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Milk and mine

Where her milk belonged 


Prologue

She doesn’t know.

She doesn’t know the baby in her arms has my eyes.

She doesn’t know I remember how she tasted before I ever saw her cry.

She doesn’t know I fucked her one year ago to the day—and she begged for it, thinking I was someone else.

But she will.

God, she will.

I watch her from across the porch, hidden behind the edge of my window like I’m not supposed to. Like I haven’t done this a hundred times before—before I moved back in, before I bought the house my parents abandoned for Florida sun and early retirement and clean slates.

I didn’t come back to clean anything.

I came to finish it.

Nina is sitting in her usual spot—gray sweater slipping off one shoulder, her hair pulled into that messy knot she always wears when she’s tired, but trying. Rosie is nestled to her chest, small and pink and soft, sucking quietly under a muslin blanket as her mother hums something low and sweet.

She doesn’t know she’s nursing my daughter.

She doesn’t know that when she closes her eyes and smiles like that—peaceful, content, full—I want to crawl inside her skin and never leave.

Because that’s mine.

She’s mine.

And she gave herself to me a year ago without even knowing it.

I gave her everything in return.

Every drop.

Every thrust.

Every filthy promise I whispered in her ear while she gasped my name—his name—clinging to me like she’d fall apart if I stopped.

I didn’t stop.

I made sure of it.

And now?

Now, I’m home.

Next door. A few yards away. A few fenceposts and a husband who works too late, cares too little, touches her like she’s a duty instead of a gift.

I could be in that house in two minutes.

I could take what’s mine. Today. Right now.

But I won’t.

Not yet.

Because this time?

She’s going to know it’s me.

She’s going to choose me.

She’s going to crawl into my lap, dripping and open and ready, and she’s going to beg me to finish what I started.

And when she does?

She’ll be mine.

Forever.

Her.

The baby.

The milk.

The house.

Every single breath she takes.

I’ve already taken her once.

Now I’m here to keep her


Chapter 1

1 year earlier

She was dressed as a witch.

Not the cartoony kind. No plastic hat or broom. Just little black dress—tight and soft in all the right places, low neckline, boots that clicked across the hardwood when she moved. She had her hair down, long and dark and messy like she’d tried but given up halfway through getting ready.

God, I wanted her.

I wanted her before tonight.

Before the party.

Before the plan.

Before she even knew I was a man.

Because back then? I was just the boy across the street.

She’d wave from her porch, all polite smiles and half-distracted hellos. Back when I was in high school, she’d come out to water her flowers in little sleep shorts and tank tops, never noticing how long I stared. Never realizing I was memorizing every inch of her.

Nina.

Mrs. Roberts.

The girl next door who married too young and looked too lonely.

And tonight?

Tonight, she was mine.

Her husband—Mark—was already drunk when I got here. Typical. His friends dragged him off to the back patio to smoke cigars and relive their boring high school glory days. I slipped inside, quiet and smooth, dressed in the same navy-blue tuxedo he’d worn earlier in the evening.

Same cologne. Same cheap black mask.

The key was watching.

Waiting.

Finding the moment she stepped away.

When I caught her in the hallway, she didn’t even blink. The lights were low, the music loud, the hallway narrow and dark.

She turned.

I stepped behind her.

She didn’t flinch when I pressed close. Just smiled.

“I was wondering where you went,” she said, voice low, like a secret.

I didn’t answer.

Just leaned down, let my breath hit her neck.

She shivered.

She laughed—soft, surprised. “And you smell… better than you did earlier.”

I wanted to fucking growl.

Because she had no idea it was me. No idea her husband was still outside talking about stock portfolios or golf swings or whatever the hell men like him talk about when they don’t know what they have at home.

No idea I was about to fuck a baby into her and she’d thank me for it.

I ran my hand down her side—slow, deliberate. Testing. She didn’t pull away.

“You’re different tonight,” she murmured.

She hesitated.

God, I felt it. The way her breath caught. The way her hips tipped back..

That was all I needed.

Not a word. Not even a breath too loud. Just the weight of my body against hers, the heat of my palm sliding down the curve of her waist, the quiet hum of the party still pulsing through the floorboards beneath us.

She thought I was him.

That made it easier.

No—that made it better.

Because she opened for me like she was waiting for it. Like she’d been waiting for him to notice her for months. Like this was something special, a spark, a reconnection between husband and wife.

But it wasn’t.

It was me.

And I was never giving it back.

I turned her toward the wall, one hand guiding her hip, the other slipping into the dip of her neckline. She gasped—quiet and breathless—and arched into my touch like she couldn’t help it.

Her breast was full in my palm. Warm. Soft. Already aching. I could feel it.

She’d been drinking. Not much. Just enough to blush easily. To let her limbs relax and her voice go breathy when I pinched her nipple and felt it pebble against my fingers.

“God,” she whispered, tipping her head back, “what’s gotten into you?”

She didn’t mean the question. It was rhetorical. A flustered, turned-on kind of awe.

And still, I said nothing.

I dragged my hand down between her legs and slipped under her tights. No panties. No barrier.

She was wet.

Soaking.

My fingers slid between her folds like she’d been waiting for it all night. Like her body recognized mine in a way her mind never would.

She moaned—soft, frantic—and grabbed the back of my neck.

The mask helped.

It let me stay hidden. Let me breathe her in without having to lie. I didn’t need to be him. I just needed to be there.

In the hallway, under the low light, with the music pounding and her husband still laughing outside, I fucked my fingers into her and made her come.

Right there.

Quick and sudden.

She bit down on her lip, hard, her whole body shivering like she couldn’t believe what just happened.

Like he had never done that.

Like this was new.

And it was.

Because this was me.

I didn’t let her speak. Didn’t give her time to collect herself. I turned her around and pushed up her skirt, and when she whimpered—just a little, just enough—I pressed a kiss to her shoulder.

She let me pull her tights down to her thighs. Let me lift her leg. Let me push into her slow and deep and so careful that she didn’t notice the difference in the way I held her.

But I did.

And when I bottomed out?

When I buried myself so deep inside her I knew she’d feel it for days?

She sighed like she was coming home.

I held her like I’d always meant to.

Slow.

Ruinous.

Silent.

When I came, I did it with my mouth at her neck and my hands locked on her hips, holding her still while I filled her up.

I stayed there, deep and quiet, and let it happen.

Let it take.

Because I knew what I’d done.

And in nine months, she’d know too.


Chapter 2

Present Day

I left the door open, just enough to catch her voice when it came.

She knocked anyway. Polite. Soft.

Then she laughed under her breath and said, “Door’s open, isn’t it?” before stepping inside.

God, she brought something.

Her arms were full—brownies, warm in a foil-covered dish, and Rosie, perched on her hip with one tiny fist tangled in her mother’s shirt. The neckline was damp with milk, and she didn’t seem to notice.

Or maybe she was just too tired to care.

Either way, I noticed.

Every time.

“Griffin,” she said, smiling like it was something soft. “Look at you. All grown up.”

I smiled back—easy, open, every inch of me warm and relaxed. “Hey, Nina.”

She stepped fully into the entryway, eyes scanning the bare walls and half-open boxes. “Wow. You really are on your own now. I still can’t believe your parents left this place behind.”

I shrugged. “Florida called.”

She grinned. “I should’ve guessed. Your mom always said she wanted to retire somewhere that didn’t have winter.”

“She said she was tired of seeing her breath six months out of the year.”

Nina laughed. The sound hit me right in the chest. I used to hear it from across the street. Spring evenings, windows cracked open. She’d laugh and I’d stop breathing for a second, just to hear it clearer.

“Well,” she said, adjusting Rosie slightly, “I thought I’d bring over a housewarming thing. Brownies. Still warm. Don’t let that fool you, they’re from a box.”

