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Willa

The milking session lasted two hours.

My body aches like I’ve been wrung out and hung to dry. The machine finally stops its relentless suction, and I slump forward in the chair as my mother’s distant second cousin—who took me in years ago—pops the flanges from my breasts.

She scrutinizes the attached bottles with a sneer.

“Your production is down.”

Milk still drips from my swollen nipples. Each pump felt like it was stealing a piece of my soul along with my body’s liquid gold.

“Clean yourself up,” Lynette snaps, not looking at me. “Then get to bed. Big day tomorrow.”

I don’t ask what she means. I learned not to ask questions years ago.

I work my way out of the milking room in the old, ramshackle barn and head toward the back door of the equally decrepit guest house—once part of our great-grandparents’ farm.

I hop in the shower, counting each second as I wash as fast as possible. If I go over five minutes, I’ll get screamed at for using too much hot water. Wrapped in a threadbare towel, I slip quietly down the dim hallway to my tiny room in the back of the house.

Lying on the lumpy mattress on the floor, I wait until Lynette and Harvey’s snores echo through the thin walls. Four years of being their dirty little secret have taught me to move like smoke through this rotting structure.

They sleep deeply, thanks to their nightly indulgence in cheap vodka and weed. I inch out of my room, close the door behind me, and take two steps to the back door, easing it open to slip outside.

A small taste of freedom. The night air hits my face. Out here, I’m not their commodity. I’m just... me.

The main house my great-grandparents built over a century ago looms across the overgrown hayfield—dark and silent. Harvey calls the man who lives there now dangerous. He says I should stay away. They call him The Butcher.

But something about that place calls to me like a siren song.

Pristine white. Gleaming metal roof. Immaculately restored after The Butcher bought the farm a few years before I arrived. A thousand white hydrangeas bloom like stars in the darkness around the house.

I’ve been watching the house for years. Every Thursday at 11 p.m., his headlights vanish down the driveway. He doesn’t return until dawn.

Tonight is Thursday.

I creep across the yard, the cold, wet grass slick under my toes, my heart pounding. The basement window is still loose. My secret entrance—discovered months ago when I noticed the alarm wires dangling uselessly.

By now, I could navigate the place blindfolded. I slip through the window, drop to the cement floor of a tidy workshop, then ten steps to the stairway, and up into the main hallway near the kitchen.

Inside, everything is clean. Peaceful. Minimal. The air carries a spicy cologne that hits me in the solar plexus, making my stomach flutter.

His bedroom upstairs is my destination. I pad barefoot across the worn wooden floors to the second stairway and quietly ascend.

Moonlight streams through tall windows, illuminating the modern black bed I’ve imagined sleeping in a hundred times. Dark sheets that smell like him. Everything perfect and calm.

I stand there for a long moment, imagining this is my home. I close my eyes, tilt my head back, inhale deeply, arms wide. I love how it smells here. How he smells.

Wanting more of that scent, I go to his closet. An enormous walk-in. I run my fingers over the shoulders of dark suits and crisp white shirts. On the other side are folded jeans and casual wear. But in the far back—hanging alone—is the sweater.

Forest green cashmere. It’s haunted my dreams for weeks.

I press it to my face and inhale. Woodsy. Warm. With an edge of something dark that makes heat bloom low in my belly.

I pull it over my head. It swallows me whole. The sleeves hang past my fingertips, the hem brushing my thighs. But wrapped in this softness, I feel safe. Protected.

I curl up on his bed and let my thoughts drift to what if.

What would it feel like to belong to someone who holds me as gently as this sweater? Someone who sees me as precious—not profitable?

When I open my eyes, panic hits.

The moon has shifted. I’ve stayed too long.

Before I can think, I’m down the stairs and outside again. The sweater clings to me as I jog back to the house.

He won’t miss it. He has a closet full of clothes.

Back in my room, I hide it inside my pillowcase and press my face into the pillow. I drink the glass of water by my bed and swallow the daily supplements they’ve forced on me since I turned eighteen and this milking nightmare began.

Tomorrow will bring more sessions. More being treated like livestock.

But tonight, I stole a piece of sanctuary.
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Willa

Iwake to Lynette’s shriek.

“What the hell is this?”

My eyes snap open. She’s standing over my bed, holding the green sweater like it’s a dead snake. My blood turns to ice.

“I... I can explain,” I stammer, rubbing sleep from my eyes, panic tightening my throat to a pinprick.

“You can explain?” Her voice climbs to a shrill pitch. “You stupid little bitch! Do you even know whose house you’ve been breaking into?”

I scramble backward on the mattress. “I needed—”

“You needed what? To get us all killed?” She hurls the sweater at my face. “You think they call him The Butcher because he rescues kittens?”

“No…” I’m flailing, grasping for words.

“Harvey!” Lynette bellows. “Get in here! Now!”

Heavy footsteps pound down the hallway. Harvey appears, hair sticking up in sweaty tufts, eyes wide. His Budweiser fleece pajama pants sag low, revealing the yellowed elastic of his underwear.

“What the hell’s going on?” he demands, then stops cold when he sees the sweater. His face drains of color. “Jesus Christ, Willa. What is that?”

They know every item I own—which isn’t much. One worn pair of jeans, a few of their old cast-off t-shirts, gray sweatpants. Nothing like this.

“She’s been breaking into his house,” Lynette spits.

“I thought it was safe…” I try to sound firm, but my voice cracks. I shrink back against the corner of my mattress.

“Safe?” Harvey lets out a bitter laugh. “You think The Butcher’s house is safe? Do you have any idea what that man could do to you?”

I remember when they first told me about him. This was once our family’s farm—the Alcott place—but Lynette and Harvey had let it rot. Taxes piled up like autumn leaves. Then he showed up, a stranger with a briefcase full of cash. Bought the place outright. Let them stay in the guest house if they kept the grounds and stayed out of his way.

Now I understand why they agreed so quickly.

Tears burn behind my eyes. “I didn’t mean to cause trouble. He wasn’t even home.”

“You never mean anything, do you?” Lynette snarls. She grabs my chin and jerks my face up to hers. “You could’ve gotten us all killed.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Sorry doesn’t cut it.” Harvey rakes his fingers through his greasy gray hair, leaving it sticking up in uneven spikes. “Just tell her, Lynette. Get it over with.”

A cold weight sinks in my stomach. “Tell me what?”

They exchange a look. That look—the kind that means everything’s about to get worse.

“We’re selling you,” Harvey says flatly. “Tonight.”

The words don’t compute.

“Selling me?”

“You think we kept you around out of the goodness of our hearts?” Lynette laughs, bitter and sharp. “You’re a commodity, sweetheart. A very valuable one. Thanks to us.”

“You can’t sell people…”

“Of course you can,” Harvey says. “No one’s looking for you. No one even knows you exist.” He crosses his arms over his stained t-shirt, lifting the hem just enough to show the overhang of his gut.

“We’ve been patient. Built up your… assets. But the free ride’s over. Your parents didn’t leave you with a fortune, remember?”

When my mom and dad died in that car crash years ago, Lynette and Harvey—barely relatives—had taken me in as a grieving fourteen-year-old. “Homeschooled” meant isolation. I’d been their unpaid maid until they realized there was profit in my body.

“Please…” I whisper, though I know begging will only make it worse.

“The auction’s at midnight,” Lynette says with a vicious smile. “Your milk, your virginity, those big, innocent eyes… Men pay millions for girls like you.”

The room tilts, spins.

“I won’t do it.”

“You will,” Harvey growls.

“Because if you don’t, I’ll make sure your precious sweater-owner finds out exactly who’s been sneaking into his house. Wonder what The Butcher does to little thieves?”

Terror clamps down on me. My breasts begin their familiar ache—trained to expect the pump every morning.

“Now get up.” Lynette tilts her head toward the door.

“Bath time. Can’t have you looking anything less than perfect. And no pumping today—I want you engorged and ready to spray for your new owner.”

She yanks me off the bed. My legs buckle beneath me like water.

“Please,” I whisper. “I’ll be good.”

“Too late for that, girl.” She drags me toward the bathroom.

“We committed you to this auction a month ago. Now get in there and get yourself clean. And shaved. Everywhere.”

The bathroom door slams shut behind me.

I know.

My old life is over.

Whatever happens tonight, I’m never coming back.


CHAPTER 3
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Silas

The delivery is fucking late.

I pace my kitchen like a caged animal, checking my watch every thirty seconds. Six years of trading currencies from this isolation haven’t dulled the restless energy that once made me dangerous. My hands itch for violence—old habits from when I solved problems with bullets and blood instead of algorithms.

And where the hell is she?

Not the courier. Her.

The angel whose liquid gold has become my obsession. My salvation. My only tether to something pure in a world I’ve stained pitch-black.

I log on to the site every night she’s scheduled for viewing and always win the bid to watch her pump live. Her face is blurred, but I’d recognize her anywhere. In this self-imposed exile, that’s not likely—only people I ever see are the two lowlifes I bought this place from. Harvey, the man, is a fucking tool, but he mows the lawn and keeps the fields trimmed.

I’m no fucking farmer, but being out here in the middle of nowhere suited me when I needed to vanish.

Why isn’t she on tonight?

The obsession claws through every rational thought. A girl I don’t even know consumes my entire mind.

The knock finally comes at 9:46 PM.

I rip the door open. A black vehicle is parked in the driveway—electric and silent, just as I instructed.

The driver's eyes widen at the sight of me. Good. Fear keeps people honest.

"You're fucking late," I growl.

"There was an accident," he stammers, presenting the insulated box like an offering.

I snatch it from his hands and slam the door before he can finish.

Inside are three bottles, nestled in ice like sacred relics. Clear glass, thick white liquid that seems to glow under the dim lights. Each cap bears her identification number.

Milker 47.

The number I’ve chanted in silence thousands of times, like a devotion.

I carry the box to the room I built for this ritual. Six-foot screen. Leather recliner. Temperature-controlled. Soundproofed. A sanctuary for worship.

I lift the first bottle from the ice. My chest tightens just holding it. This isn’t just milk. This is her. Her essence. Her gift. The one pure thing I have.

I queue a recorded session—no live stream tonight. Red fury still simmers that she’s absent. A need gnaws at me. I want to find her. Make sure she’s okay. Hate myself for contributing to the very system that owns her.

But I can’t stop. What would I even do if I had her here? She’d run. I’m forty. She’s eighteen—according to her bio. And I’m a scarred, humorless bastard whose only talents are lethal.

I shake my head. The thoughts—those sick, nagging fantasies of finding her, keeping her—churn in my gut. Hell, for all I know, she’s married with six kids. I can’t even see her face. And she’s a high-output cow. This is probably how she supports her family.

An ache tugs at my chest. Maybe I still have a heart, after all.

I warm the cream slowly. A microwave would be sacrilege. When it’s just right, I unscrew the cap and pour it into cut crystal.

I take my seat, eyes on the screen as the pump draws her nipples deep into the flanges. The blue veins on her swollen tits turn my cock to steel. I lift the glass. The first sip lands on my tongue and I groan, like a dying man offered salvation.

Sweet Jesus.

It’s rich. Warm. Perfect. It tastes like home. Like comfort. Like hope in a world full of rot.

I drink slowly, savoring every drop. Letting it coat my tongue. Fill my lungs. When the glass is empty, I add the cap to my collection and reach for the leather-bound notebook on the table.

March 15th: Milker #47, delivery 23. Sweeter than usual. Hints of vanilla—maybe chocolate today. Consistency perfect. Volume 6.2 oz.

I close the book and rest my eyes. Dozens of entries. A history of perfection.

I’ve tried other suppliers. Other “milkers.” Nothing comes close. Nothing tastes like her.

She’s different. Pure. Mine.

My milk fetish has come and gone over the years. Nothing ever satisfied the craving—until her.

I’m reaching for the second bottle when my encrypted phone buzzes.

Preferred flavor 47 confirmed for full ownership auction. Tonight at midnight. Black-Tie Creamery. Bidding starts at 100K.

The phone cracks in my grip.

She’s being sold. That’s why she’s not live tonight.

My girl.

My perfect little milk angel is being sold like livestock.

I’m in my truck before the thought is even complete, barking into the phone.

"Yes, all of it. Zero budget. Get the penthouse ready. Every item on the list. Top quality. No fuck-ups."

Money’s never been a problem. Not since I left my old life, pockets full of blood money. I kept the penthouse in the city—under a shell company, for emergencies like this. I still use it when I meet my younger brother every Thursday. He’s still in the life, and for both our safety, we keep our distance.

"Use the security code. Don’t disappoint me."

The club knows me. Or rather, who I was.

Fear pulls strings faster than wire transfers.

The city is two hours away—if I drive sane. I’ll make it in ninety.

Black-Tie Creamery Club.

It sits beneath the city like a gilded cancer. I haven’t been here in years. But they remember me.

The bouncer takes one look at the scar running down my face—a gift from the hit that took my sister instead of me—and steps aside.

"Mr. Ward. Welcome back. Lot 47 is on the block."

I don’t respond. Words lead to fists. Fists lead to funerals.

The auction room stinks of cologne and masked arrogance. Rich bastards pretending they’re not here to buy human flesh. My hands twitch for a gun.

And then I see her.

