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INTRODUCTION


All characters in this book are over eighteen years of age and consenting adults. This book features explicit content, kinks, and themes that may be triggering to some, including: breeding kink, age gap, daddy dom/little girl dynamics, lactation kink, milking, adult breastfeeding, pregnancy, bullying, unequal power dynamics, scenes with dubcon, punishment, BDSM elements, and daddy kink.

If you are uncomfortable with these kinks/themes, DO NOT READ THIS BOOK.


ONE


Lucian

The atmosphere at the bar is dark and sultry. I exhale a sigh into the air-conditioned air, staring at the expensive display of alcohol bottles. They’re backlit by bright orange light.

This place looks snazzy and opulent, like a page from an old book that has retained its character and elegance.

I cross one leg over another, answering my work emails. I came here to relax and unwind alone, away from the stressors of business and emails. But no matter where I go, those catch up to me.

The slow notes of jazz curl into my ear, making my stomach shiver with anticipation. I’m forty, a billionaire, more successful than most men my age. I could easily get laid if I wanted to. But when I’m in places like these, places created for romantics and dreamers, places that whisper of seduction and the possibility of forbidden encounters that might lead to something more, I get this weird itch.

You know, the one where every time you’re in a place that seems like a fantasy, you want to experience the fantasy, too. I want to meet a dangerous, forbidden woman at this exclusive bar, have an unforgettable experience with her that’s as hot as the lights and as sensual as the decor.

But I’m too old for that. My inbox shows no signs of dwindling, so I switch to the new Facebook group I joined. My sister insisted I do. She found out about my Daddy Dom tendencies when one of the girls I picked up called my Daddy while she was around.

I admit, I enjoy taking care of women. I like treating them with care, but also teaching them and having control over their actions and behavior. It’s not easy to find good littles nowadays. Most women think the lifestyle is an easy way to bag a rich sugar daddy. They’re not interested in the emotional or sexual part of the lifestyle, only the material benefits.

But to me, being a Daddy Dom is more than a lifestyle. It’s an orientation, one I haven’t been able to shake. That explains why I’ve been single for forty years. I just need a woman who is happy to surrender control, let me take charge, take care of her, and treat her like the little girl she is on the inside. But most women either want a hard dom who is into whips and chains or a sugar daddy.

I am busy scrolling through the Facebook group, with pictures and descriptions posted by girls who are looking for a Daddy Dom. Most of them are pretty, but pretty never aroused me. I need something more. A depth, eyes that hide a life of suffering, pain, or a scar. I want someone who needs me, who I can heal and cherish. I need to feel useful, to feel like I made a real difference in their lives, helped them. 

“Sir, may I get you something to drink?” A soft, feminine voice drifts into my ear. I don’t even look up. I’m busy sorting through the profiles.

“Whiskey on the rocks, please. Thanks.”

The sound of rustling and a slight moan later, the bartender drifts away, leaving me to browse.

I don’t find anyone interesting in the group, which disappoints me. I’m really in the mood for emotional intimacy and sex tonight. I’m feeling that bone-deep loneliness I sometimes feel. It’s a slow-burning angst, a cold frustration that curls under my ribs. I’m hot, wealthy, and not too shabby as a human. Yet, I cannot find a person who’d want me, who’d accept me as I am, who’d be my baby girl, letting me see into her darkest parts and allowing me to soothe her. I need someone who will need what I can give, who desires connection, submission, care, and wants to build a future with me.

I sigh, tossing my phone on the counter. If I look at any more pictures, I’ll start to get depressed.

My gaze moves past the bar counter to the bartender, who has her back turned. She’s wearing a bodycon dress that hugs her curvy hips and generous ass like a glove. A waterfall of silky brown hair brushes the curve of her back. She’s petite, short enough to fit under my arm. That thought ignites something in my stomach. I’ve always liked my women petite and curvy, with generous rolls of flesh on their stomachs. I love holding them, stroking their stomach folds, knowing there’s so much of her to taste and experience. If they’re insecure, I like reminding them of their womanly perfection, even if it falls outside society’s standards.

She looks so damn delectable and feminine. The fabric of the dress bunches up in her ass crack when she bends over, outlining the roundness of her cheeks. The globes of flesh are juicy and ripe, like watermelons I’d like to squeeze. They jiggle when she moves, and watching that plump butt bouncing is enough to send a dangerous spike of pleasure through my veins.

Hell, I must be really lonely if I’m having lustful thoughts about the bartender.

When she turns, my voice disappears. My lungs crash. Because she looks like every fantasy I’ve ever had.

Her face is heartbreakingly beautiful. Beautiful, because her heart-shaped face, pouty lips, and wide, expressive eyes are enough to make a classical Italian painter cry. But it’s the heartbreaking part that gets to me. She’s not just a pretty, shallow face. There’s something more to her. Her expression is guarded, almost pained. Like she’s hiding something from the world. That intrigues me.

I plant my elbow on the counter, leaning over, as she walks to me, her generous tits bouncing with every step. This woman is a wet dream created to tease me. My cock feels warm and stimulated, even though she hasn’t even spoken to me.

She’s young. Early twenties. Inappropriately young. But she’d be the perfect baby girl for me to spoil, to teach, to soothe.

The anxiety in her eyes, hidden behind a careful smile, makes my fingers buzz. I want to caress her forehead, ease away those lines between her brows. I want her head on my lap, her eyes closed, as I tell her how pretty and perfect she is, until she forgets all about whatever is worrying her.

Fuck. I want to be her Daddy.

The need is immediate. It grows around my legs, curling over my torso like invisible vines.

She sets my drink down with a tremulous smile. “Here’s your whiskey on the rocks, sir. I hope you like it.”

I look at the glass, which has been decorated with a wedge of lime.

“What’s your name?” My voice is raspy. The words come before I can control them. The need to know is intense.

She puts an arm around her chest, as if defending herself. Is she creeped out by an older man asking her name?

She licks her lips, driving me crazy as she draws her cupid’s bow with the tip of her tongue. “Cressida Crown,” she says. “I know it’s an unusual name.”

“Fits you. It sounds like the name of someone from a fantasy novel.” I take a sip of whiskey, filling myself with liquid courage. “When I first looked at you, you seemed unreal, like someone out of a fantasy book. Your face is unique.”

A blush paints her cheeks pink. “Um…thank you.”

She looks at her feet, the redness on her cheeks intensifying.

God. I’m falling for her more every second. She’s so shy, yet polite. Demure, yet independent. I want to know her story. I want to peel back the layers of this fascinating woman.

I crook my finger at her. “Come here, Cressida.”

It’s a habit. I’m used to commanding, both at work and in the bedroom. I’m half-afraid Cressida would find it too much. I’m not even sure what she’s into in bed. But when she hops across to me, my heart races. Blood rushes to my head.

What if she’s into being told what to do? Could I make her my babygirl? The idea sets me ablaze. I’ve never wanted to conquer someone, to pull someone into my arms as much as her. I barely know her, but her energy is special. There’s this aura of peace and neediness radiating off her. It triggers my deepest masculine instincts. I want to protect her from whatever has her nervous.

“Are you alone?” she asks, bolder than before as she leans on the opposite side of the bar counter. I’m the only customer here tonight.

“Very alone,” I tell her. “I’d be honored if you kept me company.”

“Of course.”

Up close, her freckles are visible under her pale skin. They are sprinkled across her cheeks and nose like stars in the Milky Way. Her face is like poetry, but her body is a filthy erotica novel. When she leans over the counter, her tits spill out of the neckline of her dress.

The swells of her boobs are beautiful and generous. I want to stroke the tops of her breasts and watch her whimper for me as she asks for more. I breathe out deeply. My breath washes over her skin, peppering it with goosebumps.

So she’s feeling this, too. Whatever is between us. Her pupils dilate as she focuses on me, like a shy deer that will run away if I make a single wrong move.

“You look worried. Something bothering you?” I ask, turning the conversation toward her. “I’m ready to listen if you want to tell me.”

“It’s a long story.” Her voice is low, yet there’s a characteristic femininity to it.

“I have time,” I reply, taking a slug of whiskey. “For whatever it’s worth, I have a feeling your story will be an interesting one.”

“I left home,” she says, dropping her eyelids. Her eyelashes, thick and gorgeous, fan her cheeks. “I always felt suffocated in my small town. You know, people always expect you to be the average good girl, but I wasn’t that. I wanted freedom. I wanted to do something I enjoyed. Most of all, I wanted to meet new kinds of people, people who could understand and accept me. So I moved to this city.”

“I’m guessing you haven’t found what you’re looking for yet.”

She shakes her head. “Good guess.” The slight edge of flirtation in her voice sparks a firestorm in my head. “I always thought I’d find someone who could make me feel safe and accepted. A safe space. People back in my town are narrow-minded. They never understood me. They thought I was a tramp for seeking attention, but all I wanted was to express myself, you know.”

“There’s nothing wrong with expressing yourself,” I say.  

My fingers tighten around my glass when I see her nipples protruding through her dress, pressing against the hard counter. Against the white marble, her swollen buds are starkly visible.

I know going braless is common among girls her age. It’s a normal thing nowadays. Is that what she meant when she said people in town treated her like a tramp for showing her tits, for letting them get an eyeful of her perky nipples?

Damn, my cock feels tight just looking at the perfect swells of her breasts. Her dress molds to them. I’ve never seen nipples as huge as hers. The temptation to pull down her top and see those big, rosy peaks for myself coils in my belly. Fuck, she’d taste like heaven. Her tits are so huge they look like they’re full of milk. Like she’s engorged with breastmilk.

A sharp ache grinds into my cock, paralyzing my balls. The visual of her dripping milk from her pretty tits for me is the kind of forbidden fantasy that gets me hard just thinking about it. I’ve always had a thing for lactating ladies. I just never found anyone like that. Even if that isn’t true for Cressida, she is so enticing.

Cressida continues her story.

“Whenever I was afraid, I had no one to go to. No one who would hold me until I felt safe and steady.” She sighs. “I’ve never lived in the kind of home that I needed, either. My house was crowded. I had five siblings. And now that I’m here in the big city, the rents are crazy, and I share my apartment with three noisy college students. I want to move out, but I don’t have the money. Or a place that’s better than the one I’m currently living in.”

“You deserve better,” I murmur, my voice low and steady. “You’re too delicate to be treated like a nuisance. Too rare to be wasted in a cramped apartment where nobody sees your worth.”

“Thanks for that.” Her smile is sad. “People never tell me I’m worth more. My parents always called me greedy because I wanted more than a boring life in a small town.”

“That’s not greed, that’s courage. And it’s a very valuable quality.”

“Not many people think like you.” There’s both admiration and flirtation in her voice.

“I like dreamers. They make the world a better place. And remember—nobody has the right to scoff at your dreams. Especially people who never made things happen in their own lives.”

“Wow, you’re great at making me feel good about myself.” Cressida chuckles. “I feel better even though we’ve talked for less than five minutes. You’d be a great dad. Do you have any kids?”

“None,” I answer. “But I’d like to have some.” 

Her eyebrow rises upward. I sense her curiosity, and also the way she masks it with flirtation when she inquires, “How many is ‘some’?”

“As many as my wife will let me have,” I reply, dead serious. Because I am.

“That could be a lot.”

“Yeah, and I’ll be fine with it. I have the money to afford it.” The meaning of my words brings both our minds to the acts associated with having a lot of kids—sex, breeding, pregnancy.

The air between us tightens, vibrating with tension. Her chest rises and falls, and for a heartbeat I think she might confess something more—until she gasps softly and stiffens, panic flashing across her face.

“What’s wrong?” My voice sharpens instantly.

Her hand darts to her chest, clutching the neckline of her dress. She lowers her gaze, shame written across her features. “I—I’m sorry. I need to—” She swallows hard. “Oh God.”

That’s when I see it. The darker patches spreading slowly through the thin fabric of her dress. Damp crescents blooming over her nipples. 

There’s no doubt about what that is, especially when the damp spots start expanding. Milk. She’s fucking leaking breastmilk over the bar counter.

My cock jolts. This is like a scene straight out of my wildest R-rated fantasies. A hot, curvy girl dripping milk in front of her, her tits swollen and on display for me. My balls crackle with heat, needing release, needing to see what her distended, milk-streaked nipples look like.

But instinct overtakes arousal. She’s mortified, shrinking back as if the ground might swallow her whole.

And that brings out all my paternal emotions. I want to shield her from this embarrassment, to take over, take responsibility, and protect this pretty, scared girl until she knows how precious she is.

“Are you breastfeeding?” I ask, trying not to make the situation too awkward.

“Would you think I was crazy if I said no. I don’t have any kids. I’ve never been pregnant. I don’t even have a boyfriend. It’s just…I took some medicine a few weeks ago, and it had this weird side effect that made me start lactating. Usually, I don’t leak milk. Not until I’m home after work. But I guess my body is making more and more.” She sniffles, her eyes moist with tears. “I’m sorry if I grossed you out, Mr….”

“I’m Lucian,” I say. “And don’t apologize to me for something that is perfectly normal and natural for a woman’s body.”

But she is putting her hands over her chest. Panicking. Stepping away from me. Trying to hide her beautiful, bountiful chest. I hate that she’s ashamed of her body, of the way it nurtures life.

But more than that, I can see that the tears hide pain. Her boobs must hurt. She must have been really engorged with milk if she started leaking. She didn’t even express her milk.

It’s time someone showed her that she doesn’t have to suffer.

“Don’t look,” she whispers, voice breaking. “Please—oh my God, this is so embarrassing⁠—”

I catch her wrist before she can flee. “Cressida.” My tone is firm, Daddy-deep, the way I use it when I want obedience. Her eyes flick to mine, wide, trembling.

“You’re hurting, aren’t you?” I say gently, my thumb brushing her pulse. “They ache when they’re full, don’t they?”

Her throat bobs. She can’t seem to speak, but the panic in her gaze tells me everything.

“I can fix this for you,” I promise, keeping her hand in mine so she can feel the steadiness of my grip. “I can make the ache go away. I know what I’m doing.”

Her lips part, shivering, as if she’s on the edge of saying no. But the perfect submissive in her—the girl desperate for someone to take control, to soothe her—wins out.

“Trust me, baby girl.” I rise to my feet, towering over her. “Let Daddy take care of it.”

Her exhale shudders through the air, a soft surrender.

I slide my hand around her waist, already claiming her body as mine. She’s trembling, not from fear, but from the intensity of it all—the intimacy, the sheer force of my possession. Her scent, sweet and feminine, floods my senses as I guide her out from behind the bar.

Her small frame presses to my side as I lead her toward the restroom, my hand firm at her hip. She doesn’t resist. She follows, pliant, obedient, already yielding to my dominance as though her body was built for it.

Mine.

The word sears through me as I push open the door, shutting out the world behind us.


TWO


Cressida

Lucian’s hold on my waist is steady. He makes me feel safe, in control, even though we just met. But when he offered to take care of my ache, I knew I could trust him. He’s mature, experienced. He probably knows what to do in a situation like this.

If this happened back home, I couldn’t tell anybody. My parents would judge and shame me, and I doubt my mom would be helpful. But Lucian is so kind. Generous. He holds me like he wants to shield me from everything in the world. In his arms, I feel protected.

