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PROLOGUE


Aisha

Six years ago…

“Can you believe it?” my mother says, her voice ringing with excitement as she stands in the doorway, phone pressed to her ear. “I’ll be dining with Dr. Kline’s wife next week. A neurosurgeon’s wife, Aisha. Do you know what kind of circles that puts me in?”

I sit on the edge of my bed, surrounded by half-open boxes, folded clothes stacked neatly where I have already tried to make the room feel like mine. My fingers pause on the sleeve of a sweater I love, the one I wore when I opened my college rejection email this morning. I do know what kind of circles she means. Expensive ones. Circles I am not part of.

She doesn’t look at me as she keeps talking, pacing in front of the mirror. “She wears custom pieces. Paris designers. I cannot show up looking like this. I’ll have to redo my makeup. Maybe change dresses entirely.”

“That’s great, Mom,” I say, because that is what I always say.

She hums, distracted, already halfway out the door. “I swear, marrying Trent was the best decision I’ve ever made. Do you know how much a man like that earns? A renowned gynecologist. Published. Invited to conferences all over the world. My life is finally starting.”

The door closes behind her. Her heels click down the hall and then disappear, replaced by the quiet hum of the house. The silence presses in on me, heavy and unwelcome.

I stare down at my hands. The email still burns in my mind.

We regret to inform you that you have not been accepted into The University of Chicago. While your application had its merits, we received many outstanding applications. We wish you success in your academic career.

The words burn like fire in my throat. Mom has been insufferable since she got married again to a doctor. I was hoping I could get away from her by going away to college in another city. But since I got rejected by every college except the local university in this city, my only option seems to be to live at home and see mom being lovey-dovey with her new husband every day.

I blink hard and go back to unpacking because if I stop, I might cry.

That’s when I hear footsteps again, slower this time, unhurried. A soft knock follows, polite and careful.

“Aisha?” a man’s voice asks. Deep. Calm. “May I come in?”

“Yes,” I say quickly, standing up.

The door opens and Trent steps inside.

I notice everything at once. The way he fills the doorway without trying. His broad shoulders under a crisp dress shirt, sleeves rolled neatly to his forearms. His dark hair is touched faintly with gray at the temples, styled with the kind of effort that looks effortless. His face is strong and composed, sharp jaw softened by kind eyes. He looks like someone who belongs in operating rooms and conference halls, someone used to being trusted.

But he’s so handsome, too. His face makes my struggle to inhale. I’ve been around handsome men, but he’s a notch above handsome. He’s stunning, in a way that produces a visceral reaction from me. And probably most women.

If I had to be on the examination table with him examining me, I’d be very wet throughout. I bet he sees that happen to a lot of women.

He glances around the room, taking in the boxes, the bare walls, the way I have tried to make order out of chaos. His gaze settles on my face, and his brow creases slightly.

“You’re unpacking alone,” he says. “Your mother said she was helping you.”

I give a small shrug. “She’s busy.”

“I can help,” he says, already moving toward one of the boxes. “If you don’t mind.”

“I don’t mind,” I say, a little too quickly.

He crouches, lifting folded clothes with care, asking where things go. He doesn’t rush. He doesn’t make me feel like I am in the way. When he straightens, he pulls something from his jacket pocket and holds it out to me.

“Chocolate,” he says. “A little sweet treat to help make your move easier. You look like you need it.”

I stare at the bar like it is a miracle. And I’m surprised he noticed I was upset. My mother is so self-absorbed that she rarely notices my emotions. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” He watches me for a moment as I unwrap it. “Do you want to tell me what’s wrong, or should I pretend everything is fine like adults usually do?”

Something about the way he says it makes my chest loosen. I sit on the bed, the words spilling out before I can stop them.

“I got rejected by my dream college,” I say. “I worked so hard. I thought I had a real chance.”

His expression doesn’t shift into pity. It shifts into understanding.

“That hurts,” he says simply. “Anyone who tells you otherwise is lying.”

I swallow. “I did get into one here. In the city. But I wanted to get away, go somewhere else, and expand my horizons.”

It feels like settling to stay here.

He shakes his head slowly. “It isn’t settling. Sometimes life reroutes us for reasons we don’t see yet. Staying close to home could be a good thing. You can try again later, transfer, reapply. One rejection doesn’t define you, Aisha.”

Hearing my name in his voice feels grounding. Like he sees me.

“You’re smart,” he continues. “Driven. You’ll do well wherever you go. This is not the end of anything. It’s just a different beginning.”

My eyes sting. “Thank you.”

He hesitates, then clears his throat. “There’s something else I wanted to tell you. I had a lock installed on your door.”

I blink. “Oh.”

“I know I’m a man,” he says carefully. “And while I have only honorable intentions, I understand that living with someone new might make you uncomfortable. I bet you’re wondering if you’ll have a safe space in my house. You can use the lock if it helps you sleep better at night.”

Something warm spreads through my chest. Trust. He didn’t have to go so far. But he did. Just so I could sleep better. That’s kindness, pure and simple. I wonder why such a considerate man fell for my vain mother. They’re nothing alike. He’s successful, gorgeous, and emotionally intelligent while she’s not attractive but spends a lot on bolstering her vanity, never cares about others, and only uses the people around her for her own benefit.

“Thank you,” I say again, softer this time. “You already make me feel safe.”

He smiles then, just a little. “I’m glad.”

And I know my relationship with my new stepfather is going to be better than I imagined.

[image: ]


A year later, I am standing in the kitchen, stirring a pot on the stove as the sky outside darkens. My mother is out shopping again, posting photos with her new friends, designer bags swinging from her arm. I don’t mind. I like these quiet evenings.

I like cooking for Trent.

The front door opens, and I hear his footsteps, tired but steady.

“I’m home,” he calls.

“In the kitchen,” I answer, my heart lifting.

He walks in, loosening his tie, his face softening when he sees me. “It smells incredible in here.”

I grin. “You always say that.”

“Because it’s always true.” He sets a small paper bag on the counter. “I stopped by your favorite donut place. They still had the chocolate-glazed ones.”

My throat tightens. He always gets me these little treats, these pick-me-ups that are so meaningful. He listens when I talk, makes note of the places I like. And then he gets me surprises like these. “You keep spoiling me like I’m a little girl.”

“You’re my little girl,” he says possessively. A shiver runs down my spine at that possessive tone. I know he meant it innocently, but being close to such an attractive man and being pampered by him makes my heart beat faster.

We eat together, easy conversation filling the space. I tell him about classes, professors, the paper that nearly broke me this week. He listens like it matters, asking questions, offering advice when I ask for it. When I finish, he squeezes my shoulder.

“You’re doing great,” he says. “I’m proud of you.”

The words settle deep, warm and dangerous all at once.

When he hugs me goodbye for the night, his arms are strong and sure around me. I breathe him in, knowing I am starting to feel something I should not.

But in that moment, wrapped in his kindness, all I know is that he feels like home.


ONE


Aisha

I must be going crazy. It has been a year since my mom divorced Trent, so what am I doing following him like a stalker?

My hands tighten around the steering wheel as his car turns into a quiet street lined with trimmed hedges and expensive townhouses. This part of the city smells like money and old trees. The houses are pristine and beautiful, arranged in a neat row. If not for Trent, I’d never come to a place like this. But I suppose he’s rich enough to know someone who lives here.

I bite my lip, wondering what I’m doing.

I graduated, just like I was supposed to. Four years of papers, deadlines, and forcing myself through semesters while pretending I was fine. Now I sit in a gray office cubicle all day, answering emails that feel like they are slowly draining the life out of me. I cannot quit, no matter how empty it makes me feel, because that paycheck is the only thing standing between me and moving back in with my mother.

That will never happen again.

When I came back from college, everything between my mother and Trent had already gone brittle. The warmth I remembered from before had vanished. They argued constantly, voices sharp and tired, about how she was never home and how she treated his credit cards like an endless supply. Trent was never stingy, not with money and not with people, but even he had limits. My mother did not. She never learned when to stop.

They separated quietly. The divorce followed not long after.

I tried living with my mother at first. It lasted three months. She complained about everything I did, everything I wore, everything I did not tell her. I felt watched and trapped, and worse than that, I felt like I had no room to become myself. I wanted freedom. I wanted privacy. I wanted to explore parts of me that had always been buried under rules and expectations.

So I left.

I have not seen Trent since then. Not really. But I never forgot him.

The crush never faded, no matter how hard I tried to bury it. I dated in college, went to parties, let boys kiss me, but it never went further. Every time someone touched me, it felt wrong. My mind always drifted back to a man I was never supposed to want, a man who once hugged me in a kitchen and made me feel safer than anyone ever had.

It was an impossible fantasy. A taboo I never spoke out loud.

Until now. Now Trent is a free man. He’s no longer by step-dad, no longer married to my mother, and I’m twenty-four. Old enough to want him, bold enough to pursue him and admit my feelings.

I park across the street as Trent pulls into a discreet space and steps out of his car. He looks older than I remember, broader somehow, more masculine. My ovaries still explode with excitement when I see him. He walks with purpose, coat buttoned, head high. Watching him makes my stomach twist in a way that feels both familiar and terrifying.

He walks up to a townhouse that blends perfectly with its neighbors. No sign. No obvious indication that anything inside is unusual. He disappears through the door without hesitation.

I sit there for a full minute, heart pounding, before forcing myself out of the car.

Inside, the door opens to a softly lit entryway, warm and quiet. A woman stands behind a sleek desk, her expression open and welcoming. She smiles at me like she has been expecting me.

“Good evening,” she says. “Is this your first time at The Hothouse?”

I blink. “The what?”

She does not laugh. She does not look amused or annoyed. “The Hothouse. It’s a private members’ club.”

My pulse skips. “What kind of club?”

Her smile deepens, professional and calm. “A place where adults explore connection, power, and desire in a safe and consensual environment. We offer a variety of experiences, depending on what you are curious about.”

I hesitate. “I followed someone here. I did not even know this place existed.”

“That happens more often than you think,” she says gently. “You are welcome to look around. As a female guest, your first month is complimentary if you choose to register.”

Free. The word lands heavily.

“Would you like to see inside?” she asks.

I nod before I can overthink it.

From what she just told me, it’s clear that this is some kind of kinky sex club or BDSM dungeon. That makes my pussy clench in anticipation. I’ve dreamed of someday visiting places like these, exploring my sexuality to the fullest, indulging in my taboo, filthy fantasies, so this opportunity is too good to pass up.

Besides, I wonder what business Trent has here. I guess he’s lonely after the divorce. I’d like to find out what he finds kinky, what he’s into. Because that’ll put me one step closer to seducing him.

The lady at the reception steps out from behind the desk and leads me down a hallway that opens into something entirely different from the quiet street outside. The space unfolds in layers. Plush seating tucked into intimate corners. Soft lighting that seems designed to flatter every surface it touches. Dark woods, rich fabrics, and subtle patterns that draw the eye without overwhelming it.

Music hums low in the background, not loud enough to intrude, just enough to make everything feel slower, more deliberate. People move through the space with quiet confidence. Some talk in low voices. Others sit close, heads inclined, bodies relaxed in ways that suggest trust.

It feels luxurious without being cold. Private without being secretive.

“This is the main floor,” the woman explains. “There are lounges, private rooms, and additional areas upstairs. Nothing happens here without consent. Nothing is rushed.”

I swallow, my skin buzzing.

Somewhere in this building, Trent is here. The thought sends a shiver through me. I look around, but I can’t see him. What I can see is a woman on all fours. She’s completely naked. Her huge breasts hang under her. The nipples are big and swollen, and her dark areolae look huge, too.

There’s a man behind her. He strokes her swollen boobs, circling the hard nipples with his fingers as he says, “My pretty little hucow. Are you going to give me some of your delicious titty milk or will I have to squeeze these pretty titties to get them out myself?”

The woman moans as he pinches her hard peak. Something white coats his fingers. Moisture trickles through my heated channel.

I swallow, feeling like my throat is constricting. Heat surges through my veins. My body feels like it’s on fire, like it’s being consumed by a blazing inferno that swirls like a firestorm in my pussy.

“Is that?” I choke when he crushes her boob and a stream of breastmilk gushes out, spraying onto the floor.

“That’s right, my pretty little cow. You should always be dripping milk for me. Just like that. You have no idea how pretty you look with your tits leaking from my touch.” He smacks her ass, forcing her to her knees. Then he rubs her leaking tip before sealing his mouth around it.

I watch his throat work, my body exploding from the inside. He’s actually drinking her milk.

And that’s making me incredibly aroused. I imagine how good it would feel to have my breasts huge and filled. To feel a man’s tongue on my sensitive bud, suckling from me.

The thought alone makes my pussy cramp with need.

“What are they doing?” I whisper to the lady beside me.

“She’s a hucow. It’s short for a human cow,” the woman says. “She’s lactating, and he loves her body for producing milk. She likes nourishing men with her milk.”

“Can I…how did she become that way? Is she pregnant?”

“No, she has never been pregnant,” the woman explains. “We at the club offer a hucow program for some of our customers. You have to pay extra for it, but we have an expert administer lactation injections until your body starts producing milk. The effects go away in a few weeks, so it’s not permanent.”

My first thought is: I want to do that, too. I would love to be her, feeding a man’s hungry mouth with my tit, having him worship my feminine form.

“Are a lot of people at the club into this?” I ask.

“Into lactation play and hucows? Well, not that many, but we have a few. It’s a niche kink. Not as popular as voyeurism, BDSM, or Daddy kink.”

