you're properly stretched and wet, you'll take Daddy's monster cock like a good girl. Won't you?"

"Yes, Daddy," she promises, her voice breathless. "I'll take all of you. Raw, if that's what you wish."

I press harder against her G-spot, fingering her roughly as I suck the last of her milk from her breasts. She explodes around me, her pussy convulsing as she comes hard on my fingers.

"That's it, babygirl. Come for Daddy. Show me how much you love the idea of being bred by a massive cock."

She screams, her nails digging into my shoulders as she rides out her climax. I talk her through it, my voice harsh and dirty.

"Look at you, so fucking beautiful when you come. That's it, babygirl. Milk those fingers. Show Daddy how much you want his cock."

She's breathless when she finally comes down from her high. She sags against me, her body limp and sated. Her arms wrap around my neck, holding me close.

"Thank you," she whispers. "Thank you, Carter. I promise I won't ask for more. I know it's a one-time thing."

I don't say it, but I know it's not a one-time thing with her. Not when I'm already fantasizing about seeing her in my house, her belly round and swollen with my child. Not when I'm already planning all the ways I can take care of her, make her life better.

For now, I just hold her close, my fingers still buried inside her. I can feel her heartbeat slowing, her breathing evening out. She's exhausted, spent.

But she's mine. And I'm not letting her go. Not now. Not ever.


THREE


Eridia

I must be running on fumes today, because my hands will not stop shaking.

The diner smells like burnt coffee and fryer grease, and normally I can handle it. Normally I can balance three plates on one arm while smiling at customers like my life is not quietly falling apart.

Today is not normal.

My chest aches in that deep, throbbing way that makes it hard to breathe straight. I shift behind the counter, pressing my arm subtly against myself, hoping the pressure helps even a little. It does not.

Great. Just great.

I am halfway through wiping table seven when the bell over the door rings.

And of course, it is him.

Carter Hayes fills the doorway like he always does. Broad shoulders. Work boots heavy against the tile. That same quiet, watchful expression that makes my stomach do something embarrassingly soft every time he walks in.

I wasn’t expecting to see Carter so soon after he gave me that toe-curling orgasm in his car last night. We made a mess of his seats and his car. It was so filthy, and when I looked at what I’d done, I felt like a real whore.

But also proud. Because my milk stained his seat. And that meant he would think about me the next time he saw it.

Carter was even better than what I’d imagined. He pleasured by body patiently and tenderly. Now I can’t wait to feel his cock stretch and stuff me the way his fingers did.

I worry my lip, wondering if he is still interested in me. I know he was really into my leaking tits, but we did say it was just a one-time thing. When he told me that he wanted to make me his housewife, give me another baby, it made me so happy. I know he just said it in the heat of the moment and he’s probably not ready to commit to anything with me, but I can’t help but dream of a future where we can be together forever.

I shake my head, welcoming Carter into the diner. He’s a regular. It’s not like he would stop coming just because we had filthy sex in his car last night. He still needs to eat.

He watches me, his steely eyes filled with longing and mystery.

My pulse trips.

"Morning," he says, voice low and rough like gravel. “Feeling better?”

Why does that do things to my spine?

I paste on my waitress smile and grab my notepad. "I’m fine. Usual?"

His eyes flick over me, slow and assessing, and I swear the air between us thickens.

"Yeah," he says. Then, softer, "You look tired, honey."

Honey.

My composure cracks.

"I am fine," I say quickly, already turning toward the coffee pot. “Thanks for yesterday, by the way.”

I am not fine. My legs are shaking and all the man did was smile at me and call me honey. I’m way too far gone for this guy.

I busy myself with the coffee pot so he does not see exactly how far gone. My hands are still trembling as I fill his mug, and I keep my eyes firmly on the table instead of on the man who ruined me in the front seat of his truck less than twelve hours ago.

Get it together, Eridia.

I slide the mug in front of him. Our fingers almost brush.

Almost.

The air snaps tight anyway.

“You eat yet?” I ask, keeping my voice professional. Or trying to.

Carter leans back in the booth like he owns the place. Like he owns the oxygen in my lungs.

“Not yet,” he says, still watching me in that quiet, heavy way. “You gonna take care of me?”

My stomach flips.

God.

“I always do,” I mutter before I can stop myself.

One corner of his mouth lifts. Not quite a smile. Worse.

Heat floods my face as I turn and practically flee toward the kitchen to put in his order.

By the time I come back with his plate, my pulse is only slightly less out of control.

Only slightly.

I set the food down in front of him, careful. Professional. Determined not to look like the woman who cried out his name in the dark last night.

“There you go,” I say softly.

I start to pull away.

His hand closes around my wrist.

Not rough.

Not gentle either.

Just… certain.

My breath catches.

“Sit,” Carter says quietly.

It is not loud. It is not harsh. But something in my knees goes weak anyway.

“I’m working,” I whisper.

His thumb shifts slightly against the inside of my wrist, and the tiny movement sends a traitorous shiver up my arm.

“Won’t take long,” he says.

The booth across from him is empty.

Every instinct tells me this is a terrible idea.

Every reckless, needy part of me is already sliding into the seat.

I sit.

Carter does not let go right away.

His eyes move over my face slowly, like he is checking for something.

“You look worn out,” he says finally.

“I had a long night,” I reply, trying for light.

His jaw tightens.

“Yeah,” he says. “I know.”

The memory of last night flashes hot and vivid through me. My thighs press together under the table before I can stop myself.

