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Chapter 1

The baby’s room light glows faintly through the upstairs window. He’s been watching her for weeks—months, really. First from his car parked far enough down the street. Then closer, walking his dog past the house just to catch a glimpse through the curtains. Tonight, he isn’t just watching.

He slips the thin crowbar from his jacket, works it against the latch of the back door. It clicks softly. She hasn’t locked it. Of course she hasn’t. She trusts the world too much. Sweet, soft thing.

The house smells of warm milk and lavender detergent, the kind used for baby clothes. It makes his cock twitch instantly. He steps inside—quiet, practiced—bare feet on tile.

He hears her in the kitchen, the low hum of a breast pump. He sees her before she sees him—slouched at the table, hair mussed, her nursing tank pulled down. She’s holding a bottle half-full of milk, absently rolling it between her palms, eyes distant.

God, she’s perfect.

“Hi, sweetheart.”

Her head jerks up, eyes going wide. She freezes, bottle clutched to her chest like a shield.

He steps forward, calm, smiling. “Don’t scream. I’m not here to hurt you.”

“W-who—what the hell—” Her voice shakes, already rising toward panic.

“I’m here because you need me,” he says simply, like it’s a fact. “You’ve been left all alone. He’s never here for you. But I am. I’ve always been.”

She stumbles back against the counter, chest heaving. “Get out—get out right now—”

He just looks at her breasts, swollen and full. Leaking. His throat goes dry.

“God, you’re even more perfect up close,” he whispers. “So fucking full. You’ve been killing me, baby.”

She’s trembling, clutching the bottle like she might throw it at him. He raises his hands slowly, like calming a skittish animal.

“Easy, baby girl,” he murmurs. “I’m not here to hurt you. God, look at you. So tired. So soft. You’ve been giving everything to that baby—and he just leaves you here, doesn’t he?”

Her eyes flick to the back door, calculating. He takes a slow step forward.

“Don’t,” he warns gently, voice low. “If you scream, the baby wakes up. You don’t want that.”

She freezes, breathing hard. He closes the gap between them, fingers brushing over hers on the bottle. “You don’t need this plastic thing,” he says softly. “You’re wasting the best thing about you on that little pump.”

Her eyes widen. “Wh—what?”

He pries the bottle from her hand, setting it on the table. “You’re made for this. For me.”

Her voice cracks. “I’m calling the police.”

“You won’t,” he says simply, stepping even closer, chest brushing hers. “Because deep down, you like that someone sees you. That someone knows exactly what you are. A perfect little mother. Full and aching. Just begging to be used.”

Her lips part, breath shaking, but she doesn’t move.

He slips his hand behind her neck, tilting her head just enough to meet her wide, terrified eyes. “Let me taste you. Just once. You won’t stop me, will you?”

She stammers, “S-stop—” but her voice is barely there.

“That’s not a no,” he breathes, sinking to his knees. He tugs the strap of her nursing tank lower, exposing her. She gasps, arms stiff at her sides as his mouth closes over her nipple.

Warm, sweet milk floods his tongue. He groans—loud, filthy, needy.

“God, fuck,” he pants against her skin. “You taste like everything I’ve ever wanted. You’re made for this—made for me. Look how easy you give it to me. Like you’ve been waiting for me to take it.”

Her hands twitch in the air like she wants to push him away, but they hover uselessly.

He sucks deeper, milk spilling into his mouth as he groans again, praising between hungry swallows. “That’s it… giving it to me so good. You’re perfect. So goddamn perfect.”

Her knees buckle slightly, and she catches herself on the counter with a small gasp.

Her nipple slips from his mouth with a wet pop, a thin trickle of milk running down her breast. He stares at it, chest heaving, lips glistening.

“God, you’re perfect,” he breathes, licking the drop away before straightening up.

She presses herself back against the counter, still trembling, eyes wide. “P-please, just—just leave—”

He cages her in with his body, one hand braced on the counter beside her, the other still holding her breast possessively. “Leave?” He gives a low laugh, dark and hungry. “Baby, I’ve been waiting for this too long to walk away now.”