“Doesn’t matter,” I said, taking the dish from her. “I haven’t had anything sweet in a week.”

Her eyes sparkled. “You? That doesn’t seem possible.”

“You’d be surprised.”

Her gaze flicked down to the baby. “Sorry to barge in. I just figured you might like a little welcome. It’s good having someone familiar on the street again.”

I let my eyes linger on her—soft curls tucked behind one ear, a flush on her cheeks that wasn’t from the heat, eyes as blue as the sky.

She looked like she belonged here.

She looked like she belonged to me.

“I’m really glad you’re back,” she said quietly.

My smile tipped crooked. “Me too.”

Rosie let out a little sigh and buried her face in Nina’s chest. My eyes flicked to the damp mark on her shirt—fresh, still spreading.

Nina caught my glance and laughed under her breath. “Ignore the mess. I swear this kid nurses like it’s a sport.”

“You’re feeding her. That’s not a mess.”

Her mouth parted slightly—surprised, maybe. Caught off guard.

I kept it casual.

“You look good,” I said, voice light. “You know… for someone keeping a human alive.”

She rolled her eyes, but she was smiling. “That’s the nicest thing anyone’s said to me in months.”

“I’ll try harder next time.”

“Oh, stop,” she said, blushing. “God, don’t get flirty. It’s been way too long since I’ve talked to anyone who isn’t a baby or my husband.”

Mark. Right.

Always working. Always missing it.

Her softness. Her laughter. The way her shirt clung to her breasts after feeding our daughter.

He didn’t deserve any of it.

She glanced around at the boxes stacked in the entryway, then down at the baby snuggled into her shoulder. “You know,” she said, “I’ve got a little time before her nap. If you want some company while you unpack…”

My chest went still.

But I smiled like it was nothing.

“I’d love that.”

She slipped off her shoes and stepped farther into the house, shifting Rosie to her other side.

“Where do you want these?” she asked, gesturing toward the brownies.

“Anywhere’s fine. Kitchen’s through there.”

She walked past me, her shoulder brushing mine as she moved.

Warm.

Familiar.

Soft.

She didn’t know.

Not yet.

But she’d come back on her own. Walked into my house. Into my space. Sat down with our daughter in her arms.

And now?

She was staying.

She stayed longer than she meant to.

The brownies were long forgotten. Rosie was fussing now, her face scrunched, mouth rooting, tiny fists batting softly at her mother’s chest.

Nina kept bouncing her knee, shushing in that soft, sing-song voice I used to hear on spring nights when her windows were open and I still lived across the street.

“She’s probably starving,” she said, brushing Rosie’s hair back from her damp forehead. “I meant to feed her before I came over, but…”

Her shirt was dark with milk now. Soaked straight through.

“She’s stubborn,” Nina added. “Just like me. She refuses bottles now. Wants it straight from the tap, twenty-four-seven.”

My gaze dropped to her chest.

Full. Heavy. Nipples visible through the thin, wet cotton.

“Can’t say I blame her,” I murmured.

Nina let out a startled laugh. “Griffin.”

“What?” I grinned. Easy. Harmless. “You said she’s stubborn.”

“Uh-huh. Sure. That’s exactly what you meant.”

I shrugged, then nodded toward her. “She’s not going to wait much longer.”

“No, she’s not,” Nina sighed. “And I’m probably seconds away from a full meltdown. I just hate doing this in front of people.”

“You’ve known me for years.”

“You were a teenager the last time I saw you.”

“And you were—what, twenty-three? Don’t pretend the gap’s that wide.”

That made her smile.

But her hands were still busy—trying to juggle Rosie while shielding her chest, one hand tugging at her neckline, the other bracing the baby.

“Need help?” I asked.

“I’m fine—” she started, but I was already moving.

I sat down beside her.

Close.

She tensed for just a second, but she didn’t stop me.

My hand brushed hers, slow and intentional, and I reached for the clasp on her nursing bra.

She sucked in a breath. “Griffin—”

“I’ve got it,” I said softly, unhooking it with a practiced flick.

Her breast spilled free—round, flushed, already beading with milk.

She tried to cover it with her palm.

I caught her wrist.

Held it. Gently. Just enough to let her feel the choice.

“You don’t need to hide from me.”

Nina hesitated.

Then exhaled and let me guide Rosie to her nipple.

The baby latched instantly, mouth greedy, and Nina gasped—quiet, surprised.

She sagged back against the couch.

“I swear,” she breathed, “she drains me like it’s personal.”

“She takes what she needs,” I said, still holding her wrist.

Nina laughed again—soft, worn down. “Yeah. That she does.”

My eyes never left her.

The weight of her breast in my peripheral vision. The sound of Rosie swallowing. Nina’s fingers curling into the edge of her shirt.

She looked down at her daughter, the corners of her mouth softening.

“I keep trying to figure out where she gets everything,” she murmured.

“She doesn’t look like Mark,” she added, voice quieter. “Not really.”

I didn’t move.

Just waited.

“She has my chin, I think,” Nina continued. “But her eyes…”

She glanced at me.

“They’re green. Like yours.”

The silence sat heavy for a beat.

Then she smiled, unaware of the crack she’d opened.

“She’s going to be a heartbreaker.”

I let go of her wrist.

But I didn’t move away.

“She already is.”

Rosie was full and drowsy now, her little jaw still working even as her eyes fluttered closed.

“She’s going to pass out,” Nina murmured, stroking a hand down her baby’s back. “Milk drunk.”

“May I?” I asked.

Nina looked at me—wary, but soft—and nodded.

I reached out and took Rosie into my arms.

She didn’t stir.

She curled into me without hesitation, her cheek warm against my chest, fingers balled tight.

My heart shouldn’t have kicked the way it did.

But it did.

I held her like I’d always meant to.

Carefully. Confidently. Like I’d done it a thousand times before.

Nina watched, her eyes wide. “You’re good with her.”

“She’s mine,” I almost said.

Instead, I rose slowly, walked down the hall, and laid her gently in the bassinet Nina had brought—folded blanket, pacifier, lullaby still playing softly from her phone.

I lingered for a breath.

Then stepped back into the living room.

Nina was still on the couch, legs curled under her, shirt pulled halfway back up. Her nursing bra hung open, one breast bare.

Her body was slumped in that way only exhausted women fold—shoulders loose, mouth parted, head tilted back against the cushion.

But her eyes were open.

And she was in pain.

I could see it in the way she pressed her palm against her left breast—fingers moving in slow, careful circles. Trying to soothe the pressure.

“You okay?” I asked.

She blinked, flushed, and tugged her shirt down halfway. “Yeah. Just—she always empties one side. The other… not so much.”

“You should pump.”

“I know,” she said, breath catching. “It just—hurts.”

I crossed the room.

Sat back beside her.

Close again.

Her eyes lifted slowly. Still cautious. Still trusting.

“You need relief,” I said.

“I’ll be fine,” she started. “I’ll go home soon and—”

I reached for her shirt.

Tugged it back down.

Gentle. Intentional.

She froze, breath stalling in her chest.

“Let me help.”

“Griffin…”

“You’re in pain.”

Her lips parted. Her eyes dropped to her chest—her breast now exposed again, full and flushed, milk already welling at the tip.

I leaned in.

Close enough for her to feel my breath.

Close enough for her to stop me.

She didn’t.

She just whispered, “I can’t believe this is happening.”

Then I pressed my mouth to her nipple and sucked.

Slow. Deep. Intentional.

She gasped.

Not loud.

Not scandalized.

Just overwhelmed.

I held her breast in my hand, just enough pressure to make the milk flow faster. She let out a low, helpless sound and grabbed the back of my neck.

Her legs shifted, thighs rubbing together.

“I shouldn’t be—” she whispered, but didn’t finish.

I kept going.