Carter notices. Of course he does.

His voice drops a notch. “You live way the hell out past Miller Road.”

My brows knit. “Yeah…?”

“What if I hadn’t come by?” he asks.

The question lands heavier than I expect.

I blink. “I would’ve figured something out.”

His grip on my wrist tightens just a fraction.

“You were soaked through, Eridia.”

My name in his mouth does dangerous things to my heartbeat.

“You were shaking,” he continues, voice rougher now. “Cold enough to get yourself sick.”

Something warm and strange spreads through my chest.

He’s concerned for me. It’s real, genuine concern.

“I’m okay,” I say softly.

His eyes hold mine for a long beat.

Then he says, very matter-of-fact, “I got a basement apartment.”

My breath stalls. “…what?”

“It’s small,” he goes on. “Nothing fancy. But it’s clean. Separate entrance. Quiet.”

I stare at him, heart starting to pound for a completely different reason.

“Carter…”

“Rent’s low,” he continues. Then, after the smallest pause, “Could waive it for a while if you need.”

My mouth actually falls open. “Why would you do that for me?”

The question slips out before I can stop it. For a second, something unguarded flashes in his eyes. Gone almost immediately.

But I saw it.

“Because,” he says slowly, “I want you in my house.”

My pulse slams.

He leans forward slightly, voice dropping lower. “Under my roof.”

“Under my watch.” My fingers curl against the vinyl seat.

Oh God.

“And,” he finishes quietly, eyes steady on mine, “I want to see you every day.”

My heart does something dangerously close to melting.

I swallow hard.

“I… Carter, I come with a baby.”

The words come out small. Vulnerable. Like I am bracing for the moment everything changes.

It doesn’t.

If anything, his expression softens.

“I know,” he says.

“You haven’t even met her,” I whisper.

One corner of his mouth lifts again, but this time it is warmer. “I’m looking forward to it.”

That does it.

My chest squeezes so tight it almost hurts.

For one terrifying second, I can actually picture it.

Me.

My baby.

In his house.

Safe. Wanted. Dangerous, stupid hope starts blooming in my ribs.

I force myself to breathe.

“I… I shouldn’t just jump into something like that,” I say carefully, even though every reckless part of me is already halfway packed. “I’ll think about it.”

Carter studies me for a long moment.

Then he nods once, like he expected that answer. “Fair.”

He finally releases my wrist.

The loss of his touch is immediate and upsetting.

“Come by later,” he says. “I’ll give you a tour. You can decide after.”

My pulse kicks again. “My shift ends in three hours.”

“I’ll be waiting.”

Just like that.

Like it is already settled in his mind.

He pulls his phone out and holds his hand out expectantly. “Your number.”

My stomach somersaults.

I fumble my phone out of my apron and hand it over, trying very hard to act like I am not floating three inches off the ground.

His fingers brush mine as he gives it back.

A second later, my phone buzzes.

Carter: Hayes place. Text when you’re off.

I stare at the screen like it might combust.

“I can pick you up,” he adds casually.

I nod before my brain can catch up with my mouth.

“Okay.”

Okay???

Who is this woman.

Carter watches me for one last long, steady moment. Then he finally turns back to his food like he did not just completely rearrange my nervous system.

I stand there for a second too long before forcing my feet to move. As I walk away, my heart is pounding so hard I can feel it in my throat.

Because one thought keeps circling, wild and breathless.

Did he really mean what he said last night…?

And worse⁠—

What if I want him to?


FOUR


Eridia

Carter’s house sits back from the road, quiet and solid like the man himself.

I pause on the walkway for half a second, just… staring.

It is beautiful.

Not flashy rich. Not cold or modern. It is the kind of place that feels lived in even from the outside. Warm wood siding. Wide front porch. Soft golden light glowing through the windows like it is already inviting someone home.

Like it has been waiting.

My chest tightens, and not just from the dull, aching fullness that has been building all evening.

“Come on,” Carter says gently beside me.

I did not even hear him walk up behind me.

God, he is big.

Standing this close, the difference between us feels almost unfair. His shoulder nearly brushes the top of my head. His presence is everywhere, heavy and steady and quietly overwhelming in a way that makes my pulse flutter low in my stomach.

I swallow and follow him inside.

The moment I step over the threshold, warmth wraps around me.

The house smells faintly of clean wood and something comforting I cannot quite name. The living room opens wide and spacious, all soft lamplight and rustic beams across the ceiling. The furniture is sturdy, masculine, but not unwelcoming. There is space here. Room to breathe.

Room to live.

My chest aches again, sharper this time, and I shift subtly, pressing my arm close to myself as I look around.

“It’s… beautiful,” I breathe.

Carter watches me instead of the house.

I can feel it.

Feel the weight of his gaze moving over my face, my body, the way I am trying very hard not to fidget.

“You like it?” he asks quietly.

I nod, still turning slowly in place.

“It feels like…” My voice softens before I can stop it. “Like the perfect home for a cozy family.”

The words hang in the air.

When I glance back at him, something in his expression has changed.

Quieter.

Rougher around the edges.

“Yeah,” he says after a moment. His voice is lower now. “That was the idea.”

My heart gives a small, painful squeeze.

“I thought I’d have one here by now,” he continues, not looking away from me. “Family. Noise. Kids running around.”

The ache in my chest spreads somewhere deeper.

“But it never happened.”

Silence settles between us.

Heavy.

Honest.

Then his gaze softens just a fraction.

