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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, step romance, scenes with punishment, BDSM elements, and daddy kink.

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


ONE


Silas

It’s the day before Halloween.

The night hums with otherworldly anticipation. Through my front window, I see jack-o’-lanterns glowing across the neighborhood, their carved faces grinning wickedly as candlelight flickers inside them. Some are small and squat, others tall with jagged teeth and slanted eyes, lined up along driveways like a parade of spirits guarding suburban homes. The street is quiet, but I know tomorrow it will be alive with children, laughter, and the rustle of candy bags.

Inside my house, the atmosphere feels heavier. The clock on the wall ticks with measured persistence, each sound stretching out the silence. I’m half-watching the news, but my thoughts are far away. The leather couch beneath me creaks when I shift. The faint scent of cedar from the firewood stacked neatly by the hearth lingers in the air, though the fireplace hasn’t been lit. My house is big, sturdy, with clean lines and dark wooden beams—comfortable, but it feels too empty most days.

Last night, in a fit of loneliness, I agreed to meet a woman from a dating app. She promised she would show up at my house in costume, a Halloween surprise. It felt reckless, but the idea stirred something in me. The thought of a stranger stepping over my threshold, dressed for play, felt dangerous and alive. Holidays have a way of gutting me. Watching kids run from house to house, costumes flapping in the autumn wind, makes me ache. I wonder when I’ll have children of my own, when I’ll get to carve pumpkins with them, hand out candy, teach them the rituals of belonging.

Despite being a successful businessman, running a construction business, owning two houses, love has never rooted itself in my life. Women come and go, never staying, never wanting the same future I crave.

The sharp sound of the doorbell makes me sit up straight.

She’s here. My heart pounds, drumming against my ribcage. This Halloween might be eventful after all. I’ve never had anybody dress up in costume for a hookup.

I run a hand through my hair and rise too fast, blood rushing in my ears. The sudden rush of adrenaline feels like standing at the edge of something forbidden.

I stride to the door, anticipation curling low in my gut. The hardwood floor creaks under my boots. My hand hovers on the handle for a moment longer than it should, as if my body knows this isn’t just another hookup.

When I pull it open, words die in my throat.

The first thing I see is the shape of her body. So thick, curvy, and perfectly molded to make a man lose his self-control. Her tits are massive, hanging down her chest, like her small frame is too tiny to contain milkers of that size. She’s not wearing a bra. Her ripe, swollen nipples protrude through her thin T-shirt. They’re so tight and puckered.

My lips go dry. Heat rushes to my cock. I can’t wait to suck on those taut beauties, to fill my mouth with their hardness and feel my cock jerk every time my tongue brushes over those feminine peaks. To hear her whimper and cry as I make her come, as I take control of her body.

She stands there on my porch, so innocent and needy, leaning forward unconsciously as if she’s expecting to be touched. Young. Gorgeous. Curves overflowing in a way that makes my palms itch to touch her. Her belly is round, ripe, unmistakably swollen beneath her costume. A wig hides the color of her hair, and a mask covers her face, leaving me only her eyes—bright, mischievous, daring.

The light from my porch illuminates her, wrapping around her and making her look like a mythical goddess of fertility and sex. Fuck. I never imagined the woman on the app would look like something out of my wet dreams.

I have a thing for curvy bodies, especially curvy, pregnant bodies.

My body betrays me instantly. Heat rushes through me, thick and primal. My first thought, shameful and raw, is that I want to pick her up and press my lips to that belly. I want to kiss the child growing inside her, even if it isn’t mine. My chest tightens with hunger I didn’t realize I carried, a hunger for fertility, for a woman made to carry life.

“You came,” I manage, voice rough. “I thought you wouldn’t.”

Her eyes gleam. She tilts her head playfully and murmurs, “Trick or treat.”

A low sound escapes my throat. I don’t wait. I bend down, arms wrapping around her small but curvy frame, lifting her against me. Blood rushes to my cock, making it swell slightly. I can feel the familiar ache of my shaft pressing against the zipper of my pants, threatening to explode. Just one look at her has made my body run wild with heat. She gasps but doesn’t pull away, her body soft and warm against mine.

“I’ve got a treat planned for you,” I growl, unable to stop myself. “Come inside and get it, babygirl.”

Her eyes widen at that endearment. On her profile, it said she was into Ddlg, too. But maybe it’s her first time with a real Daddy Dom. A frisson of pleasure shivers through me. I look forward to teaching her all about submission, to taking care of her, and being inside her tonight.

She doesn’t protest, letting me carry her. Letting me be the dom while she trusts me unconditionally. I already like her, and I’m not even sure the name she gave me on the app was her real name.

There’s something hauntingly familiar about her. The softness of her face, the shape of her tits…it reminds me of someone. But I can’t say who.

Up close, she feels younger than I expected, lighter in my arms. The hard points of her nipples rub against my chest. I feel them poking through the thin fabric, reminding me that the creature I’m holding is a hot woman who is aroused and needy. She rubs her tits against me like a desperate little slut, and I love every second of it.

When she moans, I make her moan harder by rubbing my thumb around one hard bead. She jerks away, gasping as my finger teases her hard nipple. Her breaths turn shallow. I feel each one pressing against my skin like a fevered promise. I can’t wait to take off all her clothes and feast my eyes on her bare tits later. I’ve not been so aroused for a woman in years. This Halloween hookup might be the best idea I ever had.

“You’re younger than I imagined,” I mutter, as she turns her face, avoiding me. Her hips move unconsciously, rubbing against my groin, seeking my masculine heat. “On the app it said you were thirty.”

Her throat works as she swallows, but she doesn’t answer.

Then it happens. Two wet spots bloom on her shirt, darkening the fabric over her breasts. Her buds stand out starkly against the wetness, soaked in moisture.

I freeze.

She looks down, then back up at me with a coy smile. “Oops,” she says lightly. “Looks like I’m leaking.”

It takes me a moment to process the words. My gaze fixes on the spreading dampness, on the undeniable truth seeping through her costume.

“Wait,” I rasp, pulse pounding. “Are you leaking breast milk? You’re actually pregnant?”

She giggles, the sound teasing and playful. “Maybe. Or maybe I just need to fix my outfit. You’ll find out when I do.”

Her fake belly, her breasts wet with milk, the sight of her standing there pregnant and lush—it unsettles me, but it arouses me too. My body reacts hard and fast, desire pressing against the denim of my jeans, every muscle straining to claim her.

“Can I come in?” she asks sweetly, tilting her head. “I need to fix my costume.”

I set her down reluctantly, and she walks past me, her hips swaying as if she knows exactly what she’s doing. Her heels click against the wood floor as she glances around my living room.

Her plump ass jiggles as she moves. The globes of flesh bounce like twin melons, sending a zap of electricity through my groin. Every part of this woman drives me crazy. My body is boiling with heat. It radiates through my veins, tightening my cock, making my balls heavy with seed.

I want to grab those fleshy hips of hers, smack that ass, and bury my aching cock inside her sweet, fertile cunt. I want to stay inside her warm pussy for the rest of the night, holding her big belly, squeezing her milky tits and feeling like the luckiest man alive.

“It’s beautiful,” she says softly, drinking in my living room décor. “But you don’t have any Halloween decorations.”

I rub the back of my neck, watching her curves disappear into the dimness of my home. “Holidays remind me I’m alone. No family, no one to share them with.”

She looks back at me, eyes soft behind the mask.

“All I’ve got is a step-brother, and he has his own family. My father and I… we’re not close. This house just feels like walls and windows most of the time.”

Her fingers trail over the back of my couch, leaving an invisible mark in the dust.

And for the first time in years, I feel like the house is no longer empty.

The stranger stands in the center of my living room, the glow from the streetlights outside seeping through the curtains and painting her in soft gold. For a moment she simply breathes, her chest rising and falling, her hands smoothing over the swollen belly beneath her costume. Then she frowns and lets out a small, dramatic sigh.

“This thing is suffocating me,” she murmurs. She tugs at the zipper at her side, fumbling as if she can’t quite manage it. Her fingers slip, the fabric straining against her curves.

“Do you need help, babygirl?” My voice comes out rougher than I intended.

She flashes me a sly look from behind her mask. “I think I’ve got it.”

And then, with one swift pull, the zipper glides down. The belly shifts and slides loose, tumbling to the floor with a dull thud. My eyes lock on the sight. Hollow. Fake.

My heart hammers. “You’re not⁠—”

But she doesn’t let me finish. She starts unbuttoning her shirt with deliberate slowness, one button at a time. My cock jerks every time she undoes another button.

