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ONE


Duke

I still remember the way she smells. Vanilla mixed with fruity drugstore shampoo.

But as I inhale the air inside The Hothouse club tonight, all I smell is booze and overly thick musk. The interiors, as I recall, are posh and elegant, with subdued lighting that creates a sensual atmosphere to fulfill one’s fantasies.

An ornate chandelier hangs down from the ceiling in the main hall. Under its light, there are various naked men and women. Fucking in kinky ways. A man pulling the leash of his collared submissive. A young woman crying for her ‘Daddy’, slipping into her little space. Two men and a woman engaged in a fierce ménage.

I fold myself into the leather armchair arranged in the perimeter of the hall and just watch. Watching people always turns me on. I guess you could call me a voyeur, though that’s not all I am. I prefer to be dominant, and watching someone perform for me makes me feel powerful.

“Hey, Duke, is that you?” A firm hand lands on my shoulder.

I angle my head backward, gaze colliding with one of the men I met at the club. He has salt-and-pepper hair styled back. He looks like an old Hollywood actor, and I know for a fact he’s very popular among women at the club. I don’t know his real name, but the name he uses at the club is ‘Cold Devil’.

“Yeah, it’s me,” I answer. “Just getting back into the action. Did I miss anything exciting over the last year?”

Cold Devil thinks about it, then laughs. “Yeah, actually, there was this female dom who slapped her sub across his face right here in the hall. It wasn’t big news, but now they’ve been together for over a year. They come here pretty often.”

I think I know who he’s talking about. I’ve seen her before, too. “The one with tanned skin, who always wears red lipstick and looks like every sub’s fantasy?”

“Yeah, that’s her.” Cold Devil sips on the glass of beer in his hand. “So, how come you’re here? Are you on a business trip? I thought you said you were moving away for good. That you had gotten a great job offer in Phoenix.”

I close my eyes briefly. Even now, my sudden decision weighs on me. “I quit that job. It was too much work.”

It wasn’t too much work. It was fine, and I was getting paid a lot more. But I didn’t like the city I was living in. I couldn’t find a place like Hothouse Club. A place that would be a sanctuary for my filthy, twisted needs and desires. Ultimately, being isolated in a new city got to me. I wanted to return to a place where I knew people and had a social network. So I found a new job and moved back. It was a terrible decision for my career, but seeing Cold Devil makes me glad that I did it.

“I know what you mean,” Cold Devil says. “Don’t tell anyone, but I’m a corporate consultant during the day. I keep thinking of quitting, but they pay me way too much. I’d say you’re a better man than I am. You put yourself over money.”

His words do make me feel better, but my eyes keep skimming across the space.

She’s not here. I didn’t know if she’d come. Hell, I don’t know if she comes anymore. Maybe Cold Devil would know.

“You know, there was this woman who used to be my sub. Her scene name was Honey. She had brown skin and dark, curly hair. Her eyes were hazel.” I swallow, feeling anxiety rising in the pit of my stomach. “Does she come around anymore?”

Cold Devil rubs his thick gray beard. “I think I know who you mean. Actually, she stopped coming around the time you did.”

All the hope that I’d been carrying in my chest deflates. I was Honey’s first Dom, and I remember her so well. She was curvy and gorgeous. She told me she’s an exotic dancer, and boy, she had a stunning physique. She was an exhibitionist, and I loved watching her, giving her commands, and being rough and dirty with her. I came inside her so many times. Every time was like heaven. Her pussy was so tight, it squeezed me just right. In fact, I still dream about that tight grip.

I slept with women in Phoenix, some even more beautiful than Honey, but nothing came close to the ecstasy I used to experience with her.

Cold Devil clears his throat. “But unless I’m wrong, I think I saw her a few days ago. I believe I saw her tonight, too, in the taboo lounge. Why don’t you check there?”

“The taboo lounge?” That’s the place where people with some of the more unusual kinks that go beyond domination and submission gather. What would she be doing there? Did she become interested in something else?

“Thanks.” I rise to my feet. “See you around. Are you still looking for a sub?”

Cold Devil sighs. “Always. The ones I manage to get all leave me in the blink of an eye.”

“Even though you’re handsome?”

He grins, and even as a man, I know that’s one heck of a panty-melting grin. “I’m not just a pretty face. I have darkness in my soul, too.”

“Well, I’m sure you’ll find someone just as dark as you. If there’s any place people like that hang out, it’s here, in this club.”

My feet move quickly, making a way through the club. There are signs to indicate where the taboo lounge is located, though I still remember the layout of the club.

As I inhale a subtle whiff of oud, I feel a sense of calm.

I missed this place. I was away for more than a year, and all I could think of the moment I returned to this city was when I’d get to set foot inside the club again.

I step into the taboo lounge, and my breath catches.

There she is.

Honey.

But she's different. So different that my brain struggles to reconcile the woman before me with the memory I've carried for over a year.

Her body is… fuller. Rounder. Riper.

She's wearing a black mesh bodysuit that does absolutely nothing to hide her curves. And what curves they are. Her hips flare wide, wider than I remember, creating this hourglass shape that makes my mouth go dry. But it's her breasts that have me frozen in place.

They're massive. Huge, heavy globes that strain against the sheer fabric, spilling over the top of the lacy camisole underneath. They look impossibly full, the kind of fullness that makes a man's hands itch to cup them, to feel their weight. Her nipples are visible through the mesh—dark, swollen, pressing against the fabric like they're begging for attention. They look distended.

Did she get surgery? Those can't be natural. They're at least two cup sizes bigger than before.

But even as I think it, something tells me I'm wrong. There's a natural heaviness to them, a soft, maternal quality that no surgeon could replicate.

She's standing near the edge of the lounge, one hand resting on her hip. There's confidence in her posture, in the way she holds herself, but when I look at her eyes, I see it. That familiar neediness. That submissive hunger.

Honey looks lost. Like she's trying to play a role that doesn't quite fit.

My feet move before my brain catches up.

As I approach, she turns slightly, and that's when I see it—a wet spot on the mesh covering her left breast. A small dark circle is spreading across the fabric.

She notices me staring and, without hesitation, reaches up and pulls down the lacy camisole.

Her breasts spill free. My mouth goes dry. A bolt of sharp heat shoots through my groin, sparking an inferno in my belly. My cock aches with forgotten need. Within seconds, it's swelling to full mast, straining against the zipper of my pants, reminding me how weak I am to Honey.

"Would you like to drink from me?" she asks, her voice soft, almost shy despite the boldness of the offer.

Then our eyes meet.

Recognition hits her like a physical blow. Her lips part. Her eyes widen.

"Duke?"

I can't answer. I'm staring at her exposed breasts. They're even more incredible uncovered—heavy and full, with wide, swollen areolae the color of dark roses. Her nipples are fat and erect, and as I watch, a bead of white liquid forms at the tip of the left one.

Breastmilk.

My gaze drops to the badge pinned to her bodysuit.

Honey

She/Her

Kink: Lactation

Naturally lactating after breastfeeding my young infant. Looking to share my milk with a dominant man who will milk me dry. Interested in a paid contract as personal hucow or sub. Rates negotiable.

Jesus Christ.

"Baby girl," I murmur, reaching out to touch her nipple.

The moment my finger makes contact with that sensitive, leaking bud, she shivers. A soft whimper escapes her lips.

That sound. That fucking sound.

My cock hardens instantly, pressing against my slacks.

She's still so responsive. So sweet. And these new curves—these maternal, nurturing curves—they feed something dark and primal inside me.

Without thinking, without asking permission, I lean down and latch onto her breast.

I suck hard.

Fresh breastmilk floods my mouth. It's warm. Sweet. Slightly creamy, nothing like I imagined. I've never been into lactation, never even thought about it, but Honey's tits were calling to me, demanding my attention.

I gulp down her milk, feeling it coat my throat. It's warm yet satisfying, with a slightly nutty taste and no sweetness.

"Oh God," she gasps. "Duke, that feels so good."

I try to pull back, aware I've probably had enough, but her hand flies to the back of my head, pressing me closer.

"Don't stop," she begs. "Please don't stop. My milk is flowing, and it feels so good when it's coming so easily. Please, Sir, please keep sucking."

Sir. She called me Sir.

Something primal roars to life inside me.

I obey, sucking harder, kneading her other breast with my hand. Milk sprays against my palm, and I angle my mouth to catch the stream.

"Such a good girl," I murmur against her skin. "Making such delicious titty milk for me. Offering it so sweetly."

She whimpers, her fingers tightening in my hair.

"Thank you, Sir. Thank you for drinking from me. I've been so full. So heavy. Please take it all. I'm going to feed you all of my cream."

I knead harder, working the milk from deep within her breast. She gasps and moans, her body trembling. Her breasts are so soft and squishy, like massive clouds. I'm addicted to their size and how good it feels to stroke them and feel the veins underneath protrude from the strain.

"You made this for me, didn't you, baby girl?" I rasp between swallows. "Such perfect, sweet milk."

"Yes, Sir. All for you. You own me, Sir. You own my body and all the milk inside it. I'm your property."

We slip back into our old dynamic so easily, it's like we never stopped. Like the year apart never happened. We're calling each other the same names, and she's letting me treat her like my property, like she's mine, and nothing changed in the year and a half that we were apart.

When her breast finally empties, I release it with a wet pop.

"Well," I say, my voice rough. "That was a surprise."

She's trembling, her cheeks flushed. She looks shy now, uncertain.

"I never imagined I'd see you back here," she whispers.

"I decided to come back." My gaze drops to her stomach, where I can see faint silver lines through the mesh bodysuit. Stretch marks. "I'm surprised you were pregnant. I'd have liked to see you like that. Big and swollen with a baby."

"I gave birth seven months ago," she says softly. "I had to quit my job as an exotic dancer. I was too huge and...well, I couldn't work at the strip club anymore."

"Did you get a new job?" I ask, wondering. I was always possessive of her and didn't like that she let other men see her naked. But since our relationship was limited to the club, I couldn't voice my opinions on her regular life.

"No, I had savings. They were enough to get me through pregnancy." She leaves it at that, and I wonder if it'd be too intrusive to ask if she's financially strapped right now. Maybe that's why she's offering a paid personal contract with her. She never did that before.

The Hothouse Club allows members to pay each other, but the contracts have to be specific, and the club oversees them to ensure no financial exploitation takes place. Some people do have a financial humiliation kink, and some prefer a woman they can pay for one night, so the club caters to all.

My hand moves on its own, skimming across Honey's stomach, tracing those marks through the mesh. Her other breast is still leaking, a steady drip of milk running down her skin.

"You look gorgeous," I tell her, and I mean it. I trace one of the stretch marks with my thumb. "These look gorgeous, too."

She moans, her eyes fluttering closed.

"Only you're so nice to me," she whispers. "I know my body isn't what it used to be."