It feels like my eyes have been opened to a new world. I watch the man milk the woman with his mouth, his fingers delving inside her sopping wet cunt.

She seems to be in ecstasy. She arches her back, freely offering him her boob, cupping the back of his head and pushing him closer so he can suck harder.

“That feels so good. Moo.” He moos like a cow, too, and that should feel weird, but it doesn’t. It feels like an honest reaction, like she’s letting her animalistic brain take over. I wonder how good it must feel for her to stop thinking, to surrender to her base needs and let herself be used and milked by a man.

The spot between my leg is wet and buzzing with ache by the time she comes, screaming.

“So,” asks the woman. “Are you interested in joining the club?”

I’m about to open my mouth when I see the man who just suckled on her breasts. His face was in the shadows earlier, but now it’s illuminated by the lighting.

I inhale, unable to believe what I’m seeing.

It’s Trent. Trent is into leaking tits, lactation, and hucows.

“Yes,” I say immediately to the woman. “I want to sign up for the hucow program.”

Looks like I now have the perfect method to seduce the man of my dreams.


TWO


Aisha

The clinic room smells like nothing, which is a relief. Strong smells give me a headache.

I sit on the examination table, the paper crinkling beneath me as I shift my weight. My heart pounds so hard I worry the sound might echo in the small space.

Yesterday, I met with Dr. Chen, an older woman with kind eyes and steady hands who explained the hucow program in clinical detail before administering my first injection. She was professional, efficient, and completely unmemorable compared to what I am feeling right now.

Because this morning, everything changed.

I woke up to a strange, heavy sensation in my chest. When I looked down, I could barely believe what I saw. My breasts had grown. Not just a little—they were noticeably fuller, rounder, straining against my sleep shirt in a way that made my breath catch. The weight of them felt foreign and thrilling all at once.

When I touched them, even the lightest brush of my fingertips sent sparks of pleasure radiating through me. My nipples were so sensitive I gasped, my pussy clenching in response. I could not stop myself. I played with them, rolling the swollen buds between my fingers, marveling at how they had changed overnight. They were bigger now, darker, the areolae expanding into wide circles that looked almost obscene.

I fingered myself while I did it, my other hand working frantically between my legs as I imagined Trent's mouth on me, suckling, drinking, using my body the way I saw him use that woman's. The orgasm that tore through me was unlike anything I had ever experienced—intense, consuming, leaving me shaking and breathless on my bed.

I felt alive. Liberated. Sexually attractive in a way I never had before.

But sitting at work today was torture. My breasts felt heavy, almost aching with pressure, and every movement reminded me of their new size. My bra barely contained them. I caught coworkers glancing at my chest, their eyes lingering in confusion or surprise, but I did not care. All I could think about was this appointment.

The door opens, and my breath stops.

It is not Dr. Chen who walks in.

It is Trent.

He freezes the moment he sees me, his hand still on the door handle. His eyes widen, and for a moment, neither of us speaks. He looks exactly as I remember—tall, broad-shouldered, devastatingly handsome in his white coat and crisp shirt. But there is something different now, something sharper in the way he looks at me.

"Aisha?" His voice is rough, disbelieving. "What are you doing here?"

My throat feels tight. "I didn't expect to see you either."

He closes the door slowly, his gaze never leaving mine. "You joined the club?"

"Yes." I do not elaborate. I cannot.

His jaw tightens. "Does your mother know?"

"No. And she never will."

Silence stretches between us, thick and charged. He runs a hand through his hair, visibly trying to compose himself. "Why are you here? In this room, I mean."

I swallow hard, my pulse racing. "I feel like my breasts have been changing. I had the injection yesterday, and this morning..." I trail off, heat flooding my face. "They're bigger. A lot bigger."

His eyes drop to my chest, and I watch the shift in his expression. The professional mask cracks just slightly, something darker flickering beneath. He clears his throat and moves toward the counter, pulling on latex gloves with deliberate slowness.

"I'll need to examine you," he says, his voice lower now. "Make sure everything is progressing normally."

I nod, unable to speak.

He steps closer, and the air between us feels electric. "Can you remove your shirt for me?"

My hands tremble as I pull my top over my head, then reach behind to unhook my bra. The moment it falls away, I hear his sharp intake of breath. My breasts spill free, heavy and swollen, nipples already hard and aching. They are enormous compared to what they used to be, and the weight of his gaze on them makes my pussy clench with need.

"Jesus," he mutters under his breath, then catches himself. "Sorry. You're... you're responding very well to the treatment."

He reaches for a bottle of gel on the counter, squeezing some onto his gloved hands. The cold makes me shiver as he steps between my legs, his hands hovering just above my skin.

"This might feel cold," he warns, his voice rough.

Then he touches me.

The gel is icy against my heated flesh, but his hands—oh god, his hands—are firm and sure as he spreads it across my breasts. He works methodically, massaging the gel into my sensitive skin, his fingers sliding over the curves, circling my nipples with maddening slowness. My breath comes in short, desperate gasps. My pussy is so wet I can feel it soaking through my panties.

"How does this feel?" he asks, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine.

"Good," I whisper. "Really good."

His fingers linger on my areolae, which are sore and swollen, rubbing in slow circles that make me bite back a moan. "You're very sensitive here."

"Yes."

"That's normal," he says, but his touch does not feel clinical anymore. It feels possessive, exploratory, like he is learning my body for reasons that have nothing to do with medicine. "Your body is preparing to produce milk. It's building up behind the tissue. You'll feel pressure, maybe some aching, but it shouldn't be painful."

"It's not," I manage. "It feels... good."

He pauses, his eyes meeting mine. There is something dark and hungry in his gaze now, something that makes my heart race even faster. "You like this, don't you?"

I nod, unable to lie.

He exhales slowly, then administers the second injection with steady hands. When he is done, he steps back, pulling off his gloves. "Your breasts should start producing milk very soon. Possibly within the next few hours."

As if on cue, I feel a strange, heavy sensation deep in my chest, like something is shifting, building. I press my hand to my breast, and Trent watches me intently.

"Come with me," he says.

He leads me to a small room with a reclining chair and a machine I recognize from videos I watched online. A breast pump. But this one looks more advanced, more sophisticated. He helps me into the chair, adjusting the settings on the machine before attaching the cups to my breasts.

"This will massage and stimulate you," he explains. "It'll help encourage milk production and relieve some of the pressure."

The machine hums to life, and I gasp as the suction begins. It is gentle at first, rhythmic, pulling at my nipples in a way that sends waves of pleasure through me. Then, to my shock, I feel something warm and wet dripping from my breasts.

I look down at the transparent cups attached to my boobs and see white liquid trickling out of my swollen buds.

Milk. I’m producing milk.

"Oh my god," I breathe, staring down at the white liquid pooling in the cups.

Trent leans closer, his expression fierce with satisfaction. "You're doing so well, Aisha. Better than I expected."

The praise makes my pussy throb. The machine continues its work, drawing more milk from me, and the sensation is so intense, so erotic, that I cannot help myself. My pussy weeps arousal, flooding my narrow channel with moisture.

Trent pulls away, but I see that he’s forcing himself to look away. “I’ll wait outside. I’ll leave you to enjoy the process of being milked for the first time. If you need anything, just make a sound.”

Trent looks at me with a tense expression on his face. Like he doesn’t want to leave but has to. Because he’s my doctor and I’m his patient. I reach out my hand to grab his, but it’s too late. He’s already leaving, closing the door behind him.

A twinge of disappointment registers in my chest. But soon, my attention is diverted by the buzzing on my chest. The pleasant neediness of the machine, demanding my breastmilk. It feel so good to be needed, even if it’s just the insistence of a machine.

I feel my panties getting soaked as the machine works on emptying my tits. The sensation of something squeezing my tits, applying gentle pressure on my aching areolae, is incredible. Warmth pools between my legs, spreading to my lower belly. My core heats, responding to the motion of the milking machine I’m attached to.

My hand slides down my stomach, slipping beneath the waistband of my skirt, finding my soaked panties.

I touch myself, circling my swollen clit as the machine milks my breasts. The combination is overwhelming. I am so close, so desperately close, that I make a frustrated moan. I must have been louder than I thought, because the door opens.

Trent stands there, frozen, his eyes locked on my hand between my legs.

"Fuck," he mutters, his voice hoarse. His haze takes in the way I have my hand stuck between my legs. He is too old to not know what I’m up to. Heat rushes to my cheeks. I can’t believe my stepdad caught me playing with my pussy in a room meant for medical treatment.

"I'm sorry," I stammer, but I don’t move my hand. “I didn’t mean to be so loud.”

He steps inside, closing the door behind him. His eyes are soft, not filled with judgment. “Does that feel good, babygirl?” he asks quietly, rubbing his fingers over my knuckles. “Does it feel good when you touch your pussy like that?”

Shock gives way to excitement as I realize that he’s looking at me with lust. After years of pining for him and never being desired back, I finally have him under my spell. That power feels amazing.

Joy swells and flows through my blood vessels. I finally have a chance with him. I want his hands on my leaking tips, touching me, claiming me as my milk drips out slowly. I want his mouth on my tits, consuming my maternal liquid while his cock is buried inside me.

Emboldened, I arch my back, pressing my breasts closer to him so he can see I’m not the same girl I used to be. I have hucow tits now, and they’re leaking milk for his pleasure. I’m the type of woman who can satisfy his kink, the kind of woman he could get addicted to.

Trent doesn’t look away. His pupils dilate as he watches my huge areolae with interest. "Does being milked make you horny, Aisha?"

The question hangs in the air, filthy and direct. My face burns, but I do not look away. "Yes."

He moves closer, his eyes dark and intense. "Then you should give your fingers a rest. Let me take over."

Before I can respond, his hand is on mine, gently pulling it away from my pussy. Then his fingers are there instead, sliding beneath my panties, finding my wetness with unerring precision. I cry out as he circles my clit, his touch firm and confident.

"Jesus Christ," he murmurs, his voice thick with desire. "You're soaked. And so tight." His fingers push inside me, and he groans. "You're a virgin, aren't you?"

"I was waiting for you," I gasp, my hips bucking against his hand. I confessed my crush, and that makes my cheeks heat more. “I wanted my first time to be with you, even though I knew it was impossible.”

The forbidden spark between us ignites, making the air thicker and hotter as he drags his fingertips over my stomach, as if he’s giving in to his own taboo desire for his stepdaughter’s flesh.

"Fuck, Aisha." He adds another finger, stretching me, his thumb working my clit as the machine continues to milk my breasts. "Such a good girl. You waited for your Daddy to pop your cherry and take your virginity. You have no idea how much that turns me on, knowing that you’ve been craving to submit to me for years. You're perfect. Look at you. These huge, beautiful tits, dripping milk for me. And this tight little virgin pussy, so wet and ready to be stretched and stuffed."

I am lost, drowning in sensation. His fingers pump into me, curling against a spot that makes me see stars. The machine pulls at my nipples, drawing more milk, and the combination is too much.

He maintains a slow, steady rhythm, pumping his fingers in and out of my unprotected channel. I close my eyes, heat crawling beneath my skin, imagining it’s his thick cock that’s pushing in and out of my virgin cunt. The visual of his huge body over mine, his dick pounding my pussy, is enough to make every nerve ending buzz like it’s been hit by thunder.

"Trent," I sob. "I'm going to⁠—"

"Come for me," he commands, his voice rough. "Come while I milk you."

My channel is stretched and filled completely by his fingers as she pushes them apart to fill my cunt. His fingers tease my inner walls, caressing my velvet-soft channel. The texture of his fingers is rough and every stroke sends a gasping wave of electricity through my body.

I pant, as he works his magic inside me. I didn’t imagine it was possible to be touched like this.

“Look like you’ll need another thick finger inside you, stretching your unused cunt. Maybe that’ll make you squirt all over me like a good girl.” Trent’s voice is low and foreboding.

His warning, and the possibility of being crammed full of his fingers sends a shockwave of pleasure through me.

“Daddy…I don’t know if I can take it,” I whisper.

“We’ll have to find out, then,” he replies, adding a third finger inside me. I’m slippery from my own slick, but even so he has to work hard to thrust three inside me. I feel full to the point of bursting as I allow him to stretch my channel to its maximum capacity.

The machine tugs at my sensitive tits, pulling more milk from me, filling my aching body with relief.

Heat stamps across my pussy as Trent rubs his fingers over my G-spot. White-hot pleasure roils through my insides. I choke with pleasure, and as milk leaves my breasts, my pussy clenches tighter, milking his thick digits for more ecstasy. Ecstasy that only he can give me.

I’ve imagined this moment a million times: my stepdad’s fingers buried inside me, giving me the taboo pleasure that my pussy craves.

And it’s unforgettable. Fire catches into each cell, one by one, as he massages my G-spot, making me feel like I’m about to cry from how hard I’m squeezing his fingers. The tension in my lower belly snaps.

I shatter, my orgasm crashing through me with a force that leaves me trembling and gasping. Milk streams from my breasts as I convulse around his fingers, my body completely surrendering to the pleasure.

When I finally come down, Trent is staring at me like I am the most beautiful thing he has ever seen.

"Your hucow transformation is complete," he says softly, his fingers still inside me. "And I won’t let any other man touch your perfect, milky body.”

With nothing more than that warning, he clears his throat, licks my slick off his fingers, and walks out of the milking room.


THREE


Trent

I can’t believe I actually said that. My possessiveness had been building up since I saw her tits, but I didn’t think it was so fierce that I wouldn’t be able to contain it.