“That’s why I meant what I said earlier,” he adds. “I’d be real damn happy if you and your little girl moved in.”

My breath catches so hard it almost hurts.

“Carter…”

He steps closer.

Not fast.

Not pushing.

But close enough that the air between us disappears.

His hand finds mine before I can overthink it. Big and warm and careful as he lifts my fingers and sandwiches them gently between both of his.

The size difference makes my stomach flip.

I am suddenly very, very aware of him.

Of the heat rolling off his body.

Of how small my hand looks trapped between his.

Of the slow, deep way he is breathing.

My heart starts racing.

I take one small step back.

Then another.

Until my shoulders press lightly against the wall behind me.

Carter follows.

Not crowding.

Just… there.

Present. Steady. Intent.

His voice drops.

“Can I touch you?”

The question sends a sharp shiver down my spine.

My lips part.

God, I want him.

I have wanted him for months. Through late-night shifts and quiet glances across the diner. Through last night in the dark, when everything finally snapped loose between us.

But—

“I thought…” My voice comes out breathy. Unsteady. “I thought it was going to be a one-time thing.”

Something warm and serious moves through Carter’s expression.

He steps just a fraction closer.

Close enough that my breath stutters.

“What if I don’t want it to be?” he asks quietly.

My heart stops.

“What if,” he continues, eyes locked on mine, “I want it to be a forever thing?”

The world tilts.

Air rushes out of my lungs in a soft, shocked gasp.

Forever.

The word wraps around my ribs and squeezes.

Because suddenly, terrifyingly, I can see it.

My daughter’s toys scattered across this big, warm living room.

Little footsteps on those hardwood floors.

Safe nights. Full fridge. Steady arms around me when everything feels like too much.

A home.

A real one.

Emotion swells so fast and hard in my chest it almost overwhelms me.

Before I can think better of it, my hands move.

I grab the front of Carter’s collar and pull him down.

And kiss him.

The moment our mouths meet, something inside me just… breaks open.

My fingers clutch in the fabric of his shirt as I lean into him, kissing him like I have been starving for it. Like I finally found something solid enough to hold onto.

His cock swells as I rub my knee against it, stimulating his nerves. He groans into my mouth as his tongue plunders my insides. I shiver, my pussy contracting with the jolt of electricity that shoots between my legs every time he sucks on my bottom lip and teases my tongue with his.

Carter is an amazing kisser. I rub myself against him, horny and hopeless, letting him devour me, consume me, and set my body in fire with his mouth.

He grabs my face with those big hands of his. I feel so small and feminine when he holds me, deepening the kiss, caressing my tongue with his. Warmth spreads all over my belly. My muscles contract. The telltale signs of sexual arousal make my pussy clench. I feel a stab of heat between my legs when he cups my ass, squeezing my cheeks. Each time he crushes my flesh between his hands, an arrow of lust stabs my core.

I want more than a kiss. I want his huge cock inside me. I want to take clench around his thick wand. I want him to milk my breasts that are hurting from being so full.

“Daddy…” I moan, lids drooping with desire. “Please. I want your cock inside me. I want your hands milking me. My boobs hurt and my pussy hurts too.”

“Fuck, babygirl. You look so damn enticing when you’re acting needy.” His hands are already working. He slides them up between my legs, rubbing my aching folds. “When you’re begging Daddy for sex, it makes Daddy feel like the king of the universe. To know that my babygirl desires me as much as I desire her is the greatest joy.”

His big palms cup my ass. I squeal as he lifts me up easily. My size is so small compared to his muscular gigantic strength. He sets me on the couch. When I’m lying down, he climbs on top of me, his knees on either side of my hips.

He strokes the wide flare of my hips. “Would you hate me too much if I just tore off your clothes right now?” he asks, in a voice that’s tight and raspy with lust.

I giggle. “Not at all. I need relief so bad. Please. Milk me, Daddy.”

He tears my shirt. Literally tears it.

The sound of fabric ripping fills the quiet house, sharp and final, and then my breasts are bare.

Cool air hits my sensitive nipples, and I gasp. They're so swollen. So heavy. The ache is immediate and demanding, a deep throb that pulses through my entire chest.

"Fuck," Carter breathes above me. "Look at you."

His voice is wrecked. Raw, laced with nothing but reverence. Tiny sparks of electricity dance inside me, stroking the inside walls of my sex. He speaks as if I'm a goddess and he is honored to worship me.

I am laid out beneath him on his couch, half-naked, my breasts already beginning to leak. I usually feel self-conscious when I'm dripping milk from my tits, but with Carter, I can be my milky self without any shame or fear of judgment.

His eyes are locked on my chest like he has never seen anything more perfect in his life.

"Please," I whisper, pushing out my chest, knowing he wants to suckle my milk as bad as I want him to. "They hurt, Daddy."

Something dark and hungry flashes across his face.

"I know, babygirl," he murmurs, lowering his head. "Daddy's gonna take care of you."

His tongue drags across one hard nipple. The shock of his wet, warm tongue meeting my sore, tight nipple sends shockwaves through my system.

I cry out, so loud it echoes in his living room.

Carter doesn't stop. The sensation is sharp and electric and so good it almost hurts. He circles my areola slowly, deliberately, his tongue warm and wet against my oversensitive skin.

My let-down reflex kicks in immediately. Milk begins to bead at both nipples, then trickle, then flow.

Carter groans against my skin, but then he pulls back.

I whimper at the loss. "What?"