"Do you want me to help you with the other breast, too?" I scoop up her fleshy boob, stroking her wet nipple. She presses her thighs together. It gives me satisfaction to know that touching her sensitive nipples turns her on.

Her eyes snap open. The hunger in them makes my cock throb.

"No," she says. "I actually want more."

The air between us heats.

"Do you want to be my sub again?" I ask, my voice low.

She shakes her head. "I don't."

That stings. A sharp, unexpected pain in my chest. But my cock doesn't seem to care—it's still rock hard, throbbing with need.

I glance at her badge again. Rates negotiable.

"Can I buy your time, then?" I ask. "Are you open to that?"

"You can," she says. "But before that, we need to talk. I have a proposal for you."

Intrigued, I raise an eyebrow. "I'm all ears."

She takes my hand, her small fingers wrapping around mine, and leads me toward the stairs. Toward one of the private rooms.


TWO


Marigold

My hands are still trembling when I close the door behind us.

It’s quiet in here. Too quiet compared to the charged chaos of the lounge outside. The kind of silence that makes every breath feel louder, heavier.

And all I can feel is him.

Duke.

His mouth on me. His hand on me. The way he said baby girl like nothing in the world had changed.

My chest tightens. I shouldn’t have let that happen. I shouldn’t have melted the second he touched me.

But my body didn’t care about logic. It never has when it comes to him.

Even now, I can still feel the phantom pressure of his mouth, the pull, the heat. My breasts ache again, not as full as before, but sensitive, aware. Alive.

I press my arms closer to myself, trying to steady my breathing.

Focus. I didn’t bring him here for that.

I turn toward the small bar counter in the corner, needing something to do with my hands. “Do you want a drink?” I ask, keeping my voice as even as I can manage.

“No.”

Of course not. Duke never drinks when he wants control.

I nod, even though my back is to him, and set the glass down anyway. My fingers linger on it for a second longer than necessary.

Get it together, Marigold.

I inhale slowly, then turn around.

He’s watching me. Intently, like he’s trying to decipher the secrets I’m hiding. Like he knows I’m hiding secrets big enough to alter both our lives. Duke has always been perceptive. He’s emotionally aware, always paying attention to my moods, my needs, and my responses. That’s what made him such a great Dom to serve. I always knew he’d give me what I needed, even if I didn’t know it was what I needed.

Now he has his gaze trained on my lips like he’s assessing me. Reading me. Owning the space between us without even moving.

My heart starts racing again. God, I missed him. That’s the worst part.

I missed him every single day after he left. Even when I told myself it was for the best. Even when I told myself I’d done the right thing. My throat tightens.

When he told me about Phoenix, I remember smiling. Nodding. Telling him how proud I was.

And I was.

A man like him—educated, disciplined, respected—he deserved that kind of life. That kind of success. He deserved more than a girl like me. I can’t even imagine the humiliation he’d face at his workplace if people found out that he married a stripper. Reputation is important in his line of work. He’s a corporate crisis consultant and he once told me that clients pick him more for the way he looks and his clean reputation than his skills.

So I ended things before he could. Clean. Quick. Final.

At least… that’s what I thought.

Until two weeks later when I was staring at a pregnancy test in my tiny apartment bathroom, my hands shaking just like they are now.

I didn’t know how to reach him, didn’t even have his number outside the club. And even if I had… I wouldn’t have called. Because I knew him. He would’ve come back. He would’ve given it all up. And I couldn’t let him do that.

So I chose for both of us. I kept the baby, and I built a life around that choice.

A small one. A fragile one.

But mine.

My chest softens at the thought of our daughter. She looks like him. The same pale skin, firm mouth, and gorgeous steely eyes. The way her tiny fingers curl around mine completes me. The way she looks at me like I’m her whole world makes the hours of labor and every sacrifice I made worthwhile.

Which is exactly why I can’t afford to fall apart now.

I force myself to meet his eyes.

“I need money,” I say.

There it is. Plain. Ugly. Honest.

His expression doesn’t change much, but something sharp flickers in his gaze.

“How much?”

The question comes too easily. Too naturally, like writing a check would solve everything. For a second… a dangerous second… I’m tempted.

It would be so easy to let him take care of me, to fall back into that space where he leads and I follow. He is so capable and strong. I want him to lead me, to lead our family, to take care of me so I can be soft and maternal and just nurture him and our baby. I imagine warm nights laying my head on his thighs, curled up on the couch as my daughter nurses from me and he watches the life we created with awe.

But I shake my head. That’s not what I decided when I gave birth. Besides, I’m not even sure how Duke would react to the news that I was pregnant with his child. I was supposed to be on birth control. And I was. I took the pills religiously, but I must have forgotten it on the last day we had sex. I was pretty emotional after Duke told me he was leaving for Phoenix. I don’t remember much.

“I don’t want it for free.” I clear my throat.

His jaw tightens slightly. He steps closer, not touching me yet, but close enough that I feel the heat of him. “Then what do you want, Honey?”

Honey. The name wraps around me like something soft and dangerous.

I swallow. “I want you to help me make money,” I say.

“Help you how, exactly? If you need a reference from me, I can do that. I can even get you a job as an office assistant. I think they’re looking for one at the office. But you won’t make anywhere near the same amount of money you did as a stripper. Also…I’m not sure if they’ll take you based on your qualifications.”

“I don’t need a job. Actually, this site reached out to me,” I say carefully. “It’s… niche. Subscription-based. They want me to make content for them. Specific content.”

His gaze drops briefly to my chest, like he already knows. “You mean niche content on lactation? It’s a porn site?”

“They said there’s demand,” I continue, not letting the disappointment in his eyes dampen my enthusiasm. He knows I used to work as an exotic dancer. He knows the kind of industry I’m in. I bet he wanted to set me up with an office job, but I know I’ll never belong in that world. I cannot hide who I am. Sexuality is an important part of my self-expression, and I have never been ashamed of it. Besides, I know my real value lies in offering sexual entertainment. “A lot of it. And not much supply.”

I let out a small breath. “They’ll pay based on views. Plus, tips, and bonuses for engagement. They think I’d do well.”

“And what do you need from me?” His eyes lift back to mine. There’s no judgment in his voice.

Just… focus. That steadiness is what gives me the courage to say the next part.

“I need a partner.” The words hang in the air between us. “They don’t want solo content. They want interaction. Chemistry. Something real. Like proper porn videos with scenarios and everything.”

My fingers twist together in front of me.

“And I…” I hesitate, then force it out. “I thought of you. You could be my co-actor. I feel comfortable with you, and you know about my situation.”

For the first time since we walked into this room, Duke looks genuinely surprised.

Not shocked.

Not offended. Just… caught off guard.

“I know,” I say quickly. “It’s stupid. You have a real career. A reputation. I shouldn’t have even asked. God, I don’t want you to get in trouble at work. If any of your colleagues see you with me online…I don’t want to make things awkward at the office.”

His hand closes around mine. Warm. Firm. Grounding.

Everything inside me stills.

He rubs his thumb over my knuckles, slow and deliberate.

“Would you ask someone else?” he asks quietly. “If I refused your offer, would you ask someone else to be your co-star in those porn videos?”

My stomach twists. “Probably.”

The truth tastes bitter.

“I need the money. And this… it could work. It’s better than…” I trail off, not wanting to say the alternative out loud.

Taking contracts. Letting strangers touch me. Turning something I used to enjoy into something transactional. Sex has always been a joy for me, a place where I express my needs and enjoy freedom. But if I’m paid, I’d have to make my clients happy. I’d have to do what they want, and maybe I’d not really have a say in what happens in the bedroom. Besides, I’ve always chosen my partners based on who I was attracted to. Being physically and psychologically into my partners is important for me.

If I started taking paid contracts…sex wouldn’t be pleasurable anymore. It’d be a job, a burden, a way to survive.

“I don’t want to,” I admit softly. “But I will if I have to.”

Silence stretches between us.

His grip on my hand tightens slightly.

Then he leans close and whispers in my ear. “I’ll do it.”

I blink. Warm air washes over my earlobe as he breathes against me. Goosebumps erupt all over my body. My core shivers. My pussy clenches, releasing moisture. Just his voice has the power to make me lose myself.

“What?”

“I said I’ll do it.”

My heart stutters. “No, you can’t just— Duke, this could ruin you. What if someone finds out? What if this takes away everything you’ve worked hard for? You even moved to Phoenix to better your career.”

“You said it’s a limited platform. It’s not open to everyone.”

“No, only paying members, but you never know. Someone you know professionaly might be a member.”

“I don’t care.” His voice drops, something darker threading through it. “I don’t think HR has a specific policy against employees making porn videos with their partners in their free time. And since I’m not getting paid, it won’t even be a side gig.”

I stare at him. He steps closer now, his other hand coming up to cup my face.

My breath catches.

“I’m not letting another man touch you,” he says. “I’ve missed you, Honey. You’re my property, baby girl, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Sir.” The agreement comes out automatically. But the worst part is how wet I get once I’ve said it.

The words hit me like a physical force. Possessive. Certain. Unapologetic. Instead of scaring me… they melt something deep inside my chest.

God. I wanted this. I’ve always wanted this. When I was pregnant, lying awake at night, one hand on my stomach… I used to imagine this exact thing.

Him finding out. Him claiming us. Him saying we were his.

I was terrified he’d be angry, that he’d see me as a mistake.

A complication.

But this? This is something else entirely.

Hearing that streak of lust in Duke’s voice, hearing him claim me as his property sets my blood on fire. My pussy throbs, thighs slick with moisture. I want to submit to him. I want to give up control, want to let him take care of me entirely. I know he’ll pay for me and my baby, that he’d know how to save me from the financial mess I’m in. But if I start depending on him now, I’ll never want to stop. Duke is way too good at taking control, at giving me what I need.

And what I really need, deep down, is to be able to just be a woman and let a man take care of everything in my life.

That’s my submissive tendencies speaking, not the adult me who has a baby to raise.

Duke’s thumb brushes over my cheek. His touch feels so exquisite. It’s dominant even when it’s tender, like he’s reminding me that I’m fragile and precious while also reminding me that I’m his, and I can take his rough commands and punishments as well as I can take his praise.

“Tell me when we start,” he says. “And send me whatever you need in advance.”

I blink up at him. “So you can… prepare?”

“So I can make sure it’s done right.” A faint smirk touches his lips. “You need the money, so I’ll do everything in my power to make sure our videos are successful. In fact, if you send me a link to the website, I’ll analyze what kind of videos do well there. We can come up with something based on my research.”

My pulse races.

And for the first time in months, I feel like maybe, just maybe, I’m not alone anymore.
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The weight of Seraphine against my chest is warm and familiar.

She's curled into me, her tiny hand resting on my breast as she nurses. Her eyes are half-closed, content and drowsy. She doesn't drink much anymore. We're mostly weaned now, but sometimes she still wants this. The comfort. The closeness.

And I give it to her because I love these moments.