Her breath hitches as his fingers roll her nipple, coaxing out another bead of milk. “You feel that? How full you are?” His mouth brushes her ear as he whispers, “It’s like your body knows it’s mine. Knows what I’m gonna do to you.”

She tries to push at his chest, but he catches her wrist, guiding her hand down to press against the hard length straining in his jeans. “Feel what you do to me. I’ve been thinking about this every night. How tight you’ll be. How wet. How good you’ll feel when I put my baby in you.”

Her mouth opens, but no words come out.

“You’re wasted on him,” he growls softly. “He doesn’t see you. Not like I do. He doesn’t know how perfect you are—how much you want to be full. You’re gonna give me what I want, baby. I’m gonna fuck you so deep you’ll never forget I was here.”

He leans down and kisses her—rough, hungry, tasting the milk still on his lips. She twists her face away with a shaky gasp, but he follows, mouth finding hers again.

Her breast is still in his hand, milk beading at her nipple. He pulls back just far enough to look down, thumb circling lazily over her wet skin. “Next time,” he murmurs, voice low and certain, “I’m not stopping here. I’m gonna fill you up while you feed me. I’m gonna make you mine—completely.”

He presses her hand harder against his cock. “You feel that? That’s all for you. You’re gonna take it. Every inch. And you’re gonna love it.”

He finally steps back, just far enough to let her gasp for air, her chest rising and falling frantically.

“I’ll be back soon,” he promises, voice soft but firm. “Keep yourself ready for me.”

And then he’s gone—silent as a shadow through the same door he came in, leaving her frozen in the kitchen, breast still bare, heart hammering like it might tear out of her chest.


Chapter 2

He knows her husband still isn’t home—he made sure of it. He’s been watching the car leave every evening. Tonight is no different.

The house is dark, save for the faint glow from the baby monitor in the hall. He moves silently, every step deliberate. He knows the path to her room now—how the third floorboard squeaks if you put weight on the edge.

When he reaches her doorway, the sight stops him cold.

She’s curled on her side in bed, hair fanned out on the pillow, the loose strap of her nursing tank fallen down her shoulder. One breast is half-exposed, heavy, a bead of milk glistening at her nipple.

She’s ready for me, he thinks, his chest tightening with need.

He slips closer, kneeling at the edge of the bed, watching her breathe. Her lips part slightly with each exhale. She has no idea.

His hand moves to her breast, cupping it gently. Warm. Soft. Full.

Her eyes snap open.

“Shhh,” he whispers, pressing a finger to her lips before she can scream. “Don’t wake the baby. Don’t wake him. You know why I’m here.”

She shakes her head quickly, panic flashing in her eyes.

“Liar,” he says softly, sliding onto the bed beside her. “You didn’t lock the door tonight either. You wanted me to come back. You wanted this.”

Her breath comes fast, chest rising against his palm as he kneads her breast, coaxing another drop of milk to bead on her nipple.

“God, look at you,” he groans, leaning down to suckle her nipple. Milk floods his mouth again, sweet and warm. He moans into her skin, swallowing greedily. “You taste even better tonight. You’re perfect for me. You belong to me.”

She writhes beneath him, hands pressing at his shoulders—but not as forcefully as before.

He lifts his head, lips wet. “Feel how hard I am for you,” he whispers, dragging her hand to his cock. She flinches but doesn’t pull away as he grinds against her palm.

“I told you,” he murmurs, kissing her collarbone, her jaw, her mouth rough and hungry. “I’m not stopping tonight. You’re gonna take me, sweetheart. You’re gonna feel me put my baby inside you while you feed me.”

His hand slides under the hem of her tank, fingers tracing the soft curve of her belly, the loose skin from her pregnancy. He groans like it’s the most erotic thing he’s ever touched.

“You’re so perfect like this. Soft. Ripe. Fucking ready for me.”

He kisses down her chest, dragging his tongue over the curve of her breast, licking up a stray drop of milk before taking her nipple back into his mouth. She gasps, twisting under him—but not hard enough to push him away.

“Yeah… that’s it,” he murmurs against her skin, one hand kneading her other breast while the other trails lower, over her belly, down to the waistband of her sleep shorts. “You’re already letting me touch you more tonight. You want this, don’t you?”