The fabric parts to reveal soft, full breasts straining against the lace of her bra. Dark circles bloom across the cups, damp patches growing wider by the second. Droplets glisten on her skin, catching the light like dew.

I swallow hard. “What the hell—” My throat is dry. “Is that real?”

She slides the shirt fully off her shoulders and lets it fall, baring herself without shame. Her bra is soaked, translucent now, clinging to the heavy weight of her breasts. She hooks a finger under one strap, tugging it down to reveal more pale skin.

My throat burns. Her breasts are massive. Her areolae, dark and luscious, are big, too, capped with thick, hard buds. Milk oozes from the tips of her nipples, trickling over her boobs, drenching her in white maternal fluid. The sight is beyond all my fantasies.

A gorgeous woman soaked in her own breastmilk in my living room. I never thought I’d live to see this day. White streaks paint her darker areolae, whispering over her skin. She moans as more milk flows out. A firestorm stirs in my groin.

All I want to go is grab those creamy tits and drain them. I want to suckle on her pebbled tips, drawing out more of her milk until she floods my mouth with her titty cream. I’ll remember the taste for the rest of my life. I’ve always had a thing for lactating women, but they’re so hard to come by. It’s even rarer for one to show herself so openly.

As if she knows the effect she’s having on her, her lips curl into a smile under her mask.

“It’s real,” she says softly. Her voice is steady, teasing. “But I’m not pregnant.”

My chest tightens as the truth slams into me. “You—what happened?”

She only shrugs, as if the answer doesn’t matter. “Does it matter? This is me. Right now.”

I rake a hand through my hair, pacing once in front of her. “Christ, you shouldn’t be here like this. Do you have any idea what you’re doing? You’re reckless⁠—”

She laughs under her breath and leans back against the arm of my couch, arching slightly so her breasts press forward, damp and glistening. “If it’s so reckless, why can’t you stop staring?”

Heat scorches up the back of my neck. My fists clench at my sides, but I can’t drag my gaze away from her. The wet sheen on her curves, the sweet, musky scent of her arousal filling the room, the bold tilt of her chin—it all coils around me like a trap.

“Don’t be frightened,” she whispers. “If you want a taste, have one. I don’t mind.”

My lungs seize. My body roars with the urge, but my boots feel nailed to the floor.

I can’t move, can’t give in. Because if I do, it’ll change everything. If I taste the taboo, forbidden milk she makes, I won’t be able to stop with one suckle. I’ll want her again and again. Want to share this special, taboo intimacy for as long as she allows me.

She tilts her head, eyes narrowing behind the mask. “It’s obvious from the way you’re looking at me that you want it. Then come and get it.”

I take a step closer.

Another.

Her breath hitches.

By the time I reach her, my self-control has dwindled to nothing. My hands lift of their own accord, rough palms cradling her face. Her skin is hot, trembling beneath my touch.

“I can’t stop once I taste you,” I growl. “I’ll want to suck on your tits again and again. Want to fuck you while you pour milk all over me and make a mess.”

And then I kiss her.

Her lips part instantly, soft and yielding, but the kiss is anything but gentle. It’s hungry, punishing, years of loneliness breaking loose in a single moment. Our mouths clash, tongues tangling, her muffled whimper only stoking the fire in my chest.

My hands slide down, tracing the line of her throat, the curve of her waist. I grip her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh through the thin costume fabric. She arches into me, her body hot, needy. I drag her closer until the swell of her breasts presses against my chest, dampness seeping through my shirt.

One hand slips lower, cupping the round curve of her ass. She gasps into my mouth, and I swallow the sound greedily. My thumb strokes over the seam of her skirt, teasing her, claiming her without words.

Her hands clutch at my shoulders, nails biting through the fabric, but she doesn’t push me away. She pulls me closer, feeding the fire until it threatens to consume us both.

Her lips taste like my darkest fantasies. And her body feels like sin under my hands. I smack her ass, loving the way she pulls closer to me as the pain ripples through her body. Her curves mold to me perfectly, like she was created for me, and I was created for her.

But it’s the warmth spreading across my chest that finally undoes me.

I break from her mouth, gasping, and glance down. My shirt is damp, clinging. Her breasts press against me, wetness seeping through, streaking the fabric dark.

“Christ, you’re soaked,” I rasp, dragging my thumb across a milky nipple where a droplet clings, then trails downward over the curve of her skin.

She smiles faintly, like she’s in control of every beat of my heart. “I told you. It’s real.”

My pulse pounds hard enough to shake me. “I shouldn’t. I—this is⁠—”

“Don’t think.” Her voice is steady, coaxing. “Just feel.”

Her words slide under my skin like a spell.

“Go on,” she whispers. “Taste me.”

I freeze, staring at her, fighting the last of my restraint. But my body betrays me. Slowly, deliberately, I lower my mouth to her chest. I bite her side boob, suckling on her boob flesh until she cries out. Then I drag my tongue across her breast until I find the hard nub that crowns it. Her soft cry lances straight through me. My groin vibrates with taboo longing. Ache makes my cock harder. It grinds against my jeans. Pain lashes through my nerves.

I suck hard, hard enough to coax a thin trail of milk into my mouth.

The first taste floods my mouth. Sweet, warm, shockingly real. It coats my tongue. My eyes squeeze shut, shame and desire colliding inside me. I should pull away, but I can’t. I latch harder, my tongue circling, demanding more from her until it spills freely. My forceful suction makes her arch her back. She spills streams of milk into my mouth, spraying the back of my throat with her maternal nectar.

“God,” I groan against her, my voice breaking.

She cups her boobs, offering them to me, pushing them past my lips. I bite down on her milk-slick nipple, then soothe the bite with a sweep of my tongue, gathering the droplets clinging to her areola and swallowing them.

I guzzle her milk like a hungry beast, squeezing her tits, making her spray more into my wet mouth.

Her fingers thread into my hair, tugging, holding me there. “That’s it,” she breathes. “Don’t stop. It feels so good. My pussy is tingling, and so is my other boob. I’ve never felt anything like this before.”

My hand cups her other breast while my mouth stays latched onto the one I’m draining, greedy and desperate, sucking until I taste her again and again.

Her hips grind against me, seeking friction, her body quivering under my touch. I shift her, dragging her onto my lap as I sink back against the couch. She straddles me, her mask slipping askew, but neither of us cares.

I grip her hips hard, holding her to me as she rocks forward, her damp chest pressed to my mouth. I drink from her again, my other hand sliding down to squeeze the curve of her ass, kneading, claiming.

Every rational thought is gone. All that’s left is need—the primal need to consume her, to fill her, to mark her as mine.

“Sweetest thing I’ve ever tasted,” I murmur against her skin before drawing her nipple back into my mouth, hungrier now, pulling harder until she cries out.

She clings to me, trembling, whispering, “Daddy.”

The word nearly destroys me.

I drag the damp bra down, freeing her completely. The sight nearly unravels me—her breasts heavy and glistening, droplets streaking over her skin, catching the light.

I pinch her boob, making her release the final trickle of milk. I lick it up, cleaning up her whole breast with my tongue, making sure to mop up every precious droplet of her breastmilk. My cock is a hard rock under her ass. It hasn’t stopped throbbing since the first cool wash of breastmilk hit my tongue.

I tasted the most forbidden, taboo thing in the world. The milk in a woman’s tits. The milk she makes to feed her babies. And she let me drink it, let me devour her maternal cream. That thought scorches my insides like a forest fire.

I close my eyes again, feeling the pinpricks of light from where the jack-o’-lanterns are, outside.

I suckle on her other breast, pushing my hand under her skirt. I push aside the crotch of her pants.

Her intimate folds are slick with arousal. I groan against her tit. When I let go with a wet pop, I notice the goosebumps all across her skin.

“Fuck, babygirl. You’re so wet and ready for Daddy’s cock.” I caress her clit and she releases a needy whine. God, she’s the perfect little girl. “But Daddy’s going to stretch you with his fingers first. Make sure your pussy is ready to be stuffed with a big dick.”

“Yes, Daddy. Anything you want. Please keep suckling on my boob. I like having your mouth on me. It makes my cunny clench with happiness.” She presses her pussy against my knuckles, trying to grind against my fingers.

“Good girl.” I circle her clit, making her bounce on my hand. “You like feeding Daddy. That makes you wet, doesn’t it?”

She nods, biting her lip. She’s so cute, so innocent and giving, even when I’m nothing more than a stranger. This is the kind of woman I’ve always wanted. An open, receptive, nurturing, giving sort of woman who wants to be pleasured by a man and is ready to surrender her body completely.