Drinking her down, tasting her—warm, sweet, mine. Her body trembled under my hands, torn between shame and relief and something she wasn’t ready to name.

“I needed this,” I murmured against her skin.

She whimpered.

Didn’t tell me to stop.

Didn’t push me away.

I pulled back for a second, let her nipple slip from my mouth, watched milk bead at the tip again.

“You’re still full,” I said. “Let me finish.”

Nina looked at me like she’d fallen into something she couldn’t climb out of.

And then she nodded.

She nodded.

That’s all I needed.

I dipped my head again, slow and reverent, and took her nipple back into my mouth.

She whimpered—high and thin—like her nerves were strung too tight to handle even this.

I sucked deep, pulling hard enough to make her arch.

Her hand tangled in my hair. Not pushing. Anchoring. Holding onto something as her body trembled beneath my mouth.

“That’s it,” I whispered when I pulled back to breathe. “You’re doing so good, Nina.”

She shivered.

I kissed her breast—lower, softer—then dragged my tongue in a slow circle around the aching curve, lapping up the milk as it beaded across her skin.

“You’re so full,” I murmured. “So warm. Sweetest thing I’ve ever tasted.”

She gasped when I dragged my teeth across her nipple. Just the edge. Just enough.

Then I sucked again, harder this time, and let my free hand move to her other breast.

It was still covered.

Not for long.

I palmed it, firm and slow, and she moaned—completely unguarded now. Her thighs clenched together and her hips shifted like she didn’t mean to.

“Hurts, doesn’t it?” I asked, brushing my thumb over her covered nipple.

She nodded, breath stuttering.

“Let me take care of you.”

She didn’t speak.

She didn’t have to.

I slipped my hand inside her bra and cupped the other breast, feeling the heat, the weight, the slow pulse of need moving through her.

“God, Nina,” I breathed. “You were made for this.”

“For feeding. For softness. For me.”

Another deep pull and her whole body shook.

She was close.

From this.

Just this.

I could feel it—the way she panted, the way her fingers clenched in my hair, the way her back arched when I bit down just a little harder.

Her nipple slipped from my mouth, and I licked the milk from her skin, trailing my tongue up to the swell of her breast.

“Let go,” I whispered.

Her head fell back.

Her body went still.

And then she came—quiet, trembling, thighs pressed tight together, eyes fluttering shut as her mouth dropped open.

No hands between her legs.

No cock inside her.

Just my mouth at her breast.

Just my voice.

Just me.

She nodded.

That’s all I needed.

I dipped my head again, slow and reverent, and took her nipple back into my mouth.

She whimpered—high and thin—like her nerves were strung too tight to handle even this.

I sucked deep, pulling hard enough to make her arch.

Her hand tangled in my hair. Not pushing. Anchoring. Holding onto something as her body trembled beneath my mouth.

“That’s it,” I whispered when I pulled back to breathe. “You’re doing so good, Nina.”

She shivered.

I kissed her breast—lower, softer—then dragged my tongue in a slow circle around the aching curve, lapping up the milk as it beaded across her skin.

“You’re so full,” I murmured. “So warm. Sweetest thing I’ve ever tasted.”

She gasped when I dragged my teeth across her nipple. Just the edge. Just enough.

Then I sucked again, harder this time, and let my free hand move to her other breast.

It was still covered.

Not for long.

I palmed it, firm and slow, and she moaned—completely unguarded now. Her thighs clenched together and her hips shifted like she didn’t mean to.

“Hurts, doesn’t it?” I asked, brushing my thumb over her covered nipple.

She nodded, breath stuttering.

“Let me take care of you.”

She didn’t speak.

She didn’t have to.

I slipped my hand inside her bra and cupped the other breast, feeling the heat, the weight, the slow pulse of need moving through her.

“God, Nina,” I breathed. “You were made for this.”

“For feeding. For softness. For me.”

Another deep pull and her whole body shook.

She was close.

From this.

Just this.

I could feel it—the way she panted, the way her fingers clenched in my hair, the way her back arched when I bit down just a little harder.

Her nipple slipped from my mouth, and I licked the milk from her skin, trailing my tongue up to the swell of her breast.

“Let go,” I whispered.

Her head fell back.

Her body went still.

And then she came—quiet, trembling, thighs pressed tight together, eyes fluttering shut as her mouth dropped open.

No hands between her legs.

No cock inside her.

Just my mouth at her breast.

Just my voice.

Just me.

She was still trembling.

Her breath shallow, her chest rising and falling beneath my mouth, nipples flushed and shining with milk and spit.

I kissed her breast—once, twice—then dragged my lips down her stomach.

She didn’t stop me.

Didn’t even try.

Her legs had fallen open without her realizing it, one foot still tucked beneath her, the other flat against the couch cushion. Her pants were thin. Cotton. Easy.

I undid the button slowly, careful not to startle her.

She moaned—quiet, high, still riding the edges of her orgasm—and let her head tip back again.

I peeled them down, inch by inch, until her thighs were bare, soft and damp, her panties soaked through and clinging to her.

I kissed her inner thigh.

She gasped.

But didn’t stop me.

Didn’t even flinch when I hooked my fingers in the waistband and pulled her panties down, exposing her completely.

Her cunt was dripping. Wet and flushed, her folds slick with arousal and the aftershock of release.

And I couldn’t fucking stop myself.

I leaned in and licked her clean.

Long, slow strokes of my tongue, starting at her entrance and moving up—gathering everything, tasting all of it.

Her hips twitched.

I held her still.

“This is mine too,” I whispered, lips brushing her skin.

One soft suck to her clit—nothing harsh, nothing fast. Just pressure. Just claiming.

She whimpered like she was about to fall apart all over again.

I kissed her thigh.

Then again, higher.

Then moved back up, mouth dragging over the curve of her belly, up to her breasts.

I took one final pull from her nipple, slow and deep, letting the milk pool on my tongue before swallowing it down.

She made a noise—half broken, half stunned.

I kissed the swell of her other breast, then lifted my head.

And leaned in.

One soft kiss to her mouth.

No tongue. No push.

Just a press.

Sweet. Familiar.

Like we’d done it a hundred times.

When I pulled back, she was staring at me—eyes wide, pupils blown, lips still parted.

I smiled.

Easy. Casual.

“Let me get us a pizza,” I said softly. “You must be starving.”

The sky was still dark when I heard it.

Soft knock. Hesitant. Two short taps.

I was already awake.

I hadn’t slept much—not with the taste of her still warm in my mouth. Not with the image of her melting under my hands burned into the backs of my eyes.

I opened the door and found her standing there in flannel pajama pants and an old tank top, bare feet on the cold concrete.

Rosie was curled against her shoulder, asleep again, tiny mouth slack and pink.

But Nina—

Nina looked wrecked.

Her hair was a mess. Her eyes heavy-lidded. Her lips parted like she’d forgotten how to form a thought.

And she didn’t say a word.

She just pulled her shirt down.

One swollen breast spilled free.

Full. Tight. Milk already pooling at the nipple, a slow, shining drop sliding down the curve of her skin.

I didn’t ask why she was here.

I didn’t ask what she needed.

I stepped back and let her in.

She moved on instinct—silent, slow, clutching the baby against her chest with one arm as she walked past me.

I closed the door behind her.

Then turned.

She was already settling onto the couch, tank top still tugged low, one hand stroking Rosie’s back, the other cradling that aching, leaking breast.

She didn’t meet my eyes until I crossed the room.

And even then, she didn’t speak.

Didn’t have to.

She just looked up at me—tired, flushed, needing.

I knelt in front of her.

Carefully eased Rosie from her arms, barely a whimper from the baby as I held her close and settled her into the spare bassinet I’d never admitted I bought just in case.

When I turned back, Nina was still there.

Still waiting.

Still offering.