I inhale. My sensitive nipples scrape against the fabric of my dress, drawing my attention to the pain in my tits. My breasts have been so full. They weren’t like this yesterday. Or the day before. I was barely making any milk. That’s why I went braless today. I didn’t think the constant stimulation of fabric dragging over my sore, sensitized nipples would trigger a letdown.

“It’s okay, baby. Don’t worry. I’ve got you.” Lucian brushes his lips against my forehead. Warmth seeps into my skin where his beard prickles against me. There’s something very dominant, take-charge, and masculine about him. I feel contained when I’m in his presence, like he’s taking all my fears and making sure they don’t spiral out of control.

He murmurs to me soothingly as he guides me into a stall and closes the door behind us. I feel his legs between mine, pressing into my clothed pussy as his fingers rub the tops of my breasts. Every touch sends a spark of pain through my system. But his rough fingertips leave behind a lingering heat that makes my pussy wet.

“Now let me see your aching tits, baby girl.” The raspy, sexier edge to his voice makes my cunt clench. I feel moisture pouring out of my channel, drenching my panties. We’re all alone in a tiny, cramped space. I feel his breath against my skin, teasing me like a gust of wind. The bristle of his facial hair against my exposed skin is enough to send a jolt of arousal straight to my core.

The air is heavy with sexual charge.

His hands are large, roughened from a life of work and power, not soft like the boys I used to know back home. Veins rope along his forearms, visible beneath the rolled cuffs of his expensive shirt. When he unbuttons the neckline, I catch a glimpse of his broad chest, dusted with dark hair, his shoulders strong and commanding.

His face makes my stomach swoop. Rugged, handsome, the kind of man who has lived and built empires. His jaw is sharp beneath a neatly trimmed beard, flecked with the faintest hint of silver that makes him look even more distinguished. His mouth is firm, lips full and purposeful, the kind that could kiss me softly or devour me whole. And those eyes—blue steel, searing right through me, filled with authority and something that feels terrifyingly like devotion.

He peels away my stretchy bodycon dress, pulling it to reveal my huge, milky mammaries. The areolae are darker, a dusky rose color. Droplets of breastmilk cling to the tip of my nipples, oozing out like fresh cream from a dairy. There are streaks all over my breasts. The fat mounds of flesh glisten with the sheen of milk.

“You’re beautiful like this, Cressida.” His voice dips, gravel and velvet, and the way he says my name makes my knees weaken. “So soft. So needy. Daddy’s going to take such good care of you.”

A whimper escapes my throat, humiliating and raw, but his smile softens, as if he treasures the sound.

“I’ve been waiting for a girl like you,” he whispers against my ear. “A sweet little one who needs me. Who trusts me to take the pain away?” His hand cups the side of my face, tilting me up to look at him. “You trust me, don’t you, baby girl?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I breathe before I even realize what I’m saying. The word feels natural, like it was meant for him all along.

He groans low, like my submission is the sweetest gift he’s ever received. “That’s my good girl.”

When he slides the straps of my dress down my shoulders, I don’t stop him. My breasts are free, heavy, aching, the nipples swollen and beaded with damp. I flush crimson, mortified—but he cups them reverently, his thumbs stroking the taut peaks.

“So full for me,” he murmurs, eyes darkening with hunger and tenderness at once. “Your pretty tits need relief, don’t they? Daddy’s going to help. Daddy’s going to make it all better.”

Her pinches one damp nipple between his fingers. Then he bends down and licks the cream from my swollen bud. His eyes are smoldering with heat and lust when he looks up at me. The pain from his squeezing my nipple hits me straight in my pussy. My belly clenches, overwhelmed by the assault of sensations as his tongue flicks over my aching bud, cleaning the milk clinging to the tip. But more oozes out.

Lucian cups my breast. Veins dance under my pale skin, pushed to the surface due to my swollen milk ducts. My breasts are so full.

“So tasty.” He kisses my nipple. “You won’t feel the pain once I’ve drained all the milk from your tit.”

Heat scorches my cheeks, but a pulse of arousal dampens my panties. No one has ever spoken to me like this. No one has ever looked at me with reverence.

I pull back, unsure of how to respond to such intense, focused passion. He’s looking at me like I’m the most beautiful woman on earth, even though I’m a curvy woman who has been told I’m too fat all my life. I didn’t buy into that crap, celebrating my body.

But it’s the first time a man has celebrated me like this.

“You don’t have to hide from me,” he murmurs, leaning down so his beard grazes my chest. “You’ll never be ashamed with Daddy. You hear me? Daddy loves you. Daddy loves every part of you, especially these gorgeous tits that are full of milk.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whisper, my voice breaking. The word slips out naturally, like I’ve been waiting my whole life to say it.

“That’s my good girl.” His approval makes me shiver.

Then his mouth closes over me. Hot. Wet. Strong suction that makes me cry out, clutching at his thick hair. Milk releases in a sudden flow, and he groans deep in his throat as he drinks, swallowing me down like I’m the sweetest thing he’s ever tasted.

“Daddy—oh God—” My knees nearly buckle, but his arm bands around my waist, keeping me upright.

“That’s it, baby,” he murmurs between pulls, his voice vibrating against my flesh. “Relax. Let Daddy drink your breastmilk. You’re doing so well for me.”

Each tug of his mouth sends sparks shooting down to my core. My clit throbs, aching for friction. I rock my hips against his thigh, desperate, shame mixing with need. The relief I feel in my chest is amazing. With every powerful suck, he draws out more of my milk, relieving the pressure on my milk ducts. When he told me he could make the ache go away, I wasn’t expecting this. But this is better than any other method.

I feel deeply desired and cherished. I’m letting a stranger suckle on my breasts, letting him take control of my body. And it doesn’t feel scary or dangerous. I can tell Lucian doesn’t have bad intentions. He’s so loving, so passionate. He’s giving me everything I need without taking anything for himself.

His cock is swollen. I bump into the hard ridge of his erection as I grind against his leg. He’s rock hard, and I’m sure he wants to fuck me. But he is focused on worshipping me instead. He scoops up my breast, squeezing it so I spray milk directly into his mouth. I moan, shivering when his fingertips tease my full breast.

He pulls back just enough to look at me, lips glistening with my milk. His eyes darken. “Are you rubbing yourself on me, little one?”

I whimper, unable to answer.

“You are,” he growls softly, pleased. “Look at my needy girl. Can’t even wait, can you? Your pussy’s begging for Daddy while I take care of your tits.”

I nod frantically, tears slipping down my cheeks from the overwhelming sensation. “I can’t—I can’t stop⁠—”

“You don’t have to stop,” he soothes, capturing my mouth with a firm, claiming kiss. His tongue slides against mine, tasting of whiskey and me. “Daddy wants you to come. Right here. Right on me. Your cunt deserves to feel good.”

His hand moves between my thighs, cupping the damp heat through my panties. I jolt, gasping into his mouth.

“So wet,” he whispers approvingly. “So ready for Daddy. Good girl. Rub for me, let go for me.”

He presses the heel of his hand against my clit, slow, deliberate circles that make my vision blur. His other hand squeezes my breast, coaxing out another stream of milk, and the dual stimulation sends me spiraling.

“Daddy—please⁠—”

“That’s it,” he praises, his voice dark velvet. “Beg so sweetly. Come for Daddy, baby girl. Show me how much you need me.”

He finishes draining one breast, then latches on to the other one. My shoulders sag as the pain gripping my chest recedes. Lucian works on my full breast with his tongue, flicking it over my distended nipple, forcing my body to release milk into his hungry waiting mouth.

He doesn’t waste a single drop. He devours every trickle of milk hungrily, like a starved child needy for his mother’s milk. He kneads my breast. His beard moves over my skin, adding a slight sting that makes being milked even more pleasurable.

Ecstasy dances through my skull. I can feel my brain going numb as heady, delightful sensations grow in my belly. My core is overheated. Every time I grind against his clothed cock and hard thigh, a new wave of rapture coils tighter in my stomach.

I’m so tightly wound. I need to come. I’m crying, and most of my tears are from how good it feels to finally let my clit get the rough stimulation and pleasure it needs. Every suckle fills my veins with electricity that shocks my pussy.

Lucian pushes me against the wall. My back bounces against the wall as he bites my swollen nipple, roughly milking me with his mouth. His fingers slip under my panties.

“Daddy will help you come. You seem to have trouble, baby girl. But I’m going to make sure you get the orgasm you deserve.” His fingers grind against my clit. He rubs and strokes, pinches and slaps, until I’m dizzy with sensation.

A new sensation crashes into me every second. Pain. Pleasure. The hot stab of electricity from him tugging at my boob. I close my eyes, breathless, unable to contain the terrifying storm that’s growing out of control in my core.

“Daddy, your fingers feel so good. Nobody has ever touched me like that.” I rock into his palm, eager for his attention. My clit is pouty and swollen with need. And the rough texture of his fingers is heaven. Friction crawls into my channel, making my pussy squeeze harder.

The dam inside me shatters. My orgasm rips through me, hot and unstoppable, my thighs shaking as I soak through my panties and grind helplessly against his hand. I sob into his chest, clinging to him as the waves roll over me, shudder after shudder wracking my body.

He holds me through it, murmuring against my hair. “Good girl. Daddy’s perfect girl. I’ve got you. I’ll always have you.”

Safe. That’s what it feels like. For the first time in my life, I’m safe in someone’s arms.

And I never want to leave.

He holds me, not talking, not expecting anything from me. His cock is still hard, but he never tries to get himself off or use my pussy to satisfy his lust. He’s so caring, so respectful as she strokes my hair, caresses my drained breasts, kissing them one by one, telling me how perfect they are, even though I’ve always been insecure because they’re so big and saggy.

“I’ve never seen a more delicious pair of tits. So ripe and swollen and needy for a mouth.” He plants a wet kiss on my right breast, then licks away all the milk on my boob, cleaning me with his tongue.

I feel like I’m part of some beauty ritual, being taken care of like a goddess. He cleans up my other breast, then pulls my dress over it.

He pats them. “Is the pain better now, baby girl?”

His eyes are honest, filled with concern and understanding. I can’t sense anything malicious about him. I let my guard down around him so easily. I didn’t even think. When he took my hand, I wanted to obey and tried to let him take care of me.

“What did we just do?” My eyes widen. My fingers tremble as I set them on his chest. “I’ve never let a man do that to me.”

Lucian chuckles. It’s a deep, rich sound that feels like coming home. “I’m honored to be the first.”

“You sure you don’t want anything in return?” I ask, afraid he’s going to ask to fuck me. I’m a virgin. I’ve never had sex before, and while Lucian is highly skilled, I don’t want my first time in a bathroom.

Lucien cups my face, kissing my lips. It’s a soft, gentle kiss, one that doesn’t linger. His eyes are deep pools of blue as they melt into mine. “I want you to come home with me, baby girl. I want to spoil and take care of you. I want to suckle on your tits when they’re aching. I want to drink your breastmilk every morning and remind you how beautiful you are. But only if you want me to. There’s no pressure, Cressida. I want you to do what feels right for you.”

I take a deep breath. “You made me call you Daddy. Are you into that?”

“Yes.” His words are firm. “I’m a Daddy Dom. I’m dominant but also gentle when I have to be. I’ll treat you like you’re my greatest treasure. I’ll praise you, take care of you, keep you safe, and buy you gifts. But in return, you’ll have to let me take control of you in the bedroom—and outside it, too, sometimes. You can live in my house rent-free. You don’t have to do anything. I have staff for everything.”

The deal sounds too good. I’ve always wanted a man to take care of me. I don’t want to make decisions. I want him to control our relationship, our sex life, and soothe me when I need comfort. I have heard of Ddlg relationships. It’s something I’ve always thought would be right for me. And now he’s offering me everything I dream of.

I clear my throat, trying to look like I’m negotiating. I might be young, but I don’t want him thinking he can push me around. “When you say ‘house’, how big are we talking?”

“Seven bedrooms and right bathrooms. Five thousand square feet. It’s a penthouse with its own elevator. And you and I will be the only people in it.” He raises an eyebrow.

My jaw hits the floor. I can’t believe this. It would cost a fortune to own a house that big in this city. “Oh my god, how rich are you?”

“I’m a billionaire,” he says nonchalantly. “I’m on the Forbes Billionaire list. You can check if you want. There’s even a picture. Lucian Harris.”

I fully intend to check later, but I don’t have my phone right now. This is like a fated encounter. How did I meet a bona fide billionaire at my workplace? And he wants me to be his live-in girlfriend/submissive. I used to fantasize about encounters like this before I moved to the city. But after checking out the dating pool, which is full of arrogant young men, I lost hope.

Until Lucian restored it.

All you need is one encounter to change your life, to make your dreams come true.

“I’ll need to think about it,” I say.

Lucian reaches into his pocket, pulls out his wallet, and hands me a business card. “Call me when you’re ready. That’s my personal number. Then we’ll talk about rules, responsibilities, non-disclosure agreements, and all that exciting stuff.”

I swallow, pressing my cheek against his chest. His heartbeat is steady. And for these few moments, it’s mine.

“Thank you. I forgot to thank you for helping me. You saved me,” I say. “I would be leaking all over the bar if you hadn’t milked me.”

Lucian kisses the top of my head. “We saved each other, baby girl.”


THREE


Lucian

Work has never felt this tedious.

The skyscraper office is polished, sleek, humming with the sound of deals being struck and fortunes being made. Normally, that sound drives me—the rhythm of ambition, the currency of power. But today, the only image in my head isn’t numbers, isn’t contracts, isn’t the next acquisition.

It’s Cressida.

Her sweet little whimpers echo in my memory, threaded with the taste of her milk still fresh on my tongue. The look in her eyes when she whispered yes, Daddy—half terror, half desperate surrender—was a vision I’ll never forget. I’ve had women before, plenty of them. Beautiful women. Sophisticated women. Women who tried to play the part of submissive but never understood the soul of it.

But Cressida? She was different. She was the embodiment of need. Soft. Uncertain. Hungry for guidance. When she looked at me, I didn’t just see lust—I saw trust. And that’s rarer than gold.

My assistant drones on about quarterly figures, but I don’t hear a damn word. All I see is her flushed cheeks, her heavy breasts spilling over my hands, her thighs trembling around my leg as I coaxed her to orgasm. She’s imprinted on me now.

And I’ll be damned if I don’t make her mine.

For three days, I’ve been restless. Checking my phone too often, replaying her last words—I’ll need to think about it. My little runaway bartender, torn between her instincts and her fears. She has no idea how hard it is for me not to push, not to take. But if I want her to trust me completely, I have to let her come to me.

Finally, my phone buzzes.

It’s an unknown number. Cressida went back to work right after I milked her that day so I never had a chance to get her number.

But I’m sure it’s her.

My pulse jumps. I swipe to answer before the second ring. “Baby girl.” My voice drops automatically, deeper, threaded with the authority that belongs only to her.

She exhales shakily. “Hi, Lucian. I—um—I’ve been thinking.”

I lean back in my chair, shutting the office door with one decisive motion. No one needs to hear this. “Tell Daddy what’s on your mind.”

“I… want to try. I want to live with you. I want to see if I can be… yours.” Her voice trembles, but the courage underneath it makes me swell with pride.

A groan rumbles in my chest. My cock hardens instantly, but it isn’t just lust—it’s triumph. Possession. Relief. “Good girl. That’s what I wanted to hear. You’ve made Daddy very happy.”

