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ONE


Misty

“So you’re finally back?” My older sister, Natasha, slaps my back. She’s grinning while balancing her one-year-old son on her hip. The boy’s face resembles an angel, and he’s looking at me with curiosity in his glassy blue eyes. My sister rocks him on her hip, looking like a confident mom. “I missed you, Misty. Now I can save a trip to the hospital every time Nathan falls sick because you’ll be here to nurse him back to health.”

“So that’s why you let me stay with you.” I give her a mock sigh, a smile playing on my lips. “I knew you had a hidden agenda. I’m ready for my aunt duties, though.”

“Oh, trust me, aunt duties will keep you busy,” Natasha says with an affectionate laugh. “I guess I have Dr. Farina to thank for bringing you back.”

Dr. Ricardo Farina.

My heart skips a beat at his name. A vision fills my head—him smiling at me, the lines on his face deepening as he pushes his hand into his salt-and-pepper hair. I recall the way his hand would brush mine casually when I handed him his instruments. Yet, every casual touch made sparks erupt in my belly. My core warms, fueled by the image of the most handsome older man I’ve ever known.

The man who broke my heart when he rejected me two years ago. He’s the reason I left the town, running away to the city to soothe my broken heart. He has been divorced for ten years now, but I know the scars from his previous marriage still haunt him. Despite knowing that we were working together, even though I was younger and our age gap would make people gossip in town, I went for it. He was the kind of man I’d always imagined spending my life with. Stable, mature, reliable, and most of all, he knows how to take control and make me feel at ease. Any time he’s around, I feel relaxed because I know he’ll take care of everything. He makes me feel like a woman, lets me rest into my nurturing, feminine energy.

“Are you daydreaming about him now?” My sister’s teasing voice pulls me back to the present. I smell the scent of garlic and thyme emanating from her kitchen. My brother-in-law is cooking tonight so she can spend more time with me, helping me adjust to life back home.

“No!” I shake my head, heat infiltrating my cheeks. “I was thinking of something else.”

“Yeah, sure.” She rolls her eyes. I can never hide my emotions from her. She has always been so perceptive. I learned how to do makeup from her. I learned so much from her. She’s only three years older than me, but she already has the kind of life I wish I could live. A man who loves her, a cozy home, a job she enjoys, and most of all, the beautiful opportunity to experience motherhood and nurture her child.

She even got her amazing figure back within a year of giving birth, but that’s no surprise because she works the land at our family’s ranch. She’s a strong woman, and she found a man who loves her for it. And her son is proof of their love.

The mushy-gushy, hopeless romantic part of me sighs at the beautiful sight of her with her son. He tries to grab her boob again and again, pressing his mouth to her tits as if he’s seeking her breastmilk.

“Are you still breastfeeding him?” I ask, trying to turn the conversation in a different direction as I watch Nathan trying to suck on her chest.

My sister drops a weary sigh. “Don’t even get me started. I haven’t breastfed him in ages. I weaned him off like months ago, but he seems to be addicted to suckling on my breasts. Too bad. My breasts are dry now.”

Her words make my chest tingle. A prickling sensation throbs around my nipples. My breasts are engorged and full of milk. I suppressed the urge to express milk throughout the drive back home, but with the string pressure pressing against my chest, I might start leaking any second now.

“Um…listen. I think I should head to my room and unpack now.” I drag my luggage, making way to my room. As soon as I close the door behind me, a wet spot appears on my chest. The relief of milk leaking out of me relaxes my muscles, making me feel calmer.

More milk gushes out of my swollen breasts before I can get my clothes off and dig out a breast pump from my bag. Milk trickles over my stomach, dribbling down to the floor.

Great. Now I have a massive mess to clean up. Still, I don’t hate it. I mysteriously started lactating two months ago. I love being full of milk, though.

I discovered that I had a lactation kink a while ago. That’s why I haven’t done anything about my lactation problem. The idea of nurturing, pregnancy, and being desired for my fertility drives my deepest fantasies.

I like feeling like a soft, nurturing goddess whose breasts are filled with milk for my children and my husband, even if it’s just an illusion. I picture things I might never have—a family to nurture, a husband to protect me and make my belly round with babies—and my chest softens with longing.

I attach the breast pump to my chest, and the soothing whirring sounds soothe me. As the pump’s suction tugs at my teats, teasing milk out of my milk ducts, I feel electric sparks gathering in my stomach. Liquid lava pools low in my belly.

As the machine pulls harder, drawing a cry from my mouth, I surrender to the bliss of giving, to the joy of leaking milk.

My entire body tingles with the heat flowing through my veins.

My thoughts wander to the email that brought me back home from the city. I was lonely in the big city. I missed my sisters, missed having a support system, and people who cared about me. Working at a major hospital’s emergency department was very hectic. I’m sure it has improved my skills as a nurse, but I like working in a low-traffic clinic like the one in our small town. Interacting with residents of the town is my favorite part of the job.

I open up the email on my phone. The email Dr. Farina sent. We exchanged more emails after that one. I signed and sent my contract of employment, too.

The original message from Dr. Farina still lingers at the bottom of the thread. I scroll down past the logistics, past the formalities of schedules and patient loads, and find the one that started it all. The one that stirred my carefully buried feelings like dust from an unopened drawer.

Subject: Nurse Position at Farina Family Clinic

From: ricardo.farina@farinaclinic.com

To: misty.lancaster@outlook.com

Date: Two Months Ago

Misty,

I hope this message finds you well.

I won’t sugarcoat it—we’re short-staffed at the clinic, and no one I’ve interviewed holds a candle to you. You were the best nurse I’ve worked with, and I mean that. Your work ethic, your bedside manner, your intuition… It was a loss when you left.

I understand why you did. I take full responsibility for how things unfolded. If I could take it back, I would.

But this is a professional offer, first and foremost. If you’re willing, I’d love to have you back. You’d be doing this town a great service—and selfishly, I’ve missed you.

If you’re willing to forget the past, I’ll make sure it never affects our working relationship again.

Think about it.

-Ricardo

I read it again. Slowly.

I’ve missed you.

Those words. God, those words. I must’ve read them a hundred times. I had to sit down the first time I saw them because I wasn’t sure if my knees would hold. It wasn’t professional. It was raw. Honest. Maybe even a little bit… desperate.

Could he really have meant more by it?

The first few weeks after receiving that email, I told myself no. That he was just being polite. Nostalgic, maybe. But the more I read it, the more it felt like something deeper was stitched between the lines.

I clutch the phone to my chest, my eyes fluttering closed as memories rush in—memories I’ve kept locked away.

I was twenty-two, fresh out of nursing school, my nerves frayed like old twine. I’d botched a simple blood draw, and the patient had yelled at me, demanding someone else do it. I was humiliated. I had locked myself in the supply closet and cried, thinking it was over—that I wasn’t cut out for this job.

Then he knocked. A soft rap on the door. His voice, gentle but firm:

Misty. It’s just me. Open up.

When I did, he didn’t say anything at first. He just opened his arms.

And I broke.

I fell into him like I was made for it, sobbing against his chest. His hand stroked my hair, his other arm wrapped tightly around my waist. He didn’t pull away. Didn’t rush it. He just held me like I was something worth comforting.

It was the first time I felt safe in the arms of a man. And I’ve never forgotten the way his shirt smelled—coffee and cedarwood—and the slow, quiet beat of his heart against my cheek.

That’s when it started. The way I looked at him changed after that.

And it only got worse.

Like the time he stayed late to make sure I got home safe after a patient threatened me. Or how he always made coffee for me after night shifts because he knew I liked mine strong with two sugars. Or when he took me to dinner after a brutal flu outbreak, saying, “We made it through hell week. You earned something warm and good.”

I felt like I was dating him. That’s how it felt, even though we never kissed, never touched inappropriately. Being with him was like being in a warm dream I never wanted to wake from.

Until I confessed.

God. I can still see his face. The way he blinked, like I had pulled the rug out from under him. His silence. The way he cleared his throat and said, “Misty… I care about you, but I don’t think this is appropriate.”

It shattered me. I nodded, smiled like it was fine, then left town a week later.

And I’ve regretted it every day since.

None of the doctors at the hospital in the city came close to him. They were cold, brusque, focused on metrics and speed. No one asked how I was doing. No one stayed late to make sure I got home. They didn’t even know my favorite kind of coffee.

I glance down at the half-full bottle I just pumped, its warmth still seeping into the plastic container. My breasts are lighter now, and a pang of emptiness spreads through my chest—but not just from the release.

I missed him.

I never stopped missing him.

And even if it’s just to work with him again, to see him from across the hall, to smell that familiar coffee-and-cedar scent on his lab coat—I’d take it. I’d take it all.

I clean up the milk, unscrew the pump parts, and move to rinse them in the adjoining bathroom. My hands are trembling slightly as I pat them dry. My heart races as I dress in fresh scrubs, slipping into the uniform that once made me feel so purposeful.

Tomorrow, I go back to the clinic.

Tomorrow, I see Dr. Ricardo Farina again.

I hope I’m ready.

Or maybe—I hope I’m not.
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The bell above the clinic door jingles as I step in, and the quiet hum of the morning welcomes me like a memory that never really faded.

It smells like lemon cleaner, printer toner, and something warmer, comforting. Familiar. Like the years I spent here still linger in the air. My fingers tighten on the strap of my tote bag. The sunlight filters through the blinds and pools on the wooden floor, golden and soft. Everything’s the same.

Except for him.

Dr. Ricardo Farina stands behind the reception desk in his white coat, holding two steaming coffee cups in one hand like he’s been waiting there all morning.

My heart slams in my chest.

He turns the moment the door closes behind me. His eyes land on mine—dark, steady, and unreadable—and then that smile appears. The one that always made me feel like I was safe. Seen.

“Misty,” he says, as if saying my name gives him relief.

God, he’s changed.

More salt than pepper now. The hair at his temples is silver, sharp against the tanned skin of his face. His jaw is more sculpted, shadowed by just the right amount of stubble. His body fills out his white coat like it was tailored to his broad frame. His black dress shirt beneath is open at the collar, just enough to hint at the strength coiled beneath.

He looks like he stepped out of a small-town fantasy: hot doctor daddy, gruff and grounded, exuding quiet dominance and calm.

And he’s holding my coffee.

“Hazelnut latte,” he says, offering the cup like a peace treaty. “Two sugars. No foam.”

I take it, fingers brushing his. It’s just a touch. Barely even that. But it lights a fuse inside me.

“You remembered everything?” I ask, trying to sound casual, even though my voice is soft and breathy.

His gaze dips lower for just a second, just long enough to make my skin prickle. “I don’t forget what matters.”

I take a shaky sip. It’s perfect.

“You really didn’t have to get me coffee,” I murmur.

“I did,” he says simply. “Because I missed doing it. I missed you.”

I stop breathing.

His eyes lock on mine—no smile, no playful tease. Just a quiet gravity, heavy with meaning.

“Dr. Farina…”

“Ricardo,” he says, cutting me off gently. “You’re not a student nurse anymore, Misty. You don’t have to call me that unless you want to.”

My lips part, but I don’t know what to say. So much between us was left unsaid. So much I buried the night I left.

“Come on,” he says after a beat, nodding toward the hallway. “Let’s walk through things. You’re home now.”

Home.

The word punches me right in the chest.

As we walk down the familiar corridor, the memories come flooding back—lugging bandage carts, late nights stitching up farmers’ kids, him making me laugh when I was too tired to stand.

“This place hasn’t changed,” I whisper.

“It felt emptier after you left,” he says, not looking at me. “Colder.”

“I didn’t mean to just vanish. I... couldn’t stay.”

He stops walking. Turns to me. “I know why you left, Misty.”

My breath catches.

“I should’ve said something,” he murmurs, voice rougher now, tinged with regret. “When you told me how you felt, I thought I was doing the right thing. I thought keeping my distance was the honorable thing. You were young. I didn’t want you to throw away your future for a man like me.”

My pulse is a wild animal in my throat.