My hand came to her breast, warm and heavy, my thumb brushing gently across the nipple.

She sucked in a breath.

I leaned in and kissed it.

Then licked.

Then sucked.

She moaned—quiet, hoarse—head tipping back, shoulders sagging in relief.

Her body knew me now.

Knew what I could give her.

What I could take.

I kept my mouth around her, my hand at her side, steady and firm.

She fed me like she belonged to me.

And I drank like I had every right to her.

Because I did.

She moaned again, soft and broken, my mouth still wrapped around her nipple, milk slipping over my tongue.

But I paused.

Slowly, gently, I pulled back.

Nina’s lips parted in protest—quiet and instinctive, like her body already missed me. Her eyes were glassy with sleep and something deeper, something she didn’t know how to name.

I touched her knee.

“Come with me,” I said softly.

She blinked at me.

I stood first.

Lifted Rosie from the bassinet and carried her down the hall, slow and steady. Nina followed without a word, her shirt still pulled low, breast still exposed, forgotten.

I stepped into the bedroom.

Dim light filtered through the half-closed blinds. The sheets were still messy from where I’d barely slept.

I placed Rosie in the small crib tucked in the corner. She sighed in her sleep, turned her head, and settled again.

Then I turned to Nina.

She was standing there, barefoot, blinking slow and heavy like she’d wandered into a dream and wasn’t sure if she wanted to wake up.

I reached out and took her hand.

Led her to the bed.

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t resist.

I sat her on the edge and began peeling her clothes away—slow, reverent, no rush. Just her. Just this.

Her tank top came off first, revealing the breast I hadn’t tasted yet. I kissed it once, let my tongue brush her nipple, then moved lower.

Her pajama pants.

Her panties.

She lifted her hips for me.

Silent.

I stripped her bare.

And she let me.

I guided her back onto the bed, eased her down into the pillows, her body warm and pliant beneath my hands. Her breasts rose with each breath, swollen and slick, still leaking softly.

She looked up at me like she couldn’t believe this was happening.

And I looked down at her like I’d waited a lifetime.

I climbed onto the bed, knelt between her thighs, and leaned in.

I took her breast in both hands, cupped it, kissed it.

Then sucked.

Harder now. Deeper.

She gasped—high and fragile—and fisted the sheets beside her.

Milk poured into my mouth, warm and sweet and perfect.

She whimpered.

Her thighs shifted restlessly.

I didn’t stop.

Didn’t let her go.

Because she was mine now.

And I wasn’t done feeding.

She was shaking beneath me.

Her hands gripped the sheets, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as I drank from her like it was all I’d ever needed.

Her nipple slipped from my mouth for a second—wet, glistening—and I kissed it, licking the sweet trail of milk that had escaped down the side of her breast.

“Still so full,” I murmured, brushing my nose against the soft underside. “Let me take care of you, Nina.”

She nodded—barely a breath of movement.

And I slid my hand between her thighs.

She gasped, hips jerking.

I kept it soft.

Slow.

Just two fingers, slick with her own wetness, gliding between her folds. Her clit swollen and twitching under the lightest touch.

She let out a sob.

Not pain.

Relief.

“Griffin,” she whispered—barely audible, like she was afraid the sound would wake her from whatever dream this was.

“I’ve got you,” I said, voice low and smooth. “Just feel.”

I sucked her nipple back into my mouth, kept my hand moving—tight circles, steady rhythm, her slick heat soaking my fingers.

She moaned, louder now, her back arching off the bed.

“God,” she breathed. “I—oh God—I can’t—”

“Yes, you can.”

I kissed her breast, moved to the other, sucked until she cried out—milk spilling into my mouth as her body started to tremble harder.

She was close again.

So close.

I pressed deeper, stroked her clit just right, and when I grazed my teeth over her nipple—gently—she shattered.

She came with a cry, body convulsing, thighs clenching around my hand.

Milk flowed.

She sobbed again—this time from sheer release.

I didn’t stop until her legs went limp.

Until her breath slowed.

Until her body fell still beneath mine.

Then I kissed her breast one more time.

Soft.

Grateful.

And climbed up beside her.

She blinked, dazed and glassy-eyed, lashes fluttering as she tried to stay awake.

“You’re okay,” I murmured, brushing her hair from her forehead.

She nodded, but her eyes were already slipping shut.

I pulled the blanket over her.

Tucked her in.

And watched her fall asleep in my bed, naked and empty and still leaking just enough to promise she’d need me again soon.


Chapter 3

The light was golden and soft when I opened my eyes.

She was still there.

Naked under my sheets, one arm curled over her chest, the curve of her hip bare and perfect in the morning sun. Her hair was a mess, milk dried on the swell of one breast, a soft flush still clinging to her skin.

She hadn’t meant to stay.

She hadn’t even meant to come.

But here she was.

In my bed.

With my baby.

I turned my head and glanced out the window just in time to catch the taillights of a familiar car pulling out of the driveway across the street.

Mark.

Gone.

Probably to work. Probably didn’t even think to look for them before he left.

Didn’t check the crib.

Didn’t see the way Nina’s side of the bed was still cold.

Didn’t wonder why the house was quiet.

He had no idea his wife was in my bed, skin flushed, body used, milk drained from her breasts by my mouth.

No idea his daughter was sleeping in a crib beside my dresser.

No idea what he’d already lost.

I turned back to Nina.

She stirred when I leaned down.

Eyes fluttering, lips parting with a sleepy breath.

I kissed her.

Soft and lingering.

She didn’t even flinch. Just sighed into it, one hand coming up to rest at my jaw.

Still not thinking.

Still trusting.

“Sleep,” I whispered.

She nodded.

I got up slowly and padded across the room.

Rosie was still curled in the crib, tiny and pink, her fist near her mouth.

I scooped her up carefully, cradled her to my chest.

She blinked once. Yawned.

I kissed her forehead.

“You hungry again?” I murmured, nuzzling her hair. “Let’s see what we can do about that.”

I carried her into the kitchen, one hand on her back, her cheek tucked against me like she belonged there.

The house was quiet. Sunlight spilled across the counters.

I set Rosie in the cushioned baby seat I’d pulled out of storage. Turned toward the fridge. Cracked some eggs. Started the coffee.

Our morning.

Not Mark’s.

Not anymore.

The eggs were just starting to sizzle when I heard her feet.

Bare against the wood floor, slow and hesitant.

I didn’t turn.

Not yet.

She hovered at the edge of the kitchen, still naked, eyes puffy with sleep, lips parted like she hadn’t remembered where she was until just now.

And even now… she didn’t look afraid.

Just uncertain.

Like waking from a dream that hadn’t ended yet.

She pushed a hand through her hair, then crossed her arms across her chest—instinctively modest, even after everything. She blinked toward Rosie, then toward me.

I set the spatula down.

Crossed the space between us.

And kissed her.

Deep.

Long.

No greeting, no permission. Just claiming.

My tongue slid against hers, slow and deliberate, licking into her mouth like I had every right.

She gasped, and I sucked her bottom lip between my teeth.

Bit gently.

Then kissed her again, slower this time, until she melted into me.

When I pulled back, she was breathless.

Dazed.

“You sleep okay?” I asked softly.

She nodded, slow and sluggish, like her thoughts were still catching up.

“I didn’t mean to fall asleep,” she murmured. “I just…”

“You needed rest.”

Her eyes flicked toward the baby seat.

Rosie was squirming now. Not crying—just fussing. Hungry.

Nina opened her mouth like she was about to say something else.

I didn’t let her.

I picked Rosie up and placed her gently in Nina’s arms.

“She’s hungry again,” I said. “Our daughter’s got an appetite.”

Nina didn’t flinch.

Didn’t even blink.

The words slid past her like they belonged.