She shakes her head frantically. “N-no, I don’t—”

He laughs softly, darkly. “Then why aren’t you fighting me harder? Why does your body feel so fucking warm for me right now?”

Her breath hitches as his fingers slip under her waistband, sliding over the soft curls of her pussy.

“God, you’re wet,” he groans, voice almost reverent. “You can lie to me, baby, but your body doesn’t lie.”

He kisses lower, down her stomach, pausing to lick and nip at the soft, stretched skin just below her navel. “You carried a baby here,” he whispers, voice husky with awe. “But the next one? That one’s mine. You’ll carry my baby right here. Everyone will see you and know you belong to me.”

Her thighs clench, but he pries them apart with steady, relentless pressure, settling between them. He pulls her shorts down slowly, savoring the way she gasps as the cool air hits her bare skin.

“Look at you,” he murmurs, spreading her open with his thumbs. “God, you’re beautiful. I’ve thought about this every single night. How you’d taste. How you’d squeeze around my fingers while I tell you what I’m gonna do to you.”

He leans in, licking a slow stripe over her slit. Her back arches in shock.

“Mmm… fuck,” he groans against her, sucking gently at her clit. “You taste even better than I imagined. I’m gonna fuck you right here, while you feed me again. I’m gonna make you come on my tongue, make you sloppy wet for me… then I’m gonna push inside, so deep you won’t be able to think about anything but me filling you up.”

She whimpers, her hips jerking despite herself.

“That’s it,” he growls, sliding two fingers inside her, curling them expertly as he licks and sucks at her clit. “God, you’re so tight. You’re ready for me, sweetheart. Your body wants this. You want me to put my baby in you. You just don’t know how to say it yet.”

Her hands clutch at the sheets, knuckles white as her breath comes in sharp, uneven gasps.

Her hips buck hard against his mouth as his fingers curl deep inside her, relentless. He suckles her clit, drawing her tight and closer, until—

She breaks.

A sharp, muffled cry leaves her lips as her body seizes around his fingers. She comes hard, trembling, wetness coating his hand as he drinks in every twitch, every helpless sound.

He pulls back just enough to watch her fall apart, lips wet with her taste. “That’s it, baby,” he growls softly. “You’re so fucking good for me. You came for me—just like I knew you would.”

Her eyes flutter half-shut, dazed and overwhelmed.

And then, while she’s still trembling, he’s shoving his shorts down, lining himself up against her soaked entrance.

“Wait—!” she gasps, but the word is swallowed by his low groan as he thrusts forward, burying himself inside her in one deep, claiming stroke.

“Fuck,” he snarls against her neck, feeling her squeeze him so tightly it’s almost painful. “You feel even better than I dreamed. God, you’re perfect. Made for me.”

She squirms under him, still sensitive from her orgasm, but he locks an arm under her knee, pressing it up so he can sink even deeper.

“You feel that?” he pants, rutting into her with slow, heavy thrusts. “That’s me. Filling you up exactly where you need it. I’m gonna put my baby in you tonight. You’re gonna carry for me. You’re gonna feed me while you’re full of me. Everyone will know you’re mine.”

Her mouth falls open, but no sound comes out—just shaky, uneven breaths as he pounds into her, one hand squeezing her breast, coaxing out another trickle of milk.

“Oh, yeah… that’s it,” he groans, latching onto her nipple again mid-thrust. Milk spills over his tongue as he fucks her, deep and greedy, groaning into her chest.

“You’re feeding me while I breed you,” he growls against her skin. “The way it’s supposed to be. You’re mine now. You’ll never get rid of me. Never.”

Her body trembles under him, overwhelmed, her pussy fluttering tight around his cock—and he’s already so close, so desperate to spill inside her—

He thrusts harder, rougher, every stroke deep and claiming, her slick walls clutching him like she was made for him. He’s right there—he can feel it building, hot and unstoppable.

Her eyes widen as she feels him swell inside her. “No—don’t—” she gasps.

At the very last second, he pulls out with a guttural groan, stroking himself hard just above her swollen, wet pussy.

“Say it,” he growls, fist tight around his cock. “Say you want it. Say you want me to fill you.”