“But when you left,” he continues, “I realized I’d already let you in. Too far in. I missed everything about you. Your presence. Your steadiness. The way you talk to patients like you’ve known them all your life. How you’d fall asleep during inventory and still show up early the next day. You made this place feel alive.”

I blink hard, throat tightening. “Then why didn’t you stop me?”

He steps closer, his eyes intense. “Because I thought you deserved better than a tired, divorced man twice your age with too many ghosts and not enough courage. But I was wrong. You didn’t need protecting. You needed honesty.”

My hand tightens around the coffee cup.

“So when the nurse we hired to replace you quit,” he says, voice softening, “I saw it as a second chance. Not just to bring you back, but to say what I should’ve said two years ago.”

He reaches out, brushes a strand of hair from my cheek, and lets his knuckles linger along my jaw.

“I regret letting you go, Misty,” he whispers. “I won’t do it again.”

My knees nearly buckle.

“I—” I try to speak, but my body betrays me. My nipples throb beneath my bra, full and aching. I feel too much—too full. My breasts are heavy, warm. I’m almost glad he can’t see it through my coat.

“You okay?” he asks gently, misreading the tremble in my breath.

“Yeah,” I lie. “Just… a lot to take in.”

He seems to study me. “Do you want to ease into things today? Take it slow? I scheduled light. We only have a few patients. No pressure.”

I nod, my voice caught in my throat. “Thanks. I’m used to sprinting through twelve-hour ER shifts, but it’ll be nice to just... breathe.”

“You’re still the best nurse I’ve ever worked with,” he says, stepping back reluctantly. “Better, probably.”

I can’t help the smile tugging at my lips. “I’m also better at blood draws now. You’d be impressed.”

“I already am.”

Our eyes meet. And that’s when it happens again—our fingers brush as I pass him a clipboard, and instead of pulling away this time, he lets his linger.

Warm. Steady. Commanding.

The air between us shimmers with tension, thick enough to drown in.

“I meant what I said,” he says, voice low. “I won’t let you leave again.”

I inhale sharply. My pulse roars in my ears.

He turns, walks away like he didn’t just set me on fire.

And all I can do is watch him, stunned and breathless, with the taste of hazelnut on my tongue and the heat of his touch still burning on my skin.


TWO


Ricardo

There’s a particular kind of silence in the clinic after the morning rush. Not quiet, exactly—but still. Peaceful. And somehow, since Misty returned, even the silence feels warmer.

I stand in the hallway just outside Room 3, watching her tend to an elderly patient. I’ve already done my part—a quick exam, prescription written—but I linger like a fool, leaning against the doorframe while pretending to check the patient’s file on the tablet.

Truth is, I just want to look at her.

She’s laughing softly, coaxing the old man into drinking more water while adjusting his blanket with practiced gentleness. She doesn’t notice how she tilts her head when she smiles, or how her hands move with such instinctive care. Nurturing—that’s the word. Always has been.

God, I missed this. Her.

Yesterday, I thought I might’ve crossed a line. Maybe I did. But it was the truth—my truth—and I’ve carried it for two years like a wound I couldn’t dress.

She hasn’t mentioned what I said. Not a word. But I see it in her flushed cheeks when our eyes meet, the way her voice softens around me. There’s something still there. I can feel it.

And there’s more. Something different about her.

She’s changed.

Fuller. Softer. Her curves are more pronounced than I remember—her hips more generous, her thighs thick and beautiful beneath those scrubs. And her breasts…

Jesus.

They’re rounder. Heavier. Even in that loose-fitting top, I can’t help but notice how they strain against the fabric. She’s always had a beautiful body, but now, it’s like nature’s been sculpting her into something even more divine. Fertile. Ripe.

I shouldn't think like that. I’m her boss. Older. Supposed to be composed.

But every time she brushes past me, it’s like I’m fighting the primal part of me that wants to wrap her in my arms and tell her to never leave again.

My ex-wife never smiled like Misty. Never cared like she does. She married a rising star—city money, hospital prestige—and left when I gave it all up to move here. She thought the town was beneath her. That I was throwing our life away.

But Misty? She belongs here. She never wanted the city lights. She's always been drawn to people, to simplicity, to care.

I don’t regret leaving my old life. Because maybe… maybe I was meant to find something real here. Someone real.

Her.

“Hey, Doc.” Misty steps out of the room, her cheeks slightly flushed. “Mr. Gibson’s all set. He wants to show you his vegetable garden next time you visit.”

I smile, pushing off the wall. “He’s bribing me with tomatoes again, isn’t he?”

She laughs, and I swear it hits me straight in the chest.

“I think he has a bigger crush on you than I ever did,” she teases, then immediately winces. “I mean—sorry. That was weird.”

“No, it wasn’t.” My voice lowers. “It was honest.”

Her eyes flick to mine. There’s a flicker of something. Heat. Memory. But then she blinks it away and walks toward the nurse’s station.

Before she disappears, I call after her. “Join me for lunch today?”

She pauses. Her shoulders tense.

Then slowly, she turns, arms crossed over her chest—not protectively. Almost… self-consciously. “I—I don’t think I can. I need to, um, deal with something.”

Her palm rubs across her breast through the scrub top. She’s in visible discomfort.

I step forward, voice gentling. “Hey. Did I make you uncomfortable yesterday? With what I said?”

Her eyes widen. “No. No. Ricardo… I’m glad you said it.”

Then she looks away, cheeks blazing. “I’m just… not feeling well.”

Before I can ask more, she bolts down the hall.

I let her go.

But something isn’t right.

Later, after I finish eating alone at my desk, I get up and head toward the back office, where I saw her go earlier. The door’s ajar.

“Misty?” I knock once. “You okay?”

I step inside⁠—

And freeze.

She’s at the far end of the room, hunched over her chair, trying to attach a pump to her bare, milk-leaking breast. Her scrub top is pulled down to her waist, and the sight nearly knocks the breath out of my lungs.

Her breasts are swollen and full, the skin flushed with heat. Milk dribbles down the slope of one breast, dripping onto the towel in her lap. Her areola is dusky. Her nipple is swollen and ripe like a grape. It looks so hot oozing thick white milk. My pants feel tight as my cock hardens, swelling at the sight of Misty being a fertile, milky dream.

I want to bite into her hard nipple, feel her squirting breastmilk into my mouth. I want to swallow every drop of her nectar while I thrust into her tight pussy, filling her with my seed.

She gasps when she sees me, her hand flying up to cover herself—but it’s too late.

I’ve already seen how gorgeous she looks with milk dripping from her tits.

“I—I didn’t mean to barge in,” I stammer, taking a step back. “I knocked, the door⁠—”

“It’s okay.” Her voice is tight. “You were just checking on me.”

I nod, trying to look anywhere but at her—but it’s impossible. She’s luminous. Divine. A goddess sculpted by something ancient and sacred. I’ve never seen anything so sensual in my life.

My balls throb from the pressure building up in my cock. I have a bulge now. A painful bulge that makes me wince as I walk toward Misty. I’m glad she’s too absorbed in her breastmilk situation to notice my massive erection.

“Are you… Misty, are you pregnant?” I stroke her cheek, letting her know I won’t judge her.

She shakes her head furiously. “No. I’m not. And I don’t have a baby either. This just… started happening a couple months ago. I’ve been producing milk out of nowhere. It’s been a secret.”

My medical instincts kick in, even as the man in me drowns in emotion. I want to smooth away those lines of distress on her face, make her feel like a beautiful goddess as she comes apart in my arms, releasing all that milk burdening her breasts into my needy mouth.

“Have you had any tests done? Hormonal panels? Thyroid function?” I clear my throat, attempting to sound professional.

“No. I didn’t want to be seen at the hospital where I worked. I was too embarrassed.”

“You don’t have to be embarrassed.” I step forward slowly, cautiously, like approaching something sacred. “Let me examine you. We should find out the cause, Misty. It could be benign, but… let me make sure you’re okay.”

She hesitates. Our eyes meet.

There’s trust in her gaze. And tension. Deep, pulsing tension.

After a moment, she nods.

“Okay,” she whispers. “You can examine me.”

And as I reach for my gloves, my heart hammers harder than it has in years—not just from medical concern, but from the overwhelming awareness that the woman I’ve dreamed about all this time is here… ready to be seen.

By me.

[image: ]



I lead Misty gently by the hand, her palm small and sweaty in mine, to the examination table. The air is thick, electric with all the words we haven’t said yet, all the things we both want. I can feel her nerves, her excitement, pulsing through her touch. It’s intoxicating.

She stands beside the table, her chest rising and falling rapidly, those magnificent breasts heaving with each breath. Her nipples are more pronounced now, hardened from contact with the cold air-conditioned air inside the clinic.

I reach out, slow, giving her time to stop me if she wants. But she doesn’t. She just watches, lips parted, as my hand cups her heavy breast.

I squeeze gently, feeling the warmth and weight of her. A bead of milk forms at the tip, a tiny pearl against her dusky areola. I flick her engorged tip. Heat rampages through my center at sensation of her swollen bud beneath my finger, responding to my touch. I’ve never touched anything so perfect, so ripe and feminine and needy. My throat feels dry as one more bead appears, clinging to the beaded hardness of her nipple.

Fuck. Her tits are amazing, making milk so easily. My throat feels tight. The need to taste her milk, to feel her supple flesh melting under my mouth, her hard nipple releasing milk on my tongue, is agony. I’ve denied myself the pleasure of her body for so long, worried it’d cross boundaries.

But today, I’m going to take control. I’m going to milk her dry, give her everything she deserves. Everything her fertile body was made for.

“You’re gorgeous like this, Misty,” I murmur, thumb brushing over her nipple. She groans, a sound that goes straight to my cock, making it throb impatiently. Heat radiates up my spine, making my head feel woozy. I’m going crazy from how much I desire to put my mouth on her leaking tip. To feel the cool trickle of breastmilk sliding down my throat.

“Take off your clothes for me, babygirl,” I tell her, voice low, commanding. She hesitates, teeth sinking into her lower lip. So fucking cute. And hot. She’s a pretty little submissive nurse, waiting for her doctor’s instructions. When she doesn’t move, I realize she’s hoping for more. “Want me to do it for you?” I ask, raising an eyebrow. She nods, blushing deeply, and I know what she wants. She wants her daddy to take care of her, to undress her, to give her what we’ve both been craving.

I start with her top, pulling it slowly over her head, revealing her luscious body. Her breasts bounce, heavy with milk, hanging on her chest like big melons. The size alone is incredible. Her mounds are swollen, nipples sore and red, begging for my touch, my mouth. Her belly is soft, rounded, perfect for carrying my babies. My hands itch to touch every inch of her, claim her, make her mine.

“Lie down on the table, babygirl,” I tell her, my voice a rough growl. “Or do you want Daddy to pick you up like a little girl?”

She blushes harder, eyes glazing over with desire. “I want you to treat me like your babygirl, Ricardo,” she whispers. “I want to surrender to you, be your milk fountain, your cumslut. Do whatever you want with me. I just want to be your submissive.”

Fuck. My cock is rock hard, straining against my pants. I can’t take this much longer.

Misty loves being dominated, told what to do. She must get off to the thought of having her body used by a man, stuffed and seeded. That’s why she told me she wanted to be my cumslut.

I want her to feel glorious and sexy in her body, leaking breasts and all.

And the only way to make that happen is to prove how much I want her like this.

I sweep her off her feet in a single motion. She gasps, her breasts rocking slightly as I lift her up and place her on the examination table. She looks pretty lying there—leaking milk like a hucow, eyes wide with need and desire, waiting for me to undo her.

I stroke her hair gently, tracing her hairline with my fingers. I move downward, brushing a fingertip over the slope of her nose, all the way to her cupid’s bow.

“Such a tempting mouth.” Her lips are fat and pink. They’ll look perfect wrapped around my cock. But that will come later. “You have no idea how many times I dreamed of kissing those plump lips. Sometimes, it drove me crazy to watch you sip on juice while I couldn’t do anything but watch.”