She adjusted Rosie on instinct, tugging her nipple free and guiding her into place. Rosie latched immediately, her little mouth suckling eagerly, Nina’s eyes fluttering as relief sank into her bones again.

I watched her for a beat.

Then leaned in and kissed her temple.

“When she’s done,” I murmured, voice low in her ear, “I need my feeding too.”

She let out a shaky breath.

Didn’t look at me.

Didn’t say no.

I brushed a hand over Rosie’s curls.

Then turned back to the stove. “Then we’ll eat. All three of us.”

I heard her coming before I saw her.

The soft shuffle of bare feet. A door closing quietly down the hall. Then silence.

Rosie was asleep again.

Full and red and happy, just like she should be.

Nina stepped into the kitchen a moment later, arms still wrapped around herself, her nipples flushed and sensitive, a drop of milk trailing lazily from one side.

And then she saw me.

Her body stilled.

Her breath caught.

Because I was naked now.

Not lounging. Not posturing.

Just ready.

“Time for my feeding,” I said softly.

Her eyes dropped to the floor, cheeks coloring, but her feet didn’t move. Not away. Not back. She just stood there, blinking slowly, like her body remembered something her mind was still trying to ignore.

I stepped forward.

Closed the space between us.

I didn’t touch her at first—just let her feel the heat of me, the press of skin to skin when she didn’t pull away.

Then I cupped her breast, still warm and swollen.

I sucked slowly, my mouth sealing over her nipple like it belonged to me.

She whimpered.

Soft. Confused.

Turned on.

She tried to say something. A breath of a protest. But it didn’t come.

Because her body knew me now.

And when I lifted her—easily, fluidly—and laid her back on the cool kitchen table, she didn’t fight it.

I kissed her breast again, drinking slowly, savoring her. And then I lined myself up between her legs.

Still no words.

Just that wide, soft stare.

And the way her thighs opened.

I slid into her in one slow, deep push.

She gasped.

Loud.

Hands clutched at the edge of the table. Her back arched. Her eyes—those wide, familiar eyes—locked to mine, something shifting behind them.

Recognition.

Not full. Not sharp.

But it was there.

A flicker.

The kind that sits in the base of the spine.

The kind the body never forgets.

I leaned down and kissed her—long and deep—my hips rocking slowly into hers as I kept one hand at her breast, drawing milk into my mouth between moans.

She whimpered against my tongue.

And I smiled.

Because her body remembered everything.

And I was just getting started.

She was soaked.

Hot and tight around me, the kind of slick that only came from being ready—even if she didn’t understand why.

I stayed deep, barely moving, just letting her feel it.

Letting her remember.

Because she was remembering.

Not with her mind.

But with every twitch of her hips.

Every tremble in her thighs.

Every gasp when I pulled almost all the way out, then sank back in slow and heavy, until I was pressed against the end of her.

I leaned in.

Suckled her breast again.

Milk poured into my mouth, thick and warm, and I swallowed it with a groan.

She moaned, louder now—head rolling to the side, hands fisting the fabric beneath her.

“You were made for this,” I whispered against her nipple. “You know that, don’t you?”

She didn’t answer.

Couldn’t.

I rocked into her again, deeper this time, and kissed the milk from her chest.

“So soft,” I murmured. “So full.”

She whimpered, back arching.

“Your body remembers,” I said, tongue sliding over her other nipple. “Even if your head hasn’t caught up yet.”

Her breath stuttered.

A little tension in her fingers.

Just a flicker.

I moved my hand to her belly.

Spread my fingers across the slight swell left by birth.

“You carried me once,” I murmured. “You can do it again.”

Her body clenched around me—tight, sharp, like the words reached deeper than she expected.

She made a sound—half moan, half breathless question—but I kissed her mouth before she could form it.

She opened for me instantly.

Hungry.

I pulled back and started to thrust, slow and grinding, dragging every inch along her walls like I wanted her to feel me for days.

Because I did.

“Gonna fill you again,” I said softly, my lips brushing hers. “Put it so deep you’ll feel me leaking out for hours.”

She gasped.

Shivered.

Her hands clutched at my shoulders now, desperate and unsure.

“Griffin,” she whispered, like she wanted to say something else.

But I just rolled my hips.

And she broke again.

Her eyes fluttered. Her mouth fell open.

And I kept going.

“You’re perfect like this,” I said, voice rough with control. “Leaking for me. Taking me.”

She cried out again, legs wrapping around me.

Another orgasm.

Harder this time.

Tighter.

Milk spilled as her body tensed, and I drank from her as I fucked her through it—pushing deeper, fucking slower, letting her come apart around me again and again.

And when I felt it—her fluttering walls, the stutter of her breath, the way her body wanted to keep me—

I pushed in to the hilt and came.

Deep.

Long.

Flooding her.

I stayed inside, barely breathing, still suckling as she trembled beneath me.

And when I finally let go, when I pulled back and kissed her dazed lips—

She looked at me.

Eyes wide.

Confused.

A little scared.

A little curious.

“Griffin…” she whispered.

I smiled.

Kissed her again.

And said nothing.


Chapter 4

The sky had shifted by the time I crossed the street.

The light was heavier now. The kind that made skin glow and shadows stretch long across pavement.

Her front door was unlocked.

Of course it was.

I didn’t knock.

I stepped inside.

The house was quiet—just the low hum of a ceiling fan and the faint static of a baby monitor.

Rosie was asleep in the playpen, curled on her side, one hand clutched around her blanket.

I didn’t stop.

Didn’t hesitate.

I kept walking, straight down the hall to the kitchen, following the sound of a soft clatter and the faint scent of something warm on the stove.

And then I saw her.

Nina.

Bent slightly over the stove, barefoot, wearing a pale yellow sundress that clung to her like she didn’t know what it did to a man.

No bra.

Of course not.

Her hips swayed gently as she stirred something in a pot, humming low under her breath, completely unaware.

I didn’t say a word.

I stepped behind her, close enough to feel the heat of her skin.

And I lifted her dress.

She gasped—startled, head half-turning—but my hand was already on her thigh, sliding up the soft inside until my fingers found her panties.

Damp.

I didn’t smile.

Didn’t tease.

I pushed them aside.

And guided my cock into her from behind in one smooth, deep stroke.

She cried out—high, breathless, more shock than resistance.

Her hands braced against the edge of the stove, body arching back into mine as I buried myself inside her.

“Griffin—” she whispered, voice breaking.

But she didn’t stop me.

Her walls clenched around me like she’d been waiting all afternoon for this.

“Door was open,” I said softly, lips brushing her ear. “Thought that meant you wanted me.”

She moaned—choked and helpless—as I began to thrust, slow and deep.

Each stroke hit something soft inside her, each drag pulling a whimper from her throat as she bent further over the stove, her cheek almost touching the counter now.

I slipped a hand around to her front, palmed her breast.

Still full.

Still warm.

Still mine.

“Missed this already,” I whispered. “You feel that?”

She nodded, shaky, her breath catching with every thrust.

“Say it.”

“I—I missed it.”

“Missed what?”

“You,” she gasped. “Your mouth. Your—fuck—your cock.”

I growled, low and dark, and snapped my hips forward.

She cried out, loud enough I had to cover her mouth with my hand.

“Baby’s sleeping,” I murmured against her neck.

She moaned into my palm, her body shaking as she came—hard, tight, trembling around me.

And I kept going.

Because I wasn’t done.

Because she was mine.

She came with a muffled cry, her body shaking against the edge of the stove, slick and open around me.

But I didn’t stop.

Didn’t even pause.

I pulled back and slammed into her again—deeper, harder—gripping her hip with one hand while the other slid up her spine and tangled in her hair.

“You let him sleep beside you,” I said, low and even. “Let him touch you. Let him think you were his.”

She whimpered beneath me, her hands gripping the counter like she needed it to stay upright.