The apartment is quiet except for her soft breathing and the occasional sound of traffic outside. The bills are stacked on the kitchen counter where I can't see them from here, but I know they're there. Always there.

My phone buzzes on the couch beside me. I look at the screen. My pussy contracts at the sight of Duke on the screen. He has stubble and his gray eyes looked tired, the lines around them more prominent. He must just have returned from work.

I wasn't expecting a video call from Duke. My pulse skitters. My heart jumps into my throat. Even though he's not physically here, seeing him, even a picture of him inside my house makes my chest feel warm and fuzzy. I've spent too many nights dreaming of him lying next to me on the bed, his arm around me. I've fantasized too many times about how his huge, muscular body would fill the space in my modest apartment, and how he'd make this cramped space a home for me just by existing.

I reach for my phone without thinking, swiping to answer before I remember that I'm naked from the top and have a baby suckling from my breast.

Oh God.

Embarrassment flashes through me, heating my body. My daughter is literally latched onto my breast. Duke's face fills the screen. His eyes widen slightly, then drop to Seraphine.

"Is that your daughter?" His voice is careful. Controlled. He doesn't seem disgusted or angry. In fact, he's amused, and he's trying to get a better look at Seraphine. Our baby resembles him so much, looking at them side by side makes my chest ache. "She's bigger than I imagined. But she's cute. Like her mama."

I feel heat flood my cheeks. "I'm so sorry. I can call you back later. I wasn't thinking."

"Don't." The command in his voice stops me mid-sentence.

"I like seeing you like this," he says quietly. His gaze softens as he watches us. "Being a mother. Feeding your child. I never get to see you like this. In your element, being a woman, your pretty tits swollen with milk and ready to nourish your baby."

My throat tightens. I wasn't expecting that. I wasn't expecting him to see me as beautiful or compliment me. I know he isn't truly into lactation, but he has been so wonderfully supportive and positive toward my post-pregnancy body. He's not just a good Dom, he's a good man, period. Not the kind who judges women by their thinness and figure, but the kind who appreciates the beauty of the feminine form and the changes it undergoes while creating a new life.

"She's mostly weaned now," I say, my voice barely above a whisper. "But sometimes she still wants it."

"And you give it to her." It's not a question. His eyes are on me now, on my face. "Because you're a good mother. Because you care about her needs."

The praise sends a shiver through me.

Seraphine makes a soft sound against my breast, her suckling slowing as she drifts toward sleep.

Duke leans back in his chair. I can see part of his living room behind him—clean, expensive, everything in its place. So different from my cluttered apartment.

"Do you remember how my mouth felt on your breasts?" he asks suddenly.

My breath catches.

Oh God.

My pussy clenches, warmth flooding between my thighs. I feel the stickiness coating my skin, sliding down my soft flesh as I rub my legs together. But all that does is enhance the friction and make me even hornier.

"I…" I swallow hard. "I could never forget that."

His expression darkens with satisfaction. "Good girl. You like feeding your dom."

Those two words. They undo me every time.

"Touch yourself," he says.

I blink. "What?"

"You heard me, baby girl. Touch your pussy while you feed our—your daughter. I know you love having your breasts suckled on. I bet your pussy is gushing like a fountain and you're slippery between your legs. Shall we find out?"

Our daughter. He almost said our daughter.

My heart races. Pleasure rolls through me. My senses sharpen, filling with a need that's both physical and emotional. I want his commands, his warm, rough voice guiding me. I need his praise, his leadership, his masculine baritone because it makes me feel desired.

"Duke, I can't do that. I'm feeding my baby."

"You can." His voice drops lower, more commanding. "You need to feel pleasure while you're being such a good mom. And I'm going to help you get it. Stop denying your body what it needs. Being a mother doesn't mean you stop being a woman."

My hand trembles as I glance down at Seraphine. She's barely nursing now, just holding my nipple in her mouth for comfort. Her eyes are closed, and I know she's half asleep.

"Duke…"

"Now, Honey. Or must I punish you to make you do it?"

The command shoots straight through me.

My hand moves almost on its own, sliding down my stomach, past the waistband of my loose pajama pants.

"That's it," he murmurs. "Show me."

I angle the phone so he can see—my hand disappearing between my thighs, the way my fingers find the slick heat waiting there.

I'm already so wet.

"Oh fuck," he breathes. "You're soaked, aren't you?"

"Yes, Sir," I whisper.

"Tell me."

"I'm… I'm so wet for you. The moment I heard your voice, my pussy started leaking like a slut."

"Good girl." His eyes are locked on the screen, on me. "Now slide one finger inside. Nice and slow."

I do as he says, my finger pushing into my pussy. I'm tight and hot, and the sensation makes me gasp softly.

Seraphine shifts against me but doesn't wake.

"How does it feel?" Duke asks.

"Good," I breathe as my inner walls clench around my finger. I haven't played with myself or had sex since I gave birth. This feels like a long overdue reward. Duke was right. I'm still a woman. I still have needs, even when I have a daughter. "So good."

"Add another finger," he urges. "Stretch that slutty pussy for me. I want it filled to the brim."

I obey, working two fingers into myself now. The stretch feels incredible.

"That's my girl," he says, his voice thick with approval. "Look at you. Such a good little slut, fingering your pussy while your baby nurses."

The dirty words make me clench around my own fingers.

"Faster," he commands.

I move my hand faster, my fingers pumping in and out. The wet sounds fill the quiet room.

"You love this, don't you?" Duke's voice is dark, knowing. "Being watched. Being told what to do. Your exhibitionist side is coming out, baby girl."

"Yes," I moan softly. "Yes, Sir, I love it."

"Touch your clit."

I circle my clit with my thumb while my fingers work inside me. The pleasure builds rapidly, coiling tight in my belly.

"Oh God," I whimper. "I'm close."

"I can see it," he murmurs. "Your face is flushed. Your breathing is getting faster. You're about to come all over those pretty fingers, aren't you?"

"Yes, yes, can I?"

"No. Stop."

My hand freezes.

"What?"

"Pull your hand away. Now."

"Duke, no, please. I'm so close. I can feel it. I'm going to orgasm."

"If you don't pull those fingers out of your cunt," he says calmly, "I'll cancel tomorrow's shoot."

My eyes widen. "You can't!"

"I can." His expression is firm. Unyielding. "Pull. Your. Hand. Away. I'm not giving you permission to touch yourself anymore."

A desperate sound escapes my throat, but I obey. I pull my hand from between my legs, my pussy clenching around nothing, aching for release.

"Please," I beg. "Can't I finish? I need it. I need to come. It has been such a long day."

"I know what you need, Honey." His voice is almost gentle now. "And I'll give it to you tomorrow. With my dick buried deep inside your cunt."

Tomorrow.

"I'll press my cock into the exact spot your fingers just touched," he continues, his words painting the picture in my mind. "I'll make you gush all over my dick. But only if you're a good girl and don't touch yourself between now and then."

My whole body is trembling.

"Your body belongs to me," he reminds me. "And if you disobey, there's punishment waiting for you. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Sir," I whisper.

"Say it."

"My body belongs to you. I won't touch myself without your permission."

"Good girl."

He reaches forward, and the screen goes dark.

The call ends.

I'm left sitting there, naked and nursing my daughter, my pussy throbbing and slick and desperately empty.

I want to touch myself so badly it hurts.

But I won't.

Because tomorrow, he'll take care of me.

Tomorrow, I'll be his again.

And I can't wait.


THREE


Duke

The private room at the Hothouse Club is familiar territory, but tonight it feels different.

It’s the night of our first filming. I drew up a contract with all the terms, and we both signed it. I don't get paid, only she does. But her milk and her body belong to me and only me during the contracted period. I hated the idea of Honey being with other men so I had that included in the contract.

Ever since i returned, I feel possessive about Honey. Seeing her nursing her daughter yesterday on video call awakened a protective instinct inside me. I don't want any man taking advantage of her while she's still in that state. Still newly leaking and getting used to being a mother. I tell myself I'm being dominant, but I know it's more than that. When I saw her in her apartment yesterday, I wished I could be there with her, holding her baby, kissing her breasts once she finished feeding. She is gorgeous as a mother, and something about her nurturing, maternal nature ignites my cock in a way I can't explain.

I want more than sex with her. I want to be a part of her life, to bring her and her daughter into my lonely world. I've always imagined having a wife and kids. Always known I'd be excellent as a provider, husband, and father. But no one I found could satisfy me in and out of bed. Except Honey. I like the way she is, how she's strong for her baby, how she puts her child and family above everything else.

There's a camera set up on a tripod. I ordered professional lighting online and had it shipped overnight. The equipment that transforms this space from a sanctuary into a stage.

Honey is adjusting one of the lights, reaching up to angle it properly. Her silk camisole rides up slightly, exposing a strip of soft brown skin above her lace panties.

My cock hardens instantly.

"Does this look right?" she asks, glancing back at me.

I move closer to check the angle, and our bodies brush. It's just the barest contact. Her hip brushing against my thigh, but it sends electricity shooting through me.

She feels it too. I can tell by the way her breath catches, the way her nipples immediately stiffen beneath the thin fabric.

The tension between us is unbearable. Last night's unfinished business hangs in the air like a live wire, crackling with energy.

I force myself to focus on the camera. "We need to make sure my face stays out of frame," I say, adjusting the angle. "Can you stand where you'll be?"

She moves into position, and I check the viewfinder. Perfect. The camera captures her gorgeous body while keeping my identity protected.

As I step back, I can't help but stare at her breasts. They're even bigger than I remember, heavy and full, straining against the delicate lace of her camisole. Every movement makes them bounce and sway.

She reaches up to adjust her hair, and the motion is too much for the flimsy garment. One breast pops free, the lace neckline sliding down to brush against her nipple.

Fuck.

Her areola is dark and swollen, easily the size of a small plum. And her nipple—God, her nipple is distended and fat, jutting out proudly, already beading with milk.

A shockwave of pure need crashes through me.

I want that nipple in my mouth. Want to stroke it with my tongue, suck it hard, feel her sweet milk coating my throat. I want to grab those tits and stuff my face into her maternal softness.

"Duke?" Her voice is uncertain.

I cross the space between us in two strides. My thumb finds her exposed nipple, rubbing the swollen bud in slow circles.

She gasps, her head falling back, eyes closing easily as she lets me touch her and take control.

"I want this in my mouth," I tell her, my voice rough, my rough thumb pad pressing against her needy nipple. "Want to suck this pretty nipple until you're empty. Want to feel your milk on my tongue."

Her eyes flutter closed. "I want that, too. So bad."

I lean down, pressing a kiss to her nipple through the satin that covers her other breast. She shivers violently, and when I pull back, there's a wet spot blooming on the fabric.

My gaze drops lower. A matching wet spot is spreading across her lilac lace panties.

"Look at you," I murmur, tucking her breast back into her top. "Already soaking wet, and we haven't even started filming. You must be a milky little slut if you're this aroused."