I latch onto her other boob, my mouth hungry and demanding. My fingers dig into her soft boob flesh, kneading, demanding her milk to flow for me. I crush her breast between my fingers, urging her body to release all the precious milk it has stored up.

She gasps, her back arching, pushing her tit deeper into my mouth. I growl against her skin, biting down gently, just enough to startle her. She cries out, her body jerking, and a rush of milk fills my mouth. I swallow greedily, loving the way she responds to me, her body giving me exactly what I want.

"That's it, babygirl," I murmur against her skin, my voice rough with desire. "Keep leaking milk for Daddy. You're such a good girl, feeding me like this."

Her pussy grinds against my hand, slick and eager. I slide my fingers through her folds, feeling her heat, her wetness. She whimpers, her hips moving in time with my touch. I find her entrance, tight and inviting. I circle her pussy hole, teasing her before testing it but pressing the tip of my finger into her cunt. I'm surprised by her tightness; she doesn't feel like she's been touched much, let alone fucked. The thought makes my cock throb harder, the possessive urge to claim her overwhelming me.

I push a finger inside her, slowly, feeling her inner walls clench around me. Her breath hitches, her body tensing slightly. I curl my finger, exploring her, feeling the smooth, velvety texture of her pussy. Her inner walls feel like velvet, soft, wet, and so incredibly responsive. I add a second finger, stretching her, preparing her for my cock. Her hips buck, her breath coming in short gasps.

“Daddy…” Her syllables are tight and needy. Her nails dig into my shoulders. Her hips push forward, inviting my fingers deeper into her cunt. I can tell she’s on the precipice.

"You're so tight, babygirl," I groan against her tit, my fingers moving in and out of her, curling to hit that sweet spot inside her. "You feel incredible when you clamp that sexy cunt of yours around Daddy’s fingers. You want to trap Daddy inside you, want to keep him warm in that tight pussy of yours. Isn’t that right?"

“Mmmm…” She moans, her body trembling, her pussy convulsing harder around my fingers.

I can feel her orgasm building, her inner walls fluttering. I suckle harder on her boob, demanding more milk, demanding her release. She cries out, her pussy crushing my fingers like a vice grip, soaking me in moisture as her orgasm floods her. A rush of milk fills my mouth, and I drink deeply, swallowing every drop she gives me.

I drain her breast completely, my fingers still buried inside her, feeling the last of her orgasm ripple through her. She slumps against me, her body limp, her breath ragged.

“That was…the best sex I’ve ever had.” She shifts on my lap, her voice hazed with orgasmic bliss. Pride swells in my chest.

When she turns her head, her mask slips away, revealing her face.

Green eyes meet mine, familiar and yet so different in this context. Her heart-shaped face is flushed, her small nose slightly reddened, her plump lips parted as she pants softly. I know that face. I've seen it a hundred times, though never like this, never so open, so vulnerable, so utterly sexual.

“Lilith, what the fuck? It was you?”

Shock jolts through me, cold and stark. I can't move, can't speak. I know her. She's my step-niece, Lilith Marlowe, my step-brother's daughter. She lives next door. I've let her stay in the house I own for free because she's a vet's assistant and doesn't make enough to afford rent. We don't see each other much, but she often bakes cookies and brownies, comes over to my house to feed me dinner sometimes. I could always tell from the way she wore suggestive outfits that she liked me in a more sexual way, but she always respected the boundaries between us.

It would be taboo to even dream of having a relationship with her. She’s off-limits.

“I’m sorry.” Lilith’s cheeks go pink. “It felt so good to have your hands on me and…my breasts have been hurting all day. I needed relief.”

“I’m your step-uncle,” I remind her. “You shouldn’t be calling me Daddy or letting me drain your tits.”

She folds her hands under her breasts, pushing up her boobs. “Does it matter? I liked it. You liked it. We’re both consenting adults.”

It doesn’t sound so bad when she says it like that, but I can’t believe it.

I can't believe I just fucked my step-niece.


TWO


Lilith

I should feel ashamed. I should be scrambling to cover myself, to undo what just happened between us. But as I sit here in his lap, naked, breasts still tingling from his mouth and chest slick with the evidence of what he took from me, all I can feel is… peace. A deep, aching peace, like I’ve finally come home.

He gave me the first orgasm of my life.

I didn’t expect that. I wasn’t even sure it was possible for me. But Silas—Uncle Silas—had my body unraveling like it was made for his hands, his mouth, his voice. And in a way, I think it was.

I’ve always had a soft spot for him.

The man is a fortress, but I’ve caught glimpses of what’s inside. The loneliness. The hunger. The need he tries so hard to bury.

That’s why I bake for him. Cookies, brownies, the chicken pot pie that takes three hours from scratch. I want him well-fed, cared for, loved in ways he doesn’t even realize he’s starving for. He triggers something primal inside me—this feminine ache to nurture, to make sure he never feels alone in that big, empty house.

I can still remember the first time he really let me in, even just a crack.

“Smells good,” Silas had said, leaning against the doorframe of his kitchen, watching me stir the pot on the stove. His arms were crossed, his shirt half-unbuttoned from work, dust streaking his forearms.

I’d smiled shyly. “It’s just beef stew. Thought you could use something warm after being out in the cold all day.”

He’d nodded, something soft flickering in his eyes before he looked away. “No one’s cooked for me in a long time.”

That simple confession had lodged in my chest. I’d wanted to reach for him then, wipe the exhaustion from his face, press my lips to his cheek and tell him I’d take care of him forever. But instead I just said, “Well, get used to it. I like making sure you eat.”

He’d chuckled, the sound low and warm. For a second, I thought he might let me closer. But then he’d straightened, the wall slamming back into place. “Don’t spoil me too much, Lil. I’ll start relying on you. Your Dad sent you here to be a vet’s assistant, not my caretaker.”

“I can be both,” I’d whispered, so low that he couldn’t hear.

I wanted him to rely on me.

Every time I brought over dinner, every time I stayed to wash dishes or folded his laundry without asking, it was because I wanted to carve out a place in his life. Not as a tenant, not as a niece. As a woman. His woman.

And maybe he knew it. Maybe that’s why he pulled away whenever things got too comfortable between us.

“Some nights I think this house is too damn big,” he’d confessed one night after he’d had a hard day at work. I’d seen his expression when he got out of his pickup truck and rushed over with whatever sweet treats I had on hand. I spied on him through my window every evening, kept an eye out for his moods. He didn’t know that. He’d think I was stalking him, and maybe I was. But I wanted to be able to comfort him when he needed it. Besides, watching him looked rugged and handsome in a flannel shirt and jeans made my day. “It’s meant to be full of people. Family. But it’s just me.”

I’d wanted so badly to lean against him, to tell him, I could be your family. Instead I said carefully, “You deserve that, you know. A wife. Kids. People to love you.”

His eyes had found mine, dark and searching, and my heart had nearly stopped. “Not everyone gets what they deserve, Lil.” Then he’d stood, retreating back into the shadows of his house before I could answer.

I know what he wants. I’ve heard him talk about it, seen it in the way he watches kids trick-or-treating every Halloween. He wants a family, a woman to bear his children and hug him after a long day at work.

So tonight, when I dressed up with that fake belly, I wasn’t just teasing him. I was showing him. Showing him that I could be the one. That I could give him the life he dreams about.

And now, I’ve tasted his hunger. Felt his hands grip my body like I belonged to him. Heard him call me his good girl, his babygirl, while he drained my aching breasts and made me come apart on his lap.

It wasn’t just sex. It was everything I’ve ever wanted.

I turn my head against his shoulder, looking at him from under my lashes. He’s tense now, jaw tight, guilt written in the hard lines of his face. But I don’t feel guilt. I feel alive. Claimed.

Because for the first time, Uncle Silas touched me the way I’ve always dreamed he would.

Silas pulls back, his palms sliding from my hips as though my skin burned him. His eyes are dark and wild, but not with lust now—something heavier sits there. Shame.

“Lilith…” His voice is hoarse. “I wouldn’t have… God, if I had known it was you…”

I reach for him instinctively, but he holds up a trembling hand. “I was expecting someone else. A woman from an app. We were supposed to meet tonight. She said she’d come in costume to surprise me. I thought you were her. I never would have touched you if I’d known.”

He looks like he’s breaking in front of me. That tight jaw, that haunted gaze. My heart twists.