She sucks in a breath, and I picture her biting her lip, those freckles standing out against her flushed skin.

“I’ll come tonight,” she says, almost whispering. “But… I want to talk about rules first. If I’m going to live with you, I want to know what you expect. What I’ll be to you.”

My hand tightens on the phone. The hunger in me is feral, but I keep my tone controlled, soothing. “You’ll be my little,” I tell her. “Daddy’s girl. I’ll spoil you, protect you, and take care of you. In return…” My voice dips lower, deliberate. “You’ll let me milk you whenever I want. You’ll obey Daddy’s rules. And you’ll trust me to know what you need, even when you don’t.”

A tiny sound escapes her—a gasp, maybe, or a whimper. Either way, it’s submission in its purest form.

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispers.

I close my eyes, savoring the words. My chest aches with something I haven’t felt in years. Longing. Gratitude. The sense that I’ve finally found the missing piece I’ve been searching for.

“Pack your things, Cressida, and text me your address. I’ll send somebody to pick you up,” I say firmly. “Tonight, you come home to me.”
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The elevator doors glide open, revealing the expanse of my penthouse, and for the first time in years I don’t see it as cold, or empty, or sterile. I see it through her eyes.

Cressida steps inside, her curvy body hugged by a simple sundress—soft pink, hem brushing just above her knees, straps clinging to her shoulders. It’s modest by city standards, but on her it’s sinful. The neckline dips just enough to cradle the heavy swell of her breasts, and I can already see her nipples pressing through the thin fabric, still sensitive. My cock hardens at the memory of her milk on my tongue.

Her hair spills down her back, loose and wild, catching the light from the chandelier. Her wide eyes drink in every detail, lips parted, cheeks glowing with excitement.

“Oh my God,” she breathes, spinning slowly in the foyer. “Lucian—it’s… huge.”

The vaulted ceilings echo her wonder. She darts toward the kitchen, her laugh ringing like bells. “You have an island bigger than my entire apartment! And—wait—are those double ovens?”

Her innocent enthusiasm makes my chest tighten. She’s not jaded by wealth, not spoiled. She’s awed. Still a child in so many ways, though she tries to hide it.

I follow at a leisurely pace, drinking in the sway of her hips as she darts to the next marvel. “There are jets in your bathtub!” she calls out, voice muffled from the bathroom. “And the closet… Lucian, your closet has a couch in it. A couch. For sitting. In a closet!”

I chuckle under my breath. God, she’s perfect. This is exactly why I knew she was mine. She hasn’t lost her innocence or wonder—and I want to preserve that, nurture it, feed it until she blossoms into the happiest, most adored little girl imaginable.

“All of it’s yours now,” I say, leaning against the kitchen doorway, arms folded as I watch her glowing face. “The bathtub. The ovens. The closet couch. Use it as you please.”

She spins back to me, eyes shining. “You’re serious?”

“I’ve never been more serious.”

The way her lips part, the way her breath catches—it’s like I’ve handed her the world. And in a way, I have.

I push off the doorway and step toward her, brushing my knuckles along her arm. “Now. What would you like to drink, baby girl?”

Her blush blooms immediately. “Um… coffee?”

“Coffee it is.”

I make it myself. Not the staff, not the machine. I grind the beans, pour the water, and watch her sit at the marble island with her chin propped in her hands, studying me like I’m some rare painting. It makes me want to show off, to be worthy of that gaze.

When I set the mug in front of her, I touch her fingers as I slide it closer. “Do you like it?” I ask, low, intimate.

She takes a sip, her lashes fluttering. “Mmm… it’s good. Strong.”

“Like me,” I tease, and the heat that spreads across her cheeks makes my cock ache.

But now comes the important part. I won’t hide what I am, or what I expect.

“Cressida.” My voice firms, sliding into the commanding timbre that always gets her attention. Her gaze snaps to mine. “If you live here with me, there are rules. Expectations. I want you to understand them fully.”

She nods, shy but eager, her lips pressed together.

“You’ll be my little,” I say. “Daddy’s girl. That means no other men. A curfew—I want you safe inside these walls at night. Complete honesty. And we’ll share meals together.”

Her thighs press together under the counter, her blush deepening.

“I’ll provide your clothes,” I add. “At home, you’ll mostly wear skirts and dresses. I like you feminine. Soft. Always accessible.” My eyes drop to her thighs, making my meaning clear.

Her breath hitches, and she whispers, “Oh.”

“You don’t have to let me do anything more than milk you,” I continue, softer now, brushing her hair behind her ear. “If that’s all you want, I’ll give you that. But understand this, Cressida—I want more. I want all of you. And I’ll make it clear now.” I lean closer, lips grazing her ear. “I will seduce you. I won’t be satisfied until I possess every part of you.”

She shivers, her hand tightening around her coffee mug. “You’re very direct, Daddy.”

I smirk, taking her glass gently from her trembling fingers, brushing mine against hers on purpose. “You’ll learn I don’t play games, baby girl. Everything I give you—my home, my care, my body—comes with one truth. I’ll always want you. More of you. All of you.”

Her blush spreads to her neck, but she doesn’t pull away. She’s listening. Submitting in the smallest ways.

And God help me, I’m already addicted.

She lowers her gaze to the countertop, worrying her lip between her teeth. “I want to keep working at the bar,” she says finally, her voice small but steady.

My jaw tightens. I hate the thought of men looking at her the way I did that first night, their hungry eyes crawling over her curves. But I promised myself I’d hear her out. “Fine,” I say after a beat. “But no late shifts. I don’t want you there past midnight. And my driver will pick you up every night. No exceptions.”

Her head lifts, relief flashing across her face. “That’s… fair.”

I lean closer, my hand brushing her wrist. “And no flirting with other men.”

She frowns, confusion knitting her brows. “I don’t flirt with anyone.”

My lips curve. “You flirted with me.”

Her blush rises instantly. “That was different. You’re different.”

I let my thumb graze the inside of her wrist, watching her pulse jump beneath her skin. “Am I?”

She nods quickly, eyes locked on mine. “You’re the only one.”

Possession surges through me, primal and undeniable. My other hand slides across the small of her back, resting on her hip, claiming her even as I sip my coffee. She shivers at the contact, her body already learning how to respond to me.

“That’s what I like to hear,” I murmur, my thumb stroking the curve of her waist. “You belong to Daddy. Remember that.”

Her breath hitches, but she doesn’t pull away. Instead, she leans toward me, as if drawn by gravity. My control nearly slips—I want to pull her onto my lap, tear her dress away, and bury myself in her softness. But no. Tonight isn’t about taking. Tonight is about teaching her who she is with me.

I set my mug down, fixing her with a steady gaze. “Now, baby girl, I need to check how well you follow instructions.”

Her eyes widen, but she doesn’t speak.

“Come here,” I command softly, patting my thigh. “Lie on Daddy’s lap.”

She hesitates only a moment before sliding off her stool and padding over. The sight of her obedience, her innocence wrapped in that curvy, luscious body, makes my chest tighten. She lowers herself gingerly onto my lap, lying across it with her cheek against my thigh.

“That’s my girl,” I praise, stroking her hair back from her face. She exhales shakily, and I feel her melt, her small hands curling near her chest.

I let my palm trail over her cheek, the soft curve of her jaw. She nuzzles into it instinctively, like a kitten seeking warmth. The sound she makes—half-sigh, half-whimper—goes straight to my soul.

“Comfortable?” I ask quietly.

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispers, eyes closing.

I cradle her closer, my fingers combing gently through her hair. The weight of her across my thighs feels natural, inevitable. As if this was always meant to be.

“You did well tonight,” I murmur. “Brave girl. Honest girl. You followed my rules, and you trusted me.”

Her lips curve faintly, a drowsy, content smile. “I feel… safe.”

Safe. The word lodges in my chest. I’ve given women pleasure before, luxury, even loyalty—but safety? That’s different. That’s what I’ve always wanted to give someone. And hearing her say it, hearing it in that soft, grateful voice, makes me realize this is no casual arrangement.

This is the beginning of something I can’t walk away from.

I press a kiss to her temple, breathing her in. “Good girl,” I whisper against her skin. “Daddy’s proud of you.”

And for the first time in years, I’m proud of myself too—because I’ve found her.

She stays on my lap for a long while, her breathing slow, steady, like she could drift into sleep right there with her cheek pressed to my thigh. My hand never stops stroking her hair, brushing over her temple, tracing her jaw. Every time her lashes flutter, every time her lips part with the faintest sigh, I feel it deep in my chest—this isn’t just lust. This is peace.

But she needs rest. And I want to see her in my bed.

“Come on, baby girl,” I murmur, easing her up gently. She blinks at me, dazed, her hair mussed, her cheeks flushed. I stand, keeping her hand in mine as I lead her through the wide hallway.

The bedroom doors open, revealing the expanse of my master suite—floor-to-ceiling windows, a California king bed draped in crisp white sheets, soft golden light spilling across the hardwood. She gasps softly, her head swiveling.

“It’s… huge,” she says, wonder in her voice. Then she spots the balcony. “And you have a view of the whole city.”

Her awe makes me smile. I’ve grown numb to the luxury, but through her eyes it feels magical again. Like giving a child her first present.

I open a drawer, pull out one of my shirts—black, soft cotton, oversized. “Here.” I hand it to her. “Sleep in this tonight.”

Her fingers curl around it, shy but pleased. She disappears into the bathroom, and when she returns, my shirt hangs off her like a dress, brushing her thighs. Her hair is loose, her bare legs pale and soft, and my chest tightens. The sight is intimate in a way nudity could never be.

“Perfect,” I murmur, my voice low. “You look perfect in my clothes.”

She blushes, ducking her head. “It smells like you.”

I gesture toward the bed. “In you go.”

She climbs in, sinking into the sheets with a little hum of delight. I bring her a glass of water, set it on the nightstand, and smooth the blanket over her curves. The way she looks at me as I tuck her in—it does something dangerous to me. Like she’s already mine in ways that matter more than contracts or rules.

I sit on the edge of the bed, brushing her cheek with my knuckles. “Do you feel safe here?”

She nods, whispering, “Yes, Daddy.”

My heart clenches. That one word spoken in her sleepy voice feels like a vow.

I lean down, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “Good girl. Sleep. Daddy’s right here.”

Her eyes drift shut, her lips curving faintly. She clutches at my pillow like it’s me, and within minutes her breathing deepens, her body going slack with exhaustion.

I stay there a long while, watching her. Watching the rise and fall of her chest under my shirt, watching the innocence on her face as she dreams. My hand rests lightly on her hip, grounding her, grounding me.


FOUR


Cressida

I wake to sunlight streaming through the wall of glass windows, warming the sheets that smell like Lucian—cologne, spice, something dark and masculine that makes me bury my face deeper into the pillow. For a moment I don’t move, because moving reminds me of the dull ache in my breasts.

My tits feel heavy, swollen, the fullness pressing down into my ribs. I shift, and a soft gasp escapes me when the fabric of his oversized shirt scrapes across my nipples. They’re tight, sensitive, already dampening the cotton with little spots of milk. It’s a constant stinging sensation, low and insistent, and it never truly goes away. My breasts feel like two rocks on my chest. Gravity drags them down, and even that hurts.

The door clicks softly, and Lucian walks in. He’s dressed casually—dark joggers, a fitted T-shirt that clings to his broad chest and strong arms. His hair is mussed like he just ran his fingers through it, and his beard catches the golden light, making him look both rugged and impossibly handsome.

“Good morning, baby girl,” he says, his voice rich and warm. He sits on the edge of the bed, brushing a kiss over my temple. His hand strokes down my side, squeezing my hip. “How’s my little one feeling?”

I swallow, my chest aching with more than milk. “It feels amazing,” I whisper. “Being your little… it feels like I don’t have to think anymore. You take care of everything, and I just… feel safe. I’ve never been in anything like this before.”

His lips curve into a smile as his thumb strokes my cheek. “That’s exactly what I wanted to hear.” He presses another kiss to my forehead. “Daddy’s glad you’re happy.”

Warmth blooms through me at his words. I curl closer, sliding my arms around his waist. He holds me, his hand stroking circles on my back, then pats my thigh. “Come on, baby girl. Let’s get you fed.”

The smell of coffee and butter drifts from the kitchen as he guides me into the vast, gleaming space. I trail after him in my bare feet, still wearing his shirt, and I can’t help myself—I slip my arms around him from behind, pressing my cheek against his solid back. A sharp stab of pain lances through my breasts as my distended nipples flatten against his muscular back. But I swallow down the discomfort. The feeling of touching him, having his stable presence anchoring me, is worth all the pain in the world.

“I’m so happy to see my Daddy making me breakfast,” I murmur, kissing between his shoulder blades.

He chuckles, low and warm. He tousles my hair, kissing me on the chin. The tender, almost paternal gesture makes me shiver. I’ve never been treated like this. Most men, including my own dad, aren’t so openly affectionate. But Lucian gives away kisses and hugs like they’re free. Which they are, but other men seem to be so stingy with them.

He smacks my ass playfully. My pussy wakes up as tremors from his touch vibrate inside my channel. Electric shock pours into my system when he kneads my ass cheek. Heat swells between my thighs. It’s so early in the morning but I already need him. The heaviness between my legs won’t go away until he makes me come like he did at the bar. That was an unforgettable experience.

“Be a good little girl and sit down,” Lucian orders. “Daddy will bring breakfast to you.”

I pout, but obey, curling into one of the island chairs as he plates up scrambled eggs, golden toast, and a side of berries. He sets the plate in front of me, then leans down and kisses the top of my head. “Eat, baby. Daddy wants your tummy full before he leaves for work.”

He’s so gentle and loving. I can tell he genuinely wants to feed me, to see me eat a good breakfast. I’m sure he must be busy. He’s a CEO, a billionaire. But he took time out of his busy morning schedule to personally make breakfast for me.

I take his hand, pressing a kiss to his knuckles. “Thank you, Daddy. You take such good care of me.”

“That’s my job, baby girl.” The weight of his palm presses into my shoulder. His thumb brushes the side of my neck. “You’re the most precious person. Taking care of you is my first priority.”

I sniffle. Damn, he’s triggering all my daddy issues. My own father never thought I was precious. I was the fourth child, and the most troublesome, according to him. He only paid attention to my brothers, and even they didn’t get any affection or praise. I doubt he ever thought about feeding me breakfast or making sure I ate. He was wrapped up in his job, in his ego.

I take a bite of the eggs, my eyes widening. “Lucian—it’s delicious.”

His hand cups the back of my neck, squeezing gently. “I’m happy you like it. Now eat more. Be a good girl for me.”

But when I reach for my water, my wrist brushes against my breast, and I flinch, biting back a hiss. His eyes sharpen instantly, catching the movement.

“What’s wrong? Are you full again?” he asks.

I nod, embarrassed. “Yes.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?” His voice softens, but it carries authority. “I would have taken care of it first thing in the morning.”

“Because…” I bite my lip. “I didn’t want to spoil our breakfast. You were cooking for me, and it was so nice, I didn’t want to ruin it.”

His palm cups my chin, tilting my face up so I can’t hide. “Baby girl,” he murmurs. “You need to tell Daddy when you’re hurting. That’s the rule. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whisper, guilt and relief washing through me.