She bites her bottom lip, and that simple gesture sends heat coursing through my veins like molten lava. She looks so innocent yet sensual when she acts guilty. It makes me want to put her over my thighs and smack her luscious ass until she's crying sweetly for me.

Fuck. I need to get myself under control.

I clear my throat, stepping back. "Do you remember the scenario we decided on?"

She nods, her voice soft. "A needy sub asking for relief from discomfort."

"Good girl." I move to sit on the edge of the bed. "Get on all fours on the floor. Turn on the camera when you're ready, then crawl toward me. Beg me for relief."

I see the nervousness flicker across her face. "I'm...do you think this will work?"

"Hey." I reach out, stroking her hair gently. "I'm here to take care of everything. You only need to do what you love best—perform for your dom. Everything else will be okay."

She relaxes slightly, nodding. The trust in her eyes makes my chest tighten.

She moves to the camera, switches it on, then sinks gracefully to her hands and knees.

And fuck, the sight of her like that, on all fours, her heavy breasts hanging down, her ass in the air...it's almost too much.

She begins crawling toward me, slow and sensual. When she reaches the bed, her hands grab at my pants.

"Please, Sir," she whimpers. "Please, I need relief. My breasts are so full. They hurt so much. I can't even stand straight."

I don't look at her, keeping my gaze fixed on an imaginary point across the room. I deepen my voice, since it will be a part of the video, even if my face isn't. "I'm busy. Stop bothering me."

"Please," she begs again, and then she presses her breasts against my leg, rubbing them along my calf.

The warmth of her soft flesh through the fabric makes my cock throb, but I force myself to stay in character.

"Behave," I snap, my voice hard. I reach my hand down, sinking it into her hair, grabbing it hard. "I don't like disobedience."

My shoe-clad foot comes up, landing on her thigh, pushing her back slightly.

"You're wearing next to nothing," I say, using the toe of my shoe to tease the barely-there fabric covering her pussy. "Is this how you present yourself to your dom? Like a desperate little whore?"

She whimpers. "Please, Sir. Please, I need your mouth on my breasts. They're so heavy. I need to let down. Only you can make it better."

"No."

"Sir, please!" Her voice rises with desperation. "I'll do anything. Please just give me some attention."

"I said no."

She pouts then, looking up at me with those gorgeous hazel eyes. "You're ignoring me."

Her hands move to her camisole, sliding the straps down her shoulders. She pulls the fabric away, freeing her breasts completely.

They're magnificent. Heavy and round, with those dark, swollen areolae and fat nipples that are already leaking thin streams of milk. Her veins, blue, press against her breast, telling me that her milk ducts must be super full with milk and the pressure in her breasts must be intense.

She scoops up her massive tits and pushes them toward me, offering herself. "Look at me, Sir. Can't you see how swollen I am? Don't you want to taste me?"

"You're a disobedient whore," I tell her, my voice cold. "Trying to seduce me with your naked, leaking breasts. You know that seeing those pathetic boobs leaking all the time makes me annoyed."

I remove my shoes and socks deliberately, slowly, making her wait. Then I place my bare foot against one of her nipples, circling the sore, aching bud with my toe.

She moans loudly, her back arching.

"Oh God, yes," she breathes.

I increase the pressure slightly, using my other foot to tease her other nipple. She writhes beneath my touch, her whole body trembling.

"Get back on all fours," I command.

She obeys immediately, and the sight of her like this—her huge breasts hanging down beneath her like udders, milk beginning to drip steadily onto the floor—is obscene and perfect. It's dirty in all the right ways, and if her viewers are anything like me, this video is going to be a hit.

I reach down and slap her ass hard. Her fat globes her flesh are almost entirely exposed, her flimsy lace underwear having bunched into the crack of her ass.

The sound echoes in the room. She cries out, pleasure and pain mixing in her voice.

"You're making a mess," I say, gesturing to the small puddles of milk forming on the floor. "Dumping your filthy breastmilk all over my expensive floors."

"I'm sorry," she sobs. "I can't help it. It's overflowing on its own. I can't stop."

"Take off your panties," I order, with another smack on her ass. Her cheeks jiggle and seeing redness spreading across them makes my cock strain painfully. "And get on my lap."

Honey scrambles to obey, pushing the scrap of lace down her thighs and kicking it away. Then she climbs onto my lap, straddling me.

I've already removed my pants while she was moving, and my cock is thick and hard, jutting up between us.

"Sit on it," I tell her. "Take it all the way inside."

She positions herself above me, then sinks down slowly. Her pussy is so tight, so hot and wet, that I have to grit my teeth to keep from coming immediately.

"Oh fuck," she whimpers. "You've stuffed me so full."

I don't move. Don't thrust. Just sit perfectly still while she adjusts to my size.

Then I grab one of her breasts roughly, slapping it hard enough to make her gasp.

"Sir!"

"That's for being needy and disobedient." I lean forward and latch onto her nipple, sucking greedily.

Her milk floods my mouth instantly. Sweet and warm and perfect. I suck harder, working the milk from deep within her breast. She moans above me, her hands tangling in my hair.

I bite down on her nipple, not hard enough to truly hurt, but enough to make her milk spray faster.

"Oh God, oh God," she chants. "That feels like heaven. Please take all of my milk, Sir."

I soothe the aching bud with my tongue, then suck again, drawing more milk into my mouth. I swallow and swallow, draining her breast methodically. The cool trickle of liquid down my throat feels deliciously taboo. Each time I feel it, my cock gets a fraction harder.

"Such a good little cow," I murmur against her skin. "Making all this sweet milk for me. You look so pretty plugged up by my cock."

Her pussy clenches around me at my words.

"You like that?" I ask. "Like being stuffed full while I drink from you?"

"Yes, Sir," she gasps. "I love it."

I switch to her other breast, giving it the same attention. Slapping, sucking, biting. Her milk is endless, flowing freely into my mouth.

"Do you know what would make you prettier?" I ask, pulling back slightly.

She looks down at me with glazed eyes.

"When you're overflowing with my cum and my cock is plugging your cunt, making sure my seed stays inside your fertile pussy and creates another baby."

Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise. That pressure is so intense, I almost nut inside her. Electricity thrashes through my system, prickling against my groin like lightning bolts.

I laugh darkly. "You like that idea, don't you? You want me to breed you."

"Yes," she admits breathlessly. "I want to get pregnant again and carry your baby in my womb."

"That's how you started making all this delicious milk," I continue, my voice rough with lust. "Because you were bred by a thick cock. Got knocked up good. And now I'm going to do it again. Going to pump you so full of cum so you're always pregnant. So that you'll never stop leaking like a good little cow for your master."

"Please," she begs. "Please breed me. Fill me up. Make me pregnant again."

I bite down hard on her nipple, and she screams, her whole body convulsing.

"Such a needy little slut," I growl. "So desperate to be bred. To be used. To have your womb filled."

I finally move, gripping her hips and thrusting up into her hard. She bounces on my cock, her breasts swaying, milk spraying from her abused nipples.

The sight is pornographic. Filthy. Perfect.

"You're mine," I tell her. "This body is mine. These tits are mine. This pussy is mine. Say it."

"I'm yours," she sobs. "All yours, Sir. You can breed me as much as you want."

"And I'm going to fill you up," I promise. "Going to pump you full of cum until it's dripping out of you. Until you're pregnant again and your belly swells with my baby. That's your punishment for being a needy, disobedient sub."

"Ah!" Her cry echoes across the room. "Your cock is in so deep."

I shove it in deeper, liking the way her slick channel contracts around me. Every push is an exercise in self-discipline, though. Because he pussy squeezes me so hard. Her channel is even tighter than I remember, even though she gave birth a few months ago.

Her orgasm hits suddenly, her pussy spasming around my cock. She screams, her nails digging into my shoulders.

The sensation pushes me over the edge. I bury myself deep inside her and come, flooding her pussy with hot cum. I dump load after load of semen inside her fertile pussy. I know she must not be on protection, since she is still breastfeeding and probably didn't have time to start pills yet. That thought stays with me, fueling an intense burst of pleasure in. my groin.

Knowing I could really knock her up, knowing her belly could be full of my baby soon intensifies the ecstasy rolling through me. I imagine my hand possessively covering her pregnant belly, knowing she's carrying my seed.

"That was...I'm breathless, Sir," she says. "I'm glad I waited all night for your cock instead of finishing with my fingers."

"I always reward you for being a good girl." I squeeze her breast, wiping away traces of milk from her skin. She looks so gorgeous when she's sated, her eyes soft and hazed with tenderness as she looks at me like I am her everything.

This is the real power I hold as a dominant. The real pleasure is seeing her look at me like I'm her entire world.

I lie back, pulling her onto me, her breasts smooshed against my chest, rubbing against my expensive shirt. Her weight is perfect, and if I had my way, I'd never let her go.

We stay locked together, both of us shaking, while the camera records everything.

Finally, I lift her off my cock gently and set her on the bed. Cum leaks from her pussy, dripping onto the sheets.

"Good girl," I murmur, stroking her hair. "Such a good girl for me. You kept my cum inside you. Let me plug you up until your pussy absorbed every drop of semen."

She looks up at me with exhausted, satisfied eyes. "Did we get everything?"

I glance at the camera. "We got everything."

And more than that, I think. So much more than we bargained for.


FOUR


Marigold

I don’t want to move.

That’s the first thought that settles into my bones as I lie against him, my cheek pressed to his chest, his arm wrapped around me like I belong there.

Like I’ve always belonged there.

My body feels loose, heavy, completely spent in the best way. The ache in my breasts has dulled to something warm and manageable, my muscles soft, my mind quiet for the first time in weeks. Maybe months.

Duke’s fingers move slowly along my back, tracing lazy circles that make my eyes flutter shut.

God. I missed this.

Not just the way he touches me.

The way he handles me.

Like I’m something to be taken care of.

Like I don’t have to carry everything on my own.

A small, dangerous part of me wants to stay exactly like this. To forget everything outside this room. To pretend I don’t have responsibilities waiting for me.

But reality creeps in anyway.

My baby is at home, waiting for me to come back.

My chest tightens, and I reluctantly pull back, pushing myself upright. The loss of his warmth is immediate, sharp.

“I should go,” I murmur.

His hand stills on my back. “Already?”

There’s something in his voice. Not quite displeasure. But close.

I force a small smile, sliding off the bed and reaching for my clothes. “I have things to do. And I need to… edit the video.”

Saying it out loud makes it feel real again.

Business. This is business. It’s a contract that we both drew up to benefit ourselves. I need to start making money, and that can only happen once I start getting views on my video.

I gather my things slowly, carefully. My fingers are still a little shaky as I pack up the camera, making sure everything is secure. This matters. This is what’s going to keep me afloat.

I reach into my bag and pull out my phone, already opening the app to call an Uber.

Before I can tap confirm, a strong hand grabs my phone from me.

I blink.