"Not yet," he says, eyes dark and intent. His hands slide over my exposed stomach, stroking my skin, letting me know he hasn't lost interest in me. "I think I'm going to give you more than a milking today. You're going to be stuffed with Daddy's cock tonight, Eridia. And once you've had me, I'm gonna make sure you move in with me."

My breath catches. "Yes. God, yes."

"But you're gonna have to be a good girl first." His hand slides down my stomach, teasing. "Gonna have to get that pretty pussy nice and wet for me."

"I am wet," I protest breathlessly.

His smile is slow. Dangerous. "Not wet enough. Not for what I'm about to do to you."

My thighs clench involuntarily. I remember how big his dick was, and how thick and hard it felt inside my mouth, as he choked me with his huge member. I bet it'd feel even better when he's cramming that monster inside my pussy, forcing me to stretch for his assault.

"And," he continues, voice dropping lower, "you're gonna have to get my cock wet too."

I blink up at him, confused. "With my mouth?"

"Not this time." He winks. Then his hands move to my breasts. He pushes them together, squeezing gently, and realization hits me like lightning.

"Daddy would really like," he says slowly, eyes locked on mine, "to be covered in your fresh titty milk. My cock is going to be dripping with your cream when I slide into that tight little cunt."

Heat floods my face.

Oh God.

But the idea, the filthy, perfect idea of it makes my pussy flutter so hard I almost come right there. Nobody has ever used my breastmilk so creatively. Made me feel like it serves a purpose during sex, outside of feeding my baby. I like knowing that I'm a sexual being, able to get a man's dick wet by nourishing his cock with my milk.

"You like that, don't you?" Carter's smile sharpens. "You like the idea of being Daddy's dirty girl. Of being my slutty cow and bathing my cock with your titty cream."

"Yes," I breathe. "I love the idea. I wish someone had told me it was possible to do things like that earlier."

"It's not too late yet." His grin is sinister and devilish. "Daddy will make sure you learn how to properly drench a man's cock with that thick milk that your tits make. But remember this, darling—you'll only be using that milk to lubricate my cock. No other man gets to feel your fresh cream trickling down his dick. Those milky tits will only please Daddy."

"Yes, Daddy." I'm so enthusiastic that he smiles and pats my head. He leans down and whispers, 'Good girl' in my ear.

He stands, and I watch—helpless, mesmerized—as he strips. His shirt comes off first, revealing broad shoulders and a chest dusted with dark hair. Then his jeans. His boxers.

And then, his glorious, giant cock is filling my vision. I can't look at anything except that fat, veined organ. It seems to hypnotize me. My belly fills with heat and lust. My muscles relax, as heat clings to them, relaxing them so I can allow his cock to fill me up.

It's thick and massive and already leaking at the tip. My mouth waters.

Carter climbs back over me, settling his weight carefully, and positions himself between my breasts.

"Hold them together for me, babygirl," he orders. "Push them together and create a nice, tight space for Daddy's cock to play with."

I obey immediately, pressing my breasts around his cock.

He groans, deep and rough. "That's it. Just like that."

Then his hands cover mine. He squeezes my tits. Hard.

A split second of pain quickly morphs into heady relief. Milk sprays from both nipples, coating his cock in warm, slick cream.

"Fuck yes," Carter growls. "That's my filthy little cow. Gonna milk these pretty tits with my cock."

The words should humiliate me. They don't. They make me wetter.

He starts to thrust.

Slow at first, then harder, his cock sliding through the tight channel of my breasts. Milk flows freely now, running down my skin, pooling in the valley between my breasts, coating him completely.

The sight is obscene. Yet so satisfying. Seeing my body giving him milk so freely makes me feel sexy. I feel like a seductive maternal goddess, oozing milk from my breasts and giving a man pleasure with my nurturing mommy tits.

"Look at you," he mutters, eyes locked on where his cock disappears between my tits. "Taking it so good. Making such a mess for Daddy."

I whimper, squeezing my breasts tighter around him.

His thrusts quicken. His breathing gets ragged. I hear him grunt when the friction between my skin and his aroused cock starts affecting him. His dick is harder now, painfully erect and swollen. I know he's close to coming.

"I'd love to come all over this pretty face," he says roughly. "Paint you with cum. Mark you as mine."

My pussy clenches at the image.

"But not today," he continues, voice tight with control. "Today, Daddy's only coming in one place."

He pulls back suddenly, his cock slick and shining with my milk.

"Your pussy," he finishes, cupping my sex. An instant bolt of lightning crashes through my body, paralyzing me with endless heat. "My cum is going to cream your cunt."

Before I can respond, his hands are on my panties. He tears them off just like he did my shirt.

The cool air hits my overheated skin, and I gasp. Then his fingers are between my legs. He rubs my clit with his thumb, slow and deliberate, and I arch off the couch.

"So sensitive," he murmurs approvingly. "Such a needy little thing."

His fingers slide lower. Two of them push inside me without warning. I cry out, my inner walls clenching around the intrusion.

"That's it," Carter says, his voice like gravel. "Open up for Daddy. Gotta stretch this tight pussy so you can take my cock. Make sure you're nice and open so I can stuff you full of dick."

He scissors his fingers, spreading me wider, and pleasure spikes through my core.

I'm dripping now. Soaking his hand. Making wet, obscene sounds every time he moves. His calloused fingers stroke my wet inner walls, reminding me of his potent masculinity. I bet those thick veins cording his cock would feel even better than this.

"Good girl," he praises. "Getting so wet for me. Making Daddy's job easier."