“Don’t,” I whisper, sliding closer. I bring his head down to my chest, threading my fingers through his hair. He resists for a heartbeat, then sags against me, forehead resting between my breasts. My skin is still damp, sensitive. “Don’t apologize to me, Silas. I don’t need an apology because you haven’t wronged me in any way. I wanted this as much as you did.”

He stiffens.

“I knew who you were,” I say softly. “I knew exactly what I was doing when I walked through your door. I wanted this. I wanted you.”

He pulls back just enough to meet my eyes, pain written all over his face.

“You hate yourself for it,” I continue, stroking his hair. “I can see it. But what we shared was beautiful. I know the world won’t see it that way, but I do.”

He shuts his eyes. My words ripple through him; I feel it in the tremor of his shoulders.

“This can’t go on,” he says at last, voice low.

I slide my hand down, brushing over the bulge still straining his jeans. His shaft is hard and swollen. He must be hurting.

“You’re in pain,” I murmur. “You need me as much as I need you.”

I stroke his bulging cock, hoping he’ll see my point. It feels so firm beneath my fingers. My pussy clenches. I want that monster dick inside me, tearing me apart, filling me to the brim. After his fingers, I’m ready for more.

He catches my wrist, firm but gentle, and pulls my hand away. “Stop. I have to be the adult right now.”

“I’m an adult, too.” The words rip out of me louder than I meant, echoing off the quiet walls.

He freezes. He doesn’t protest. He just stares at me, fighting an invisible battle.

Finally, he exhales. “How did this even start? The milk? Why’re you lactating all of a sudden?”

I glance away, cheeks warm. “At the clinic. I got pricked by an injection meant for a pregnant dog. Since then… it started. The vet said it should stop soon.”

He drags a hand over his mouth. “Lilith… you affect me. You always have. And I can’t let you.”

“Tomorrow’s Halloween,” I whisper. “For one day, we can pretend to be whatever we want. Isn’t that what Halloween is all about?”

“What if there are consequences?” he asks, serious. “Do you think I’ll be able to see you the same way once I’ve had my cock buried inside you? You think I’ll be able to stop with one time? Will you?”

“No,” I admit. “I’ll want you more.”

“Exactly.” He runs his hand through his hair. “That’s why we can’t go there.”

His gaze snaps to mine. Something flickers there—desire, longing, fear. Without a word, he bends to gather my clothes from the floor. One piece at a time, he dresses me.

He hooks my bra, his big hands careful against my skin. He buttons my shirt slowly, eyes fixed on the fabric instead of me, his face unreadable. But the tenderness in the gesture guts me. He doesn’t even realize how much like a Daddy he is, taking care of me this way.

“You’re good at this,” I murmur. “At taking care of people. I wish you’d pick me to be your babygirl. I really need tender, loving affection like this. Being a single woman is hard.”

He sighs, the sound deep and tired. “It’s late. You should go back home.”

I cling to his arm. “Please⁠—”

His voice cuts through me, low and stern. “Playtime’s over, Lilith. This is serious now. I want you to go home.”

The Daddy voice. My heart stutters. I swallow hard. “Fine,” I whisper. “But I’m going to a Halloween party with my colleagues tomorrow. If you change your mind…” I scribble the address on a slip of paper from my bag and slide it onto the coffee table. “You’ll know where to find me.”

He doesn’t answer. He just stands there, arms crossed, watching me gather myself.

I slip out the door into the cold night, the jack-o’-lanterns still flickering like a row of knowing eyes.


THREE


Silas

I shouldn’t be here. I don’t know what I was thinking. I told myself I’m looking out for Lilith, making sure she’s safe. But she’s an adult, not a little girl.

My mind hasn’t caught up yet. Last night, she was the perfect babygirl, so innocent and trusting. She let me milk her, use her, finger her. She was so sweet and submissive. I feel a surge of protectiveness toward her. I always have. But since last night, it has been magnified a hundred times. I need to know where she is. I need to know if she’s safe, if she’s comfortable, if she needs her Daddy to hold her and comfort her.

I’d never seen that side of Lilith before, that nurturing, wild, passionate part of her personality. But when she was on my lap, clinging to me, needing me, she broke something inside me.

The thud of bass vibrates through the walls as I step into the club’s main room. Colored lights sweep over the crowd—greens, oranges, purples—Halloween on full display. People mill about in elaborate costumes: vampires with fake blood trickling down their chins, cat-eared girls in skintight black, devils with glowing horns, men in capes and masks. The smell of alcohol, sweat, and pumpkin-spiced cocktails hangs thick in the air.

I scan the crowd, my pulse climbing. I don’t even know how to find her here.

I stop a passing girl dressed as a black cat. “Do you know where Lilith Marlowe is?”

The girl blinks, then smiles knowingly and gestures toward a corner of the room. “Over there. Witch costume.”

My gaze follows her finger.

Lilith.

She’s laughing with a man in a skeleton mask, his hand hovering far too close to her waist. Her witch costume is nothing like the shy outfits she wore to my house—this is short, the skirt barely grazing mid-thigh, the neckline plunging low enough to reveal the swell of her breasts. Her hair is loose, one tendril tickling the curve of her chest as she throws her head back, laughing at something the man said.

Something black and hot surges up inside me. Possessiveness.

I want to be the man she laughs for. I want to be the man who tucks that strand of hair behind her ear, who leans in and breathes against her throat. I want to be the only one who gets to touch her, see her with her tits spilling out of her top.

I can’t push it down anymore.

Before I know it, I’m moving across the room, my hands balling into fists. The crowd parts just enough for me to reach her. I grab her shoulder and spin her toward me, pulling her against my chest.

“What the hell are you doing in that dress?” I growl, my voice low and rough.

Lilith blinks up at me, startled. Up close, she looks devastating. Her witch’s hat is tilted at a playful angle. Her lips are painted a deep, sinful red. Her green eyes flash beneath the black liner, wide and a little vulnerable, like every forbidden dream I’ve ever had.

“Silas,” she breathes, clutching at my arm. “I wasn’t expecting you.”

“Clearly.” My gaze sweeps over her body, heat and jealousy burning through me. “You’re practically naked.”

She tilts her head, a teasing glint in her eyes. “It’s a Halloween party, Uncle Silas. Costumes are supposed to be a little fun.”

“Fun?” I tighten my hold on her wrist. “You call that fun? Letting some guy drool over you?”

Her mouth curves in a small, defiant smile. “You’re jealous.”

“Damn right I am.”

“Why?” she asks softly, eyes searching mine. “Because I’m not your babygirl anymore?”

The word twists in my gut. I lean down until my mouth is at her ear. “You don’t know what you’re playing with.”

She shivers but doesn’t pull away. “Don’t I? Maybe I like when you get like this.”

I tighten my grip on her wrist and tug her a little closer. “You want to be treated like my babygirl, then act like it. Leave with me this fucking instant. I’m taking you back home, where you belong.”

Her teasing falters for a heartbeat, her breath catching. “If I follow you back home,” she whispers, “what will we do?”

I lean closer, my lips brushing the shell of her ear. “Whatever you want.”

Her breath trembles against my neck. “Even if what I want is you?”

I meet her gaze, the noise of the party fading around us, and for a moment I don’t see the crowd or the costumes. Just her. Just the girl I can’t stop wanting.

“I’ll punish you until your pussy is creamed, your tits are drained, and you can’t walk straight,” I warn her. “You’ve been a bad girl, letting other men see what belongs to Daddy. I’m going to put you over my lap and slap that juicy ass your yours until you beg me to let you come.”

I trace her throat with my fingers, watching the way she stills under me.

“Silas…” The boldness and sassiness from seconds ago is gone, replaced by a dark hunger. “Are you really going to…”

I press my fingers against her lips. “Sshhh. Hush, babygirl. I’m your Daddy now. And I’m going to punish you in all the ways you deserve to be punished.”


FOUR


Lilith

My knees go weak at his words. The heat in his voice, the promise of what's to come—it sends electricity racing through my veins. This is what I've been dreaming of for months. Not just the sex, but this. Him claiming me. Him looking at me like I'm his to protect, his to punish, his to keep.

"Yes, Daddy," I whisper, the word falling from my lips like a prayer.

His eyes darken, pupils blown wide. I can see the exact moment his last wall crumbles. The guilt is still there, hovering at the edges, but it's been swallowed by something hungrier. Something that matches the ache that's been eating me alive since I moved next door.

He doesn't let go of my wrist as he pulls me through the crowd. People blur past us—a vampire couple making out against the wall, a group of friends taking shots, someone in a elaborate dragon costume holding court near the bar. But all I can focus on is the heat of his palm against my skin, the way his shoulders cut through the crowd like he owns the place.