I broke my code of conduct and fingered her on the examination table like some randy teenager. I couldn’t stop myself when she looked at me with those vulnerable, helpless eyes. Hazy with pleasure and struggling to make herself feel good, she was wordlessly begging for a Daddy Dom like me to take over and give her body what it needed.

And it felt so good to stroke the inside of her pussy, knowing that she’d kept herself a virgin for me. Because she had always dreamed of being fucked by me just like I’d often dreamed of fucking her.

At first, I had just been her stepfather, but after she started cooking for me, spending nights with me, and letting me help with her coursework, something bloomed between us. I liked feeling useful. I liked being the authority figure she called on when she needed help.

I loved being nourished by her nurturing nature, eating the food she lovingly made for me while she talked about her day. It melted away all of my stress. I can’t pinpoint when I started fantasizing about taking her on the dining table, licking the dinner she made off her breasts and teasing her pussy folds to thank her for cooking for me.

It was probably around her senior year of college. She had changed her fashion and started wearing tighter clothes that showed off her crazy curves. She was insanely hot and attractive, slim and perfectly toned, with perky breasts capped with hard nipples that sometimes showed through her T-shirts when she forgot to wear a bra.

I liked taking peeks of her swollen nipples, imagining how beautiful they’d look filled with milk, leaking for me.

I’ve always adored lactating and pregnant women. There’s something about fertility and the idea of a woman nurturing a child in her womb, then on her tits, that turns me on. I’m into caregiving, nourishing women.

And Aisha, who cooked for me, and listened to me, and took care of me after hard days at work, was exactly the sort of woman I would easily fall for. I held myself back, though, because I didn’t want to make things awkward.

But her mother was just exploiting me. I heard her boasting about bagging a rich husband who would pay for all her expensive desires at one of the staff dinner parties, and I realized she had been after my money all along. I should have figured it out sooner, given how little time she spent with me. She had no interest in sex, either. All she wanted was to wear expensive clothes and show off her new wealth to people.

Her shallowness contrasted against Aisha’s depth and caring nature. And I knew I couldn’t live with such a selfish woman anymore.

After my divorce, I found the club. A colleague told me about it. It became a safe sanctuary, a place where I could be with lactating women, milk them, and tell them how beautiful their nourishing bodies were.

But it always felt a little hollow. Because at the end of the day, I’d return to a home where there was no warmth or nourishment to be found. And these women only gave me illusions. They fed my sexual desire for nurturing women, but not my heart’s need.

I sigh as I look around the club tonight. After Aisha’s appointment yesterday, I tried to be as professional as possible. She came for me, but I don’t know if it’s right to fuck her. If I take her virginity, I’ll want more than sex from her. I’ll dream of her in my house, cooking my meals, smiling at me after a hard day at work…and her belly rounded from pregnancy.

My cock stirs at the idea of her belly swollen with my baby while she’s nursing another one at her tits. God, she’d be a natural.

I’ve always wanted to have kids of my own, to stroke my partner’s huge belly and take care of her while she grows our baby. Of course, I dated Aisha’s mom even though she was beyond her childbearing years because I wanted a partner more than I wanted a family.

But with Aisha, I wouldn’t have to choose. Wouldn’t have to compromise. And even if I didn’t have kids, she is exactly the kind of woman who’d fill the emptiness in soul and make my house a home.

The club feels stale tonight. I've been here for an hour, watching scenes unfold that used to captivate me, and feeling nothing. A beautiful woman in the corner is being milked by two men, her moans echoing softly, but I barely glance her way. My mind keeps drifting back to yesterday—to Aisha's tight virgin pussy clenching around my fingers, to the milk streaming from her perfect breasts, to the way she looked at me like I was everything she'd ever wanted.

I shouldn't have touched her. I should have kept my boundaries intact. But the moment I saw her wetness, heard her desperate need, I couldn't stop myself.

Now everything else feels hollow by comparison.

I'm nursing a drink at the bar when I hear it—a small, familiar voice that makes every muscle in my body tense.

"Excuse me, can you point me toward the private rooms?"

I turn, and my heart stops.

Aisha.

She's standing near the entrance to the main floor, talking to one of the club attendants, and she looks... fuck, she looks incredible. Her dress is tiny, a deep burgundy that clings to every curve, with a strapless bodice that pushes her enormous breasts up and out until they're practically spilling over the top. The lacy fabric hugs her waist before flaring slightly at her hips, and beneath the short hem, I can see garters attached to sheer thigh-highs that hug her thick, luscious thighs.

Her dark hair falls in loose waves over her bare shoulders. Her lips are painted a sinful red, and her eyes are smoky, sultry, making her look older, confident, dangerous.

She looks like a hucow slut. Like a walking, breathing sexual fantasy designed specifically to destroy my self-control.

My cock hardens instantly, straining against my pants with painful urgency.

She shouldn't be here. Not dressed like that. Not looking like that.

I see other men noticing her too. Eyes track her movement, hungry and interested. One guy near the lounge starts to stand, his gaze locked on her chest, and something primal roars to life inside me.

Absolutely not.

I move before I can think, crossing the distance between us in seconds. My hand closes around her wrist, firm but not painful, and I pull her aside before anyone else can approach. She gasps in surprise as I guide her through a side hallway, away from prying eyes, and push her gently but firmly against the wall.

I cage her in with my body, one hand braced beside her head, the other still gripping her wrist. She's so small compared to me, so delicate and soft, and the scent of her—sweet and feminine with a hint of something warm and milky—makes my head spin.

"What the hell are you doing here?" I demand, my voice rougher than I intend.

She looks up at me through those smoky eyes, her lips parting slightly. "I'm here to play," she says, her voice breathless but confident. "To put my new hucow tits to use."

My jaw clenches. My gaze drops to her breasts, and Jesus Christ, they're even bigger than yesterday. They strain against the bodice of her dress, heavy and full, the tops of her areolae just barely visible over the fabric. I can see how swollen her nipples are, how they press against the thin material.

"Are they full?" The question comes out low, almost a growl.

She bites her lower lip and nods. "They hurt from how full they are. I need... I need a man to lick the cream from my tits. To drink my milk. To make me his personal cow."

Fuck.

Heat slams through me, my cock throbbing so hard it's almost painful. We're so close I can feel her breath on my skin, see the way her chest rises and falls rapidly. I could lean down right now and bite those plump, juicy lips. I could kiss her until she's moaning my name.

"This place is for adults," I manage, trying to hold onto some shred of control.

She tilts her head, her eyes challenging. "I am an adult now, Trent. I'm twenty-four. I know what I want."

"And what do you want?"

Her smile is pure sin. "I want to be milked. Bred like a cow. I love being submissive, being stuffed mindlessly until I can't think anymore. I want to feel a man's cock inside me while he drinks from my tits."

The image she paints—her belly swollen with my child, her breasts leaking milk as I fuck her—hits me like a freight train. My breathing goes ragged.

But anger flares alongside the lust. "You shouldn't let men do that to you. You're not on birth control."

She winks, her smile widening. "That's what makes it fun."

I grip her wrist tighter, my other hand moving to her hip. "Aisha⁠—"

"I guessed you might be here," she interrupts softly, her voice shifting to something more vulnerable. "As you know, I'm new to this. But I trust you. I want you to guide me through my first experience."

The words land like a punch to the gut. She's offering herself to me. Completely. Trusting me with her body, her virginity, her first time in a place like this.

But I can't. I shouldn't.

"I used to be your stepdad," I say, my voice strained.

She meets my eyes without flinching. "You're not anymore."

I hesitate, torn between what I should do and what I desperately want to do. If I cross this line, there's no going back. I'll never be able to turn away from her again.

She must sense my hesitation because her expression shifts, becoming cooler, more determined. "I'm free to do whatever I want with my body, Trent. And if you're not interested, then move aside. I'll find someone compatible."

The words hit me like a slap. The thought of another man touching her, drinking from her, fucking her—it's unbearable. Rage and possessiveness explode inside me, obliterating every last shred of restraint.

"Another man?" I growl, pressing closer until there's no space between us. "No fucking way. You're mine, Aisha. You're my daughter, and you'll be my hucow. Nobody else gets to touch your ripe, leaking tits."

Her eyes widen, and I see triumph flash across her face.

I don't give her a chance to respond. I grab her body, lifting her effortlessly and throwing her over my shoulder. She yelps in surprise, and I bring my hand down hard on her ass with a sharp slap that makes her gasp.

"You'll be mooing for me like a good hucow daughter soon," I promise, my voice dark and possessive.

I carry her through the hallway, ignoring the curious glances from other club members, and push open the door to one of the private rooms. The space is dimly lit, dominated by a large bed with dark sheets. I kick the door shut behind us and cross to the bed, throwing her down onto the mattress.

She bounces slightly, her breasts jiggling with the movement, and the sight makes my mouth water.

I climb over her, caging her body beneath mine. She looks so small under me, so petite and curvy and vulnerable. Her eyes are wide, her lips parted, her chest heaving. She's delicious. Ready to be defiled.

"Trent," she whispers, her voice trembling.

I don't answer. I can't wait anymore. My hands go to her dress, and I tear the fabric apart, buttons popping and seams ripping as I expose her body to my hungry gaze.

Her breasts spill free, enormous and heavy, the nipples dark and swollen, glistening with tiny beads of milk that cling to the tips. Her stomach is soft and smooth, her waist curving perfectly into wide hips. And between her thighs—fuck—her pussy is pink and wet, her lips already parted and glistening.

I push her thighs wider, spreading her open, and use my thumbs to part her pussy lips, revealing her virgin cunt. It's tight, unused, perfect.

"This is mine," I say, my voice rough. "Your pussy. Your tits. Your milk. All mine."

She nods frantically. "Yes. Yes, Daddy."

The word sends a jolt of electricity through me. I lean down and press my lips to her stomach, kissing a trail up to her breasts. When I reach her nipples, I draw slow circles around her sore areolae with my fingertips, teasing her with soft, deliberate touches.

"Please," she whimpers, arching into me.

I blow softly on one swollen nipple, watching it pucker even more. "Please what?"

"Touch me. Drink from me."

I smile against her skin and flick my tongue over the tip of her nipple. A drop of milk beads there, and I lick it away, savoring the sweet, creamy taste.

"Fuck," I mutter. "You taste perfect."

I seal my lips around her nipple and suck gently, and she cries out as milk flows into my mouth. I drink deeply, groaning at the sensation, my cock straining against my pants. My hand moves to her other breast, kneading and massaging, coaxing more milk to the surface.

"You're going to be my good little hucow," I murmur between sucks. "I'm going to make sure you're never satisfied with another man after tonight. You'll only crave me. Only need me."

She moans, her hands tangling in my hair, holding me against her breast. "Yes, Daddy. Only you."

I switch to her other nipple, sucking harder this time, and she arches off the bed, her thighs trembling. Milk fills my mouth, warm and sweet, and I can't get enough.

My free hand slides down her body, over her stomach, between her legs. I find her clit and rub slow circles, feeling how wet she is, how ready.

"Tonight," I promise, lifting my head to look into her eyes, "I'll make you come again and again until you're seeing stars."

I can't hold back anymore. The control I've maintained my entire life, the careful boundaries I've always respected, dissolve in the face of her willing surrender.

My hands move over her body with rough, desperate hunger. I grab fistfuls of her breasts, squeezing the heavy flesh, watching milk bead at her nipples. Then I move to her ass, gripping those soft cheeks, kneading them possessively. Her thick thighs fill my palms as I spread her wider, and I kiss every inch of skin I can reach like I'm starved for female flesh.

Because I am. Starved for her flesh specifically. And I want her completely obedient, in my grip while I fuck her.

"I'm going to blindfold you," I tell her, my voice dark and commanding. "Tie you up so you can't move while I have my way with you. You'll be like a cow on a farm, trapped and held in place while I use your body however I want."

Her breath hitches, her eyes widening with arousal rather than fear.

"Do you trust me to do that?" I ask, needing to hear her consent.

"Yes," she whispers immediately. "I trust you completely, Daddy. I'll surrender everything to you. I think... I think not being able to see will make my first time even more pleasurable."

Fuck. She's perfect.

I grab a silk blindfold from the drawer beside the bed—the club provides everything we could need—and tie it carefully around her eyes, making sure it's secure but not too tight. Her world goes dark, and I watch her body respond, her breathing quickening, her skin flushing deeper.

"Spread your arms and legs for me," I command.

She obeys without hesitation, stretching herself across the bed like an offering. I pull soft rope from the same drawer and begin securing her wrists to the bedposts. The rope is designed for this—strong enough to hold but soft enough not to damage her delicate skin. I tie each wrist carefully, testing the knots to ensure they won't slip but won't cut off circulation.

Then I move to her ankles. I spread her legs wide, so wide her pink pussy is completely exposed, glistening with her arousal. I tie each ankle to the lower bedposts, securing her in place.

When I'm done, I step back to admire my work.

She's completely vulnerable. Blindfolded. Bound. Her pussy spread open for me, unable to close her legs or hide herself. Her huge breasts rise and fall with each rapid breath, nipples pointing toward the ceiling, already leaking tiny streams of milk that run down the curves of her breasts.

The sight makes me feel powerful. In control. She's given herself to me completely, and I can do whatever I want to her. I can explore every twisted, depraved desire I've been suppressing, and she's welcoming it.

My cock throbs painfully in my pants. I strip quickly, pulling off my shirt and unbuttoning my slacks, pushing them down along with my boxers until I'm completely naked. My cock springs free, hard and thick, the tip already glistening with pre-cum.

I climb onto the bed, settling between her spread thighs. The mattress dips under my weight, and she gasps softly, unable to see where I am or what I'm doing.