Misty raises her arms, her fingers barely grazing my jaw. “Kiss me, Ricardo. There’s nothing stopping us now.”

I lean down without wasting a second, pressing my lips against hers in a fierce, consuming kiss. I take my time exploring the softness of her lips, tracing the arch of her cupid’s bow with my tongue. I suck on her bottom lip, making her spread her legs and curl her toes as pleasure sizzles into her core.

I push my tongue into her warm mouth. She parts her teeth to allow me entry easily, submitting to my seduction without putting up any defenses.

She’s open, honest, and so loving. She receives everything I give her like it’s a present, moaning and growling. I grind my tongue against hers, tasting her mouth fully, exploring every inch and corner.

Misty’s arms wrap around me, pulling me into a tight embrace. Her hard nipples press into my shirt, the milk soaking through the fabric. I shiver at the coldness of the fabric against my skin. I can feel the hard outlines of her nipples as she rubs them against my chest, seeking friction, seeking release.

God, having her leak milk while grinding her milky tits against my chest is a dream come true. It feels amazing, knowing I’m the one she wants. That she’s prepared to go all the way with me—even as far as letting me breed her.

Her moan reverberates through my mouth. I plunge my tongue deeper, kissing her more passionately, letting her cling to me for longer. I let my hand roam over her stomach, cupping her pussy and massaging it through her pants.

I hate myself for pushing her away all those years ago. If I’d let her in, I’d have experienced this bliss sooner.

I part, breathless from the passion. My body temperature is so high, I can feel sweat dripping down my forehead and my back. Misty does incredible things to me. I haven’t been so sexually aroused by a woman in ages. In fact, I have never reacted like this to any woman.

“Daddy’s going to take off your pants now,” I say. “Just to check how ready your cunt is for his cock.”

Misty swallows and nods, eager. I grab the waistband of her pants and drag them down, letting them skim over the feminine flare of her hips. God, her body will be even more beautiful when she’s pregnant. I’m already struggling to keep my hands off her now.

I toss her pants onto the table. There’s a wet spot on her white panties and it makes a volcano erupt in my cock. My hard length strains against my pants, desperate for a release.

I rub circles on her inner thighs, coaxing her to part her legs for me. “Show Daddy how wet you are, baby girl. Open those legs and let me see your pretty cunt.”

Misty complies. I pull her legs apart, pushing a finger under the crotch of her panties and teasing her wet pussy folds.

“Mmmmm.” I groan. “That’s my good girl. You’re dripping for me like a good cum slut.”

I circle her wet entrance, using my thumb to circle her swollen clit. Misty closes her eyes, drowning in the pleasurable sensations coursing through her body. I let her feel good for a few moments, but I’m not ready to give her an orgasm. That will come when I’m inside her.

I move away from her, wash my hands, and slip on my latex gloves.

I return with a sterner expression. “Let’s examine you now.”

I flash a torch into her eyes. “Your pupils are nice and dilated from sexual arousal,” I tell her. “I can tell you want me bad.”

“Yes,” she whispers, arching her back to push her heavy chest toward me. “Please drink from my tits, Daddy. They’re hurting so bad.”

“Patience, babygirl. I need to examine them first.” I press my fingers into the side of her boob, into the firm flesh. I give her breast a pat.

She cries out. “Ouch.”

“Looks like your milk ducts are full of breastmilk. We need to relieve some of this pressure," I say, my tone practical. “I think my mouth should do that nicely. Do you want Daddy to put his mouth on your pretty tit and suckle from you? Do you want to be milked by me, Misty?”

“Please,” she begs. “I want your cock inside me while you drink the milk I made for you, Daddy.”

“Such a filthy girl.” I dart out my tongue, licking the droplet of milk that has settled on her left nipple. “Don’t worry. Daddy will leave you dripping with cum by the time he’s done examining you.”


THREE


Misty

The fluorescent lights hum overhead, a too-bright contrast to the tired haze behind my eyes. It’s midafternoon but it feels like the middle of the night. Intimacy and the promise of sex envelops me like a smoky cloud. The chaotic pumping of blood in my veins makes my skin hot, as if I have a fever. All I hear is the click of the wall clock, its hands moving smoothly. And it’s enough to heighten the tension between us.

This is the moment when it all happens, when my dreams turn into reality.

It’s surreal—feeling Ricardo’s gloved hands pressing into my flesh, his gorgeous eyes staring at my naked, milk-dripping chest.

I thought he’d be disgusted or grossed out when he saw me leaking breastmilk. Instead, he is turned on. The unmissable bulge of his hard cock straining against his pants delights me. I was afraid he would find my kink too obnoxious but he wants the same things as me. He adores seeing me full of milk and from what he said earlier, he is more than open to the idea of breeding me and filling my belly with his child.

I arch my back, pushing my breasts toward Ricardo’s mouth. He licks his lips before bending down and sealing his mouth around my left breast. His warm, wet mouth covers my areolae. He swallows my boob flesh, taking me deeper

The moment I feel the suction from his mouth, something inside me explodes. His tongue tugs at my sore, sensitive nipple, demanding my milk, demanding me to be his nourisher. And I have waited all my life to feed him my milk, having him look upon me with reverence and desire as he chugs down my fresh breast cream.

His teeth bite down on my nipple, ejecting a stream of milk into his mouth. It sprays to the back of his throat but he guzzles it down hungrily. He’s massaging my other breast, relieving the tension, and preparing it to be taken.

I feel like a maternal goddess lying on my back, letting him take his fill. I love quenching his thirst, knowing he needs me in a primal way. I’ve always longed to be needed and wanted like this. To be desired for having a body that creates life and the liquid to feed healthy babies.

Ricardo’s tongue brushes over my sensitized flesh, igniting an electric storm in my belly. I thread my fingers into his silver hair, loving its softness. There’s something so hot about being sexually ravaged by an older man, a man who is stable, mature, and has everything in life. Except a woman to nourish his soul and his body.

“I want to nurture you, Daddy. I want you to use my body to make yourself feel good,” I say.

Ricardo only moans in response.

Sparks ravage my insides, making my pussy contract with ecstasy every time he flicks his tongue against my milky bud.

Indescribable sensations parade through my system when his fingers touch my swollen clit. My organ is so wet and sensitive a single brush makes me take off like a rocket.

Jolts of electric pleasure flood my bloodstream. My voice is between a moan and a cry as I grind my pussy against his fingers. Every contact creates delicious friction that makes my pussy convulse. Moisture flows down my channel, lubricating me for his thick cock.

I writhe even as relief slackens my left shoulder. The tension bleeds away with every spurt of milk I pour into his mouth. He swallows every drop, milking me relentlessly, sucking hard every time my milk supply dwindles to a trickle.

His rough fingertips feel like heaven against my full breast, even as the roughness of his skin drags me down to the pits of hellish pleasure. The mixture of pleasure and pain makes tension tighten in my belly.

I feel like an invisible string is stretching inside me, ready to snap.

“Fuck, your milk tastes so sweet. I want to drink straight from your tits for breakfast every day,” Ricardo remarks, releasing my breast with a wet pop. There’s no more milk flowing out of it. He drained me completely.

“Daddy, it feels so good to feed you my milk,” I say. “You drank it so well.”

“You’re such a fertile, beautiful woman.” Ricardo kisses my full breast. “I want to devour you.”

He adjusts my body until I’m sitting up, my legs hanging over the examination table. He’s so strong and muscular. He effortlessly picks up my body like I’m a doll that weighs nothing. I’ve always been curvy with big breasts so having a man be strong enough to lift me up is a treat.

His needy erection presses into my slick pussy.

“It’s time for Daddy to breed that pretty cunt and give you a baby to nurse.” He quickly pulls off his pants. I gasp at the size of his cock. It’s beautiful and veiny. It’s long and thick. I’ve never seen anything like it before.

He gives it a few pumps until pre-cum beads at the tip. “Like what you see, babygirl? You sure you want to be stuffed by this dick?”

“Yes, I want it,” I reply. “I want you to stretch me until I’m crying.”

I’ve always fantasized about doing it with someone who has a big cock. Ricardo’s dick is a monster. He’ll fill me up so good. I’ll be sore and satisfied in the morning.

“I’m gonna fuck you against the wall like a proper slut.” He wraps my legs around his torso. I tighten my legs around his waist as he lifts me up, slamming my back against the wall as he notches the blunt head of his cock against my unprotected hole.

“Close your eyes and enjoy the ride. Daddy will take care of you.” He kisses my chin, licking a trail down my neck before his tongue laps up the white fluid on my right breast. He holds my hips tightly, squeezing my love handles and whispering, “Fuck. I love how fleshy your hips are. Perfect to grab onto.”

He bites hard into my nipple, making my tit spray a thick jet of milk into his mouth. “Now that’s how I like my woman. Tits filled with thick breastmilk, always ready to satisfy her man.”

Before I can respond, he suckles, and my stomach bottoms out. An eddying rush of emotions make me feel like I’m falling from a height. Milk pours out from my breast like water rushing down a waterfall. He drinks eagerly, filling his mouth with my breastmilk.

“Oh my god, I’ve never felt like that before.” I close my eyes as he sucks longer and harder, before soothing away the pain with his tongue. “This beats a breast pump.”

The corners of Ricardo’s mouth turn up in a smile.

“Babygirl, are you ready to be milked and bred at the same time? You’ll be the perfect hucow, your fat tits bouncing and leaking milk while Daddy impregnates you.”

I moan. His filthy words hit a deep part of my psyche, making my pussy erupt in shivers. I shudder when the huge crown of his cock pushes against my tight hole.

He shoves his meaty dick into my hard and rough, not wasting any time. At this angle, he hits deep, knocking out the breath from my lungs.

He slides out halfway before slamming his dick back inside me. This time, he touches my cervix and darkness blurs my vision. It’s an ecstasy beyond anything I’ve known. When his cock tickles the entrance to my womb, it incites a flurry of maternal, primal feelings within me. My womb throbs, begging to be seeded, to be as heavy as my milk-filled tits.

Ricardo pounds me against the wall, each thrust making my breasts bounce. He keeps his mouth firmly on my tit, sucking out my milk supply. My milk ducts ease and the pain and tension in my chest withers away.

“My pretty little goddess. My perfect milky cumslut. You’ll be Daddy’s hucow till the day your die.” He removes his mouth to take breaths every now and then. Even in his breathless voice, he never fails to praise me, to make me feel precious as a woman.

He adores my curvy body and that makes me feel more confident. I knew Dr. Farina was an amazing guy. Not many men my age appreciate a woman shaped like me. They’re all shallow, obsessed with unrealistic beauty standards on social media. They just want to look good in front of other guys by being with a conventional ‘hot girl’ because they’re insecure and have no maturity or achievements. But Dr. Farina is a real man who knows what a woman’s body can offer him. He grew up in a time when people didn’t judge and compare women’s bodies. I can tell that he looks at me differently. Like I’m a beautiful goddess, not like I’m a fat girl who falls below the beauty standards.

When he watches me with his lust-soaked eyes, I feel like the main character in a porn film. I feel like I’m the center of his universe. He rubs my belly, murmuring how pretty my folds are.

Nobody has ever thought the folds on my stomach were pretty, let alone sexy enough to mention during sex.

Being with his is both hot and healing. I’m glad I came back.

I feel soft and feminine as I let him take control, let him worship me with his tongue and cock. I put my arms around me, nails scoring down his back when his thrusts intensify.

He’s hitting so deep each time, making my bones liquefy with pleasure. I can barely hold it in. My lower belly is taut with tension, ready to detonate. My pussy squeezes his cock hard but he has me stretched to the brim. I can’t even breathe from how much it burns to take him fully. But it’s also amazing to be filled like this. I know nothing else will compare after this.

Ricardo plunges into me with a smooth thrust, stretching me open on his thick, veiny length. I cry out at the exquisite sensation, legs locking around his trim waist. He pistons into me relentlessly, the obscene slap of flesh against flesh ringing through the exam room.