My heart pounds so hard I'm sure he can feel my pulse racing under his thumb.

This is really happening. After all those nights lying in bed thinking about him, touching myself to the fantasy of his hands on my body, his voice calling me his good girl—it's finally real.

The cool October air hits my skin as we step outside, and I shiver. Without a word, Silas shrugs out of his jacket and drapes it over my shoulders. The gesture is so tender, so protective, that tears prick my eyes. This is why I fell for him. Not just because he's devastatingly handsome, but because underneath all that gruff exterior, he's gentle. Caring. The kind of man who notices when you're cold and does something about it.

"Better?" he asks, his voice softer now that we're away from the noise.

I nod, pulling his jacket closer. It smells like cedar and something uniquely him—clean soap and the faint scent of sawdust from his construction work. "Thank you."

We walk to his truck in silence, the tension between us crackling like a live wire. Every step feels momentous, like we're crossing a bridge we can never uncross. Part of me wants to slow down, to savor this moment before everything changes. But a bigger part of me is desperate to get him alone, to finish what we started last night.

He opens the passenger door for me, his hand lingering on the small of my back as I climb in. Even that simple touch sends heat spiraling through me. I'm already wet, my body responding to him like it's been programmed for his touch alone.

The drive back is torture. His hands grip the steering wheel, knuckles white, and I can see the war playing out on his face. The responsible part of him that knows this is complicated, maybe even wrong. And the part that wants me so badly he's willing to damn the consequences.

I reach over and place my hand on his thigh, feeling the muscle tense under my palm.

"Don't," he says roughly, but he doesn't push me away. I see the bulge in his pants. His cock is so swollen. He needs relief. And I want to offer it. I cup his hard length. He hisses.

"I can't help it," I whisper. "I've wanted this for so long, Silas. Wanted you. God, your cock feels so big and hard."

His jaw clenches as I stroke his dick through his jeans. His hands tighten on the wheel, knuckles going white. He grits his teeth. "How long?"

The question hangs between us, heavy with implication. I could lie, make it seem like this is new, a spur-of-the-moment attraction. But I'm done hiding.

"Since the day I moved in next door," I admit. "Maybe even before that. Remember when Dad brought me to your company picnic two summers ago?"

His eyes flick to mine briefly before focusing back on the road. "You were so shy. Barely said two words to anyone."

"Because I couldn't stop staring at you," I confess, my cheeks burning. "You were grilling burgers, laughing with your crew, and I thought you were the most beautiful man I'd ever seen. When you handed me that plate and smiled at me, I nearly melted into the ground."

He's quiet for a long moment, processing this. The rustle of his clothes, the subtle change in his breathing and the grind of my hand against his erection keeps the air heavy with charged energy. His eyes are on the road. He hasn’t looked at me once. But he pushes his lips upward, seeking the friction of my hand.

And that’s all I need. Him letting go. Him letting me touch him.

When he finally speaks, his voice is strained. "You were just a kid then."

"I was twenty-one. Old enough to know what I wanted." I squeeze his cock gently. He curses under his breath. "Old enough to know that what I felt for you wasn't just a crush."

He turns violently as I massage the base of his dick.

We pull into his driveway, the headlights sweeping across the empty street. Most of the jack-o'-lanterns have burned out by now, leaving dark, hollow grins scattered across porches. It feels symbolic somehow—like we're the only ones left awake in a sleeping world.

He turns off the engine but doesn't move to get out. We sit there in the darkness, the weight of what's about to happen settling between us.

"Last chance," he says quietly. "Once we go inside, I won't be able to stop. Won't want to stop."

I turn to face him fully, my heart hammering against my ribs. "I don't want you to stop. I want you to do all those things you promised. I want to be your babygirl, for real this time."

My eyes dip to the painful swell in his pants.

His cock is a hard, thick line pressing against his jeans, straining for release. I can see the outline of it, imagine the heat and the silky smoothness of his skin. My mouth waters at the thought of tasting him, of feeling him on my tongue. I shift in my seat, leaning over to unbutton his jeans, my breath hitching with excitement.

His hand clamps down on mine, large and firm. "Lilith," he warns, his voice a low rumble. "What are you doing?"

I pout, looking up at him through my lashes. "I want to see Daddy's cock. I want to suck on it. That's the treat I need for Halloween."

He groans, his grip on my hand tightening briefly before he releases me. "You're acting like a little slut, Lilith. But I'm not going to stop you. If that's what you want, I'll give it to you."

His words send a shiver down my spine, a mix of embarrassment and desire. I love the way he talks to me, the way he makes me feel both dirty and cherished.

"But don’t cry when Daddy rams his thick cock down your throat and you can't take it," he continues, his voice dark and commanding. "It'll be too late by then. Daddy won’t stop until he finishes in your mouth."

I lick my lips, eager for the punishment, the challenge. "I want it, Daddy. Please."

He cups my chin, pressing a kiss to my lips. It’s brief, but heat stings my lips at the friction between our mouths. His lips are so firm and dominant. Goosebumps spread over my legs, all the way to my pussy.

As he lets go of me, his eyes are smoldering with desire. The air is thick with forbidden heat. We’re out in his driveway, where the neighbors could see us, even though my face will be buried in his crotch, so that lowers the probability of them knowing what we’re doing.

My pussy heats at the thrill of discovery. Once I’m spotted swallowing his dick, he can’t deny what’s between us. Everybody will know. We’ll become an official couple. I don’t care about the gossip. I want everyone to know I belong to him. That way, we can keep fucking, even start dating. That prospect makes heart beat faster.

He unzips his jeans, the sound of the metal teeth parting louder than it should be in the quiet of the truck cab. His cock springs free, massive and veiny, the tip already glistening with pre-cum. The sight of it makes my mouth water. His shaft is thick and long, the skin stretched taut over his hardness, a network of veins pulsing beneath the surface. His balls are heavy and swollen with seed, resting against the denim.

I want to feel the texture of his dick beneath my tongue, take my time tracing the protruding veins.

"Look at you," he murmurs, his fingers tangling in my hair. "Drooling over Daddy's cock like a good little cumslut."

His words send a surge of heat through me, pooling between my thighs. I lean down, my breath hot against his shaft, and flick my tongue out to taste him. He's salty and musky, the flavor of him sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

"That's it, babygirl," he groans, his grip on my hair tightening. "Lick Daddy's cock. Get it nice and wet for me."

I obey, running my tongue up and down his length, tracing the thick veins with the tip of my tongue. He tastes incredible, and the feeling of him in my mouth is intoxicating. I can feel the pulse of his heartbeat against my lips, the throb of his desire.

He pushes my head down, forcing me to take more of him. I open my mouth wider, relaxing my throat to accommodate his size. He hits the back of my throat, and I gag slightly, tears springing to my eyes. But he holds me there, his grip on my hair firm and unyielding.

"Breathe through your nose, babygirl," he instructs, his voice gentle despite the roughness of his actions. "You can take it. You can take Daddy's cock. Your mouth was made to fit Daddy."

His dominant, reassuring voices soothes the anxiety running through my veins. He’s a real Daddy Dom. He can calm me with just his voice. And when he guides me, when he instructs me, all I want to do is please him.

I do as he says, breathing deeply through my nose, forcing myself to relax. Slowly, the gagging sensation subsides, replaced by a deep, satisfying fullness. I look up at him, my eyes watering, and he smiles down at me, pride and desire warring in his expression.

I trust this man so deeply it hurts. I did what he said even though I’d never done it before. But my uncle is the most reliable and hot guy I know. He gave me a place to stay even though there was nothing in it for him.

"That's my good girl," he murmurs, his voice thick with lust. "Now suck. Show Daddy how much you want his cum."

I begin to move, sliding my lips up and down his shaft, my tongue swirling around the head of his cock. He guides me with his hand in my hair, using it to move me up and down, setting the pace. I can hear the wet, sucking sounds of my mouth on his cock, the obscene slurping noises that fill the cab of the truck.

The sensation of him in my mouth is overwhelming, all-consuming. His cock anchors me to the present, making me forget everything else. All that exists is this moment, this act, this connection between us. I can feel every ridge, every vein, every pulse of his desire. It's intense and satisfying, a grounding force that centers me.

When his cock breaches the back of my throat, sliding deeper, I almost gag. Silas slows down, pulling back a fraction, letting me ride out my nausea before he tries again. This is why I love the dynamic between us. He knows what’s best, he knows how to make my body give him pleasure. He understands my needs, my pain, my desires without me saying anything. He makes sure I’m comfortable and I don’t get hurt. That’s why it’s easy to surrender to him, to do whatever he asks of me.