He adds a third finger and I scream. The stretch burns in the best way. My body fights it for half a second before yielding, accepting, stretching around him.

Carter works me ruthlessly, his fingers stroking deep, finding that spot inside me that makes my vision white out. His thumb never leaves my clit. The dual sensation is overwhelming.

I am shaking. Trembling. So close to coming, I can taste it.

"Please," I beg. "Please, Daddy, I need your cock in my pussy. I need to feel your filling the emptiness inside my body."

"I know what you need, babygirl."

He pulls his fingers out. I whimper at the emptiness. But then I feel it. The blunt, thick head of his cock notching at my entrance.

My eyes fly open.

Carter is watching me, his expression dark and intense and so hungry it steals my breath.

"Wait," I gasp. "Do you have condoms?"

He goes very still. Then his mouth curves into something dangerous.

"No," he says simply.

My heart stutters. "But⁠—"

"I'm not using a condom, Eridia." His voice is firm. Final. "I told you in the car that I was going to breed you. That I wanted to keep you pregnant and leaking milk for the rest of your life."

Oh God.

"That's exactly what I intend to do. I'm going to fuck your pussy bare. Feel your unprotected walls clenching around me as I dump a load of cum into your fertile pussy."

The words slam into me like a physical force.

My pussy shivers. The shivers grip my lower belly, then tease up my spine. Every nerve ending in my body lights up at once, pleasure swimming through me in hot, pulsing waves.

I have never felt such a strong reaction to a man's words before. I have never wanted something so badly, my body is trembling in anticipation for it.

The idea of it, of him inside me, bare, filling me, his cum flooding my womb. Of getting pregnant again, my belly swelling with his baby. Of living in this house, making him a father, being his.

It is everything I did not know I wanted. Everything I have been too afraid to hope for. And suddenly, desperately, I want it more than I have ever wanted anything.

"Yes," I breathe.

Carter's eyes flare. "You sure?"

I nod, trembling. "Yes. Please. Breed me, Daddy."

The last thread of his control snaps.

He pushes forward.

The first inch steals my breath.

He's so thick. Impossibly thick. My body resists immediately, clenching tight around the intrusion even as every nerve ending lights up with pleasure.

"Breathe, babygirl," Carter murmurs above me. His voice is strained, rough with the effort of holding back. "Breathe and let me in."

I try. God, I try. But he's stretching me so wide it borders on pain.

"Too big," I gasp. "You're too wide to fit."

"Shh." His thumb finds my clit again, circling slowly. "You can take it. You were made to take Daddy's cock. Your pussy gave birth to a child, remember?"

The pressure on my clit sends sparks through my core. My body relaxes just slightly, and he pushes another inch deeper.

I cry out.

"That's it," he praises. "Good girl. Open up for me. Let me fill that pretty pussy."

His hips press forward steadily. Relentlessly. Inch by devastating inch, he forces my body to accept him. Every time I tense, he works my clit harder, coaxing more wetness from me, making my walls soften and yield.

"Halfway there," he groans. "Fuck, you're so tight. Squeezing me so good."

I'm shaking. Trembling beneath him as my body struggles to accommodate his size. The stretch is almost too much. Almost.

But then he hits something inside me, some spot that makes pleasure explode through my core, and I moan so loudly it echoes off the walls.

"There she is," Carter says with dark satisfaction. "Found it, didn't I?"

He pulls back slightly, then thrusts deeper. Harder. My back arches off the couch.

"More," I beg. "Please, Daddy, more."

"Greedy little thing." But he gives me what I want.

Another thrust. Deeper this time. I can feel him everywhere, stretching me impossibly wide, filling me so completely there's no room for anything else.

"Almost there," he pants. "Just a little more, babygirl. Take all of Daddy's cock like a good girl."

One more thrust, and he's fully seated inside me.

I scream.

It's too much. Too full. Too intense. The sensation of being so completely stuffed, so utterly claimed, makes my vision blur with tears.

"Perfect," Carter groans against my neck. "So fucking perfect. Look at you, taking every inch. Such a good girl for Daddy."

For a moment, he just holds there. Lets me adjust. Lets my body accommodate the sheer size of him.

Then he starts to move.

Slow at first. Long, deliberate strokes that drag against every nerve ending inside me. Each thrust sends shockwaves of pleasure radiating through my core.

"Oh God," I whimper. "Oh God, oh God."

"Feel good?" he asks, voice rough.

"Yes! Yes, Daddy, it feels like my body is melting..." I can't finish. Can't form words when he's filling me like this, when every thrust makes my brain short-circuit.

He picks up the pace. Harder now. Deeper. The sound of skin meeting skin fills the room, obscene and erotic.

"Gonna fuck a baby into you," he growls against my ear. "Gonna fill this fertile pussy with so much cum you'll be dripping for days."

My pussy clenches around him at the words.

"You like that?" He thrusts harder. "Like the idea of Daddy knocking you up? Making you round and pregnant again?"

"Yes!" I sob. "Yes, please, I want it."

"Want me to shoot my load straight into your womb?" Another brutal thrust. "Want me to breed you like the pretty little cow you are?"

I'm beyond words now. Beyond thought. There's only sensation. Only the overwhelming fullness of him inside me, stretching me, claiming me, making me his.

His thumb finds my clit again. The deep, devastating thrusts combined with the pressure on my clit sends me spiraling. My nerves are lit up with buzzing tension that is demanding me to let go.

"Come for Daddy," he orders. "Come on my cock while I fill you up."