She shakes her head furiously, cheeks wet with tears. “I—I don’t—”

“You do,” he cuts in, voice sharp and desperate. “You came for me. You’re soaking for me. Your body’s begging for me to breed you. Say it.”

She bites her lip, shaking, chest heaving.

“Say it, or I’ll walk out right now and never give you what you need,” he threatens, voice low and dangerous.

A small, broken sound escapes her throat—half-sob, half-moan. “I… I want it,” she whispers, so soft it’s barely there.

His teeth bare in something between a grin and a snarl. “Louder.”

Her eyes squeeze shut, tears streaking her cheeks. “I… want you to fill me,” she says, just above a whisper.

He groans like he’s been set on fire, shoving back inside her in one brutal stroke as he comes, spilling deep, pumping her full with every thrust.

“Fuck yes,” he growls, holding her hips down, keeping himself buried to the hilt as he rides out his release. “Take it. Take all of it. You’re mine now. My perfect mother. My perfect little breeder.”

Her fingers clutch at the sheets, knuckles white, her body twitching under him as his hot spend seeps deeper inside her.

When it’s over, he stays inside her, chest heaving, lips brushing her ear.

“You begged for me,” he whispers darkly, kissing her jaw. “You think I’m stopping now? No, baby. This is just the start.”


Chapter 3

The husband’s car is in the driveway tonight. He parks two streets over, watching from the shadows. The lights in the house are mostly off—except the faint glow from the upstairs bathroom.

He knows the husband is home. He knows the man is useless. Probably passed out in bed while she takes care of herself alone.

The thought makes him hard instantly.

He slips in the same way as always—silent, practiced. The house smells warm, lived-in. A soft snore filters down from the master bedroom.

Pathetic.

He moves up the stairs like a shadow. The bathroom door is cracked just enough to let out curls of steam. He catches a glimpse through the opening—her bare silhouette behind the fogged glass, water streaming over her soft body.

God, she’s perfect. Mine.

He steps inside quietly, locking the door behind him with a soft click.

The sound makes her freeze. Her head turns toward the door. “Babe?” she calls out, her voice uncertain.

He smiles. “Not him.”

The shower curtain whips open as she gasps, arms moving instinctively to cover herself—but she’s already bare, wet, flushed from the hot water.

“Shhh,” he whispers, stepping closer, one finger pressed to his lips. “You don’t want to wake him, do you?”

Her eyes go wide. “He—he’s—”

“Asleep,” he finishes for her. “Doesn’t even care where you are. But I do.”

She backs against the tile, water cascading down her breasts, her nipples stiff from the steam. He can see the thin trickle of milk mixing with the water, running down her stomach.

His cock throbs painfully.

“You’re even more beautiful like this,” he says softly, stepping into the shower fully clothed, water soaking his shirt. “Soft. Bare. Full.”

Her voice shakes. “Please… he’s—he’s home—”

“Yeah,” he breathes, pinning her gently but firmly to the tile, his mouth at her ear. “That’s what makes it so good, baby. He’s right there, and he has no idea you’re about to let me fill you up again.”

His hands find her breasts, squeezing, coaxing more milk to bead at her nipples. He groans, sinking down to suckle one, warm water pouring over his face as he drinks from her like he’s been starving.

“You’re perfect for me,” he growls against her skin. “Made to feed me. Made to take me. And tonight? I’m not gonna be quiet about it.”

The hot spray beats down as he presses her wrists above her head, pinning them easily to the slick tile. She struggles weakly, chest heaving, water running over her trembling body.

“You feel how easy this is for me?” he murmurs, voice low and rough in her ear. “I’ve got you, baby. You can’t fight me—not really. You don’t even want to.”

She shakes her head frantically, wet hair sticking to her flushed face. “I—stop—he’s right there—”

“Sleeping like a useless piece of shit,” he cuts her off. “You’re my perfect little mother, and he doesn’t even see you.”

Her breasts are full, nipples stiff under the cascade of water. He lowers his head, suckling one hard, groaning as warm milk floods his mouth, mixing with the taste of water on his tongue.

“Fuck, yes,” he growls, pulling back to watch more milk bead at her nipple. “You’re feeding me while your husband’s in the next room. You think he’d recognize you like this? Flushed, needy, so goddamn wet for me?”