"Trent?" she whispers.

"Shh," I murmur, reaching up to tweak her nipples with my fingers. "Just feel."

I pinch both nipples simultaneously, rolling them between my fingers, and she cries out as milk begins to flow more freely. The white liquid streams down the sides of her breasts, pooling on her chest.

"Look at you," I say, my voice rough with arousal. "Your milk is so thick and creamy. You're making so much for me already."

I lean down and seal my lips around her right nipple, sucking hard. Warm, sweet milk floods my mouth, and I groan against her breast as I drink deeply. My hand moves to her left breast, kneading and massaging, encouraging more milk to flow.

While I drink, my other hand slides down between her legs. I find her clit, swollen and sensitive, and begin rubbing slow circles around it.

"Oh god," she moans, her hips bucking against my hand.

I switch to her other breast, sucking greedily, my fingers working her clit faster now. She's so wet that my fingers slide easily through her folds, coating them in her slickness.

"You're dripping, babygirl," I murmur against her breast. "Your pussy is soaked and ready for my cock."

"Please," she whimpers. "Please, Daddy."

I release her nipple with a wet pop and position myself over her, my cock resting against her bare pussy. I rub the thick shaft along her slit, coating myself in her wetness, teasing her entrance without pushing inside.

"You're going to take my cock like a good little breeding cow," I tell her, my voice dark and filthy. "I'm going to fuck you raw and fill you with my cum. You're going to milk my cock with your tight virgin pussy while I drink from your tits."

"Yes," she sobs. "Yes, please."

I press my cock against her entrance, just barely pushing the tip inside, feeling how impossibly tight she is. But I don't enter her yet. Instead, I continue rubbing her clit, drinking from her breasts, building her pleasure higher and higher until she's trembling beneath me.

"Come for me first," I command. "Come while I drink your milk."

I suck hard on her nipple, pinching the other one, my fingers working her clit in fast, tight circles. Her body tenses, her back arching off the bed as much as the restraints allow, and then she shatters.

"Daddy!" she screams, her pussy clenching around nothing as her orgasm crashes through her.

I watch her come undone, drinking every drop of milk she gives me, and when she finally goes limp, panting and trembling, I release her nipple and move down her body.

I spread her pussy lips with my thumbs, inspecting her. She's swollen and pink, her entrance clenching rhythmically from the aftershocks of her orgasm. I push two fingers inside, feeling how tight she is, how her virgin walls grip me.

"You're ready to be bred," I announce, withdrawing my fingers and licking her arousal off them. "Get on all fours."

I untie her ankles but leave her wrists bound to the headboard. She scrambles onto her hands and knees as best she can with her wrists still secured, her ass in the air, her huge breasts hanging beneath her.

Milk drips from her nipples onto the sheets, creating wet spots on the dark fabric.

The sight of her like this—bound, blindfolded, on all fours with her tits leaking milk—is the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

I position myself behind her, gripping her hips. My cock lines up with her entrance, and I push forward slowly, feeling her virgin walls stretch around me.

She's so tight it almost hurts. I have to force myself to go slow, to let her adjust, even though every instinct is screaming at me to slam inside and claim her completely.

"Breathe," I tell her, pushing another inch inside. "Relax for me, babygirl."

She whimpers, her body tensing, and I reach around to massage her breasts, rolling her nipples between my fingers. Milk flows over my hands, slick and warm.

"That's it," I praise her. "Give me your milk. Let me feel these perfect tits while I take your virginity."

I push deeper, and I feel the moment I break through her barrier. She cries out, her body jerking, and I see a trickle of blood mixing with her arousal.

"Fuck," I groan, holding still inside her. "You're mine now. Completely mine."

"Yes," she sobs. "Use my body as your cocksleeve, Daddy. I just want to be your slut."

I wait until her breathing steadies, then I begin to move. Slow at first, letting her adjust to the fullness, to the stretch. My hands never stop massaging her breasts, drawing out more milk, coating my fingers in her cream.

"Look at you," I say, my voice rough. "Making so much milk for me. Drenching the sheets with your sweet titty cream. Taking my bare cock in your virgin cunt like you were made for this."

I increase my pace, thrusting harder, deeper. Her pussy grips me like a vice, so tight I can barely think straight. Milk streams from her breasts with each thrust, dripping onto the sheets beneath her.

"I'm going to come inside you," I tell her, my control slipping. "I'm going to knock you up, make you even more swollen with milk. You'll be carrying my baby, your belly round and full, your tits even bigger."

"Yes," she moans. "Please, Daddy. Breed me. Make me yours."

I slam into her harder, my hips slapping against her ass, my hands squeezing her breasts, milking her as I fuck her. She's moaning continuously now, her pussy clenching around my cock, her body rocking with each thrust.

"Come for me again," I command. "Come while I fill you with my seed."

I reach around and find her clit, rubbing it in fast circles while I pound into her. She screams, her pussy clamping down on my cock so hard I see stars, and I feel my own orgasm building, unstoppable. Her breathing is ragged and her eyes glazed with pelasure as her pussy milks me hard. Her orgasm crashes through her system, making her cunt convulse around my hard shaft until I'm breathless and my control is teetering on the edge.

"Fuck, Aisha," I roar, slamming deep one final time.

My cock pulses, releasing thick ropes of cum deep inside her unprotected pussy. I empty myself completely, filling her womb, marking her as mine in the most primal way possible.

When I finally finish, I stay buried inside her, my hands still massaging her breasts, drawing out the last of her milk. She's trembling, gasping for breath, her body covered in a sheen of sweat.

Carefully, I pull out and turn her onto her back, untying her wrists and removing the blindfold. Her eyes are glassy, unfocused, but she smiles when she sees me.

I push two fingers inside her, scooping my cum back in when it starts to leak out.

"Keep your legs up," I instruct, lifting her hips and placing a pillow beneath them. "I want my seed to take root in your womb."

She obeys, holding her legs up, her pussy still dripping with our combined fluids.

I rub her lower belly possessively, my hand splaying across the soft skin. "I saw your chart yesterday when I reviewed your file. You're ovulating right now."

Her eyes widen.

"If we're lucky," I continue, my voice dark with satisfaction, "you'll be baking a bun in your oven before you leave this club tonight."

She moans softly, her hand covering mine on her belly. "Will that be okay, Daddy? For me to get pregnant." She hesitates. "I want to be yoru sexual toy, but if I'm with a baby, won't you lose interest in me?"

I lean down and kiss her deeply, tasting her lips, claiming her mouth as thoroughly as I claimed her body. "You're wrong. I adore women who are pregnant. I'm going to be fucking you every day while you carry my child, reminding you that you're hotter with a big belly."

"You're mine now," I tell her when I pull back. "My hucow. My breeding cow. I'll tell you what to do with your body. Right now, Daddy thinks the best thing is for you to get pregnant as fast as possible. Grow my babies in that belly while you're young. And I'll take care of everything else."

"I hate my job," she agrees, smiling up at me. "I wish I could quit."

"You can quit anytime you want," I say. "I'm your Daddy now. I'll provide for you and the baby you'll grow in your womb. I'll take care of you, the way you deserve to be taken care of. Aisha, I know this sounds sudden, but please move in with me. I want you beside me every night, babygirl. I want to give you aftercare and massage your feet when they're swollen from pregnancy."

Aisha looks up at me, her big eyes wide with surprise. "Are you sure, Daddy?"

"Certain," I reply. "I've always wanted you. I wanted you to be in my home, barefoot and pregnant, smelling like herbs and butter, waiting for me to come back from work."

She smiles, her face softening. "You've always taken care of me, Trent. You paid for college, and all my living expenses, too. Even though you barely knew me. I couldn't believe a man like you existed. I always loved you. You were the brightest spot in my days. It felt like home when you were with me."

"You can have more than a home," I tell her. "You can have designer bags and shopping trips. You can take fancy vacations and eat at expensive restaurants. Just don't overdo it like your mom."

Aisha shakes her head. She reaches out and cups my face, stroking my jaw with her thumb. Her skin is soft like silk, and the touch makes me shiver. "I don't want material things," she says. "I just want to be desired. Needed. I want to be kinky and explore my sexuality with you. I want you to teach me, to lead me, to take care of me in bed, and show me everything I've been missing. I liked being blindfolded. Maybe we could try more BDSM next time?"

I kiss her forehead, stroking her inner thighs, feeling the stickiness of my cum coating them. "We'll do whatever you want, babygirl. I don't think I'll be able to keep my hands off your body, now that I know what it looks like naked."


FOUR


Aisha

Three days. It's only been three days since Trent took my virginity, and my entire life has transformed.

I quit my job the morning after our first night together. I walked into that gray office, handed in my resignation, and didn't look back. My boss seemed shocked, but I didn't care. I was done pretending to be someone I wasn't, done sitting in that cubicle feeling my soul drain away one email at a time.

Trent didn't just accept my decision. He celebrated it. He helped me pack up my apartment, hired movers to bring my things to his house, and settled me into what is now our bedroom with the kind of tenderness that makes my chest ache.

Every night since then, he's taken care of me. My pussy was so sore after that first time, but Trent has been meticulous about my recovery. Each evening, he makes me lie back on the bed while he gently applies soothing gel to my abused flesh. He uses calendula cream mixed with aloe vera, something he says promotes healing and reduces inflammation. His touch is careful, reverent, as he massages the cool gel into my swollen folds, murmuring praise about how well I'm healing, how beautiful my pussy looks even when it's sore.

The intimacy of those moments overwhelms me. He kisses me while he does it, his lips tender against mine, his hands never straying beyond what's necessary for my care. He holds me close afterward, wrapping me in his arms like I'm something precious, something worth protecting.

I've never felt so cherished.

This morning, before he left for work, he gave me a gift. A gorgeous Hermès Birkin bag in deep burgundy leather, with gold hardware that gleamed in the morning light. I stared at it in shock, knowing that bag costs tens of thousands of dollars. That's more money than I made in six months at my old job.

"Trent, this is too much," I whispered, running my fingers over the buttery-soft leather.

He cupped my face and kissed me deeply, his tongue sliding against mine in a way that made my still-healing pussy clench with want. When he pulled back, his eyes were dark with possession.

"It's a reward for taking my cum like a good girl," he said, his voice low and commanding. "You're worth every penny, babygirl. And I plan to give you many more gifts."

I wanted to protest, to tell him I don't need expensive things, but the look in his eyes stopped me. He wants to spoil me. He wants to shower me with luxury because it makes him happy to give me pleasure and remind me that I'm with a rich man who can take care of me.

So I thanked him, kissed him again, and watched him leave for work with a promise to see him tonight.

Since then, I've been floating through the day in a haze of pampered bliss. He ordered lunch for me from an upscale French restaurant. Duck confit with roasted vegetables and a chocolate soufflé that melted on my tongue. I ate it slowly, savoring every bite, feeling like a princess in a fairy tale.

But as the afternoon wears on, I start to feel restless. The soreness between my legs has faded significantly. When I shift on the couch, I don't feel pain anymore, just a pleasant awareness of my body, a reminder of what Trent did to me.

And I want more.

I want him inside me again. I want to feel his cock stretching me, his hands on my breasts, his voice in my ear telling me what a good little slut I am.

But I don't know how to ask. We haven't had sex since that first night because he's been so focused on letting me heal. What if he thinks it's too soon? What if he's not interested?

The uncertainty gnaws at me until I can't stand it anymore. I check the time. 2:30 PM. Trent mentioned he has a break between patients from two to three today. If I go now, I might catch him.

Before I can talk myself out of it, I grab my purse and drive to the hospital where he works.

The building is massive and gleaming, all glass and steel, a monument to modern medicine. I've been here before, years ago, when I visited him during his marriage to my mother. But this time feels different. This time, I'm not his stepdaughter. I'm his lover. His hucow. His breeding cow.

The thought sends a shiver of arousal through me.

I navigate the hallways, nodding politely at nurses and staff who barely glance at me. Trent's office is on the third floor, tucked away in a quiet corner reserved for senior physicians. When I reach his door, I pause, my heart pounding.

What if someone sees me? What if they know?

But the hallway is empty, and my need outweighs my fear. I knock softly, then push the door open without waiting for a response. I close the door behind me, then lock it to make sure nobody opens it accidentally.

Trent looks up from his desk, surprise flickering across his handsome face. He's wearing his white coat over a crisp blue shirt, his sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms. The sight of him makes my pussy clench.

"Aisha?" He stands immediately, concern replacing surprise. "Is everything okay? Did something happen?"

I lock the door behind me and lean against it, trying to appear casual even though my pulse is racing. "Everything's fine. I just... I wanted to see you."

His eyes soften, and he crosses the room to pull me into his arms. He smells like antiseptic and expensive cologne, a combination that's uniquely him. "I'm glad you're here. Did you have lunch?"

I nod against his chest. "Yes. The duck confit was amazing. Thank you for ordering it for me."

"You're welcome, babygirl." He kisses the top of my head, then pulls back slightly to study my face. "Are you sure everything's okay? You seem... tense."

I bite my lip, gathering my courage. "I need an examination."

His brow furrows. "An examination? Are you still sore? I thought the healing was going well."

"It's not that," I say quickly. "I think it's something else. Something you should check."

He takes my hand and leads me to the examination table in the corner of his office. "Okay. Let's take a look. Can you describe what you're feeling?"

Instead of answering, I peel off my shorts and thong, letting them fall to the floor. Then I climb onto the examination table, spreading my legs wide, exposing my pussy to his gaze.