Behind glass. Blindfolded. G-string. Trembling. So fucking beautiful it hurts to breathe.

Mine.

The word slams through my brain like a bullet.

"Lot 47," the auctioneer says. "Eighteen years old. Untouched. Fully lactating for six months. High output. Bidding starts at one hundred thousand."

Hands go up. My vision tunnels.

"Two hundred."

"Three-fifty."

"Five hundred."

I watch them bid. Animals. Something inside me wakes up—something that’s been asleep for five years.

"One million," I say.

Silence. Heads turn. Good. Let them look. Let them feel death walking.

"One point two," someone says behind me.

I turn. Middle-aged. Designer suit. Sweating. His hand rests on the glass.

Like he wants to touch her.

"Two million," I snarl.

He drops his hand.

"Two point five," comes a voice from the shadows.

I don’t look.

"Five million."

The room stills.

"Going once…" the auctioneer begins.

The man by the glass raises a shaking hand. "Five point two—"

I’m moving before I know it. Two strides and I’ve got him by the throat, lifting him off the ground.

"Touch that glass again and I’ll feed you your own fingers," I whisper.

He chokes. Nods. I drop him.

"Five million going once… going twice…"

I don’t blink. I don’t breathe. I only see her.

The fullness of her breasts. The veins. The pink tips already leaking.

Mine.

"Sold to bidder 23."

The gavel hits. My world changes.

The room clears fast. No one wants to be around when I collect my prize.

My girl.

Because now—completely, irrevocably—she’s mine.
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Willa

Ican't see anything through the silk blindfold, but I hear voices. Male voices. They speak about me like I’m property. Their words are muffled, distant, probably through thick glass or walls, but the meaning still cuts through.

"Eighteen years old. Untouched. Lactating for six months."

The words make my stomach turn. My breasts throb with unbearable fullness because Lynette refused to let me pump today. She wanted me “ready to spray” for the buyers.

Well, she got what she wanted. Milk leaks from my nipples in a slow, steady stream. Every heartbeat sends a fresh wave of pain through my chest.

This is real. This is actually happening.

The voices blur together as the numbers rise. I try to retreat into the corners of my mind, but the discomfort keeps dragging me back. I can't forget where I am. I can't ignore the lights burning overhead, the chill in the air, or the fact that I’m almost completely naked. My skin is cold and damp. I’m trembling.

"One million."

The voice that speaks the number cuts through the noise with absolute precision. Deep. Gravelly. Measured. Every syllable lands like a blow.

"Five million."

Someone just offered five million dollars for me. That kind of money only comes with expectations I don’t want to imagine.

"Sold to bidder 23."

The words settle like a shroud over me. I’ve been sold. Not chosen. Not accepted. Sold.

The room grows quiet. Footsteps fade. Doors close. Now it’s only me and the sound of my breath, ragged and shallow.

"Time to go, sweetheart."

It’s the same woman who led me to the platform. Her voice is emotionless, mechanical. Hands grip my arms with no gentleness. I flinch.

"Where am I going?"

"To your new owner."

That word slices me open. Owner. I hate it. I hate what it means. I hate that it’s now part of my life.

I want to scream. To run. But the blindfold steals my vision and fear chains my legs. My body is too heavy, too sore, too full of dread to move on its own. I stumble as she pulls me along.

We pass through a door. The air shifts. It smells cleaner and cooler, like a hotel or expensive lobby. The carpet muffles our steps. I try to count them, try to stay aware, but everything inside me is unraveling.

Another door opens. I feel it before I hear it.

Then everything changes.


CHAPTER 5
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Silas

The penthouse is ready when she arrives at two in the morning.

She’s still blindfolded. Still trembling. Still perfect.

"Leave," I growl at the handlers before they step inside, shoving them back into the hallway and slamming the door before they can raise a protest.

She stands in the entryway under the glow of the crystal-cut chandelier like a broken bird, arms wrapped tight around herself. The silk blindfold hides half her face, but I can see her lips tremble.

Christ, she’s even more beautiful than I imagined. And young. Too young for a man like me with blood on his hands and violence etched into every scar.

"Tell me your name." My voice comes out rough, echoing off white marble floors and cold walls.

She flinches. "Willa."

Willa. Perfect.

"I'm Silas." I take a step closer. She doesn’t move. "I'm taking the blindfold off now."

She nods, just barely.

I reach behind her head, fingers brushing the soft skin of her neck. She shivers. The silk falls away, and when she looks up, her eyes hit me like a punch to the chest. Dark. Wide. Endless.

Holy fuck.

I know every inch of her body from the videos. I’ve dreamed about those perfect breasts, the way her nipples react to the machine, the elegant curve of her waist, the way her body moves when she’s pushed just past her limit. I’ve studied her with the obsession of a starving man.

But they never showed her face.

Long dark hair cascades over her shoulders in soft waves. Skin like cream kissed with roses. Lips naturally pink, trembling. She’s wrapped in a thin white robe that barely clings to her curves. It’s loose at the waist. She’s barefoot. Vulnerable.

And more beautiful than I ever imagined.

"There you are," I murmur.

She stares up at me, taking in my scars, my size, the violent history carved into my face. I wait for the scream.

Instead, she whispers, "You're big."

"I won’t hurt you."

"Everyone says that."

"I keep my word." I cup her face in both hands. She’s so small. Fragile. Breakable. "You're safe now. You're mine now. And I protect what’s mine."

Something shifts in her eyes. Maybe it's recognition. Maybe hope.

"You're hurting," I say. I see it in the way her robe is damp at the chest, in the way her body winces with the smallest movements, in the way her breaths come shallow and quick. "When’s the last time you were milked?"

She blushes a deep red. "Last night. They said it was my final session so they turned up the suction to the max. Doubled my supplements."

Rage burns in my gut. "Fucking animals."

"It hurt," she whispers, lashes thick with unshed tears. Her voice trembles, and I want to destroy anyone who ever laid a hand on her.

"Come here." I scoop her up before she can protest. She weighs nothing in my arms. "I'll take care of you."

I carry her to the living room and lower onto the leather sofa, pulling her gently onto my lap. The weight of her presses right against my cock, and it’s a brutal ache. A soft whimper escapes her lips, and it lands hard, pulsing in my spine.

It’s been so long since I’ve wanted this.

No, not this. Her. I want to bury myself in her so deep she forgets every man who ever hurt her. I want her to know what it feels like to be ruined by worship.

But first, she needs my mouth.

"Let’s get you some relief, little one."

She nods, tears clinging to her lashes. "It hurts so much."

"Fuck, baby girl." Her desperation rips something open inside me. Something raw. Something hungry. "I’ve got you. I’ll take care of this ache."

She trembles like a trapped bird, but still she leans into me. Her need outweighs her fear. Smart girl. Knows who holds her now.

"That’s it." I adjust her body over mine, positioning her just right. "Let me fix what they broke."

Her eyes flick up. There’s fear in them. Good. Let her know I’m not soft. Let her know I’m real.

"Have you ever been suckled, baby?"

She shakes her head. Her lips quiver as she answers. "Only machines. Or by hand. I don’t know how it feels to have a… mouth on me."

"Oh, sweet Jesus." I part her robe. Milk already beads from her wide, dark pink nipples. They tighten under my stare. Her body responds beautifully. Perfectly. "I’ll be the first, and after this, you’ll never want anything but my mouth again."

I cup her breast. Milk sprays against my cheek, teasing me with warmth, before I lean in and latch on.

The first drop hits my tongue, and I freeze.

My entire body goes rigid. My cock throbs, hard and hot against my zipper. The taste is everything. Warm silk. Sweet cream. Liquid gold. She was made for this. Made for me.

Her nipple softens under my tongue as I draw her in deep.

"Christ." I groan around her, pulling harder. The milk flows faster now, thick and warm. It coats my tongue and I swallow greedily. "This is what I’ve been starving for."

My hands tremble as I drink. I cup her fully, fingers stroking the skin around her nipple, encouraging the milk to release. Each swallow sends fire to my balls. I need this like air. Her tits in my mouth, her cream pouring into me.

"You taste like mine," I growl, switching to the other breast. "Like you were born to feed me."

She gasps when I graze her with my teeth, a sharp little sound that makes my cock twitch again. "Silas..."

"That’s right, baby girl. Say my name while I drink every last drop." I palm her other breast, heavy and hot in my hand. "Still so full."

Tears slip down her cheeks, but these aren’t pain tears anymore. These are something else. Something deeper.

Good. Let her feel it.

I drink from her like a man possessed. Each pull is a claim. Each breath I take between swallows is thick with her scent, her taste, her warmth.

"Better?" I ask, though I can already tell from the way her body melts against mine.

She nods, breath catching. "No one’s ever been gentle with me before."

"I’m not being gentle." My voice drops lower. "I’m worshipping you. There’s a difference."

For the first time in years, I feel right.

With my angel in my arms.

I’m finally home.
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Willa

"Let me show you your home," Silas says, placing me on my feet and covering me with the robe. He ties it at my waist with careful precision.

He’s the biggest man I’ve ever seen. His shoulders barely clear the doorways. A deep scar runs down one cheek like a reminder of something he’s done or something that’s been done to him.

His dark hair is slicked back, curling slightly behind his ears. His face is hard, shaped by a life that was clearly anything but soft.

He walks beside me through the penthouse. Everything is white. Clean. Polished. But cold. Not empty, just lacking warmth. His hand stays firm on my lower back, steadying me, guiding me. He points out rooms he says are just for me.

A walk-in closet already filled with clothes he hopes are my size.

A bright studio with floor-to-ceiling windows, stocked with canvases, brushes, bags of makeup, lotions, and even stuffed animals. As if he had no idea what to get, so he just got everything.

The kitchen is incredible. Big, sleek, and full of anything I could possibly ask for.

"And this," he says, opening a door at the end of the hall, "is for us."

His voice is still gravel, but there’s a softness underneath it that wraps around me. He sounds like he actually means to protect me, not break me.

The room is breathtaking.

Soft wall sconces flicker like candlelight. Fuzzy off-white rugs scatter across polished black marble. And in the center, a huge chaise lounge covered in rose-pink velvet. There are other things along the walls, draped in black silk, but I can’t tear my eyes away from the center of the room.

"I don’t understand," I whisper.

"This is where you’ll feed me. Where we will play." His voice dips low. "Where I’ll worship every drop you give me."

Heat floods my cheeks. "You want me to..."

"I want you to lie back and let me take what's mine."

His rough palms settle on my cheeks. His hands are huge. They cradle my face like I’m something delicate.

"You’re going to do that for me, baby girl."

I nod. My voice won’t come. A tremor rolls through me. I should feel fear. Anger. Something. He bought me. That’s not normal.

But I don’t run.

He guides me to the chaise.

"This comes off."

His hands ease the robe down my shoulders. It puddles at my feet. I move to cover myself.

"Don’t do that. Never cover yourself in front of me."

Thick fingers pull my arms gently down to my sides. He helps me lie back against the soft velvet. When he lies beside me, head in my lap, I feel like a goddess, not a prisoner.

"So perfect," he murmurs. His hands find my breasts, lifting them, admiring them like they’re sacred.

When he latches on, everything changes.

It’s deeper. Hungrier. Possessive. His hands knead as he drinks, coaxing every drop from me like he’s waited years to do this. My breath quickens. The tingling of the letdown is sharp, but it doesn’t hurt like it used to. Not with him.

It sends warmth spiraling through me. Lower. Deeper. I feel wetness gather between my thighs. I run my fingers through his dark hair and see flecks of silver near his temples.

He’s older. Probably twice my age. That should bother me. It doesn’t.

"That’s it," he groans. "Give Daddy everything."

The way he says it... my head swims. This isn’t just feeding. It’s claiming. Worship. The intensity is overwhelming. I don’t know how to process it.

My eyes sting with sudden tears.

He pulls away eventually, his eyes hooded with satisfaction.

"Mine," he says.

"Yours," I whisper.

The tears fall freely now. Not from pain. Not even from fear. From the way he touches me like I’m more than just a body.

"Hey," he says, tilting my chin up. "What’s this, baby girl?"

"I don’t know." My voice is barely a breath. "No one’s ever taken care of me like this."

His jaw tics. "They should have. You deserved to be treasured from day one."

He suckles again. My nipples are already sensitive, but the pleasure is sharper now. My clit throbs just from the rhythm of his mouth moving. My head falls back and my core clenches with a deep, aching need.

Then my stomach lets out a loud growl.

"Hungry?" he asks, chuckling. He gives my breast a soft squeeze, milk dripping onto his tongue.

I nod slightly. "A little."

"Come on then."

He lifts me again. I should insist on walking, but I don't. I love how it feels. Being carried. Protected. Wanted.

His kitchen is spotless, all chrome and marble and money. He sets me gently on the counter and keeps his hands on my thighs like he can’t let go.

"Tell me what you like to eat."

I blink. No one has ever asked me that. Not once.

"I... anything. Whatever you have."

"Willa." His tone is soft but commanding. "What do you want?"

I think hard. "Something warm. And fast."

"Soup." He smirks. "Not much of a cook, baby. But soup I can do. Or I can order in from anywhere in the city."

"Soup is great. Thank you."