Because being his baby girl feels like letting go of all my burdens and letting a hot, dominant man control my pleasure.

He talks to me as I suck his plump dick, his voice a constant stream of filthy encouragement. "That's it, babygirl. Let Daddy press his cock deeper down your throat. You're such a good little whore, aren't you? You love sucking on Daddy’s wand. It’s what you wanted for Halloween."

I moan around him, the vibrations of my voice sending shivers through his body. He groans in response, his hips jerking upward, driving his cock deeper into my throat. I gag again, but he gives me time to adjust, his grip on my hair loosening slightly.

"Keep going, babygirl," he murmurs. "Your mouth is about to make Daddy’s cock erupt. You want Daddy’s hot cum sliding down your throat, don’t you?"

I moan.

“Then suck harder so Daddy can fill your filthy little mouth with the treat you want so badly.”

I can feel his orgasm building, the tension in his body coiling like a spring ready to snap. His breath comes in ragged gasps, his hips moving faster, his cock thrusting deeper into my mouth. I brace myself, ready to take everything he has to give.

With a final, guttural groan, he comes, his cock pulsing in my mouth, his hot, salty cum spurting down my throat. I swallow it greedily, the taste of him sending waves of pleasure through my body. It's indescribable, the ecstasy of feeling him come undone, of knowing that I'm the one who brought him to this point.

I continue to suck him, gentle now, my tongue lapping at his sensitive flesh, cleaning him thoroughly. His grip on my hair softens, his fingers stroking my scalp in a soothing rhythm.

“God, Lilith, you were fantastic. That was an amazing blowjob, babygirl. But Daddy’s punishment isn’t over yet. I’m going to carry you inside and ruin that needy pussy.”” His fingers dive into my hair. He scratches my scalp in slow, soothing motions which make me want to fall asleep on his lap. He’s such a safe space for me. I feel so comfy and warm with my face resting on his lap.

I feel a sense of belonging, a strong knowing. I belong on his man’s lap. To this man. And I wish we could be tied together forever.

Despite his promise, he doesn’t immediately pull me into his arms. He lets me recover by laying my head on his thigh. His limp cock teases the side of my face and every time I rub my cheek against it, it swells.

“You’re playing with fire, Lilith,” he says. “Careful now.”

He strokes my hair, and the slow care in his gesture undoes something deep inside me. No man has ever treated me like this. Like I was more than a way to reach orgasm. He holds me, lets me find my calmness so I can be ready for what’s next.

He turns on the radio. The sweet notes of jazz fill the air. He continues to play with my hair. I love this intimacy, this bubble of warmth and comfort that we’re wrapped in. Too bad this is only for Halloween. I don’t know if things will be the same tomorrow. That’s why, I have to make sure he comes in my pussy tonight.

“Daddy, I loved that,” I say. “I can’t believe we never did that before. I feel so safe and treasured, lying on your thigh. You’re such a good Daddy.”

“And you’re the perfect babygirl. Willing and submissive. Needy for Daddy’s cock like a good girl ought to be.”

He brushes his calloused thumb over my cheek, tracing the shape of my jaw. It’s such a gentle, tender touch, but it makes my belly quiver with fire. My pussy clenches, aching for the friction of his cock.

“I’m ready,” I whisper, staring at him as his cock begins to harden against my ear. “I’m ready to take you in my pussy, Daddy.”

Silas tilts his head. A lock of hair falls in his eye. He surprises me by moving his hand down my body, slipping it under my panties. He plucks at my wet, swollen clit.

“Looks like you’re ready for the real treat,” he muses.

Then he knocks the air out of my lungs by pulling me onto his lap.


FIVE


Silas

I can't wait any longer. My cock is a throbbing iron rod in my jeans, eager to be buried deep inside Lilith's tight, wet cunt. I was planning to take her upstairs, lay her down on my bed, and worship her body the way it deserves. But the hunger in her eyes, the flush on her cheeks, the way she's biting her lip—it's too much. I need her now.

"Sit on my lap, babygirl," I command, my voice rough with desire. "I want you to ride Daddy's cock."

Her eyes widen, but she complies, straddling me in the tight space of the truck cab. Her skirt rides up, exposing her creamy thighs, and I can feel the heat of her pussy through the thin fabric of her panties. She grinds against me, her breath hitching as she feels my hardness pressing against her.

I grip her hips, my fingers sinking into her soft flesh. She's all curves and warmth, a goddess made for fucking, for breeding. The thought of seeing her swollen with my child, her wide hips and full breasts even more lush and ripe, sends a primal surge of lust through me. My cock aches at the thought of her carrying my baby, of her leaking breasts nourishing the life we created together.

"That's it, babygirl," I murmur, as she rubs herself against me, coating my cock with her wetness. "Get Daddy all nice and slippery."

She moans, her head falling back, her tits bouncing with each movement. The sight of her, wild and free, is intoxicating. I can see wet spots forming on her top, her nipples hard and visible through the thin fabric. She's leaking, her body responding to the pleasure, to the need to be fucked and filled.

I reach up and pinch one of her nipples, rolling it between my fingers. She gasps, her body jerking, and a wet spot blooms on her shirt, a dark circle of milk seeping through.

"Look at that, babygirl," I growl. "You're soaking your top with your titty milk. You want to spray that milk all over me while you ride my cock, don't you?"

She whimpers, her hips moving faster, her breath coming in short pants. "Yes, Daddy. I want to soak you in my milk."

With a growl, I tear off her top, exposing her full, creamy breasts. I scoop them up in my hands, squeezing them, feeling the warm milk dribble down her skin. I lean forward and lick it off, the taste of her sweet and intoxicating. She moans, her hands gripping my shoulders as I suck and lick her breasts, drawing out more of her milk.

She's a fountain, her breasts spraying milk with each squeeze, each suck. It's filthy and erotic, and I can't get enough. I want her marked with her own milk, coated in it, dripping with it. I want her to be a dirty, filthy mess by the time I'm done with her.

Her hips move faster, her pussy grinding against my cock with urgent need. I can feel her heat, her wetness, the way her body is begging for me. I grip her fleshy hips, my fingers sinking into her softness, and guide her onto my cock.

She slides down onto me with a cry, her tight, wet heat enveloping me. It's like nothing I've ever felt before—she's perfection, her body made for mine. I hold her there for a moment, letting her adjust to my size, letting her feel the way I fill her completely.

"That's it, babygirl," I murmur, my voice thick with lust. "Take all of Daddy's cock, just like you were created to Your cunt was made to be fucked by Daddy."

She begins to move, her hips rising and falling as she rides me. Her tits bounce with each movement, milk spraying from her nipples, coating both of us in her sweet cream. The sight of her, wild and free, riding my cock like a goddess, is almost too much to bear.

I reach between us and rub her clit, my fingers circling the sensitive nub. She cries out, her body jerking, her pussy clenching around my cock.

"You're so filthy, babygirl," I growl. "Look at you, soaking me in your milk, fucking yourself on my cock. You're such a dirty little slut for Daddy, aren't you?"

She nods, her breath coming in short gasps. "Yes, Daddy. I'm your dirty slut. Only yours."

The thought of her belonging to me, of her being mine completely, sends a surge of possessiveness through me. I want to mark her, claim her, fill her with my seed until she's overflowing with it. I want to see her swollen and pregnant, her body ripe with my child.

"I'm going to take you raw, babygirl," I groan, my hips thrusting up to meet hers. "I'm going to fill your cunt with my cum, make sure you carry a memory of this night inside you forever."

"Are you breeding me, Daddy?" she asks, her voice a breathless whisper.

"Do you want me to?" I ask, my heart pounding in my chest.

She looks into my eyes, her own filled with desire and vulnerability. "If it's you, I want everything."

Her words undo me. The thought of her, bouncing a big belly while the neighbors watch me put my arm around it possessively is too much. I can see it clearly—her belly swollen, her breasts heavy with milk, her face glowing with happiness. I can see myself stroking her belly, feeling the life we created together, kissing her tenderly as she feeds our baby at her breast.

The image sends me over the edge. With a roar, I grip her hips and thrust up into her, my cock filling her completely. Her pussy clenches around me, her body convulsing as she comes, her cry filling the cab of the truck.

Her orgasm triggers my own, and I explode inside her, my cock pumping stream after stream of hot cum into her fertile womb. I can feel it, the potential for life, the promise of a future together. I'm not just fucking her—I'm breeding her, claiming her, making her mine in the most primal way possible.