Understanding dawns in his eyes, and his expression shifts from concern to something darker, hungrier. "You naughty little slut," he murmurs, his voice dropping an octave. "You came here because you're horny, didn't you?"

I nod, my cheeks burning. "I need you, Daddy. I need you to touch me. It has been so long."

He stares at me for a long moment, his jaw tight, his eyes blazing. Then he moves to the sink and washes his hands thoroughly before snapping on a pair of latex gloves. The clinical efficiency of the gesture makes my pussy throb.

"If you want an examination," he says, his tone professional but laced with heat, "then I'll give you one. Lie back and put your feet in the stirrups."

I obey, my heart racing as I position myself. The cold metal of the stirrups presses against my heels, and the vulnerability of the position—legs spread wide, pussy completely exposed—makes me wetter than I've ever been. It also reminds me of the night I lost my virginity. He has me tied up, my legs tied to the bed.

Trent pulls a stool between my legs and sits down, his face level with my pussy. He reaches for a bottle of medical lubricant and squeezes a generous amount onto his gloved fingers.

"Let's see what we're working with," he says, his voice calm and clinical.

His fingers brush against my outer lips, spreading the cool lube across my heated flesh. I gasp at the sensation, my hips jerking involuntarily.

"Sensitive," he notes, his tone maddeningly professional. "That's normal for someone who's recently been sexually active."

He parts my folds with his thumbs, exposing my entrance, and I feel the lube dripping down to my ass. Then his fingers are there, rubbing slow circles around my hole, massaging the slick gel into my tender skin. My core shivers with every touch. My pussy clenches, like it knows something good is coming. My whole body feels pleasantly warm and buzzy.

"You need to be nice and wet," he explains, his voice deepening slightly. "So I can insert the speculum without causing discomfort."

The word 'speculum' sends a jolt of arousal through me. I've seen them in videos, cold metal instruments used to open a woman up, to see inside her. The idea of Trent using one on me makes my pussy clench with need.

His fingers move higher, finding my clit. He rubs the swollen bud with deliberate, clinical precision, and I moan helplessly.

"Your clitoris is quite swollen," he observes, his tone still maddeningly calm. "That typically happens when someone is aroused and craving touch. Does this hurt?"

He presses into my fleshy, sensitive nub. An electric jolt weaves through me. The direct contact with his fingertip is incredibly stimulating. Heat rushes to fill my womb, pumping into my veins. I feel it spread under my skin like lava, reaching my toes and making them curl. Trent flicks his finger against my clit and a sharper bolt of ecstasy paralyzes my lower half. My pussy is numb with pleasure, but I need more to come.

"God," I gasp. "It feels good. Please keep touching me."

He chuckles, low and dark. "You're a horny little slut, aren't you? Desperate to show your pussy to your doctor. Desperate to come on the examination table."

"Yes," I admit, my voice breaking. "Knowing that what we're doing is forbidden, that people might hear us, only makes me wetter."

He withdraws his fingers, and I whimper at the loss. Then I hear the clink of metal, and I see him holding a stainless steel speculum. It gleams under the fluorescent lights, cold and clinical and terrifying in the best way.

"This might feel cold," he warns. "But I bet your pussy will like the feel of it."

He presses the tip of the speculum against my entrance, and I gasp at the icy sensation. Slowly, carefully, he pushes it inside me, the metal sliding deep until I feel it press against my cervix.

"Fuck," I breathe, my hands gripping the edges of the table.

"Does this hurt?" he asks, his voice tight with restrained lust.

"No. It's just... cold. And full."

He begins to move the speculum in and out, fucking me with it in slow, deliberate strokes. The temperature contrast—cold metal against my heated inner walls—makes my pussy clench and leak around the instrument.

"I'm checking to see if there's any sign of pregnancy," he says, his voice rough now. "I wonder if my seed has already taken root in your womb."

The words send a shockwave of arousal through me. My pussy contracts hard around the speculum, and I feel a fresh gush of wetness coating the metal.

"You like that idea, don't you?" he murmurs, fucking me faster with the instrument. "The idea of carrying my baby. Of your belly swelling. You'll look so pretty when you're heavily pregnant. You'll lie on this same table and I'll examine your pregnant cunt again. Maybe I'll make you scream in pleasure while I use the speculum on you again."

"Yes," I sob. "I wish I could do that."

He withdraws the speculum, and I hear him set it aside. Then his face is between my legs, and I feel his breath against my soaked pussy.

"I need to taste your slick to complete the examination," he says, his voice barely controlled. "It's standard procedure."

Then his tongue is on me, licking a long stripe from my entrance to my clit, and I cry out at the sudden pleasure. He doesn't tease or hesitate. He devours me, his tongue fucking into my hole, his lips sealing around my clit and sucking hard.

Heat curls through my core, spreading outward in waves that make my entire body tremble. His tongue is relentless, circling my clit, flicking over the sensitive bud, diving back down to lap up the arousal that's pouring out of me.

I'm so close already, wound tight from days of wanting him, from the erotic examination, from the filthy words he's been whispering. My hands tangle in his hair, holding him against me as I grind my pussy against his face.

"Daddy," I gasp as he drives his tongue into my pussy hole. It's less intrusive than his fingers or cock. It's soft. He licks my inner walls, making sparks explode across my vision. My core clenches. My lower belly muscles tighten, knowing the best is coming. His tongue is perfect thing to go inside my pussy when I'm still slightly sore. "I'm going to explode."

"Come for me. Let me taste you when you're aroused and desperate for my cock," he commands against my clit, the vibration of his voice sending me over the edge.

My orgasm crashes through me, white-hot and all-consuming. I scream his name, my thighs clamping around his head, my pussy clenching rhythmically as pleasure rips through every nerve ending. He doesn't stop. He licks me through it, drinking down every drop of my release, groaning against my flesh like I'm the most delicious thing he's ever tasted.

When I finally come down, trembling and breathless, he pulls back and wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. His eyes are dark, his pupils blown wide with lust.

"The examination was a success," he says, his voice rough. "Your pussy is working exactly as it should."

I lie there on the table, floating on a haze of post-orgasmic bliss, and reach out to pull him close. He comes willingly, leaning over me, and I hug him to my breasts, feeling the press of his body against mine.

"Thank you," I whisper, my voice thick with emotion. "Thank you for making one of my biggest sexual fantasies come true."

He kisses me deeply, letting me taste myself on his tongue. "Anything for you, babygirl. Anything at all."

My breasts ache with fullness, heavy and tender, but not leaking yet. I can feel the pressure building behind my nipples, a pleasant discomfort that reminds me of what I've become.

"My tits hurt," I admit softly. "They feel so full."

His eyes darken further, and his hand moves to cup one breast through my shirt. "We'll take care of that when we get home. I'll milk you dry, babygirl. I'll drink every drop you have to give me."

The promise in his voice makes my pussy clench again, already craving more despite the orgasm I just had.

"Can we go home now?" I ask, my voice pleading.

He glances at his watch, then back at me with a wicked smile. "I have one more patient in twenty minutes. But after that, I'm all yours. Can you wait for me in the car?"

I nod, reluctantly pulling away from him and climbing off the table. My legs are shaky as I pull on my shorts and thong, my pussy still throbbing from his tongue.

As I head for the door, he catches my wrist and pulls me back for one more kiss—deep, possessive, claiming.

"I love you, Aisha," he says against my lips.

My heart stops, then restarts with a painful thud. Those words—I've been waiting to hear them for years.

"I love you too, Daddy," I whisper back, happy that my feelings are reciprocated.


FIVE


Trent

Three weeks later…

"Daddy, my breasts hurt!"

I look up from the TV to see Aisha striding into the living room, and the sight of her makes my cock instantly hard.

She's completely naked, her skin flushed and glowing in the soft lamplight. But what captures my attention are the nipple clamps attached to her swollen buds. The metal glints as she moves, the clamps pulling at her darkened areolae, making them stretch obscenely. Her breasts are enormous now, heavy and full, veins visible beneath the pale skin. They bounce with each step, and I can see how taut they are, how desperately they need relief.

My dick tents my sweatpants as arousal slams through me. I've been trying to focus on the mindless action movie playing on screen, but how can I concentrate when I have a lactating goddess living in my house?

"You're the one who wanted to try more BDSM," I remind her, my voice rough with desire.

She whimpers, her hands hovering near her breasts but not touching, knowing she's not allowed to remove the clamps without permission. "It was feeling good at first. The ache was manageable. But Daddy, I'm really about to explode now. Please."

The desperation in her voice softens something in me. I pat my lap, gentling my tone. "Come here, babygirl. Sit on Daddy's lap and feed me your milky boob."

She hurries over, practically throwing herself onto my lap. I wrap one arm around her waist, steadying her, while my other hand moves to the first nipple clamp.

"You can watch TV while Daddy suckles on your lactating breasts and drinks your milk," I tell her softly. "Just relax and let me take care of you."

I remove the first clamp, and she cries out as blood rushes back into the compressed tissue. Her areola is angry red, swollen to nearly three inches in diameter, the nipple itself thick and prominent. It's the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

I lean forward and seal my lips around the tortured bud, sucking hard.

Milk explodes into my mouth like a geyser, spraying against the back of my throat with such force I almost choke. It's thick and creamy, sweeter than before, with a richness that coats my tongue. I swallow greedily, drawing more from her, and she moans above me.

"Oh god, Daddy," she gasps, her body going limp against mine.

I continue suckling, one hand moving to massage her breast, encouraging more milk to flow. The liquid fills my mouth faster than I can swallow, dribbling from the corners of my lips, running down my chin. I don't care. I drink and drink, feeling her breast soften slightly under my palm as I drain it.

She curls up on my lap, her head resting against my shoulder, trying to watch the TV through tear-filled eyes. Soft whimpers escape her throat with each pull of my mouth.

I release her nipple long enough to wipe the tears from her cheeks with my thumb. "I'm sorry for making it hurt so much, babygirl."

She shakes her head, smiling through the tears. "It's okay. The relief... the letdown feels even more amazing than usual. It's like every nerve ending is on fire in the best way."

I kiss her forehead before returning to her breast, suckling more gently now, savoring the taste of her. Her milk has definitely gotten thicker over the past few days, more abundant too. I wonder if it's because I've been milking her so frequently, if her body is responding to the constant demand by producing more and better quality milk.

The thought makes my cock throb against her ass.

I drink deeply, letting her nourishing cream quench a thirst I didn't know I had. There's something primal about this, something that satisfies me on a level beyond the sexual. I'm being fed by my woman, sustained by her body, and it feels right in a way nothing else ever has.

As I continue drinking, I become aware of something warm and wet soaking through my sweatpants. I glance down and realize Aisha's pussy is gushing like a faucet, her arousal dripping onto my thighs, soaking through the fabric.

"Fuck," I mutter against her breast. "You're soaked, babygirl."

"I can't help it," she whimpers. "Being milked makes me so horny."

The domesticity of the moment combined with the raw sexuality makes my head spin. I can see us doing this every night—her on my lap, my mouth on her breast, her milk running down my throat while we watch TV together. It's so normal yet so taboo, so tender yet so filthy.

I release her nipple with a wet pop and immediately move to remove the second clamp. She cries out again as I free her other nipple, and I waste no time sealing my lips around it.

More milk floods my mouth, and I groan at the taste. My free hand moves to pull down my sweatpants, freeing my aching cock. It springs up, thick and hard, the head already glistening with pre-cum.

Aisha's eyes widen when she sees it. "It's so huge," she breathes. "Like a monster. I still can't believe that thing actually fit inside me."

"It fits perfectly," I assure her, my voice muffled against her breast. "And it's about to fit inside you again. I'm going to bounce you on my lap, fuck you while I milk you."

Her eyes darken with lust, and she positions herself over my cock, one hand guiding me to her entrance. She's so wet that I slide in easily despite her tightness, her pussy swallowing me inch by inch until I'm buried to the hilt.

"Oh fuck," she gasps, her head falling back.

I grip her hip with one hand while the other stays on her breast, and I continue suckling, tugging at her nipple with forceful suction. Milk gushes into my mouth in thick spurts, and I guzzle it like a starving man, emptying her boob while my cock stretches her pussy.

I thrust up into her, hard and deep, feeling the head of my cock kiss her cervix. Her pussy clenches around me like a vice, hot and slick and perfect.

"Ride me," I command, releasing her nipple long enough to speak. "Ride Daddy's cock while I drink your milk."

She obeys, lifting herself up and slamming back down, her huge breasts bouncing wildly with each movement. I seal my mouth around her nipple again, drinking deeply as she fucks herself on my cock.

My hand tangles in her hair, gripping tight, and I pull her head back, forcing her to arch her spine. The new angle drives me deeper, and she screams.

"Faster," I growl against her breast. "Ride me faster, babygirl. Show Daddy how much you love having your pussy filled while your tits are being milked."

She picks up the pace, bouncing frantically on my lap, her pussy making obscene wet sounds as she takes me over and over. Milk streams from her nipple into my mouth, and I drink it all, feeling it slide down my throat, warm and satisfying.

"Daddy, I'm going to come," she sobs, her movements becoming erratic.

"Then come," I command, my voice rough. "Come on Daddy's cock while I drain your tits."

I suck harder, drawing the last of the milk from her breast, and she shatters. Her pussy clamps down on my cock so hard it almost hurts, her entire body convulsing in my arms as she screams her release.

The feeling of her coming around me, combined with the taste of her milk and the sight of her perfect body writhing in pleasure, pushes me over the edge.

"Fuck, Aisha," I roar, thrusting up one final time.