He moves with surprising ease for a man his size. Tomato soup from a can. Grilled cheese with golden, buttered edges. Simple, but made with care.

"Here." He holds up the spoon. "Let me."

"I can feed myself—"

"I know you can."

There’s something in his voice that hits me right in the chest. So I open my mouth.

The soup is perfect. Warm and rich. Nothing like the cold scraps Lynette and Harvey used to throw at me.

"Good girl," he murmurs. The praise lights me up.

He feeds me everything. Then cuts the sandwich into perfect triangles and gives me those too. It’s careful. Intentional.

"Better?"

I nod. "Thank you."

"Don’t thank me for taking care of what’s mine."

Mine. The word echoes in my head.

"You need a bath. I want to wash away every trace of those other men."

"I don’t have any clothes," I say, glancing down.

"You won’t need them."

I flush. "I can’t just—"

"You can. You will." His thumb brushes my bottom lip. "I want to see every inch of what I bought."

That word hits me hard. "Did you really pay five million for me?"

"Yes. Worth every fucking penny."

"But why? You don’t even know me."

"I’ve been tasting you for months, baby girl. I know everything I need to know."

He helps me down and laces our fingers together as he leads me into a bathroom bigger than my old bedroom. The tub is enormous.

"Christ, you’re perfect." His voice is rougher now. "You’re testing every bit of my control."

He fills the tub with hot water and something that smells like lavender. Then he lifts me in, lowering me slowly like I’m made of something fragile.

The heat wraps around me. I sink under until the water brushes my collarbone. For the first time in so long, I breathe.

"Better?"

"So much better."

He kneels beside the tub and rolls up his sleeves.

"I’m washing your hair. One of those bastards said it was beautiful. He was right. But now I have to wash away the memory of his eyes."

He works shampoo through my hair. Then conditioner. His fingers untangle every knot. No pulling. No harshness. Just quiet patience.

"You don’t have to do this."

"I want to." His hands move to my shoulders, massaging gently. "I want to take care of you."

"Why?"

"Because you’re mine now. And I take care of what’s mine."

There it is again. That word. I should fear it. Instead, it makes me feel... wanted.

He washes every inch of me. Not possessively. Not forcefully. With reverence.

When his hands dip lower, I tremble.

"You need something, baby?"

I shrug. "I don’t know. I’ve never felt this. It’s like I need to let something go, but I don’t know how."

His eyes darken. "I know how. Close your eyes. Daddy’s going to help."

I grip the sides of the tub. His fingers slide between my thighs, slow and certain. They explore, press, stroke, until he finds the center of my ache.

"There. It’s okay. Let me make you feel good."

He rubs slow circles, gentle at first. Then firmer.

"I—" I gasp. "That’s... God."

"I’ll be your God. You’ll come to me for everything. In return, you’ll deny me nothing."

His voice wraps around my nerves, turning the ache into fire. His fingers move faster, more demanding. He pushes inside. Then back to that spot that makes me twitch. Water splashes as I arch into his hand.

"More." My voice breaks. "Please."

"Yes, baby. Good girls say please."

The tension builds until I’m holding my breath. He tells me to squeeze my tits. I do, milk shooting across the water. That sets everything off.

I scream.

He doesn’t stop. He works me harder. Deeper. Owns every sound I make. Every tremble. Every moan.

"You’re mine. All of you. This pussy. These tits. Your mouth. My milky little girl. That’s it. Let go."

I crash. My whole body clenches, shakes, bursts into something wild and electric. My voice tears from me in ragged, broken cries.

When it’s over, he’s watching me. His eyes burn.

"Good girl."

I can’t move. I let him wrap me in a towel and carry me to the biggest bed I’ve ever seen.

"Time for sleep."

"I don’t have a bra. Or pads. I might leak on the sheets."

"You don’t need anything. They were assholes. We'll talk about them another time. For now, just sleep."

He lies down beside me. I slide under the covers. The sheets are soft as clouds. When he opens his arms, I press against his side.

"Better?"

"Yes."

His hand rests over my hip. His heart beats steadily under my cheek.

"Sleep, baby girl. I’ve got you."

I close my eyes. For the first time in years, I feel wanted.

Not used. Not bought. Wanted.

And I know tomorrow, I’ll still be here. Still safe.

Still his.

And that thought doesn’t scare me.

It calms me.


CHAPTER 7
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Silas

After a few hours, the sun is peaking through the blinds as she moves against me.

She’s making soft little sounds. Restless shifting. She's pressed against my side, one leg thrown over mine, and I can feel the tension in her body. The familiar fullness that demands attention.

"Silas?" Her voice is small in the darkness, a fragile thread pulled taut.

"Right here, baby girl." My voice is a low rumble.

"I need..." She trails off while her sweet cream and arousal scent fills my nostrils.

"I know what you need." I sit up, pull her across my lap. When she settles against me and I feel the weight of her milk-heavy breasts, that primal hunger roars inside me.

As she positions herself and I take her into my mouth, the taste hits me like lightning. Sweet, perfect, life-giving. And for the first time in my goddamn life, I want to put a baby in a woman. Not just any woman. Her.

The thought isn't gentle. It's fucking feral. I want to pump her so full of my seed that she swells with my child, her belly round and tight under my hands. Want to watch her tits grow even heavier, knowing it’s my baby making her body change, making her mine in a way no woman ever has been.

Christ. My cock is already rock hard against her heat, leaking pre-cum as I suckle and swallow.

Every minute I’m latched on makes me harder, more desperate to breed her, to mark her with my seed.

"Silas," she gasps, her fingers threading through my hair, tugging gently. "Something's different."

She's right. I'm drinking from her like a man possessed, one hand squeezing her breast to draw every drop while my other hand grips her hip hard enough to bruise.

"You're changing something in me," I growl against her nipple, then bite gently, tasting the salt and sweetness. "Making me want things I've never wanted."

"What things?" Her voice is breathy.

"Babies," I admit. "Want to fill your sweet cunt with my cum until I’m rooted in that little belly of yours. Want to feel them kicking inside you, knowing they're half me."

She shivers, her hips rolling against me making my dick jerk painfully.

"You like that idea?" I switch to her other breast, drinking deeper, savoring the pull and release. "Like thinking about me breeding you?"

"Yes," she whispers when I finally pull away, my lips wet with her milk. "I need you. Inside me."

"Damn right you need me inside you. Say fucking please. Please fuck me, Daddy.” I test her, wanting to hear her surrender.

"Please..." Her hands fist in my shirt, pulling me closer. "I want to belong to you."

“Not enough. Say it right.”

She stalls and I bite on the side of her tit, my dick pushing up through my pants against her open legs.

“Please, yes, fuck me, Daddy.” Her voice lowers to a soft chirp. “Please, please.”

The words snap whatever control I had left.

"Then you're mine," I growl, flipping us over. "All mine. Every fucking inch. Every curve, every drop of milk, every baby I’m going to plant inside that ripe little womb of yours."

I strip off my clothes in seconds, need making me clumsy, desperate. When I settle between her thighs, she’s so small beneath me, so perfect, a ripe peach waiting to be tasted.

I push my face between her legs, my tongue wetting her, feeling her soften, getting her ready for every thick fucking inch I’m about to stuff her with.

My cock throbs, aching to claim her. When she’s bucking and begging again, I line up against her entrance.

"Tell me if I hurt you." I know it’s going to fucking hurt and I’m sorry but there’s no way her tiny body isn’t going to be half wrecked taking what I’ve got.

"You won't." Her fingers trace the scar on my face, a delicate touch that ignites a fire in my blood. "You're not like them."

"No," I agree, pushing the head inside her, slowly at first, testing her warmth. "I'm the man who's going to breed you like the perfect little cow you are. The one who’s going to cherish every drop of milk you make."

Her eyes go wide, a mixture of fear and desire. "Silas—"

“You’ll call me Daddy when I’m fucking you.”

“Daddy.” She whispers, eyes fluttering as I apply more pressure, her resistance fighting back.

"You're going to carry my babies, milk my cock, and feed me every fucking day." I push through her entrance, my hands cupping her cheeks as she winces, claiming her inch by inch, stretching her tight, virgin warmth, flexing my hips as her body accepts the first thrusts. "Going to keep you pregnant and dripping for me, always needing me."

She's fucking tight as a vice. Perfect. Made for breeding, a sweet resistance that fuels my desire.

"Oh God," she gasps, nails digging into my shoulders, leaving crescent moons on her pale skin.

"That's right." I keep up the pressure, in and out, more, in and out, more until I bottom out inside her, my balls pressed against her ass, marking her as mine. "Feel how deep I am? This is where my babies are going to grow, nestled inside you."

Tears slip down her cheeks, but she's nodding frantically. "Yes. Please."

"Please what?" I demand, wanting to hear her surrender.

"Please breed me. Come inside me, Daddy."

The words trigger something savage in my chest. I start moving, slow and deep, watching her face as I claim what's mine, savoring the way her body tightens around me.

"Look at you taking my cock so perfectly. Your little cunt was made for my dick." I lean down, capture her nipple with my mouth while I fuck her, sucking and nibbling, tasting her sweetness. The taste of her milk mixed with claiming her body drives me insane.

“Ow, it hurt but I want more. More.”

"You're going to look so fucking beautiful pregnant," I growl against her breast, my tongue tracing the curve of her areola. "These tits even heavier, full of milk for my baby and me. I’ll be drinking from them every day."

"Daddy," she moans, wrapping her legs around my waist, clinging to me like a lifeline.

"Mine to breed," I thrust harder, pushing deeper. "Say it."

"Yours to breed." The words come out broken, breathless. "All yours."

"That's right. My personal little breeding cow. No one else gets to pump babies into this tight cunt." I bite her nipple gently, drawing more milk, tasting her fertility. "Only me. Always me."

"Only you," she agrees, her voice climbing higher.

When she breaks with a bucking, twisting scream, crying my name and soaking my cock, I follow her over with a roar, spilling my seed deep inside her.

Her tits squirt over my head, I stick out my tongue, desperate to catch what I can as my cum floods her virgin pussy, spurting and pumping deep while I imagine it taking root.

When we're both spent, I don't pull out. Instead, I gather her close, still buried inside her, feeling her warmth against mine.

"You okay, baby?"

"Perfect." She traces patterns on my chest, her fingers light and delicate. "Did you mean it?"

"Mean what, baby girl?"

"About babies." Her voice is soft, uncertain.

I tip her chin up, make her look at me. "I've never wanted kids before. Never wanted anyone carrying my seed." I stroke her cheek, feeling the softness of her skin. "But you... fuck, Willa. I want to breed you full. Want to watch you grow fat with my babies, feel them kicking inside you."

"Promise?"

"I promise." I seal it with a kiss, tasting her sweetness. "You're going to give me everything, little breeding cow. And I'm going to take care of all of you."

She smiles, that shy, perfect smile that owns me completely.

"I'd like that," she whispers.

I guide her so she’s on top as I lean against the headboard and position her where I need her. "Come here. Need to taste you again."

When she settles over me and I take her into my mouth, the milk tastes even sweeter, richer, like liquid gold.

"That's my good girl," I murmur against her skin drawing her nipple down deep. "Feeding me so perfectly. Soon you'll be feeding our babies too. I’ll share, don’t worry. You’re a good little cow, you’ll make plenty for us all."

She shivers, and I know she wants it as much as I do.

My angel. My salvation. My perfect little breeding.

Who says money can’t buy happiness? Five million did a fucking good job for me.


CHAPTER 8
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Silas

"Perfect aim, baby girl."

Willa stands beside my chair at the kitchen island, her cheeks flushed pink as she positions herself over my coffee mug. The little pink top I picked out from her closet that ties under her breasts, leaving them completely exposed but still looking sweet and innocent.

She's gotten comfortable around me. Too fucking comfortable, and it's driving me insane watching her perfect body respond to my commands.

"Like this?" she asks, squeezing gently until a thin stream arcs into the steaming coffee.

"Just like that." My body responds instantly to the sight. "You're getting so good at serving me."

She beams at the praise, and I love how she craves my approval. "It feels different when I control it instead of the machine."

"Everything about you belongs to me now, including how you feed me." I take a sip of the enhanced coffee and groan. "Christ, that's perfect."

I've latched on hard three times since I stopped fucking her long enough to feed her breakfast, then again and now we’ve just finished lunch, but it's not enough. It's never enough. The need is becoming consuming.

"Come here," I growl, standing and heading toward our room. "Time for your lesson."

Her eyes go wide. She knows what I mean.

I lead her down the hall to our special room. Time to show her some of the other things I have prepared for us. She follows me on those perfect bare feet, tits bouncing, the little white skirt I chose fluttering around her creamy thighs.

I rearranged the room while she spent time looking at all the clothes and other shit I ordered for her.

There’s a padded bench uncovered off to the left of the pink chaise lounge. It’s set at the perfect height; with specialized equipment I had custom made long ago, unsure I would ever have the chance to use it. Soft materials instead of harsh plastic. Gentle mechanisms. Everything designed for her comfort while she learns to serve me properly.

“Strip,” I command the softness leaving me replaced with my own feral need.

She unties the wrap top with shaking fingers, lets it flutter to the polished floor. Then the skirt. She’s all curves and a body barely on the cusp of womanhood.