My orgasm hits like lightning.

I scream his name as pleasure tears through me, white-hot and all-consuming. My pussy clenches around him rhythmically, milking his cock, trying to pull him impossibly deeper.

"Fuck!" Carter roars. "That's it, squeeze me just like that."

He buries himself to the hilt and goes rigid above me.

I feel it. Feel the first hot pulse of his cum flooding my channel. Then another. And another.

"So beautiful," he gasps between spurts. "Your body is so fucking beautiful. Made for this. Made to be bred."

More cum. So much of it. I can feel it filling me, coating my walls, dripping back out around where we're joined.

"Want to stay buried in you forever," he groans. Another pulse. "Want to keep pumping you full until you're swollen with my baby and I can hold your big belly in my hands."

His hips jerk involuntarily as he empties himself inside me. The sensation is overwhelming. Intimate in a way I've never experienced before.

Finally, finally, he stills.

We're both panting. Shaking. His weight is heavy on top of me, but I don't want him to move. Don't want this moment to end.

Slowly, carefully, he pulls out.

I whimper at the loss. Already, I can feel his cum starting to leak from me, warm and thick.

But before I can move, Carter's hands are on my thighs. He lifts my legs, pushing them up toward my chest until my knees are nearly touching my shoulders.

"What—" I blink up at him, confused.

His smile is pure masculine satisfaction. "Keeping my seed where it belongs. Gonna make sure it takes root nice and deep in that fertile cunt."

Heat floods my face. "Carter!"

"What?" He looks completely unrepentant. "I told you I was going to breed you, babygirl. I meant it."

Oh God.

The position is embarrassing. Exposing. My pussy is on full display, still leaking his cum, and he's just... holding me like this. Like he has every right.

Like I'm his.

And the worst part? The absolutely devastating part?

I love it.

Love being his breeding slut. Love how determined he is to knock me up. Love the dominance in his voice when he tells me exactly what he's going to do to my body.

"You're blushing," he observes with amusement.

"You're being ridiculous," I mutter.

"Am I?" He leans down, pressing a kiss to the inside of my thigh. "Or am I just making sure my woman gets pregnant with my baby as fast as possible?"

My woman.

My heart does something dangerous and stupid in my chest.

"Stay just like this for a bit," he murmurs. "Let Daddy's cum do its job."

I should protest. Should tell him this is insane. But the words won't come.

Because deep down, in a place I'm barely ready to acknowledge, I want this too.

Want to be his. Want to carry his baby. Want to build a life in this warm, beautiful house that feels more like home than anywhere I've ever lived.

So instead of arguing, I just nod.

And let him keep me exactly where he wants me.


FIVE


Carter

Three months later…

Three goddamn months and I still wake up some mornings half convinced I dreamed her.

Eridia is warm and soft against my side when the shower starts running down the hall. The bed still smells like her shampoo and that sweet milk-warm scent that has been driving me quietly insane since the day she moved in.

Not the basement.

Never the basement.

I lasted about five minutes pretending I was going to let her sleep down there before I carried half her boxes straight into my room and told her that was that.

Best decision I ever made.

Right now the house is quiet except for the soft spray of water and the little bundle in my arms.

“Well, hey there, sunshine,” I murmur.

Her daughter blinks up at me with big curious eyes, cheeks round and soft. She is still a little sleepy, hair sticking up in soft wisps where she has been rolling around in her crib.

I shift her higher on my hip automatically, one big hand supporting her back as I start a slow rock.

She has been comfortable with me for weeks now.

That still does something strange to my chest.

“Yeah, you know me,” I tell her quietly.

Tiny fingers reach out.

Straight for my beard.

I huff out a quiet laugh when she grabs a fistful and gives it an experimental tug.

“Hey now,” I say, gentler than the words sound. “That’s attached to my face, sweetheart.”

She just babbles at me, completely unconcerned with my dignity or pain, and then pats my nose like she is checking to make sure it is still there.

I kiss her soft little temple.

“Your momma’s in trouble,” I tell her conspiratorially. “You know that? Got me wrapped all the way around her finger.”

The baby responds with a delighted squeal.

Yeah.

I am done for.

Footsteps pad down the hall, and I glance up just as the bathroom door opens.

And hell.

Eridia steps out in her diner uniform, hair still damp from the shower, cheeks flushed from the heat. She looks soft and sleepy and mine in a way that hits me square in the chest every damn time.

Her gaze lands on us.

She melts.

“You are so good with her,” she says softly. Something warm spreads through me at the look on her face. Like she still cannot quite believe I am real. “She likes you.”

The baby, as if on cue, leans forward and smacks a wet little kiss somewhere near my jaw.

I grin. “Course she does. I’m charming.”

Eridia huffs a quiet laugh, but there is something emotional shining in her eyes too.

“You’ve been so kind, Carter. Watching her when I’m at work, getting up with her in the mornings… I don’t know what I would’ve done without you.”

I shrug one shoulder, though the words hit deeper than I let on.

“Just laying the groundwork,” I say casually.

Her brows knit. “For what?”

I meet her eyes.

“For convincing you to give me another baby.”

The silence that follows is thick enough to grab.

Color floods her cheeks so fast it is almost impressive.

“Carter,” she breathes, scandalized and breathless all at once.

Before I can say another word, her expression changes.

Fast.

Too fast.

She suddenly turns and bolts back toward the bathroom.

My body goes on alert immediately.

“Eridia?”

No answer.

Just the sharp sound of the toilet lid and⁠—

Ah, hell.