He pulls me into his lap, my plate set aside. His arms encircle me, holding me snug against his chest. He presses kisses along my jaw, down my neck, nibbling gently as his hands unbutton his shirt hanging on my body.

The fabric parts, baring my heavy, aching breasts. His hands cup them reverently, warm palms rubbing over the taut, sensitive skin.

“There we go,” he murmurs, his lips brushing my ear. “Daddy’s got you. I’ll take care of the ache.” His thumbs circle my swollen nipples, coaxing a trickle of milk that dampens his fingers.

I whimper, clutching at his shoulders, my face buried in his neck.

“Shh, baby,” he soothes, kissing the top of my head. “Relax. Let me help. You’re Daddy’s precious girl. You don’t have to hold back anymore.”

The ache begins to ease under his touch, his praise wrapping around me like a blanket. Every word, every kiss, every stroke of his hands makes me melt deeper into him.

Safe. Cherished. Loved.

For the first time in my life, I don’t feel like too much, or not enough. I feel exactly right.

And it’s because of him.

I'm straddling Lucian's lap, his strong arms supporting me as he whispers sweet, filthy words into my ear. His eyes are on me, never straying. My tits have been leaking thick streams of white liquid and it tickles my belly as it pours over my skin, drenching my body.

Lucian touches the white streams of breastmilk with care, licking it off his finger and growling in delight. "That's it, baby girl. You're Daddy's milky mess, aren't you? Look at you, leaking all over my shirt. You need Daddy to take care of these beautiful tits, don't you?"

His hands knead my breasts, thumbs circling my stiff nipples, drawing out more milk. I can feel the wetness spreading, trickling down the curves of my breasts, pooling between my legs. My milk drenches his stiff cock, staining his joggers. But he doesn't seem to care. The sensation is overwhelming—the relief of pressure mingled with the humiliating delight of being so out of control.

Lucian's lips find my neck, sucking gently as his fingers pinch and roll my nipples. Milk sprays out, coating his fingers, dripping onto my thighs. I moan, grinding against him, feeling his hard cock pressing against my pussy through his joggers.

"Please, Daddy," I whimper, not even sure what I'm asking for. More touch? More milk? More of him?

"Shh, baby," he murmurs, one hand trailing down my stomach, slipping under the hem of his shirt I'm wearing. His fingers find my clit, circling gently. "Daddy knows what you need."

He rubs my swollen clit and my slicks folds. My pussy squeezes. Desire stomps in my stomach. Heat flares into my veins. Lucian’s dominant yet gentle touch unravels me from the core. His fingers smooth over my pussy folds. He brushes them against my clit every few seconds, making me grind against his clothed cock to seek more stimulation.

“You’re so wet. Ready to be stuffed by Daddy. You want to be full of Daddy’s fingers, don’t you?” The blunt tips of his fingers tease my pussy hole. He circles my entrance, sending waves of incredible pleasure through my system. I’m on the precipice of ecstasy, waiting for him to push those fingers inside me, to tear me open and give me the fullness my pussy needs.

He makes me wait, though. His mouth works on my tit, suckling gently, inviting warm sprays of breastmilk. As the pressure on my chest eases, the pressure in my lower belly builds up. My muscles clench every time he rubs my clit and presses against my entrance, without actually entering.

“Please, Daddy,” I whine like a brat. “I need you inside me. I need to be full of you.”

“Good girl. Daddy likes when you beg Daddy. When you tell him what you need. No more secrets from me, okay?”

I nod, desperate to fan the flames raging through my channel.

He slides two fingers inside me, curling them against my G-spot. Pleasure explodes in my core, radiating outward as he begins to pump his fingers in and out, matching the rhythm of his milking hands.

"God, you're so wet, baby girl," he groans, his breath hot on my ear. "You love being milked, don't you? Love being Daddy's little milky slut?"

His words send a shiver down my spine, clenching my pussy around his fingers. He's right. I do love it. Love the dirty words, the rough touch, the feeling of being utterly possessed by him.

Milk drips from my breasts, forming a sticky mess between us. Lucian leans down, licking a path up one breast, cleaning the milk with his tongue. He sucks my nipple into his mouth, drawing out more milk, swallowing it greedily.

"That's it, baby," he praises, moving to the other breast, licking and sucking until it's clean. "Give Daddy all your sweet milk. Be my fertile, milky girl."

His fingers curve deeper inside me, hitting a spot that makes my toes curl. Pleasure builds, hot and heavy, threatening to overwhelm me.

"Daddy's going to make you come, baby girl," he growls, biting down gently on my nipple. "Going to make you squirt all over his fingers while he drinks your milk. Would you like that?"

I nod frantically, beyond words. Beyond anything but the sensation of his hands, his mouth, his cock grinding against me.

He sucks harder, teeth grazing my nipple as his fingers thrust deep. The dual sensations push me over the edge. I come with a scream, my pussy clamping down on his fingers, milk spraying from my breasts as my orgasm rips through me.

Lucian doesn't stop. He keeps sucking, keeps fingering me, drawing out every last drop of pleasure and milk. I shudder and shake, riding out the waves of ecstasy until I collapse against him, spent and sated.

He pulls back, licking his lips like a satisfied cat. His eyes are dark with lust, but there's tenderness there too. "Good girl," he praises, stroking my hair. "You did so well for Daddy."

He pulls his shirt off me, leaving me naked and sticky with milk. But before I can feel exposed, he wraps me in a blanket, scooping me up into his arms.

"Let's get you cleaned up, baby girl," he murmurs, carrying me towards the bathroom. "Then Daddy has to go to work. But don't worry. I'll be back soon to take care of my little milky mess."

I’m still in a haze from my orgasm, barely breathing right. Once again, Lucian let his hard cock stay hard without seeking relief. As he walks away, I wonder if he’ll give himself a handjob in the shower to relieve the tension.

That idea breaks my heart. He gives so much to me. He woke up early to make breakfast, he milked me, put me on his lap and sent my spiraling into ecstasy.

And all I’ve given him is a hard-on that he needs to take care of. That isn’t fair.

My chest tightens with the desire to make Lucian happy. I crave the stability and tenderness he showers on me, but he must crave my softness and submission, too. He must need my mouth wrapped around his cock, giving him a soft place to call home.

I inhale deeply, then follow him into his room.


FIVE


Lucian

My cock throbs painfully as I stride into my bedroom, the lingering taste of Cressida's sweet milk making my cock harder and harder. The sight of her, so vulnerable and responsive as I milked her, has left me in a state of raw, unbridled arousal. I clench my fist in my hair, frustration coursing through me. My cock is a steel rod, pressing insistently against the fabric of my joggers, the friction unbearable.

I strip off my joggers, freeing my engorged member. My cock is big, the shaft thick and veined, the head swollen and slick with pre-cum. My balls are heavy with need, aching with the seed I've held back for her. I'm on the edge, teetering between control and the overwhelming desire to claim her fully, to bury myself inside her soft, welcoming body.

I step into the shower, the waterfall feature cascading down like a warm summer rain. The water sluices over my muscles, but it does nothing to ease the tension coiling in my gut. I'm surrounded by opulence, but it's her softness I crave, the plump curves of her body, the way she melts into me when I hold her close.

My hand wraps around the base of my shaft, my grip firm as I begin to stroke. The sensations are intense, each pull sending waves of pleasure coursing through my veins. But it's a poor substitute for the heat of her pussy, for the feeling of her tightening around me as I drive her to ecstasy.

I'm lost in the rhythm of my own hand when a soft noise draws my attention. I turn, and my heart nearly stops. There, standing at the edge of the shower, is Cressida. She's completely naked, her body flushed from our earlier encounter, her breasts still glistening with traces of her milk.

"Baby girl, what are you doing?" My voice is rough, betraying the depth of my desire for her.

She steps toward me, her eyes wide and innocent. "I'm a mess, Daddy. I still have milk all over me, and I thought... I thought I could take a shower with you. And maybe... help you like you helped me."

My cock jumps at her words, pre-cum beading at the tip. The thought of her small hands on me, of her eager mouth exploring my body, is nearly enough to undo me. But I hold back, wanting to savor every moment of this unexpected gift.

She steps into the shower, the water plastering her hair to her scalp, running in rivulets down her luscious curves. She's a vision of feminine beauty, her body a temple I long to worship at.

Then she shocks me. Her hand tentatively reaches for my cock. Her fingers barely close around the girth of it, her touch sending jolts of electricity through my body. She strokes me with gentle, hesitant movements, her eyes locked on mine.

"Daddy's so hard for you, baby girl," I murmur against her lips. "Can you feel what you do to me?"

Just as I’m getting used to the feel of her velvet skin against my needy cock, she withdraws her hand. She slides to her knees, kneeling in front of me.

Her hair is drenched, clinging to her shoulders, and her breasts hang heavy and full, the areolae dark and swollen. She looks up at me, her eyes wide and trusting, and the sight of her, so vulnerable and yet so damn sexy, sends a fresh wave of arousal crashing through me.

"Baby girl, you should leave," I warn her, my voice hoarse with need. "I don't want to take advantage of you."

She shakes her head, her lips parting. Her eyes are red, as if she’s crying, but it’s hard to tell because of the shower. "I want you to, Daddy. I want to suck your cock. I want to make you feel better. I hate seeing you like this. You cock is so beautiful. I don’t want you to be in pain because of me."

She sniffles, pressing wiping away her tears with her fingers. She looks up at me, eyes wide and innocent. My girl has such a kind, sensitive heart. She doesn’t want to watch me suffer, even though I’m just painfully aroused?

Fuck. How did I get so lucky?

“You’re such a soft-hearted, beautiful soul, Cressida. Daddy loves your compassionate nature. Nobody has ever said that to Daddy, you know. Nobody saw Daddy’s pain or cared about it.”

“I see it. I care about it,” she replies, her voice small. “And I want to make it better. Please, Daddy.”

Her words send a shockwave of lust through me. My cock twitches, the head brushing against her plump, wet lips. The sight of her, open and willing, is more than I can resist.

"Baby girl, you don't have to do this," I say, even as my body screams for her touch. "I don't want you to do anything that makes you uncomfortable."

She reaches up, her small hand wrapping around my shaft again. "It doesn't make me uncomfortable, Daddy. I want to please you."

Before I can protest further, she leans forward and takes the tip of my cock into her mouth. The sensation is immediate and intense, a wave of electric pleasure that races through my body. I have to press my hand against the wall to steady myself, my knees threatening to buckle.

"Fuck, baby girl," I groan, my eyes locked on the sight of her lips stretched around my cock. "You're such a little brat, sucking Daddy's cock without permission."

She looks up at me, her eyes watering as she takes me deeper. The sight of her, so innocent and yet so eager to please, sends a surge of dominance through me. I grab her hair, wrapping the wet strands around my fist.

"I'll teach you how to do it properly, baby girl," I growl, guiding her head with my hand. "First, lick it. Lick Daddy's cock like a good little girl."

She obeys, her tongue tracing the length of my shaft from base to crown. The sensation is incredible, her tongue soft and wet against my sensitive skin. She flicks her tongue over the head, lapping up the pre-cum that beads there.

"Good girl," I praise her, my voice rough with lust. "Now suck it. Take it deep, baby girl. Show Daddy how much you want his cock."

She opens her mouth wide, taking the head of my cock into her mouth. She sucks gently, her cheeks hollowing out as she swirls her tongue around the sensitive flesh. The sight of her, on her knees, her lips wrapped around my cock, is almost enough to send me over the edge.

"Deeper, baby girl," I command, my hand tightening in her hair. "Take it deeper. I want to feel your throat."

She obeys, taking more of my cock into her mouth. The sensation of her throat constricting around the head of my cock is indescribable, a tight, wet heat that sends waves of pleasure crashing through me.

"Fuck, that's good," I groan, my hips thrusting forward involuntarily. "You're such a good little cocksucker, baby girl. Daddy's proud of you."

She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending another jolt of pleasure through me. I can feel my balls tightening, the pressure building as she sucks me deeper, her tongue working the underside of my shaft.

The sound of her sucking, the wet, sloppy noises filling the shower, is a symphony of filth that drives me wild. I can smell her, the sweet scent of her arousal mingling with the clean smell of the water and the musk of my own desire.

I guide her head with my hand, fucking her mouth with slow, deep thrusts. She takes it all, her eyes watering, her cheeks flushed. The sight of her, her breasts bouncing with every thrust, is enough to make me come to the edge. Heat radiates from my cock. The muscles in my stomach pull taut, tensing.

I thrust into her throat harder. She gags, but pauses and then takes me all the way in her throat. The tightness of her mouth and the silky feel of her tongue drive me wild with pleasure. This is beyond words.

I grab her hard harder, using it to move her up and down my shaft. I drive my erect cock into her in an unrelenting rhythm, making her take me. Only she can satisfy the monster she created. Only her mouth is enough for my cock. Now that I know what it feels like to be sucked by her, I’m going to need this all the time.

"I'm going to come, baby girl," I warn her, my voice rough with need. "I'm going to come in your throat, and you're going to swallow every drop for Daddy, aren't you?"

She nods, her eyes locked on mine as she sucks me deeper. I can feel my release building, the pressure in my balls reaching a boiling point.

"Fuck, baby girl," I groan, my hips thrusting forward as I come. I can feel my cock pulsing in her throat, my release pouring into her. She swallows it all, her throat working as she takes everything I give her.

The sight of her, on her knees, her lips wrapped around my cock as I come, is the most erotic thing I've ever seen. I can feel my heart pounding in my chest, my breath coming in ragged gasps as I ride out the waves of pleasure.

When I finally pull out of her mouth, she's panting too, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen. I pull her to her feet, wrapping my arms around her as I kiss her deeply, tasting myself on her lips.

"Good girl," I murmur against her mouth. "You did so well, baby girl. Daddy's so proud of you."

She melts into me, her body soft and pliant against mine. I can feel her heart pounding in her chest, matching the rhythm of my own. We stand there, panting and exhausted, the water cascading over us like a baptism of lust and love.
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The city streets glow with that strange half-light between sunset and night. Neon signs flicker awake, cars hum by, and I’m thinking about nothing except getting back to Cressida. My Cressida.

But when I step out of the car, my blood goes cold.

She’s on the sidewalk near the building entrance, talking to a man. No—arguing.

Her arms are folded across her chest, her expression tight. And the man—scruffy, broad-shouldered, jeans stained with dirt—leans too close. I don’t like the way he looks at her. I don’t like that she’s out here at all, alone, with some stranger prowling in her space.

Jealousy flares hot in my veins, and for a split second all I see is red. I want to rip him away from her, smash his face against the pavement, and remind him she’s mine. Mine to protect, mine to hold, mine to guard.

Then he grabs her wrist.

The sound of her protest cuts through the air. “Stop it!”

I move closer, every muscle in my body strung tight. That’s when I hear him.

“You need to stop being difficult, Cress. Dad wants you back home. We need more hands on the ranch.”

Her chin lifts stubbornly. “I’m not a maid. I have my own life here. A better life. I won’t be used for your convenience anymore.”

His lip curls, his grip tightening. “How the hell can you afford this nice apartment, huh? Must be whoring yourself out to some rich guy. Sleeping around⁠—”

That’s it.

I’m on him before he can finish. My fist connects with his jaw, the crack echoing down the street. He staggers back, clutching his face, his eyes wide with shock.