I don’t fucking deserve her, but I’m never letting her go.

Beautiful. Utterly, devastatingly beautiful. A blush blooms on her skin, a delicate counterpoint to the hunger already simmering in her eyes. She knows what I want.

“On your hands and knees on there, baby girl.”

She obeys instantly, the graceful curve of her spine a perfect invitation. She positions herself on the bench, and I have to take a moment, just stare.

The way she waits, head tilted, already tasting the salt of anticipation on her tongue. Milk already beading, swollen and ripe those heavy utters hanging down from her tiny body. Such a contrast. Such a fucking turn on.

“Fucking gorgeous,” I mutter, setting up the gentle equipment. “Daddy like’s milking machines too for his little cow. But, mine are better, soft and gentle, unless I want you to hurt a little.”

I hold the flanges to her nipples one at a time as the sucking takes over, dragging her broad nipple to a peak in the clear plastic.

“So fucking hot.” I growl to myself. The girl from the screen, here, for me only, forever.

The soft rhythm begins, coaxing her nipples hard, and she moans, a small, breathy sound that vibrates through me.

“Now,” I say, positioning myself in front of her sweet face, those plump lips ready for me, “you’re going to learn how to take care of Daddy. You’re going to learn what it means to be my good girl.”

Her eyes lock on mine, dark and eager to please. “I want to make you feel good,” she whispers, her tongue wetting her bottom lip.

“Then show me what a good girl you are. Show me you understand your purpose.”

She leans forward as I lower my dick to her lips, her mouth opening to receive me, and the scent of her warm milk, sweet skin, a hint of shy innocence fills my senses. I slide over her lips, letting her feel me as I go, a slow, deliberate invasion.

I’m thick, her lips spread almost absurdly to accommodate me.

“That’s it,” I encourage, my voice rough, a low growl that vibrates against her throat. “Take me deep. Serve me while you give me what I need. Suck a little. Suck the tip when you need comfort, little one.”

She wraps her hands around the base of me, her fingers tightening with each pulse.

Her mouth is hot and wet, her tongue tracing the length of me as I start rocking in and out again. The milking machine hums against her breasts, drawing out the sweet, thick nectar as I guide her with my hand on her head.

“Like this.” I urge her head forward, then back, her throat closing around the tip as I push deeper. She gurgles; eyes starting to tear and bulge. “You look so pretty with my cock in your mouth baby. You’re trying so hard. Just a little more, don’t you stop. Don’t you fucking stop.” My voice hardens as my balls start to jerk.

“Good girl,” I rasp, arching my back as she finds a rhythm that drives me wild. My muscles start to cramp. “Open wider. No breathing for you until I say, show me your devotion.”

She obeys, her mouth stretching as drool rolls down her chin.

Tension coils in my center, down in my belly as the equipment works steadily, adding to the mounting pressure, and she focuses entirely on pleasing me, her eyes locked on mine. I watch her nipples, the hissing sound of the machine matching my thrusting rhythm.

“Such a perfect little angel,” I manage, my voice thick, my orgasm gathering in my sac. “Made to serve me in every way.”

She begins to suck, a rhythmic, insistent motion that sends shivers down my spine. Her tongue works magic, drawing me deeper and deeper into her warm, wet mouth. I can feel the pressure building, the heat intensifying, until I’m on the verge.

“Faster, baby girl,” I urge, my voice a ragged whisper. “Give it to me. All of it. Swallow it all. Let it be a part of you.”

I’m fucking her face now. She’s just an orifice, built for my pleasure, her mouth working furiously, and I feel the release building, a delicious, agonizing ache. I grip her head, pushing into her throat.

“Fuck yes, baby. Suck Daddy’s cream out. Get your prize.”

I spill into her mouth, a hot, shuddering release that she accepts with a chortled moan. She swallows every drop, savoring the taste of me, as I jerk and spurt, her eyes looking up to her king. The machine continues to work, drawing out the milk, now tinged with my seed, a perfect blend of our creation.

“That’s my girl.” I finally say when I can see and breathe again, reaching down to turn off the equipment and draw my still hard dick from her gaping mouth and help her up, immediately pulling her against my chest, burying my face in her fragrant hair.

“You did so well,” I murmur. “My perfect girl. You’re going to be a beautiful mother. You’re already a beautiful cow and a beautiful fuck toy and a beautiful cock sucker.”

She’s trembling in my arms, her body still buzzing from the effort. I press a kiss to the top of her head, inhaling her scent.

“You’re going to carry my babies, soon,” I murmur, my voice rough with possessiveness. “Beautiful, perfect little things. And you’ll feed them from these tits, my sweet girl.”

She leans into my chest, her body molding against mine.

“I want to,” she whispers, her voice rough from the throat fucking I gave her. “I want to give you everything.”

“You already have,” I murmur, tightening my grip around her. I run my hand over her belly.
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Later, we're back in the bedroom and she's unpacking the small bag she brought with her when she was dropped off.

Jesus, it’s fucking sad. A pair of ratty gray sweatpants, stained jeans, some disgusting t-shirts.

"I don't have much," she says apologetically, pulling items from the bag.

"You have everything you need now," I tell her, watching from the bed, my hands on my head, enjoying just watching her breathe. "I'll give you whatever—"

I stop dead when she pulls out a familiar flash of green.

Forest green cashmere.

Is that my fucking sweater? What the fuck?

Immediately, my old instincts kick in. Danger. There are still plenty of people who would like to see me dead. Why does she have my fucking sweater? Something here is not tracking.

"Where did you get that?" My voice comes out flat as I grab the cashmere and look at the tag confirming. It’s from France, XXL, no way it’s not mine.

She freezes, the sweater clutched in her hands. "Get what?"

"The sweater." I stand slowly. "Where did you get that sweater?"

Her face goes pale. "I... I found it. They took it from me, but I wanted it to come with me. I hid it under my other stuff. It makes me feel safe."

"Found it where, Willa?"

"At a house…”

"Explain how you have my goddamn sweater?" The pieces click together like bullets loading. "You were in my house."

"Silas. Your sweater?"

"You were in my fucking house!" The rage builds fast and hot. "Why were you in my house Willa?"

"Just... when I needed somewhere safe I snuck in…wait, your house?"

"Safe?" I laugh, but there's no humor in it. "How did you get to my house? You have any idea who I am?"

She's crying now, backing toward the wall. "I didn't know it was yours. You live in that house? How is that possible? What’s going on?"

“Where do you live Willa? Did you go to that auction on your own?”

She shakes her head, waves of hair brushing her shoulders. “No, they made me.”

“Who fucking made you?” My ears are buzzing, chest tightening.

“Lynette. Harvey. They’re my…my guardians.”

My mind races. "Did they send you? Harvey and Lynette, did they tell you to spy on me?"

"No! I just snuck in. I hated how they treated me. I needed an escape.”

I grab my phone, pull up the old news article I've kept saved. The one from years ago with my photo plastered across the front page.

"Look at it," I command, shoving the screen toward her.

Her eyes widen as she takes in the headline: NOTORIOUS ENFORCER "THE BUTCHER" DISAPPEARS.

"You're him," she whispers. “They told me that’s what you were called but I never believed them.”

"I'm him."

"You're The Butcher."

"I was The Butcher." I watch her face crumble as reality hits.

She slides down the wall, the sweater falling from her hands. "How many people?"

"How many people what?"

"How many people have you killed?"

The question hits like a punch to the gut. "Enough."

She stares at me like she's seeing a monster, and maybe she is. But she's mine now, and I'll be damned if I let her go.

"I need to leave," she whispers.

"No." I growl. “Not until I figure out what the fucking is going on here.”

"You can't keep me here—"

"Watch me." I step closer, and she flinches. The reaction cuts deep. "You're not going anywhere,” I pause, the fear in her eyes stabbing me in the heart. I don’t know what’s happening, but no way she’s part of whatever this might be. “Baby girl. You stole my sweater, why?"

"I was going to put it back but then they sent me to the auction. I never had time…”

I lean down, get in her face. "Did they send you to figure out who I was? What I had?"

"No!" The word tears out of her throat. "They didn’t know I was sneaking into the house until yesterday.”

Something in her voice, in the raw desperation, makes me pause.

"I didn't know," she continues, tears streaming. "I just... your house felt safe. Peaceful. Like somewhere I could belong."

I study her face, looking for lies. But all I see is fear and heartbreak and the same lost girl I bought at auction.

"You could have gotten yourself killed," I say quietly. "If I'd found you there...This is crazy. You live there? With them?"

She nods hard. “Yes. Since my parents died. They hurt me, a lot but you’re not going to hurt me now." She looks up at me with those dark eyes. "Are you?"

The question hangs between us. She's right. I could never hurt her. Not my angel. Not the girl who tastes like salvation and carries the promise of my children.

"No," I admit. "I’ll never fucking hurt you."

"Then why are you so angry?"

"Because you scared me." The admission comes out rougher than intended. "When I realized you'd been there, in my space... I thought they'd used you to get to me. Old habits baby. That’s why I stay there. Alone. Isolated."

"They didn't even know I was going there."

"I know that now." I sink onto the bed, suddenly exhausted. "Come here."

She hesitates.

"Now."

Slowly, she moves toward me. When she's close enough, I pull her onto my lap, bury my face in her neck.

"I'm not that man anymore," I tell her. "The Butcher died the day I bought you."

"What are you now?"

"Just Silas. Your Daddy." I pull back to look at her. "The man who's going to spend the rest of his life taking care of you."

"Promise?"

"I promise." I seal it with a kiss. "You're safe with me. Always."

She melts against me, and I know we're going to be okay.

"Can I keep the sweater?" she asks quietly.

I laugh despite everything. "Baby girl, you can have whatever you want. As long as you never leave me."

"Never," she whispers. "I'm yours."

“That’s fucking right,” I agree, already feeling her body responding to my touch. “And I think you need to be reminded exactly what that means.”

I knock the sweater and her things to the floor, pick her up and toss her on the bed. She bounces, tits swaying as her eyes lock on mine.

“Position yourself for me, baby girl.” I grunt as I drop my pants and boxers, strip my shirt off. My dick is already thick and angry looking. “Spread your legs.”

She settles exactly where I want her, knees wide, back arched just so, offering herself up. I take a moment to appreciate her trust, the way she yields, the soft curve of her belly. A little lamb willingly offered to the wolf.

She shivers, a delicate tremor that runs through her whole body as I lean down, breathing in her sweet, savory scene. A low groan escapes me as I spread her bare lips with my tongue. Stress from the fight melts away, replaced by a primal hunger. This is the connection, the anchor that makes everything else disappear.

“That’s it,” I murmur, my tongue tracing the delicate folds. “Give me what I need.”

The first taste is sweet, but with an edge from her tears, a salty tang that ignites something fierce inside me. Perfect, like everything about her. I deepen my worship, my tongue working its magic, drawing out her sweetness, pushing into her tightness, nipping at her clit.

“I was so fucking scared I’d lose you,” I admit, taking a breath, pushing two fingers into her soaking opening. “When I thought you might have been working with them…”

“Never,” she breathes, her hands gripping my hair, pulling me closer. “I chose you before I even knew who you were.”

“My perfect girl.” I switch my attention, hands roaming her body, tracing the curve of her waist, the swell of her breasts. “My brave little angel who found her way to me.”

She’s soaking, thrusting into my mouth, her body moving against me, a subtle dance of anticipation. I can sense how ready she’s getting, the way her muscles tighten, the quickening of her breath. She comes with a twist and a yelp as I bite down on her inner thigh, marking my territory, showing her again who she belongs to.

“Need you,” she whispers, her voice laced with desperation. “Please, Daddy.”

“You have me.” I drag her off the bed, pulling her along until I falling back into the closest chair. I position her over me, my hands supporting her weight, molding her to my form. “Get on. Fuck your Daddy like a good little milky cow.”

When she takes me in, a groan rips from both of us. She’s so perfect, accepting me like she was made for this.

“That’s my good girl. Put your tit in my mouth,” I order, hands guiding her hips, controlling the rhythm, deepening the pleasure. “Taking me so perfectly while you feed me.”

The combination is intoxicating. Her taste on my tongue, her warm, willing body surrounding me, the way she moves.

“Harder,” she gasps, and I’m happy to oblige, pushing deeper, demanding more.

“I’m going to come right up against the little baby maker of yours,” I promise against her skin, my voice rough with need. “You want that hot cream finding it’s way into your belly don’t you baby?”

“Yes,” she moans, her body trembling beneath me. “Please, yes.”

“Bare, unprotected and ripe for me?”

She answers with a furious nod, her inner muscles clamping down, milking me while I suckle her.

“Come inside me, Daddy.” She hisses, her eyes on mine, begging.

The words send me over the edge. I finish powerfully, filling her completely while she cries out beneath me, her nails digging into my neck. A hot, shuddering release that leaves us both breathless.

When we’re both spent, I don’t pull away. Instead, I gather her close and guide her back to where I can taste her, needing to savor the lingering sweetness.

“More,” I murmur, my lips brushing against her wet heat. “Need more of you.”

She settles against me naturally, her body pliant and warm, and I lose myself in the ritual of worshipping her, licking away the remnants of our passion. Sweet, perfect, mine.