My hand came down hard on her ass.

Slap.

She gasped, legs jolting.

“That’s not how this works, sweetheart.”

Another thrust. Deep. Controlled.

“You let another man lay in my bed.”

Slap.

“You let him hold my baby.”

Her moan broke on the end, guttural and ruined.

I leaned over her back, my chest pressing to the soft line of her spine.

“But you gave me your milk. Your cunt. Your fucking heart.”

She sobbed—soundless, breathless.

And I kept going.

Slow now. Measured.

Dragging it out.

Each thrust grinding her clit against the counter’s edge, each slap of my hips pushing her further apart.

My hand snaked back around to her belly, palm flat and possessive.

“You remember what this belly looked like?” I whispered. “Round. Swollen. Full of me.”

She choked on a sound that might’ve been a cry.

“I’m going to do it again.”

I bit her shoulder.

Hard enough to make her clench around me.

“You’re gonna carry me again, Nina. You’ll feel it stretch you. You’ll feel it take, just like last time.”

I pulled out halfway, slow and slick, then drove back in with a groan.

“You’ll leak even more. Milk everywhere. Your tits aching for me.”

Slap.

Another cry.

Another thrust.

“You’re going to be so fucking full, you’ll need me every goddamn morning.”

I wrapped my hand around her throat—gently, just a warning, just a collar—and kept fucking her, slow and thick, her cunt sucking me back in like she didn’t want to let go.

“You like this,” I growled. “Being bred. Being used. You were made for it.”

She was crying now. Not pain. Not shame.

Just overwhelmed.

Completely.

Utterly.

Mine.

“You gonna let me do it again?” I whispered. “Gonna let me breed you, right here in his kitchen?”

She nodded—frantic, helpless.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Please—please, Griffin—fill me.”

That broke me.

I slammed into her one last time, buried to the hilt, and came hard—pulse after pulse, spilling into her, grinding it deep as her walls fluttered around me.

I didn’t pull out.

I stayed there.

Held her hips.

Milk smeared on her breasts.

Her cunt leaking.

My come already dripping down her thighs.

I leaned over and kissed her shoulder.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “He won’t even know.”

And I didn’t need to say it.

She would.

She was still panting when I pulled out.

My cum spilled from her instantly—white and hot, dripping in thick strings down the insides of her thighs.

She sagged over the counter, flushed and trembling, dress wrinkled around her waist, tits heavy and slick with sweat and milk.

I looked at her for a moment.

Then reached down and curled my hand in her hair.

Gently.

Firm.

“On your knees.”

She obeyed without a word.

Slid to the floor with her dress bunched at her hips, her mouth still parted like she was too dazed to question it.

I stroked my cock slowly.

Slick with her. With me.

Then I brought it to her lips.

“Open.”

She did.

I slid in—slow, thick, still wet—and watched her eyes flutter closed as her tongue curled around the taste of us.

“You feel that?” I murmured. “That’s what you are now.”

She sucked softly.

Letting me guide her.

No protest.

No hesitation.

Just the sound of her lips around me, the warm pull of her mouth, the faint hum in her throat.

“Your cunt’s still dripping,” I said, voice low. “And now your mouth is too.”

Her eyes lifted—glassy, overwhelmed.

But she didn’t stop.

Didn’t pull away.

She wanted to taste it.

To taste us.

I let her clean me with slow, tender strokes of her tongue, my fingers stroking her jaw as she worshipped every inch.

When I was clean, I pulled back.

Her lips were red. Wet. Swollen.

She looked up at me like she wasn’t sure who she was anymore.

I knelt down, cupped her cheek, and kissed her—deep and unhurried, her own taste still warm between us.

Then I whispered into her mouth:

“Good girl. You belong to me now.”

And she didn’t say a word.

Because she knew it was true.

She was still on her knees when I pulled her up.

I kissed her again—slow and deep—then tugged her sundress down, letting it fall off her shoulders.

It slipped to the floor in one soft rustle.

She didn’t even blink.

She was boneless in my hands now—breasts flushed, leaking faintly, her thighs still wet with the mess I’d bred into her minutes ago.

I bent my head and took one of her nipples between my lips.

Sucked once.

Hard.

She gasped.

Then I moved to the other—nipped it, tongue circling, another soft pull.

“Still sweet,” I whispered against her skin.

She swayed in my arms.

“I should lay you down,” I murmured, voice smooth and full of mock concern. “You’ve had a long day.”

I guided her to the couch in the living room. Lowered her slowly, easing her onto her side, her legs curled, her lips parted. She didn’t even ask where Rosie was.

Didn’t care.

I covered her with a throw blanket.

Brushed her hair back from her damp forehead.

And kissed her temple.

“You rest,” I said softly.

She was asleep before I left the room.

I moved like I’d done it before.

Because I had.

In my head, a thousand times.

I returned to the kitchen first—turned off the stove, packed up the food she’d been making.

Lasagna. Of course it was.

Still warm.

I took it back across the street. Set it on my counter. Two plates. Two forks.

Then I came back.

Up the stairs. Into her bedroom.

I opened drawers. Quiet. Calm.

One of her shirts.

Two clean onesies for Rosie.

A nursing bra.

Her lotion.

A baby blanket that still smelled like Nina’s skin.

All of it folded and tucked into a canvas bag I pulled from her closet.

Then I went to the playpen.

Rosie was still asleep.

I lifted her gently.

She blinked once. Sighed. Fell back into sleep against my shoulder.

I carried her across the street.

Laid her in the crib beside my bed.

Pulled the blanket up.

Kissed her forehead.

Then I went back.

One last time.

Nina hadn’t moved.

Still curled on her side.

Still bare under the blanket.

I lifted her easily.

Her head dropped against my chest, lips brushing my skin. She murmured something—half dream, half breath—but didn’t wake.

I walked her home.

Across the street.

Into my house.

Up the stairs.

Into my bed.

I laid her down. Stripped the blanket away. Removed the sundress. Discarded the panties.

She was completely bare again.

Soft.

Flushed.

Mine.

I kissed her hip.

Pulled the sheet up to her waist.

And lay beside her.

Watching.

Waiting.

Because she was home now.

And she didn’t even know it yet.


Chapter 5

She stirred against the sheets, a soft exhale against the pillow.

The light outside was fading. Dusk pooling through the blinds, casting her skin in soft gold and shadow. She looked like something from a dream—naked beneath my sheets, milk heavy in her breasts, thighs still parted from where I’d positioned her hours ago.

I was already inside her.

Deep.

Slow.

Still.

My cock filled her completely, pulsing warm, buried in the heat of her cunt like I’d never left.

And my mouth was on her breast.

Suckling.

Steady.

Pulling long streams of milk down my throat as her body shifted, not fully awake yet—but already responding.

She moaned softly, head turning, hips tilting up without thought.

I groaned into her skin and rocked my hips once—deep and slow.

She gasped.

Eyes fluttering open.

“G—Griffin?”

Another pull at her nipple. Harder this time.

She whimpered.

“Shh,” I murmured, mouth brushing the curve of her breast. “Just lie still. Let me take care of you.”

Her hands gripped the sheets, instinctive.

My free hand smoothed over her stomach.

“You’re always so full,” I whispered. “Tight. Warm. Like your body’s still trying to hold on to me.”

Another thrust.

Her body clenched.

My cock throbbed inside her as I sucked harder—milk spilling onto my tongue, her nipple pulsing between my lips.

She cried out.

High. Wrecked.

And I didn’t stop.

“You like this, don’t you?” I asked. “Being woken up with my cock in you. My mouth on your tits.”

She nodded.

Faint. Breathless.

“You were made for this,” I murmured, dragging my tongue across her skin. “To be bred. Milked. Fucked full.”

She trembled.

I thrust again, slow and deep, feeling her walls flutter.