“Get your filthy hands off her,” I snarl, grabbing his shirtfront and hauling him upright again. My voice is low, deadly. “You don’t get to talk to her like that. Not while I’m breathing.”

“She’s my sister,” he spits, shoving against me. “This isn’t your business.”

“The moment you laid a hand on her,” I growl, shoving him hard against the wall, “it stopped being a family affair and became my business. She’s mine. My responsibility. My little girl. And nobody—brother or not—talks to her disrespectfully or treats her like trash on my watch.”

I glance toward the lobby doors. Two of my building’s security guards are already jogging out, alerted by the cameras. Perfect.

“Take him,” I order, shoving the bastard into their grip. “He assaulted her. Call the police. You’ve got the footage.”

The brother’s eyes widen, fury and fear warring in his expression. “You’ll regret this. Both of you.”

Cressida presses into my side, her body trembling, but I keep her tucked close, my arm tight around her waist. I tilt my head down, kissing her hair. “Not a chance,” I murmur. “You’re safe, baby. Daddy’s got you.”

As the guards haul him off, he throws one last glare over his shoulder. “I’ll be back for you, Cressida. You’re still family.”

“Not anymore,” I snap, my voice a whip. “You lost the right to call her that the moment you tried to drag her back into that life.”

He disappears into the night, leaving only the sound of Cressida’s shaky breath against my chest.

I hold her tighter, whispering into her hair. “No one will ever take you from me. Ever.”

And I mean every word.

Cressida trembles against me, her whole body shaking like a frightened doe. Her eyes are wide and glossy, her lips parted as though she’s still trying to catch her breath.

“I thought—” her voice cracks, “I thought he’d drag me away.” Tears spill over, streaking her flushed cheeks. “If you hadn’t stepped in, anything could’ve happened. I was so scared, Lucian.”

Christ. My heart clenches at the sight of her crying, those big, wet eyes filled with raw fear. She looks utterly broken, and it kills me that anyone would dare to make her feel that way. She’s supposed to be cherished, protected, adored. Not manhandled like property.

I cradle her face in both hands, brushing her tears away with my thumbs. “Shh, baby girl. Daddy’s here now. You’re safe.”

She lets out a sob, collapsing against me. “You made it all better. You always make it better. I’m so glad I have you.”

Her knees buckle beneath her, trembling so badly I know she can’t stand much longer. Without hesitation, I scoop her into my arms. She lets out a little gasp, curling against my chest, her head burrowing into me like she’s trying to disappear.

“I’m heavy,” she whispers weakly, as if ashamed.

I huff out a laugh, kissing the top of her head as I start carrying her toward the building. “No, baby girl. I love your curves. I love every inch of you. And I’m strong enough to hold you for as long as it takes. You’re not a burden—you’re mine.”

Her small hands clutch at my shirt as if she believes me, as if she needs to believe me. She nuzzles her cheek against my chest, and the sight makes my chest ache with something deeper than lust. She looks so damn cute like this—small, precious, relying on me entirely. Exactly where she belongs.

We reach the elevator. I step inside with her still in my arms, pressing her back against the mirrored wall. Her eyes are red, her cheeks wet, but she’s never looked more beautiful to me.

I lower my head and kiss her, slow but deep, my tongue sliding against hers, tasting her tears. She melts instantly, whimpering into my mouth, her body soft in my hold.

“Good girl,” I murmur against her lips. “You waited for Daddy. You stayed strong, even when you were scared.”

Her eyes flutter closed, another tear slipping free. I kiss it away before it can fall.

“I’m going to tighten the security downstairs,” I promise, my forehead pressed to hers. “Your brother won’t get near you again. Not here, not anywhere. I’ll make sure of it.”

She sniffles, her arms winding around my neck. “Thank you, Daddy.”

I hug her tighter, my hand stroking her back, the other cradling the back of her head. She sobs into my chest, letting it all out—every fear, every bit of grief. And I let her. I hold her and murmur in her ear.

“It’s okay to cry, baby girl. It’s okay to be scared. Daddy’s got you. Always.”

Her tears dampen my shirt, but I don’t care. I kiss her hair, her temple, her cheek, whispering over and over, “Safe now. You’re safe with me. Nothing will ever hurt you again.”

And as the elevator glides up toward the penthouse, I know this isn’t just about protecting her from a brother who doesn’t deserve her.

It’s about protecting her forever.

The elevator doors slide open, and I stride into the penthouse with Cressida still in my arms. Her cheek is pressed against my chest, her tears dampening my shirt, and I don’t stop until I’ve lowered her carefully onto the sofa. She looks so small curled there, like a fragile doll someone carelessly abandoned.

“Stay right here, baby girl,” I murmur, brushing her damp hair from her face. “Daddy’s going to take care of you.”

In the kitchen, I put water on to boil, my fists clenching as I replay the look of fear in her eyes on the street. The rage inside me hasn’t dimmed. But I push it down, because she doesn’t need my fury right now—she needs my tenderness.

When I come back, I set a steaming mug of tea in her hands and a small plate of chocolates beside her. She blinks up at me, surprised.

“You made me tea? And brought me chocolate?” Her lips tremble, and she lets out a watery laugh. “You’re so nice to me, Lucian.”

I lower myself beside her, wrapping an arm around her shoulders, pulling her against me. I rub her back in slow, steady circles, pressing kisses to her temple, her forehead, her damp cheeks. Then lower—along her jaw, the tip of her nose, the crown of her head. Everywhere I can reach.

“You’re perfect when you’re like this,” I whisper against her hair. “When you let Daddy see your tears. When you let me be the one to hold you through it. Vulnerable. Soft. Mine.”

She clings to me harder, her fingers clutching at my shirt like she’s afraid I’ll disappear.

And then, slowly, she pulls away. Her hands tremble as she peels her top off, leaving herself in just her bra. My breath catches. Does she want me against her skin so she can feel safer? It doesn’t look like she’s aroused or needing sex.

I bite my lip. “Cressida? What’s going on?”

She turns, baring her back to me. My eyes lock on the thin, pale scar that runs diagonally across her skin.

“I got this when I was fifteen,” she says softly. “Dad hit me with a cattle prod because I was being disobedient.”

The word slams into me like a hammer. Cattle prod. A tool meant for livestock. Not a daughter.

“What the fuck?” My voice is a growl before I can stop it. “He abused you?”

She shrinks, shaking her head quickly. “It was only once. My brothers got beaten more often than me, because they were boys. But sometimes… I was treated like one, too.”

My hand hovers just above the scar, shaking with rage. Then I press my palm flat against her back, covering it, as if I could erase it. My lips follow, tracing the line of the scar, kissing it reverently.

“I hate them for this,” I murmur fiercely. “I hate that an angel like you was born into a family so cruel. You didn’t deserve that. Not even once.”

Her breath hitches, her head bowing. “Thank you for… for not looking at me differently. For not making me feel ashamed.” She swallows hard. “It feels easy to open up to you, Lucian. Because you’re safe. You’re like… a rock. I can lean on you.”

Something cracks in my chest. I press her tighter against me, my arms a cage, my lips brushing her hairline. “That’s exactly what I want to be for you, baby girl. Your safe place. Always.”

“Me, too. I always wanted someone like this. A protector. Back home, I was alone… even when I was surrounded by people. At the ranch, in town… I was always isolated. Always judged.”

“I’m glad we found each other.” I take her small hand, sandwich it between my palms. Her skin is cold.

She lets out a shaky laugh, though her eyes glisten with more tears. “And after tonight… after what you did for me… I think I’m already starting to like you. More than I should.”

I cup her jaw, turning her face toward mine, kissing her with aching gentleness. “You don’t have to hold back, Cressida. You don’t know how happy it makes me to hear that.”

Her tears finally slow as she burrows against me, her breathing softening, evening out.

I keep rubbing her back, stroking her hair, pressing kisses across her forehead, her nose, her cheeks, whispering how precious she is, how proud I am of her.

She enjoys the comfort I give her, and I enjoy giving it to her. She’s so receptive, endlessly receiving all my affection without any resistance.

“Lucian…I….” She turns her head upward. Our gazes collide. “Since I already told you about my scar, I want to tell you something else. I’m a virgin. I don’t know if you thought I was more experienced when you offered me this deal, but I’m not. I don’t know if I can meet your expectations.”

I stroke her hair calmly but inside, a volcano burst in my chest. My babygirl has never been touched by a man before. Her cunt has never been claimed. I’d be the first man to fill her, to stretch her pussy and fuck her.

That’s the headiest power a man could have. I would have loved her the same even if she had a sexual history, but this feels fated. Like she was always meant for me to claim.

“I’m not expecting you to be experienced,” I tell her. “I’m so proud of you for not giving your cunt to any man. That shows how much you value yourself. As you should.”

A slight smile forms at her lips. “You always see me so positively. I don’t think I could do anything to disappoint you.”

“I hate seeing you with other men,” I confess. “But other than that, you’re right.”

She kisses my thigh. “Lucian I…I’ve thought about this and….” She looks up at me, eyes glistening with hope and vulnerability. “I want you to take my virginity.”

The words run through me like a storm. My body feels like it has been torn apart and put back together.

“You want me to pop your cherry, baby girl? To fuck your cunt full of my seed and show you how good it feels to have a cock buried in your tight pussy?”

She nods. “Yes. I want it to be you. I trust you. You always make me come. I don’t care if it hurts. I want you to be the one hurting me.”

Her surrender floors me. She’s ready to even take pain from me as long as it’s me. That’s a level of trust I’ve never had from anyone. This girl is ready to give me her most precious possession: her virginity. And she’s ready to be hurt in return.

But I’m not that kind of Daddy Dom. I’ll punish her, discipline her for her own good, but I’ll never cause her pain deliberately if it doesn’t bring her pleasure.

“I don’t plan on hurting you. Ever.” I grab her hand. “And I’m honored you want me to have your first time.”

Her confession hangs in the air between us, fragile and sacred. I can still feel the weight of it, the way her voice trembled when she told me she was a virgin, the way her eyes shimmered with trust.

And then she looks up at me, lips parted, voice a whisper that sends a shock straight through my chest. “I want it now. I want you to claim me. I feel ready. This feels like the right moment.”

My whole body goes still. I cup her face, holding her gaze. “Baby girl… are you sure?”

Her nod is immediate, steady, filled with courage. “I’ve never been so certain of anything in my life.”

A groan rumbles from deep in my chest as I lower my mouth to hers. The kiss is slow, reverent, my tongue sliding against hers with a promise. “You’re so brave,” I whisper against her lips. “And I’ll make sure you never regret this. Not one second.”

I scoop her into my arms. She clings to me, soft and warm, her head tucked beneath my chin. Carrying her feels right, natural, like she was always meant to be held by me.

The master bedroom swallows us in silence as I step inside and set her gently on the bed. She sinks into the sheets, looking up at me with wide, trembling eyes, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

I brush her hair back from her face, kissing her forehead, then her temple. “You don’t have to do anything tonight. Just listen. Obey. Let Daddy take care of everything.”

Her whisper is shaky, but certain. “Yes, Daddy.”

I smirk faintly, stroking my thumb over her cheek. “Good girl.”

I hook my fingers at the hem of her top. “Arms up.”

She obeys without hesitation, raising her arms above her head. I peel the fabric upward, inch by inch, kissing the curve of her shoulder as it passes, then toss it aside. Her bra strains against her heavy breasts, and my cock aches, but I force myself to go slow.

I press her wrists into the mattress, making her breasts spill out of her bra. Her nipples are angry and red, swollen and engorged. But they’re not leaking yet. “Eyes on me, babygirl,” I tell her. “And keep your legs open. Daddy needs to see your pretty pussy.”

She spreads her legs for me like an eager slut, parting her legs. Her skirt rides up, I pull it further up. There’s a damp spot on her panties where her pussy has soaked it through. I touch her pussy through her cotton underwear, grinding my thumb against her clit until she cries out.

“Daddy, that feels…” Her thighs tremble, and I guess the rest. My babygirl loves my touch. She is anticipating more.

I rub her clit a few more times until her soaks through her panties. When I bury one finger into her tight pussy hole, it clenches around me, nearly trapping me inside her cunt.

“God, you’re like a vice grip,” I say. “But don’t worry. Your cunt is nice and slick. Daddy will break you in slowly.”

She swallows. Nervousness flickers across her features, but she keeps looking into my eyes steadily, like I told her to.

“Don’t be scared. This is going to be amazing.” I kiss her pussy, before I pull at her underwear. I slide it over her thick thighs, tossing it on the floor.

I can tell she needs more touching to feel safe, to feel really open. So I kiss all over her body, starting at her collarbones. I suck on her nipples, making arousal leak down her thighs.

She turns, self-conscious of her back rolls but I kisses them like they’re precious. Like they’re a part of her, not a flaw that falls outside the conventional norms of beauty.

I shiver when she looks up at me, eyes filled with worshipful reverence. “Daddy…”

“Your rolls are cute,” I say. “I could kiss these forever.”

I pinch a roll between my lips, kneading it with my mouth.

“Daddy, you make me feel so confident. Nobody ever loved my fat rolls like you do. I didn’t think this was possible. You accept very part of my body.”

“I don’t just accept it, I adore it.” I slap her bare pussy. “And I won’t let you talk badly about yourself. Your body is Daddy’s obsession, Cressida. It’s the kind of body men would lose their mind over. Every inch of you was crafted to perfection.”

I squeeze her ass. ”I love how there’s so much of you to hold. Your body is ripe, luscious, and soft.”

“Thank you,” Cressida whispers, pushing her hips upward. Her clit seeks the roughness of my swollen cock. She’s ready now. I can tell. She’s getting desperate. “I want you inside me now. Please. My pussy is convulsing.”

“Sshhhh.” I press a finger over her lips. “I told you. Mouth shut. Eyes on me. Legs spread open for my cock. That’s all you need to do.”


SIX


Cressida

I'm laid bare before him, my body trembling with anticipation and a hint of fear. But the moment Lucian's eyes meet mine, all my anxieties fade away. His gaze is intense, filled with a raw hunger that sends a shiver down my spine. He's going to claim me, every inch of me, and I'm more than ready to be his.

He looms over me, his broad shoulders blocking out the light, casting a shadow over my body. His hands are rough as they trail down my sides, squeezing my hips before moving to my thighs, pushing them further apart. I can feel the cool air against my damp pussy, and it sends a jolt of pleasure through me.

"Keep your eyes on me, baby girl," he growls, his voice deep and commanding. I nod, my breath hitching as he positions himself at my entrance. His cock is hard and thick, the tip glistening with pre-cum. I can't help but lick my lips, remembering the taste of him, the feel of him in my mouth.

He unsheathes his cock after taking off his clothes. It’s as big and impressive as I remember. But right now, that makes me nervous because how will that thing fit inside me?

He rubs the head of his cock against my clit, circling it slowly, drawing out a gasp from deep within me. The sensation is overwhelming, waves of pleasure crashing through me as he stimulates the sensitive bundle of nerves. I can feel my orgasm building already, my body eager for release.

"Please, Daddy," I whimper, my hips bucking against him. "I need you inside me."

He smirks, a dark and dangerous look that sends a thrill through me. "Patience, baby girl. Daddy's in charge here."

He continues to tease me, his cock sliding up and down my slit, coating itself in my wetness. I can feel every ridge, every vein, as he presses against me. It's torture, pure and simple, but I love it. I love the way he controls my body, the way he makes me beg for him.