"Yes, fuck yes!" I shriek. "Deeper, harder! Knock me up with your seed!"

"That's it, take it all, you dirty slut," Ricardo groans, pistoning into me with bruising force. "You’re mine!" His hips jackhammer into me as he empties his heavy balls deep in my spasming cunt.

I sob in ecstasy as wave after wave of sensation crashes over me, milk squirting from my slit matching the spurting warmth painting my womb white. Ricardo collapses against my breasts with a satisfied grunt, suckling lazily as we both recover.

"You were delicious," he rumbles, tenderly stroking my hair. "You look sexy filled with creamy milk. I think I’ll be drinking from you every chance I get. And my cum looks good when it’s dripping out of you."

I look down, watching thick white semen streaking down my thighs.

He’s right. I look thoroughly fucked, like a cumslut. And I want to do it again.
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As the waves of pleasure subside, I lie in the warmth of Dr. Ricardo's arms, the scent of his cologne mingling with the musk of our lovemaking. My heart races, not just from the passion we've shared, but from the realization of the bond we've forged in this intimate act. His touch is still gentle, even as his breaths slow and his heartbeat steadies against my back.

I can feel the weight of his cum inside me, a tangible reminder of his desire and the potential of new life kindled in our heat. The thought sends a thrill through me, and my breasts, now slightly relieved of their fullness, still tingle with the memory of his mouth on them. I imagine his seed taking root, growing into a child that would bind us together forever.

Ricardo stirs beside me, his hand tracing lazy patterns on my skin. "Misty," he murmurs, his voice a low rumble that resonates deep within me, "you are an extraordinary woman. I've watched you these past months, your compassion, your strength, your beauty... it's drawn me in ways I couldn't resist."

I turn to face him, my eyes locking onto his. There's a tenderness there that I've longed for, a promise of protection and care that calls to the vulnerable part of my soul. "I want this," I whisper, placing his hand over my still-damp breast, "I want us."

He smiles, a soft, knowing curve of his lips that ignites a fresh spark of desire. "And I want you, Misty. More than you know. I want to be the man who cherishes you, who gives you the pleasure you crave, who fills your life—and your body—with all that you desire."

His words wrap around me like a comforting blanket, affirming the connection I've felt from the start. With Ricardo, I am both the independent woman I've worked so hard to become and the yielding, needful girl who yearns for a strong, guiding presence in her life.

Ricardo lifts his head, those deep, knowing eyes locking onto mine, and I see a softness there that I've never noticed before. It's a look that speaks volumes, a look that tells me this isn't just a fleeting encounter for him either. He brushes a stray lock of hair from my face, his touch tender and almost reverent.

"Misty," he murmurs, his voice a low rumble that sends delightful shivers down my spine, "you are an extraordinary woman. I've wanted you from the moment I saw you, but this... this is so much more than I ever could have imagined."

I bite my lower lip, feeling a blush creeping across my cheeks. "I've wanted you too, Ricardo. More than you know."

He smiles, a slow, sexy curve of his lips that makes my heart flutter wildly. He glances down at my still-heaving chest. Streaks of breastmilk have dried on my skin and I look like a filthy mess. But I feel like a goddess who has been worshipped thoroughly. "And I must say, your... enthusiasm... is incredibly arousing."

I can't help but laugh, a light, airy sound that mixes with the quiet hum of the clinic around us. "Well, I did mention I had a bit of a lactation kink, didn't I?"

Ricardo chuckles, the sound rich and warm. "Yes, you did. And I have to admit, it's a new experience for me, but one I find I'm quite... fond of."

As he speaks, he traces a finger lightly over my breast, circling the areola and making me gasp as another rush of milk threatens to escape. His eyes never leaving mine, and the intimate act sends a jolt of desire straight to my core.

"You have no idea how much I've longed for someone to accept all of me," I whisper, my voice barely audible. "To want me for who I am, kinks and all."

Ricardo's expression grows serious, his hand cupping my cheek. "Misty, I want you—every incredible part of you. And I intend to show you just how much, every single day."

The promise in his words ignites a fire within me, a fiery hope that this could be the beginning of something real, something lasting. With Ricardo, I feel cherished, desired, and oh so very alive.

As we dress, the reality of our surroundings returns to me. The hospital outside buzzes with the usual frenetic energy, oblivious to the profound shift that has occurred within these walls. Ricardo takes my hand, his gaze steady and sure.

"Let's go back out there," he says with a reassuring squeeze. "But remember, this—what we've started—is just the beginning for us. I want to do more with you. Let me take you out on a date after we close the clinic tomorrow."

I swallow, a lump settling in my throat. My sister would be shocked to find out that I’m dating Dr. Farina but it’s what I’ve always dreamed about. I know people will judge us because he’s a hot granddaddy and I’m a young woman in her twenties but I don’t care about other people’s opinions.

“I would love to spend the evening with you,” I say shyly. “You made me feel incredible sensations today. It was so hot, sneaking around and doing it in the clinic at lunch time.”

“I’ll make sure


FOUR


Misty

There’s blood on his face.

The man on the gurney reeks of whiskey and rage. A crusted gash splits across his forehead, blood dried like a crown of rust, and his eyes are two black pits of hostility.

I take a breath and put on my best clinical voice. “Sir, I need to give you an injection before we can stitch the wound⁠—”

The syringe slips from my fingers as he lunges.

A vice of a hand clamps around my wrist. Hard. My pulse spikes like a scream trapped under skin.

“Don’t touch me, bitch!”

The words are sharp and venom-laced, but it’s his grip that steals the air from my lungs. My body freezes for one stupid beat—and in that heartbeat, something cuts through the tension like a knife.

A larger hand wraps around the drunk’s wrist. Not mine. Not tentative.

His.

“That’s enough,” Dr. Ricardo Farina says, voice low, dark, and simmering with the kind of authority that stills storms.

It’s not loud. It doesn’t have to be.

The man turns with a snarl, but Ricardo’s already got him—one hand anchoring his shoulder, the other twisting his wrist in a precise, practiced way that makes the guy yelp and let go.

Chaos collapses into silence.

And me? I finally breathe.

Ricardo turns to me, hazel eyes sweeping over my face with a focus that feels too intimate for a place with sterile lights and alcohol wipes. “You okay?”

His voice is softer now, like velvet folded over steel. It pools in my stomach, slow and warm, the echo of last night still lingering in my limbs.

Last night.

God.

I can still feel him. His hands on me, his mouth, the way he looked at me like I was something sacred. He kissed me like a man starved and careful all at once. He made me come on the exam table, his touch reverent as he explored every inch of my leaking, aching body. Not judging. Just… adoring.

Now, he’s here, looming like some white-coated protector, all muscle and fury and calm control. Daddy dom incarnate.

I nod, mouth dry. “Yeah… I’m okay.”

He glances down, sees the bruising on my wrist, and I watch his jaw tighten.

Then he turns to the gurney. “Call the sheriff’s office,” he says without looking at me. “They’ll take it from here.”

I kneel to grab the syringe I dropped—my fingers still trembling—but he’s already there, squatting beside me, one palm on my shoulder. “I’ll get it.”

When he stands again, he hands it to me like it’s made of glass.

“Thank you,” I whisper.

“You shouldn’t have to deal with people like that,” he murmurs, and I swear I see something dark flicker in his gaze. “You deserve better.”

His fingers graze mine as he gives me the needle, and the contact sizzles through me like a live wire. My nipples tighten, breasts heavy and painfully full beneath my scrubs. I had to skip pumping this morning—I overslept—and now every step, every heartbeat, feels like they might leak through my top.

“You did good, Misty.”

It’s the way he says it that wrecks me. Quiet, full of pride. It shouldn’t make my thighs press together. But it does.

I bolt out of the trauma room and down the hall, my chest throbbing. Not with fear—but with need. My pussy’s wet. My tits feel like they’re pulsing, aching to be touched, licked, sucked. God. I cannot survive a full shift like this.

But then he finds me in the break room not five minutes later, coffee in one hand, soft worry in his eyes.

He sets it down in front of me wordlessly.

I stare at the cup. It’s my favorite. Vanilla latte. Oat milk. Just the right amount of sweet.

“You always know what I need” I murmur.

“I try. I let you get away once. I’m determined to keep you this time.” His grin is sad and regretful. It makes my chest ache. The years that we spent apart weren’t miserable only for me. He must have suffered, too. Wanted to reach out so many times. Stopped himself, afraid he would destroy my future while I was still young.

I look up. He’s so close. Too close. His biceps strain beneath his scrub sleeves, and the salt-and-pepper at his temples is damp from the rush of the morning. He looks like the kind of man who builds lives with his hands—and could destroy them just as easily if someone threatened what’s his.

“Misty,” he says, voice lowered, “I should’ve checked on you sooner. I shouldn’t have left you alone with him.”

“You saved me,” I whisper. “Again.”

Something shifts behind his eyes. His shoulders lose some of their tension. He steps forward and opens his arms.

I fall into them like I was meant to.

He smells like soap and skin and faint cologne. His hand strokes over my hair, slow and grounding, fingers trailing down to the base of my neck. I melt. Just completely dissolve into his chest. I feel small against him, safe. Cherished.

“I’ll never let anyone hurt you again,” he says, lips brushing my temple. “Not in my clinic. Not anywhere.”

My throat closes with emotion.

He pulls back slightly and tips my chin up with two fingers. “Take the rest of the day off.”

I blink. “What? But⁠—”

“I mean it.” His thumb brushes my cheek. “You’ve been through enough. Go rest. Pump. Take a warm shower. I’ll finish the charts.”

I want to protest. But the ache in my breasts, the weight of the adrenaline, the lingering flush between my thighs… I nod.

“Okay,” I whisper. “Thank you.”

He kisses my forehead, lingering, reverent. “I’ll pick you up at seven.”

My heart skips. “For the date?”

His smile is small. Secretive. “Of course. You didn’t think I’d forget, did you?”

“No,” I say softly, lips tingling. “I’ve been counting the hours.”

His grin widens, a hint of wickedness curling at the corners. “Then tonight, I’ll make it worth the wait.”

And as I leave, latte in hand, breasts heavy and leaking with need, I know one thing with bone-deep certainty:

I’m not just falling for him.

I already fell.
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“I hate to do this to you,” Natasha says, bouncing Nathan on her hip, “but we’ve got an emergency at the ranch. The vet's late and two of our mares are showing signs of early labor. Jared and I need to go now.”

“It’s fine, Nat.” I step forward and take Nathan from her arms, nuzzling his soft, downy head. “You know I love spending time with him.”

She sighs in relief, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “You’re the best. His bottle’s in the fridge, diapers in the bag, and he might get a little fussy around dinner time. Try the bottle first, but he’s been picky lately.”

I wave her off. “Go. We’ll be just fine.”

Once she and Jared are gone, I carry Nathan to the living room. He’s getting heavy—solid and warm in my arms, his head tucked against my chest like it’s his favorite pillow. Which, judging by the way he’s pawing at me, it probably is.

“Alright, mister,” I whisper, settling into the armchair. “Let’s try the bottle, yeah?”

He takes one look at the rubber nipple and lets out a frustrated wail, swatting at the bottle with surprising precision for someone still learning to say “mama.” His little hands fumble at the buttons of my blouse, pressing insistently at my chest.

I hesitate. My date with Dr. Farina is in less than an hour. My makeup’s half-done, my dress is laid out on the bed, and here I am—with my blouse half open, holding a baby that isn’t mine.

But when Nathan whimpers, nuzzling against me with red cheeks and tearful eyes, my heart melts.

I clutch my aching breasts, stroking each swollen mound through the thin fabric of my uniform. The tingling ache has been almost unbearable all day - a relentless throb that sends pulses of deep pleasure straight to my core. My inner walls massage the emptiness in my cunt rhythmically, growing wetter with every pulse.

If I don’t milk myself soon, I’m going to have an incident during my date with Ricardo. My clothes will be soaked in breastmilk. So I give in to Nathan’s gentle insistence. I’ve always wanted to feed a child from my breasts and this is the perfect opportunity.