"That's it, babygirl," I groan, my body shuddering with the force of my release. "Take all of Daddy's cum. Let me fill that fertile little cunt. I’m going to fertilize that unprotected womb until you’re stuffed with a baby."

She collapses against me, her body trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps. I hold her close, my arms wrapping around her, my cock still buried deep inside her.

"Good girl," I murmur, stroking her hair. "You took Daddy's cock so well. You're such a good little breeding slut for me."

She smiles against my chest, her eyes closed, her body limp with exhaustion and pleasure. "Thank you, Daddy. That was...incredible. I can still feel your warm cum coating my pussy walls. I want to keep it inside me forever."

What we just did took my breath away. It was more than just sex. It was a connection, a promise. A breeding. I've claimed her, marked her, filled her with my seed. And I know, deep in my heart, that this is just the beginning.

I kiss the top of her head, my arms tightening around her. "Happy Halloween, babygirl. Tonight, you're mine. And soon, you'll be carrying my Halloween baby."

I don’t even care if my step-brother finds out. Lilith belongs to me, and nobody can take her from. I’m ready to cut off family ties to be with my babygirl. She means more to me than she knows.
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The house is charged with both silence and sexual tension, the only sound the soft hum of the refrigerator downstairs and the gentle rustle of leaves outside the window. It's after midnight, and the world feels like it’s dead.

Lilith and I are tangled up in each other, her back pressed against my chest, my arms wrapped around her, holding her close. My fingers trace lazy patterns on the underside of her breast, occasionally pinching her swollen nipples, drawing out a soft gasp from deep within her.

I can't sleep. My mind is a whirlwind of thoughts, of images, of the raw, primal act we shared. I came inside her not once, but twice. I bred her, filled her with my seed, marked her as mine. And now, as I hold her, I can't help but wonder what the future holds.

I press a soft kiss to her shoulder, my voice a low murmur in the darkness. "You okay, babygirl?"

She stirs, snuggling closer to me, her voice soft and sleepy. "Yes, Daddy. I'm okay."

I smile, my heart swelling with a warmth I haven't felt in years. She's so trusting, so open. It's a rare gift, and one I intend to cherish. "You're not too sore?"

She shakes her head, her hair tickling my chest. "No. I like the way it feels. It reminds me of you, of what we did."

I chuckle, my hand cupping her breast, my thumb brushing over her nipple. "And what did we do, babygirl?"

She giggles, the sound light and innocent. It's amazing how easily she slips into this role, into the headspace of a child. It's a defense mechanism, a way to cope with the intensity of what's happening between us. And I'm more than willing to play along, to be the Daddy she needs.

"I dunno," she says, her voice taking on a childlike lilt. "You did something to me. Something that made me feel all warm and tingly."

I smile, my voice soft and gentle. "That's right, babygirl. Daddy got you naked and injected you with his sperm. Do you know what that is?"

She shakes her head, her eyes wide with feigned innocence. "No, what's sperm, Daddy?"

I press a kiss to her temple, my hand rubbing gentle circles on her stomach. "Sperm is what comes out of Daddy's cock when he's really excited, babygirl. And when Daddy injects it into your special place, it fertilizes the egg inside you and creates a baby."

She gasps, her hand covering her mouth. "A baby? Really?"

I nod, my heart pounding with the weight of my words. "Yes, babygirl. That's how little girls get pregnant. When their Daddies decide it's time to plant their seed inside their girl's womb. And I think it's time for you to be a big girl now and carry Daddy's child."

She squirms in my arms, her excitement palpable. "Really? I'm gonna have a baby in my tummy?"

I chuckle, my hand rubbing her stomach. "Yes, babygirl. Your belly is going to grow big and round, and your womb is going to swell as our baby develops inside you. And Daddy is going to take care of you every step of the way."

She sighs happily, her body relaxing against mine. But then she stiffens, her breath hitching. I look down and see her breasts leaking, milk dripping onto my arm.

"Daddy," she whines, her voice taking on a pleading tone. "I'm leaking again."

I smile, my thumb brushing over her nipple, smearing the milk over her skin. "That's because your body is getting ready for the baby, babygirl. It's making milk to feed our little one."

She pouts, her lower lip jutting out. "But it's messy, Daddy. Will you clean me up?"

I press a kiss to her forehead, my voice firm but gentle. "Of course, babygirl. But first, Daddy needs to milk you. We can't let all that yummy milk go to waste, can we?"

She shakes her head, her eyes wide and trusting. "No, Daddy. Please milk me."

I sit up, scooping her into my arms and carrying her to the bathroom. I set her down on the marble counter, the cold stone making her shiver. I turn on the tap, filling the bathtub with warm water, the steam rising and fogging up the mirror.

I stand between her legs, my hands cupping her breasts, my thumbs brushing over her nipples. She moans, her head falling back, her eyes fluttering closed. I begin to milk her, my fingers squeezing and pulling, drawing out streams of milk that arc and splatter against the mirror, the counter, the floor.

It's a messy, primal act, and I love every second of it. The sight of her, breasts heaving, milk spraying, is the most erotic thing I've ever seen. I can feel my cock hardening again, eager to be inside her, to fill her again.

But first, I need to take care of her. I need to clean her up, to wash away the remnants of our passion and prepare her for what's to come.

Once she's drained, her breasts soft and empty, I scoop her up and lower her into the bath. She sighs, the warm water enveloping her, her body relaxing against the porcelain. I climb in behind her, my legs on either side of her, my arms wrapping around her, pulling her back against my chest.

I grab the loofah, squirting a generous amount of body wash onto it, the scent of lavender filling the air. I begin to wash her, my hands gentle but firm, the loofah gliding over her skin, cleaning every inch of her. She sighs, her body melting against mine, her trust in me absolute.

"That feels good, Daddy," she murmurs, her voice soft and content.

I press a kiss to her temple, my voice a low rumble in my chest. "That's the point, babygirl. Daddy is going to make you feel good. Always."

Steam curls up from the water, misting the mirror and softening the edges of the candlelight. Lilith sits in the deep tub between my legs, her back resting against my chest, her knees drawn up. The water beads on her skin, trickling down the curves of her shoulders.

I take the sponge from the edge of the tub and run it over her slowly, reverently. “You’re beautiful,” I murmur. “Every inch of you.” I start at her shoulders, tracing the sponge along her collarbones, down the gentle swell of her breasts without lingering, then over her arms. “My gorgeous girl.”

She shivers, tilting her head back onto my shoulder. “You make me feel… like a goddess.”

“That’s because you are,” I say quietly. “You deserve to be cherished. Protected. Praised.”

A small, watery laugh escapes her, but it breaks halfway. “I’ve never felt like this before,” she whispers. “So seen. So wanted. Like you could see right through me tonight.”

I squeeze the sponge gently against her arm, then set it aside and use my hands instead. My palms slide over her slick skin, slow and firm, massaging her muscles. “Tell me,” I coax softly.

She swallows, her voice going small. “I loved letting you take control… it was like I went somewhere else. Like a little space inside me where I didn’t have to think. I could just be. Just… trust you.”

Her shoulders start to shake.

“Hey.” I wrap both arms around her, drawing her back against my chest. “Babygirl, why are you crying?”

She presses her wet hands to her face. “Because I’m scared,” she chokes out. “Scared that tomorrow you’ll go back to looking at me like your tenant. That you won’t call me your babygirl again. That you won’t… want me.”

I turn her gently in the water until she’s facing me. Her eyes are red, tears mingling with the bathwater. I cup her face in my hands. “Look at me.”

She does.

I kiss her, slow and deep, pouring everything I can’t say into it. When I pull back, my thumbs are still stroking her cheeks.

“You’re mine,” I say softly but firmly. “Not for tonight. Not for a fantasy. For life. You’re the woman I’ve been looking for all these years, Lilith. If your father or anyone else tries to stand in the way, I’ll walk away from them. You’re all I need.”

Her lips tremble. “I can’t live without you either,” she whispers. “I want to be yours. All yours. I’d give up everything to make that happen.”

I pull her into me, wrapping her in my arms, letting her cry against my neck as the water laps around us. “Shh. We’ll figure it out. One day at a time. But right now, you’re here. With me. And I’m not letting go.”

She clings to me, her small hands gripping my shoulders. “Promise?”

I press my forehead to hers. “Promise.”


EPILOGUE


Lilith

Three years later…

The living room glows with evening light that paints everything in an orange glow. My hands drift over the swell of my belly, round and heavy with new life. I can feel little kicks beneath my skin, a reminder that our second child will be here soon. My wedding ring glints under the lamplight as I rub slow circles. I smile to myself.