“You’re going to take every drop.”

Another long, aching suck.

Then I pulled back, milk slicking her chest, her nipples raw and flushed.

I kissed her mouth.

Tasting her own sweetness between us.

Then I whispered:

“Now let me fill you again.”

She was moaning now—deep, soft, too far gone to think, to speak. My cock filled her completely, buried to the hilt, slow strokes grinding against every nerve inside her.

And her breast?

Still heavy.

Still warm.

Still feeding me.

I sucked deep again, dragging my tongue across her swollen nipple, savoring the sweet taste pouring into my mouth.

She gasped.

“Griffin—God—don’t stop.”

I didn’t plan to.

But I lifted my head for a moment—just to look at her.

Just to tell her—

“You’re the sweetest fucking thing I’ve ever—”

Pshhht.

A sharp stream of milk hit me square across the cheek.

Warm.

Sticky.

Startling.

I blinked once.

Then smiled.

Slow.

Dark.

Feral.

“Well, fuck,” I murmured. “Looks like you really needed this.”

Her eyes flew open, horrified. “Oh my God—Griffin—I didn’t mean—”

I grabbed her breast again.

Squeezed it gently.

Another thin spray arced upward, catching my jaw this time.

She tried to cover her face, completely wrecked. Embarrassed.

I caught her wrists and pinned them to the bed with one hand.

“Don’t you dare hide,” I growled.

She blinked up at me, dazed.

“You’re perfect like this,” I said. “So full. So desperate. You can’t even help it.”

I licked the milk off my lips.

“See? Still tastes like mine.”

Then I lowered my head again and bit—soft and sharp around the edge of her nipple, then sucked, hard.

She screamed.

Not from pain.

From relief.

Her back arched, her cunt clenched tight around me, and I fucked her slow and deep while I drank from her—taking it all, like I had the right.

Because I did.

I pulled back again, kissed her mouth, tasting the milk I’d just sucked from her breast.

“You’re going to feed me every day,” I whispered. “You know that, right?”

She nodded, eyes glassy.

“Morning. Night. Before you nap. After you fuck me.”

I thrust harder.

Her mouth dropped open.

“You’re mine, Nina. All of you. Inside. Out. Every fucking drop.”

She was soaked.

Writhing beneath me, thighs trembling, her breasts flushed and leaking with every pulse of her orgasm. Her cunt gripped my cock like it knew what it needed—what I was about to give her again.

“Gonna fill you,” I growled against her skin. “Nice and deep. You want that?”

She nodded. Eyes glassy. Lips parted.

“Say it.”

“I—I want it. Please. Fill me.”

I thrust harder.

She cried out, her voice catching as another wave tore through her.

“Yeah, you do,” I rasped. “You want me to breed you again. You want to wake up full. Knocked up. Leaking. Your belly round with my baby.”

She moaned—high and desperate.

I bent down and suckled hard from her breast, her milk flooding into my mouth.

“You were made for this,” I murmured. “To be used. To be fed on. Fucked and claimed.”

She was close.

I could feel it.

So I stopped.

Held deep inside her.

Kissed her neck.

Then whispered the words into her ear.

Low.

Rough.

“It was me that night.”

She went still beneath me.

Completely still.

Her breath caught. Her body tensed.

Eyes wide. Mouth open. Like she wasn’t sure she’d heard me right.

But I didn’t let her speak.

I started to move again.

Slow. Deep. Deliberate.

Her hands pushed weakly at my shoulders. “What—what are you talking about—”

I grabbed her wrists.

Pinned them to the bed.

“You remember Halloween?” I said. “That costume party? You thought it was him in the hallway.”

Her eyes searched mine. Frantic. Fragile.

“It wasn’t,” I said softly. “It was me, Nina.”

“No,” she whispered. “No—Griffin, that’s—”

“You begged me to fuck you. You let me come inside you. And nine months later—” I thrust deeper, rougher, “—you gave birth to my daughter.”

She was crying now.

But her cunt was clenching around me.

Still holding me.

Still wanting it.

“I’ve been watching you ever since,” I said.

I leaned in.

Pressed my forehead to hers.

And fucked her hard.

“You don’t belong to him,” I growled. “You never did. You’ve been mine since that night.”

She screamed.

Her orgasm hit like a wave—violent, overwhelming, tearing through her as I spilled inside her again, pulse after pulse, hot and deep and final.

I didn’t pull out.

I kissed her mouth.

Wiped the tears from her cheeks.

And whispered:

“You’re home now.”


Chapter 6

The sky was gray.

Quiet. Still.

Except for the soft clink of dishes in Nina’s kitchen, the faint hum of her husband’s voice upstairs. Rosie gurgled somewhere nearby. And Nina—Nina stood barefoot in her kitchen, her sundress loose, her hair barely pulled back.

Trying to look like yesterday hadn’t happened.

Like she hadn’t come—milk-slick and stuffed full—beneath me three times before dinner.

But I knew better.

I walked through her front door without knocking.

She turned fast, startled—but not angry.

And when I reached her?

I kissed her.

Hard.

No hesitation. No greeting.

Just my mouth on hers, my tongue deep, claiming what was already mine.

Her hands came up to my chest—but she didn’t push.

She just stood there, lips parted, flushed and breathless when I finally pulled back.

Upstairs, her husband was still moving around. Still clueless.

“You make coffee?” I asked, stepping past her like this was my kitchen now.

“I—what are you—Griffin, you can’t—”

I opened the cabinet.

Grabbed a mug.

Poured myself a cup like I’d done it a hundred times.

She stared.

Frozen.

“You got cream?” I asked, glancing into the fridge. “Never mind.”

I turned.

Stepped toward her.

And without asking, I tugged the neckline of her dress down and pulled one breast free.

She gasped—tried to cover herself—but I caught her wrist and held it at her side.

Her nipple was already beading.

Still full.

Still mine.

I wrapped my hand around the weight of her breast, thumb pressing gently near the top.

Then squeezed.

A stream of milk arced straight into my coffee.

Perfect.

Hot. White. Sweet.

I stirred it with a casual flick of my wrist, then brought the mug to my lips and took a sip.

“Mmm.”

Another sip.

I smiled at her.

“You always make it this good?”

She was shaking now.

Face red. Mouth trembling. Still bare-chested in the middle of her kitchen while her husband moved around upstairs.

I stepped closer.

Brushed my thumb across her still-dripping nipple.

Her nipple was still dripping when I dropped my mug on the counter.

She opened her mouth to speak—maybe to stop me.

But she didn’t step away.

So I stepped forward.

I pushed her back against the counter, her dress bunched at her waist, one breast still bared, still slick, still aching to be emptied.

“You shouldn’t be here,” she whispered, panicked and breathless. “Griffin, he’s upstairs—”

“I know.”

I kissed her.

Hard.

One hand yanking her panties aside, the other sliding down to grip her ass and pull her close.

She gasped when I thrust inside.

No warning.

No pause.

Just deep—to the hilt—my cock stretching her, her cunt soaking wet like it knew this was coming.

“Oh God,” she moaned.

But her hips rolled into mine.

“Don’t say God,” I growled in her ear. “Say my name.”

She whimpered.

My mouth dropped to her breast and latched on, sucking hard—milk flooding into my mouth as I fucked her slow, deliberate, deep enough to make her legs shake.

“I don’t care if he hears,” I murmured. “He should hear. He should know his wife’s getting bred in the kitchen while his coffee gets cold.”

Step. Step. Footsteps overhead.

She sobbed, her hands clawing at my back—but she wasn’t pushing me away.

She was holding on.

“You want me to stop?” I asked, lifting my head, milk running down my chin.

She didn’t speak.

So I thrust harder.

She cried out, hips jerking, milk spraying again.

That’s when the footsteps came down the stairs.