“It’s okay, baby boy,” I murmur, gently undoing the rest of my buttons. “I’ve got you.”

He latches quickly, and the moment his mouth finds my nipple, a soothing warmth floods me. My muscles unclench, my breath slows, and a soft ache blooms in my chest—not just from the milk letting down, but from the deep, maternal tenderness taking root in me.

I cradle his head, stroking his hair as he drinks, his little body going limp with contentment. Each pull of his mouth sends ripples of sensation through me—tingly, grounding, intimate. I feel useful. Needed. Whole.

Tears prick the corners of my eyes. Not because I’m sad, but because I didn’t realize how much I missed this kind of connection. The act of nourishing someone so small, so dependent—it taps into something primal inside me. Something I've tried to silence.

“I wish you were mine,” I whisper to Nathan. “I wish I had someone to love and feed every day.”

A warm shift in the air makes me look up.

Ricardo stands in the doorway.

I jolt in surprise, instinctively adjusting the blanket to cover myself, but he raises a hand gently, not moving any closer.

“Don’t stop,” he says, voice husky. “You look… perfect.”

My face flushes. “I—I didn’t hear you come in.”

“I didn’t want to interrupt,” he says softly, his eyes lingering on the way Nathan rests against me. “But I couldn’t look away. You look so natural. So… right.”

Emotion coils tightly in my chest. “Nathan is my sister’s son. She and her husband had an emergency at the ranch. He wouldn’t take the bottle,” I murmur, unsure of what else to say. My heart thuds. Does he think I’m strange? Does this change how he sees me? “So I thought I’d feed him.”

“You’re a natural born nurturer, Misty.” Ricardo steps closer, crouching beside the chair, his eyes fixed on mine. His fingers skim over the generous swells of my breasts, even as Nathan continues to massage my boob with his small hand, his rosebud mouth suckling from me. “Fuck, I’ve never seen anything more beautiful than you right now. But you know what would make this more perfect?”

His hand brushes my stomach. My pussy cries out, leaking moisture, seeking his masculine heat. I can never forget how well he stretched and filled me. I want to be bred by him again. My womb pulses with heat, aching to be flooded with semen. “Tell me,” I say.

He leans down and brushes a kiss over my swollen breast. His beard, white and fully grown, scratches my skin, triggering a reflex in my cunt. My lower belly contracts, throbbing for his touch, throbbing to feel the rough texture of his beard between my thighs.

He places his hand on my stomach, rubbing it gently. “Babygirl, you’d look even hotter with another baby latched onto your chest and a third growing in your stomach. You’d be the picture of a fertile, milky mama. I can’t wait to make that happen.”

I swallow hard, overcome. “You really mean that?”

He nods. “Watching you with him—it just confirms everything. I want this life. Not just the clinic. Not just the date. You. A future. Kids of our own. A home. I want to rub yoru swollen feet when you’re pregnant and watch you nurse my kids every day while you’re carrying a big belly. I want to keep you leaking milk and stuff you womb with a baby every time your supply dries up.”

Nathan sighs, milk-drunk and drowsy, his little fingers still curled against my chest. A sharp stab of electric heat pulses through me at Ricardo’s words. They’re both filthy and beautiful. I want the future he envisions for us. I want my belly full of his child as I feed the children I gave birth to. I want to sink into my feminine, nurturing self and live as a mom and wife.

Ricardo watches him for a long moment, and then, very softly, says, “You’d be an amazing mother. And… I’d be honored if I got to be part of that story with you.”

My whole body feels lit up—alive with hope and wonder and that tender ache that whispers: This is what you’ve been missing. This is what you deserve.

And I realize… so does he.

“Yes, make me a mom, Daddy.” I tip up my chin, meeting his eyes with mine. “Breed me tonight and plant a baby in me. I’ll carry you child and feed them from my tits. I promise. I’ll be honored to be pregnant for you.”

“Such a good girl.” Ricardo kisses me again, this time on the forehead, his chair whispering across my soft skin. Intimacy with him feels even better when I have a baby suckling from me. I can almost imagine us as a married couple, enjoying moments like this while I breastfeed. And that’s a future I crave. “Daddy will make sure he rewards you tonight.”


FIVE


Ricardo

Nathan rests against my chest, his small back rising and falling with each sleepy breath. I pat his tiny back gently, his soft body melting into mine. He just finished nursing, his lips milk-drunk and warm, and now he’s hiccupping in my arms, making these little squeaky sounds like a puppy. My hand moves in slow circles as I burp him, his weight settling into me like something I’ve been waiting to carry all my life.

He lets out a tiny belch.

I smile.

It’s ridiculous how natural this feels.

“Good boy,” I murmur, stroking his tiny back.

His fist is curled into my shirt, and for some reason, that small act—how tightly he clings—cuts me deeper than I expect. Maybe because no one’s held on to me like that in a long, long time.

I shift on the couch, careful not to jostle him, glancing around the living room. It smells like baked bread and baby lotion. The lighting is soft, the couch worn, the rug beneath my feet speckled with tiny stains—milk, mud, love. It’s lived-in. Real. Everything about this house feels warm. Inviting. Like I could exhale for the first time in years.

And I realize—with a quiet, aching certainty—I don’t want to leave.

The front door opens and slams shut. Boots stomp against the entryway tile, voices echo down the hallway.

“Baby goats are fine,” Natasha calls. “Mama mare gave birth like a champ, too. Just needed a little coaxing—oh.”

She rounds the corner, her husband a step behind her, both pausing when they see me—still here, still holding their baby like he’s mine.

Natasha arches a brow. “Dr. Farina. Didn’t expect to find you in my living room… in full dad mode.”

Nathan lets out a snuffle and nuzzles my collarbone. I tighten my arm around him without thinking.

“I stayed to help,” I say simply. “Didn’t want Misty to miss her night.”

Natasha’s eyes narrow, sharp with amusement. “Night?”

Before I can respond, I hear Misty’s bedroom door creak open behind me.

I turn.

And forget how to breathe.

She walks in like she’s unaware of the small disaster she’s just caused in my chest. A navy-blue dress clings to her like silk water, the neckline dipping just enough to show the swell of her breasts—full, luscious, still heavy with milk. Her hair’s loose, curling around her shoulders. A soft gloss coats her lips. She looks like a woman in bloom, radiant, glowing.

Mine, I think helplessly. She’s mine.

“We’re going out,” Misty says, almost too casually, like her sister isn’t two seconds away from interrogating me. “On a date.”

Natasha lets out a short, incredulous laugh. “It’s already happening? Sparks flying after what—three days? Four?”

I set Nathan down in his father’s arms gently and turn back toward Natasha.

“I was stupid to let her go the first time,” I say.

Natasha crosses her arms, lips twitching. “As long as you know.”

“I do. And I won’t make the same mistake again.” I glance toward Misty, who flushes under my gaze. “But I wanted to ask you… are you okay with this?”

Natasha blinks, caught off-guard by the sincerity in my voice.

“With you dating my sister?” she says. “Hell yes. I’d love to have the town’s doctor as my brother-in-law. And someone’s got to make sure she stops crying into her pillow every night.”

Misty lets out a mortified, strangled sound. “Sis!”

“But,” Natasha continues, stepping forward, “if you make her cry again, I will break your jaw. I don’t care how many degrees you’ve got.”

“Fair.” I nod, utterly serious. “I won’t hurt her again. Ever.”

She stares me down a moment longer. Then her eyes soften and she glances toward Nathan in his father’s arms. “You were holding him like a papa bear, you know. Super possessive. Little weird.”

I chuckle, embarrassed but not ashamed. “Couldn’t help it.”

She smirks. “You got baby fever, doc? Or do you just want Misty because your biological clock’s ticking?”

I laugh, but Misty turns redder than a ripe apple. “Stop! You’re grilling him.”

Natasha shrugs. “Hey. Just making sure you’re not dating my sister on a midlife crisis whim.”

“She’s not a whim,” I say quietly. “She’s everything I have dreamed of. I want her, with or without kids.”

Misty steps forward, planting a kiss on Nathan’s forehead. “Bye, little guy. Be good now.”

Then she turns to me, looping her arm through mine. Her soft breast presses to my side, warm and full, and my throat dries instantly.

“I’m ready,” she whispers.

God. This domestic little chaos, this house filled with love and warm noise, her soft body curled against mine—it’s everything I have dreamed of. I feel like I belong in this warm family, that I’m a part of this tight-knit circle of people who care about each other. Not because of money or success. But because of their deep bonds.

I look around one last time. This little house on the edge of town, this messy, beautiful life with the horses and the babies and the teasing sisters. For the first time in years—maybe ever—I feel like I’m standing inside something I was always meant to find.

Back in the city, I was a hotshot doctor. People respected me for the titles, the income, the suits. But no one knew me. Not really. It was all shallow smiles and ambition. Even my wife—ex-wife now—treated me like a trophy until the moment I stepped off the ladder and into a quieter life.

She left. Took the silence with her, but never the loneliness. Even after I moved to this town, away from people who only cared about success, I was still alone. I couldn’t make any friends due to my position as the only doctor in town. I spent evenings alone at my place, reading.

But Misty changes everything. Thanks to her, my evenings will now be filled with warm conversations, exciting dates, and passionate lovemaking.

Now, standing here with her on my arm, heading toward something that might just be ours, I feel it deep in my bones.

I’ve found my place in the world. I’ve found a place where I can finally belong, with people who share my values.

And it’s all because of her.
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She’s sitting across from me, cheeks flushed pink from the wine, her eyes dancing in the candlelight like she can’t believe any of this is real.

Truth is, neither can I.

We’re at Le Jardin, the most expensive restaurant in town, the kind of place where reservations are usually booked weeks in advance. But when the hostess saw me—Doctor Farina, town savior—she worked a little magic. Perks of fixing her son’s broken leg last spring.

The white tablecloth glows under the low chandeliers, plates of pan-seared scallops and truffle gnocchi set between us, each dish plated like art. She stares at the food with a small, startled laugh.

“You’re spoiling me,” she says, shaking her head, lips curving into something both amazed and teasing. “I was expecting a burger joint.”

“You’re worth more than burgers.” I lean in. “Besides, you need to eat well. Got to keep you fattened up so you can carry healthy babies.”

The words hang in the air like thunder.

She freezes, fork halfway to her mouth. Her cheeks go bright red.

I meant it as a joke.

Well, mostly.

A beat of silence passes. Then her lashes flutter, and she gives a small, nervous smile. “That’s not very subtle.”

“No,” I murmur, voice low, warm. “But I’m done being subtle with you.”

Her breath catches.

God, she’s beautiful.

Her body’s fuller than before, curves more generous, soft in all the ways that make my protective instincts roar. Her dress clings to her like it’s painted on, modest but teasing. I haven’t stopped thinking about how she looked earlier—Nathan in her arms, milk on her breast, looking like everything I’ve ever wanted.

She still has no idea how close I was to falling to my knees right there and begging her to be mine. Permanently.

The waiter interrupts with a flourish, placing fresh plates on the table. Grilled halibut in lemon butter sauce. Foie gras ravioli. A bottle of Bordeaux I asked for by name.

Misty eyes the food, then me. “You’re really laying it on thick.”

I shrug with a crooked grin. “Trying to make up for lost time.”

Her smile dims, just slightly. She puts down her fork and meets my gaze, serious now. “Why didn’t you ask me out before? Was it just… fear?”

I sigh, long and quiet. “Part of it, yeah. I was still new in town, trying to build my name. Didn’t want people whispering. Didn’t want to make your life harder.”

“They’re whispering now,” she says dryly, glancing around. “That woman over there has been watching us like we’re the main course.”

“I don’t care anymore.” I shake my head. “I should’ve asked you out the day I realized how I felt. But I didn’t. I let fear and pride hold me back, and that’s on me. You deserved better.”

She’s quiet, her lips pressed together.