Duke is standing in front of me, my phone in his hand, his expression calm but firm.

“What are you doing?” he asks.

“I told you I’m leaving,” I say, trying to keep my voice steady. “I’m getting a ride home. I need to edit and upload the video. I’ll let you know once I’ve done that. You can check.”

He studies me for a moment. Then, he shakes his head. The gesture is heavy with censure and dominance and the inner, submissive part of me immediately feels guilty for having displeased him.

“No.” The word lands heavy. Final.

My pulse quickens. “Duke. Be reasonable.”

“I am. You need to eat first.”

“I’m fine.”

“You’re not. You look slept and starving. I even heard your stomach growl when you were lying next to me.” His tone doesn’t rise. Doesn’t sharpen.

And my body reacts before my brain can argue.

Stills.

Listens.

He steps closer, lowering his voice just slightly.

“I’ll drive you home,” he continues. “And I’ll help you edit and upload it.”

“I can do it myself,” I insist, even though my voice comes out softer than I intended.

He tilts his head, watching me.

“You already did enough tonight.”

Something in my chest cracks open. The word ‘enough’ settles into my bone like the world’s best medicine. Duke telling me that I’ve done enough, that I’m enough, soothes the worst of my worries. Ever since I had Seraphine, I’ve always felt inadequate. I keep wondering if I’m being a good mother, if I’m giving her enough, if she is happy.

“I told you,” he adds quietly, his thumb brushing over my knuckles as he hands my phone back. “I’ll take care of things for you.”

His reassurance is exactly what I need. For a second, I can’t breathe. It feels overwhelming to be told that I can relax now, that someone capable and competent will deal with things for me.

Because I don’t remember the last time someone said that to me. I grew up with unstable parents. My father left when I was very young. My mother always treated me as a burden, and couldn’t give me the things or lifestyle I craved. The moment I turned eighteen, I started stripping. It was the easiest path to money and the only way I had of getting out of a life of neglect and poverty.

My eyes sting unexpectedly.

Before I can stop myself, I step forward and wrap my arms around Duke.

“Thank you,” I whisper against his chest. My voice shakes. “I’ve just… I don’t know. I’ve felt so…”

I hesitate. The word feels too heavy.

“Inadequate,” I finish softly. “Since I became a mom. Like I’m not doing enough. Like I’m not… good enough for it.”

His arms come around me instantly. Firm. Certain. Grounding.

“You shouldn’t have been doing it alone,” he says.

My breath catches.

“You needed someone with you,” he continues. “A husband. Someone to take care of you while you figured it out.”

A hollow laugh escapes me. “I don’t have that luxury. Besides, who would marry me? I used to be a stripper.”

A nagging, dark thought worms its way to the center of my consciousness: I could never be good enough for you, Duke. I could never be the kind of wife or even girlfriend you could take to your mama. People would call me a gold digger for even wanting you.

His hand slides up my back, fingers threading into my hair slightly, tilting my head just enough that his mouth brushes near my ear.

“You don’t have to be so tough,” he murmurs. “You don’t have to put yourself after everyone else. You pleasure matters.”

My eyes close.

“You don’t have to do everything alone.” His hand moves slowly, soothing, steady.

“To me…” his voice drops, softer now, more intimate, “you’re beautiful like this. As a mother. As someone who gave life. You’ve done something I could never do.”

My throat tightens.

“But every time I see you,” he continues, “you look exhausted. Stressed. Like you’re carrying too much.”

His thumb presses gently into my spine, grounding me.

“I want you to relax, Honey.”

And I do.

God, I do.

My entire body melts into him, tension I didn’t even realize I was holding slipping away under his touch.

For a moment, I let myself believe him. He nuzzles his lips against my ear and tells me he’ll order room service for me. And I melt into his embrace, letting him hold me and convince me that men like him exist in the real world.

A while later, he softly lets me go and grabs the phone in the room. He orders so much food, almost everything on the menu, if I had to guess.

“I’ll pay,” he says simply, like it’s not even a question.

And I don’t argue.

Because I don’t have it in me to fight him right now.

Not when this feels so… good.

When the food arrives, I stare.

There’s so much of it.

Rich, warm dishes arranged neatly on silver trays. Butter-glazed vegetables that glisten under the light. Tender cuts of meat with sauces that smell deep and savory. Fresh bread, still warm. A delicate dessert plated like something from a five-star restaurant.

The smell alone makes my stomach twist.

“Oh my God,” I breathe.

Duke watches me, something unreadable in his expression. “You like it?”

“Like it?” I laugh softly. “I feel like I’m dreaming.”

I sit down carefully, almost hesitant to touch anything.

“This is… this is the nicest meal I’ve had since…” I trail off, then smile faintly. “Since before I got pregnant. Maybe ever.”

His brows draw together.

“No way. You’ve never been taken somewhere nice? On a date?”

“The kind of guys I dated didn’t think I was the kind of woman who deserved to be wined and dined. They just paid me and asked me to strip. All they wanted from me was sex. I don’t think they were ever interested in getting to know me.”

“They were all idiots, then.” The passion in his voice makes my belly clench.

I shake my head, picking up a piece of bread, then pausing when he gives me a look. He grabs my wrist.

“What?” I ask.

“Hands down.”

My breath catches. “What?”

“You don’t use your hands while I’m here. I’m going to feed you. You’re my girl, mine to spoil.”

Heat rushes to my face. “But⁠—”

He grabs the fork I left on the plate, pressing the food to my lips before commanding me in that rough, masculine voice that makes my pussy shiver. “Open. Your. Mouth.”

I hesitate for half a second. Then I obey, because all I want to do right now is please this amazing man who is going out of his way to make me feel special and cared for. He doesn’t have to go this far. Aftercare usually consists of hugs and him praising me.

Not a 5-star meal that probably costs more than my monthly rent. I feel special and wanted as he continues to feed me, his gaze focused on my expressions.

He feeds me slowly. Deliberately.

Like he has all the time in the world.

The food tastes even better than it looks. Rich, flavorful, warm. I make a small sound without meaning to, and his mouth twitches slightly.

“Good?” he asks.

“So good,” I murmur.

I don’t even realize I’ve gotten a bit messy until his thumb brushes against my chin, wiping something away.

“Careful,” he murmurs, almost teasing. “You’re making a mess.”

I laugh softly, a little embarrassed. “Sorry.”

“Don’t apologize,” he says, quieter now. “Just let me take care of it.”

Something inside me melts all over again. He doesn’t treat responsibility like it’s a burden, but like it’s a privilege. He thinks taking care of a woman is a gift, not a drain of his energy. I can see that from the ease with which he takes control, the pleasure that flickers in his eyes every time I let him feed me.

“I’m not the kind of woman men treat like this,” I admit after a moment, swallowing hard. “You’re being way to nice.”

He pauses. “What do you mean?”

I shrug lightly. “I’m the kind of woman men pay. And then treat however they want.”

The words sound heavier out loud.

He watches me carefully.

“I’m glad you quit your job as a stripper,” he says.

My eyes flick up.

“If that’s the kind of men you were dealing with…” his voice hardens slightly, “you deserved better than that.”

My chest tightens. No one has ever said that to me before.

But I’m left speechless when he adds, “You deserve someone who values you as a mother, as a woman, and gives you the world.”

He pulls me back against him again. His hand rests on my stomach. It’s a casual touch. But it still makes me freeze.

“Your daughter…I can’t help but wonder who put her in your belly. Can you tell me who the father is?” he asks quietly. “Just between us. I’ll keep your secret safe.”

My heart stops.

I can’t breathe.

I stare down at his hand, at the place where it rests, like it’s suddenly too heavy.

“I can’t,” I whisper. “I don’t feel ready.”

Silence.

“Is it someone I know?”

My throat tightens.

I nod. I can’t lie. Not to him.

For a moment, I wonder if he knows.

If he’s starting to see it. But then he leans in, pressing his lips softly against mine, and everything else fades.

The questions. The fear. The truth waiting just beneath the surface.

All of it disappears.
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“So your real name is Marigold.”

His voice is low, thoughtful, almost amused as he stands just outside my apartment door, his gaze fixed on the small brass nameplate screwed slightly crooked into the wood.

For a second, I freeze.

No one at the club calls me that. I kept my real name a secret on purpose. Both at the gentleman’s club where I stripped and at the club, I used the name Honey.

“It is,” I admit softly, shifting my weight as I fumble with my keys. “I just… don’t use it much.”

He hums, still looking at the plate like he’s committing it to memory.

“It’s unique,” he says. Then his eyes flick to mine, something warm slipping into his expression. “Suits a unique person like you.”

Heat rushes straight to my cheeks.

I look down quickly, pretending to struggle with the lock more than I actually am. “It’s just a name.”

The door clicks open.

I push it inward, stepping inside, then pause, suddenly aware of how small my place must look to someone like him. The couch is worn at the edges, the rug slightly faded, a few toys scattered near the coffee table despite my attempt to tidy before leaving earlier.

I turn back to him, hesitating for half a second.

“You… want to come in? For coffee?” I ask, trying to sound casual, even though my heart is racing.

He doesn’t hesitate.

“I could use that.”

And just like that, he steps inside. His presence makes me intensely aware of all the flaws in my house.

The apartment smells faintly like baby powder and the lavender detergent I use for Seraphine’s clothes. It’s warm, a little cluttered, but lived-in in a way that feels soft rather than messy. A small lamp glows in the corner, casting a gentle light over the living room where her crib is set up near the window.

Mrs. D’Souza, my babysitter, is already standing when we enter, her shawl draped neatly over her shoulders.

“You’re back,” she says with a smile, her eyes briefly flicking to Duke before returning to me. “She’s been very good tonight. Fell asleep not long ago.”

“Thank you,” I say quickly, relief washing through me. “Really. I appreciate it.”

She waves it off like it’s nothing, though we both know it isn’t.

“I’ll head out now,” she says, slipping her sandals on. “Call me if you need anything tomorrow.”

“I will.”

She gives Duke one more curious look before leaving, the door clicking softly behind her.

And then it’s just us.

I quickly get to the kitchen. “I’ll make us coffee. Feel free to look around.” I clear my throat awkwardly. “Well, there’s not much to see.”

Duke doesn’t speak. He just… moves. He walks toward the crib.

My breath catches.

He leans slightly over the side, his broad frame casting a shadow over the small, sleeping bundle inside. The soft rise and fall of Seraphine’s chest is barely visible beneath her blanket, her tiny hand curled near her cheek, her lips parted just slightly.

Duke’s entire expression changes.

The sharpness leaves his features. The control softens. And what replaces it is something I’ve never seen on his face before.

Something gentle. Tender. Reverent.

My vision blurs before I even realize I’m crying. Because no one has ever looked at her like that.

And he’s her biological father. He’s gazing at her like she’s the most beautiful thing in the world, like he wishes she were his.

Because he doesn’t know that she’s his.

Guilt gnaws at my chest. And for the first time, a terrifying thought slips into my mind.