Finally, he pushes the head of his cock inside me, just an inch. I gasp, my body tensing at the intrusion. He's big, much bigger than I imagined, and the stretch is intense. But he's patient, waiting for me to adjust before pushing in further.

"That's it, baby girl," he murmurs, his voice soothing. "Just like that. Relax for me. You can do it."

I take a deep breath, willing my body to relax. He pushes in another inch, and I can feel my pussy stretching around him, accommodating his size. It's painful, but there's pleasure too, a deep, throbbing ache that makes me crave more.

He pulls out slightly, then pushes back in, each time going a little deeper. His fingers find my clit, rubbing it in tight circles, sending jolts of pleasure through me. The sensation of being filled and stimulated at the same time is overwhelming, and I can feel my orgasm building, threatening to consume me.

"Daddy, please," I pant, my nails digging into his back. "I'm so close."

He growls, his hips thrusting forward, burying his cock deep inside me. I scream, my body convulsing as my orgasm rips through me. He doesn't stop, doesn't slow down. He fucks me through it, his cock pounding into me, his fingers working my clit until I'm a sobbing, trembling mess.

"Good girl," he praises, his voice rough. "Now, let's try another position. I want to see your ass bounce against me."

He pulls out, and I whimper at the loss of him. But he's quick to flip me onto my stomach, pulling my hips up until I'm on my knees. He enters me again, this time from behind, and the sensation is entirely different. He's deeper this way, his cock hitting spots inside me that I never knew existed.

His hands grip my hips, pulling me back against him as he thrusts forward. The sound of our skin slapping together fills the room, a filthy, erotic symphony that drives me wild. I can feel another orgasm building, my body coiling tight as he pounds into me.

"Your ass looks so fucking sexy like this," he growls, his hand coming down hard on my cheek. The sting sends a shockwave of pleasure through me, and I scream, my body convulsing as I come again.

He doesn't stop, doesn't slow down. He keeps fucking me, his cock relentless as it plunges in and out of my pussy. I can feel his balls slapping against my clit, sending waves of pleasure through me.

"Daddy's close, baby girl," he groans, his voice strained. "I'm going to fill your tight little pussy with my cum."

The thought of him coming inside me sends me over the edge again. My body clenches around him, milking his cock as he thrusts deep one last time. I can feel the heat of his release, the way his cock pulses as he fills me with his seed.

He stays buried inside me, his body shaking with the force of his orgasm. His arms wrap around me, pulling me up until I'm pressed against his chest. He kisses my neck, my shoulder, my cheek, his lips soft and gentle.

"You did so well, baby girl," he murmurs, his voice filled with pride. "You took Daddy's cock like a good little slut."

I shiver at his words, a warmth spreading through me. I've never felt so cherished, so loved. He makes me feel like I'm the most important thing in the world to him, like nothing else matters but me.

He pulls out slowly, his cock still hard. I can feel his cum leaking out of me, and it sends a thrill through me. I've never felt so claimed, so owned.

He turns me around, cupping my face in his hands. "I'm not done with you yet, baby girl," he says, his voice dark and dangerous. "I'm going to fuck you until you can't walk, until you can't think of anything but me."

He pushes me back onto the bed, climbing on top of me. His cock finds my entrance again, and he slides in easily, my pussy slick with his cum. He fucks me slowly this time, his hips grinding against mine, his body pressed tightly against me.

His mouth finds mine, his tongue sliding against my lips, seeking entrance. I open for him, my tongue meeting his in a dance that's both sweet and filthy. He kisses me like he owns me, like he's claiming every part of me for himself.

And he is. I'm his entirely, body and soul. I've given him everything, and I know he'll take care of me, protect me, cherish me.

He fucks me slowly, his cock sliding in and out of me, his body moving against mine in a rhythm that's hypnotic. I can feel every inch of him, every ridge, every vein. It's intimate, intense, a connection that goes beyond just sex.

His hand finds my clit again, rubbing it in slow, tight circles. The sensation is overwhelming, pleasure building in waves, crashing through me. I can feel his cock swelling inside me, his body tensing as he approaches another orgasm.

"Come with me, baby girl," he growls, his voice rough. "Come all over Daddy's cock."

And I do. I come hard, my body convulsing around him, my screams filling the room. He comes with me, his cock pulsing as he fills me with more of his seed.

He collapses on top of me, his body shaking, his breath coming in ragged gasps. He stays buried inside me, kissing my neck, my cheek, my lips.

"Good girl," he murmurs, his voice soft. "You took all of Daddy's cum. You made me so proud."

He pulls out slowly, his cock still hard. I can feel his cum leaking out of me, and it sends a shiver through me. He sees it too, and his eyes darken with lust.

"Stay there," he orders, his voice firm. "I want to see my cum dripping out of your pussy."

I obey, staying still as he watches me. It's filthy, degrading, but it turns me on more than anything ever has. I can feel the warmth of his release, the way it coats my thighs, my ass. It's a reminder that I'm his, that he's claimed me entirely.

He climbs back onto the bed, positioning himself between my thighs. His tongue finds my clit, licking it gently, sending jolts of pleasure through me. I can feel his cum dripping out of me, and it only intensifies the sensation.

"Daddy," I moan, my hands finding his hair, tangling in the thick strands. "That feels so good."

He chuckles, his breath warm against my pussy. "I'm glad you like it, baby girl. Because I'm not done with you yet."

And he isn't. He licks me, sucks me, fucks me with his tongue until I'm a sobbing, trembling mess. He brings me to the edge of orgasm again and again, but never lets me fall over. It's torture, pure and simple, but it's the sweetest kind of torture.

Finally, he climbs back on top of me, his cock sliding into my pussy with ease. He fucks me slowly, his hips moving in a gentle rhythm, his body pressed tightly against mine.

"I'm going to plug you up, baby girl," he murmurs, his voice dark. "I'm not going to let a single drop of my cum go to waste."

He thrusts deep, his cock hitting a spot that sends waves of pleasure through me. Pleasure tightens the knot in my belly. Tension surges up my system, pooling in my gut. My pussy has been thoroughly used, turned inside out, and all I feel is bliss.

I’m boneless yet satisfied. This was the best first time I could have asked for. He worshipped me with his cock so many times, made me orgasm multiple times. It’s beyond anything I had imagined. He really is skilled in the bedroom. I’m so glad I put my faith in him.

Lucian stays buried inside me, his body shaking, his breath coming in ragged gasps. He kisses me, his lips soft and gentle, his hands cupping my face.

"Good girl," he murmurs, his voice filled with pride. "You took all of Daddy's cum. You made me so happy."

He pulls out slowly, his cock still hard. I can feel his cum plugging me up, and it sends a thrill through me. I'm his entirely, and he's made sure that I know it.

He collapses beside me, pulling me into his arms. I curl up against him, my head resting on his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart.

"Thank you, Daddy," I whisper, my voice filled with emotion. "Thank you for making me feel so special."

He kisses the top of my head, his arms tightening around me. "You are special, baby girl. You're the most special thing in the world to me."

And with those words, I drift off to sleep, safe and secure in his arms.


SEVEN


Lucian

It’s been three days since I claimed her. Three days since I held her trembling body in my arms, kissed away her fears, and felt her surrender fully to me. And in those three days, she’s become more than a little girl in my care. She’s become my obsession.

Tonight, I want her out of the house, where she can see the life she deserves.

The restaurant is one of the city’s finest—soft golden chandeliers dripping with light, velvet banquettes lining the walls, a grand piano filling the air with low, seductive notes. The scent of truffle, butter, and expensive wine lingers like a promise.

Cressida sits across from me, dressed in a midnight-blue dress that clings to her curves and makes her look like sin wrapped in silk. Her hair falls in waves around her shoulders, her cheeks flushed, her lips painted soft pink.

I sip my wine and smile at her. “You deserve to be spoiled, baby girl. Nights like this should be normal for you.”

Her eyes sparkle, though she ducks her head shyly. “I’ve never been in a place like this before. I almost feel like I don’t belong.”

I reach across the table, brushing my fingers over hers. “You belong wherever I say you belong. And tonight, that’s here, at my side.”

Her smile widens, her eyes soft. “You always know what to say to make me feel… special.”

“That’s because you are.”

The waiter arrives with our first course—seared scallops drizzled with lemon butter, arranged delicately on porcelain plates. I watch her take her first bite, the way her eyes close as she tastes.

“Oh my God,” she whispers. “That’s incredible.”

I chuckle, letting my foot slide against hers under the table. “Better than diner food back in your small town?”

She laughs, the sound sweet and unguarded. “Definitely.” Then she leans forward, curious. “Lucian… how did you do it? How did you build all this? The penthouse, the cars, the empire? You never really told me.”

I sit back, my glass of wine cradled in my hand. It’s not a story I tell often, but she deserves to know. “I started with nothing. My father wasn’t rich. He owned a print shop. I worked for him as a teenager, learned the value of hard work, of deadlines, of putting out something polished. After college, I borrowed money and launched a small media startup. A handful of us, cramped office, barely paying rent.”

Her eyes shine as she listens, her chin propped in her hand. “What happened?”

“I worked harder than anyone else. Slept on the office floor. Made every deal myself. Took every risk. Most people don’t understand—success isn’t luck. It’s obsession. And I was obsessed.”

She bites her lip, intrigued. “And now you’re a billionaire.”

I smirk. “Now I’m a man who can give his baby girl anything she wants.”

Her blush blooms, and I slide my hand under the table, brushing my fingers against the smooth skin of her thigh. She gasps softly, her fork pausing midway to her mouth.

“Lucian…” she warns, but her eyes are sparkling.

“What?” I murmur, my thumb tracing lazy circles on her leg. “I like touching what’s mine.”

She exhales shakily, pressing her knees together, but she doesn’t stop me. “You’re insatiable.”

“Only for you.”

The waiter clears the plates, replacing them with the main course—herbed filet mignon with truffle mashed potatoes, roasted vegetables glistening with olive oil. Cressida moans softly when she takes a bite, and I nearly groan at the sound.

“You’ll make me jealous of the food,” I tease.

She laughs, shaking her head. “I can’t help it. It’s so good.”

My hand squeezes her thigh, higher this time, possessive. “Not as good as you taste.”

Her blush deepens, and she hides behind her wine glass, but I see the smile tugging her lips.

We talk through the meal—her dreams of seeing more of the city, my stories of deals won and empires built. But beneath the words is something deeper, an undercurrent neither of us can ignore. The touches under the table. The soft looks. The way her laughter makes me feel lighter than I have in years.

It’s more than physical. More than lust.

This is connection.

And I want more of it.
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Her warmth is like a drug. I’ve had her curled against me for more than a week now, every night the same: spooning, kissing her hair, milking her tenderly, then holding her while she drifts to sleep. I’ve restrained myself, kept my hands gentle. She’s still adjusting, still healing from giving me her first time. And truth be told, I don’t need to take her again yet. Having her in my arms, soft and pliant, breathing in rhythm with me—that’s enough.

But when she starts pulling away from my chest, reaching for her work bag, panic tightens in my throat.

“Don’t go,” I murmur, hugging her tighter, burying my face in her neck. “Stay here with me tonight. Call in sick. I want to cuddle you.”

She laughs softly, prying at my arms. “Lucian, I can’t. If I miss another shift, they’ll fire me.”

“So what?” I growl, rolling her back into my chest. “I can take care of you if you get fired. You’ll never want for anything.”

She sighs, her palm pressed against my jaw as if to soothe me. “You say that, but I can’t rely on it. I don’t know when this will end.”

The words hit me like a blade. She still doesn’t believe me. Still doesn’t trust that I mean forever.

I tip her chin up, my voice firm. “Even if it ended—though it won’t—I’d still give you a big allowance. You’d never be out on the streets. I’ll take care of you, baby girl, always. Whether you’re in my bed or not.”

Her eyes soften, glassy with something that looks like gratitude. For a moment, I think she’ll stay. But then she wriggles free, slipping from my hold.

“Thank you,” she whispers, grabbing her keys. “But I still have to go. Goodbye, Lucian.”

The front door clicks shut. I sit there in the silence, her scent still clinging to the sheets, my arms empty.

Then I see it. Her purse.

“Damn it, baby girl,” I mutter, snatching it up. I rush to the elevator, but by the time I hit the street, she’s gone—already driven off to the bar.

I slide into my car, giving the driver a sharp order. “Follow her. To the bar.”

Traffic stalls us. By the time we pull up, my gut is already twisted with dread.

Through the wide glass windows, I see her.

She’s behind the counter, pouring drinks, her head tilted back in laughter at something a man is saying. A customer, leaning in too close, his eyes fixed on her.

My grip on her purse tightens until my knuckles ache.

Then he brushes a lock of her hair back from her face. She smiles, thanks him.

Jealousy rips through me like wildfire. My chest goes cold. That’s my girl. My baby girl, laughing, smiling, letting another man touch her hair.

I want to storm inside, drag her out by the wrist, and snarl at the bastard who thinks he can look at her that way.

But I don’t. I won’t humiliate her at work.

No. She’ll learn later.

She’ll learn that when Daddy says she’s his, it means no other man gets her smiles. No other man gets to touch her.

I turn back toward the car just as her gaze flicks up. For one fleeting moment, our eyes lock through the glass.

Then I’m gone.


EIGHT


Cressida

I can’t forget the haunted look in Lucian’s eyes for the rest of the evening. I know how it must have looked like to him. I let another man flirt with me, touch me. But he didn’t ask for my permission, so what could I do?

I’ve always been friendly as a bartender, but I suppose Lucian doesn’t want me to give my affection freely to other men. I know he’s possessive. That was one of his rules. I see the way he looks at me whenever we’re in public—like he’s afraid another man might snatch me up.

But I won’t cheat on Lucian. He’s the best Daddy in the world. He has restored my faith in men and love. I only admit it to myself when I’m alone. I’m in love with him. I want more cuddles and warm nights in with him. I want his cock inside me every night until I’m screaming his name.

He satisfies me on every level. He even takes me out on expensive dates and makes me feel special. He’s the kind of guy I’ve always dreamed about.

I just hope he can see that, too.

The apartment is cold and tense when I walk in. Lucian sits on the couch like a statue, his broad shoulders squared, his jaw clenched tight. There’s none of the warmth I’ve grown used to—no open arms, no gentle smile, no Daddy ready to gather me into his lap.

I set my bag down carefully and cross the room. “Lucian…” My voice is soft, tentative.

His eyes lift to mine, and they’re sharp, steel-blue, unreadable. I’ve never seen him look at me this way.

I lower myself onto the couch beside him, reaching out to touch his hand. He pulls away, the rejection cutting through me like a blade.

My chest aches. “You’re upset.”

His voice is quiet, deadly controlled. “What were you doing, letting another man touch you?”

I swallow, heat rushing to my face. “He did it before I could do anything, Lucian. I didn’t ask him to.”

His eyes narrow, his tone sharpening. “You were smiling at him.”

I flinch. “I—I was just being polite. I’m always friendly with customers. That’s part of my job.”

His hand snaps up suddenly, gripping my face, tilting it so I have no choice but to look into his eyes. “Your smiles,” he growls, “should be reserved for me. Only me.”