Then, softly: “I cried over you, you know.”

My chest tightens.

“I cried a lot,” she admits, voice cracking just a little. “I left because I couldn’t think straight. Everything reminded me of you—your hands, your voice, the way you made me feel. It was like you shattered something in me.”

I reach across the table and take her hand.

“I’m sorry, mi vida,” I say, voice thick. “I’ll never forgive myself for letting you walk away. But I’ll spend every day proving you were worth the fight. You still are. I’ll take you on all the dates I was too scared to offer you back then. I’ll earn back every minute I lost.”

She blinks fast, fighting tears. “You really want a family with me?”

“I want you. And if you’ll have me… the family too. The big kind. Messy, loud, beautiful. A house with a porch. Kids running barefoot through the garden. Your breasts full of milk. Me kissing your belly every night, waiting for it to grow.”

Her lips part. Her thighs squeeze together under the table. She doesn’t say anything—but she doesn’t need to. The look in her eyes says it all.

She takes a breath, finally whispering, “Natasha… she asked if you have baby fever.”

I laugh. “She grilled me, alright. Called me out for holding Nathan like he was already mine. Teased me about being old and broody. Then warned me—if I make you cry again, she’ll break my jaw.”

Misty snorts through a laugh. “Sounds like her.”

“I told her the truth. That I want you. That I missed you like hell.”

Dinner passes slowly after that, wrapped in soft smiles, flushed cheeks, and lingering touches. Every glance we share says the words we aren’t quite ready to say aloud yet—but they’re there. They’re pulsing under every heartbeat, waiting.

By the time we step outside into the cool night air, I don’t want to let her go.

So I don’t.

I take her face in my hands and kiss her. Deep. Devouring. Her lips part with a soft gasp, and I drink her in like I’m dying of thirst.

She clings to my coat, breath hitching when I murmur against her mouth, “Come home with me.”

She nods, voice a whisper. “I want to.”

And just like that, we turn toward my truck, the night stretched out before us like a promise.

A beginning.


SIX


Misty

He brings me back to his place.

Ricardo's house is nothing short of breathtaking. Nestled along the outskirts of town, it's a grand two-story with a wraparound porch and sprawling gardens that seem to stretch forever. The inside is even more lavish—hardwood floors gleaming under the soft moonlight streaming through the tall windows, elegant furniture arranged with meticulous care, and a fireplace that crackles invitingly in the living room. It feels like stepping into a fairytale, and I can't help but feel a shiver of anticipation as Ricardo leads me deeper into his home.

He pauses in the middle of the living room, turning to face me. His fingers move to the top button of his shirt, and he starts to unbutton it, revealing his chiseled chest inch by inch. My breath catches in my throat as I watch, captivated by the sight of his muscular body. He's a hot granddaddy alright, with salt and pepper hair that only adds to his allure, and a physique that looks like it's been carved from stone. I feel a flush creep up my cheeks, and a warmth spreads through my body, pooling between my thighs.

"You're so... muscular," I whisper, my voice barely audible over the crackling fire.

Ricardo smiles, a slow, confident grin that sends shivers down my spine. "I'm glad you like it," he says, his voice a low rumble. "Now, sit."

I do as he commands, perching on the edge of the plush couch, my heart pounding in my chest. The air is thick with sexual tension, and I can feel the heat radiating off his body even from a few feet away. I want him. I need him. I need his cock stuffing me with his seed, filling me up until I'm overflowing.

But Ricardo has other plans.

"Stay here," he murmurs, his eyes never leaving mine. "I'll be right back."

He disappears down the hallway, and I sit there, my body trembling with anticipation. When he returns, he's holding a stethoscope, the metal glinting in the soft light.

"I keep one at home," he explains, his voice low and husky. "In case I'm called out for an emergency."

He steps closer, and I can feel the heat of his body, smell the faint scent of his cologne. He presses the stethoscope to my chest, and I gasp at the coldness of the metal against my skin. My dress is V-neck and low-cut, exposing the swell of my breasts, and the stethoscope feels like ice against my heated flesh.

"Take deep breaths for me," Ricardo murmurs, his eyes locked onto mine. I do as he says, inhaling deeply, and he listens intently, his brows furrowed in concentration. "Your heart is racing."

I nod, my voice barely a whisper. "It's because of you."

He smiles, a slow, sensual curve of his lips, and moves the stethoscope lower, pressing it to my milky nipples. I gasp again, the coldness making my nipples harden instantly, goosebumps erupting across my flesh. My letdown hits, and milk soaks my dress, dripping down my chest in rivulets. The stimulation and the temperature make my core shiver and my pussy clench wildly. I can't control my body, the myriad of sensations crawling through my stomach. Hot and cold. Intense and sharp.

"Ricardo," I beg, my voice trembling. "Please... put your mouth on me."

I shed my dress, revealing voluptuous breasts filled with milk. They’re massive, overflowing Ricardo’s huge palms. He rubs them reverently, kissing the swollen, distended nipples that cap by tits. His tongue traces the edges of my buds. He lavishes my sensitive peaks with attention, lighting a flame in my lower belly.

My areolae are so sensitive that a single lick from him has electricity shooting down my spine. Ache pools in my belly, numbing my pussy, making it throb.

Ricardo’s hand reaches up to cup my breast. He squeezes my fat mound of flesh gently before lowering his mouth to my nipple. He latches on, his tongue swirling around the hard bud, and I cry out in pleasure as he starts to suck. The sensation is intense, and I feel my pussy clench in response, desperate for his touch.

Slick flows out of my channel. My cunt pulses, eager to take his cock, eager to give him everything I have. He looks incredibly hoy suckling on my breast, drinking my breastmilk. I’m releasing so much that he can’t contain it all in his mouth. It overflows his lips, dripping over his salt and pepper beard, dripping down his jaw to paint wet spots on my thighs. Feeling my own breastmilk dotting my legs is an incredibly erotic sensation.

"You're so swollen," he murmurs against my skin, his hand kneading my breast. "So firm. Just like a cow. A hucow."

I moan, the words sending a fresh wave of pleasure through me. I never imagined he'd be into this, into making me his hucow, drinking my milk, pleasuring my aching breasts. But here we are, and I can't get enough.

His hand slips under my panties, his fingers finding my clit with unerring accuracy. He starts to stroke me, slow and firm, and I moan again, my hips bucking against his hand. He sucks harder on my nipple, using forceful suction with his mouth, and I arch my back, crying out in pleasure. When his beard grazes my sensitive skin, my body erupts into a wildfire. Heat pumps through me. My muscles pull tight, tensing as my core is inflamed.

I love how sensitive my breasts are, how each suck produces a storm in my pussy. I love being milked like this, used for somebody’s nourishment. It makes me feel like a caregiver, like I’m useful and needed.

"That's it," Ricardo murmurs, his voice thick with desire. "Come for me, mi vida. Come for your Daddy."

His fingers push into my pussy, stretching my walls. Intense bursts of ecstasy swim through my body. My bones melt with delight when he thrusts his fingers in and out in rough, hard strokes, making me cry every time he pushes his thick digits into me. With just two fingers, he stretches me open so wide, I’m gasping for breath.

It’s torture, feeling his calloused fingertips against my pussy walls. I curl my toes, unable to bear the onslaught of sensations as he suckles harder on my breast, drawing out more milk. The wet sound of him drinking from me is drowned out by the wet slide of his fingers into my unprotected cunt.

My thighs tremble as pressure overloads my system. My lower belly quivers. I’m unable to maintain control over my muscles, unable to hold back.

“That’s it, babygirl. Show Daddy how much you love his fingers inside you.” Ricardo pushes deeper this time, curling his fingers against my sensitive G-spot. It launches a flurry of rapture into my veins, making me feel like I’m floating on air. My stomach feels hollow, like its made of water.

And I break apart, crying out, “Daddy!” as I allow my body to receive all the pleasure he’s giving me. I let his masculinity contain me, let his strong arms wrap around me as I free fall into bliss.

I come hard, my body convulsing as waves of pleasure crash over me. Ricardo milks my other breast, his fingers never stopping their relentless assault on my clit, and I come again, and again, until I'm a trembling mess in his arms.

He pulls back, his eyes dark with lust, and I know this is just the beginning. He's a daddy dom, and I'm his hucow, and he's going to breed me, fill me with his seed, make me his in every way possible.

“Time to seed you womb and plant a child in your belly.” He licks the traces of my milk from his lips, turning his attention to the wet, messy spot between my legs. My intimate folds are soaked with my pussy juices, slippery and ready to take a big cock. I guess that’s why Ricardo fingered me. To prepare me for what is to come. “I can’t wait to stroke your big belly and drink your milk while we wait for our child to be born.”

I shiver at the visual. “I want that, too. I want a family with you so bad, Ricardo. When I breastfed Nathan, I realized how much I love breastfeeding and nurturing a child. I want to do that for my own children, make sure they’re always full of my milk and they can drink from my breast whenever they want.”

“You’ll be an amazing mother. Our children will be so lucky to have you.” Ricardo kisses my forehead, before picking me up and carrying me to his bedroom. I sway gently in his arms, feeling his chest hair stroking my cheek.

I feel safe, loved, and cared for when I’m with him. He has the same fantasies as me, and he’s just as hungry for sex as I am.

When he throws me onto his bed, I can barely register anything except the color of the sheets. White.

I’m drugged by the orgasm I just had, floating somewhere in the ether. Everything seems surreal. The posh environment of his house. The fact that I’m being fucked on the couch by the man I’ve fantasized about all my life. The fact that he wants my body, wants my milk, and wants to impregnate me.

The sounds of fabric rustling fills the air. Ricardo climbs on top of me fully naked, his cock proud and erect. He straddles me. His fingers skim my thighs. “God, your legs are so thick and gorgeous. I want to taste your creamy thighs.”

He does, pressing kisses into my inner thigh, sucking on the sensitive flesh there. I moan as heat sizzles through me once more, nesting in my belly. Nesting in my womb, creating a safe space for Ricardo’s masculine strength. I feel cozy and protected as he continues to worship me with rough kisses and sucks.

My pussy weeps moisture. I groan in ecstasy when his beard brushes against my inner thighs, birthing a fierce need in my pussy. I desire to be wrapped up in this man forever. I want to enjoy intimacy like this every day, feel his beard, teeth, tongue, and lips caressing every part of me. He cares for me so well, making sure I’m primed for his cock even though he knows I’m dripping. He takes his time, kissing all the way down to my ankles, stroking my flesh and murmuring, “You’re my greatest fantasy, Misty. I can’t believe you’re lying here in my bed, naked and fertile, legs spread and pussy open, waiting for my seed. Fuck. You’re so hot like this, babygirl.”

I'm a writhing, panting mess beneath him, my body slick with sweat and desire. I can feel his cock, hard and heavy, pressing against my entrance, and I know I can't wait any longer. I need him inside me. I need him to fill me with his seed.

"Ricardo," I beg, my voice hoarse with desperation. "Please. I'm ovulating. I need you to spray my unprotected pussy with your cum. I want to be knocked up with your child."

His eyes darken, and he lets out a low growl. "Fuck, Misty. The thought of your belly hanging heavy and low, fully pregnant with my child... it's driving me crazy." His words send shivers down my spine, and I can feel my pussy clench in response.

He takes my thighs in his strong hands, pushing my knees over his shoulders. I'm spread wide open for him, my pussy lips glistening with my juices. He admires me, his eyes filled with lust and hunger. "Your pussy is so beautiful like this, mi vida. Soaked and ready for me." He runs a finger along my slit, and I shiver at the contact. "I can't wait to cream you, make your pussy look even better with my cum dripping out of it."

He's dominant and rough as he takes control, positioning himself at my entrance. He thrusts into me, and I cry out at the sudden intrusion. His cock is huge, filling me to the brim, stretching me wide open. Every stroke is deep and satisfying, penetrating into my deepest parts, touching my cervix. I cling to his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin as the sensations intensify inside my body.