She whimpers, hips jerking involuntarily as his knee nudges between her thighs.

“That’s it. You can pretend you hate this, but your body loves me,” he whispers darkly, sliding his free hand down to her pussy, fingers parting her easily. “Look how wet you are already. You want me. You want me to put my baby in you, don’t you?”

She bites her lip hard, shaking her head—but her hips rock against his fingers.

“That’s my girl,” he groans, thrusting two fingers deep inside her, curling them until she gasps, a helpless sound spilling out before she can stop it. “Yeah, you like that. You love when I take what’s mine.”

He presses her wrists harder into the tile, pinning her completely as he frees himself, lining up the thick head of his cock at her soaked entrance.

“You’re gonna take me now, baby,” he growls, teeth at her ear. “I’m gonna fuck you right here while your husband sleeps down the hall. And you’re gonna let me. Because you’re mine.”

And with that, he drives into her in one brutal stroke, filling her so deep she gasps out loud—before his hand slaps over her mouth, silencing her cry.

“Shhh… that’s it. Take it. Feel me right where you need me.”

He thrusts hard, water streaming over both of them, his mouth latching back onto her nipple to drink from her while he fucks her.

“You’re feeding me while I breed you,” he pants between hungry sucks. “He’ll never know. But you will. Every time I come in you, you’ll remember exactly who owns you now.”

He drives into her relentlessly, water splashing around them, her wrists still pinned high above her head. Every thrust grinds his cock deep against her tender, soaked walls, his mouth latched to her nipple as he drinks from her greedily.

She squirms under him, whimpering into his hand—but the sounds are changing. Less fear. More breathless, desperate.

“Yeah,” he growls against her breast, releasing her nipple just long enough to speak. “You’re loving it now. You’re clenching so fucking tight for me. You want me to fuck you. You want me to fill you up again.”

She shakes her head faintly, eyes glassy and half-closed.

“You can lie,” he rasps, curling his fingers on her thigh for leverage as he pounds into her, “but your pussy’s telling me the truth. God, you’re so wet for me. You’re begging me without even saying it.”

He shifts his angle just slightly, hitting that spot inside her—exactly where she can’t resist. Her whole body jerks, a sharp gasp breaking through the muffled sound against his palm.

“There it is,” he groans. “That’s what you wanted, isn’t it? You wanted me to fuck you like this. Like he never can.”

Her eyes squeeze shut as her body betrays her again, hips rocking toward him despite herself.

“Fuck, you’re close,” he pants, thrusts becoming sharper, deeper. “Come for me, baby. Come on my cock while I drink from you.”

He sucks her nipple again, hard, tongue pulling another warm spill of milk into his mouth as his hips slam against hers.

She breaks—her body convulsing around him, cunt fluttering tight as a strangled moan escapes against his hand.

“Good girl,” he growls against her skin, still fucking her through every twitch and shudder. “You came for me again. You love this. You love when I take you, fill you, drink from you while you come for me.”

Her chest heaves, eyes glazed as he thrusts faster, rougher, chasing his own release.

“You’re mine now,” he snarls, pulling his mouth from her breast just long enough to bite at her neck. “I’m gonna fill you so deep you’ll still be dripping with me in the morning.”

With one final brutal thrust, he buries himself to the hilt, groaning as hot spurts of cum flood her. He holds himself there, grinding deep, forcing her to feel every pulse of his cock as he empties inside her.

He stays inside her as his breathing slows, his hands finally releasing her wrists—though she doesn’t pull away.

He leans close, lips brushing her damp cheek. “You begged for me again without even saying it,” he whispers. “Next time, sweetheart, you’ll say the words. You’ll tell me you’re mine.”


Chapter 4

The baby’s cries echo faintly through the monitor when he slips in again. He knows her husband is downstairs—he saw him through the window, pacing with the infant in his arms, clueless.

She’s in bed again, hair mussed, a robe loose around her shoulders. She’s just finished nursing—the proof is there in the damp spots on the fabric.

He moves to her like he belongs there now, climbing onto the bed without a word.

Her eyes widen, panic flashing—but not as sharply as before. “He’s—he’s home,” she whispers.