I am moving before I even think about it, baby still secure on my hip as I push the bathroom door open.

Eridia is hunched over the toilet, shoulders tight, breathing rough.

My chest tightens.

I step in behind her and immediately slide my free hand gently over her back, rubbing slow, steady circles.

“I got you,” I murmur.

She retches again, and I lean down, pressing a soft kiss to the top of her damp hair while still rocking the baby automatically with my other arm.

“Easy, honey. Breathe.”

The baby watches the whole thing with wide, fascinated eyes, one small hand still fisted in my shirt.

Eridia finally slumps back a little, breathing shaky.

“You’re okay,” I tell her quietly. “If you’re sick, you’re staying home. Don’t even argue with me about it. I’m going to take care of you until your tummy feels better.”

She shakes her head weakly and reaches for the sink, rinsing her mouth. When she turns back to me, her eyes are wide. Not sick-wide.

Something else. Like she’s noth scared and shocked.

“Carter…”

My stomach drops.

“What?”

She steps closer, then wraps her arms carefully around both me and the baby, pressing her face briefly into my chest.

Her voice comes out soft and stunned.

“I don’t think I’m sick.”

Every muscle in my body goes still.

“…what?”

She pulls back just enough to look up at me, cheeks flushed, eyes bright and a little overwhelmed. “I think I might be pregnant.”

The world tilts.

I stare at her.

Then at the baby in my arms.

Then back at her again.

My voice comes out rough. “Baby… you think you could be carrying my child?”

She nods slowly, one hand drifting unconsciously to her chest.

“My breasts have been really sore,” she admits. “And I remember this from my first pregnancy.”

My pulse is pounding so hard I can hear it in my ears.

She takes a breath.

“I should take a test. Just in case.”

“Yeah,” I say immediately.

Too immediately.

I am already moving. “Yeah, we’re doing that.”
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Ten minutes later I am buckling the baby into the truck, my hands a little less steady than usual.

She blinks up at me, completely unconcerned with the fact that my entire life might have just shifted on its axis.

“Well,” I tell her, climbing into the driver’s seat, “your momma might be having another little angel like you.”

She responds by shoving her fist in her mouth.

I huff a quiet laugh and start the engine.

“You know how happy that makes me?” I murmur.

I glance back at her in the mirror.

“Means I might get to be daddy to not just one…”

My chest feels tight.

“…but two precious little girls.”

The word girls sits warm and hopeful on my tongue.

I shake my head slightly.

“I mean,” I add gruffly, “I’d take a boy too. Give you a big brother to protect you. Someone to play with.”

The baby responds with an enthusiastic string of nonsense syllables.

I grin despite the way my heart is still hammering.

“Yeah,” I tell her softly, pulling out onto the road. “Me too, sweetheart.”

God.

I really hope Eridia is pregnant. I really hope we have a girl, but any baby she gives me will be precious and welcomed. I have always dreamed of my own family, of soft nights spent with kids and a wife.

Could my dream finally come true?”
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The house has never felt this quiet.

Even with the soft clatter of toys coming from the living room. Even with the faint hum of the fridge in the kitchen. Everything feels… suspended. Like the whole world is holding its breath.

Eridia stands in front of the bathroom counter, the little white stick clutched in her trembling hands.

I can hear my own heartbeat.

Loud.

Heavy.

Waiting.

She stares down at the test like it might change if she looks hard enough. Her shoulders rise and fall with one slow breath.

Then she whispers, voice shaking:

“It’s positive.”

For a second, everything inside me goes very still.

Then something deep and powerful unfurls in my chest. Warm. Fierce. Protective in a way that hits like a freight train.

My baby.

Her hands are still trembling.

That’s when I notice the look on her face.

Not just shock.

Fear.

I step forward immediately and pull her into my arms.

“What’s wrong, babygirl?” I murmur against her hair, wrapping her up tight. “Why are you scared?”

She presses her face into my chest for a second, breathing me in like she is trying to steady herself.

“You know Daddy’s going to stay with you through this whole pregnancy,” I continue softly, one hand cradling the back of her head. “Take care of you like the queen you are.”

Her fingers curl in my shirt.

“I know,” she whispers. Then quieter, fragile in a way that makes my chest ache, “I’m happy. I am. I just…”

She pulls back enough to look up at me, eyes glossy.

“What if you change your mind?” she admits. “What if you… leave. Like her father did?”

Something sharp and immediate flares in my gut.

“Never,” I say, firm enough that her breath catches.

I tip her chin up gently so she has no choice but to look at me.

“Not happening,” I repeat, slower this time. Certain.

Her eyes search my face like she is still bracing for disappointment.

Hell no.

“If you don’t believe me,” I add gruffly, “I’ll buy you a ring tomorrow. We’ll sign the papers. I don’t need a big wedding if you don’t.”

That does it.

Her eyes go wide.

“…Carter.”

Tears spill over before she can stop them.

“You’d… you’d marry me that fast?”

There is so much disbelief in her voice it damn near hurts to hear.

“Why wouldn’t I?” I ask quietly.

She shakes her head, overwhelmed.

“I just… I never imagined any man would commit to me,” she whispers. “Not like this. Not when I’m already⁠—”

I cut her off gently, brushing my thumb under her eye.

“The men you met before didn’t deserve you,” I say, voice low and steady. “That’s the only problem here.”

Her breath wobbles.

I lean in just a little closer.

“I told you already, babygirl. I want forever with you.”

I have said it.