My heart races, but not out of fear. Out of something deeper. His jealousy is fierce, raw, almost frightening in its intensity, yet all I feel is the certainty that it comes from how much he wants me.

I clutch his arm, needing him close, needing him to believe me.

Something flashes in his eyes—conflict, regret. He lets go, pulling his hand back, muttering, “I shouldn’t have touched you like that.”

“Lucian,” I whisper, desperate. “Whatever you saw may have looked bad, but I would never cheat on you. Never. You’re the one I want. The only one.”

For a moment, silence stretches between us. Then his expression hardens, his voice deep with a dangerous edge.

I can feel the anger radiating off him. My words are useless. His possessiveness is deeper than I imagined. I hurt him more than I thought possible. He’s probably worried I prefer younger men to him.

“Daddy, are you angry?” I put my hand on his, but he slaps it away.

“I told you I didn’t want to see you with another man.” He grabs my shoulder forcefully. My eyes widen and I bite my lip in panic. His eyes flash. “Did you show him your pussy?”

“What? No.”

“Daddy will need to see proof, little girl. Pull down those panties, bend over and show me your cunt. I’m going to check if you’re full of another man’s cum.”

My stomach twists, my pulse hammering. He needs proof. He needs to see me naked, know I’m his beyond doubt.

His anger hasn’t cooled—if anything, it’s sharpened into something darker, heavier, almost possessive beyond reason.

And part of me—ashamed, trembling—wants to give him exactly what he’s asking for.

I take a deep breath, my body trembling as I stand up from the couch. Lucian's eyes bore into me, intense and demanding. I can see the raw possessiveness in his gaze, the primal need to claim and dominate. I turn around, my heart pounding in my chest, and bend over, pulling up my dress to bare my ass to him.

My fingers hook into the waistband of my panties, and I slowly slide them down, feeling the cool air against my exposed skin. I step out of them, my breath hitching as I present myself to him, completely vulnerable and open.

Lucian's footsteps approach, his presence looming behind me. I can feel the heat of his body, the electrical charge that always seems to surround him. His hands grip my hips, firm and commanding, and I shiver with anticipation.

"Spread your legs, baby girl," he orders, his voice thick and dark. I obey, parting my legs wider, giving him full access to my most intimate place.

His fingers trace the line of my pussy, stroking my folds gently at first, then with more pressure. I gasp as he slides a finger inside, feeling the slickness that has gathered there. "You're wet," he growls, his voice filled with a mix of satisfaction and lingering anger.

"It's for you, Daddy," I whisper, my voice shaky. "Only for you."

He pushes two fingers deep inside me, and I moan, my body arching back to meet his touch. The sensation is overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and pain as he stretches me, filling me completely.

"This is what you deserve, baby girl," he says, his voice rough and dominant. "You made Daddy worry. You saw another man without telling me. You're not allowed to look at other men. You're mine."

I hear the sound of his zipper, the rustle of his clothes as he readies himself. My heart races, my body aching with a mix of fear and desire. I want him, need him, even as his dominance scares me.

His hands grip my hips tighter, and then, without warning, he plunges his cock inside me, burying himself deep in one forceful thrust. I cry out, the pain sharp and intense, his size filling me completely.

"Daddy, that hurts," I whimper, my voice shaking. "You're so big."

"Ssh, quiet, baby girl," he growls, his voice firm and commanding. "I want your mouth closed, legs open. You're going to take your punishment like a good girl."

"Why are you punishing me?" I ask, my voice barely a whisper.

"Because you made Daddy worry," he says, his voice dark and possessive. "You need to learn that you're mine, baby girl. Only mine."

He starts to move, thrusting into me hard and deep, each stroke sending waves of pleasure and pain through my body. I grip the couch, my fingers digging into the fabric as I try to steady myself.

My breasts bounce with each thrust, and I can feel the milk beginning to leak, stimulated by the intensity of his movements. I rip away my top, my breasts spilling out, the nipples hard and aching. Milk sprays onto the carpet, creating a sticky, warm mess beneath me.

"Look at you, baby girl," Lucian groans, his voice filled with dark satisfaction. "Dripping milk all over the floor while Daddy fucks you. This is where you belong, Cressida. Bent over and taking my cock like a good little slut."

His dirty words send a rush of heat through me, and I moan, my body clenching around him. He reaches around, his fingers finding my clit, stroking and rubbing in tight, intense circles. The pleasure builds, my body coiling tighter and tighter, until I'm on the edge, ready to explode.

"That's it, baby girl," he growls, his voice rough and breathless. "Come for Daddy. Show me how much you love taking my cock."

And then I do. I scream, my body convulsing as an intense orgasm rips through me. My pussy clamps down around his cock, milking him, drawing out every last drop of pleasure.

Lucian groans, his body tensing as he finds his own release. I feel his seed spraying inside me, coating my pussy walls, mixing with the milk that drips down my legs. It's filthy, degrading, and yet, it feels so fucking good.

"God, you feel amazing," he moans, his body shuddering with the force of his orgasm. "I love this, baby girl. I love marking you, filling you, claiming you as mine."

He stays buried inside me, his body shaking with the aftershocks of our shared pleasure. I pant, my body slick with sweat and milk, my pussy throbbing with the intensity of our connection.

Finally, he pulls out, his cock still semi-hard, glistening with our combined fluids. I turn around, looking up at him with wide, trembling eyes. He cups my face, his thumb brushing gently against my cheek.

"I love you, Cressida," he says, his voice soft and tender. "I need you to understand that. I need you to be mine, completely and utterly."

Tears well up in my eyes, my heart swelling with emotion. "I love you too, Daddy," I whisper, my voice shaky. "I'm yours. I promise, I'm yours."

He leans down, pressing a soft, gentle kiss to my lips. It's a stark contrast to the rough, dominant way he just took me, but it feels right. It feels like love.

"Come here, baby girl," he says, scooping me up into his arms. He carries me to the shower, stepping inside and setting me down gently. The water cascades over us, washing away the sweat and milk and cum.

He washes me tenderly, his hands gentle and soothing as they glide over my body. I lean into his touch, my eyes closed, my heart filled with a deep sense of contentment and love.

This is what I want. This is what I need. To be cherished, protected, claimed. To be his, completely and utterly.

“Daddy knows what’s best for you,” he whispers in my ear.

And I know he’s right. He has always done what was best for me, what I needed. And every time, he gives me the kind of pleasure I’ll never forget.


NINE


Lucian

Two months later…

Two months. It’s hard to believe it’s only been that long. With Cressida in my life, time feels different—every moment richer, heavier with meaning, like I was half-alive before and didn’t know it.

That’s why I brought her here, to Cape Cod. A quiet celebration for something that feels anything but small.

The ocean stretches out endlessly before us, sparkling beneath the afternoon sun. Seagulls wheel overhead, children squeal on the beach, the air heavy with the scent of salt and sunscreen. And Cressida—my Cressida—stands in the sand in a pale yellow sundress, the breeze tugging it against her curves, her hair wild and glowing in the light. She looks like summer incarnate. She looks like mine.

God, she’s beautiful. I can’t take my eyes off her.

We spend the day like any other couple. Walking hand in hand through cobblestone streets, ducking into quaint little shops, sharing bites of clam chowder in a family-owned restaurant that overlooks the harbor. She insists on ice cream, and I buy her the biggest cone they have—mint chocolate chip—and watch her laugh as it drips down her wrist.

Every time her hair falls into her eyes, I brush it back. Every time her shoulders bare too much to the sun, I smooth sunscreen over her skin, massaging it in until she squirms and giggles, swatting at me playfully. She looks at me like I’ve hung the stars, but the truth is I’m just a man in awe of her.

“You treat me like such a little girl,” she teases as we sit on a bench overlooking the boardwalk, ice cream in hand.

I glance at her, my lips curving into a smile. “That’s because that’s what you are, baby girl. Mine. My little one.”

Her cheeks flush, but she doesn’t deny it. She licks her ice cream, then watches a family pass by—two parents wrangling three sandy-haired kids, laughter trailing behind them like music.

Something tightens in my chest. I can’t hold it back anymore.

“I want that,” I say, my voice low. “A family. It’s my deepest need, Cressida. To breed you, to fill you, to watch you carry my children. That’s what I dream of every night.”

Her lashes flutter, but her smile is radiant, glowing. “I wasn’t on birth control from the start. And you’ve been coming inside me… so maybe we’re already on the way to making that happen.”

My heart slams against my ribs. The thought of her, full with my child, carrying the proof of our love—nothing has ever made me happier. “Baby girl…” I murmur, kissing her temple, her cheek, her lips. “You’ve just made me the happiest man alive.”

She laughs softly, pressing her forehead to mine. “I know you’re the one for me, Lucian. I want to be yours in every way. I want the family, the life, all of it—with you.”

Emotion swells so hard in my chest it almost hurts. “And I want that, too. I want to make you a part of my family. Forever.”

I kiss her again, slow and certain, my thumb stroking her cheek as I whisper, “You don’t need to work anymore, baby. Daddy will provide. Everything you could ever want will be yours.”

For once, she doesn’t argue. She nods, her eyes soft and shining. “I trust you. And you know that’s the deepest level of trust I can give anyone.”

I squeeze her hand, pulling it to my lips, pressing a kiss into her palm. My throat is tight with emotion. “I’ll never let you down.”

She looks at me, radiant, her voice a whisper full of promise. “Then let’s go back to the hotel, Daddy. Let’s start creating the family of our dreams.”

I stand, pulling her up with me, my hand firm on the small of her back. My heart pounds with certainty, with love, with fierce possessiveness. She’s mine. She’s ready.

And tonight, I’ll make sure she never forgets it.
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The moment the hotel room door clicks shut behind us, I’m on her. My hands cup her face, my mouth claiming hers in a deep, hungry kiss. She melts into me, her body soft and pliant, her taste like sweet summer sun.

“Strip for me, baby girl,” I murmur against her lips. “Show Daddy what’s his.”

She pulls back, her cheeks flushed, her eyes wide and trusting. Slowly, she peels her sundress over her head, revealing her lush, curvy body. Her breasts are heavy, her nipples already beaded with milk, her skin soft and inviting.

I groan, my cock already hard and aching. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” I growl, my hands sliding down to cup her breasts, my thumbs circling her sensitive nipples. “And these… these are mine. All mine. I will fill them with milk for our baby. I’ll make sure you have enough to feed two.”

She gasps, arching into my touch, her head falling back. I dip my head, capturing one nipple in my mouth, sucking hard. Milk sprays onto my tongue, sweet and creamy, and I swallow it greedily, loving the taste of her, the life she gives me.

“Daddy,” she moans, her hands clutching my shoulders. “That feels so good.”

I move to the other breast, licking and sucking until she’s panting, her body trembling with need. I can smell her arousal, the sweet, musky scent that drives me wild. I need to be inside her. I need to breed her.

I lift her, carrying her to the bed, laying her down gently. I strip off my clothes quickly, my cock jutting out, hard and ready. Her eyes widen as she takes me in, her tongue darting out to lick her lips.

“See what how hard I get at the thought of impregnating you, baby girl?” I stroke my cock, precum beading at the tip. “My cock is full of seed. Seed that you will nurture in your womb and grow in to a baby. I’m going to fill you up, Cressida. I’m going to breed you.”

I climb onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. Her pussy is wet, glistening, her folds swollen and ready. I position myself at her entrance, rubbing the head of my cock against her clit, drawing out a gasp from deep within her.

“Please, Daddy,” she whimpers, her hips bucking against me. “I want to be your fertile breeder.”

“I took your innocence, now I’m going to breed you and claim your womb, too.” I squeeze her tit. “And your milk was always mine. I’ll have every sexy part of you all to myself.”

She moans, her head thrashing from side to side. “Please, Daddy. Please fuck me. Fill me with your cum. I want to have your babies. I want to get pregnant and show off my big belly to everyone. They’ll all know you got me pregnant.”

Her words send a surge of lust through me. I can’t hold back any longer. I plunge into her, burying myself deep in one forceful thrust. She screams, her body arching, her pussy clenching around me.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I groan, my hips moving, thrusting in and out of her. “You feel so good, baby girl. So fucking wet and fertile. Your pussy is squeezing me. It wants my seed.”

I lean down, capturing her mouth in a fierce kiss, my tongue sliding against hers, tasting her moans. Her legs wrap around me, her heels digging into my ass, urging me deeper, harder.

I break the kiss, my forehead pressed to hers, our breaths mingling. “You’re mine, Cressida,” I growl, my voice rough. “Mine to fuck. Mine to breed. Mine to fill with my seed.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she gasps, her eyes locked on mine. “I’m yours. Only yours.”

I pull out, flipping her onto her stomach. I grab her hips, pulling her up onto her knees, her ass in the air. I slam back into her, my cock hitting a new angle, drawing out a scream from deep within her.

“Oh God, Daddy,” she cries, her hands clutching the sheets. “It’s so deep. You’re so deep.”

I grip her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, my cock pounding into her relentlessly. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the room. It’s a filthy, erotic sound that drives me wild. My cock plumps up, stretching her pussy, filling her to the brim until she can’t deny me.

Can’t deny what we were always destined to do.

I reach around, my fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight circles that make her scream, her body convulsing. Her pussy clenches around me, milking me, drawing out my release.

“That’s it, baby girl,” I groan, my voice strained. “Come for Daddy. Let your pussy relax so you are open to take my seed.”

She does. She comes hard, her body shaking, her pussy pulsing around me. I can feel my orgasm building, my cock swelling, my balls tightening.

“I’m going to come, baby girl,” I growl, my voice rough. “I’m going to fill you with my seed. I’m going to breed you.”

With one final, deep thrust, I come, my cock pulsing, my seed spraying inside her. I can feel it, the hot rush of my cum filling her, marking her, claiming her.

She collapses beneath me, her body trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps. I stay buried inside her, my cock pulsing with the aftershocks of my release. I lean down, kissing her shoulder, her neck, her cheek, whispering words of love and praise.

“Good girl,” I murmur, my voice soft. “You took all of Daddy’s cum. You were such a good girl for me.”

I pull out slowly, my cock still semi-hard. I roll her onto her back, spreading her legs wide. I can see my cum leaking out of her, mixing with her milk, creating a sticky, erotic mess. I love it. I fucking love it.

I dip my fingers into the mix, scooping it up, bringing it to her lips. “Taste us, baby girl,” I command, my voice dark. “Taste what we made together.”

She opens her mouth, sucking my fingers clean, her tongue swirling, her eyes locked on mine. It’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen.

“You’re such a good girl, Cressida,” I praise, my voice filled with love. “You’re everything I’ve ever wanted. Everything I’ve ever dreamed of.”

I climb back onto the bed, pulling her into my arms, holding her close. She curls into me, her head resting on my chest, her body soft and pliant.

“I love you, Daddy,” she whispers, her voice filled with contentment. “I’m so happy to be yours.”

I kiss the top of her head, my arms tightening around her. “I love you too, baby girl. More than you’ll ever know. And I’ll always be yours. Always.”

We drift off to sleep, our bodies entwined, our hearts beating as one. And maybe soon, we’ll have a third heart beating alongside ours.


TEN


Cressida

One month later…

It starts small. A dull ache in my stomach. A wave of nausea when Lucian cooks me breakfast, even though he always makes it perfect—fluffy eggs, buttered toast, fruit sliced with precision that only he could care about.