"You're so tight, babygirl," he grunts, his hips moving in a relentless rhythm. "So fucking perfect." He reaches down, his thumb finding my clit, and he starts to rub it in tight circles. The pleasure is overwhelming, and I can feel the tension in my belly growing, building to the point of explosion.

"I want to feel your cum coating my insides," I gasp out, my body trembling with need.

"Not yet, mi vida," he says, his voice stern. "You need to be a good girl and come first. Come all over Daddy's cock."

He pushes into me harder, his strokes becoming faster and more forceful. I can't even keep up, my body bouncing on the bed with each powerful thrust. I'm giving myself over to him fully, letting him take control, letting him own me.

And then it happens. The tension inside me snaps, and I come hard, my pussy clenching around his cock. I cry out his name, my body convulsing with waves of pleasure.

"Fuck," he mutters, his breath hot on my ear. "You're squeezing me way too tight, babygirl. Is that how much you want my seed?"

He lets out a deep groan, and I can feel his cock pulsing inside me, filling me with his hot cum. He floods my unprotected channel until I'm dripping out onto the sheets beneath me. We both pant, our bodies exhausted from the intense sex, but I've never felt more alive.

Ricardo looks down at me, his eyes filled with a mix of lust and tenderness. "You look so hot with that post-orgasm flush."

I smile up at him, my chest heaving. "I've never orgasmed twice like that before."

He leans down, his voice a low rumble. "I have more to give you, babygirl. So much more. I’m going to keep you up all night, fill you with my cum again and again until you have no choice but to grow my baby in your womb. And don’t worry; I’ll keep you plugged with my cock while you sleep so none of my precious seed leaves your warm cunt. You’re going to be knocked up by morning."

And then his lips capture mine in an intense, soul-consuming kiss. His tongue delves deep into my mouth, exploring, claiming, possessing. I can taste myself on him, the sweet and salty mix of our pleasure, and it only serves to heighten my arousal. Our breaths mingle, our moans echoing in the quiet room as we lose ourselves in each other.

His hands cup my face, his fingers tangling in my hair, holding me in place as he ravishes my mouth. I can feel his heart pounding against my chest, echoing the frantic rhythm of my own. It's like our very souls are merging, becoming one in this passionate dance.

I wrap my legs around his waist, pulling him closer, deepening the kiss. I never want this moment to end. I never want to let him go. I want to stay here, in his arms, in his bed, forever.

When we finally break apart, our breaths coming in ragged gasps, he rests his forehead against mine. "You're mine, Misty," he whispers. "Mine to love. Mine to protect. Mine to breed."

And in that moment, I know. I am his. Completely and utterly his. And I wouldn't have it any other way.


SEVEN


Ricardo

I wake up with blurry eyes, the sunlight streaming through the curtains casting a soft glow on the room. The first thing I feel is the warmth of Misty's body pressed against mine. She murmurs a good morning, her voice still laced with the remnants of pleasure from last night. My cock is still inside her pussy, keeping my seed stuffed into her channel, but it has gone soft. As she kisses my jaw and licks my lips, whispering that she can't wait to be my good little nurse this morning and feed me my morning milk, my cock hardens again.

I grab both her breasts, feeling their weight and heaviness, praising her for being so full of milk for me. "You were such a good girl last night, mi vida," I murmur against her skin. "Taking every drop of my cum even when you were exhausted." She sits up, and her breasts are so engorged with milk that they hang down her chest, her nipples pointed downward, begging to be suckled on.

"Feed me one of those delectable boobs," I command, my voice hoarse with desire. She leans over, guiding her nipple to my mouth, and as soon as I latch on, a spray of milk hits the back of my throat. My balls throb, full of seed, ready to unload again. I can't get enough of Misty's body or her milk. She's a fantasy come to life, both sexually and romantically.

I drain her breast, the sweet taste of her milk filling my senses. "I want to wake up next to you every morning, suck out your milk, and feel your pussy wrapped around my cock," I confess, my voice thick with lust. "Now ride me, mi vida. Spray your titty milk all over me like a filthy slut."

Misty's nipples harden at my words, and she presses down on my hard dick, impaling herself on me. I grab her hips, helping her move, making sure to keep a fast and punishing rhythm. Milk spills out of her other breast, dribbling down her fat tit, drenching my chest, my hair, and even trickling lower to coat my cock. The extra lubrication from her breastmilk makes it easier to slide in and out of her.

I reach down and tease her clit, and she comes immediately, her pussy clenching around my cock.

I shoot cum deep inside her. "I bet this load of cum will make sure you're bred."

She giggles, her breath hitching as she catches her breath. "You made sure of that last night already, when you came inside me five times."

I smile, my chest warm with an unknown sensation. It takes me a beat to realize that it's love. I love Misty. She came into my life and filled it with all the things that were missing. Warmth, Nourishment. Family. Intimacy.

Now I can't imagine living without her. Even the thought of waking up alone tomorrow depresses me. I need to make her mine. I need to put my ring on her finger and my baby in her belly so she will know who she belongs to. She'll stay in my house, warm my bed and nourish our family as my wife.

I cup her face, emotion threatening to overwhelm me. "I love you, Misty. Every moment I spend with you is magical. I want a lifetime of your magic, babygirl. I want to marry you and claim you as my wife."

Tears fill Misty's eyes. "Ricardo...do you mean that?"

I wipe away her tears, pulling her to my chest. I kiss the top of her head as she sniffles, rubbing her nose against my chest. God, she's adorable. I cannot believe I ever pushed her away. I was a fool.

"You're everything I've always needed, Misty. You feel like family. Being with you feels like it's the only thing that makes my life brighter. I don't want to go back to the lonely life I had without you. I want you to fill my home with your nourishing presence. I want to be able to proudly call you my wife and someday, the mother of my children. You're the only one I can see carrying my babies."

"Oh, Ricardo..." Misty goes quiet. "I've always loved you so much. I never thought you'd return my feelings."

"I adored you since you joined my clinic," I confess, stroking her back, feeling her soft skin rippling against my fingertips. "But I was too afraid to push my feelings onto you. I wanted so much from you that I didn't think asking you to give me all that would be fair."

"You're not asking for too much." Misty looks up, her bright eyes filled with love and respect. My throat tightens. How did I get lucky enough to make this beautiful woman fall in love with me? Her soul is so pure and nurturing. I'm going to spend a lifetime proving that I'm worthy of her care. I'll protect her and make sure she never wants for anything. "I want to nourish you, feed you, and take your cock every day. And having your babies is my dream. So don't be afraid to ask me for more."

"You're so amazing, Misty. I will never take you for granted. I'll cherish you for as long as we both live."

She leans down, kissing my forehead, my cheeks, my lips. "I can't wait to grow our family, Ricardo. I want to nourish you and our babies with my milk every morning. I want to be a good wife, one who makes you happy."

I capture her lips in a deep kiss, my heart swelling with love and desire. "And I can't wait to see you swollen with our child, mi vida. To wake up every morning and feel your body ripe with new life. And to see you smile because you're happier than you've ever been."

We continue to make love, our bodies slick with sweat and milk, our moans echoing through the room. Each thrust, each suck, each whispered word binds us closer together, sealing our fate as one. We are no longer just Ricardo and Misty—we are a family in the making, a future filled with love, laughter, and endless desire.

In this moment, nothing else matters. Just her and me, our bodies joined, our hearts intertwined. I am hers, and she is mine. And together, we will build the life we've both always dreamed of. A life filled with love, passion, and the sweet, sensual pleasures that only we can share.
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The diamond sparkles like fire every time Misty lifts her hand—and I swear I’ll never get tired of watching it catch the light. The ring looks perfect on her finger. Not just because I picked it, but because it belongs there. She belongs with me.

I take her hand in mine and press a kiss to her knuckle, right over the stone.

She laughs, cheeks pink. “You’re obsessed.”

“I am,” I murmur. “With you, and with that rock—because it looks just like your heart.”

She rolls her eyes, but she’s glowing, and she knows it. “You mean big and sparkly?”

“I mean precious,” I say, squeezing her hand. “Rare. And mine.”

Natasha groans from the passenger seat. “Okay, Romeo. Dial it down before I puke before we even taste cake.”

Misty swats her sister’s arm. “You’re just bitter because no one bought you a giant ring this month.”

“I’m bitter because you two are giving off honeymoon suite energy in a moving vehicle.” She eyes me in the rearview mirror. “Try not to knock her up before the wedding, Doc.”

I smirk but say nothing.

Misty and I have been having sex every night since she moved in with me a month ago. I sleep holding her petite, curvy body every night, my cock plugging up her filled cunt. She’s young and fertile, ripe enough to carry a baby easily at her age. I have no doubt it’ll happen soon and she might already be pregnant by the time we hold our wedding in three months.

I shiver in anticipation. I can’t wait to be a dad, to hold the child we created together, to see Misty in her element as a mom. I can’t wait to rub her swollen feet and caress her baby bump as she glows with pregnancy. In the last four weeks, I’ve felt better than I ever did. Misty anchors me. Gives me a place to belong, a person to call my own. I love our cozy intimacy and the way she always knows what I need.

Even though we live and work together, my craving for her sexy body is only increasing. Yesterday, I couldn’t stop myself from milking her and bending her over my table at work. I thrust into her from behind, spilling everything I had into her cunt. It was during work hours and anybody could have walked in but I didn’t even care.

Misty makes me lose my mind and I’m sure I’ll be even hotter for her once she’s my wife. I can’t wait to call her my wife.

The boutique is stunning—white marble floors, soft gold light, and cake displays that look like they belong in art galleries. Of course I booked the best place in town. Misty deserves the best, and this day—our wedding—deserves the best too.

We’re seated at a round table by the window. A pair of pastry chefs present us with their tasting boards, delicate slivers of sponge cake arranged on porcelain trays. There’s vanilla bean with almond buttercream, lemon elderflower, red velvet with whipped mascarpone, and even one with champagne-infused frosting. Everything is scented with sugar and warmth, and the aroma alone is almost dizzying.

Almost immediately, Misty’s smile falters.

Her nose twitches.

Then her face pales.

She pushes the cake board back gently, mumbling something, and then—just like that—she’s on her feet, rushing to the restroom.

I’m after her in seconds.

I find her hunched over the sink, gasping, her curls falling forward. I don’t think. I just step behind her, sweeping her hair up into a loose knot and holding it as she throws up again.

“Hey,” I whisper, palm on her back, rubbing slow circles. “It’s alright. I’ve got you.”

She coughs, eyes watery when she turns toward me.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t ever apologize,” I say. “Come here.”

She leans into my chest, shivering slightly, her face tucked under my jaw. I cradle her, heart thudding hard.

“Ricardo,” she whispers. “What if I’m… pregnant?”

My arms tighten around her.

“Have you felt sick like this before?”

She nods. “A few days now. And I’ve been… tired. My breasts hurt, and I’m hungry all the time, but then stuff makes me nauseous.”

My brain does the math. My heart does something else entirely—it expands, stretches wide, and fills with something I’ve never known I could feel.

“Why didn’t you tell me sooner?”

She shrugs, guilty. “I didn’t want to make it a big deal unless I was sure.”

“We’re going to be sure,” I say. “Come on. We’ll let your sister pick the damn cake.”

We return to the tasting room. Natasha raises an eyebrow.

“She’s not feeling well,” I say. “We trust your judgment. Pick whatever you want—just nothing with fake strawberries.”

She smirks. “You got it.”

We’re back in the car in less than five minutes, speeding toward the nearest pharmacy. I grip the wheel tighter than I should, pulse ticking in my neck. I’ve performed surgeries with less adrenaline.

By the time we’re home, Misty’s hands are trembling around the test box.

I make her tea while she disappears into the bathroom.

Minutes pass.

Then she opens the door. Her eyes are wide and shining. “All three were positive.”

I cross the room in two strides and wrap her in my arms, burying my face in her neck.

“Thank you,” I whisper, my voice thick. “Thank you for carrying our miracle.”

Her fingers curl into my shirt. “I love you.”