Am I denying Seraphine the love of her own father?

Am I denying her him?

I’m so lost in watching him that I don’t notice my grip loosening on my bag.

It slips from my fingers, and hits the floor with a loud thud. The sound cuts through the quiet like a crack of thunder.

“Shit!” I curse, rushing to pick up the camera, checking that it isn’t damaged.

Soft cries echo through the living room. Seraphine stirs and starts crying. The cries are broken and soft at first, but they crescendo into startled, louder wails.

“Oh—” I gasp, stepping forward.

But Duke is faster.

He reaches the crib in two strides, scooping her up with a natural ease that steals the air from my lungs. One hand supports her head perfectly, the other cradling her small body against his chest as he begins to rock her instinctively.

“Hey,” he murmurs softly. “Easy… easy.”

His voice is completely different now. Lower. Gentler.

He shifts her slightly, adjusting his hold until she settles more comfortably against him, her tiny fist clutching at the fabric of his shirt.

“It’s alright,” he continues, his thumb brushing lightly over her back. “You’re okay.”

Her cries soften. Not completely gone, but quieter. Less frantic.

“Her name’s Seraphine.” I don’t know why I feel like this is the right time to interject with this piece of information.

“Seraphine. Such a pretty name for such a pretty girl.” He sways slowly, back and forth, with her in his arms, like he’s done this a hundred times before.

And maybe he hasn’t.

But it feels like he was meant to.

I press my hand to my mouth, my heart twisting painfully in my chest.

She responds to him.

I can see it, the way her small body relaxes. The way her cries turn into soft hiccups. The way her tiny fingers curl tighter into his shirt like she’s holding onto him. Like she knows him.

God.

I want this. I want this so badly it almost hurts.

I want another baby with him.

I want a family with him. I want him holding my pregnant belly, laughing at Seraphine’s goofy expression. I want him cradling the next baby I’ll give him with the same paternal love and care, making them feel like they matter, like they were wanted in the world.

But that thought is as dangerous as it is beautiful.

Because men like Duke don’t build lives with women like me. Their wives are polished, educated, in prestigious jobs with prestigious degrees, not strippers. He would never be able to take me to home to his parents. And his colleagues will probably talk behind his back for marrying me. I don’t want them to respect him less because of who he is with. I don’t want to be the reason people around him start to treat him like he made a stupid decision.

“She’s got strong lungs,” he says quietly, glancing down at Seraphine.

I laugh weakly, wiping at my cheeks. “She does.”

He studies her more closely now, his brows knitting slightly.

“Her eyes,” he murmurs. “They’re gray.”

My stomach drops.

“And her mouth…” he continues slowly. “There’s something about it…”

He goes still. Completely still. Then he looks up at me.

His eyes narrow. His jaw is tight and the lines bracketing his lips are harsh. I know what he looks like when he’s mad, and he looks like that now.

Like he just figured out that I’ve been lying to him.

“Honey…no Marigold. Be honest with me.” He glances at Seraphine’s smiling face before pinning me with an incriminating stare. “She’s mine, isn’t she?”

The words hit like a blow.

“Fuck,” he breathes, running a hand through his hair. “The timing… I never thought about it before.”

I can’t speak. I can’t move. Because he’s right.

The timing. The nights we spent together. The way everything ended just before he left.

My silence says everything.

He sees it, and the expression on his face becomes torture. Does he think he’s at fault for not figuring this out sooner?

Duke takes a step toward me, still holding her carefully against his chest, his other hand reaching out to rest on my shoulder.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” he asks, his voice softer now. Not angry. Just… heavy. “Baby girl, why did you keep this from me?”

“You didn’t have to go through that alone,” he adds. “That must have been⁠—”

“Lonely,” I choke out.

The word breaks me.

I collapse into him, my hands clutching at his shirt as sobs tear out of my chest.

“It was so lonely,” I whisper. “But I didn’t want to ruin your life. You weren’t expecting a pregnancy. You were so excited for your new career opportunity. I was supposed to be on birth control, and I was. But it still happened. I thought you’d be mad. I thought you wouldn’t want her. We never spoke about what would happen if I got pregnant. And since you were leaving, I assumed you wanted to start a new life in a new city.”

My voice shakes harder.

“I didn’t even have your contact. You said you were leaving, and I just… I didn’t know how to reach you. And even if I did, I didn’t want to hold you back.”

His arms tighten around me, careful not to jostle Seraphine as he pulls me closer.

“I’m sorry,” he says quietly. “I should have left you a way to reach me.”

His chin brushes the top of my head.

“But even if you had told me…” he continues, his voice steady, certain, “I wouldn’t have been mad.”

I pull back slightly, looking up at him through blurred vision.

“I would’ve been happy,” he says.

My breath catches.

“I’ve always wanted kids,” he adds. “Even if this wasn’t planned… it’s still a happy accident. I like her. She’s so pretty and full of life. How could you ever have thought that I’d hate her?”

His lips press softly to my forehead.

“If I had known,” he murmurs, “I would’ve married you. I would’ve been here. I would’ve raised her with you.”

My heart stutters painfully.

“I don’t want you to choose me just because I got pregnant,” I say quickly, my voice trembling.

His gaze sharpens slightly, not in anger—but in certainty.

“That wouldn’t have been the only reason,” he says. He takes a deep breath. “I like you, Marigold. A lot.”

And the way he looks at me when he says it makes it impossible not to believe him.

“But I…I’m not good enough for you. I’m not educated and I don’t come from a good family. You would be humiliated if your colleagues found our you had a child with a stripper.”

He cups my jaw with one hand. “I don’t care. Besides, I don’t think they’d judge me as much as you think. Most men seem to think that marrying a stripper is a fantasy. It’d probably make me look like I got lucky.”

“What about your parents?”

“Honey, you’re not a stripper anymore. What you did in the past is none of their business or anyone else’s.” He squeezes my jaw. “Feeding you at the club, spending time with you, I realized that being around you gives me a sense of peace. Maybe that was why I was always drawn to you. I’ve never had a sub for as long as I had you. You know, when I moved to Phoenix, even though the money was great, I felt like I was missing something. And when I returned to the club, I realized that ‘something’ was you.”

A tear slips from my eye, rubbing down my cheek. “Duke, I don’t know what to say. I love you, but I don’t want to make things hard for you. I don’t want you to feel responsible for what happened. It wasn’t your fault.”

“It wasn’t you fault, either,” he says.

I cough. “But I decided to keep the baby.”

“I’m so glad you did. I want you, Honey. All of you. Your past as a stripper and the baby you gave birth to are both things I like about you. You don’t have to be ashamed of who you are. You are perfect the way you are.”

He pulls me into his embrace, with Seraphine wiggling around between us.

And this time, I’m speechless.


FIVE


Duke

The apartment is quiet now.

Seraphine is asleep in her crib, her tiny chest rising and falling with each peaceful breath. Marigold stood beside me as we watched her together, and for a moment, everything felt surreal.

This is my daughter.

Mine.

Seven months of her life that I'll never get back. Seven months of firsts that I missed. Her first smile. Her first laugh. The first time she rolled over.

The anger simmers beneath my skin, hot and insistent.

Marigold moves toward the living room, but I catch her wrist.

"Where are you going?" I ask quietly.

"I thought... I thought you'd want to leave now that she's asleep."

I pull her toward her bedroom instead. She doesn't resist, just follows, her pulse fluttering beneath my fingers.

Once we're inside, I close the door and push her against the wall.

"Duke, what are you doing?"

"I'm punishing you," I say, cutting her off. My hands find the hem of her shirt, pulling it up and over her head. "For not telling me about my daughter."

Her breath catches. "I'm sorry. I thought⁠—"

"I know what you thought." I toss her shirt aside and reach for her bra, unhooking it with practiced ease. Her breasts spill free, heavy and full. "You thought you were protecting me. But you were wrong."

I cup her breasts roughly, squeezing them, feeling their weight in my palms. Milk beads at her nipples. The wetness trickles down my knuckles and I shiver, my cock responding to the taboo intimacy of her milk running down my hand.

"These gorgeous tits," I murmur, my thumbs brushing over her slick nipples. "Fed my daughter. Kept her alive. And I wasn't there to see it."

"I'm sorry," she whispers again.

My hands move lower, gripping her wide hips, then sliding around to grab her ass.

"These hips carried my baby," I continue, my voice rough. "This ass got fuller because you were pregnant with my child. And I missed all of it."

I squeeze her ass hard enough to make her gasp.

"But I'm going to make sure I don't miss the next time," I tell her. "I'm going to breed you again, Honey. Going to fill this pussy so full of cum that you'll be pregnant before the month is over."

Her eyes widen, not not with alarm. With surprise. That means she wants it, too. She wants another baby filling her womb. My baby. "Duke, you're serious."

"Take off your pants," I order.

She obeys, pushing them down along with her panties. I remove my tie from around my neck, wrapping it around her wrists and binding them together.

"Get on the bed," I say.

She moves to the bed, and I push her onto her back, raising her bound wrists above her head and securing them to the headboard.

Then I go to her closet and find a silk scarf. When I return, her eyes track my movements nervously.

"What are you doing?"

"You need to learn to trust me more," I say, wrapping the scarf around her eyes, blindfolding her. "Whatever happens, you have to tell me. I'm your master. I deserve to know everything."

"I'm sorry," she says again, her voice breaking. "I'm so sorry for hiding Seraphine from you. For denying you time with her. I just... I didn't think you'd want us."

"I know." I lean down, brushing my lips against her forehead. "But your self-doubt must end now. I'm going to be a part of both your lives. And you can't stop me."

"I don't want to stop you," she admits softly. "In fact, there's nothing I want more than to be with you, and to give our daughter the loving dad she deserves."

"Good."

I kiss her then, rough and demanding. She can't see me, can't touch me with her hands bound above her head. She's completely at my mercy.

Exactly where I want her.

I pull back and just look at her for a moment. Her big breasts are heaving with each breath, her lips wet from my kiss, her pussy glistening with arousal.

She's perfect.

"Spread your legs," I command. "I'm going to give you another baby."

She obeys immediately, her thighs falling open, exposing her slick pussy to my gaze.

I remove my clothes quickly, my cock already rock hard and aching.

"You're so wet for me," I say, running a finger through her folds. "Such a needy little slut. Always ready for your master's cock. So excited to get knocked up again."

"Please," she whimpers. "Please, Sir. Give me your seed. Fill my womb with another life."

I position myself between her legs, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance.

"Beg me," I say. "Beg me to breed you."

"Please breed me," she gasps. "Please fill me with your cum. Make me pregnant again. I want to carry your baby. Please, Sir, please."

I thrust into her hard, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal stroke.

She screams, her back arching off the bed.

"Fuck," I growl. "Your pussy is so tight. So perfect. Made just for my cock."

I don't give her time to adjust. I pull out and slam back in, setting a punishing pace.