“I know,” he murmurs, crowding her against the mattress. “And he still doesn’t have a clue that every night you’re letting me breed you like the perfect little mother you are.”

She shakes her head weakly, but her hands don’t push him away when he parts her robe, exposing her heavy, milk-full breasts.

“God,” he groans, kneading them slowly, coaxing out a trickle of milk. “You’re even fuller tonight. Like your body knows what I’m doing to you.”

She gasps when he lowers his mouth, sucking greedily, drinking her down while grinding against her thigh.

Between swallows, his voice is low and filthy. “You think this is just about tonight? No, baby. I’m not stopping. I’m gonna put as many babies in you as I want. You’ll get round and swollen for me over and over until everyone can see you’re mine. Not his. Mine.”

Her breath hitches, thighs squeezing shut—until he forces them apart, settling between them.

“You’ll feed me every time,” he growls, dragging his fingers through her wetness, smirking. “You’ll let me drink from you while I fuck you full. And you’ll love it, sweetheart. You already do.”

She trembles beneath him, eyes glassy, lips parted like she can’t form words.

He lines himself up, pressing the head of his cock against her entrance, rubbing it in slow, teasing circles. “Think about it,” he whispers darkly. “A baby that’s actually mine. You leaking for me while you carry my kid, not his. That’s what you really want, isn’t it?”

Her hips twitch, betraying her, and his grin turns feral.

“That’s all I needed,” he murmurs—and thrusts into her, deep and claiming.

He thrusts into her a few more times—deep, claiming strokes—before pulling out suddenly.

Her eyes flicker with confusion as he sits back against the headboard, cock glistening and hard, his hand wrapping lazily around the base.

“Come here,” he orders softly, patting his thigh.

She stays frozen, wide-eyed.

He smirks, dark and knowing. “You’re gonna ride me tonight, sweetheart. You’re gonna feed me while you fuck yourself on my cock. And you’re gonna do it nice and quiet so your useless husband doesn’t hear a thing.”

“I—I won’t,” she whispers, voice shaking.

“You will,” he counters, tone patient, like he’s explaining something obvious. He leans forward, thumb brushing over her nipple, coaxing out a drop of milk. “Because you want to. You’ve been giving in a little more every night. You’re aching for me, baby. And you know it.”

Her chest rises and falls rapidly.

“Get over here,” he says again, his voice a low, commanding growl.

Slowly, hesitantly, she crawls toward him, her robe slipping further off her shoulders.

“That’s it,” he murmurs, steadying her hips as she straddles him. The head of his cock nudges against her wet entrance, teasing. “You’re already soaked for me. You can pretend all you want, but your pussy knows who it belongs to.”

He cups both her breasts, kneading them firmly. “Feed me while you take me. I want you to look me in the eyes while you do it.”

Her lips tremble as she leans forward, sliding her nipple into his mouth. Warm, sweet milk floods his tongue as he groans deep in his chest.

“Good girl,” he praises against her skin, sucking hard. “Now fuck yourself on me.”

She hesitates for a split second—then sinks down on him slowly, gasping at the stretch.

“Fuck, yes,” he growls, mouth still latched to her breast as he fills her completely. “You feel so good. Like you were made for me.”

He lets her set the pace at first, savoring the way her hips start to move without prompting.

“Look at you,” he says, pulling off her nipple with a wet pop, milk dripping down his chin. “Riding me while you feed me. You’re my perfect little breeder, baby. I’m gonna keep filling you until you can’t live without my cum inside you.”

Her eyes flutter closed, but her hips move faster, desperate.

“That’s it,” he groans, gripping her hips tighter. “Take me. Feed me. Show me how much you love being mine.”

She rides him slowly at first, still trembling, her thighs shaking as she sinks down over and over. He groans each time she takes him deep, his hands gripping her hips tight, guiding her movements.

“Look at you,” he murmurs, his voice dark with satisfaction. “Bouncing on my cock like you’ve done this a hundred times. Like you’re already mine.”

She shakes her head, lips parting as she tries to protest—but the words die in her throat.

He latches back onto her nipple, drinking from her again, warm milk spilling into his mouth as he groans low in his chest.