Three years ago, I never would have believed this would be my life. I got pregnant a few months after that Halloween night, and Silas didn’t waste a second. He popped the question the moment I showed him the test—or maybe popped isn’t the right word. He demanded, commanded, insisted. He wasn’t letting me walk through this world as anything less than his wife. Not that I would have refused him.

A small voice pulls me from my thoughts.

“Mama… milk?”

I look down into big hazel eyes, framed by lashes too long for a boy. My son, Evan, toddles over, clutching the hem of my dress. He’s almost two now, with a head full of soft brown curls and the same stubborn chin as his father. He tugs at me with that expectant look I know so well.

“Of course, baby,” I whisper.

I lift him carefully, settling his warm little body against my chest. He cuddles into me, resting against the swell of my belly, while I slip my top down and help him latch. The familiar pull makes me sigh, my heart swelling as his tiny hand presses against my skin.

From where I sit, I glance into the kitchen. Dinner’s already on the stove, simmering and ready for Silas when he gets home. The smell of roasted garlic and herbs fills the air. I can’t wait to see him eat, can’t wait to watch his face light up when he tastes food made with my hands. I love being his wife. I love feeding him, loving him, seeing him light up every time he looks at the child I gave him.

When I told my dad I was pregnant, he was furious at first, shocked beyond words. Things were tense for months. But when Evan was born, everything changed. My parents softened, melted, became doting grandparents. Evan—our little Halloween miracle baby—brought more than just joy to Silas and me. He healed our family.

The door creaks open, and my heart leaps.

Silas steps inside, broad shoulders filling the doorway, his eyes immediately finding me where I sit nursing our son. That look—the awe, the pride, the hunger—still makes me flush.

“You’re such a good mommy,” he murmurs, crossing the room in long strides. He bends to kiss the top of my head, then the crown of Evan’s curls. “Feeding our boy even while you’re carrying another. My perfect wife.”

I grin at him, teasing. “And I made you dinner, too. So I’m a good wife as well as a good mommy.”

His gaze sharpens, the stern edge I know so well flashing there. “Lilith. You shouldn’t be overexerting yourself. We can hire a cook. You know I can afford that.”

I shake my head stubbornly. “But I want to. I want the full experience of being home, of making meals, of raising our babies. This time is precious, and I don’t want to miss a single part of it.”

His hand slides over my belly, reverent and protective. He bends, kissing the swell gently, then looks up at me with eyes full of fire and devotion. “You gave me everything I dreamed of. The family I thought I’d never have. You, my babygirl, made it real.”

Evan unlatches with a soft sigh, milk-drunk and drowsy, and Silas scoops him up with practiced ease. He kisses his son’s cheek, making him giggle, then sets him on his hip with a tenderness that steals my breath.

Watching him be a father makes me fall in love with him all over again.

He turns back to me, his free hand cupping my cheek. “No matter how many kids we have, you’ll always be my most treasured babygirl. The one who made me a husband, a father, a whole man again.”

Tears prick my eyes, but they’re happy tears. Because it’s true.

That Halloween night changed everything. I’m so glad I knocked on his door.

Silas hands me Evan, saying he needs a shower. It’s time for Evan’s dinner, so I sit him on my lap.

His tiny hand rests on my swollen belly, his eyes wide with wonder.

"Mama, when will my sister be here?" he asks, his voice filled with innocent curiosity.

I smile, rubbing my belly gently. "Soon, sweetheart. Very soon."

He grins, his eyes sparkling. "I can't wait to play with her. I'm going to be the best big brother ever."

My heart swells with love and contentment. This sense of family, of comfort, is something I always craved but never truly had until now. Silas steps out of the shower, his hair damp and his skin glistening. He walks over to us, his eyes soft as he looks at Evan and me.

"You two look cozy," he says, his voice warm and gentle.

Evan looks up at him with adoration. "Daddy, I'm going to be the best big brother."

Silas smiles, his hand resting on Evan's head. "I know you will, champ. You're already an amazing son."

As Evan settles into a contented hum of play on the rug, Silas and I sit down to eat the dinner I've prepared. The aroma of the food fills the room, and I can see the appreciation in Silas's eyes as he takes his first bite.

"This is delicious, Lilith," he says, his gaze locked on mine. "You're an amazing cook."

I blush, my heart fluttering at his praise. "I'm glad you like it."

He leans back, his eyes flickering over my body, taking in every inch of me. "You look ravishing with that big belly," he murmurs, his voice husky. "I can't wait to watch it bounce later tonight when I fuck you hard from behind."

My face flushes with heat, and my pussy clenches at his words. I can't resist him, not when he talks to me like that. "You're insatiable," I say softly, a smile playing on my lips.

He chuckles, his eyes darkening with lust. "You have no idea, babygirl. Seeing you pregnant gets me so horny. It reminds me that I've claimed you, that I've filled you with my seed."

I raise an eyebrow, my voice teasing. "Is that why you impregnated me so soon after our son? Because you knew it would drive you crazy?"

His smile turns wicked, and he leans in closer. "Daddy knows best, babygirl. And Daddy loves you with a swollen belly and leaking tits, walking barefoot in his house. I'm going to keep you like that for as long as I can."

The promise in his voice sends a shiver of anticipation down my spine. I can't wait for the night to begin. After dinner, Silas takes the plates from me, insisting on washing them himself. The simple act of him taking care of me, of our home, makes my heart flutter.

Once Evan is tucked into bed and the house is quiet, Silas leads me to our bedroom. The moment the door closes behind us, he pushes me onto the bed, his eyes burning with desire. He pulls down my gown, exposing my body to his hungry gaze.

My tits are swollen, heavy with milk, and oozing from the tips. My belly is stretched, rounded and firm, a testament to the life growing inside me. My hips are fleshy and wide, perfect for him to grab and hold as he takes me.

"God, Lilith," he groans, his eyes locked on my body. "You're so fucking beautiful. My pretty pregnant babygirl, letting Daddy impregnate you whenever he wants."

I smile, my heart fluttering with love and trust. "I have no choice, Daddy. I trust you, and I love being pregnant. I love feeling my belly heavy with growing life."

His eyes darken with desire, and he becomes the commanding Daddy Dom I need. "Get on your fours, babygirl. It's time for Daddy to take what's his."

I obey, my body trembling with anticipation as I position myself on the bed. He kneels behind me, his hands gripping my hips tightly. I can feel the heat of his cock pressing against my wet pussy.

"You're so wet, babygirl," he growls, his voice thick with lust. "Your body is begging for me to fuck you."

He slams his cock into me, and I gasp at the sudden invasion. He grips my hips, his fingers digging into my soft flesh as he begins to thrust. His cock fills me completely, stretching me, claiming me.

His fingers drift to my clit, strumming it gently, sending waves of pleasure through me. His cock grinds into me, hitting every sensitive spot, driving me wild with desire. He leans forward, his hands grabbing my swollen breasts, squeezing them until milk dribbles down, soaking the sheets beneath us.

"Look at you, babygirl," he murmurs, his voice filled with awe and lust. "You're making so much milk, feeding our son like a good mommy. I can't wait to see our son and daughter suckling on your tits in a few months."

The image of my children feeding from my body sends a surge of pleasure through me. My pussy clenches around his cock, and I can feel my orgasm building.

"That's it, babygirl," he growls, his voice rough and demanding. "Come for Daddy. Let me see your body shatter for me."

His thrusts become harder, faster, his cock driving into me with relentless force. His fingers pinch my nipples, drawing out more milk, coating our bodies in the sweet, sticky substance. The room fills with the scent of our combined sex and milk, a heady, intoxicating aroma that drives us both to the brink.

"Oh, Daddy," I cry out, my body convulsing with pleasure. My orgasm rips through me, leaving me breathless and shaking.

He groans, his body tensing, and I feel the hot rush of his seed filling me. "Lilith," he growls, his voice filled with possessive desire. "I love to cream the pussy I bred. You're mine, babygirl. Always mine."

He collapses onto the bed beside me, pulling me into his arms. I snuggle against him, my body still trembling with the aftershocks of our lovemaking.

"I love you, Silas," I whisper, my voice filled with emotion. "You've given me everything I ever wanted and more."

He presses a gentle kiss to my forehead, his arms tightening around me. "I love you too, Lilith. And I'm going to spend the rest of my life making sure you're happy, making sure you have everything you need."

And as we lie there, entwined in each other's arms, I know that this is my forever. That Silas and our children are my whole world. And that every day with them is a gift I'll cherish forever.
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