My cock pulses, releasing rope after rope of cum deep inside her unprotected pussy. I empty myself completely, my balls draining as I fill her womb with my seed. I can feel my sticky essences clinging to her bare pussy walls, my sperm swimming to fertilize her egg.

When I finally finish, we're both trembling and gasping. Her breasts are finally soft, drained of milk, and my cock is still buried inside her, twitching with aftershocks.

"I'm going to keep you plugged up like this," I tell her, stroking her hair. "Keep my cum warm and safe inside your pussy so it can take root in your womb."


SIX


Aisha

I hum softly as I stir the pot of coq au vin on the stove, the rich aroma of wine-braised chicken filling the kitchen. The scent mingles with fresh rosemary and thyme, creating a warm, welcoming atmosphere that makes this house feel like a home.

Our home.

It's been a few weeks since I moved in with Trent, and I've never been happier. Every day feels like a dream I'm afraid to wake from. He makes me feel safe, wanted, cherished in ways I never knew were possible. And every night, he fills me with his cum, claiming my body over and over until I'm boneless and sated.

Even now, hours after he left for work this morning, I can still feel the remnants of him inside me. He fucked me on the dining table at breakfast, bent me over the polished wood and pounded into me until I was screaming his name. The memory makes my pussy clench with renewed arousal.

I've been drunk on that orgasm all day, floating through my tasks in a haze of contentment. The taste of him still lingers on my tongue from when he made me lick his cock clean afterward. His masculinity, his dominance, his complete ownership of my body—it consumes my thoughts even when he's not here.

The sound of the front door opening makes my heart leap. I quickly lower the heat on the stove and wipe my hands on my apron, turning just as Trent walks into the kitchen.

He looks tired but gorgeous, still in his dress shirt and slacks from the hospital, his tie loosened around his neck. When he sees me, his entire face softens, a smile breaking across his features that's just for me.

"Welcome home," I say, my voice warm.

He crosses the room in three long strides and wraps his arms around me from behind, pulling my back flush against his chest. His hands immediately go to my belly, stroking the soft skin beneath my thin dress, and I shiver at the touch.

God, how much better would this feel if there was a baby growing inside me? If his hands were caressing a rounded belly, proof of our forbidden love?

"It smells incredible in here," he murmurs against my ear, his breath hot on my skin. "What did you make?"

"Your favorite," I say proudly. "Coq au vin with roasted baby potatoes and green beans almondine. And for dessert, crème brûlée."

He groans appreciatively, the sound vibrating through his chest into my back. "You spoil me, babygirl."

"You deserve to be spoiled."

He turns me in his arms, his hands moving to my hips, and kisses me deeply. His tongue slides against mine, claiming my mouth with the same authority he claims my body. I melt into him, my hands fisting in his shirt as the kiss intensifies.

Before I know what's happening, he lifts me effortlessly and sets me on the kitchen counter, stepping between my spread legs. His hands grip my hips firmly, holding me in place as he continues kissing me, stealing my breath, making my head spin.

When he finally pulls back, his eyes are dark with something that isn't just lust. It's deeper, more complex.

"I want to try something with you," he says, his voice low and commanding.

My heart skips. "What kind of something?"

"Sensory play. No sex. Just... experiences. Sensations. I want to explore your body in different ways, make you feel things you've never felt before."

Heat floods my core at his words. "I trust you, Daddy."

His smile is wicked and tender all at once. "Good girl. Stay right there. Don't move."

He steps back, and I watch as he moves around the kitchen, gathering items. A silk dish towel. A bowl of ice water. The bottle of honey from the pantry. Fresh herbs from the windowsill. Each item he sets on the counter beside me, and my curiosity builds with every addition.

"Close your eyes," he instructs.

I obey immediately, plunging myself into darkness. My other senses immediately heighten, every sound and smell becoming more pronounced.

I hear him moving, the rustle of fabric, and then something soft brushes against my arm. The silk dish towel. He trails it up my arm slowly, over my shoulder, across my collarbone. The texture is so delicate it almost tickles, raising goosebumps in its wake.

"How does that feel?" His voice is close, intimate.

"Soft. Almost too light. It makes my skin sensitive."

"Good." The silk moves to my other arm, then down to my thighs, sliding beneath my dress to caress my inner thighs. I gasp, my legs trembling. "Your skin is so responsive. Every touch affects you."

The silk disappears, and for a moment, there's nothing. Then I feel something cool and wet against my lips.

"Open your mouth, babygirl."

I part my lips, and he slides an ice cube inside. The cold is shocking, making me whimper. He holds his finger against my chin, preventing me from spitting it out.

"Let it melt," he commands. "Feel how the cold spreads through your mouth, down your throat."

I do as he says, my tongue moving around the ice, feeling it slowly dissolve. The cold sensation radiates through my mouth, making my teeth ache slightly, but there's something meditative about it, something that forces me to be present in this moment.

While the ice melts, I feel his hands at my shoulders, pulling down the straps of my dress. Cool air hits my skin, and I realize he's exposing my breasts. But he doesn't touch them. Not yet.

Instead, I feel something else—a gentle brushing sensation. The herbs. He's trailing sprigs of rosemary and thyme across my chest, the leaves tickling my sensitive skin, releasing their fragrance.

"Breathe in," he says.

I inhale deeply, and the scent of the herbs fills my lungs, earthy and fresh and somehow calming. He continues dragging the herbs across my breasts, circling my nipples without touching them directly, making them harden and ache for contact.

"Beautiful," he murmurs. "Your nipples are so swollen. They're begging to be touched, aren't they?"

"Yes, Daddy," I whimper.

"Not yet."

The herbs disappear, and then I feel something warm and thick drizzling across my chest. Honey. He pours it in slow, deliberate lines across my breasts, the sticky sweetness coating my skin. It's warmer than body temperature, having been sitting near the stove, and the contrast from the ice makes me shiver.

"Stay still," he warns.

His finger traces through the honey, spreading it across my breasts, making patterns I can't see. The texture is strange—thick and slippery at the same time. When his finger finally brushes my nipple, just barely, I cry out.

"Sensitive," he notes with satisfaction. "Your body is on high alert now. Every sensation is amplified."

He's right. My entire body feels like it's vibrating with awareness, every nerve ending firing in anticipation of what comes next.

I feel his breath on my chest, hot and deliberate, and then his tongue licks a long stripe through the honey coating my breast. He licks slowly, thoroughly, cleaning every bit of sweetness from my skin. When he reaches my nipple, he circles it with his tongue without actually touching the bud itself.

"Daddy, please," I beg.

"Please what?"

"Touch my nipple. Please."

"Like this?" His lips close around my nipple, sucking gently, and I nearly come apart. The combination of the cold from the ice that melted in my mouth, the warmth of the honey, the tickle of the herbs, and now the wet heat of his mouth—it's overwhelming.

But he doesn't suckle for long. He releases me, leaving my nipple aching and wet, and moves to repeat the process on my other breast. More honey. More slow, torturous licking. More teasing around my nipple until I'm writhing on the counter, my hands gripping the edge to keep from reaching for him.

"Open your eyes," he commands.

I blink them open, adjusting to the light. He's standing between my legs, his eyes blazing with dark intensity, his lips shiny with honey.

"Look at yourself," he says, tilting my chin down.

My breasts are flushed and wet, streaked with the remnants of honey, my nipples hard and dark. There are faint marks on my skin from where the herbs brushed against me. I look thoroughly debauched, and we haven't even had sex.

"This is what you look like when you surrender to me," he says, his voice reverent. "When you let me control every sensation, every feeling. You're perfect like this."

He reaches behind me and produces one more item—a small bowl of what looks like melted chocolate, still warm from the double boiler.

"One more thing," he says, dipping his finger into the chocolate. "Open your mouth."

I obey, and he slides his chocolate-coated finger between my lips. The taste explodes on my tongue, rich and dark and sweet. I suck his finger clean, my eyes locked on his.

"Good girl," he praises. "Now, let's eat the dinner you made for me. Then I'm going to take you upstairs and make love to you until you can't remember your own name."

He helps me down from the counter, steadies me when my legs wobble, and kisses my forehead with such tenderness that tears prick my eyes.

"I love you, Aisha," he says softly. "I love everything about you. Your cooking, your submission, your trust. You've made this house a home."

"I love you too, Daddy," I whisper, wrapping my arms around his waist. "Thank you for this. For showing me what it means to feel everything."

He holds me close, and in that moment, surrounded by the scent of our dinner and the lingering sweetness of honey and chocolate, I know I've found exactly where I belong.
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I step out of the shower, water droplets still clinging to my skin, and reach for my towel. Before I can wrap it around myself, Trent appears in the bathroom doorway, his eyes tracking over my naked body with hungry appreciation.

"Don't bother with that," he says, his voice taking on that commanding edge that makes my pussy clench. "I'm taking control today. You'll wear what I tell you to wear."

Heat floods through me immediately. I love when he gets like this—dominant and controlling outside the bedroom. It makes me feel owned in the best possible way, reminds me that I've surrendered myself completely to him.

"Yes, Daddy," I say softly, setting the towel aside.

He holds out his hand, and I take it, letting him lead me naked and dripping into our bedroom. My closet is massive, filled with clothes he's bought me over the past weeks—designer dresses, silk blouses, expensive jeans. But he walks past all of it to a shelf in the back where several unopened boxes sit.

"Bend over," he instructs, "and unwrap the clothes I bought you last week."

My breath catches. I remember when these boxes arrived—sleek white packages with elegant ribbon. I'd been curious but hadn't opened them yet, waiting for the right moment.

I bend at the waist, presenting my ass to him as I reach for the top box. The position spreads my cheeks slightly, exposing me completely, and I feel his hands immediately cup my ass, massaging the soft flesh.

"Fuck, look at this ass," he murmurs, his voice thick with appreciation. "So plump and sexy. Perfect for grabbing onto while I fuck you from behind."

I smile, warmth spreading through my chest. Even when he's being dominant, commanding me around, he never forgets to compliment me, to reassure me that he finds my body beautiful. It makes me feel confident and desired in a way I never have before.

My fingers work at the ribbon, pulling it free, and I lift the lid off the box. Inside, nestled in tissue paper, is the most exquisite lingerie I've ever seen.

"Oh," I breathe, lifting out the delicate pieces.

The bra is lacy and intricate, with a pattern of roses that's so fine it looks like art. But it's completely sheer—the lace does nothing to hide the skin beneath it. The matching thong is the same, a tiny scrap of see-through lace that will cover nothing.

"Put them on," Trent commands, releasing my ass.

I step into the thong first, pulling it up over my hips. The lace settles against my pussy, the thin strip disappearing between my ass cheeks. I can see everything through the fabric—my pink lips, the slight swell of my mound. It's decorative more than functional.

The bra is more complicated. I slip my arms through the straps and try to hook it behind my back, but my hands fumble with the tiny clasp.

"Let me," Trent says, stepping behind me.

His fingers are deft and sure as he hooks the bra, adjusting the straps until it sits perfectly. His hands linger on my shoulders for a moment, warm and possessive.

"Turn around," he says. "Let me see you."

I turn slowly, and his sharp intake of breath tells me everything I need to know. The bra pushes my breasts up and together, the sheer lace displaying my nipples completely. They're already hard, dark peaks straining against the delicate fabric.

"Perfect," he says, his voice rough. "Absolutely fucking perfect."

He walks around me slowly, taking in every angle, and I feel like a piece of art being appraised. His gaze is hot and appreciative, making my skin flush deeper.

"I love that I'll be able to see how swollen and needy your nipples are all day," he continues, reaching out to brush one finger across a lace-covered peak. I gasp at the contact. "I'll know exactly when you're aroused, when you're thinking about my cock inside you."

"What should I wear on top of this?" I ask, my voice breathless.

His smile is wicked. "Nothing."

My eyes widen. "Nothing?"

"Nothing," he confirms, his hands moving to cup my ass again, squeezing possessively. "I'm going to have fun seeing your pussy and tits on display all day. You'll walk around the house like this, cooking, cleaning, doing whatever you want. And I'll be able to look at you whenever I please, see exactly what's mine."

Heat coils low in my belly, spreading through my core like liquid fire. This is so much fun. So unexpected and sexy and liberating in ways I never imagined.

"Do you like that idea, babygirl?" he asks, one hand sliding between my legs to cup my pussy through the thin lace. "Being on display for Daddy all day?"

"Yes," I moan, my hips rocking against his hand. "I love it. I love how unexpected and sexy life is with you. How we're always exploring new things."

He rubs his palm against my clit, the friction of the lace making me whimper. "Good girl. Because this is just the beginning. I have so many more things I want to try with you. So many ways I want to use your body, train you, make you mine completely."

I'm living my dream life. Every day with Trent brings new experiences, new pleasures, new ways of understanding myself and what I want. I never knew I craved this kind of dominance, this complete surrender of control. But with him, it feels natural. Right.

Safe.

"Thank you, Daddy," I whisper, wrapping my arms around his neck. "Thank you for making me feel so wanted. So desired."

He kisses me deeply, his tongue claiming my mouth, one hand still cupping my pussy possessively. When he pulls back, his eyes are blazing.

"You are wanted, Aisha. Every inch of you. Every part of you. And I'm never letting you go."

He releases me, stepping back to admire his handiwork once more. "Now, go make us breakfast. I want to watch your ass move in that thong while you cook."

I smile, heat flooding my cheeks, and turn toward the door. As I walk, I'm acutely aware of how the thong feels between my cheeks, how my breasts bounce slightly with each step, completely visible through the sheer lace.

And I love every second of it.

This is freedom. This is desire. This is exactly where I'm meant to be.