At first, I brush it off. I tell myself it’s stress, or maybe my body being strange. I don’t want to admit what Lucian keeps hinting at every time he squeezes me close and rubs my belly with that hopeful gleam in his eyes.

“You’ve been glowing,” he says. “Maybe you’re already knocked up, baby girl.”

I laugh it off, swatting at him. “It doesn’t happen that fast, Lucian.”

But deep down, I know it might have. I haven’t had my period in over a month. And he’s been coming inside me almost every night.

This morning, it hits harder than ever. We’re in the kitchen, his lips warm and demanding as he kisses me good morning. My body heats, softens against him, but then my stomach twists violently.

“Lucian—” I gasp, shoving him back just in time.

I run for the bathroom, barely making it before I’m sick.

“Shh, baby girl,” Lucian murmurs, already behind me. He kneels down, gathering my hair into his big hands, holding it back from my face while I heave into the toilet. His other hand rubs circles on my back, steady and reassuring. “It’s okay. Take your time. There’s nothing to be embarrassed about. Daddy’s got you.”

Tears sting my eyes as I spit, my body trembling. I feel awful—weak, pathetic. But Lucian never flinches.

“That’s my girl,” he whispers against my ear, kissing the side of my head. “You’re already showing symptoms of morning sickness. We need to check.”

I slump back against him, breathing hard. “What if I am?” My voice cracks. “My life with you has been so perfect. Quitting work, being here with you, our little nest of bliss… but a baby means even more. It’s… it’s a bigger commitment.”

His hand cups my cheek, firm but gentle, guiding me to look at him. His blue eyes burn with certainty. “If you’re growing my baby in your belly,” he says, voice low and possessive, “you’re going to have my last name.”

I gasp, my lips parting. “Lucian… are you saying marriage? Already? We haven’t known each other that long.”

His thumb strokes my cheekbone, tender but unyielding. “I knew the moment I saw you. You were the one I’ve been searching for all my life. Time doesn’t matter when it’s fate.”

A sob escapes me, not from fear, but from how much I love him. He pulls me into his arms, holding me so tightly I feel wrapped in iron and safety.

“Rest here, baby,” he whispers, kissing my forehead. “Daddy’s going to run to the pharmacy. I’ll get a pregnancy test, and we’ll know for sure.”

When the door clicks shut behind him, silence fills the penthouse. My hand drifts to my stomach, warm and flat beneath my palm. My heart races.

“If you’re in there,” I whisper softly, “you’re lucky. Because you’re going to have a dad who’s honorable and strong. A dad who will never leave us. Lucian will take care of us.”

Tears blur my vision, but I smile anyway. Because somehow, I know it’s true.
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My knees bounce nervously as I sit on the edge of the bed, the small white stick clutched in my hands. Lucian kneels in front of me, his big frame blocking out everything else, his eyes locked on mine. His hands cover mine, steadying them.

The timer on his phone buzzes. I can’t look. I squeeze my eyes shut.

Lucian’s voice is low, rough with emotion. “Baby girl. Look at me.”

I force my eyes open and glance down at the test. Two pink lines. My breath catches in my throat.

“I’m pregnant,” I whisper, the words foreign on my tongue.

Lucian exhales sharply, like he’s been holding his breath for weeks. His hands slide to my waist, then lower, cradling my stomach reverently. He bends, pressing kisses all over my belly, his beard tickling my skin.

“Thank you,” he murmurs between kisses. “Thank you for giving me this gift. You’re so fertile, baby girl. I could smell it the night I bred you. Your pheromones were begging me to give you a baby to nurture.”

My heart breaks open at the sound of his voice, so raw and full of devotion. Tears flood my eyes as I thread my fingers through his hair.

He squeezes my stomach possessively, his eyes blazing when he looks up at me. “This is mine now. My baby in your belly. My family. You’re carrying my future.”

The fierce love in his eyes makes me tremble. He stands abruptly, towering over me, his chest rising and falling. His hand doesn’t leave my belly as he blurts, “Marry me, Cressida. Be my wife. Be mine forever.”

I gasp, tears spilling freely down my cheeks. “Lucian…” My voice cracks. “Yes. Yes, I’ll marry you.”

He pulls me into his arms so suddenly I nearly topple into him, but he holds me firm, his hands spanning my back, his mouth crashing onto mine. The kiss is hot, desperate, full of relief and promise. I cling to his shoulders, my tears wetting his face.

“I love you,” I cry against his lips. “I love you so much.”

His forehead presses to mine, his eyes dark and glistening with his own unshed tears. “I love you more. You’re everything I dreamed of, baby girl. Everything.”

The room feels alive, charged, the air thick with emotion. The city lights spill through the windows, painting us in a golden glow. Lucian lowers me gently back onto the bed, his hand never leaving my stomach. His thumb rubs over the flat skin like he’s already cradling our baby inside.

“You’ve made me the happiest man alive,” he whispers, kissing me again, slower this time, reverent.

And in that moment, wrapped in his arms, carrying his child, promised to him forever, I know I’ve found everything I ever wanted.

I’ve found home, safety, and comfort.

And I’ve found the man I will love for the rest of my life.


EPILOGUE


Lucian

Four years later…

The house is quiet. Too quiet.

Our two little ones are at their grandparents’ for the evening, and for the first time in weeks, Cressida and I are alone. I spent the drive home thinking about her the entire way—how radiant she looks at five months pregnant, how she glows even when she doesn’t feel it, how she devours food like she’s eating for an army.

Which is why I stopped at her favorite restaurant and picked up enough takeaway to feed a small family. She’s always ravenous now, and I love indulging her cravings. She deserves everything.

But when I walk through the door, I don’t find her curled on the couch waiting for me. I find her sitting on the floor of the living room, her arms hugging her chest, her cheeks wet with tears. Her shirt is damp, soaked through, the fabric clinging to her breasts.

My heart seizes.

“Cressida?” I set the bags down and rush to her side, dropping to my knees.

She shakes her head, crying harder. “I couldn’t stop it. I started leaking and it wouldn’t stop and—and you didn’t answer your phone, Lucian. I felt so helpless.” Her voice cracks into a sob. “I hate this. I feel like I can’t control my own body. And our babies don’t even need my milk anymore.”

I gather her into my arms instantly, pressing her trembling body against my chest. “Shhh. Daddy’s here now.” I cradle her head against me, stroking her hair as she sobs. “I’m going to take care of your leaking tits, baby girl. You don’t have to worry about anything.”

Her tears soak into my shirt, but I don’t care. I hold her tighter, my hand sliding over her back in slow, soothing strokes. “Sshhh. Calm down, babygirl. You’re fine. Daddy’s holding you. Just breathe for me.”

She hiccups against my chest, her small fists gripping my shirt. Pregnancy always makes her emotions rawer, more fragile. And I love her for it. I love that she lets me see every part of her, even the parts that feel messy and unmanageable.

I kiss the crown of her head, rocking her gently. “You’re the strongest woman I know. You’ve given me two beautiful children, and now you’re growing our third. There’s nothing helpless about you.”

She sniffles, pulling back just enough to meet my gaze, her eyes swollen and red, lashes wet. “You really think so?”

I cup her damp cheek, brushing away a tear with my thumb. “I know so. And even when you feel like you’re falling apart, you’re still my perfect baby girl. Always.”

She leans into my touch, her breathing finally slowing, her sobs softening into little shivers. I press kisses along her temple, her cheek, the corner of her lips, murmuring between each one: “Daddy loves you. Daddy’s got you. Daddy will never let you go.”

Her body relaxes against mine, her tears drying, the storm passing. I guide her to the couch, settling her in my lap, and kiss her swollen belly reverently.

“Daddy’s here,” I whisper against the curve of her bump. “For you, for this little one, for all of us. Always.”

And as she threads her fingers through my hair, sighing softly, I can tell she’s relaxing. I take off her shirt so she can drip breastmilk freely. The sight alone arouses my cock, turning it into a steel rod. I hug her, kissing her shoulders.

“Daddy,” she sobs as more milk oozes out of her tits. “I’m soaking your expensive shirt with my titty milk.”

“Daddy can buy another shirt, baby. Besides, I love feeling your milk making my shirt wet. You’re such a fertile, milky girl, making so much milk with those massive milkers. Daddy’s proud of your lactating tits. So proud of my little girl for always leaking milk like a good milky mama.”

“Really? You like it?”

“I love it. It makes me so hard, seeing you naked with streaks of breastmilk streaming out of your massive milk jugs. Now let me taste some of that delicious cream. Daddy’s so thirsty after a hard day at work.”

She pushes out her chest, “Please, Daddy. Make the ache go away.”

I wipe her tears, pressing into her firm mounds of flesh, feeling how engorged they are. No matter how many times I milk her, this never gets old. Her titty milk is still fresh and delicious and her massive breasts turn me on instantly.

“Good girl. Now open those legs for Daddy so I can make your pussy feel good while I suck on these swollen tits.”

She’s not wearing panties. I forbade her from wearing them at home because I’m always horny for her, especially when she’s pregnant and showing.

I lift Cressida’s heavy, milk-laden breasts, marveling at their size and fullness. Her nipples are dark and engorged, leaking creamy milk that drips down her curves. I lean in, capturing one stiff peak between my lips, and suck gently.

She gasps, her body arching as milk sprays into my mouth. I swallow greedily, the taste of her sweet and intoxicating. “That’s it, baby girl,” I murmur against her skin. “Give Daddy all your milk. You’re such a good little milky mama.”

Her hands tangle in my hair, holding me close as I suckle from one breast and then the other, drinking her down. Her body trembles with each pull, her breath hitching as I ease the ache in her swollen tits.

“Spread your legs wider, baby girl,” I command, my voice rough with need. “Let Daddy see that pretty pussy.”

She obeys, her thighs parting to reveal her glistening folds. I trail my fingers down her stomach, circling her clit before sliding two fingers deep inside her. She moans, her hips bucking against my hand.

“You’re so wet, baby girl,” I growl, pumping my fingers in and out of her. “You love it when Daddy sucks your tits, don’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she pant, her eyes glazed with lust. “It feels so good. Please don’t stop.”

I don’t. I continue to suckle her breasts, switching from one to the other, drinking her milk as I finger-fuck her pussy. Her moans grow louder, her body trembling as I bring her closer to the edge.

Her pregnant belly bounces with each thrust of my fingers, a sight that sends a primal surge of lust through me. I release her nipple with a pop, trailing kisses down her stomach, worshipping her rounded bump.

“ Look at you, baby girl,” I groan, my cock throbbing with need. “So ripe and fertile. You’re carrying my child,and you’re leaking milk just for me. You’re fucking perfect.”

I withdraw my fingers, slick with her arousal, and position myself between her legs. My cock is rock hard, precum beading at the tip. I rub the head against her clit, coating myself in her wetness.

“Please, Daddy,” she begs, her voice breathy. “I need you inside me. I need you to fuck me.”

I grunt, gripping her hips, and thrust deep inside her. She cries out, her body arching as I fill her completely. Her pussy is tight and wet, gripping me like a vice.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” I growl, my hips moving, thrusting in and out of her. “So tight and wet. Perfect for Daddy’s cock.”

I lean down, capturing her mouth in a fierce kiss, my tongue sliding against hers. She moans into my mouth, her body writhing beneath me as I fuck her hard and deep.

Breaking the kiss, I gaze down at her, my eyes locked on her bouncing belly, the sight of her pregnant body taking my cock sending me into a frenzy. “You’re so fucking sexy like this,” I groan. “Pregnant and milky, all for Daddy.”

I reaches down, thumbing her clit as I pound into her, the dual stimulation sending her spiraling. Her moans grow louder, her body trembling as her orgasm approaches.

“Come for Daddy, baby girl,” I command, my voice rough. “I want to feel your pussy squeeze my cock. I want to see your milk spray while you come.”

And she does. She comes hard, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping down around my cock. Milk sprays from her nipples, coating her belly and my chest, the sight so erotic it pushes me over the edge.

With a final, deep thrust, I come, my cock pulsing, my seed filling her. I groan, my body shuddering with the force of my release. I can feel it, the hot rush of my cum filling her, marking her, breeding her.

“That’s it, baby girl,” I pant, my forehead pressed to hers. “Take all of Daddy’s cum. Take it deep inside that fertile little pussy.”

I stay buried inside her, my cock pulsing with the aftershocks of my orgasm. I kiss her gently, tenderly, my hands stroking her belly, her breasts, worshipping her body.

“You’re amazing, Cressida,” I whisper, my voice filled with awe. “You’re the most incredible woman I’ve ever known. I’m so lucky to have you.”

She smiles up at me, her eyes shining with love. “I’m the lucky one, Lucian. You’ve given me everything. A home, a family, love. I couldn’t ask for more.”

I gather her into my arms, holding her close, my hand resting protectively on her belly. “And I’ll keep giving you everything, baby girl. Forever. You and our children, you’re my world.”

Once her breathing has steadied, I lift her into my arms and carry her to the bar stool in the kitchen. She tucks her face into my neck like she always does, her body soft and pliant in my hold, trusting me to be her anchor.

I set her down gently, smoothing her hair away from her damp cheeks. “Stay here, baby girl. Daddy’s going to feed you.”

She sniffles, managing a weak smile. “You really stopped to get food?”

“From the best place in town,” I answer, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “Because my pregnant little girl is always hungry.”

That earns me a soft laugh, the sound like sunlight breaking through clouds.

I bring the bags over, unpacking containers of her favorites: lobster ravioli, garlic bread, a decadent chocolate mousse. Her eyes widen, her hands already reaching for the bread.

“You spoil me,” she murmurs, taking a bite.

“That’s the point.” I stroke her cheek with my knuckles. “You’re carrying my third child. Spoiling you is the least I can do.”

She blushes, ducking her head, but I see the way her lips curve upward. I sit beside her, coaxing her to eat more, watching her enjoy every bite. I don’t even touch my own food until I’m certain she’s satisfied.

Afterward, I take her feet into my lap, slipping off her slippers. Her ankles are swollen, her skin tender. I knead them gently, circling my thumbs over the sore spots until she sighs, leaning back into the cushions.

“You’re going to make me fall asleep right here,” she murmurs, her eyes fluttering shut.

“That’s fine,” I whisper, kissing her toes reverently. “Sleep on me, baby girl. You’ve earned it.”

Her lashes flutter open again, her gaze meeting mine. There’s still a touch of vulnerability there, but beneath it, love—deep, unshakable love.

“I don’t know what I’d do without you,” she says softly.

“You’ll never have to know.” My hand slides over her belly, possessive and tender. “You, our babies, our family… you’re everything I live for now. I can’t imagine my life before you.”

She wipes at her eyes, smiling through fresh tears. “God, Lucian. You’re going to make me cry again.”

I lean in, kissing the tears before they fall. “Then let me. Because every tear means you feel safe enough to let it out with me.”

Her lips meet mine in a slow, lingering kiss, tasting of salt and sweetness. When she pulls back, she whispers, “I love you, Daddy.”

“I love you too, baby girl,” I murmur, tucking her against my chest.

The house is quiet, our children away, the world narrowed to just us. And as I hold her, rubbing her belly, massaging her feet, feeding her spoonfuls of chocolate mousse between kisses, I know one thing for certain:

This—her in my arms, our children waiting for us, another life growing inside her—is the forever I’ve always dreamed of.
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