"You're going to take every drop of my cum," I tell her. "Going to keep it inside you until it takes. Until your belly swells with my baby again."

"Yes," she moans. "Yes, Sir. I want that. I want another piece of you growing inside me, reminding me that I'm your property."

I grab her breasts, squeezing them roughly as I fuck her. Milk sprays from her nipples, coating my hands.

"Such a good little cow," I rasp. "Making milk for the baby that I'm going to give you. You'll look so pretty breastfeeding our child. Being a mother, a nurturer, like you were always meant to be."

Her pussy clenches around my cock.

"You like that?" I ask. "Like the idea of being pregnant again? Of your belly getting big and round?"

"Yes," she sobs. "I love it. Please, Sir. Please knock me up."

I lean down, biting her neck hard enough to leave a mark.

"You're mine," I growl against her skin. "This body is mine. This pussy is mine. And I'm going to fill it with my babies until you can't walk straight."

"Yours," she agrees breathlessly. "I belong to you, Duke."

I fuck her harder, deeper, the bed creaking beneath us with each thrust.

"Touch your clit," I order. "Pleasure yourself. Make yourself come on my cock."

Her bound hands strain against the tie, but she can't reach.

"I can't," she whimpers. "My hands are tied."

"Then you'll just have to come from my cock alone," I say. "Show me what a good little slut you are."

I angle my hips, hitting that spot inside her that makes her see stars.

"Oh God," she cries. "Right there. Please don't stop."

"Come for me," I command. "Come on your master's cock like a good girl."

Her orgasm hits suddenly, her pussy spasming around me. She screams, her whole body convulsing.

The sensation pushes me over the edge. I bury myself deep and come, flooding her pussy with hot cum.

"Take it all," I growl. "Every fucking drop. That's your punishment for lying to me."

She whimpers as I continue to pump cum into her, her pussy milking my cock for everything I have.

When I finally finish, I don't pull out. Instead, I reach up and untie her wrists, then remove her blindfold.

Her eyes are glazed with satisfaction.

"Lift your legs," I say, pulling out carefully.

She looks confused. "What?"

"Lift your legs up. Keep them elevated."

She obeys, raising her legs and holding them up.

"Why?" she asks.

"It'll help my seed reach your egg," I tell her, pressing a hand to her lower belly. "Get you pregnant faster."

Her eyes widen. "You're serious about this."

"Dead serious." I lean down and kiss her softly. "This time, I'm not missing anything. Every doctor's appointment. Every ultrasound. Every moment of your pregnancy. I'm going to be there for all of it."

Tears well up in her eyes. "Duke..."

"And when our baby is born," I continue, rubbing her belly gently, "I'm going to be there for that, too. I'm going to hold our child the moment they come into this world. I'm going to be the father I should have been from the start."

A tear slides down her cheek. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry I kept her from you."

"I know." I kiss her again. "But we're fixing it now. We're going to do this right."

She nods, more tears falling.

I hold her legs up for her, keeping them elevated as I stroke her belly.

"You're going to look so beautiful pregnant," I murmur. "Big and round and glowing. And I'm going to worship every inch of you."

She smiles through her tears. "I hope it happens."

"It will," I say with certainty. "I'm going to make sure of it."

I stay with her like that, holding her legs up, my hand on her belly, imagining the baby that might already be growing inside her.

My baby.

Our baby.

And this time, I'm not going anywhere.


SIX


Marigold

Two months later…

My breasts ache this morning.

It's a dull, persistent throb that radiates through my chest, making even the soft fabric of my bra feel like sandpaper against my skin. I adjust the straps, trying to find a more comfortable position, but nothing helps.

Maybe I'm just overly full. Seraphine has been sleeping through the night more often, which means longer stretches between feedings. That must be it.

Still, something feels different. Off.

My nipples are more sensitive than usual, tender to even the lightest touch. And there's this strange heaviness in my breasts, like they're fuller than they should be.

I push the thoughts aside as I finish getting ready. Tonight is filming night at the club, and I can't afford to be distracted.

Duke has been insisting—again—that I stop making the videos. That I let him support me and Seraphine financially.

"You don't need to do this anymore," he'd said just last week, his hand warm on my shoulder. "Let me take care of you both. You and my daughter deserve better than this."

But I can't accept that. I won't.

I love him. God, I love him so much it terrifies me. But I can't be a leech. Can't let him support me out of pity or obligation.

And how can I take his money when I'm not even his wife?

He hasn't mentioned marriage since that first night two months ago. Sometimes I catch him looking at me with this intensity that makes my heart race, but he never says the words.

Maybe he doesn't think I'm suitable. Maybe he's realized that a former stripper isn't the kind of woman a man like him marries.

The videos have been doing well, though. Really well. The income is steady now, enough that I can actually pay my bills without panicking. Enough that I can buy Seraphine new clothes and a proper formula for when I'm not breastfeeding.

And honestly? I enjoy making them with Duke.

There's something intoxicating about performing for him, about slipping into that submissive space where nothing matters except his commands and his pleasure.

Tonight's scenario is "Training session for a lactating submissive." Duke sent me the outline earlier this week, and just reading his detailed instructions had made me wet.

I arrive at the club early, my bag slung over my shoulder. Duke is already in the private room, setting up the camera and lights with his usual precision.

He looks up when I enter, and something dark flashes in his eyes.

"You're here," he says, his voice low.

"Of course." I set my bag down. "Did you think I wouldn't be?"

"I was hoping you'd finally listen to me and stay home."

I stiffen. "Duke, we've been over this."

"I know." He crosses the room, stopping just inches away from me. "But that doesn't mean I like it."

His hand comes up to cup my face, his thumb brushing over my cheekbone.

"You're mine, Honey," he murmurs. "And I don't like sharing you. Not even like this."

My breath catches. "We're not sharing anything. It's just... content. Performance."

"It's you," he says flatly. "Your body. Your milk. That's mine."

Heat pools low in my belly at the possessiveness in his voice.

"Are you ready?" he asks, stepping back.

I nod, even though my heart is racing.

He gestures toward the bed. "Strip. Then kneel."

I obey, peeling off my clothes until I'm naked. My breasts feel even heavier now, the ache intensifying as I move.

I sink to my knees on the floor, my hands resting on my thighs, head bowed.

Duke moves around me, checking the camera angle one more time before hitting record.

Then he's in front of me, his presence overwhelming.

"Look at me," he commands.

I lift my eyes to meet his.

"Tonight, you're going to learn how to be a proper lactating submissive," he says. "Do you understand?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Good." He reaches down, gripping my chin firmly. "First lesson: your milk doesn't belong to you. It belongs to me. Every drop. And I decide when and how you feed me."

"Yes, Sir."

"Second lesson:" His gaze drops to my breasts. "I want your tits full. Aching. Hurting. I want you desperate for relief before I'll drink from you."

My breath hitches. My breasts are already in pain, throbbing with that strange, heavy fullness.

"They... they already hurt, Sir," I admit softly.

"Good." A small, cruel smile touches his lips. "Then you're ready."

He circles me slowly, like a predator assessing its prey.

"Stand up," he orders. "Hands behind your back."

I rise to my feet, clasping my hands behind me. The position thrusts my breasts forward, making them feel even more prominent, more vulnerable.

Duke stops in front of me, his eyes locked on my chest.

"Look at these," he murmurs, his hands coming up to cup my breasts. "So full. So heavy. You must be in agony."

"Yes, Sir," I whimper.

His thumbs brush over my nipples, and I gasp at the sharp jolt of sensation. It's not quite pain, not quite pleasure—something in between that makes my knees weak.

"So sensitive," he observes. "Your body knows what it needs, doesn't it? It needs its master to relieve the pressure."

"Please, Sir."

"Not yet." He pinches my nipples lightly, just enough to make me squirm. "You haven't earned it."

He continues to fondle my breasts, his touch alternating between gentle caresses and rough squeezes. Each movement sends conflicting signals through my body—pleasure and pain, relief and frustration.

And then, without warning, my milk lets down.

It happens so suddenly that I cry out, the sensation intense and overwhelming. Milk sprays from my nipples, coating Duke's hands.

"There it is," he says, satisfaction thick in his voice. "Your body submits to me so easily. Leaking like a good little cow."

He brings his wet hand to his mouth, licking my milk from his fingers.

"Delicious," he murmurs. "Now get on the bed. On your back."

I move quickly, lying down on the bed. My breasts are leaking steadily now, thin streams of milk running down the sides.

Duke climbs onto the bed, positioning himself above me.

"I'm going to milk you now," he says. "And you're going to lie still and take it. Understood?"

"Yes, Sir."

He lowers his head to my breast, his mouth closing over my nipple.

And then he sucks.

Hard.

The intensity is shocking, nothing like the gentle nursing of a baby. This is rough, demanding, almost brutal. His mouth works my breast with a purpose, drawing the milk out forcefully.

I cry out, my back arching when his teeth graze against my sensitive, leaking bud.

"Too much?" he asks, pulling back just enough to speak.

"No, Sir," I gasp. "Please don't stop."

He latches back on, sucking harder. His hand comes up to knead my breast, working the milk toward my nipple. The pressure is relentless, overwhelming.

Milk flows freely into his mouth, and I can hear him swallowing, gulping down every drop.

"Such a good girl," he murmurs between swallows. "Feeding your master like you're supposed to."

His teeth graze my nipple, and I whimper at the sharp sensation.

"You love this, don't you?" he continues. "Love being used like this. Love having your tits milked. Love lying there like an object whose sole purpose is your master's pleasure."

"Yes, Sir," I moan. "I love it."

He switches to my other breast, giving it the same rough treatment. His hand squeezes and kneads, his mouth sucking so hard it almost hurts.

But the pain only heightens the pleasure.

My pussy is throbbing now, slick with arousal. Every pull of his mouth on my breast sends a corresponding pulse between my legs.

"You're soaking wet," Duke observes, his free hand sliding down to cup my sex. "Getting off on having your tits milked like a cow."

"Please, Sir," I beg. "Please touch me."

"Not yet." He bites down on my nipple, making me cry out. "I'm not done with these yet."

He continues to milk me, alternating between breasts, his mouth and hands working in perfect rhythm. The milk flows freely now, and he takes it all, swallowing greedily.

By the time he finally pulls away, my breasts are empty and aching in a completely different way. Sore but relieved, tender but satisfied.

Duke's hand slides between my legs, his fingers finding my slick folds.

"Fuck," he growls. "You're dripping."

He pushes two fingers inside me, and I moan at the intrusion.

"Such a needy little slut," he says, pumping his fingers slowly. "All that milking got you desperate, didn't it?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Get on your hands and knees," he orders, pulling his fingers out.

I flip over quickly, positioning myself on all fours. I hear him removing his clothes behind me, the sound of fabric rustling, a zipper lowering.

Then his hands are on my hips, positioning me.

"You're my breeding bitch," he says, his voice rough with arousal. "In heat and desperate for your master's cock. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, Sir," I whimper. "Please breed me."