SEVEN


Trent

The restaurant is exactly what I wanted for our weeknight date. It’s intimate, elegant, with soft lighting that makes Aisha's skin glow like honey. Le Bernardin has always been one of my favorites, with its impeccable service and world-class cuisine. But tonight, it's not about the Michelin stars or the renowned chef. It's about making Aisha feel special, cherished, like the goddess she is.

She's been cooking for me every night since she moved in, pouring her love into every meal. Tonight, I want her to relax, to be served, to let someone else take care of her for once.

She looks breathtaking in the dress I bought her—a flowing emerald silk that hugs her fuller breasts before draping elegantly over her still-flat stomach. Her hair is swept up, exposing the graceful line of her neck, and the diamond earrings I gave her last week catch the candlelight.

"This place is beautiful," she says, her eyes wide as she takes in the pristine white tablecloths, the crystal chandeliers, the quiet murmur of well-heeled diners.

"Not as beautiful as you," I reply, reaching across the table to take her hand.

She blushes, that pretty pink color spreading across her cheeks that I love so much. "You're going to spoil me."

"That's the plan."

The waiter appears with menus, but I wave mine away. "I'll order for both of us, if that's alright with you," I say to Aisha, my tone making it clear this isn't really a question.

Her pupils dilate slightly, and I see the subtle shift in her breathing. She loves when I take control like this, even outside the bedroom. "Of course, Daddy."

The waiter's expression doesn't change—he's far too professional for that—but I see Aisha bite her lip to suppress a smile at her little act of rebellion, calling me Daddy in public.

"We'll start with the oysters," I tell the waiter. "The Kumamoto variety, if you have them. Then the Atlantic sea scallops with pomegranate for the lady, and I'll have the tuna tartare. For the main course, she'll have the wild salmon with farro and roasted vegetables, and I'll take the duck breast."

"Excellent choices, sir. And to drink?"

"Sparkling water for both of us."

As the waiter leaves, Aisha leans forward, her eyes dancing with amusement. "You ordered very specifically."

"I did."

"Any particular reason?"

I stroke my thumb across her knuckles. "Oysters are high in zinc, which enhances fertility. Pomegranate improves blood flow to the uterus. Salmon is rich in omega-3s, which are crucial for fetal brain development. Farro is full of folate. Those are all good for increasing the chance of you conceiving and growing a healthy baby."

Her blush deepens, spreading down her neck to the tops of her breasts. "You're always thinking of that."

"In my mind, we're already pregnant, babygirl. I want to give our baby every advantage. And," I add with a wicked smile, "I like taking care of you. Deciding what goes into your body."

She squeezes my hand, her eyes soft with affection. "I love that about you. How you think of everything."

"Someone has to, since you'd probably live on chocolate and cheese if I let you."

She laughs, the sound like music. "That's not fair. I make very balanced meals."

"For me. But when you're cooking for yourself? I've seen the evidence."

"Okay, maybe I have a slight weakness for brie."

"And dark chocolate. And those salted caramel macarons from that bakery downtown."

"Alright, alright." She holds up her free hand in surrender. "You win. I need you to keep me healthy."

"Exactly." I bring her hand to my lips and kiss her knuckles. "That's my job now. Taking care of you and our baby."

The waiter returns with our sparkling water and a bottle of wine. He begins to pour into Aisha's glass, but I hold up my hand.

"None for her, thank you."

Aisha's eyes widen slightly. The waiter nods and moves to pour into my glass instead, but I shake my head.

"Actually, none for me either. We'll stick with the water."

Once the waiter leaves, Aisha leans forward, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Trent, I’m not pregnant yet."

"We don’t know that for sure," I correct gently. "You haven’t had your period since I started fucking you."

“My periods are never regular.”

“I know. But it might be for another reason, too. Besides, drinking alcohol isn’t good for your health, anyway. I want you to enjoy the food, not get drunk.”

Her expression softens into something that looks like worship. "You're already such a good father."

The words hit me square in the chest, emotion welling up so fast I have to look away for a moment to compose myself. A father. I could become a father. The idea still feels surreal, like a dream I'm afraid to believe in too fully.

"I'm going to try to be," I manage, my voice rough. "I want to do this right. Give our child everything they need."

"They'll have everything they need because they'll have you," Aisha says firmly. "You're going to be an amazing dad, Trent. I've seen how you take care of me, how thoughtful and patient you are. Our baby would be so lucky."

I meet her eyes across the table, candlelight reflecting in their depths, and I'm struck again by how young she is. How brave. She's twenty-four and considering getting pregnant with her ex-stepfather's child. She's not scared at all. She's radiant with joy.

"Are you sure about this?" I ask quietly. "About us, about the baby, about everything? Because once people find out, there's no going back. They'll judge us. They'll say terrible things."

She doesn't hesitate. "I've never been more sure of anything in my life. I love you. I want your baby. And I don't care what anyone else thinks."

"Your mother⁠—"

"Isn't part of my life anymore. And she doesn't get a say in my choices."

The oysters arrive, glistening and fresh on a bed of ice. I watch Aisha's face as she tries one, the way her eyes close in pleasure at the briny sweetness.

"Good?" I ask.

"Incredible. Everything tastes better when you order it."

We fall into easy conversation as we eat, talking about everything and nothing. She tells me about the book she's been reading, a romance novel with a possessive hero that makes her blush when she describes certain scenes. I tell her about a complicated surgery I assisted with, leaving out the gory details but sharing my fascination with the human body's resilience.

"You light up when you talk about medicine," she observes. "It's beautiful to watch."

"You light up when you talk about cooking. I love hearing you describe flavors, techniques. The way you think about food is art."

She smiles, taking another oyster. "Maybe we should write a cookbook together. 'Recipes for Fertility: A Doctor's Guide to Getting Pregnant.'"

I laugh. "I don't think that's quite my area of expertise."

"No? You seem pretty expert at getting me pregnant."

The flirtatious comment makes me reach under the table to squeeze her thigh. "Keep talking like that and I'll take you into the bathroom and remind you exactly how good it feels to be bred by me."

Her breath catches. "Promises, promises."

Our appetizers arrive. Her scallops are perfectly seared, my tuna delicately presented. We continue our meal in comfortable intimacy.

I love this. Just being with her, talking, laughing, watching her enjoy food I've chosen specifically for her nourishment and pleasure.

This is what I've always wanted. A partner to share meals with, to care for, to build a life with.

We're halfway through our main courses when I notice movement at the edge of my vision. A woman approaching our table, her face twisted with something between shock and disgust.

My stomach sinks.

Vanessa. Aisha's mother. My ex-wife.

She stops at our table, her designer dress glittering under the lights, her face carefully made up but unable to hide the fury in her eyes. Behind her, a well-dressed man hovers uncertainly—her date, I assume.

"Well," she says, her voice dripping with venom. "Isn't this cozy?"

Aisha's face goes pale. "Mom."

Vanessa's gaze rakes over her daughter, taking in the expensive dress, the jewelry, the way Aisha's hand is still in mine on the table. "How long has this been going on?"

"It's not what you think," Aisha starts, but I squeeze her hand, silencing her.

"Actually," I say calmly, "it's exactly what you think. Aisha and I are together. We’re dating."

Vanessa's laugh is sharp and bitter. "Together? She's your stepdaughter, Trent. This is sick."

"Former stepdaughter," I correct. "We've been divorced for over a year. And Aisha is an adult who makes her own choices."

"Did you fuck her while we were married?" The question is loud enough that nearby tables turn to look. "Is that why you were always so kind to her? Were you grooming her?"

Rage flares hot in my chest, but I keep my voice level. "Watch your mouth. And no, nothing happened while we were married. Nothing happened until months after the divorce, when Aisha was twenty-four years old and completely free to choose who she wanted to be with."

Aisha finds her voice, her hand gripping mine tighter. "Mom, this started recently. I promise. Nothing inappropriate ever happened when you were married to Trent."

"Oh, so it's only inappropriate now?" Vanessa's voice drips with sarcasm. "How convenient."

"The only thing that's inappropriate," I say coldly, standing up so I'm looking down at her, "is you making a scene in a public restaurant and insulting the woman I love."

Vanessa's eyes widen. "The woman you love? She's a child!"

"She's twenty-four. She has a college degree. She's intelligent, capable, and kind—all things you never appreciated about her because you were too busy spending my money and playing at being a society wife."

The barb hits home. Vanessa's face flushes with anger.

"You used me," I continue, my voice hard. "You married me for my money and my status. You never loved me. You barely tolerated me. And you certainly never appreciated what a remarkable daughter you have."

"Don't you dare⁠—"

"But Aisha?" I look down at the woman still seated beside me, her eyes shining with unshed tears. "Aisha sees me. She cares about my day, my work, my happiness. She cooks for me, not because she has to, but because she wants to nourish me. She makes my house a home. She loves me. Not my bank account, not my reputation, but me."

I turn back to Vanessa, my voice dropping to something dangerous. "So yes, I'm with her. Yes, I love her. And if you have a problem with that, you can take it up with—actually, no. You can't. Because your opinion doesn't matter. Not to me, and not to Aisha."

Vanessa's mouth opens and closes, but no sound comes out.

"Now," I say, my voice returning to its normal calm tone, "I suggest you return to your date and leave us to enjoy our dinner. And if you ever speak to Aisha like that again, if you ever try to shame her for being with me, you'll regret it. Do we understand each other?"

For a long moment, Vanessa just stares at me. Then her gaze shifts to Aisha, and something in her expression cracks. Not softening exactly, but something like recognition.

"You really love him," she says quietly.

Aisha nods, tears spilling over. "I do. I love him so much, Mom."

"And the age difference doesn't bother you? The fact that he used to be your stepfather?"

"He's not my stepfather anymore. And no, the age difference doesn't bother me. He treats me better than anyone ever has. He makes me feel valued and safe and loved." Aisha's voice strengthens with each word. "I'm not asking for your approval. But I won't apologize for being happy."

Vanessa looks between us, something unreadable in her expression. Then she shakes her head. "I don't understand this. I don't think I ever will."

"You don't have to understand," I say firmly. "You just have to respect it."

She's silent for another moment, then she nods once, stiffly. "Fine. I'll... I'll leave you alone."

She turns and walks back to her table, her date watching the whole scene with wide eyes.

I sit back down, reaching for Aisha's hand again. She's trembling, tears streaming down her face, and I bring her hand to my lips and kiss it.

"I'm sorry," she whispers. "I'm so sorry she ruined our dinner."

"She didn't ruin anything," I tell her firmly. "And I meant every word I said. I love you, Aisha. I'm proud to be with you. And I don't give a damn what anyone thinks about it."

She smiles through her tears. "I love you too. Thank you for defending me."

"Always," I promise. "I will always defend you. You're mine to protect now."

The waiter appears, tactfully not mentioning the scene that just occurred. "Is everything alright? Can I get you anything?"

"We're perfect," I say, not taking my eyes off Aisha. "Actually, bring us the dessert menu. I think we both need something sweet."

As he walks away, Aisha laughs wetly, wiping at her tears. "Only you would think of dessert after that."

"Life is too short not to have dessert," I say with a grin. "I promised you a nice date and I’m going to give you just that. Forget about your mother and what she said. You always have Daddy on your side, babygirl."

Her hand moves unconsciously to her chest, and the gesture makes my heart swell.

This woman. This beautiful, brave, incredible woman. And no one—not her mother, not society, not anyone—is going to take that joy away from us.

We are a family now. And I'll protect that with everything I have.


EIGHT


Aisha

Two weeks later…

I'm on my knees in front of the toilet again, my stomach heaving, my throat burning as I vomit for the third morning in a row.

This isn't normal. I know it isn't.

For the past week, I've been waking up feeling nauseous, barely making it to the bathroom before my stomach empties itself. At first, I thought it might be food poisoning or a stomach bug. But as the days passed and the nausea persisted, a different possibility began to take root in my mind.

Pregnancy.

I'm late. Two weeks late, actually. And my breasts have been even more tender than usual, swollen and heavy in a way that feels different from just the lactation. My nipples are darker, more sensitive. And I'm exhausted all the time, despite sleeping more than I ever have.

All signs point to one thing. But I haven't taken a test yet.

I'm terrified.

Not because I don't want to be pregnant—god, I want it so badly I can taste it. But what if I'm wrong? What if it's just my body playing tricks on me, making me think I have what I desperately crave? What if I tell Trent and then it turns out to be nothing?

I can't bear the thought of disappointing him.

I flush the toilet and stand on shaky legs, moving to the sink to wash my face. The cold water feels good against my flushed skin, and I take a few deep breaths, trying to calm the lingering nausea.

When I look up into the mirror, I see Trent's reflection behind me, leaning against the doorframe. His arms are crossed over his bare chest, his expression a mix of concern and something else I can't quite read.

How long has he been standing there?

"Are you okay?" he asks gently.

I force a smile, drying my face with a towel. "Yeah, just a bug. I'll be fine."

He doesn't move, just continues watching me with those penetrating eyes that always seem to see straight through my defenses. After a long moment, he pushes off the doorframe and crosses the bathroom to me.

He pulls me close, one hand cradling my face with such tenderness that tears prick my eyes. "How long have you been having morning sickness?"

My breath catches. "I didn't say anything about being sick."

"You didn't have to." His thumb strokes my cheekbone. "I've seen you rushing to the bathroom several mornings in a row. It's not a coincidence. I'm a doctor, babygirl. I know the signs."

Of course he does. How could I think I could hide this from him?

"Have you taken a pregnancy test?" he asks softly.