“I love you,” she whispers against my skin and I know I’m gone for her. Forever.

“I love you too, baby girl.” I stroke her hair, feeling the silkiness between my fingers. “My perfect angel, cow, baby, and breeder.”

She shivers at the words, and I know she wants it as much as I do, the promise of a little one, a legacy, a piece of us both.

And now I know she chose me long before I ever claimed her. She was always meant to be mine.


CHAPTER 9
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Willa

"Tell me what you like to do," Silas says, watching me get dressed.

I pull on the soft blue dress he picked out from the closet, loving how the silky fabric feels against my skin. We've both showered and he's already dressed in dark jeans and a black henley that makes his shoulders look impossibly broad.

"I used to read," I say, sitting on the edge of the bed to put on sandals. "When I could."

"Used to?"

"I only had a few books. Harvey and Lynette said buying books was wasteful when the library existed, but..." I trail off, embarrassed.

"But what?"

"They never took me anywhere. Including the library." I shrug, trying to seem casual about it. "I read the same three romance novels over and over until the pages fell out."

His jaw clenches. "What else did you like?"

I think about it. It's been so long since anyone asked what I wanted. "I always wanted a pet. Something small and soft that would love me back."

"Why didn't you have one?"

"They said animals were just more mouths to feed." The old hurt creeps into my voice. "Said I was expensive enough already."

Silas goes very still. "They said that to you?"

"It's fine. They took me in."

"No, it's not fine." He moves to kneel in front of me, hands gentle on my knees. "You know that's not true, right? You're not expensive. You're priceless."

The simple words make my throat tight.

"Come on," he says, standing and offering his hand. "Let's go fix both those problems."

"What do you mean?"

"You need books," he says, pulling me to my feet. "And maybe we'll see what else catches your eye."

An hour later, we're standing in the most beautiful bookstore I've ever seen. Floor-to-ceiling shelves, all sorts of people drinking coffee and milling around.

This is life. Normal life.

"Pick whatever you want," he says, hands on my hips. "Everything you want."

I drift toward the romance section like a moth to flame.

I pull out a book, tracing my fingers on the cover where a handsome shirtless man is staring back at me.

"Who the fuck is that?"

I turn. Silas is glaring at me as my fingers dance on the bare-chested man on the cover.

"It's just a book boyfriend," I explain, giggling.

"Book boyfriend?" His voice drops to a dangerous growl.

"The male love interest. Women call them book boyfriends."

He snatches the book from my hands, studies the cover with the intensity of a man examining evidence. "This bastard's looking at you."

"Silas, it's a picture. It’s not real."

"I don't like how he's looking at you." He slams the book on a nearby table face down. "Find a different one."

I pick up another. This one has a tattooed biker on the cover. I hold it up, teasing.

“He’s cute.”

Silas's eye twitches. "Absolutely not."

"But—"

"No."

By the time we're done, he's face-down’d half the romance section and I'm crying from laughter.

"They're fictional, you know," I manage between giggles.

"Don't care. You're mine." He pulls me against his chest. "I don't share. Not even with imaginary assholes."

"You're ridiculous."

"I'm possessive." His voice rumbles against my ear. "There's a difference."

We end up buying twenty books with covers that don’t make him homicidal, plus classics he insists I need. At the register, the male teenage clerk keeps sneaking glances at Silas's scars then at me.

"Something wrong with your eyes, kid?" Silas asks.

The boy turns red, stammers something about having a nice day.

"That's what I thought."

Outside, I'm still giggling. "You scared that poor boy."

"Good. Maybe he'll think twice before staring at what's mine."

"I need to use the restroom," I tell him when we pass a coffee shop.

"I'll wait." He says as I step into the lady’s room inside the shop.

But once I’m done that familiar ache starts. My body tightens, and I know I need relief soon.

"Silas?" I crack the door open.

He's there instantly. "What's wrong?"

"I need... I need you."

Understanding flashes in his eyes. He glances around, then slips into the bathroom and locks the door behind him.

"Come here, baby girl."

He lifts me onto the counter, gentle hands positioning me just right, tugging out my tits and latching on. The relief is immediate and perfect.

“I need relief too.” He growls around my tit, pushing my dress up and my panties down, tugging them off my feet and stuffing them into his back pocket. He releases his cock, shoving it inside me without another word.

He sucks and fucks as I hold onto the counter, my butt making squeaking noises as he thrusts and thrusts, holding one hand over my mouth as he suckles deep, fucking me deeper and we both tip over into that abyss, moaning, his muffled by my flesh, mine muffled by his hand.

"Better?" he murmurs against my skin as we come down.

"So much better."

“Sloppy with Daddy’s cum now. Dripping down your legs while we walk around. Everyone will smell me on you. Know you are off fucking limits.”

When we emerge, half the coffee shop is staring. Judging. Whispering.

Silas's jaw clenches. "Problem?"

A woman at a corner table speaks up. "That was highly inappropriate—"

"My wife wasn't feeling well," Silas cuts her off, his voice deadly quiet. "I was taking care of her. And all of you can fuck off because she comes first. Always."

The entire shop goes silent.

"Any other comments?" His arm tightens around me protectively.

No one says a word.

"Good." He guides me toward the door. "Come on, Mrs. Ward. Let's go."

Mrs. Ward. The name sends heat shooting through my chest.

Outside, I look up at him. "Mrs. Ward?"

"You got a problem with that?"

"No." I go up on my tiptoes, kiss his jaw, slippery, sticky cum coating my inner thighs. "I like it."

"Good. Because that's what you are now."

We're walking past a small park holding hands, when I stop dead. Colorful banners hang between the trees: "RESCUE ADOPTION EVENT - FIND YOUR FOREVER FRIEND!"

Volunteers in matching t-shirts sit at folding tables with puppies and kittens in their laps. In a small pen near the entrance, a tiny black and white puppy is curled up sleeping on a soft blanket. He's clearly a pit bull mix, all oversized paws and wrinkled face, with a small scar across his left ear.

"Oh," I breathe.

Silas follows my gaze. "You want a dog?"

"I told you I never had a pet." The words come out wistful. "But he's so little..."

A volunteer with kind eyes approaches us, but when she gets closer and takes in Silas's full size. Six-foot-seven of pure muscle, the jagged scar running down his face, arms covered in tattoos. She visibly swallows and takes a step back.

"Um, can I... can I help you?" Her voice wavers slightly.

I notice how all the other volunteers have gone quiet, watching nervously as this giant, dangerous-looking man looms over their puppy pen.

"Oh, don't mind Daddy," I say brightly, slipping my hand into Silas's massive one. "He looks scary, but he's really just a big teddy bear."

Silas's eye twitches at 'teddy bear,' but he doesn't correct me.

The volunteer relaxes slightly, though she still keeps her distance. "That's Buster. He's about ten weeks old, just got his first shots. He's been returned three times. People see 'pit bull mix' and get scared, even though he's the sweetest little thing."

"People are scared of him?" I kneel by the pen, and the puppy immediately waddles over on his too-big paws, tail wagging so hard his whole body wiggles. The small scar on his ear makes him look like a tiny, harmless version of the man behind me.

"They think he'll be aggressive when he grows up. Don't realize it's all about how you raise them." She shrugs, still eyeing Silas warily. "He just wants to be loved."

I look up at Silas. The expression on his face as he stares down at this scarred, misunderstood little creature that everyone's afraid of... it's like he's looking in a mirror.

"Can we?"

The volunteer clearly expects him to say no. This mountain of scars and violence adopting a "dangerous" breed seems like a disaster waiting to happen. But his expression softens completely as he looks down at me.

"Whatever you want, baby girl."

Twenty minutes later, we're loading our car with supplies while two volunteers are still staring at the stack of cash Silas gave them.

"Sir, this is... this is incredibly generous," the first volunteer says, clearly still intimidated but trying to be polite.

"Take care of the other animals," he says simply, cradling our new puppy like it's made of glass.

This terrifying man who looks like he could snap necks for fun, holding a tiny pit bull mix with infinite gentleness is the perfect contrast.

"What are you going to name him?" I ask, watching this dangerous man melt over our new puppy.

I think about it. About this perfect day, about bookstores and coffee shops and being called Mrs. Ward.

"Darcy," I decide. "Like from Pride and Prejudice."

Silas snorts. "Of course you'd name him after another book boyfriend."

"At least this one can't make you jealous."

"Don't be so sure," he mutters, but he's smiling.

Later, back home, I watch Silas building an elaborate dog bed while Darcy sleeps in my lap.

"You didn't have to buy him," I say softly.

"I wanted to." He looks up from his construction project. "I was an ass about the books. You should be able to look at whatever you want."

"Even shirtless fictional men?"

"Even shirtless fictional men." His voice is pained. "But I'm buying you a Kindle so I don't see their faces."

I burst out laughing. "Deal."

He comes over, sits beside me. Darcy immediately abandons my lap for his.

"Traitor," I mutter.

"He knows an alpha when he sees one," Silas says smugly, scratching behind the puppy's ears.

I curl up against his side, perfectly content. Books, a puppy, a man who calls me his wife and fights imaginary rivals for my attention.

"I want to read to you tonight," I tell him, already drowsy from the day's adventures.

"Whatever you want, baby girl."

Darcy snores softly between us, tiny paws twitching as he dreams. Probably about the huge donation that's going to help all his friends at the rescue.

I close my eyes, listening to Silas's heartbeat, and for the first time in my life, I understand what the word "home" really means.


CHAPTER 10
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Silas

Willa's soft breathing against my chest feels like heaven as Darcy's snores from his elaborate bed. My phone shows 6 AM, but I don't want to move. Don't want to disturb this perfect fucking moment.

All night between sliding my dick into her while she slept, suckling and memorizing her body with my hands, I planned the demise of those fuckers that live in that piece of shit little house.

I’ll make it quiet so Willa doesn’t know.

They will just be gone…

She stirs, pressing closer. "Morning," she mumbles against my skin.

"Morning, baby girl." I stroke her hair, already feeling my body respond to her warmth. "How do you feel?"

"Full," she admits, shifting against me. "I need..."

"I know what you need." I'm already positioning her, hands gentle on her curves. "Come here."

When she settles over me and I take her into my mouth, the taste makes me groan. Sweet and warm and perfect. This is how every morning should start. This is what I was put on earth to do.

"Silas," she gasps, fingers threading through my hair.

I'm planning to take my time, worship her properly, maybe make her come just from this before I fill her with my cock.

We settle into a familiar routine. Breakfast, coffee with her special cream but I have something I need to go do.

“I’m going to run one errand, baby.” I get her comfortable in her room with her books and run my fingers through her hair. “You stay here, I’ll be half hour at the most, okay?”

She nods. “I feel safe here. It’s been so long since I felt that. Thank you.”

Her smile cracks my heart open as I give her a kiss, and make my way out of the penthouse and into the elevator, already missing her before I get to the ground floor.
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Twenty-seven minutes later, I’ve completed my task. My heart hammering in my chest.

I’m fucking excited. Like a little goddamn kid.

“Willa?” I call as I step into the cool penthouse. “You still in your room?”

I stomp down the hall.

She’s not there.

“Willa!” I bellow, my voice reaching every corner of the massive penthouse.

Ice floods my veins.

Darcy is whimpering in his bed, and there's a note sitting on top of an open book Willa was reading:

Enjoyed the show at the auction. Big Butcher taking our little girl. Want your milk cow back? Same price you paid. We know you don't want certain people finding out where you've been hiding.

She's with us now. Storage unit 620. Pacific and Tenth. You have two hours or we start making calls.

The paper crumbles in my fist.

They fucking took her. They came into my home and stole my girl.

I stand there, fists clenched, vision going red around the edges. The Butcher is waking up, stretching his claws, remembering the taste of blood.

They think they can threaten me. Think they can take what's mine and live to tell about it?

They're wrong.

I grab my go bag from the closet. False IDs, untraceable phone, cash. Then I head to the locked closet I haven’t opened in years.

The lock clicks open under my fingers like it's been waiting.

Inside: knives, guns, rope, the kind of equipment that makes problems disappear permanently. I select what I need, muscle memory taking over.

Harvey and Lynette made three mistakes.

First, they underestimated how far I'd go to get her back.

Second, they thought money would be enough to satisfy them.

Third, they forgot that some men don't negotiate.

I am not some men.

I am the Butcher. And I'm coming for what's mine.

But first, I need to make a phone call. To someone who owes me a favor and has access to untraceable vehicles and clean up.

"Marcus? It's Silas. I need that favor you owe me."

"Jesus, man, I thought you were dead." His voice is steady, even.

"I was. But some assholes just brought me back to life." I load bullets into my Glock with practiced efficiency. "I need transport, a clean van, and a crew. No questions asked."

"When?"

"Now. I’ll text you the location."

"Consider it done."

I hang up and check my watch. One hour, forty-seven minutes until their deadline.

Plenty of time.

They want the Butcher? They're about to get him.

And when I'm done, Harvey and Lynette are going to learn exactly why people used to cross the street to avoid me.

But first, I'm getting my girl back. My perfect little milk angel who's probably scared and hurting and needs me.

They picked the wrong man to fuck with.

The wrong woman to steal.

And the wrong monster to wake up.

Time to remind the world why they called me the Butcher.