He thrusts into me in one hard stroke, filling me completely.

I cry out, my arms nearly giving out from the force of it.

"That's it," he growls, pulling back and slamming in again. "Take it. Take your master's cock like the bitch in heat you are."

He fucks me hard and fast, his hips slapping against my ass with each brutal thrust. One hand grips my hip, holding me in place, while the other tangles in my hair, pulling my head back.

"You were made for this," he rasps. "Made to be bred. To be filled with my cum. To carry my babies."

"Yes," I moan. "Yes, Sir. Please fill me. Please breed me."

His grip tightens, his pace becoming erratic.

"Going to pump you full," he promises. "Going to make sure my seed takes. Going to knock you up again."

The words push me over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me, my pussy clenching around his cock as I scream his name.

He follows seconds later, burying himself deep and coming with a guttural groan.

I feel the heat of his release flooding me, filling me completely. He stays buried inside me for a long moment, his breathing harsh against my back.

Finally, he pulls out slowly.

I can feel his cum leaking out of me, dripping down my thighs.

"Stay like that," he orders.

I remain on my hands and knees, trembling with aftershocks.

His fingers trace my slit, gathering the cum that's leaking out and pushing it back inside.

"Can't waste any of this," he murmurs. "Need to make sure it all stays inside you. Need to make sure you get pregnant again."

My breath catches at his words, at the possessive certainty in his voice.

He continues to play with me, his fingers alternating between pushing his cum back inside and teasing my sensitive clit.

"Such a pretty sight," he says. "Your pussy dripping with my seed. Your body marked as mine."

I moan softly, too overwhelmed to form words.

Finally, he helps me lie down on my side, spooning behind me. His hand comes to rest on my lower belly, possessive and warm.

"I'm keeping you," he says quietly. "You and Seraphine. You're both mine now."

My heart stutters. "Duke..."

"I mean it, Honey. I'm done pretending this is just for the videos. I'm done watching you struggle when I could be taking care of you."

Tears prick my eyes. "I can't just take your money. I'm not your⁠—"

"My what?" he interrupts. "My wife?"

I swallow hard. "Yes."

"Then marry me."

The words hang in the air between us.

I twist in his arms to look at him. "What?"

"Marry me," he repeats, his gray eyes intense. "Be my wife. Let me take care of you and our daughter properly. Let me give you both my name."

"Duke, you can't just say that."

"I can," he says firmly. "And I am. I love you, Honey. I've loved you since before I left for Phoenix. these last few months have been bliss. Staying at your apartment with you and Seraphine made me realize how lonely I am. I need you both in my life. You're my sunshine and Seraphine is my daily dose of happiness. And I'm not letting you go again."

Tears spill down my cheeks. "I love you too. So much."

"Then say yes."

I stare at him, my heart so full it feels like it might burst.

"Yes," I whisper. "Yes, I'll marry you."

He kisses me then, deep and possessive, claiming me completely.

And for the first time in two years, I feel like everything is finally falling into place.

Like I'm finally home.


EPILOGUE


Duke

Six months later…

The Hothouse Club is buzzing with energy tonight.

Members fill the main hall, engaged in their various scenes and dynamics. The familiar scent of leather and musk fills the air, mingling with the low hum of conversation and occasional moans of pleasure.

But I'm not here for a scene.

I'm here to show off.

Seraphine is in my arms, her chubby hands reaching for the chandelier above us. She's babbling happily, her gray-blue eyes—so much like mine—taking in all the sights and sounds with curious fascination.

"Look at you," Cold Devil says, approaching with a wide grin. "Duke Voren, family man. Never thought I'd see the day."

"Neither did I," I admit, adjusting Seraphine in my arms. "But here we are."

"She's beautiful," he says, leaning in to get a better look. "Has your eyes."

"She has her mother's smile, though." I can't help the pride in my voice. "And her sweetness."

Marigold is beside me, her hand resting on her swollen belly. Six months pregnant and glowing, she looks absolutely radiant.

We got married three months ago. A small, intimate ceremony with just a few close friends and family. Nothing fancy, but perfect.

The videos stopped after our engagement. I made sure of that. She's my wife now, and I'll be damned if I share her with anyone—even through a screen.

Besides, she doesn't need the money anymore. I make more than enough to support our growing family.

And it is growing.

The baby she's carrying now was conceived that night in her apartment, when I promised I wouldn't miss anything this time. True to my word, I've been to every doctor's appointment, every ultrasound. I've watched our baby grow on those grainy screens, heard their heartbeat echoing through the room.

It never gets old.

"Congratulations on the pregnancy," Cold Devil says to Marigold. "You two work fast."

She laughs, her hand moving in gentle circles over her belly. "Duke is... very determined."

"That I am," I agree, leaning down to kiss her temple.

Seraphine chooses that moment to grab a fistful of my hair, tugging hard.

"Ow," I wince, gently extracting her fingers. "Easy there, princess."

Marigold giggles. "She's definitely your daughter. Strong grip."

"Strong everything," I mutter, though I can't hide my smile.

More members approach to congratulate us, and I find myself feeling oddly... content. Happy, even.

This place was where Marigold and I first met. Where we explored our dynamic, our connection. Where we fell in love, even if neither of us realized it at the time.

It feels right to be here now, showing the club our family. Showing them that sometimes, these unconventional connections lead to something real. Something lasting.

"You look happy," Cold Devil observes quietly.

"I am," I say simply. "Happier than I ever thought possible."

He claps me on the shoulder. "Good for you, man. You deserve it."

As the evening winds down, I carry Seraphine toward the exit, Marigold walking beside me. Her hand finds mine, our fingers intertwining naturally.

"Thank you," she says softly.

"For what?"

"For this. For us. For giving me the life I always dreamed of but never thought I'd have."

I stop walking, turning to face her fully.

"You gave me a daughter without asking for anything in return," I say. "You worked yourself to the bone trying to provide for her. You sacrificed everything."

I bring her hand to my lips, kissing her knuckles gently.

"Now let me give you what you deserve. Let me give you everything."

Tears shimmer in her eyes, but she's smiling.

"You already have," she whispers.

Seraphine babbles between us, reaching for her mother. Marigold takes her, settling our daughter on her hip despite her pregnant belly.

By the time we get back home, Seraphine is already asleep, her cheek resting against her mother’s ample bosom.

Seraphine puts her in her crib in the nursery and turns off the lights. Ever since she moved into my apartment, we have a lot more space for Seraphine. She gets her own room now, and when we have more kids, they’ll be able to have their own rooms, too.

As my wife and I move out of the room, Marigold grabs my hand. Her baby bump is huge now and bounces beautifully when she walks.

“Master…” She rubs that massive bump against my crotch now. “Can you please make me feel good tonight?”

“Looks like going to the club made your horny.” I cradle her massive bump, cherishing the fullness of the curve.

“I’ve been at home since I got pregnant again.” She pouts. “I know, I’m the one who decided to do that. You were always telling me to go out. And I’m glad I went to the club with you today. I realized how much I miss being your sub. I want you to fuck me while I’m growing your baby. I want you to remind me of all the ways in which I belong to you.”

I lean down and kiss her pregnant belly. “Fuck, baby. You’ve got me hard already. You look so ravishing with that big belly, I can barely stop myself from wanting to fuck you every time I look at you stroking you swollen womb. You’re so proud of carrying my seed, aren’t you?”

She nods, grabbing my hand.

I lead Marigold to our bedroom, the anticipation already building inside me. The sight of her—pregnant, needy, and eager—has my cock throbbing with desire. She's my goddess, my queen, and I'm going to worship her tonight.

As we enter the bedroom, I close the door behind us, ensuring our privacy. The room is dimly lit, the soft glow of the bedside lamp casting a warm, inviting light.

Marigold stands before me, her eyes filled with a mixture of excitement and submission. I can see the swell of her belly, the curve of her breasts, and the way her breathing has already quickened.

"Strip," I command, my voice heavy with authority.

She obeys instantly, shedding her clothes with a grace that belies her state. Her body is a landscape of curves and softness, every inch of her designed to nurture and pleasure.

I move closer, my hands finding the swell of her belly. I cradle it gently, feeling the life within. "You carried my baby so well, Honey. You make me so proud."

She whimpers softly, her eyes fluttering closed as she leans into my touch.

"On the bed," I say, helping her onto the soft mattress. She lies back, her breasts heaving with each breath, her nipples already dark and swollen.

I climb onto the bed, positioning myself between her legs. I can see the wetness already glistening between her thighs, her body ready and eager for me.

"You belong to me, Honey," I murmur, leaning down to kiss her belly. "Every inch of you. Every part of you."

I slide two fingers into her slick pussy, feeling her walls clench around me. She's so tight, so hot. I pump my fingers slowly, watching her face as pleasure washes over her.

"You're so wet for me," I growl. "So ready to be fucked."

She moans, her hips lifting to meet my fingers. "Yes, Sir. Please fuck me."

I pull my fingers out, replacing them with the head of my cock. I press against her entrance, feeling her wetness coat me.

"Look at you," I say, my voice rough with lust. "So swollen with my baby. So full of milk. You're a goddess, Honey. My goddess."

I thrust into her, filling her completely. Her gasp of pleasure is music to my ears. I begin to move, my hips slapping against hers, the sound of our bodies meeting filling the room.

Her belly bounces with each thrust, the sight of her huge pregnant stomach jiggling taking my arousal to new heights. I reach down, cupping her breasts, squeezing them hard. Milk sprays from her nipples, coating my hands and the bed below us.

"That's it," I growl. "Let it all out. Give me your milk."

I continue to fuck her, my thrusts hard and deep. Her pussy clenches around me, milking my cock with every movement. I can feel her getting closer, her moans growing louder.

"You're mine, Honey," I rasp. "Mine to fuck. Mine to breed. Mine to fill with my seed."

Her body tenses, her orgasm crashing through her. She screams my name, her pussy convulsing around my cock.

I keep fucking her, not slowing down. My hands find her breasts again, squeezing them, working the milk out of her. She whimpers, her body trembling with sensory overload.

"Again," I demand. "Come for me again."

She obeys, her body responding to my command. Her second orgasm hits her like a wave, her pussy gripping me so tightly I can barely move.

I thrust into her one final time, burying myself deep inside her. My release is explosive, my cum flooding her slick walls. I stay buried inside her, feeling my seed fill her completely.

When I finally pull out, I lie down beside her, pulling her into my arms. My hand finds her belly, cradling it gently.

"I love you, Honey," I whisper, pressing a kiss to her temple. "You're everything to me."

She sighs softly, her body relaxing against mine. "I love you too, Duke. So much."

We lie there, her belly warm and full against my hand. I can feel the life inside her, the future we're building together.

And as I drift off to sleep, holding my pregnant wife, I know that I'm the luckiest man alive. We've built a home, a family, and a love that will last a lifetime.
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