I shake my head, fresh tears spilling over. "No. I'm... I'm afraid to be disappointed. What if I'm not pregnant? What if my body is just messing with me?"

He pulls me into his arms, holding me tight against his chest. I can hear his heartbeat, steady and strong, grounding me.

"There's nothing to be afraid of," he murmurs into my hair. "I'll be here no matter what the test says. But, Aisha, I think we both know what it's going to say."

He releases me and walks to the vanity, opening a drawer I rarely use. When he turns back, he's holding a pregnancy test. Actually, he's holding several of them.

My eyes widen. "Why do you have those?"

A soft smile touches his lips. "I bought them a few weeks ago. Just in case. I've been waiting for you to be ready to take one."

Of course he noticed. Of course he was prepared. That's who Trent is—always thinking ahead, always taking care of me.

"Will you take it now?" he asks. "Let me be here with you?"

I nod, unable to speak past the lump in my throat.

He hands me the test and I read the instructions even though I already know what to do. My hands tremble as I unwrap it, as I follow the steps. When I'm done, I set it on the counter and Trent immediately starts a timer on his phone.

Three minutes. We have to wait three minutes.

It feels like an eternity.

We both stand there, staring at the little stick on the counter like it holds the secrets of the universe. In a way, it does. It holds our future, our hopes, the possibility of everything we've been dreaming about.

Trent takes my hand, lacing his fingers through mine. His other hand comes up to stroke my hair, and he presses a soft kiss to my temple.

"No matter what," he whispers, "I love you. That doesn't change."

"I love you too," I manage, my voice breaking.

The seconds tick by with agonizing slowness. I watch the timer count down. Two minutes left, then one and a half, then one. My heart pounds so hard I'm sure Trent can hear it.

Thirty seconds.

Twenty.

Ten.

The timer goes off, the sharp beep making me jump.

I close my eyes, unable to look. "You check. Please."

I feel him move, hear him pick up the test. There's a long pause, and my heart stops beating entirely.

Then I hear a soft, shaky breath.

I open my eyes and turn to look at him. He's staring at the test, and there are tears streaming down his face. But he's smiling. It’s the most beautiful, radiant smile I've ever seen.

"Trent?" I whisper.

He turns the test toward me, and I see it clearly. Two bright pink lines.

Positive.

"You're pregnant," he says, his voice thick with emotion. "We're going to have a baby."

The world tilts. Joy and relief and overwhelming love crash over me like a tidal wave. I'm crying, he's crying, and then we're in each other's arms, holding on like we're afraid to let go.

"I love you," he says against my hair. "I love you so much, Aisha. Thank you. Thank you for this."

"I love you too," I sob. "I'm so happy. I'm so fucking happy."

We stand there for a long moment, just holding each other, letting the reality sink in. I'm pregnant. We made a baby. Our baby.

Then Trent pulls back slightly and drops to his knees in front of me. His hands go to my hips, steadying me, and he looks up at me with such reverence that it takes my breath away.

"May I?" he asks, his hands hovering over my belly.

I nod, unable to speak.

He places both palms flat against my stomach, which is still flat and unchanged. But beneath the surface, something incredible is happening. A tiny life is growing, a perfect combination of him and me.

His touch is gentle, almost worshipful, as he strokes my skin. "Hello, little one," he whispers, fresh tears sliding down his cheeks. "Your daddy is so excited to meet you."

I watch him, my own tears falling freely, as he bows his head and presses a kiss to my belly. Then another. And another. He kisses my stomach all over, his lips tender and reverent, marking every inch with his love.

"I'm going to take such good care of you," he says, his voice trembling with emotion. "Both of you. I'm going to watch your belly grow, watch your breasts swell even more. I'm going to massage your feet when they hurt, rub your back when it aches. I'm going to be there for every moment, every change, every milestone."

His hands continue their gentle exploration of my belly, as if he can already feel the life growing there. "I can't wait to see you round with our baby. To see you glowing and beautiful and full of life. You're going to be the most gorgeous pregnant woman in the world."

"Trent," I whisper, running my fingers through his hair.

He looks up at me, his eyes shining. "Thank you for carrying our baby. Thank you for making me the happiest man alive. I never thought I could have this—a family, a future like this. And you've given it to me."

I sink down to my knees in front of him, cupping his face in my hands. "You've given me everything, too. A home. Love. Purpose. You've made me feel valued and desired and safe. This baby is a gift for both of us."

He kisses me then, deep and slow and tender, one hand still resting protectively over my belly.


EPILOGUE


Aisha

Two years later…

I push open the door to Trent's office, my heart racing with anticipation. He looks up from his paperwork, his face breaking into that warm smile that still makes my stomach flutter after all this time.

"Hey, beautiful," he says, setting down his pen. "Are you here to deliver lunch? Is the nanny watching our son?"

I nod, closing the door behind me and locking it with a deliberate click. "Yes, Marcus is with her. But I'm not here to bring you lunch."

His eyebrow raises, a knowing smirk playing at his lips. "Oh? Then what brings my naughty little wife to my office in the middle of the day?"

I lean back against the door, my hand moving unconsciously to my belly. "I need another examination, Dr. Hayes."

He stands slowly, his eyes darkening with that familiar heat. "A naughty mommy who can't stay away from her doctor, is that it?"

I shake my head, my grin widening. "Not exactly."

"Then what's wrong?" His tone shifts slightly, concern creeping in as he moves around his desk toward me.

I meet his eyes, barely able to contain my excitement. "I think I'm carrying baby number two."

"Fuck."

The word is barely out of his mouth before he's on me, pushing me against the wall, his fingers tangling in my hair as he kisses me with desperate hunger. His other hand immediately goes to my belly, pressing gently against the still-flat surface.

"Are you sure?" he asks breathlessly between kisses.

"I took a test at home this morning. Two pink lines, just like last time."

His eyes shine with unshed tears, the same overwhelming joy I saw two years ago when we found out about Marcus. "We'll look at the baby together later. Get a proper ultrasound, make sure everything's perfect."

"And right now?" I ask, my voice dropping to a whisper.

His grip on my hair tightens. "Right now, I want to fuck my pregnant wife and drink her thick, sweet milk."

Heat floods through me. I only weaned Marcus a few months ago, but Trent's insatiable appetite for my breasts has kept my supply steady. He drinks from me almost every night, telling me he never wants me to stop producing, that he's addicted to the taste of me.

His hands move to my blouse, literally tearing the buttons open in his haste. They scatter across the floor, and I gasp as cool air hits my skin. My bra is next—he unhooks it with practiced ease and tosses it aside, baring my heavy breasts.

They're full again today, aching slightly with the pressure of milk building behind my nipples. My areolae are dark and wide, swollen from constant nursing and suckling, and I watch Trent's eyes dilate as he takes in the sight.

"Perfect," he breathes. "Fucking perfect."

He grabs my left hand and brings it to his lips, kissing the wedding band that sits on my finger. The diamond catches the light, and I feel a surge of love so intense it almost hurts.

I'm his wife now. Mrs. Aisha Hayes. We got married six months after Marcus was born, a small ceremony with just a few close friends who understood and accepted our unconventional love. My mother wasn't there, but I didn't care. I had Trent, I had our son, and I had a future brighter than anything I'd ever imagined.

"My wife," he murmurs against my knuckles. "My beautiful, fertile, perfect wife. Already carrying our second baby."

"Make love to me, Daddy," I whisper. "Please."

He doesn't need to be asked twice. His hands move to my skirt, pushing it up around my waist before hooking his fingers in my panties and yanking them down my legs. I step out of them, now completely bare except for the bunched fabric around my middle.

"Wrap your legs around me," he commands, and I obey immediately.

He lifts me effortlessly, pressing me against the wall as my legs lock around his waist. I hear the sound of his belt buckle, the rustle of fabric as he frees his cock, and then I feel the thick head pressing against my entrance.

"You're already wet," he notes with satisfaction, running his cock through my slick folds. "Does being pregnant make you horny, babygirl?"

"Yes," I moan. "And knowing you're going to fuck me while I'm carrying your baby makes me even wetter."

He thrusts inside with one powerful stroke, filling me completely. I cry out at the sensation. He's so thick, stretching me, claiming me, reminding my body exactly who it belongs to.

"That's it," he growls, pulling out almost completely before slamming back in. "Take Daddy's cock like a good little breeding cow. You love being knocked up, don't you? Love having your belly full of my babies."

"Yes!" I sob, my hands clutching at his shoulders as he fucks me against the wall. "I love it. Love being pregnant. Love being examined by you when my belly is full."

His mouth moves to my breast, and he latches onto my nipple without warning, sucking hard. Milk floods his mouth immediately, and he groans against my flesh as he drinks. The dual sensation—his cock pounding into me and his mouth drawing milk from my breast—is overwhelming.

"So much milk," he mutters between pulls. "My good little hucow wife, always ready to feed me. Always ready to nourish me with this perfect body."

He switches to my other breast, biting down gently on the nipple before sucking forcefully. More milk gushes out, and I feel it running down my chest, coating both of us in sticky sweetness.

"Harder," I beg. "Fuck me harder, Daddy. Make me come while you drink from me."

He complies, his hips snapping against mine with bruising force. Each thrust drives him deeper, hitting that perfect spot inside me that makes stars burst behind my eyes. His teeth scrape against my nipple, tugging, pulling, demanding more milk.

I'm so glad I went through the hucow transformation. So grateful I walked into that club two years ago and discovered this side of myself. Because it led me to him—to this beautiful, filthy, perfect life we've built together.

"You're mine," he growls, releasing my nipple long enough to speak. "My wife. My hucow. The mother of my children. No one else gets to have this. No one else gets to drink from these perfect tits or fuck this tight pussy."

"Only you," I gasp, feeling my orgasm building. "Only you, Daddy. Forever."

He returns to my breast, sucking so hard it borders on painful, and the intensity pushes me over the edge. My pussy clamps down on his cock as I come, screaming his name, milk streaming from both nipples as my body convulses in pleasure.

"Fuck, yes," he roars, his rhythm becoming erratic. "Milk my cock just like that. Drain me while I drain you."

He thrusts deep one final time, and I feel him pulse inside me, filling me with his cum. It's redundant now—I'm already pregnant—but the primal claiming of it still makes me shudder with aftershocks.

We stay like that for a long moment, both of us breathing hard, my legs still wrapped around his waist, his cock still buried inside me. Milk continues to leak from my breasts, running down our joined bodies.

Finally, he lifts his head from my chest and kisses me deeply, letting me taste my own milk on his tongue.

"I love you," he says softly, his forehead resting against mine. "I love you so fucking much, Aisha. You've given me everything I ever wanted. A family. A purpose. A reason to come home every night."

"I love you too," I whisper back. "You're the man of my dreams, Trent. An attentive husband, a doting father, and exactly the dominant man I need."

He carefully lowers me to my feet, steadying me when my legs wobble. Then he tucks himself back into his pants while I try to make myself presentable, an impossible task given that my blouse is ruined and I'm covered in milk.

"Here." He pulls off his white coat and wraps it around me. "Wear this home. I'll get a new one from the supply closet."

I burrow into the fabric, breathing in his scent. "What about your afternoon patients?"

"I'll reschedule them." His hand moves to my belly again, protective and possessive. "I want to take you to get that ultrasound. Make sure baby number two is healthy and growing."

Tears prick my eyes. This is why I love him. He drops everything—his work, his schedule, his obligations—the moment I need him. He puts me and our children first, always.

"Let's go home and get Marcus first," I suggest. "I want him to be part of this too."

Trent's smile could light up the world. "Our little family."

"Our perfect little family," I agree.

As we leave his office hand in hand, I think about how far we've come. From forbidden attraction to secret relationship to marriage and parenthood. From stepfather and stepdaughter to husband and wife, partners in every sense of the word.

And now, with baby number two on the way, our family is growing even more.

I wouldn't change a single thing about our unconventional love story. Because it led me here—to this moment, to this man, to this beautiful life we're building together.

And I know, with absolute certainty, that this is exactly where I'm meant to be.

Forever.
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My newest series of short, steamy novellas set in a BDSM club (no lactation or breeding, but a lot of dom/sub dynamics): His Boss, His Domme

I have written more than 100 books with plenty of age gap, daddy kink, breeding, lactation, dark romance, mafia romance, hucow, and BDSM stories. Check out some of my other works!

Dark, sensual, spicy romances with an intense, consuming love story: Dominant Daddy’s Captive Bride.

If you’re eager for short cowboy romance novellas with breeding, and other kinks, start my cowboy romance series with: Baby-making

Like omegaverse erotica? Check out: Knot My Fated Mate

Alien’s Omega Captive (MM)

Bully’s Rejected Omega (MM)

Buy my box set collections, which contain 15 of my other books focused on breeding, daddy kink, and lactation.

Milky with Big Bellies

Taboo Daddy Short Stories Collection

Taboo Pregnant and Milked

And my other short stories:

Pregnant for My Alien Ex

Degraded by My Best Friend’s Dad

If steamy monster romances with breeding kink, lactation, and pregnancy float your boat, try:

Maid for the Gargoyle Lord.

My Best Friend’s Monster Dad

Kraken King’s Bride

Arranged Marriage with a Werewolf

A Nanny for the Lich

Demon’s Secret Baby

Milked by the Dragon
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Krystal Clark is the author of over 100 erotica, contemporary romance, and monster romance books. Many of her books have been Amazon bestsellers in their categories. She writes hot and steamy stories with happy endings. She writes a variety of kinks, but her books often feature protective alpha males, lactation, pregnancy, and breeding kink. Get hooked to her addictive, high-heat romances today!
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