CHAPTER 11
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Willa

The cold metal presses against my back like a constant reminder of how there are no happily ever afters.

At least not for me.

One minute I was curled up with Darcy, reading one of my new books while Silas ran an errand. He told me the alarm was set and I didn’t even think about it when there was a knock at the door.

“Building maintenance. There’s a busted pipe. Water’s leaking through the ceiling.” A muffled voice said. “Gonna do a lotta damage. We have the right to come in.”

I should have ignored it. Should have waited for Silas to come back.

I cracked the door and Harvey's hand slammed over my mouth. The cloth pressed against my nose, sickly-sweet chloroform flooding my lungs as Lynette whispered, "Sorry, sweetheart, but this is business."

Now I'm here.

Concrete floor, corrugated metal walls, harsh fluorescent light hanging from the ceiling.

I'm chained to a folding as Lynette’s voice cuts through the chemical fog.

"Rise and shine, sweetheart."

Harvey's voice bounces off the metal walls. He looks nervous, sweaty, constantly checking his phone. This isn't his territory. They're both jumpy here, glancing toward the roll-up door every few seconds.

"Let me go." My voice comes out stronger than I expected, echoing in the small space.

"Let you go?" Lynette laughs, but it sounds forced. "Honey, we just saved your life."

"Saved me?" I rattle chair as I struggle, the sound sharp and metallic. "You kidnapped me!"

"We rescued you from a killer." Lynette fidgets, face drawn. "From the Butcher himself. You should be thanking us."

"Thanking you?" The rage building in my chest feels foreign and powerful. "Are you fucking kidding me?"

"Excuse me?" Harvey steps in front of me.

"You heard me. Fuck. You. Both." I lean forward as far as the restraints allow. "You sold me like cattle, and now you have the balls to act like heroes?"

"We raised you—"

"You used me!" My voice echoes off the metal walls. "For years! Made me pump like a fucking cow while you counted your money!"

"Language," Lynette snaps, but her hands are shaking as she rubs her forehead.

"Fuck my language!" The words explode out of me. "And fuck both of you! You sold me to strangers and now you're surprised I don't want to come back?"

The storage unit amplifies everything. My anger, their nervous pacing.

"You ungrateful little bitch." Lynette starts.

"I'm ungrateful?" I laugh, and it comes out wild and sharp, bouncing off the walls. "I should be grateful you pimped me out to the highest bidder?"

Lynette slaps me. Hard. The sound cracks through the metal space like a gunshot.

"Feel better?" I ask, turning back to face her. "Because that's the last time you touch me."

"Oh really? And how exactly are you going to stop us?" But her voice wavers. She's scared here, out of her element.

"Because he's coming for me."

"The Butcher?" Harvey scoffs, but his eyes dart to the door again. "That’s the plan. Five million and he can do what he wants with you forever. That's the whole point. Question is whether he'll pay or just let you rot."

"His name is Silas." I say it like a prayer. "And he loves me."

"He paid for you," Lynette corrects. "There's a difference."

"Is there? Because he never chained me up. Never forced me to do anything. Never treated me like property."

"He bought you at an auction!"

"And then he held me. Fed me. Made me feel human for the first time since you came into my life." My voice cracks, but not from sadness. From certainty. "He made me feel wanted instead of used."

"Stockholm syndrome," Harvey mutters, checking his phone again.

"Love," I correct. "Real love. Something you two monsters wouldn't recognize."

Harvey curses, constantly looking over his shoulder toward the door.

"Monsters?" Lynette's voice climbs higher. "We're the monsters? He's killed people, Willa!"

"And you've used me then milked me!" I scream. "At least his victims got to die! You kept me alive to suffer!"

The metal walls seem to amplify my words, throwing them back at us over and over.

"You know what the difference is between him and you?" I continue, my voice deadly quiet. "He feels guilty about what he's done. You're proud of it."

"We did what we had to do to survive. We never wanted a spoiled brat to raise."

"Bullshit. You saw an opportunity to make money off a traumatized child and you took it." I meet Harvey's eyes. "That makes you worse than any mob enforcer."

"Enough.” He barks.

I strain against the chains, the metal chair scraping against concrete. "I'm done being your cash cow."

"You don't get a choice—"

"I have a choice now. He taught me that." I think about Silas, about his gentle hands and fierce protectiveness. "He taught me I'm worth more than this."

My breasts ache with fullness, the pressure building to painful levels. But even that discomfort can't compare to the freedom of finally fighting back.

"He's not coming," Lynette says, a fearful uncertainty in her voice. “I told you this wouldn’t work! We should have set up a drop, then delivered her after!”

"He’s coming and when he gets here, you're both going to learn what a real monster looks like."

"You're delusional—"

"Am I? Because I remember the terror in your voices every time you mentioned him. I remember how you shook when you talked about the Butcher."

Harvey and Lynette exchange a nervous look. Even here, in this echo chamber of metal and fear, his name has power.

Something crashes outside the storage unit. All three of us freeze.

"What was that?" Lynette whispers.

Harvey moves toward the door, but before he can reach it, another sound echoes through the facility. Metal on metal. Deliberate. Getting closer.

"Probably just another renter," Harvey says, but his voice shakes.

I know better.

I know the sound of salvation when I hear it.

"Silas!" I scream, my voice carrying through the metal space. “Daddy!”

The sounds stop.

Then the roll-up door explodes inward with a screech of twisted metal.

And the Butcher steps into the light.

But he's not alone. A small black and white blur shoots past his legs as he stomps down the thin metal making entry, Darcy barking with furious indignation.

"Darcy!" I gasp.

The puppy makes a beeline for Harvey, jumps up on his legs with enthusiastic tail-wagging, and promptly pisses all over his shoes.

"What the fuck—" Harvey starts.

"Language," Silas growls, advancing into the storage unit. "There's a lady present."

"You brought a puppy to a exchange?" I ask, and despite being chained to a chair in a concrete box, I sound more amused than terrified.

"He wouldn't stay in the van. Kept whining." Silas shrugs, but his eyes never leave Harvey and Lynette. "Figured he missed his mom."

Darcy finishes marking his territory and trots over to sit by my chair like a furry little bodyguard, still glaring at Harvey with puppy indignation.

"That's my good boy," I coo.

"Our son has excellent instincts," Silas tells me. "Knows garbage when he smells it."

The storage unit suddenly feels very small with Silas filling the space. Six-foot-seven of pure menace, every inch of him radiating lethal intent.

"Hello, assholes." His voice is conversational, almost pleasant. "I believe you have something that belongs to me."


CHAPTER 12
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Silas

Harvey and Lynette press themselves against the far wall like trapped rats. Good. They should be scared.

"Daddy," Willa breathes, and the relief in her voice nearly brings me to my knees. She's chained to a folding chair but otherwise looks unharmed thank fuck.

"I'm here, baby girl." I don't take my eyes off Harvey and Lynette. "Everything's going to be fine."

"We want the money," Harvey stammers, trying to sound confident. "Five million. Then you can have her back."

I laugh. The sound echoes off the metal walls, sharp and cold. "You think this is a negotiation?"

"We had a deal."

"You made a mistake." I take a step closer. In this confined space, I'm a giant. They have nowhere to go. "See, you thought you were dealing with someone who gives a fuck about money."

"The five million, or we’re calling the police. The FBI…"

"I'd pay fifty million for her. A hundred million. Every cent I have." Another step. "But you're not getting a penny."

Lynette's voice cracks. "Then we'll call your old contacts too. Tell them where you've been hiding."

"Go ahead." I pull out a burner phone, toss it at her feet. "Call them. Right now. You have all their numbers? Pretty sure the FBI might be interested in the years you kept a minor enslaved then forced her to be milked for money."

She stares at the phone like it's a snake.

"What's wrong?" I ask conversationally. "Thought that was your leverage?"

"It is—"

"No, it's not. You think I'm hiding from anyone? I just wanted to be left the fuck alone. They all know where I am if they really want to find me." I smile, and from their faces, it's not a nice smile. "I bought my way out after my sister died cleaning up my mess. They got their money, I got my peace. Nobody's stupid enough to break that deal over some old bullshit."

Harvey's face goes white. "You're bluffing."

"Am I? See, here's what you didn't know about the Butcher, I don't run from problems. I eliminate them." I flip the knife in my hand, muscle memory taking over. "And you just became my biggest problem."

"You can't, there are camera here. You can’t kill us." Lynette starts.

"Cameras? You under estimate my skills." I laugh again. "Sweetheart, I've killed men for looking at me wrong. What do you think I'll do to people who hurt what's mine?"

They’re breathing is ragged, Darcy's soft whine as he sits protectively beside Willa's chair, the metallic click as I test the knife's edge on the wall.

"Please," Harvey whispers. "We'll disappear. You'll never see us again."

"You're right about that." I move faster than they can track, grabbing Harvey by the throat and slamming him against the metal wall. The sound reverberates through the small space like a gunshot.

Darcy barks once, sharp and angry, like he's cheering me on.

"Silas," Willa says quietly. "Make it hurt."

I look at her over my shoulder. Her dark eyes are hard as stone, and I've never loved her more.

"My pleasure, baby girl."

Harvey tries to speak, but I squeeze tighter. "You want to know what your real mistake was? It wasn't kidnapping her. It wasn't trying to extort me. It wasn't even threatening to expose my location."

I lean closer, let him see death in my eyes. "Your mistake was thinking I'd let you live after touching what belongs to me. Harming what’s mine."

The blade slides between his ribs then there’s that little popping sound when it hits home. Harvey's eyes go wide, then empty. I let him drop to the concrete floor.

Darcy trots over, sniffs at the body once, looks up at me with a sort of approval, then dismisses it completely and trots back to Willa as a dark pool gathers on the concrete.

Lynette screams.

"Your turn," I tell her.

"Please, please, I didn't want to. It was Harvey’s idea.”

"You strapped her to that machine for months. Made her pump like livestock while you counted your money." I advance on her slowly, letting the fear build. "You sold her virginity to strangers."

"We needed the money. Please…"

"You needed to die." The knife finds her throat. "But slowly."

"Silas." Willa's voice cuts through my rage. "I need you."

I look at her, see the pain in her face. Her breasts are swollen, desperate for relief I should have given her hours ago.

Lynette can wait.

"Don't move," I tell her, then cross to Willa in three strides. The zip ties snap under my knife like paper.

"Are you hurt?" I ask, hands gentle on her face. "Did they touch you?"

"No. But Silas..." She winces. "I need—"

"I know what you need." I scoop her up, settle into the metal folding chair with her across my lap. "Let me take care of you."

When she relaxes against me and I finally taste her again, the relief is overwhelming. Sweet, perfect, mine. This is what I was fighting for. This connection, this moment, this girl who trusts me to take care of her.

"That's it," I murmur against her skin. "Give me everything."

Behind us, Lynette whimpers in the corner. I'd forgotten she existed.

"Better?" I ask when Willa sighs contentedly.

"So much better." She looks up at me with those dark eyes. "What about her?"

I glance at Lynette, cowering against the metal wall. "What do you want me to do with her?"

"I want her to understand." Willa's voice is steel wrapped in silk. "I want her to know that she'll never hurt anyone again. But, I don’t want her dead. Just…something else, but not dead."

"Whatever you want, baby girl."

Lynette starts crying.

"Please," she whispers. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry."

"Sorry doesn't bring back the years you treated her like garbage," I tell her, standing with Willa tucked under my arm.

I look around the storage unit. Concrete floor, metal walls, no windows. Perfect for what comes next.

"Here's what's going to happen," I tell Lynette. "You're going to disappear. Not die—that would be too easy. You're going to spend the rest of your life looking over your shoulder, waiting for me to change my mind."

"I don't understand?"

"I'm letting you live. But if I ever see your face again, if you ever come near my girl, if you even think about her too hard, I'll find you. And when I do, dying will seem like a mercy."

I pull out my phone, dial Marcus. "Yeah, it's done. I need cleanup on aisle three."

Lynette's eyes go wide as she realizes what 'cleanup' means.

"You have ten seconds to start running," I tell her. "I suggest you use them."

She scrambles for the door, stumbling over Harvey's body, and disappears into the night.

Marcus and his crew arrive twenty minutes later. Professional, efficient, no questions asked. Within an hour, the storage unit is spotless and Harvey has simply ceased to exist.

"Come on," I tell Willa, wrapping her in my jacket. Darcy trots alongside us, his tail wagging like this was the best adventure ever. "Let's go home."

"Is it over?" she asks as I carry her to my truck.

"It's over." I settle her into the passenger seat, then put Darcy on her lap. He curls up with a contented sigh. "No one will ever hurt you again."

"Promise?"

"I promise." I stroke her hair, breathing in her scent. "You're safe now. You're mine now. Forever."

"Forever," she agrees.

And as we drive away from the storage facility, I know with absolute certainty that I'll kill anyone who tries to take her from me again.

The Butcher is awake now.

And he protects what's his.


CHAPTER 13
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Silas

The farmhouse feels different when we walk through the door. Like coming back from the dead.

Darcy bolts ahead of us, tail wagging, making a beeline for his food bowl like the traumatic rescue was just an exciting adventure.

"Home," Willa whispers against my neck, and the word hits me harder than any bullet ever has.