“You’re feeding me while you ride me,” he says between hungry sucks. “God, you’re perfect. You love this, baby. You love giving yourself to me.”

Her hips pick up pace without him asking, the slick sounds of her wetness loud in the quiet bedroom.

“Yeah,” he growls, letting go of her breast just long enough to bite her neck, hard enough to make her gasp. “Take it. Take all of me. You’re so wet, so full—you can’t stop now, can you?”

Her breath hitches, head falling back as she moves faster, deeper.

“You want me to come in you again, don’t you?” he taunts, voice rough. “You want me to breed you while you feed me.”

She lets out a tiny, helpless sound, but still doesn’t say it.

“Say it,” he demands, grabbing her chin, forcing her to look at him. “Say you want me to come inside you.”

Her eyes flicker with panic and need all at once.

“I—” Her voice breaks.

“Say it,” he growls again, slamming his hips up into her so deep she cries out softly.

Her resolve cracks. “I want it,” she whispers.

He snarls, “Not good enough.”

“I—want you to come in me,” she says again, louder this time, voice shaky but desperate.

His grin is feral as he drags her down hard onto his cock, thrusting up into her while she bounces. “Good girl. You’re mine now. You’ll never stop begging me to fill you.”

He fucks up into her, deep and fast, until her movements stutter—and then she’s crying out, coming hard around him, her body milking him as he groans and spills deep inside her.

“Fuck, yes,” he growls, holding her down on his lap as hot spurts flood her. “Take it. Take every drop. You’re mine, sweetheart. My perfect little breeder.”


Chapter 5

The husband is awake tonight. He can hear the faint clatter of dishes downstairs, the TV murmuring in the background. The man has no idea that upstairs, his wife is waiting for someone else.

He slips in through the back as always, quiet as a shadow, his cock already aching just knowing the husband is right there.

She’s in the bedroom, robe loose around her shoulders, breasts already heavy and full from the last feeding.

She looks at him when he enters—wide-eyed, breath catching—but she doesn’t move away.

“You didn’t lock the door again,” he says softly, smiling. “It’s like you were hoping I’d come.”

“I—he’s—”

“Downstairs,” he interrupts. “Completely clueless. Like always.”

He crosses the room in three strides, kissing her hard before she can speak. She gasps into his mouth, and his hands are already at her chest, tugging the robe open.

“God, look at you,” he groans, kneading her breasts, coaxing milk to bead at her nipples. “So fucking full. You’ve been waiting for me, haven’t you?”

She shakes her head weakly, but her nipples are already stiff, her breath coming faster.

He pushes her back onto the bed, stripping his shirt off as he kneels over her. His cock, flushed and hard, drags over the soft weight of her breasts as he positions himself.

“Hold them for me,” he murmurs.

Her shaky hands come up automatically, pressing her breasts together around him.

“Good girl,” he growls, sliding his cock between them, thrusting slow at first, letting the head brush her chin with every stroke. “Fuck, you feel so good. Soft, warm… God, you’re perfect everywhere.”

Her chest glistens with a mix of sweat, milk, and his precum as he fucks her tits harder, hips snapping forward.

“Look at you,” he pants, staring down at her flushed face. “On your back, tits around my cock, feeding me like you’re mine while your husband’s just downstairs.”

He leans down mid-thrust, sucking at her nipple, drinking her milk while he fucks her breasts faster.

“God, yes,” he groans, lips wet against her skin. “You taste so good. You’re mine. You’ve always been mine.”

She gasps softly, her own hips rocking against nothing as his pace gets rougher.

“You love it,” he snarls between thrusts. “You love giving yourself to me. You’re gonna let me come all over these perfect tits, and then I’m gonna put it back inside you where it belongs.”

Her lips part like she wants to deny it, but her eyes—dark and dazed—tell him everything.

“You’re mine now,” he growls, jerking his hips faster between her breasts. “Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she whispers, almost too soft to hear.

He groans, thrusting hard one last time before spilling hot, thick cum across her breasts, streaking her flushed skin.

“Fuck, yes,” he breathes, watching it drip down her cleavage, mixing with the milk still beading at her nipples.

He leans down, licking a drop from her skin, tasting cum and milk together.