“I love you more,” I say, and kiss her—soft and slow at first, then deeper, with all the hunger and awe clawing through me. “You’ve given me everything, Misty. My world used to be so cold. But you… you brought sunlight. And now this baby? This baby is going to bring even more love.”

She laughs, giddy, tears slipping down her cheeks. “I’ve wanted to be a mom my whole life. I can’t believe this is real. And I’m so glad you’re the father. I can’t imagine having anyone else’s baby.”

My throat tightens. I touch her belly, flat for now but sacred. “We’re going to be good parents.”

She nods. “I know.”

We sit on the couch, her nestled into my side.

“We’ll need to rethink the wedding dress,” she says, rubbing her belly. “And I’ll probably puke through the vows.”

I chuckle. “You’ll still be the most beautiful bride. Unless you want to postpone the wedding until after you give birth?”

“No. I want to be your wife before I become a mom. Belonging to you is more important to me than anything else. I want our love legally sealed and stamped. I want us to be husband and wife. I’ve dreamed about it for years now.”

I look at her, serious now. “Same. I’m a traditional guy, Misty. And I want the world to know you’re my wife before anything else.”

She leans her head on my shoulder.

“I’ll handle the wedding,” I say, patting her back. “You just focus on growing that baby. Natasha and I will take care of everything else.”

“Deal,” she whispers, and I kiss her again, tasting forever. “Ricardo, I’m so glad I have you by by side. You’re already making things easier for me, taking over the wedding preparations. I love how responsible you are, how you take control so I can focus on doing what I love—nourishing my baby.”

I kiss the top of her head. “I’m about to be a dad now. I had better take responsibility. If you need anything, let me know. I should probably get a maid and someone to cook because there’s no way I’m letting you lift a finger while you’re growing my baby.”

Misty scoffs. “You’re being way too overprotective.”

“I’m your Daddy, babygirl. Taking care of you is my job. Are you going to tell me otherwise?” I pull her onto my lap, stroking her flat belly. I can’t wait to see it grow and round out into a beautiful bump as our child becomes bigger inside her.

“I love you, Daddy.” Misty arcs her head, planting a kiss on my nose. “You’re my rock, my world, and I’ll always be yours.”

Her eyes glimmer with sincerity and hope. She’s not anxious about the future. She’s looking forward to it. Just like me.

“I love you, too, babygirl. I’ll always take care of you, rub your feet, and treat you like a princess, no matter how many kids we’ve had. That’s Daddy’s promise to you.”

She blinks, then closes her eyes as I swoop down and capture her lips in a kiss.


EPILOGUE


Misty

Two years later….

The morning light filters through the curtains, soft and golden, warming the wooden floors of our kitchen as I waddle—yes, I’ve accepted that word now—toward the smell of eggs, toast, and something burning just slightly.

"Ricardo," I call, half-laughing, half-winded from the journey across the house, "are you trying to smoke out the kitchen again?"

“I’m experimenting,” he says, waving a spatula defensively in the air. “And for the record, she liked it yesterday.”

“She also spit it into your shoe yesterday,” I say, resting my hand on the slope of my belly.

Our daughter, little Camila, sits in her booster seat, arms crossed, pouting like a tiny empress. Her curly hair’s sticking up in all directions—Ricardo’s genes, clearly—and her chubby cheeks are flushed.

“Eggs are yucky,” she declares with certainty, eyes narrowed at the offending plate in front of her.

“Come on, princess. I made it just like you like—with the smiley face and everything,” Ricardo pleads, tapping the eggs with the fork.

She turns her head like a stubborn cat. And then she sees me.

“Mama!”

She wriggles out of her seat with alarming toddler speed and barrels into me, nearly knocking me backward. My belly gets a solid thump, and the baby kicks in protest.

“Careful, cariño,” Ricardo murmurs, steadying me with one hand on the small of my back, the other cradling Camila as she clings to my legs.

I run a hand through her wild curls, warmth blooming in my chest. “Did you miss me, my love? I was only in the other room.”

She leans back, serious. “I want mommy milk.”

Ricardo groans. “This again?”

I arch an eyebrow at him but smile, easing down into the chair with a grace I absolutely do not have anymore. Camila clambers into my lap like she’s done it a thousand times—because she has—and I lower the front of my maternity gown just enough to nurse her. She latches quickly, relaxing with a sigh of pure contentment.

“You spoil her,” Ricardo says, but there’s no real bite to it. His eyes are on me, soft and full of something that makes my throat tighten.

“I’m her mama,” I whisper. “It’s what I was born to do.”

He kneels next to me, brushing a kiss on my shoulder and then another on the crown of Camila’s head. “You’re radiant, you know that? When I imagined this life—years ago—it was exactly like this. You, glowing and round with our next baby. Camila in your arms. This kitchen full of life.”

I stroke Camila’s hair, my other hand resting protectively on my belly. “It’s better than I imagined. I didn’t think this kind of love was even possible.”

Ricardo’s voice softens. “I used to come home to a big, cold apartment in the city. High ceilings, expensive furniture, empty silence. Even when I was married, it never felt like this. There was no warmth. No laughter. No burnt toast.” He chuckles softly.

“I still can’t believe you chose me over all of that,” I say, my voice breaking a little.

“I didn’t choose you over anything,” he replies. “I chose you for everything. You brought color into my world, Misty. You gave me Camila. And now you’re giving me another miracle. I’ll never stop thanking you for this life.”

I lean into his touch as he presses a kiss to my cheek, his hand resting on my belly. Camila’s eyes flutter shut, still nursing peacefully.

“You know,” I say, teasing, “I look like a whale right now.”

Ricardo grins. “You are the sexiest whale to ever walk this Earth.”

I swat his shoulder, laughing. “You’re terrible.”

“I’m honest. And very lucky,” he says. Then he adds in a low murmur, “And also terrified you’ll never stop making milk and she’ll go off to college still attached to your boob.”

“She’ll grow out of it,” I say, rocking her gently. “Eventually.”

He smiles at me like I’m the whole sky. “Even if she doesn’t, I don’t care. This—this is everything.”

Camila shifts in my arms, her little fingers curling around my gown. I kiss her forehead and whisper, “Drink all the milk you want, baby. Mama made it just for you.”

And for a moment, the world feels still. Like time has pressed pause so we can breathe in this beautiful, messy, extraordinary love we’ve built together.

Our home is full. Our hearts are fuller.

And soon, they’ll be overflowing.

I glance down and notice Ricardo's cock straining against his pants. A smirk tugs at the corners of my mouth. I know he loves watching me breastfeed, the sight of me nurturing our child driving him wild with desire. I shift Camila to my other breast, feeling the weight of the milk I've saved just for him.

"Breakfast, mi vida?" Ricardo asks, his voice laced with innuendo as he sets a plate of toast and eggs in front of me.

I take a bite, letting the flavors dance on my tongue as I watch him over the rim of my glass. "You know, I think I married the right man," I tease, turning up the heat in my voice.

He raises an eyebrow, leaning in. "Oh? And why is that?"

"You've kept your promises. Made pregnancy feel like a dream," I say, my eyes locked onto his. "You make me feel like a princess."

He smiles, his hands reaching out to take my swollen feet into his lap. He starts to rub them gently, his thumbs pressing into the aches and pains of pregnancy. I moan softly, the sensation sending shivers up my spine.

"You are my princess," he murmurs, his eyes never leaving mine. "My queen. And I intend to keep you happy and satisfied in every way possible."

I let out a soft laugh, my heart fluttering in my chest. "You know, if you keep this up, I might get pregnant again right after I give birth to this one."

His eyes darken with desire, his hands pausing on my feet. "You mean that?"

"I do," I whisper, my voice filled with conviction. "I love carrying your babies, Ricardo. Feeling the heaviness of the life we've created... it's the most amazing feeling in the world."

He leans in, capturing my lips in a fierce kiss. "You are incredible. I cannot believe how much you love and nurture both me and Camilla. Do you never get tired?"

I shake my head. “Never. I love taking care of the people I love. It’s easy for me.”

“You were born to be a nurturer.” Ricardo presses a kiss into my belly. “And now you’ll have one more life to nurture.”

I shiver at his low voice, knowing he loves me but also knowing that he’s lusting after me. He needs sex as bad as I do. We haven’t had any for the last week because work and Camilla kept us busy. But our intimacy and the moments when we connect are precious to me. They take our relationship to the next level, especially now that I’m pregnant. I love being desired by him even while I’m in this state. Knowing his lust for me will never fade reassures me.

After breakfast, Camila plays for a bit before her eyelids start to droop. I scoop her up, carrying her to her room and laying her down in her crib. She snuggles into her blanket, her tiny fists curling under her chin as she drifts off to sleep.

I turn to Ricardo, a wicked grin spreading across my face. "You know, I saved something for you," I say, my voice low and sultry. I pull down the top of my dress, exposing my milk-filled breast. "I saved this one for Daddy."

His eyes widen, his cock hardening even more. "Fuck, Misty," he growls, his voice thick with desire. "You have no idea what you do to me."

"I think I have a pretty good idea," I tease, my fingers tracing the outline of his cock through his pants.

He picks me up, carrying me to our bedroom with ease. He sets me down on the bed, his hands cupping my breasts, his thumbs brushing against my nipples. I gasp at the sensation, my back arching as he lowers his mouth to my breast.

He latches on, his tongue swirling around my nipple as he starts to suck. The sensation is intense, a mix of pleasure and relief as the milk flows from my breast into his mouth. I hold him close, my fingers tangling in his hair as I cradle his head against my chest. He moans against my skin, his hands gripping my hips as he drinks his fill.

I can feel his cock pressing against me, hard and insistent. I reach down, unzipping his pants and freeing his length. He groans as I wrap my hand around him, stroking him slowly as he continues to suckle at my breast.

When he's finally drained me, he pulls back, his eyes filled with a primal hunger. He flips up my dress, exposing my wet and ready pussy. I'm not wearing any panties, and the sight of me bare and dripping for him drives him wild.

He picks me up, adjusting my body until I'm on all fours in front of him. He runs his hands over my ass, squeezing the flesh possessively. "God, I love your pregnant body," he murmurs, his voice thick with desire. "I love how tight your cunt feels when you're carrying my child."

He thrusts into me, his cock filling me completely. I cry out, my hands fisting the sheets as he starts to move. His strokes are deep and powerful, each one sending waves of pleasure crashing through me.

"Fuck, you feel amazing," he growls, his hands gripping my hips as he pounds into me. "I love watching your belly bounce as I fuck you. Knowing that I bred you, that you're carrying the product of our love... it drives me insane."

I moan, my body trembling with each powerful thrust. He reaches around, his fingers finding my clit and starting to rub tight circles against the sensitive nub. The pleasure is overwhelming, and I can feel my orgasm building, threatening to consume me.

"That's it, babygirl," he murmurs, his voice rough with desire. "Come for me. Come all over my cock."

I cry out, my body convulsing as the orgasm crashes through me. He continues to thrust into me, his strokes becoming faster and more forceful as he chases his own release.

"Fuck, I want to watch your belly bounce as I fill you with my cum," he growls, his hands gripping my hips tightly. "I want to see your tits jiggle as I breed you again and again."

He thrusts into me one final time, his cock pulsing as he releases his seed deep inside me. I can feel the warmth of his cum filling me, coating my insides as he collapses on top of me, his chest heaving with exertion.

We lie there for a moment, our breaths coming in ragged gasps as we recover from the intense pleasure. He rolls off me, pulling me into his arms and cradling me against his chest.

"I love you, Misty," he murmurs, his voice filled with emotion. "I love our life together. And I can't wait to see your belly grow round with another one of our children."

I smile, my heart swelling with love and contentment. "I love you too, Ricardo. And I can't wait to give you as many babies as you want."

And as we lie there, our bodies entwined and our hearts beating in sync, I know that this is just the beginning of our beautiful, messy, extraordinary life together. A life filled with love, laughter, and endless passion. And I wouldn't have it any other way.
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