I almost lost this. Almost lost her. The thought makes my hands shake as I carry her straight to our room. The same bedroom where she used to curl up in my bed, dreaming of safety.

"I need a shower," she says quietly. "I can still smell that place."

"Whatever you need, baby girl."

“But first,” She reaches down to open her blouse. “These are full and need Daddy.”

“Fuck, look at you.” My thumbs trace the dark areola, feeling the tightening. “Always needing me.”

“Yes,” she breathes.

“Baby,” I stop and turn her toward me, already dropping to my knee on the wood floor, the barely lit house dancing shadows across her face. “I left you in the fucking penthouse to go get this.”

I tug the box out of my front pocket, flip it open and don’t waste anytime grabbing her hand and slipping the ring on.

“Oh my God.” She raises her hand. “Wait, this is your proposal?”

I nod. “I know what I want and I always get it. You’re gonna be my wife baby. You can try to say no, but truth, I’d drug you or drag you or do whatever necessary to get this done.”

“You’re an animal.” She chirps, her eyes pinned on the four-carat pink emerald cut diamond that’s obscenely large for her tiny hand. “But you’re my animal.”

“And you’re my cow. Now put your tit in my mouth.”

I suckle and drink until the edge is off, then guide her down the hall to the main bathroom and turn on the shower, hot enough to sting, then lift her onto the cool marble counter. Her legs splay, offering themselves. “Let me take care of this first. Your pussy is begging for my mouth too, isn’t it?”

“Yes, needs your special kisses.” She smiles as I position myself. When I slide my tongue against her, it sets me off.

My mouth opens, I take her in completely, it isn’t a gentle claiming. It’s a devourment. A desperate, hungry taking.

I drink her deep, working my tongue along every ridge, every fold. She arches, a small, involuntary sound escaping her lips. I feel her tighten around me.

“Easy, baby girl,” I rumble, but I’m not slowing down. “Let Daddy have his fill.”

Minutes blur into a hot, slick rhythm. I taste her nectar as it floods my mouth, feel her pulse quicken with each pull of my tongue. She strokes my hair, her fingers digging into my scalp, her little feet settle on my shoulders, a silent begging for more.

When she takes off, I nearly come in my fucking pants right with her. She gushes, squirting from her tits and her pussy, dousing me in a fountain of paradise.

“Better?” I finally ask, lifting my head, her face flushed and glistening.

“So much better.” She looks up at me, those dark eyes brimming with a desperate hunger that mirrors my own. “But Daddy… I need you. Need all that Daddy dick filling me up.”

“I’m all aboard on that baby.” I reach down and unzip my pants, my dick fighting its way out of the opening, leaking and ready.

“I was so scared they’d take me away before you could…” She bites her lip. “Before you got me pregnant. I want your baby so bad. A little piece of you.”

The words cinch around my heart. The fear of losing her, combined with her desperate need to carry me inside her, creates a perfect storm of possession

I don’t hesitate. I pull her to the edge of the counter, her legs sliding wide, and shove every thick inch inside her in one thrust. We both groan, a primal sound that echoes in the steamy bathroom.

She arches, a small, perfect curve, and my hand slams flat against the cool tile to brace.

“There,” I rasp, my voice thick with wanting. “That’s a good girl for Daddy.”

She whimpers, a tiny sound lost in the rush of water from the shower still running. I deepen the thrust, feeling her tighten around me, a velvet vise. Her hands claw at my back, digging into the muscle, and I love the possessive grip.

“Good girl,” I growl, my breath hot against her ear. “Come for me. Milk all that special prize out of my balls.”

The bathroom is slick with steam, clinging to our skin like a second layer. My lips slide down her neck. I want to mark it, to leave teeth-marks for the world to see.

She lets out a little gasp as my teeth sink in, a sound that fuels me. I drive forward again, feeling her stretch, welcoming me. Her thighs tremble, and I tighten my grip on the counter, wanting to pull her closer, to fuse us together.

“Look at you,” I say, my voice rough. “Shaking for me. You need Daddy don’t you?”

I slow the rhythm, drawing out the pleasure. I run a hand down her sides, feeling the soft curve of her waist. She moans, a low, throaty sound.

“Gonna fill you with babies, baby girl,” I whisper, as I take her throat in my other hand, squeezing, her mouth falling open. “So many babies.”

I feel her pulse quicken. I press my forehead against hers, breathing in her scent.

“Look at those tits,” I say, my voice reverent. “Made for my mouth. Made for my babies.”

I’m bucking my hips, faster and harder now. She cries out, a sharp, delicious sound as she holds onto my neck, my effort lifting her ass off the counter with every forward motion.

“Take it, baby girl,” I growl. “I know it hurts sometimes, but be a good girl for me. Spread wide and give me what I need.”

The bathroom is a whirlwind of sensation—the heat, the steam, the scent of her, the feel of her skin against mine. I feel her tightening around me, squeezing me, wanting more.

“Almost there,” I whisper into her neck. “Almost there, my sweet girl.”

She moves against me, a frantic, desperate motion. I feel the release building, a slow burn that explodes into a fiery rush. I groan, my body stiffening, my balls caught in a vice.

She cries out, a long, drawn-out sound that echoes in the steamy bathroom. I feel her tremble, her body slick with sweat.

I pull back slightly, leaving her gasping, her breasts heaving. I run my hand down her belly.

“Feed Daddy from those tits,” I growl.

She doesn’t hesitate. She cups one breast, lifting it, milk spraying as I take a mouthful, sucking and kneading, feeling her nipple harden then release on my tongue.

“Good girl,” I mumble unwilling to let her go. “So good. You were made for this.”

Her eyes are glazed with pleasure.

“Mine,” I growl, setting a hard, demanding rhythm. “Always fucking mine. Every inch of you.”

“Yours,” she gasps, her legs wrapping around my waist, squeezing tight. “Fill me up. Make me yours forever.”

“You’ll be my round little breeder cow,” I promise, moving my mouth to her other breast as she offers it to me. “You’ll have a perfect little bump.”

“Yes,” she moans, arching her back. “Please, yes. Come inside me Daddy, please.”

We move together, a frantic, desperate dance. The rhythm builds, faster and faster, until we’re both lost in a haze of sensation. When we come together, it’s violent and perfect, a release that shakes the entire bathroom.

Afterwards, I hold her close, both of us breathing hard, slick with sweat and milk. She smells like heaven.

“Again,” she breathes, a tremor in the sound, fingers digging crescent moons into the broad expanse of my back. “I need it again.”

“My greedy little cow. In the shower this time.”

I carry her into the hot spray, the water cascading over our bodies, slicking her skin with a sheen that begs to be tasted. I press her against the cool glass.

“God, you’re so small baby,” I growl, the sound vibrating against her ear. Not a complaint. A reverence. “All soft curves and sweet heat.”

I take her again, bent over, slower this time, a deliberate worship of every inch. My hand slides low, tracing the swell of her hip, then higher, cupping the fullness of her breasts squeezing as the water runs over us, a constant, pulsing rhythm.

“Daddy?” she whispers, the sound thick with wanting.

“That’s right, baby girl.” I deepen my grip, my hips slapping on her ass.

“Oh, God,” she breathes. “So deep.”

I shift, grinding against her, feeling her tighten around me.

“A perfect little breeder.”

“Almost there,” I grit out. “My hot load is going inside you, baby.”

“Oh, God,” she cries out, a small, desperate sound.

I follow her down, grinding against her, savoring the feel of her tightening around me. I want to mark her, to claim her completely.

“Mine,” I exhale. “Completely and utterly mine.”

I slip out of her, immediately stuffing my fingers into her hot little hole, pushing my cum back up inside her as I bend down and kiss her shoulder.

“I was so fucking scared,” I admit against her neck. “When I found you gone.”

“I’m here now.” She wiggles, turning my way as I finger fuck my cum into her, she spins on my fingers, lifting one leg over my arm until she’s facing me. Her hands fist in my hair, pulling me down. “I’m not going anywhere. You’re stuck with me.”

“Never again,” I promise kissing her forehead. “I’m never letting you out of my sight again. You’re mine, baby girl. All mine.”
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Later, clean and dry, I carry her to the room I’ve had equipped while we were at the penthouse.

Darcy follows us, settling onto his bed in the corner with a contented sigh. Apparently being a rescue hero is exhausting work.

"What is all this?" Willa asks, looking around in wonder.

The room now has multiple stations. A fuck table with a custom milking machine, a reclining chair that adjusts to any angle, even a swing suspended from the ceiling that's designed to support her while I fuck and suck and eat my fill.

"I had some ideas," I tell her, setting her on the massage table. "Things I wanted to try with you."

"Show me."

I uncover another special table, turning the warmer on until it's body temperature, then position her face down where there are two round holes cut for her tits to hang down and another padded circle for her face.

There’s another space that exposes her pussy, two sections for her legs spread wide.

Underneath, I take my place on the padded lower platform, sliding into place, then hitting the button that lowers her tits into my mouth.

From this angle, gravity helps the milk flow more freely into my mouth.

"Oh God," she gasps as I latch on. "That's... that's incredible."

The position is perfect. I can drink from her while I reach up and finger her sloppy little cow pussy.

"More," she begs. "I want to try everything."

I move her to the adjustable chair next, reclining her until she's almost horizontal. This angle lets me worship both breasts simultaneously while I fuck her.

"Silas," she moans, her body arching. "I'm going to—"

"Come for me, baby girl. Come while I drink from you."

When she shatters beneath me, milk spraying freely, I nearly lose my mind. This is what I was made for. This moment, this connection, this perfect girl offering herself to me completely.

"The swing," she whispers when she catches her breath. "I want to try the swing."

I chuckle, low and dark. “Horny little breeding slut for me. Daddy made you needy and greedy.”

Darcy lifts his head curiously from his bed, watching as I help her into the specially designed harness. His head tilts like he's trying to figure out this new contraption, then he apparently decides it's boring and goes back to his nap.

I press a button and the swing raises on an electric ceiling crank, putting her pussy right in my fucking face while she floats weightless.

"Feel like a goddess," she laughs, and the sound fills something broken inside my chest.

"You are a goddess." I position my mouth, hands on her ass. "My perfect goddess."

"I love this," she gasps, finding the perfect position. "I love how you worship me."

"Always," I promise against her skin. "For the rest of our lives."

We spend hours exploring every piece of new equipment.

By the time we're exhausted, she's been thoroughly sucked, fucked and drained I've had my fill. Almost.

"I love you," she whispers as she takes me deeper. "Love how you take care of me."

"Love you too, baby girl." I switch to her other breast. "Going to take care of you forever."

When she comes apart I follow her over the edge again. This girl had brought out the teenager in me.

Afterwards, we lie tangled together, Darcy curled up at the foot of the bed like a furry guardian.

"What if it worked?" she asks quietly, her hand resting on her stomach. "What if you got me pregnant tonight?"

"Then I'll be the luckiest man alive." I cover her hand with mine. "You'd be the most beautiful pregnant woman in the world."

"Would you still want to drink from me when I'm carrying your baby?"

"Every day," I promise. "Especially then. Knowing my child is growing inside you while you feed me... fuck, Willa. That's everything I never knew I wanted."

She curls closer to me, perfectly content. "I hope it worked."

"So do I, baby girl. So do I."

I hold her until she falls asleep, and for the first time in my life, I understand what complete happiness feels like.

And after tonight, maybe something even more permanent is already growing inside her.


CHAPTER 14
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Willa

Six months later

"Silas," I call from the bedroom. "Can you come here for a minute?"

I hear his heavy footsteps down the hall, followed by the click of Darcy's claws on the hardwood. They're always together now, my two protectors.

"What's up, baby girl?" He appears in the doorway, and I have to smile at the sight. Six months of peace have been good to him. He's relaxed, happy, the hard edges smoothed away.

Darcy pushes past him, jumping onto the bed like he owns it.

"Down," Silas commands. "That's my spot."

Darcy gives him a look that clearly says 'I was here first' but reluctantly hops down, circling the bed once before settling on his own bed with a dramatic sigh.

"He's getting spoiled," Silas mutters, but he's trying not to smile.

"You spoil him more than I do." I pat the bed beside me. "Sit."

"So demanding." But he settles beside me, immediately pulling me onto his lap. "You feeling okay? You've been sleeping a lot, baby."

"That's actually what I wanted to talk to you about." I take his hand, place it on my stomach. "I have news."

His eyes go wide. "News?"

"The best news." I can't keep the smile off my face. "We're having a baby."

For a moment, he just stares at me. Then his face transforms into pure primal satisfaction.

"A baby?" His voice cracks. "You're sure?"

"Peed on the stick." I lean into him. "Are you happy?"

Happy doesn't begin to cover the expression on his face. He looks like a conquering warrior who's just claimed his greatest prize.

"Fuck, Willa. I'm..." He buries his face in my neck, breathing me in. "I'm everything."

Darcy, apparently sensing something important is happening, abandons his bed and comes over to sniff curiously at my stomach.

"You hear that, boy?" Silas tells him, voice thick with possession. "You're going to be a big brother."

Darcy's tail wags uncertainly, like he's not sure what that means but knows it's important.

"Come here," Silas growls, positioning me across his lap with reverent hands. "Let me taste you. I want to see if I can tell the difference."