“You’re gonna take it all,” he murmurs darkly. “Because you’re my perfect little mother. And tonight, I’m filling you one last time—right under his nose.”

Her chest is streaked with cum and milk, glistening under the dim lamplight. She lies there trembling, eyes half-closed, breathing hard.

He grips her jaw, forcing her eyes on him. “Clean me,” he orders softly, holding his still-hard cock at her lips.

She hesitates for only a second—then parts her lips.

“That’s it,” he growls as she licks him slowly, her tongue tracing the length of him. “Good girl. Look how perfect you are for me. Feeding me, riding me, licking me clean while your pathetic husband sits downstairs without a clue.”

Her tongue slides over his shaft, gathering the last drops of cum.

“Fuck, yeah,” he pants, holding her hair tight in one fist as she takes him deeper, her mouth wet and warm. “God, you’re filthy for me now. You love this. You’ll never stop letting me use you.”

When she pulls back, lips wet, he smirks.

“Come here,” he murmurs, pulling her up roughly by the arm.

He drags her to the window, yanking the curtain just enough to let in the moonlight—and the view of the driveway below.

“If he just looked up,” he whispers darkly, positioning her with her bare chest pressed to the glass, “he’d see you right now. He’d see how perfect you look when I’ve covered you in my cum. When I’m about to fill you again.”

Her breath comes fast and shallow, cheeks flushed, nipples grazing the cool glass.

“Think about it,” he growls, sliding his cum-slick cock back inside her in one brutal thrust. “You’re taking me, feeding me, begging for my cum while your husband’s just downstairs like a fool.”

He grabs her breasts from behind as he fucks her, squeezing hard enough to force milk to spill down the glass in streaks.

“God, yes,” he groans, pounding into her harder. “You love this. Being bred like a perfect little mother while I drink from you. You’re mine, sweetheart. Say it.”

Her voice is weak, broken. “I’m yours.”

“Again.”

“I’m yours!” she gasps, her cry loud enough he has to slap a hand over her mouth.

“That’s it,” he growls, rutting into her harder, chest pressed to her back. “Take it. Take all of me. You’re mine forever. You’ll never stop giving me everything I want.”

Her body tightens around him as she comes again, trembling, and he groans as he empties inside her one last time—grinding deep, pinning her to the glass, making her feel every hot pulse of his release.

She collapses against the cool glass, her breasts leaking milk down the pane, her body trembling and dripping with his cum.

He stays inside her for a moment longer, savoring the feeling of her walls fluttering weakly around him, like her body is trying to keep him in.

“You’re mine now,” he whispers against her damp hair, kissing her temple. “Completely mine.”

He pulls out slowly, his release spilling down her thighs. She doesn’t move to cover herself—just leans there, dazed, chest heaving.

Gently, he turns her around, kissing her hard—slow this time, like she’s already his lover, not just his conquest.

“You’re perfect,” he murmurs. “My perfect little mother. My perfect girl.”

He lifts her, carrying her back to bed. She doesn’t fight him, just lets him tuck her under the blanket. He kisses her forehead, brushes hair from her face, and smiles.

“I’ll be back tomorrow,” he whispers. “But you won’t fight me anymore. You don’t want to.”

Her lips part like she might argue—but no words come.

He smirks, leaning down to kiss her one last time, soft and filthy at once.

Then he’s gone—silent, leaving the window cracked just slightly, the proof of what they’ve done still glistening on the glass.

Moments later, she hears her husband’s footsteps on the stairs. The bedroom door opens.

“You okay?” he asks sleepily, glancing at her messy hair, her flushed face.

She nods, pulling the blanket closer. “Yeah. I’m fine.”

He smiles, kisses her cheek absently, and crawls into bed beside her.

She closes her eyes, still feeling the warmth of his cum inside her, still tasting his kiss on her lips.

Tomorrow night, she knows—she won’t fight him at all.
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I waited. Watched. Wanted.

And when the lights went out, I took what I needed.

She thought it was just a dream.

She still does.

But her body knows the truth.

The way she moans for me in her sleep. The way her thighs part without thinking. The way her belly’s started to swell.

I’ve been filling her night after night—until she couldn’t take another drop without keeping it.
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A forbidden story of a stalker’s obsession and a
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