A pause.

And then—

“Nina?” Mark’s voice.

I looked her dead in the eye as I slammed into her again.

Her mouth opened in a silent scream.

“Nina—what the fuck—”

Mark’s voice was behind us now. In the kitchen.

I didn’t stop.

I sucked her breast harder. Milk filled my mouth. My cock pulsed inside her.

“She’s busy,” I said, turning just enough to look at him. “She’ll be with you in a minute.”

Mark stood there, frozen. Destroyed.

And I kept fucking her.

Because she was mine.

And now?

Everyone knew.

Mark didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Just stood there in the kitchen doorway, face pale, eyes wide, his brain trying to piece together what he was seeing.

His wife bent over the counter.

Dress pushed up.

My cock buried inside her.

Her breast in my mouth.

Her milk on my lips.

I looked him straight in the eye.

And I kept moving.

Slow, deep thrusts that made Nina whimper—not from fear. Not even from shame. But because she was close again.

So close.

She didn’t even look at him.

She couldn’t.

“Let me help you understand something,” I said, my voice low, steady. “That baby upstairs? Rosie?”

Mark flinched.

I thrust hard.

Nina cried out, nails scraping the counter.

“She’s mine.”

Mark’s mouth opened—but no sound came.

“She was mine the night you were drunk at the costume party,” I continued. “You were outside. She was upstairs.”

I leaned down and kissed the back of Nina’s neck, then looked over her shoulder.

“You remember that tuxedo you wore?” I asked him. “The one you left hanging over the closet door?”

I smiled.

“I borrowed it.”

Mark took a step back.

Like that might undo what he was seeing.

Like he hadn’t already lost.

“I fucked her that night,” I said. “In your house. In your clothes. In your name.”

Nina sobbed—but it wasn’t denial.

It was release.

“And now I’m fucking her again,” I said, thrusting harder.

Her cunt clenched around me—wet and full and mine.

“She feeds me. I fill her. I take care of what’s mine.”

Another deep thrust.

Her body shook.

Mark’s chest heaved.

“I’m not asking for permission,” I told him. “I’m telling you.”

I cupped Nina’s breast again—squeezed—shot another stream of milk across the counter.

Then looked him dead in the eye.

“She’s not yours anymore.”


Epilogue

5 years later

The sun hadn’t crested the horizon yet, but the kitchen was already warm.

Nina was bent over the counter, one hand braced flat against the cool marble, the other cupping one full, leaking breast—just trying to keep it from spraying while I fucked her hard from behind.

Her belly was round.

Heavy.

Beautiful.

She was eight months pregnant again.

Number four.

And I wasn’t done yet.

My hands gripped her hips, pulling her back into each deep, punishing thrust. Her cunt was soaked, clenching down on me like she lived to be filled.

Maybe she did.

“Still so fucking tight,” I growled, slapping her ass once—loud, just to hear the sound.

She gasped. “Griffin—fuck—baby’s gonna wake—”

“I’ll take care of her,” I muttered, thrusting harder, “after I take care of you.”

She moaned, loud and helpless.

I reached around and grabbed her tit, milk spraying against the counter as I squeezed.

Another slap to her ass—because I wanted to.

Because I could.

“Three kids and you still fucking melt when I do this,” I murmured.

She whimpered, body arching back.

“You love being bred, don’t you?”

“Yes—God, yes—”

“Always knocked up. Always leaking. Always mine.”

Her moan cracked into a cry.

“That’s why you’re still here,” I said, slowing my thrusts just to make her beg. “Why your belly’s never empty. Why you’ve got my cock in you before the sun even rises.”

She tried to speak, but she was shaking now—her orgasm building fast.

I leaned over her, cock still buried deep.

“You were made to be pregnant, Nina.”

Thrust.

“To carry me.”

Thrust.

“To feed me.”

Thrust.

“To give me every single part of you.”

She came hard—legs trembling, breasts leaking down her swollen belly, moaning into her arm as I held her hips and fucked her through it.

And I wasn’t far behind.

I grabbed her hair, pulled her back just enough to growl into her ear:

“Gonna give you another one.”

Thrust. Thrust. Thrust.

“Right here in our kitchen.”

Thrust.

“While he watches from across the street.”

Her scream was wrecked.

And I filled her again.

Hot. Deep. Mine.

She was still trembling when I pulled out of her—my come already starting to leak from between her thighs, glistening down her legs.

Her tits were heavy, flushed, milk dribbling steadily from her nipples.

I cupped one.

Lifted it to my mouth and sucked deep.

She moaned—hoarse, helpless.

“You’re always full for me,” I murmured. “Always feeding. Always leaking.”

I licked a line up her breast, milk sliding down my chin.

“You’re perfect like this, you know that?”

She nodded, barely able to speak.

I sucked harder.

Milk poured across my tongue. Warm, sweet, ours. I swallowed every drop, then moved to the other, watching her melt under the attention.

But I wasn’t done.

Not even close.

“On your knees,” I said, stepping back and stroking my cock—still wet, still hard.

She dropped immediately.

Still dazed. Still dripping.

I aimed the head of my cock at her chest.

Squeezed one of her tits and let a thin arc of milk stream down over me—white, hot, messy.

She gasped as it hit.

“Look what you did,” I said, voice low. “Made my cock a mess.”

I grabbed the base and smeared her milk over the shaft, the head glistening.

“Now clean it.”

She looked up at me—eyes wide, flushed, starving.

Then she leaned in and wrapped her lips around me.

Her tongue worked slow at first, licking along the underside, lapping up the cream she’d spilled across me.

“Good girl,” I groaned.

She sucked me down deeper.

Her mouth tight and wet, cheeks hollowing, hands bracing on my thighs as I guided her head, gentle and firm.

I watched her take every drop of her own milk from my cock—like she knew it was hers to clean.

Mine to give.

Ours to live in.

And I smiled.

Because this was every morning now.

And I hadn’t even gotten to breakfast yet.

The sun was warm. The grass soft beneath my bare feet.

Nina sat on a picnic blanket under the tree, one hand resting on her belly, the other shielding her eyes as she laughed at the kids running wild through the yard.

Three of them now.

Rosie—five and fast, darting after her brother with a grin that mirrored mine.

Jack—three and loud, sticky with popsicle, clumsy on his feet but fearless.

And little Maisie—eighteen months, still waddling, squealing with joy every time she made it a few steps on her own.

Nina glowed.

Her dress was loose, her breasts still full, her belly round with the next one.

I couldn’t stop looking at her.

Sore. Bred. Mine.

She caught me staring and smiled—soft and knowing—and let her hand settle protectively over her belly.

“Your son’s about to tackle your daughter,” she called.

I turned just in time to scoop Jack off his feet before he could barrel into Rosie.

He screamed with delight.

She shrieked.

Nina laughed, and so did I.

This was ours.

Our home.

Our babies.

Our life.

Then I glanced across the street.

And there he was.

Mark.

Standing behind his front window like he always did.

Watching.

Alone.

Older now.

Thinner.

He hadn’t remarried.

Didn’t date.

Just mowed his lawn and went to work and watched from behind glass while my pregnant wife played in the grass with the family we built.

I wrapped an arm around Nina and kissed the top of her head.

She leaned into me, her body soft and warm against my side.

And I knew Mark could see it all.

Her belly.

Our kids.

My hand on her breast as I reached for a sippy cup, casually pressing against her nipple—just enough to make her gasp and swat me with a grin.

She looked up at me.

“You’re terrible.”

“You love it.”

“I really do.”

I kissed her again.

Across the street, the curtain twitched.

I smiled.

And let my hand rest on the swell of her belly.

“Better get used to this,” I said, low enough only she could hear. “You’re never going to stop carrying my babies.”

She blushed.

But she didn’t argue.

Because it was true.
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