When he latches on, his groan is immediate and guttural. "Fuck, you taste different. Richer."

"Different how?" I gasp, already lost in the sensation.

"Like..." He pulls back, eyes dark with wonder and raw satisfaction. "Like a sweet, bred cow for me.”

The possessive satisfaction in his voice makes heat spiral through my core. "You like that?"

"I fucking love it." He switches to my other breast, hands worshipping my stomach. "My perfect girl."

Darcy huffs from beside the bed, apparently feeling left out.

"Jealous?" I ask, looking down at our pit bull mix who's now sulking.

"He should be," Silas says against my skin, voice rough with primal ownership. "This is my time with my girl."

Darcy gives another pointed huff and deliberately turns his back to us.

"You're hurting his feelings," I laugh.

"Good. He gets you all day while I'm working. I get you when you're feeding me."

"Such a baby," I tease, but the heat in his eyes makes my breath catch.

"Your baby," he corrects, then looks down at my stomach with fierce possession. "And this one's my baby growing inside you."

"Both yours," I agree.

"How far along?" he asks between deep pulls.

"Not exactly sure. Spring probably. I haven’t even missed my period yet."

"Yeah, I know.” He nods because he has a big calendar on the wall of our bedroom with my cycle on it. Fertile days marked in red. Day my period is supposed to start marked in green. “So, spring." He nods. "Perfect timing."

"For what?"

"Everything." He cups my face in his hands. “Everything is perfect with you.”

Darcy apparently decides he's been ignored long enough and jumps back onto the bed, plopping down right between us with a satisfied snort.

"Seriously?" Silas glares at him. "I'm having a moment with my pregnant wife."

"He's protective," I defend, scratching behind Darcy's ears. "He knows I'm carrying precious cargo."

"We're not married yet," Silas points out.

"Yet?"

"Baby girl, you think I'm letting you carry my child without making it official?" He shifts Darcy aside with one large hand, settling me back in his arms. "We're doing this. Enough putting off the wedding."

“I know. I just want to plan it all, make it perfect, but let’s be honest here…” I close my eyes for a second. “We don’t really even have anyone to invite. We’re loners. I have no family, and you have your brother, but that’s all clandestine poker games at midnight.”

He told me about Rico. Explained the Thursday night poker games, all about Sophia and how she died. His parents died when he was in his twenties, nothing dramatic, but when he talks about them, I hear the reverence and love behind the few words.

Silas swallows, then, “He could be my best man and your maid of honor. Just the three of us, Darcy and someone to do the ceremony. I mean, we’ll do celebrating on our own.”

“I never much thought about my dream wedding like some girls.” I pause. “So, yes, let’s do this. Wherever you want. But I want zero budget for my dress and I want to do it soon before my belly is poppin’.”

His voice drops to that commanding tone that makes me shiver. "You're going to be Mrs. Ward before this baby comes."

“My husband.” She tries the words on and they sound like heaven to my ears.

"Going to take such good care of you both," he promises, one hand splaying possessively over my stomach. "My perfect girl and my perfect baby."

He gets that special look in his eyes and my belly twists.

“Now, suck Daddy’s cock. I want to come down your throat, make sure you’re getting some good protein.”

Twenty minutes later, I’ve swallowed, been swallowed and I'm boneless and satisfied, and Silas is holding me like I might disappear rubbing my belly.

"I can't believe you're pregnant," he murmurs against my hair.

"Believe it." I trace patterns on his chest. "That big dick of yours made a tiny person. The baby will be smaller than your dick when it’s born." I giggle.

"Flattery will get you everywhere,” he says, then looks at the ceiling. “Our tiny person." He's quiet for a moment. "Do you think it'll be a girl or boy?"

"Does it matter?"

"No. As long as it's healthy and looks like you."

"It better have your protective instincts," I say, glancing at Darcy who's watching us like a furry chaperone. "This one's going to need all the help they can get with you as a father."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"You're going to be so overprotective. Worse than you are with me."

"Impossible," he says, but there's worry in his voice now. "Fuck, Willa. What if I mess this up?"

"You won't." I kiss his chest, right over his heart. "You take perfect care of me. You'll take perfect care of our baby too."

"Promise?"

"Promise."

Darcy chooses that moment to let out a little growl.

"He's protecting me," I defend. "And the baby."

"I protect you."

"You both do." I reach out to pet Darcy who is clawing at the side of the bed. "My two fierce protectors."

Silas grumbles, but he doesn't make Darcy move again. "Fine. But when the baby comes, there are going to be rules."

"What kind of rules?"

"Dog sleeps on the floor. Baby sleeps between us. I get first feeding rights."

"First feeding rights?" I laugh.

"You're going to be feeding the baby and me. I was here first."

"So territorial," I murmur, but I love it. Love how possessive he is, how completely he wants to claim me and our growing family.

"Always," he agrees. "You're mine, this baby is mine, and even the damn dog is mine."

Darcy's tail thumps against the bed like he approves.

"All yours," I whisper, already drowsy. "Forever."

I fall asleep between my two protectors, one hand on my still-flat belly where our miracle is growing, completely surrounded by love.

Perfect doesn't begin to describe it.

For the first time in my life, I have everything I never dared to dream of.

A home. A family. A future.

And it's all mine.


EPILOGUE
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Willa

Two years later

"Mama, Daddy's being weird again."

I look up from my laptop where I've been working on my children's book illustrations—something I never imagined I'd be doing before Silas enrolled me in art classes last year. Our eighteen-month-old daughter, Emma, toddles toward me with Darcy at her heels. She's got Silas's dark hair and my eyes, and she's already showing signs of inheriting his stubborn streak.

"Weird how, baby girl?"

"He's talking to my baby brother again."

I glance toward the kitchen of our Tuscany villa where my very pregnant belly has become Silas's favorite conversation partner. We're spending the summer here while he trades European markets, though honestly, our wealth means he could retire completely if he wanted. But Silas likes having projects—when he's not researching baby-proofing techniques or learning to braid hair for Emma.

"That's not weird, sweetheart. That's just Daddy being Daddy."

"But the baby can't even talk back yet."

"He will. And when he does, he'll probably tell Daddy to stop being so overprotective."

Emma giggles and climbs onto the couch beside me. My mind drifts to the farmhouse back home. I can see the remains of what used to be the old guest house. It’s now a beautiful garden where we scattered forget-me-not seeds.

Silas had the structure demolished the week after the storage unit incident, saying we needed "new growth, not old ghosts." The barn became his workshop where he builds furniture and toys for Emma.

Lynette disappeared completely after that night. Silas's contacts occasionally send updates—she's been spotted in different cities, always looking over her shoulder, never staying anywhere long. Living exactly the kind of fearful existence he promised her.

"Mama needs," Emma announces solemnly.

"What does Mama need?"

"Daddy help."

Smart girl. She's figured out that when I'm uncomfortable, Daddy fixes it immediately. The crazy big engagement catches the light as I gesture.

Our wedding was just as we thought. Just us, a officiant, Rico and Darcy. He cried when I walked down the aisle in the dress he'd had custom-made, and I cried when he promised to love and protect our family "until my last breath and beyond."

Darcy immediately positions himself at my feet like a furry guardian, completely devoted to his role as family protector.

"DADDY!" Emma bellows at the top of her lungs.

Heavy footsteps thunder from the kitchen. Silas appears in the doorway, flour in his hair and panic in his eyes.

"What's wrong? Are you okay? Is it time? Should I call the doctor?"

"Relax, Papa Bear," I laugh. "Emma just thinks I need some attention."

His shoulders sag with relief. "Jesus, don't scare me like that."

"Language," Emma parrots, wagging her finger at him just like I do.

"Sorry, princess." He scoops her up and settles beside me on the couch. "What does Mama need?"

"You," I say simply, and he melts. Every damn time.

"Come here, baby girl." He helps me adjust against his side, one large hand automatically settling on my belly. "How are my girls doing?"

"Your son has been using my ribs as a punching bag," I tell him. "And I'm..."

"I know what you need." His voice drops to that familiar commanding tone that still makes me shiver. "Emma, sweetheart, go play with Darcy in your room."

"Can Darcy and I have a tea party?"

"As long as you don't make him wear the princess dress again."

Emma claps her hands and slides off the couch. "Come on, Darcy! We're having a party!"

The dog dutifully follows his tiny mistress upstairs, his patience with her endless. Silas trained him well.

"Alone at last," Silas murmurs, already helping me adjust my position.

"We're hardly alone." I pat my belly. "Junior's listening."

"Junior needs to learn that Daddy takes care of Mama. It's important education."

"You're ridiculous." But I'm already settling against him, my body responding to his familiar touch.

"I'm devoted." His hands frame my face.

This time is different with the pregnancy—richer, more complex, my body producing exactly what both my babies need. Silas has become an expert at managing our routine, making sure Emma gets her feeding times while still taking care of his own needs.

"That's my good girl," he murmurs as I relax against him. "Feeding everyone so perfectly."

"Sometimes I think you love me more pregnant," I tease.

"I love you always. But watching you grow our babies..." His hand spreads across my stomach. "Knowing you're creating life while you feed me... fuck, Willa. That's everything."

"Language," I remind him, but I'm smiling.

"That's everything, baby girl."

When we're finished, he doesn't let go immediately. Just holds me close, one hand on my belly, the other stroking my hair.

"I love our life," I tell him.

"Even with Emma waking us up at five AM every day?"

"Even then. Though I'm grateful Darcy helps with entertainment duty."

As if summoned by his name, excited barking echoes from upstairs, followed by Emma's delighted giggle.

"Think they're getting into trouble?" I ask.

"Definitely. But the good kind."

From upstairs, Emma's voice drifts down: "Darcy, you have to hold your pinky up when you drink tea!"

Silas snorts. "Our daughter is going to turn that dog into a complete pushover."

"Like father, like dog."

"Hey now—"

"You literally let her paint your nails pink yesterday."

"She asked nicely," he grumbles, holding up his enormous hands, the nails and half the finger tips covered with pink polish, but there's no real complaint in his voice.

I curl deeper into his arms, perfectly content. "I can't believe this is our life."

"What do you mean?"

"Two years ago, I was just surviving. Now I have everything I never dared to dream of."

"We both do." He kisses the top of my head. "My perfect little family."

"Your demanding little family," I correct. "Between Emma, the baby, and you, I'm going to be permanently attached to feeding someone."

"Not someone," he says, voice possessive. "Me. Always me."

"Promise?"

"Promise." He seals it with a kiss. "You're stuck with me forever, Mrs. Ward."

Mrs. Ward. Even after all this time, the name still sends warmth spreading through my chest.

"I love being stuck with you," I whisper.

From upstairs comes a crash, followed by Emma's voice: "Uh oh! Darcy did it!"

Silas sighs. "I should probably—"

"Let them work it out. Darcy's got her."

"You sure?"

"Positive. Besides, I'm not done with you yet."

His eyes darken with interest. "Oh really?"

"Really. Junior's been keeping me up at night. I need some... stress relief."

"I think I can help with that."

Later, as we lay tangled together on the couch, Emma's voice drifts down again: "Mama! Daddy! Come see what Darcy and I made!"

"Duty calls," I tell him.

"Always." But he's smiling as he helps me up. "Come on, let's see what our babies destroyed this time."

As we head upstairs to investigate whatever chaos our daughter and dog have created, I think about how far we've come. From a stolen sweater and midnight milk deliveries to this perfect, chaotic, beautiful life.

We even see his brother Rico every week. Finding out Silas was meeting him every Thursday for an all-night poker game and a toast to his sister who lost her life in the attempt on Silas’s life gave me such insight into this huge, hard man with a huge heart.

But, that pain still haunts him.

The security team he hired after Emma was born follows us discreetly wherever we go, though I barely notice them anymore. Marcus, his old contact who helped with the "cleanup," now runs a legitimate security company and personally oversees our protection. It's good knowing Emma and Junior will grow up safe, even with Silas's past.

"What are you thinking about?" Silas asks, noticing my expression as we climb the marble staircase.

"How you went from the Butcher to a man who spends his afternoons learning origami to make Emma paper flowers."

He chuckles. "Don't forget the pottery classes."

"Or the cooking lessons with that French chef."

"I want to be able to make your cravings myself," he says simply. "And Emma should learn to appreciate good food."

That's my Silas—turning every hobby into a way to take care of his family. He approaches fatherhood the same way he approached everything else in his dangerous past: with complete dedication and terrifying competence.

"Mama! Daddy! Come see what Darcy and I made!"

When we reach Emma's playroom, we find an elaborate fort made of cushions and blankets, with Darcy wearing a makeshift cape and crown.

"He's the fort king," Emma announces proudly. "And I'm the princess."

"What are you thinking about?" Silas asks, noticing my expression.

"How lucky we are."

"Luckiest family alive," he agrees, already planning to install proper fort-building equipment in tomorrow's project list.

And looking around at our life—at Emma ruling over her stuffed animal kingdom with King Darcy, at the home we've built across multiple continents, at the baby growing safely inside me, at the man who transformed from killer to devoted father and husband—I know he's absolutely right.

We're home wherever we are together. We're safe with his protection and resources. We're together forever.

We're perfect.
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