More than once.

And I mean it every damn time.

“I fell for you because of how strong you are,” I continue. “The way you work yourself to the bone for that little girl. The way you keep going even when you’re exhausted.”

Emotion flickers across her face, raw and open.

“I don’t want you breaking your back at that diner forever,” I add more softly. “I want to take care of you.”

My hand settles warm and steady at her waist.

“Make you my housewife,” I murmur. “Retire you from that hard life.”

Her lips part slightly.

“All you gotta do,” I finish, voice rough but gentle, “is stay home and be mine.”

Something inside her finally gives.

She surges forward and wraps her arms tight around my middle, holding on like she is afraid I might disappear.

“You are the best thing that ever happened to me,” she breathes into my chest. “I’m so lucky you found me that night.” Her voice goes softer. “If not for that, I would’ve gone my whole life without knowing men like you even existed.”

Hell.

My chest feels tight.

I cup her face and tip her mouth up to mine.

The kiss is deep. Slow. Certain.

When I finally pull back, my forehead rests lightly against hers.

“My wife,” I murmur.

Her breath hitches.

I brush my thumb gently along her jaw.

“The mother of my children.”

Her eyes shine.

“And don’t you worry,” I add quietly, voice full of promise. “I plan to make damn sure those are the only two roles you ever have to play.”

And for the first time since she walked into my life…

Eridia Vale looks completely, beautifully safe.


EPILOGUE


Eridia

Four years later…

The morning light filters through the curtains, casting a warm glow over our bedroom. The house is already buzzing with the sounds of little feet and high-pitched laughter. Three kids—three beautiful, chaotic, wonderful kids—and I wouldn't have it any other way.

Carter's arm is banded around my waist, his body pressed against mine, and his breath is warm on the back of my neck.

"Morning, babygirl," he murmurs, his voice rough with sleep. His hand slides down to my belly, cupping it gently. "You know what today is?"

I smile, already knowing where this is going. "What?"

"It's the day I fill this pretty pussy with another baby," he says, his voice low and husky. His hips press against me, and I can feel his cock hardening against my ass.

I laugh softly. "Carter, we already have three. Aren't you getting tired of changing diapers?"

He nuzzles my ear, his beard tickling my skin. "Never. I want to see you glowing with a big belly, leaking milk for our babies. You're the most beautiful when you're pregnant."

His hand moves lower, slipping between my legs. I'm already wet, my body responding to his touch and his words. He knows exactly what to say to make me melt.

"You can't get enough of being bred, can you?" he whispers, his fingers circling my clit. "You love carrying my babies."

I moan softly, pushing back against him. "Yes. It's addictive. I can't help it."

He growls in approval and rolls me onto my back, climbing on top of me. His eyes are intense, filled with a burning desire that never seems to wane. He's naked, just like me, and his cock is already rock hard, pressing against my thigh.

"You're not getting out of this bed until you're full of my cum," he says, his voice firm and dominant.

I shiver with anticipation. "Promise?"

His grin is wicked. "Promise."

He spreads my legs wide, positioning himself at my entrance. I can feel the thick head of his cock pushing against me, and I can't help but gasp as he starts to slide in. He's so big, so thick, and every time he fills me, it feels like the first time all over again.

"Fuck, you're so tight," he groans, pushing deeper. "So perfect."

I wrap my legs around his waist, pulling him closer. "More, Daddy. Give me more."

He thrusts harder, filling me completely. I cry out, the sensation of being so full sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. He starts to move, slow and steady at first, then faster, harder, each thrust driving me closer to the edge.

"You feel that, babygirl?" he growls, his hips slamming against mine. "Feel my cock filling you up? Getting you ready for another baby?"

"Yes, Daddy," I pant, my nails digging into his back. "I feel it."

He leans down and captures my mouth in a fierce kiss, his tongue claiming mine. "Good. Because I'm going to fill you up until you're pregnant again. Until your belly is round and full with my baby."

His words send a wave of heat through me, and I can feel my pussy clenching around him. I'm so close, so ready to come.

"Please, Daddy," I beg, my voice breathless. "Make me come. Fill me up."

He grins against my lips. "That's my good girl. Begging for Daddy's cum."

He thrusts deeper, harder, hitting that spot inside me that makes my vision blur. I can feel my orgasm building, the tension coiling tighter and tighter.

"Come for me, babygirl," he orders, his voice rough. "Come on my cock."

I scream as my orgasm hits, waves of pleasure crashing through me. My pussy clenches around him, milking his cock, and I can feel him pulsing inside me, filling me with his hot cum.

"That's it," he groans, his hips jerking as he empties himself into me. "Take it all, babygirl. Take every drop."

He collapses on top of me, his body heavy and warm. I wrap my arms around him, holding him close as we both come down from the high.

"You're mine," he murmurs, his voice soft and possessive. "Forever."

I smile, my heart swelling with love and contentment. "Forever."

He pulls back just enough to look into my eyes, his expression serious. "You know your place is in my bed, swollen with my babies. You're my queen, Eridia. My everything."

Tears prick at the corners of my eyes. "I know, Carter. I love you so much."

He kisses me gently, his lips lingering on mine. "I love you too, babygirl. More than you'll ever know."

As we lie there, wrapped in each other's arms, I can't help but feel incredibly lucky. Our house is overflowing with love and life, and I know that no matter what comes our way, it will be beautiful.

As Carter's hand moves to my belly, gently rubbing it, I know that soon, our family will be growing even more. And I can't wait.
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